KAMGHAT


There was a city named Shripur, of which king Jitari was the ruling monarch.  His minister Matisagar was really an ocean of intellect, wisdom, and statesmanship and was held by all in the highest esteem.  The king was very fond of his minister, and he took him into confidence even in personal matters.


Often they discussed religion.  The king was an atheist, and to him virtue was a myth and penance was a perpetual condemnation into self-created misery.  He was a successful man in the modern sense, to whom success meant affluence, amassing a large fortune by any means whatsoever.  To court misery in the name of religion was, to him, the height of idiocy.


According to the minister, religion was not a thing that could be imposed, but was something inherent.  When one practiced forgiveness, fellow-feeling, etc., he did so not so much to help others as to help himself.  And so with penance.  It was no invitation to misery, but a supreme means for the purification of the soul, a companion of virtue.  As discussions like this were frequent, the king acquired the nickname of Pap-buddhi (one whose intellect is vice), and the minister acquired the nickname of Dharma-buddhi (one whose intellect is virtue).


The king said one day, “Look here.  I fight with other kings and defeat them.  I subdue their men and usurp their treasure and territory.  I go often for hunting.  According to your view, these are evil deeds.  But what do I get ?  Fame, fortune, influence, men and money.  You are a pious man, but you haven’t got as much wealth and influence as I have.  Even what you call your own, has been bestowed by me.  So, you see, good man, where you and your religion stand.  In such a situation, how do I accept your contention that religion is the giver of the greatest prosperity ?”


The king added, “If religion really leads to happiness, I want a proof of it.  You go from here to some unknown land empty-handed.  There you will realize how much religion helps you.  If you come back with affluence and influence, then I shall accept your stand as correct.”


The minister at once accepted the challenge and prepared to depart.  He moved out without taking anything with him.  He was on a long and unknown path walking days and nights.


He came across a demon in a forest who was hungry for seven days.  The demon jumped on him, but the minister did not lose his nerves.  Rather, in a tone full of affection, he said, “Oh beloved of the gods !  I am at your service.  If my body satisfies your hunger, I shall deem it to be a great good fortune on my part.  But I have one submission to make to you.  I am out on an urgent mission.  If you help me in its fulfillment, I shall return to you at once and await your pleasure.”


The demon was hungry, but the minister’s words cast a spell on him.  So he released him, and the minister resumed his journey.  It was the very early hour of the dawn when the minister reached a park outside a city.  There he saw a temple dedicated to Lord Adinath, and so he stopped there and worshipped the Lord.


The guard of the temple was a Yaksha named Kapardi.  He was greatly impressed by the minister’s devotion.  When the minister had completed his worship and prayer, the Yaksha offered him a wish-fulfilling pitcher named Kamghat and explained to him its specialty.


The minister was happy to receive the pitcher, but he did not know how to carry it.  The Yaksha realized his difficulty and said, “Don’t you worry about it.  It will follow you without being visible to others.  But you will see it quite all right.”


With such an important acquisition, the minister now turned his steps homeward.  The demon was waiting for him at the same spot.  He recognized the minister at once and said, “Good fellow !  You remember your promise.  I have been waiting here for you.”


Minister:  “Sir, I am at your service.  Please accept my body as your food.  But I have one misgiving.  You know, this body is a warehouse of impurities, and I feel hesitant to dedicate it for your use.  If, however, you kindly agree, I can procure plenty of dainties and delicacies for your consumption, and you can have as much of them as you please until your hunger is fully satisfied.”


Demon: “I don’t mind that.  But the supply must be really plentiful.  If by any chance my hunger is not satisfied, then I shall not spare you.”


Within a short while, there were hundreds of dishes full of dainties and delicacies served before the demon.  He ate to his heart’s content, and still the supply was intact.  It was virtually non-ending.  The demon now inquired about the magical powers of the man.  The minister, who never spoke a lie in his life, gave out the full account about Kamghat, his magic pitcher.


The demon now wanted to have it, but he knew, unless he gave something in return, the man would not be prepared to part with it.  So he said, “Fellow !  If you give me that pitcher, I shall give you a more powerful thing.”


