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| Kbin: phaahkn mmndm dﬁh ang babhﬂb wtm'l.:
' Jo un ki tum jog (‘hhlll o, degi jagab burd,
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| LBGENDS OF THR PAN sy

\ Puir“‘ kalike bhik dal do, jog suphal ho ]ﬁ,i!”
Rént Patam Dat, i

' Heo betd, kaist kahi, main hn sl saths ?

Mulh put.r kaist kahtn, we haji, pran pa.b"is 2
We hain prin patis, v betl ; kyfin sar pap charhfive 2

Kaun jagat ¢ putr’ kahe ¥ Ham to bhar bhar ¢hhidti uw! :

Bhog kya jake sang soly ab kyla pip lagive ?
Nél:lk kandh ko j ]a, hatiyirl, khoti bat suuﬁ.vc
! Rity Kanwdrk.

7 Ho mith, man smn]he bhali karen J&gdiﬁ
Jitnd tamhare pis lmm charho hamdre si,

255 ¢
Lo
(457 ¢

580

Boring his eats ho hath pab in the rings and rubbed
ashes on his body, -

If thon take away his saintship, the world wdl blame |

thee.

Call him ‘son’ and give him alms that his Sa,int-ship N

prosper,”’
Rani. Pitam Dap.

O my r]ﬂ,ughtor,how shall I say it, I that am virtuous ?
How shall T say ‘son’ with my lips to hlm that is the
lord of my life ?

Ho is the lord of my life, my da.urrhtei why pla.ce this'_-

sin upon my head ?
What (wife) saith “son’ in the world ? oy hemt is full l

Why thon did he enjoy me, thelb puttet.h this 8in upon

me ¢
Go thou to hell, thon wr etoh, that smd such evll to me. o

The Prineess. - )
“ O mother, think of it: The Tiord® will rewn,r& thee.
Puat all thy sins upou my head.

I L i .Lugdu, Ih'. Luul uf the woﬂd Tl bwa, God. . A
\ f; j
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| mue LEGEND of RAJA copl cmAND., fz A
" Chatho hamre sis; ¥ mAtd, jitnt prockhit bhas.
Burd bhald sab ham ko kahe, nis din dijo girl,

(Ab fum leo to yeh hi suphal hai Jltnl ho bum nard :
Mukh se putr lmhc: pm ko : mano bat hamard,’’

) Pntli ke méne bachﬁ.n, htd ehit behal.
Char ‘pﬁ;d&t"lth pirke 1t hith men thal,
144 hath men thal,

Rane Pei’ta_m Dat.

¢ Réo, maifn tere simhne df.

- 54.-0 ' Bhichhé 1ij _}ﬂ kanth hamire, chir pn,dfu abh 164,

Yeh hi hamed asis, piyaji, suphal tevl sidh a1l
- Tk bar kahtl, lakh bar kah dfua, ¢ 0. putr, main mal l

Put on my head, mother, all the weight of thy sing.
' Say all things good and bad to me, call me evil uares
day and night. :

1535 Now this will prosper thee zmd all of you queens,

That you call my fabher © son’ with your lips : hearken
to my words.” :

She cheyed the girl and was wretclied in 1101 heart.
She filled a platter with four delicacies and took it in

her haund,
‘She took the platter in her hand,
Rint Pitam Diag.
ey « King, T am corae before thee :
540 Take the alms; my husband, I have brought thee f'our VI
delicacies.

This is tay blessing, my beloved ishat thy smnts}np. i

prosper [ :
1 say it once, I say it @ thonsand tlmes, ¢ thou art my
son and I thy mother,” : i :



T ':=“Grop1 C‘hlmd ‘twn ye suno s Jhn}in ﬁzuo Bang
g

LFGENDS OF '.mm ?AMAB. i

Lekar bhhlchha haliace = bhall kast Jagtﬁs !

Gur apne pednke charan mwﬁm sxs. i
Ghar{m n1w§110 sls. ; j
Pc’i?c’i (“r)pr C'lacmrl -
e (}arflp, tmnhar hukm bai iyﬁ

- Esollh S0 mukh pabe ’ kalite Jn,bh' Tl i h’ly‘i !
{ hrau baras ki sntd kanwir] tin sl nhand rhhumw

Ai (.rur DaO, karo gat merd; bum s¢ &Piym lau&yﬁ. e |
' Jf;;a,nnnlha; Nat,}’; oLy e

Phir judd fsan laro's yeh Lt f‘mqiu Tang.

Yeoh i faqirl rang : hamen s ijan juda hmﬁo.
| G ki u&m Jtup{) bivde me, Har be (lhy o iﬁw'bo

i | m.ade tho sixteen hundred ( .lueens,) c_aH m_e aou a.néfi--'f'_

1 Ho took Lho alms and weat “LW&}" on lmth ihe eri

done ! il
He came to his (zm(‘l and howed Im hea.cl a‘b ]113 feeb,
Bowed his head at his fest. i

Pf?;u Gopi Cumd iR S
| #8ir Gurd, T obeyed thy orrlex,

then tiook the alms,

MJ’ m’*ldbll dmltrhtvr of twelve yoars pl&} ed i;hpme LI

hundred tricks on me.

0 my Lovd Gut, prosper iy wmk I medlbate on !

 thee 1”7
Jmhmrlﬁar Nath. _ b WS
e (10]_:)1 Chand, listen to this : cook the food wrbL me,

| Adterwards take up thy abode’ *Lpa,lﬁ this is tha way of

“devotees,

This is the way of devoloes: have a sopmmba abode
from me,

Repeat the name of thy Gurﬂ in Lhy Iwa.rt anﬂ mec’h- |
fate upon H‘u’i*

bl | ® Vishnu, God. |




e %9 h'smau, dn ke tnjh pe paro srip !
. Pute ko jogi kia, ) karoge dp! | ey
. RYj karoge Ap : Hamen ddran dukh dind!
| Bolih saw ki sabar jin apne pe Hod!
,Jo Learnd chuho 1&3, nahin ham Lwno derige.

iry AI&Lh Ném it se nd hiro, Rim Num gur g,
-:.Jog 1’1‘9 Lﬁ veh hi mazh, Bmkunth dn,hﬁ.m ko jho.’?

ﬁ’am Patom Dai

© Agli pichhia ki &) sid bhar lenge. |

-',-N& hllse, na khis, nahin gat hogl terd.
Kul iy Narkon bis, pir tujhe hove ghanere ! K

i L Réng Maingwantt. I
i Al vl I’ﬁ.fam Dad bahd, ‘tam ho surgyin.

i Bt mmn ‘]Og,t kl& npm- dharm pabehin,

prmqo the name of God,

{ _Thls is the fruit of develion thfl,t thou go to Hoaven

.10

!lmaa Pamm Datk "

.“Mnthel -in-law, the cnrse of my hfe be upon theo !

‘I'Pllu LB}GFND on. m.rA aori’ onawn. Qe

ot

o

Forgﬂt not Lhe Impenshable Name in thy hmut (md

Thon hast made thy son a jogl, that thou mlghtcst rule

th yself!

to much tmubT !

__'Thnb thou mightest rule thyself thou hast brought me”

Thou hast taken on thyself the envse of the hives of the.

sixteen hundred (quoens) !

A Tf {,hml wouldest rule T will not let tﬁoe
560

I will take a full (xevenge) for all Lhou hast done to—
day ) :
Nor in drinking, nor in camer shall ought prosper thee,

& Go and dwell in Hell, where thy agonies shall be many ! ”

Rani Miuindwant?,

“0 my daughter Pitam Dai, take knowleﬂ&o (of tho -« Al

things of Heaven).

| I made my son a jogi, knowmg my duty (to rehcrmn}

| # Scene change "I' Réni Mainéwant..



LEGENDS OF THE PANJAB.

Apnit dha.::m pahchin, ki (topt Chand Jogi
Kiyd un ki amar ant parlo min hogf. |

He bahil vl nirmal, dekh sardp karan kanchan s Layf’c. .
Nirkhat suphal 56, bakd, kadwar ko jog diwhytd
Apnd sawid bighy kit putr nistird, |
Kyt soeho din rain, rudan kacti har b 2
Udar pasfive pair, pir mujh ko hai bhird !

Twm ky iy hot ndds sbbh pheron ki u.uit P

Rint Patam Dal.

“ Bis hamari, kyln ki putr ko yeh faqgir ?
T sukhiyd ab na rahe, ham ko diran pir !
Ham ko diran pir, dhir man kaise lven ?
Mahilon pagt andher, chit kaise symjhiven ?
Joban lahar samundar dekh ji dar pe hamdrd :

665
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Knowing my daty I made Gopl Chand a 7ogh _

His body shall be immortal and his glory endless in the
world to come,

0 my pure danghter, behold hl'% golden body:.

Faultless  and fr ultiul 1 made my son & pdqf, o5 gl
ddug,htu. _ 4

Destr oymg my own desires T gave bunpﬁta to my son.

Why grieve day and night, weeping every moment ¢

He kicked in my womb il great was my pain !

Why then art thow sad, that art (but) a wodded wife ?7

Réni Patam Dat, ;
“ Mother-in law, why didst thou thus make I;hy son &

devotee 7 o
Mayst thou know no 303:, that hast given me great
guefs!

Great is my pain, how then shall I be patient?

A darkness hath fallen on the palace, how sha.]l I teaoh
my heart (not to grieve) ?

Youth sees the waves of the ocean (of life) and is afraid
ab heart, '



:
|
|

" Main kaliti hay bir, dharm apnimat chlijo !

o
o

TR mewn oF RWA Gorl omaxD,

| ‘I':'KIH hldh ut.u‘t,n pir, km han birhe ki dhira?

Ai sasurji, hirdiyd ki kathor : pir tujh ko nahin 411
Putr kan chirfe, hamen kﬁ.rﬁ. 1'and hlthh %2

Iﬂaui Mumfawmabf.

Ao Pitam ' Dad b&hﬁ kyun man kia udis t’

| Bhajan karo ng Ram kA, ho Surgof men bés !

He bahtl ri, ho Surgon meii bis, bart pi kiran kijo,
Rim bhajan ke het apnd man tan dijo.

Heo bahtt r1, kare din aur pan, muokab apni kar 1ijo.
! 22

¢ Bithd T_'I"_;le.I'i gun 1jo, beté Gopi Chand,

Sukh fisan ko chhorke paye mohe ke phand.

How shall I eross over (plunged) in the bitter current
of separ ation !

O mother-in-luw, thou hast hardened thy heart: thou
hast had no pity !

In that thon hast bored thy son’s ears and mac[(, me a

widow 7

Rant Mmrwwanér.

“ 0 my danghter Patam Daf, why grieve n th} ho art ?

Sing the praises of God and go to dwell in Heaven.