The minister: “What’s that ?”  The demon: “That is a magic wand before which no weapon is effective.  It is capable to carry out your order and return.  It is a divine thing.  You accept this divine wand and give me the pitcher.”


The demon further added, “You see, with this pitcher supplying me with food and drink, it will no longer be necessary for me to kill living beings.  So I shall give up animal slaughter for good and be a good fellow.”


The minister: “Well, Sir, everything is at your service, though I need caution you that because of your impious habits, this may not remain with you for long.”  The demon replied: “Don’t you worry about that.  You see, from today on, I shall be a pious good fellow.  So it must stay with me.  You give it to me.”


So the minister exchanged his pitcher for the wand and resumed his homeward journey.


The next day, when it was time for lunch, the minister asked the wand to procure food for him.  Expressing its inability, the wand said, “Sir, this is beyond my capacity.  Please commission me for something else.”  The minister said at once, “Then you go and get me my pitcher back.”  The wand rose up in the sky and started at once.


The demon had kept the pitcher in a cave and shut its door, and he himself kept the vigil from outside.  All of a sudden, he saw the wand return and start beating him fiercely.  This made the demon stand aside to save his skin.  The wand then picked up the pitcher and returned to the minister, who was happy to see his things back.


The minister welcomed the pitcher and asked how it was in the custody of the demon during the last night.  The pitcher replied, “Sir, he is an impious fellow, and I had no rest with him.  In future, please do not leave me with an impious person.”  The minister had then a very sumptuous meal after which he picked up the wand and the pitcher and started again.


Success follows success for a pious man.


The minister met a party of pilgrims who were on their way back from Mount Rebata and Mount Shatrunjaya.  He thought of entertaining the party with a grand feast.  So he made an invitation to the leader of the group, but the leader declined the invitation, for he could not be sure how this man without anyone and anything worthwhile with him could entertain such a big group.


The party now lit the oven to cook food.  But, as desired by the minister, there was a heavy shower and the oven went out and couldn’t be lit again.


The minister repeated his invitation.  The pilgrims stared at each other.  They didn’t know if the fellow was mad or jesting at their cost.  But, since, in any case, there would be no food, they agreed to accept the invitation in order to see the outcome of it.  The minister then directed them to another place, where, he said, all arrangements were complete.  The pilgrims were surprised at the grand reception and sumptuous food that were awaiting for them there.  In fact, they had never seen so many dainties and delicacies in their life.  Food was served to them in golden dishes, and everybody ate to his heart’s content.


When the feast was over and the pilgrims sat down to rest, discussion started on the grand arrangement which had been made on such a superhuman scale in such a forlorn place.  When they asked the minister about it, he told them all about his magic pitcher.  At this, the leader of the group said, “Sir, I have in my possession a couple of wonderful things:  a Chamar and a royal umbrella.  They help one to recover at once from disease, poison and wound caused by some weapon.  You take these two from me and give me the magic pitcher.  That will help me to feed these people.  And besides, you strike a good bargain, since you get two magic things in exchange for one.”


Minister: “Sir, divine things stay with one to whom they have been given.  They do not stay with others.”


The leader: “Don’t you worry, Sir.  I have so much virtue to my credit that the pitcher cannot get away from me.”


So the exchange was done, and the two departed in their respective directions.


It was noon the next day when the minister was hungry and the wand was commissioned again to recover the pitcher.  The wand recovered the pitcher from the pilgrims and returned with it.


With all his priceless acquisitions, the minister was now back home.  He had a very effective trip, and he had wonderful things in his possession with which he could achieve anything.  All this was the outcome of virtue.


The king heard all this, and now he started thinking about some other plan to test the minister’s luck.  He got two shaddocks, and inside one of them he placed valuable gems worth about 1,25,000 gold coins.  Then he gave them to one of his trusted valets, instructing him to keep them for sale in some fruit stall, and then to keep his eye on the buyer.


This was done.  It was an accident that the minister’s wife had just come to the market.  She like the shaddocks containing the gems very much and took it home.  She placed it before the minister.  As the minister peeled out the skin, the glittering gems came out to his great surprise.  He deemed it to be a matter of fresh good luck.


The matter was reported to the king, and he was very much surprised at the coincidence.


One night, when everybody was in bed, there came up a large seven-storied mansion in the city.  Even the king’s mansion bore no comparison with this.  Sweet music was emitting from the mansion, and this filled up the whole city.  The king saw it from his palace window, but he didn’t know how so suddenly the mansion had come up in the city and to whom did it belong.


In the morning, the minister came to the palace and presented the king with a dish full of very costly gems.  The king’s surprise knew no limits.  He said, “Minister !  Where did you get all these ?”


The minister replied, “From virtue, Sir.”


The king asked, “Last night, I saw a wonderful mansion in the city.  It was emitting fine music, and, I guess, some theatrical performances were going on inside.  Was it one of your own doings ?”


“You are very correct, Sir, in your guess.”  The minister replied.


The king had a curiosity to see the mansion from inside.  So he said, “I would like very much to have my lunch in that mansion some day.  When it may be convenient to you, please let me know of it.”


“Sir !  It is my good fortune that you intend to pay a visit there.  But why should you intend to go there alone or with a few attendants only ?  I ask the entire royal household to do me the honor to accept my invitation for a lunch.  And if it so suits your convenience, I invite you all this very day.  I am sure there will be no difficulty.”


This touched the king’s pride, a small man bragging so much.  He accepted the invitation for the same day.  Later on the king sent his men to see what preparations were going on.  They came back and reported that there was virtually nothing.


The king had now no doubt that the minister must have gone mad.  He thought that he had done a foolish thing by accepting invitation for so many.  Just then the minister turned up and said, “Sir!  Food is ready.  I invite you all to come at once.”


“Minister !  Are you joking with me ?  I have information that there is absolutely no arrangement there, and you invite such a large crowd for lunch.”


“Your Majesty !  If you will do me the honor to come with me but once, you will see everything with your own eyes.  There will be nothing wanting to entertain the royal household.  I assure you, Sir.”


The king started, with one thousand men following him.  He was giving final touches to a plan to chastise the minister very severely in case he failed.  Now they arrived at the main entrance to the mansion, and the whole party was surprised to see its beautiful decoration.  There were hundreds of receptionists who received the royal guests.


As the king proceeded in, he had surprise mounted upon surprise.  Such a grandeur would put to shame any king on earth.  And now at last they were in the dining hall.  And what a supply of dainties and delicacies, their quantity and variety !  It was a real wonder.


When the lunch was over, the minister presented everybody with a divine robe.  All had the same query in mind:  How did it all happen ?  It took expression in the words of the king:  “Minister !  What divine power do you have in your possession ?  What has made possible all this ?”


“Your Majesty !  It’s all the doing of virtue.  You sent me abroad penniless, and I have acquired a magic pitcher.  It has great powers.  All that you see are due to it, and no credit is due to me.”


“But such a precious thing must remain in the king’s palace.”


“But Sir, this does not stay with impious people.”


“Don’t you worry.  It will stay with me.  If you don’t willfully surrender it to me, I shall use force to acquire it and put you to severe torture.”


The minister handed over the pitcher to the king.  The king placed it in a guarded vault.  The guards were ordered to keep an all-time vigil.


Next day, the minister commanded the wand to get back the pitcher, and the wand proceeded at once.  The guards were no match for the wand.  So the pitcher was again restored to the minister.  The king now saw that the pitcher would not remain with him.  He was sorry at the plight of his guards who had been severely beaten by the wand.


The minister now applied the Chamar and cured the men of their wounds.  Then he said to the king, “So, now, Sir, you recognize the merit and power of virtue.”


But the effect on the king was short-lived.  One day he said to the minister, “Minister !  What you have demonstrated was a sort of magic power, and I don’t think it has anything to do with religion.  Even sinful men can practice magic.  However, I shall be convinced of your power if you surrender the pitcher, the wand, the Chamar and the umbrella, go out to some unknown land in the company of your wife and come back affluent.”