My daughter, go to dwell in Heaven, and fast for thy
Jove’s sake, |

Deliver up thy body and soul to the praise of Gad.

My danghter, do charity and good works and earn thy
salvation.

I tell thee never forsake Lhy dutxes S

“ Ilear my complaint, O my son Gopl Chand.*

Giving up thy pleasures, thou art fallen into the snares =+ -

of lasti.

% OChange of seene: Mainfiwanti is now addressing Gopt Chard, re

peénting of her former action.



LEGFNDS OF THE PAI!IT&B. .

" He beta 16, pme mohe ke phanél Indm' 16 bﬁd lﬂa.géy&

600

590 | Pawvan chalab had, dhor bahot hi jal barsﬂyﬁ iyl
SN bot“m re, atlag. ma}shmul sej bin K&hhi nindra na,hin ﬁl. o
(Ab péut par let, putr ; main kurlal. . i il
He betd re, makil qild aur sukh rhhmku roin k@{'ﬁ?
L Kt gado palang miwdr, sej phitlon ki chhde P AL
i e9s ' He be’r?x re, kit gal sagarl nﬁr, jmhen t.ﬁ pu.r paWuu' Bl
ik jhalde 7 R O b
Yeh dukh rabd bhog, lm,ho Maind Dai mﬁi !” !
. Rija Gopi Cfca:nti g |
% He mitd, jangal to raho hamre mahil r»tﬁr
| Dhivh men sej komal bant, taj die palang niwdr.
- | Ho mitd vf, taj die palang niwdy, kbhak mei basd, 1ingd. |
600 Param sukhi ham hie, moh{s gab ki taj dind.
O my son, {'alhm mto tlu, snares. of lust t‘]iirs L TR
ik il evil doing of Indar.® ) i ' G
590 The winds biow and the rains fall heavdy ; itk
' O my son, thou didst never sleep but on a bed nf aa.tm .
and vely ety AR e
Now, my son, thou sleepest in the rain au"(l"["glievé ;
) O my son, thou passest the night wmlmut palace .mﬁ (e
fort 'ml.l comfort,
.. Where has gone thy casy bed and thy couch of ﬂm‘mm ?
595 0 my som, whera have gone all the wormen thut fauned
theo (while mloep) -
: Aud thig trouble iy thy lot; saith § ,hy mothe“ Md‘mﬂ-'
wanti 17 ik
Rija Cmpe Chand.
“ O mother, the foress 18 my ]otb} pa.h( @y
The soft cmth is my bed, giving up my easy couch
() mother, giving up my easy couch, [ dwell in the du&t
"vmy happy wa T, giving up all desires.

% Ttu, god o the hezweua
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610~
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| PHE LEGEND of nAsA corl omawp. o B7

) He mAth 8, v, pit, dhan, mél, bojh maii sar «e 'tilrﬁ; i
~ Ab soln sukh chain prithata, sab se hi niyérd.”

_ Rang Maindwanti.
% He betd, sun Itjo mujh janani ki bét,
 I¢ dukh men, betd mere, kymikar kite rit?
Ho both, kyfinkar kite rit § Bara komal tan terf.
Dekh zatnin par bis, putr ji, larze merd,
He batd re, mahfal ke singlr dp kavo the chitrii,
. Ab kidhu saber,t Mantri yad karfil.
s betd re, tydg jog, chalo sang, baithke rij kamio.
Min hamérd kahd ; deh ko kyfn tarsto 272
Rijd Gopt Chand.
i He MAtA, snn lijiye s jo print mar e,

- Phar khor ke bich men kaise parves ho jie ?

iileba

610

How can it again enter his body ?

O mother, T have put away rule and power and wenlth |
and goods and greed. !
Now do I sleep at eage for the first time away from them
all.” ;
- Rénd Maroedwante.
() my son, hear the words of thy bearing mother,

- Why spend the nights in such trouble, my son ?

0 my son, why spend the nights (thus) ? Very tender
is thy body,

. Seeing thee dwell on the (bare) gronnd, my sen, my

‘heart trembles.

O my son, thou didst rcjoice as the ornament of the
Court :

Still there is time to call the Minister, -

O my son, and give up the saintship and come o us
‘and git on thy throne.

Hc‘u ken to my prayer; why destroy thy body ?”

- Raja Gopt Chand.
() mother, hear mej; if a man’s (soul) die,

¥ Wou, wbdrds ST, 8- sawer,

YOL, 18
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TEGENDS OF THE PANJAB.

Kaise parves ho JsL? Kahin, Mﬁth sun i 0.

Nikas bhanwar ur jie, ang phir kaise chhije ?

Part rahe hai khoy, nd.h?n mamtd kare kot

T kytn hid hai nddén ? ’agal tamhare kyti khot 'r'
Ubhor did sab i, sarb solih sau Rénd.

Ab aisi mat kalio : bol mukh imrat binf }”

Rant Maindwanti,

“ Chir Khipt ramte phiro, karo des ki sair.
Bangdld mat jiiyo, jo t0 chihe khair.
‘Chiho tum khair, tert bau;]e Lai més,
Bangild ko des mati jand, re bhid.

ekhegw&p terd ‘uha,gwu ji, bind,
Bahinfl tag degl prin ; hiid kig bidh 8nd ¢
Chandan rukh chhor, mati lao, ji, berl.
Bigare parlck ; kahi man le merfs”

616

620

How can it re-outer? I tell thee, mother, hear me.
When the soul has fled away, can the body be still alive?
The dead body remains and none caves for it. il
Why art thou then foolish ? Why hast parted w1th thy
gense 7
L have given up all role and all my sixtoen huudred
queens:
o speals not thus: say sweet wor ds with thy hps
. Rimi Maindwantl,
“ Wander over the Four Quarters, wander over the
“world, ik
(But) go not to Bengal as thou desivest thy welfare.
As thou desirest thy welfare, thy roother fmmds bhee
Go not to Bengal, O my heloved.
She will see thy form and thy colonred (jogi's) dPOSS,
And thy sister will give up her life (even) before
(engniring) how thou camest !

‘Do not sacrifice the sandal tree to plant the wild plum.

tree ;
Grthou wilt lose the Jife to come : hear thou my prayer”

®

@
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THR LEGEND OF RAJA (-*-nr-i GEEANY G N e

) I’ff;w Qopi Chand.

g dm 56 j()gl. bhae karke bhagwi bhes,

Ghor soldh sai ndr thi, sab taj di hamesh,

| Sub taj di hamesh, bahin kaisi mar gttt

Yeh i sfivat ko dekh, bahot si rudan learegi,

He Math ri, dvenge samjhée, dhiv man men dharegl,

He Matd v, tum lijo bulie, phir kyan rudan karegt
Rini Matndwanti.

T, beta bhola phire, main samjhidn toe.

Ghar ki tiviyd hai bhali, na ghar ghar dolat hoe.

« Na ghar ghar dolat hoe; tart prin ganwive,

Ay tivo kul thr jagat ndm karwdvo. o

Ab bmhharowe putz phir kaun milive ?

My

S

Ed}fi G‘ups Chand.

¢ Since the day that L became a fogl and put on. the
coloured dress,

I gave up my house and the sixteen hundrul queens
and all for ever s 0

All for ever; (so) why should my sister die?

When sho sces my plight she will (only) weep bitterly. '

O my mother, she will be reasonable and have patience
in her heart,

O my mother, send for her (here) and then why should
ghe grieve 7

Rani Maznawanti,

“Thoun art a simple fool, my son, I tell thee.

An honest wifo is happy, sho wanders not from house to
. house. !

She wanders not from house to house and quickly she

e

She grins salvation for herself and her name in all the
world.

But if a son he separated who w;ll call him back ¢+

Aftcr her hushand by sati, '
+ d.e., o sister and a mother live on after separution



Yoh chandd tasvir, mujhe pim- nahin pmre.
. Baitho ghary vdj kare, pute pryaanu
| 640 Main kaht! kar jor, bachan mén hamére””

Rija Gopl Chand.
¢ Flam jogl abdhit haid, karen dos ki sail.
Méth c,hhorl bilaktl, karen (xa.m Bangﬁlﬂ sl
U Rm,rm
i “ Hail hamen mulk ki karni,
Kaht kar jorke, janand.
645 Pes chal bahin ke e,
Dhyin Gurl chavan se Mo
Biigh bistar did lie.
Gagan men bidali chhii.
Mig barsan lage bhari.
650 | Bhol sidh budh gi sarl.

IEGENDS OF THE PANJAB.

Tt is a horrible picture that T meet him no wore,
Come home (then) and be king, my beloved son.
640 1 say it with joined hands; hear my prayer1?
' R;y}’i Gopi Chand.
® “I am a holy jogi and T will wander the earth.

Leaving’ my mother wecpmg I will go to Gaur and
Bengal,”* ol

Song.
“ T will wander the earth,
1 tell thee my mother with joined hand"a
645 He went to his sister’s country,
And fell at his Gurit’st feet.

g He brought his bed into the garden.
And clouds overshadowed the heaveus.
e The rain fell heayily,
i % S V1) And he lost his senses (for misery).

“ Cur, the old eapital of Bengak. T Julandhar Nith,

o



655

L.

i THE-'LEZGMD OF RAJA GoPl CHAND. 61

Bib rajni¥ gai sird,, -
Prabhd, tain kyd bipat ﬂa’ar" o
Rija Gopi Chand,
“ Tire gin gin kidhe main 8 ki rain.
Utare, ji, kar bandagi Rabb thire ke bain !
Rabb thire ke bain ; utho, ab dhyin lagitu,

 Ab Rijd ke mabil jleke ¢ dlakh’ jagdin,”

Khapar le 11t 1th, Gurd ki dhydn lagiyh,

Th deorhi ke bich nith ne ‘alakh’ jagiyd.

| 660

Baja ani Ohand.

' “De bhichhd mohe an, der itni kyftn 14 ?

Suan, bandi kamzit, der itnt kyta lai?”

Champd D;L:'i'R?aﬁi kahi, boli bachan sambhér.

Said Rani Ch:i.mpi-Da?i using cautions words.

. He spent the whole night thus,
(Saying) qu, what misery hast thou brought
upon me ¢’
Réjd Gopt Chand,

% Qounting the starst have I passed the mght

O my heart, devote thyself to the service of God and He ©
0 will save thee.

God will save thee ; T will np and meditate on Him,
Presently will I go to the king’s palace and call ¢ @lakh.’*

BB Al Wi howl il ik Rand Brid theditated on s Gl
Going to the gate the jogi called out ¢ alakh

| Rija Gopi Chand. .
“(Jome and give me alms, why are ye delaying ? ;

- Hear, thou wicked maid, why art thou delaying

% Tho uigﬁt. + Metaphor; with great 1mp¢utnunce :

I Gopi (le.uld § sistex.



LEGENDS OF THT -"I_*&-NJR.&;

Rint Champéi Dad.

“ Bhichhi lekar jilyo, nith khare darbir,
. Parti hai d]mp, khaid ang pasije.
Bhar motion ki thil beg ]ogi ko dije.
Jo bhojan ki Icz] taks dke dwicd:
~ Woh khivve na dp us se dije sard,
Yeh jogt ab dhilp kabhi khall na jive.
Le bhichhd de pie, der pal ki na live.”

= =
=

| Bhichhd 16 bandt chali Rjd ke darbér ; _
670 Deorhi pahunchi, fulke boli bachan sambhﬁr.
< Bl bucha.n sambhir, S :

Béndi,
! % Bhik main tam ge e,
L, jogi ke lil.* '

Dir se "araz lagae.

Rant Champa Dok
“Go to him with alms, for the saint stands at the do"o'.r’, M
Fierco is the sunshino, the sweat stands on his body.
Go and f11 a platter with pearls quickly and gwe 16 him,
1665 If he has come to our door for food,
' Give him all that we have not eaten.
This Fagi in the sun will never go away empty.
Go and give him alms, delay not a mowment.”’

Taking the alms the maid went to the Rijh.*

670 Reaching the gate she spake cautionsly.
; She Spalco cantiously : :

Ma%ﬁ i
: T bring thee alms :
LK . 116 ! Talke j.t, my jf}yg_” _

Sela : Standing apmt she spa&-‘e

I ! " Dressed up as o fagir.



qum LE@LW oF mn &ori OHAND, R, g

Banciz
« II(, plym'aﬁ i;r=r1 sheat ko dekh bahot man miit sharn AL,

| dis ghar janamen, Noth, terl kyd jive mdi 2’ s

Rc’?,]a Gupf Chand,

o

680

675 “Tle bindi, tum se kahin, sun 1ijo man lie,
T bAndi 1&11wﬁ.~; ki, merd jog akirat jie;
Jog akirat jle ; tere nahin bhichhd le(n.
Hamen Gurll ke 4 bhik tum se ni lefin.
: He bandi i, bole bachan khator ; hid larsd nahin terd 7,
680, Dharanagm ki Rio, nim Gopi Chand mers.”
f§ s
% Kytn, jogl, "aqal gai ? bolo bachan sambhér,
+ . Jholt ltngt chhin ab, dhakke din do chér.
| - Maid.
“My friend, seeing thy beanty I am much grieved.
My Lord, can the mother that bore thee be living "
Baja Gopt Chand,
“My maid, I say to thee, take it to heart.
" Thou art a maid of the palace and my devotion will bo
| druaitless.*
My devotion will be fruitless : I cannotb take thy alms.
I am (a disciple) of the Gurd, T cannot take alms from
thee. _
My maid, thou speakest hard wor ds it deth not thy
' heart tremble ?
Jam the Lord of Dh%mnagm‘ and my name is (;uupi

Ghand i
M aid.
“Where is thy sense gone, jogt ? speak carefully. .
I will seize thy wallet now and give thee two or three
slaps.

% If 1 take from thee. . + In asking me. ;



685

- 690

LEGENDY OF' THE PANJAB,

Dhakko din do chir, jog men kaist bini bole ?
Th jogi be-fman hid hai ghar ghar mingat Jole.
Aise kare jawih, khard deorhf mahird boli |
Marlngl wain bins tere sir dbaran par dolt |”?

Nainon bhar bhar rote sun bandi ki bit.

Rajé Qopl Ohand.

¢ Ik lie hai mol tf, rikhi ji ki sath,

Rakhi 3t ki sabh ; 8) main lie hi fagir.

Ai bindi ri, tf mire mere bins, hui dil ki dilgir.
Raj pit dif chhor, tajd main takht amiri :

Yeh samjho man bich : likhi mere karam faqirl,”’

685

e 1

I will give thee two or three slaps: what is thy saint-
ship saying?

Thou art & scoundrel of a jogi and I;eg from house to
house as a pretence. -

Saying such things (to me) standing at our gate !

I will strike thy head with a cane and throw theo in.

the dast |’

His eyes were full of tears when he hem-d the mmd @
words.

Baja Gopt Chand,

“Tirstly thou wert purchased and the favorite of oty
hearts : i

The favorite of onr hearts : tofday am T & mondicant. -

O my maid, thou hast struck me with a cane and my
heart is sad.

I have given up my rule and my power and parted mth
the honour of my throne:

Understand this in thy heart ; mendicancy was wutten
in my fabe.”

(]
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Bancfa.

i J1 Jogl ke balke, jo ti ohéhe kliair, |
Ghar ghar bhichhi mingtd. kartd dole suir ;

Kartd dole sair, chhin le nir parid.
Yok chhal ki bat ang men bhasham ramid,
\ He jogt re, kab tain Il mol? Hamen, bandi, batlaf |
Jhoﬁ lingi chhin, kace tG bahot bm'ﬁ.x i '
: ’ R&Jw Gopt Chand. !
¢ Dhivinagar asthin hai, kah fiit tamhéve phs.
| 700 Ganghii k& nahdn hai; Gueft plivan kijo ds!
o Phran kjo s, Gurdjl; yeh kambh ka hai meld!
 Sab parwir chhorkar ayf sab se bhald akeld.
| Yeh duniyf matlab ki garvji; nahin gurl, nahin cheld !
) .Dfa.zd _
“ (o, thou jog?’'s speywn, if thou der;ue thy welfare.
Thou wanderest from house to house bc,g ug under a
_ . preteuce : |
695 Under a pretence, to steal wedded wives,
Xt is all for deceif that thou hast rubbed mhas on thy
: body. :
0 wmy jogl, when didst buy me 3 7 tell me, ihv mald !
1 will snatch away thy wallet, thou hast pub me to much
shame !
: Réja Gopt Chand.
" “My home is Dhirdnagar I tell thee
1700 | I am come to bathe in the Ganges: may the Gurt fulfil

my hope !
Fulfil my hope, O Gurd! this is a gmnd fostival ¥
- Leaving all my household T am come quite alone.

" This world iy wrapl up in its own desires: nome is

 teacher, none is disciple !

o The lumbh, meld is 2 fair held ewry twelye years while certain
| rivers ave propitious. The scene shifts from time to time. Allahabad
(Ildhabad or Prag) and Hardwér Lave been the scenes of late of kumbk

melds.

vo.a. i

¥



| 710

i 1

| LBGENDY OF THR PANJAB.

| Ab ltjo Ades hamar}, mat na karo jhamela,

Chhor dif sansar 4 main; yeh jag darshan meld !

Ts wiyh se kol bache : hai pakkoe gur ka cheld !

Stirat sohnt dekhiko ol pard tat kil
Kok mr mukh ro paid ho gaf hil-bebil
Ho gal hal-behil rudan kacti bhart,

]

. Band.

i suniv.e man lle, tujhe kah do sdri =
£ Champd Dai balin mujhe jo mil je ; _
Yeh kahtd hinvip khark, maghe dije batlfze.

| Khappar hai hith, kin mundrd dili,
Khard deorhi ke bar, nir nainon se jari.”

Sunke hindd ko bachan man men hid sandes,

705

710

a fair.

. Ta.ke my bhqsmg now am:i be not angry -
L give up the world to-day : tlus World i8 (tmnsmnt m)

A few escapo theillusion, the real c'.lmmplns of the Gurﬁ ”

. Beeing his boauty she began to weep.
- Crying out and weeping she hecame very wretcheﬂ
She became very wretchod weeping violently.

Maid,

£ Llaten mth heart and soul and I will tell thoe all.¥

(Haith he) ¢ I would meet my sister Champd Dai;
T tell thee standing here, show her to me.’

Ho hath a bowl in his hand and rings in his ears.
Ho standeth nt the gate weeping.”

Hearing the maid’s words thera wasg & éloubt. in her

Leart.

# To Rént Champh Dai.
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Ram C‘mepc‘i Dai,

o8 A‘a darsha,n karin, kaisd hai darveéh ?

i IK&IS& woh durvesh il

720

- Jab B ohalLe deorhi pe 51.
Rdm Champd Dak.

: w Lijo bhichhd, Nath, ab kytn itud der lagad ?
TKann des se bhi fund ? ham ko de batlie.

Mam pichhiin htin, Nith : hawmen ko dijo sach batlie.

 Karke bhagwe kapre bhar jogl kit bhekh.
Yo jogl ki r&p hail aise phiren anek.

' Phirte hai anek rilp dllla-rke mohen :

Ko marhion ke bich fp baithe soen.

Yeh duniyd sanshr phive matlab gaji ?

Ky boli mukh &n ? nabin chhdthi larai!

| Sun, bandt kamazdt; kahin tambar! thin.

De mothi ki thal ; jlo bhichha pil 1”

Lo bhichhd bindi chali bhar motta ki thal

700

Rént Champt Dels

| 4T will see him now, what kind of mendicant he is.
- What kind of mendicant is he 1

She went to the gate at once,
Rini Champd Dat.
€ fl‘&ke the alme, my sainf, why delay so loug'f
Whence comest thon ? tell me.
I ask thee, my saint: tell me truly,
With coloured robes and the garb of & jogi,

© 'I'his is o true jogé’s appearance | many such wander,

. Many wander about under various forms :

(728

Some sleep in huts,

This world is ever taken np with its own desires,
What hast thou said I doth not thy heart t1 emble !
Lasten thou wicked mmd I tell thee,

- Give him a pla tter of pearls : go and give him alms.

The maid took the alms and the platter of pearls. -

o

67
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A i ) : Brmdc
780 | ¢ Bhichha Mjo, Gur Nathji; kyfia ho rahe behal ?
i Kyt ho rahe behil ? Nathyi, main bhichhé le 4i,
Hukm dia Rinl ne mujh ko, bhik den ko al.
- Kyt karte ho soch, Nathji ? kytn man soch Mgw ?
Lene ho, to leo, Nathil; nahin, yehan se ramje.” 4

Raja Gopt Chawd.
785 ¢ TIn motin ke bhik ke nahin mujhe darkar.
Kankar pathar sab taje chhor Ay parwir. -
Sab chhord parwar, ri bindi, kahtd makh se bhand,
- 'Y# to mer bahin lagi hai jo mahilon men Rani.
Main to faglr hid, xfj taj, bag gas qalam nishdni.
740 Dije darshan karfe bahin ki, yeh maln mantar thanf” |

Ttnd sun bind? chali, hua chit behal,

: Maid.
730 ¢ Take the alms, my Lord Gurll, why art sad?
' Why art sad ? my Lord, take the alms.
The Rini gave me the order to give the aims.

i Why art grieved, my Lord ? why art sad at heart?
It is to be taken, so take it, my Liord, or go away from
here.”’
Raja Gopl Chand.
735  “T want not alms of pearls. '
1 have given up my household and roeks and stones.
y 1 have given up my household, my maid, I tell thee.
» . Tt ismy'sister that is the Rini of this palace.
) 1 am a mendicant, T have given up royalty, and blotted
o it out (of my hife),

740  Liet me see my sister, this is my desire,”

“ Hearing this the maid went sé'rrowfully.

[ A0
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: andﬁ ; -
“ Woh Go;n Chand Réo hai, ho vah hal bebal |
" Ho rabd hal behdl ! Réo ne kinon mundrd pai !
| Mukh de riij-soméj, Nath ki nd u pm&. kahijail
745 ¢ Yoh Champd Dad bahin hamiri wujh ko de mildd,
Nahin bhtlingf ﬂ.hbﬂﬁ, i Béndi ; ; tujh ko Ram dohdi!’ ™

'Ibm sunke bat jabhi Réni po An gunid,

: - Bandk.
f1s jogi ne apne mukh aisi bt sandi,”

\ . Itnd son Réind chall, nahin lagd? bir.
750 Jo dekhi hai nke kharé Nath darbir.
o1 Khare Nith darbar ; fnke charnon sis niwilyi.
Liva vip pabebdn Rani ne, nainon nit bharéya.

- Maid*
bl > Grop: Chand the king that is so wretched!
That is so wretched | The king hath put the (;o g t}
rings into his ears!
| Right royal his face, the sa.int is beyond praise!
745 (Saith he) ¢ Permit me to soe my sister Champi Dai,
"And I will never forget the obligation, my maid: I 2
[ adjure by God 177

As soon as she heard it she WGn‘t and told the Rﬁni‘..
e Maid, i
i i Bhia s what the jogi said with his lips.”?

o Hem'ing this the Rini went withc:ut any delay.
750  When she came to the door she saw the saint stending
) there. -
The saint was standmg in the door: ‘she went and
i bowed her hoad at big foet. )
She recogmzeﬁ him and the Rint’s eyes ﬁlled with bears,

i A. nolllt)quy appal ently.
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Todni C’bnmpa. Dad,
e Ky?n tum ne kuchh bhiy pard hai ? kyfn jogt ban Ayl 2

Tind kahke pari duu.mu pary na.hm bol mukh ﬂyl
1141 behal nahin stji bisiyar dang lagayﬁ.

) Rani Champd Dat. e
"Kaun kare Kartir in sukh man dukh paya 77

Tidjd Gopt Chand, )

“ He bahinfi, sun lije ; man men rikho dhir.
Kyfin man rudan lagiuti? kyln siv phdre chir ?
Kyfin siy phéare chir | rudan ky& man men bhaﬁ Tl
Rowat zar bazir, nir nainon se jari £
Karam likha so 1_1&3. win le "araz hamdrd,

. Dasrath ne taj de prin Rim bavorn bis sidhard,

Ai bahing ri, kytn hii nidan, radan karti din ratf ?

‘Sun sun tere bain mer! bhardve chhitl!”?

760

Bane Champd  Da, .
“ Hath any sorrow come upon thee? Why hagt becﬁme-_.
a jogt??”

Saying thisshe fell to the earth and q‘pa,ke not with herhps. ik
She lay senseless as if a snuke had bitten her. |
Rané Champd Dats ' |
““What hast thou done, O God, brmqmg sorrow in the
midst of joy? 7
Rajd (ra;m Chand.
“ My sister, hear mo : have patience in thy heart.
Why art weeping ¥ why art teaving thy haix ?
Why arb tearing thy hair ? why art weeping so bltterly?
Weeping so bitterly with tears in thy eyes !
What fate hath written hath been, hear my saying.
Dasrath gave up his life and Rﬁm went to live in t}xe '
forests.*
O my sister, why art foolish, weeping: day and mght i
My heart is full hearing bhy words |"’

% Allusion to the well known seene in the . R&m.dyaﬁfs._
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L Nabita hosh tan ki rahi, ud rlp aur rang.

rm‘ LEGEND 0¥ m.m aopt CHAND. i g

e Ranﬂ O!mmpa Daa hi
“AI bhal, gan liﬁyc, hia chit nwang,

| Uyt rlp gur rang, biran mero, bhar-bharive ¢hhati,

| Dekh-deklike rip tnmhard, raht tan ki sidh jét,
i "Wahi ghart mere hith oo dve, us din pahnhatl, :
' Mu]h birhan ko dukh hai bhiaf, dekh surb mar jasl.”

1A Raja Copt Chand,
« Rudan kare mat, biwarl ; ky(in ‘b hil behtil 2

" Dukh sukh hai sab Karam k’\ ky(n phire sir bl ¢
. Kyt phare sir ki bil, bahin 7 kyfin rudan lagie ?

Y mn

Tum samjho man bich biran, kot néhin,
Hai jhithA sansdr, band supni ki rodiyh.

_ Chhor? mamt& pl'ﬁ' hﬂ»bls. kisi ke nahin fi_*,m.l :

768

 Rdni Champd Das.

“Q brother, hear me ! my heart is sad.

No plessure is left in my body, ﬂown are ]oy and
 delight.

. Flown are joy and delight, my brother; my hearb is full,
. Seeing thy state, the joy of my heart hath departed.

7

Would that the hour had not come to me when I recog-
nized theo ! i

Heavy grief hath come upon me n se,emg thee, qu:ckly
wﬂl 1 éhe o

Ruja Gaps f"'hcnul

"’Weep not, foolish oue : why art gad ?

' Joy and sorrow are of Fate, so why tear thy haie?
. Why tear thy hair, sister {. why weep ?

s

Teach thy heart that T am no brother,

It is as'fa,l_sia world, the illasion of a dream.
1 have given my desive and love (for it): i ig nob of

use to any one, - S AR
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Jo dharte Harl dhydn mukat un ki ho jai,
Yeh jhitthi hai prit, nalin bahin, nahin bhat P’

Rdnl Champa Dal.
‘“ Ai bhil, sun Hje, man men karo bichr,
7680  Man dhivaj kaise dhare, roe zir bazir |
Roe zir bazir { Biran mere bhard nain men plnt,
Kathan jog ; sadhne ka nibhin; kyd le nischd, jand #

-]

Ttnt kahke mukh Rnt kA nikasd bhanwar silind,
Ap gal Baikunth dham ko ¢ Rim, Ram,” kahe banf,

Rajd Gopt Chand,
785  Gopl Chand R4 kahe, jor dgiri hith.
 Kaghaz ho jo met dln, karam na mete jét,
Karam na meté jit, nain bhar bhar Gopt Chand roe,

Who meditate on Hari will obtain salvation. i
It is a false love (here) : none is sister, none is brother!”

Rant Champd Dat.
0 brother, listen : ponder it in thy heart. _
780 How can I have patience in my hearts weeping bitterly ¢
Weeping bitterly, my brother, my eyes are full of tears.
The saintship is difficult ; thou wil not accomplish if :
why give up thy life uselessly ? 7 ; '

Saying this the noble soul of the Rint took fight.
It wenb up to Heaven with ¢ B ! Fim I'¥ on her lips.
Rija Gopt Chand.t |
785  “Saith Raja Gopt Chand with joined hands before thee,
i Paper can be blotted out, fate cannot be blotted out,
£ g Fate cannot be blotted out, Gopi Chand’s eyes ara
' full of tears.

* “God! God!’ T A prayer,

o L
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. Kién bhinak Gur ke pavﬁ kauwar kave ndis,

||| THE LEGEND OF RAJA qort omawp. . 78

. - Bahin merd behil part hai ; jag men an dabos. .
o Jis dint se 11 jog hamen nain nabis nind blhiar soe !
Ad Pl-"a‘bh'ﬁ, k-yé'vk-&r.i'éuke'? kﬁk'lmﬂ.r mulkh roe "

| Chhér gophi Jogi chale, dn khare hite pls.

A khare hiie pis.

ives

Jalandhar i\fafh,‘
* Kanwar, tu]h ko barje thi 'sf.u

. Kyt thire dm]gﬁ- hie ho? Har chihe, so hil

Ohalo marhi ke pis, ai bachchd ; ab kyn der lagdf !

Yeh Jhﬁtha gansdr, jagat men nahin kol deisd Iy bhsd I |

Raja Gopt Chand.

A Gurﬁ diu diydl, ko, laun tumhare hﬂtl;

1 r00

79

My sister lies Henseleqa T am deatroyed in the world. '

From the day I bu'&mo a Joga u:} eyes hzwa known no
sleop ! ;

O Lotd, why hast dote this ? T ery out Wlﬂl my . hps

o and I weep 17

Hm cry reached the Guru g uu*;, (the ery of) tho.
|| prince’s prayer.
The Gurd left his abode and stood beside hiuw.

' .And stoml heside him.

Jalandhar Nath,
90 Prince, thy mother dissnaded theo.

Why nurse thy sorrow ? It bhas been as God willed,
Come to my hut, my son; why delay now ¢

- This is o false world, none careth for any in tht, world,

fr 1euci B i _

Y ' Rija Gbpﬂ_ C’htmd. : Al

“Thou art & compagsionate Gurd, my honor iy in thy
hands,

YOL, l.k.wiﬂ '

* Jalandhay N:ith.
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CLEGENDS OF THE PANIAB,

Yeh meu ha,hm jiwde do; nahin, mm‘ﬁn bahm ko anih
Marn bahin ke sith : jog kendak ]{yﬁn kind?

Nek dard nahii toe, jngat men apjos kind?

Merf bahin jiwde ; bachan tum se kah dind
YA il ab srip, nahin jag men merd jind 177

Hanske bachan sundute in Kanwar ke phg. |
Jalondhar Nith.
“ Jog jugat jine nahin; ab kyiin bhae udis ¢

Ab kytin bhae udés ' Re bachhil, ab kyfia soch lagho ?
Bhaj Alakh ki Nim, re bachd; mat dil men ghabavbo.”

Rdja Gopt Ohand.
i Apn‘i’ ungli chiv, Gur(jl, hamr sat mkhm

800

Bring this, my sister, to life, or I will die with my sister.

I will die with my sister : why hast disgracod my saint-
Bhlp ?

Hast no pity that thou dost disgrace me in the wulld 7

Bring my sister to life, I beseech thee :

Or receive my curse, (for) I will not live on in the I
world ! » '

.He gmiled wheu he heard the words and came to the

Prince.

Jalandhar Ndth.
A Thou knowest not the prineiples of devotion: why arg
~ sad now?
Why art sad now ! My son, why art grioving ?
Repeat the Immortal Name, my son, and grieve nof in
thy heart.”
Raja Gopl Chand.

“ Unt thy finger% Sir Gurd, and retrieve my Honur.

* Allvgion to the common notion that the blood of the Hbtle ﬁm',r.'l |
will bnug the dead to life again under certain circumstances,
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Ohampﬁ Dad kl pmn phir ghat bhita,r an basdo”?

i R&m Rf’lm karke uthi donon bhija pau.‘h'

. LA Rant U"’aampa Dal.
it 810« “i hiran, mil Wjiye ; ab kytn kartd bir
©Ab kyfn kartd bir, biran ? ab kar milne k] tayyard.
Al Gopt Chand, bir hamire, nabii hivg? tumn se niyirt,
' Gur ké darshan k14 hai ke, ham ne yeh hi bichirt,
. Man ke mat gaf soch haméri ; khushi htii nar nirf.”
U LN P Rajé Gopt Ohanaf
815 o 'I'mn ghar rij aur pat hai; ham jogl tere bir.
| Mere ang babhft hai, aur bigare terd chir,

A bahind v, bigare teri ahir, kahin se phu mcmgdve.n?
Wahi kme bexil piydr, wahi tmhe neob jamdiven,”

Bring Cha,lmpﬁ Daf's _life. back into her body.”
. Saying  Ram Ram’ she arose and stretcheiﬂonther'am_n 8.

Rini Champd Dad.

Rt 810 “My brother, come to me; why delay now ¥

th:r delay now, my brohher? I am waiting to embrace
thee.

o0 Gopl Chand, my hwthm, I W111 never be separate )

from thee.
I thought thee  follower of the (xm i, _
(But) I have given up my anxieties: let men and

wormen v qu{ ol

. Hr:iﬂb (VOP:, Chand. _
815 “ Thine is rule and power: I am thy poor brother.
1 am covered with ashes and thy clothes will be spoilt
(by the embrace).

0] .my sister, thy clothes will b[—\ spoilt: whence will I

* obtain them again (for thee) ?

She (thy mobher) will love' thee, she wﬂl muho thoe i

(home) in due time.”
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LEGENDS OF THR PANJAB,

- Rani Champé D,

“Ag lago is chir ko: gerda sir se thr. :
Phir, biran, tum s6 kabhi militn na dﬁj] bar,

' Milla na dajl bar, blrau ! 'main terl strat pe wird,

 Tamhen did npdes : mert ni Maindwanti méai !

826

Ghar solth san nir taje hain, radan karven hain sivi.

Nek na rakhi mohe, biran; tain mnjh balinar 4 bisir,”’

Hija Gopl Chand.

Bin Sihib ki br:ltlda.g"l‘ tert orat nahin hove,

Ab yehdn se thaivi nalin, phir milpe nahin hove,

 Milan nalifn hove, bahin : minc bachan hamird.

Jun Gopt Chand mild, bahin, millyo jag sansira.
Buhin et bhad mild hai bahot k4 hit piyrd.”

820

Bani Champd Dal,

““ Fire burn these clothes : I throw them from wy head ?
My brother, shall T never meet thee again ? i
Shall I never see thee again, my brother? Iam deI‘IhCPd

to thy beauty.
She gave thee this advice : let Mamaw'—mtj be 1o mothev

of ming !

All the sixteen hundred women thon hast dbb&!t‘f(‘,li weep

thoe
Thou didst preserve thy love (for me), brobher thon
hast destroyed even me thy sister bouday e

Raja. Gopl Cir and.

“« Withont dovotwn to the Lord salvation. Launot be to
thee. -

I will not tarry kere now, nor shall I meet thoe again,

I will not meet thee again, sister : mark my words. _
As thon hast met Gopi Chand again, alatu, may this
whole world meet,

Sister and brother met and great love pas:::,d (betw een

them).”



) 830 .
i Ang bedhaug kid sab tan ki, jab mahilon se pag dhird.

@

TEIE ‘LF‘GEND OF BAIR ot c*ﬁaw ekl ot _7f7_'
Ttnd kahke chale N&th]l, nain nir ehie niyird,
‘Réajh Gopt Chand.

« Hath jorke kahtsi, Gurt, main, kar merd nastird 1
i Jalandhar Néth.

Ly bachrhﬁ yehint se chaler, chhor jagat se prit.

6835

Yehdn a,pna kof hai nahin, jhiitht jag ki prit.

Jhithi jag ki prit, re bachd; mino kahi hamard,

A, Gangh ashndn karenge : jaldf karo tayyarl,

Gyin tat ki selt leke wahi tere gal dérd.

| Chalo bheLh ki darshan kar o : ho kiyd smar tuwhard!”

B eak

.Saymg ﬁhus the Baint went away, druppmg tears from

his eyes,
His body changed greatl_y, when he put his foot wathout
the palace. .

Raja Glopt Chand.

“T say to thee with joined hands, my Gurd, gr unt me

saiv.:ubmu i |
Jalandhar Nath.

““Come, my son, let us go from here, leaying the desire

of the world.
None is for us here, false is the love of the world,
Falseds the love of the world, my son ¢ mark my words,

- Come let us bathe in the Ganges : como make ready

quickly.

| Taking the necklace of Lnowlodgc (unto qnhatlon) I

place it round thy neck,

Come let us visit the a&mss, and be fhy body im-

‘mortal 1”7
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THL STOM OF RAJA CHANDARBHAN
"AND RANI CHAND KARAN.

A5 SUNG BY A BARD FROM JALA‘\IDHAR )

’Accumlng to the bards this poetical legend belongs to the same cycle as the
o ; last and relates the loves of Rjd Ohatrmukat of Ujjayini, the grandson
A of the great V:kramﬂdxiya, being the son of that king's danghter, Ohatrang
et Diai, and Chand Kardo, the daughtor of RAjA 'Chandarbhin. | Chandarbhin
" bimsalf is génerally deseribed as the nephew of Gopl Chand Bharteri,
and 50 necordine to the upnal legends he would belong to the sawe cagbens
& VikramAditya, |
[l‘he legend, however, is pure folklove throughont, and for/those That delight to
gee Solar Myths insuch things, [ would point out that the translated title
of the tale would be * King Sun’s-Ruys and Princess Moonbesmn,” that
Chatrmokat means the Glorious Throne, and that his mother’s name means
the Lady of 'Glorions Form. The rest of the myth could  be  easily
worked out. | Bt

THEXT.
Q%sa, RraJa Chandarbhién wa Rén Chand Havan )

(R JAi jin chitar hid siydn,
(9 MAS béip ko chintd thint :

h ~ “ Pinch mohar, niiryal ki gold !
. Lie Bahman teré godi men dilh. "’
5 'Tin Kinth Bihman phirie,

 Chand Karan kil bar na pie,

. Phir we Bihman hile ndas,

Hat Baja ke de pas.
Nain bhare-bhar Rant rol;
10 “Tere bag gal qalam na mete kot 172
el HKyfin jani thi, hamei mad ?
w00 Hamrf bat paidd nd lie !

i “Jis Kartd ne riip did thd,

. Tumhara bar paidd kid tha!”
15 % 1s Réni ki mahil banfo.

[



THE STORY OF BAJR CHANDARBHAN. 79 :

Hird moth abaj* lagho.
i Is tApll men mahil ¢chu ndo,
~ Bich bich mnriin rakhwio.
' Laundl bdnd? sabhi mangdo,
20 1Is RAnt ki, té«bd Larwﬁo i

(L.} |

Chalat pawan, khi-l rahi chambeli :
Maﬁdar men dukh bhar rahi akeli,
| Phrab des se hansa e,
' Jhuk badal barsan ko de.
25 Udkar bafs mahil par d6.
" 'Tab Rénd ne sangir laghe.
Bl bAl moti parove,
- Chatr hans dohrd batlave.
Us Rint ko kah samjhave:
80 Hai kol dbarmi dharm kamive ?
Mujh hansd ko pni pildve 7
Ttni bat Rént sun pave : |
Bhar gadwd Rini jal ké lave.
i Dhanak bl nainon ka mére.
85 Ulgkar hang jimmit par ave.
' Jhar Jh&p&ﬁ chhiti se live.
“Tum &o, hans, merf motd khio.
. Main chun chun kaliyin chhtj bichhdin.”
% Rand, choy chiin terd kuchh nd khita,
40  Teri dekh stirat uth kahin na jato.
1 Adsd rlip did Kartd ne,
Urdi panchhi mar uthird, .
© Rini, aise rip kA garab na kariye :
SN b kara,nb?r Kartd se dariye!
45 Rani, so rb arag ki Zamar tamhiri :
Kis angan ‘men rabi kanwird
| ““Syabas,} re mere hansd gy&m,
Tain mere chot jigar ki jini.”
~ “Réni, bar .lfi-ﬁn tord Siyam salond,

PSS e e T e et

Lk Fortagab. |t Fox ramidn. + Fondhabdsre



g

i L ' LEGENDS OF THE PANJAB.
h i | B0 Kayﬂ dage jaist nirmal sond : !

. Hor biit kahne ki bahotert
L Main janam jatam ke Ao gt
i Tin bachan hansd ne e ;
e T Baekian Rk o dle -
RS 85 #Tore kiran, Rinf, chald samundar pir.
Jiwanda rahd & milin, nahin, Narwar* kot Jawar ”

Tab hansé ne lie uc-_lﬁru,
Dharti ehhor aghs sambhali,
Bhilkh lagi parbat se bhin,
60 Yid kare Mahirdj duliri,
“Ist waqt Rani pe hota,
Hira moti sab chug khita !
Kahinr gai mert birho Rand?
- Chnghve chog, pilive pini!?” .
65 Sital ped padam ki chhiyé,
Jahfn hansi ne derd liya.
Jé.inﬁ‘ Shahr se phandi aya,
's phandi ne phand chaliya.
Dénﬁ, dhar péni dikhldya.
70 Bhiikhe piydse hans ki dil lnlehaya.
Tk chilnch pint ki pive.
Diisrt ohilneh chogt ki khive,
. Tisei chineh bharnd nd pive,
Jhatak jal hansd lfe dabéve : :
75 ¢« Main kyd janfin, kaptl, terl hins! 7
An pare mere gal men phissi,
Ai phandi, par merd na thte.
Hamrd mdl hamen se chitke.”
“ Main tangd tori, phnkh mayorfi.
80 " Tujh p:—mchh‘i ko kadi na chhotin.”
B “ Main phans gfs, phand?, terd jali.
G - Mere bat dekh de, Chand Kanwiei."”
. j P]Jaul.ll khmnclu ap ko, aur hansd khamche up

—— e e e el e S|

ol mxplalm.d as the Dti.y' of Judﬂmu:t Qr.;run.ut ot For Ujjadn,

w L]
o



85

Kaho “ Kartd kaise bane jo din se ho gal it !

tlai kot dharmi dharm kaméve ?

. Is pipi se jan chhurwive 7’
| Itni bat malan san pive ;

90

Bhart Kachahri Raji pe fve.
A Raji pe avaj lagive :

“Tore Shahr men kapti choré,
Us ne sutde jangal ke mord.”
Itni bis RAjé sun pive:

+Charh ghoré ban khand ko lave :

o5

100

A phandi se araj lagive :

 Phandi, ghar ghar terd bakrd bandhits ;
Jain Shahr men huk(mat bithéfin ;

Lilkh takd swarran ka lefye ;

Is panchhi ko ham ko dejye.”

 ““ R4, plli st dawmpt kya dikblave 7

Yeh panchhi meri kurme ki khaja.”

Raj teg goh charh gif bhari, |

Sitt talwir phandi ki mird ;

Donon hath qalam kar die :

“ Ur j&, re jangal ke bise,

Main kit dei tere gal ki phanst,”

Ltoi snn hansd ghabario ;

Chatr Rija ko dohrd suniis
£ Hor Rijd sab rij karen, tu Rajd sahbaj,

- Fanchhi ki band chhurd dé; teri holyo 'umar :IMJ

110

Rajy kabln bit tumhen lagi plyéd

. Mere mulk men aisi Rini,
- Mirgfine taj di ghins aur pind 1

Ttni sun Raja dole,

Chatr hansd se mukh se bole :

‘¢ Hansd, merf yehan hain solah sai Réni,

Jin ki dekh stirat jal pidn pani.”’

* Un Rinfin hamen dikhlbe,

Réj mulk sabhi ehhurive.”

Apne mabil men RijA hukm pahunchwive ; -
Sabhi Ranian ko RAjA bulwave.

VOL =11
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Koi ndche, kot bhit batldve:

Chatr hash ke man kol na bhave :
“ Jaisi terf solah sai Rand

Meri Rani ki bhase panihéiri.”

“« Hansd, apni Rini ko hamen dikhlde ;
Rajd mulk merd sabhi chhudie.”
ChAndnl rif, tilak rahi térl.

“ Ab le chal, meve hansd pydre.”
Chatr hans ne pankh pasdri:
Chatr-mukat ho lie sawird,

Tab hansd ne 11 ndérd,

Dharni chhor aghs sambhali,

Tn roz urdi ko bite,

Jal aur thal nere na dise.

Jis waqt Raja mahil se chhite,
Sawh man kanch mabil men phiite,

A Réni ke bagh men haithe,
Upkar hans mahil par de.

Tab Rini ne sangir lagie :

“ A jh, re mere hansh gyani:
Kabin chhore piyd, mere jini ¥’
s Rani, des mulk dhundé jag sivd,
Tujh chandri ki bar na paya.”

¢« Khi katdr, haosh, main maringi:
Dhan joban ki dher karlngi:

Us pardest bin ghari na bachingi
¢ Réand, bar lays terd Siydm salond,
Us ki kiya dage jaisi nirmal sond.
Chér ghari tab rain bibive,

Wahi Kanwar tere mahilon dve.

|2

. Réni, rang rang ki banit bando ;

Apni badan thord atar lagio :
Chatr hanse ke dge ko o :

Tin sai sith palang mahil men bicho ;.
Patilsoz tum sabhi jaldo ;

&
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| THE STORY OF RAJR CHANDARBHAN, 88

i Sun, Swarran ke Dive, sun meri ardés :

Aj mildwd were piyé ki, jallyo samag-rit 12”7

 Itnf sund hansd chal fie ;

Chatrsmukat se araj laght :

“ Chindni vih jhamak rabe tive ;
Ab le chal, th hansd piyire.”
Chatr hans ne pankh pasari ;

Chatr-mukat ho lie sawari,

Tab hatsd ne lje udird.,

. A baithe Rant ki atar,

Chalat pawan, khil rahi chambell,
Mandar men dukh bhar rahi akels,
““ Hansfl, is Rani ki 60t kare badal?
Jis kiman ko nindvé bhat !

Réni nahin, kof hai panhért |

Jis kiman ko nindrd bhai!

Main ylohin chhodt soldh sai Rind !

Mere nayve kanwar, mere rij~dhiri | 7
Itni sun hansd farmiven,

Chatr-mukat R4jA ko samjhiven ;
““ He Rajd, tum mat dolo,

 Is mukh se jard palld kholo :

Hiliyon hiliyon hith lagio :
Rani ke hiath ki chhalld nikilo.”

Chatr chorl hansd karwive :

Rija ki glnthl Rini ko divlve :
Rint ki chhalla Rajh ko diwave !
Baith hans par Rija bhage.

v Bhagat bhagat dohrd banive,

Chand Réni ko kah samjhive,

“ Ankbon dekha ghi bhald, khiyd bhald na tel :
Chatrd se rll se bhale aur bhét mukh ki mel,”
Bhawar bhai jab birhan jdgl.

. Le gadwd mukh dhowan ligl.

Sang ki sahel! sab charnon ligin :
““ Bit kahfin ik abaj anothi,
Kis mard ke hith ki gfinthi ?
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| Le gayd chhalll, de gayd gfintht 17
‘Sab sakhiyon ne kar gaya jhitnti !
‘¢ Rand, tere se pahile, ham par soln,

Ham leyh jAnen rit leyd hot 77

- 200

208 /

210

e ]

“HAY, jawani rang 1, jé tn di gal pit,
Rang rang merd pi gaya, galiyon rul gad pik.”

Ttni men hansi chal de ;

A Rén{ se araj lagai ;

f“ Main tujh ki man ki karfin bad&i

Tujh chandri ko nindra 41.

Main tere kiran mlrakh kahdya.

Main hird jandm apnd yGohin ganwhyd,

Jo jangal wmen pind pida.

Db marfin, munh na dikhlags.” 4

“ Hansd, ungli tarfichhin, namak rachifin ;

Sird rit main jig rahlngl ;

Apne chor ko pakar rahfingi.

Apne apne chor ko sab kol dire mér : :
Hamré chor ham ko mile, jo main tan man wﬁ.rf‘m jan.”
Itni sun hanst chal de.

A Rijh se araj lagals _

“ Rija, aise chhalll tum ne kaddhi,

Rani ki bith men chive i 1”

¢ A1 hansd, us Rént ko mildo:

2
L=
(=
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Hamrd jitva kyn tarpio ?
Chandni 14t tilak rahe thre !
Ab le chal, mere hansd p:vare
Chitr hansd ne pankh pasiri :
Chatr-mukat ho lio sawdird.

A Rani ki chhej uthrd,
Hiliyon hiliyon hith lagfe.

“ Chor chor” kar Rini jigl:
“ Al chord, tum kaun hai ?

- Mert badan ke hith lagéo

“ Chor nahin, main chand hazéri!

“Tere kiran ghar bir bisdi !
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- ltnt sun Rajé ghabariya;

THE STORY OF RAJA CHANDARDIAN. 85 |

Main _mr‘ Bikarmanjit kit potd !

Itni sun Rani ghabarii;

Chatr hans ki jamphi pdi:
| f¢Sydbas, e mere haned gyéni !
Tain meri chot jigar ki jani.”

Ust waqgt klifing pakéve :

* Obatr-mukat ko khini khildve.
~ Anklion ki kari kothri; patli di bichhds ;
. Pulkin ki ehik gerke ; sijan 1 bithde,

Righ Rinl khushi karven is mahilon ke manh,

 Bhawar baht jab mhll dyA,

Le phil Rivi pe Ayd.

Un phélon men tolan lag! thi,
Rinf phtlon se badhan lagd thi,
LItnd sun mall chal Ayt :
Chandarbhin se aruj lugiyl: |
1k chor tumbéri dve haweli,

- Js Bind ko kar lia akeli!?
- Itnf sun Riji ghabardyd ;
Us mali se araj farmdyi:

“* Kann chor dve merl haweli ?

Turnhen na martfi : mujhe Ram dohdi!”
“ Rat ko dve, it ko jive:

Ik hans Rijl ko le dve.

RéjA, gair samon da Phig bando,

Rang ke botaldn* Réni pe pahunchio,
Usi chor ko pakar mangho,”

Boli Rinf, “sun, mere Rijd,

Mere pitd ne Basant maniiya :

(fair samon ké Phig rachayh :
Rang ke botalin* mere pe pahunchwii.”

* _':I‘}w English word  bottle'; very remarkable here. "

e
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Us Rini se ara) lagiyd

“ Mere pakarne ki hikmat liya.”

Itul kah RajA ne mukhré mopd ;

Us Rini ne rang Rajd par dira ;

Jir-jirkar Rijé royd : '

Mahd mabil men rndan machiyd ;

“TIs waqt na kol hamrd,

Apne mabil men tQ kar rahi ddwa.”

“ RAjh, dhobi ko buladn ;

Kapre dhulwiiiin, rit rdt tere gal men pawadn.”

Le kapre dhobi ghar ko aya,

Pahir kapre dhobi bajir men fyd.

Nazarbi) ne pakar mangéyf :

Tiath mukkéd dhobi par chaldyd,

Darde dhobi ne Rijh batyi,

Hith bandh RAjd latkaya.

Dekhan dve nar niri:

Pakaranhére ko den sab girf,

Pakar chor ko Rija pe lae,

Us Réji ne hukm lagde.

“Is ko ham pe mat lio.

Is chor ko phinsi diwfo.”

Jirsjirkar R4jA royd,

Us hans ko dohrd sunfiysi : _
“Kit merd soldh sai Rani ? kit merd Shahr Ujjain 7
Chandar-karan, tere kiirne yinhia ganwdi jan 1”
Tiod sun hansd chal e, '

A Réni se araj laght ;

“Terd bap yeh znlm kamdve:

Us Rija ko phinsi diwdve.”’

Itni bat Rani sun pive.

Woh mahilon men rudan rachive ;

Ho dilgir zamin par dve :

Apni gis palang se mare.

~ Laundi bandi Raja pe dve;
Us Rija se ara) lagive ;

voltd
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e Rija, tumh&xi putri maran lagi hai.
300
. Itni bit Rija san pave ;

Apni jindrl khowan lagi hai.”

il Ust chor ko tart balwive :

£ Ai chord, tum kaan kahdo ¢
. Mert betd ke mahilon do ?*?

Ttn! bit RAja sun phve :

~ RijA Chandarbhin se farydd lagive :

| fKit meri solah sai Raniyan? kit merd Shabr Ujjain ?

315

325

The

Is Réni ke karan yinhin ganwid jin,”

. Itnf sun R&jh khish hie ; Rand 1f bulwhe :
310

 Rija tumhard & gayf, aur khush! hid parwie :
Grhar ki Bahman bylwée lo aur phere deo diwfo.”
Khushiin Rajd kar rahe phere die diwde :
‘Mahilon men rakine lag gae, hukm die batde.

Riji Rint do jane kar rahe man ki bat :

““Ab nre se chal paro, aur chalo apne ghar bis,”
Rowan lag gai biindiyén anr rowan lage ranwas:
“ Rini thi, ab chal parl, phir kab milne ki ds ¢

Dol kaswakar chal pave lambe raste jio,

Haish Rijé chal pare Jain Shahr ko jae.

Tﬂpﬁ men dere lag gae, Rinl kare jawdb :

“ Ure baithe kyi kureu? chalo apne ghar bas,”

' Itni kahkar & gae Jain Shahr ke pis:

J4 aprie rang mahil men karan lage do bat.

Khushidn Shahr kar rahd, “4 gae hamire bhartir !

‘Ghane dinon men ghar de ; kirpd kari Kartér 17
TRANSLATION, N

Story of Rdja Chandarbhin and Rant Chand Karaw.

 As beauty grew
- Her father and mother hecame anxious :

““These five gold pieces and the cocoanut,
Take, Brﬁhman, in thy arms.”’#*

L # This ugual for rich or great peoph, to send a Br&hman, a8 desor ibed,
to arrangs a mmnagL

;.
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To the Three Quarters the Brakman went
And found no match for Chand Karan,
Then the Brihwan sorrowfully

< Camo back to the Rija,

The Rini was weeping her eyes out :
10 “ What the pen (of fate) hath written for thee cannob
" be blotted out (my danghter) !
= “’hy (then) didst thou bear me, mother? U
He hath found no mateh for mel ¥ '
“The Creator huth endowed thee with beauty ;
) He hath (surely) created thy mateh (also) |7
15 (The Rja ordered), ¢ Build the Princess a pa.Ia.L,e.
~ Give endless pearls and diamonds,
Build her a palace on an island,*
Puat windows into it,
 Give her countless maide and attendants, = ;
20 Under the orders of the Princess.” e

0o

The breezes were blowing and the jasmines blooming,
She was sitting in her palace very sorrowfully,
A swant flew up from the Bastern Land,
And the clouds gathered for rain.
256 The swan flew to the palace.
Then the Princess adorned herself
- And decked her hair with pearls,
The wily swan sang to her,
And said to the Princess:
30 *“Is there any righteous one to do 2 good work P
And to give me a drink of water ?”
The Princess heard these words,
And filling a pitcher the Princess brought him water.
_ And shot him a glance from the bow of her eyes.
35  The swan fell backwards to the earth,

#* Probable reference to the islands in the lakes about several of the
principal R&jpat cities on which palaces were built.

t It s usual to render haida by swan, but in veality it ig o fabulous
bird of indeterminate r'hara.cu.i.
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Shu book hml up and clasped bun to her breast

il e C‘ome, my swan, and eat of my pearls ; ¥
X will pick blossoms {for thee) and make thee a bed,”

L0

% Princess, 1 will not eat of thy food,
Seeing thy beauty, I _depa,rt no more,

 Such beduty has God given thee
That it casis ibs glamour even over a a Bivd,

Prmcess, he not (boo) proud of thy be(\uf,y,

{0 Bat fear the Oreator that made it | , “

Princess, sixtecn years ia thy age:

 Whose fault is it that thou avt not mnrrwd et

| 4 Well done, thou wise swan of wmine,
" Thou hast gnessed the sorcow of my heart.”

. Pringess, I bring theo thy mateh,beantifal ag Kr lslma.,

| With body %hmuag like untarnished gold.

To say mare i3 to say too much ;

T am thy servant through all my life.”

The swan took an oath thrice; T

Thtice he gave an oath to the Princuss : .

“It 18 for thy sake, Pri ‘lnCLbb, that 1 go across the
ocean, |

'_ It 1 live, I return to mcct thee, else I will meet thee at

the Da.y of Judgment,”’}

.Tht,n {.ho swan flew off,

" And leaving the earth w ent up into the heaveng.

e mighty hunger seized him,
60

He thought of the Riji’s darling (T’rmc%q}
¢ Were 1 now with the Princess,
1 should be eating diamonds and pearls !

- Wheve has my Princess gone in her separation -

© T would eat food and drink water 12
65
| Whare the swan took up his a‘np&e.

Cool was the Jotus shadae of the tiee,

* Tt isa common belief that swans live on pe.;t_i-'isn'
T Bee anfe, Vol. 1., Legend of Niwal Dai, passim. -
T Note the Musalmin notions here.

CNOLy f—1d



180

B0

v0

)

A —— iy g i 1 - e e | — i e e e L

W idey

LEGENDS OF THE PANJAB.

There came a snarer from the City of U,chun.
'And spread his net.
He placed the food and showed the Wa.’rer -
' Hungry and thirsty the swan had no coutrol over hla
mind. -
He dipped his beak once inta the water,
A second time ho put his beak into the food.
The third time he could not fill his beak.
The snarer jerked the net and entrapped him :
“ How was I to know thy tricks, thou scoundrel ?
The noose is round my neck.
O snarer, break not my wings :
I will settle my price myself.”
1 will break thy legs, I will ruffle thy fea,bhers -_
Never will I release theo, my bird.” :
“1 am canght, thou snarer,in thy net.
Look my way, O my Princess Chand (Karan).”
The snarer dragged towards hlmself and dragged the
swan to hio. _
Said (the swan)  What ]n%t thou done, 0 God, thaf
thou hast turned day into night !
Is there any righteous one to do a good deed ¥
And save my lifo from this sinner #’
A gardener’s wife heard this,
And went to Rajd as he was holding Court.
She went up to Rajd and said
f“There is a vascally scoundrel in thy city, |
Who 18 worrying the peacocks® of the forest.’””:
The Rizd heard her.
He mounted his horse and went to the fomsb
And said to the snarer.
“ Snaver, I will ovder thee a goat from every house ;
I will give thee authozity in Ujjain City ;
Pake a lakl, of pieces of gold,
But glve me this bm] i

* These being sacred.
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““ Rdja, why tempt me with golden coins ?
. The R4jA waxed furiously wrathfal.
‘He struck the snaver with his drawn sword

i And cut off both his hands. |
“ [y, thou dweller of the forest,*

: .10(:) This bird is for the food of my household.”

105 1 have cut the noose feom round thy neck.”

Hearing this the swan was astonished,
And spake unto Rajh Chatr(- mukat) :

“ Other kings rale, but thow art a king beyond kings.t

'l‘hou hast released the bird : may thy life be Icmu !

110 Rija, T tell thee a pleasant thing.
| In my conntry is a Princess so (hpautxfnl)

Ihat

The deer Lave given up grazing and drinking (for love

of her) V7
Hearing this the RAja gr ieved,
And said to the wily swan with his lips :

. 115 ¢ Swan, I have here sixteen hundred gueens,

Without gazing on whom (first) I cannot drink svaber,”

(Said the swan), ¢ Show me those queons,

T have no care for any rule or empire.”’

The RajA sent an order to the palace,
120°  And ealled all the gueens.

Some danced, some showed their charms,

Bub the wily swan’s heart was not taken with any.
« Women, like thy sixteen hundred queens,

Are drawers of water for my Princess. ”
125 ¢ Swan, show we thy Princess,

T care no more for all my rale and empire.”

Moonlit was the night and the stars were s

hining.

(Said he), ¢ Take mo now, my beloved swan.”’

| The wily swan spread his wings,
130 And Chatr-mnkat rode upon them.

Then the swan flew up,

* To the gwan.
+ Apparently a pun on the wmd sahbdj = shdhbdd, =

shdh bdgh as trans ated.

hawk, and also
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| And 1eavmfr the earth soared to the hea.vens

Three days passed in flight.

' The waters and the lands appeared R ._;
(Buat) when the Rija leﬂa the palace

A i and n quarter® of bracelets wore brokau i t.he-
' palace.f - s i

They rested in the Princess’ gﬁrd'an,
And the swan flow up into the palacc.

" Then the Princess adoraed hersali

¥ Come, O my wise swan ; -

Where hast left my love, my da.rlmg 2o !

“ Princess, I searched the couutries of all thn eavth,
And I found no match for thy beauty.”

1 will stab myself, O swan, and die:

T will put an end to my wealth of yonth

Without my stranger 1 wil not servive an hour !

"% Princess, I have bronght thee a mmjch, beautiful as _
. Kishna, i | il Wi .
Whose body shines like lll}ﬂ]luyf‘d goid el

When twa hourst of the night have passed

The Prince will come to thy p_a.ld,ca.

Princess, don robes of every hue':

Throw a little seent over thy body :

Come to the wily swan (when he calls) : o

Havo three hundred and sixty beds laid in the pa.la.ce §
Light ap all the candles, .

And pray to the (gods of the) ]amps, (cmymg),

! H(\w, Golden Lamps, hear my prayer, U
To-day 1 meet my love, born (then) all Lhe night 105
Saying this the swan went away, |

Aud told Chatr-mukat: (said he:)
' Moonlit is the night, ahmmw am stars,
'lake me now, my belm ed swan.

* 100 T, Weight. : ¥ In grief,

ek duit, 4 ghaats e, 96 minutes, | § o make a fing show.
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i ‘The w11y swan qpm&d his wings,

A‘n& Chatr-mukat rade upon them.
Then the swan took flight

And ahghtad in the Princess’ lofty chamber. -

i -Tne breezes were blowmg and  the jasmines were

L

bloommg,

On]y she was full of grief in the palace.

(Said the Prince), “ Swan,-is this th' Princess thou
didst praise ? AU

The beanty that is sleeping !

This i8 no Princess, it 18 some water-bearer ;

. This beauty, that is sleeping [*

s
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For this bave I forsaken my sixteen hundred queens !
My ninety sons and my kingdom !”?

Hearing this said the swan,

Adjuring Chatr-munkat

“ () RAjA, grieve not.

Open the veil of her fs.(,o ) hbtle,

Touch her with geut.lv ]w,nd

And draw the ring off the Princess’ finger.”
The swan committed a wily theft,

He gave the Prince’s ring to the Princess,
&ml the Princess’ ring he gave to the Prince !
The Rijd mounted the swan and fled.

As he flew (the swan) made a proverb, sty _
Audi spuke to Princess Chand (Karan in a dream): = = A
¢ It is better to look at bukter than to eat oil: | {

It is better to look at the wise than te l{eep company

with fools.”

It was morning and the love Vg (Ptmces‘;) awoke.

She took up a pitcher to wash her face.
The maiden with her fell at her feet:

: M § Would speak to thee of a wonderfnl :curion.S'tllirig: _

What man's ring is that ?

: _He hath t}aken thy ring fmrl {:won thee his I'mg l 3

i 'I‘lw meaning ig, a true pPrineess wwuh{ lw J.w.ukv Lo receive, l14=1

L]
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' All the maideus spake a false (charge) !
% Princess, wo slept before thee,

- What do we know of what passed in the night ? ”

(Said she), “Alas! thoa hast taken the bloom of my
youth and given me sorrow.

Thou hast destroyed e charms, and t.aken away the
bloom of my beauty.”

Mcsmwhile the swan returned,

And spake to the Princess :

1 praised thy beauty,

And, thou fool, thou didst full asleep.

And for thy sake was I made a fool,

And thus have I lost the virtue of my life.

If I find water in the forests

I will drown myself and see thee mo more,”
“My swan, I will cut' my finger and rub in salf, .
And will remain awake the whole night,

And I will catch the thief (of my ring) myself.
Every one beats the thief of his (goods, bat)

U I meet my thief T sill sacrifice my life for him.*?
Hearing this the swan went away,

And spake to the Riji :

“ Risjfi, thou didst so tear off the mng

That thou hast torn the Princess’ finger !”’
(Said he), “O swan, take me to the Princess :
Why (thus) make my life miserable ?

Moonlit is the night, shining are the stars!

Take me now, my beloved swan.”!

The wily swan spread his wings,

And Chatr-mukat rode upon them.

And (the swan) laid him ab the Princess’ bed,
Gently he touched her swith his hand,

“Thief, thief,” (said) the Princess waking.

“0 thief, who arh thou ? '
That thon touchest my body with thy hand ¢ 7"
“I am no thief, but the lord of many thongands !



255

240

255

VA m]:: STORY OF RAJA CHANDARBHAN,

For thy sake -ha:vé forsaken home and family !
1 am the grandson of the warrior Vikramaditya !

The son of (his daughter) Chatrang Dai, and my name

iy Chatr-mukat,” _
Hearing this the Princess was astonished,
And caressed the swan: (saying), .

Well done, my wise swan |

Thon bast fathomed the wound in my heart.”
She cooked some food ab once, |

*And gave Chatr-mulkat to eat.

She made a chamber of her eyes, and opened her pupils ;
She drew down the curtain of her lashes, and seated her

love within, . i
And the Prince and Princess were happy in the palace,

Iu the morning the gardener came,

 And brought flowers to the Princess,

And began to weigh her against them,

And the Princess outweighed the flowersst
Finding this the gardener went

And gpake to (Rijd) Chandarbhiin ;

- #“There is a thief in thy palice,

That hath taken the Princess apart |

Hearing this the Rijh was coufounded

And apuke_ to the gardener:

“ What thief hath come into my palace?

1 will not barm thee,t as God is my protector!”
“ Comes in the night, goes in the night :

Tt is a swan that is the (thief ) Rija.

Rajd, fix the Holi at the wrong time,
Seud bottles of pigment to the Princess,

. And you will eateh the thief.’f

* Allusion to ﬂm_ ﬁ-ell-known—t‘mle of Panjphaldrdni or Princess Fives
i flowers, who weighed only five flowers as long as she was chaste, bub
L outweighed them at onee on getting a lover. + Tf thou tell.

L F At the Holi festaval (FPhdy) in the Sprin
to throw a erimson powder over each ath er, hemee if the Princess wers
to throw the Holl powder over the Prince at the wrong seasonshis
elothes would betray him at once. 0

¢ the custom is for Hindus

Ll
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: ﬂarmng this the swan went
/990 And spake unto the Princess :
| “ Thy father hath done this wickedness,
That he hath hanged thy Prince.” !
The Princess hearing this
' Raised a cry in the palace;
295 And fell in her sorrow to the ground,
Beating her head against her couch.
The maids and attendants came to the Raja
And spake unto the Réj ;
“ Raja, thy daughter is dying,
800  And throwing away her life.”
When the Riji heard this
He sent for the thief at once: (saying),
€€ O thief, what art thou called ?
That camest into my daughter’s palace.”
805 Hearing this the Prince
' Spake unto Rajé Chandarbhin :
“ Where are my sixteen hundred queensf where my
City of Ujjain ?
For this Princess’ sake have I lost my life.” _
‘When he heard this, Rija Chandarbhan was pleased and
called the Princess at once : (saying),
310 “Thy Prince hath come and thy housshold rejoiceth.

" Bend for the house priest and perform thy marriage.”
With rejoicings the Prince performed the marriage,
Dwelt in the palace and began to rule. |
The Prince and Princess, the pair had their hearts’

desire.
315 (Said she), “Let us depart hence now and go to thy
. home.”

e All the maids began to weep and all the pa,luce wailed
i “ A Princess there was that hath fled now, when shall
Al _ we meat her again t’ :

Preparing » palanguin they commenced the long road.
The swan and the R4jd went to Ujjain City.
320 They dwelt in an lsla.nd and the Princess said :

YOL, IL-~13






TWO SONGS ABOUT NAMDEY,
| AS SUNG BY TWO BARDS FROM AMRITSAR.

[These are two well known songs about the celebrated Bhagat and MarBthf

poet Namdev or Namd, They are sung constantly in the Darbdr 84hib or
Golder Temple ab Amribsar, aud are known to every Sikh.]

{Ndmdev flourished in the time of the Emporor Bahlol Lodi, 1469.1512 A.D.,

and evidently vastly inflaenced the founder of the Sikh Religion, for we
find whole poems of his incorporated into the Adi Granth. These parti-
cular legends ave not in'the Ad¢ Grantk, but in the Granth (as I am told)
that Gur@t Gobind Singh started in opposition to it. They are therefove
very likely to be apocryphal.]

L
_ ; TEXT.
Sat Gur Parshid. Sabd Namd, Rag Bhaivon: Ghar D,

Sultdn pfichhe, *“Sun, be Nam,
Dekhin Rim. tumhdre kimd.”
Nimd Soltin ne badh 18 ;
¢ Dekhfin terf Har bathild.
5 Bismal goft deo jiwde, _
N4, tirlt gardan mirin thie? **
“ Pidshah, aisi kytn hoe ?
Bismal ki na jive koe.
Merd kif kuchh na hoe:
- 10 Kare Rim hoe hai soe.”
' Padshih charhio hankir,
“ (o) hastl dinfa chamkar.”
Rudan karve Néme ki ma :
* Chbod Rim ke, bbajan Khuda.”
15 . “ N hin tevd plnghrd, nd t0 meri mé :
Pind pare to Har gun gi."”
Kare Gajend sind ki chot :

®
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Nami nbre Har ki ot.

Qdzf mullan kare salim:

* In Hindft merd maliyd min.
Padshih, bentf suniyo,
‘Nami sar bhar sond leiyo.”

‘“ Mdl lefin td Dozakh parhfn,
Din ¢hhod duniyd kon bhartin p
Pawon beri, hitthon til ;

Nimé giive gun Gopal.

¢ Gang Jaman jo ulti bahe,

Téa Nawi ¢ Har Har’ karda rahe.”
Sat ghard jab biti sunf :

Aj hin na dgio Tirbhawan Dhani.

P kanthan, bij bajdeld,

Garur charhe Govind deld,

Apne bhagat par ki prit-pil.
Garup charbe de Gophl :

“ Kahen, t& Dharan akodi karii |

! Kahen, t4 le kar fipar dhartin!

Kahen, ta mif goft defln jiwae,
Sab kol dekhe patiyat |”?
Némi parnave sil masail ;
Gol duhal, bachhri mel.
Dédh-doh jab matki bhard,
Le, Padshih ke dge dharl.
Pidsbit mahil men Jhe :

- Aughat ki ghat ligt de,
| Qazi Mullan benti farmid :

“ Bakhsh, Hindf, main teri gii!
Némi kahe, ¢ suno, Pidghéhe!
Eho kuchh patiyd mujhe dikhi,
Is patiyd rahe parwin,

Sich sfl chilo, Sultin 1

Nimdev sab rahid samfe.

Mil Hind Nime pe jie :

“ Jo ab ki bir na jive gil.

T4 Namdev ki patiys jhe.”
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580 Name ki kirat rahe sansir,
T Bhagat jandn le udhire Apir.
Sagal kalls nindak bahid khed.

Nime Nirdyan nahid bhed !
N vl )L h
TRXT. k300 B
Tk,

“ Rukhri na khdiyo, Swimi merd | Rukhri na khédyo !
Hath hamare ghirat katord, apnd bints lokar Jédyo.
Daure daure jit, Swami, rot lie mokh mahin.
Tom bhige, ham pahunch na sike, mel leiyo, Gogdin !
Ghat ghat ke Prabh antarjami!” Pal men riip batay.
Kikar se Thikor ban baithe : Namdev darshan piyé.
: L
TRANSLATION,
By the favor of the Holy Gurd* : The Song of Nama®, in the
' Ridg Bhairon : Part Two.t
Said the Sultin,] ** Hear, O Nima,
I wonld see (this) Rim,§ thy servant,”
The Sultan bound Réimé.
Saying, I would see Haxi,§ thy patron.
o Raise this dead cow to life,
Or I will cut off’ thy head I
“ King, why should this be {
None hath ever raised the dead to life.
My deed will perform nothing :
10 It is as Rém (God) wills.”
The king waxed wrathful, (saying)
I will rouse my elephant to fury.”
Némé’s mother began to weep :

¥* Gobind Sin.gh.

t Allusion to the part of Gur Gobind Singh's Granth in which the
| text 18 said to be found.

¥ Probably Bahlol Lodl, § God according to the Hindis.
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{And said),*  Leave RAm’s praises for God’s (Khud4).”’t

15 (Said he), “T am no son of thine, thon no mothertome :
If my body perish (still) will T sing of Hari.” -
The chief of the elephants thrust at him with his trunk,
But Namd was safe by Hart’s protection.
The Qdzis and Mulla's saluted (the king, saying),

20 * This Hindd hath slighted our (Musalmén) faith.
O king, hear our prayer :
Take our gold and give us Nama's head.”
¢ If I take the gold I shall go to Hsll.

o Who will enjoy the earth, if he give up his faith ?”’

A 20  (He put) shackles on his feet and fetters on his feet,

i But Nimi sang the praises of Gopal.t
¢ Gangd and Jamnd may flow backwards,

But Nami still sings, ‘Hari, FHari.’”
Seven hours passed away,

30 Baut still the Lord of the Three Worlds§ came not.
Wepring a (holy) necklace and withsongs and re;mcmgs,
Govind|| came mounted upon Garur,q -

The protector of his own votary,
Mounted on Garur came Gopél, (and said)

85 *“ Bay, and I will upset the world!
Say, and T will raige it on my hand |
Say, and I will raise the dead cow to life,
That all may see the miracle !
Namd prostrated himself

40 And made the cow suckle her calf,
He thon milked and filled a pail,
And took and laid it before the king.
The king went into his palace
And his heart was very sore.

45 'The Qézis and Mullas besought (Namd) :

L7

* To her son. t God according to the Musalmdns.
= Krishna = God. § God. || = Krishna = God.
% Garuda, the miraculous bird and vehicle of Krishna.