The minister was a simple-hearted fellow.  He didn’t see through the king’s motives and agreed to abide by the king’s wishes.  He surrendered all his things to the king and set out in the company of his wife.


Walking non-stop, they arrived at a city named Nagpur, which was near the seacoast.  They halted at the park.  There they came to know that a merchant from that city, Sagardatt by name, was soon going out on a voyage to distant islands, and before he set sail, he was offering cash to all seekers.  As the minister was penniless, he left his wife in the park and came to the ship.


There was already a long queue of seekers, and before the minister’s turn came, the ship set sail.  The minister took a chance and jumped on the ship.  The merchant was surprised to see how daring the man was and gave him a few coins.  Now, as the minister turned to jump back, the ship was already in deep water.  So he had no other alternative but to remain in the ship.


Very soon a deep intimacy grew between the merchant and the minister, and the merchant was impressed by the man’s wit.  The merchant gave him the job of keeping the account books in his establishment.


Elsewhere, the minister’s wife, Vinaysundari, was waiting in the park for her husband’s return, but he did not come back.  After waiting for a very long time, she moved out in search of him.  But all her searches were in vain.  At last, she took shelter in the house of a potter in that city.  Until the return of her husband, however, she undertook a few vows which were as follows:


She would sleep on the ground.  She would take no bath.  She wouldn’t put on colored garments.  She wouldn’t decorate herself with flowers.  She wouldn’t use cosmetics.  She wouldn’t chew betel leaves.  She wouldn’t take dainties, delicacies, milk and milk products, spices, etc.  She would use no cushion.  She would never move out of the house except under emergency.  She wouldn’t sit in a balcony.  She wouldn’t participate in social ceremonies.  She would restrain in her talks with others.


Thus she spent her days.


The merchant and the minister arrived at Ratnadvip.  In that island, there was a city named Surpur where reigned king Sakrapurandar.  The merchant unloaded his wares and stored them in the warehouses.  In business matters, the merchant was now wholly dependent on the minister.  In fact, the minister was now looking after the whole business, and the merchant was having a nice time in this new city.


Soon the merchant developed a great intimacy with a fallen woman in that city and started living with her.  Whatever money he needed was sent to him by the minister.  This the woman noticed, and she thought that the man who was actually running the merchant’s business must be very wealthy.  She now made plans to develop intimacy with the minister so that she would have no limit to her wealth.  But in this she failed.  The minister did not respond to her overtures.


Soon the minister became well known in the city for his honesty, uprightness and skill in business.


A lake was being dug in the city at the command of the king.  A few inscriptions came to hand, but none could read their content.  This increased the curiosity of the king.  He announced a reward of half the kingdom and the princess herself to anyone who would decipher the inscriptions.  When the minister heard it, he came to the court and read out the inscriptions which contained the following message:


“From where these copper inscriptions are found, as one moves seven cubits towards the east and digs the ground waist-deep, he comes across a slab of stone beneath which is hidden a treasure of 19,99,999 gold coins.”


The king at once came to the spot and acted as per the instruction, and to his great joy, he was in possession of the great treasure.  The king now gave half the kingdom and the princess, Saubhagyasundari, to the minister and also bestowed on the couple a vast dowry.


Rarest are those who are happy at their friends good fortune; even those who would be indifferent are not many; but largest in number are those who are jealous of their friends good fortune.  Merchant Sagardatt was in the last group.


When he saw the esteem in which his own assistant, the minister, was being held at the court and in the whole city, and the vast amount of wealth he had amassed within such a short time, he felt jealous of him.  One day, he sold out the remainder of his wares and announced his decision to leave the city.  The minister also welcomed the idea, since he was now keen to return home.


So the ship was filled up with local specialties.  The king bestowed on his son-in-law the money-value of half the kingdom, which was as large as eight shiploads.  These, added to the minister’s own, made a total of 40 ships.  As against these, the merchant had only one vessel.  Then on one fine day the ships set sail.


One day the merchant called his friend from his own ship and said, “My friend !  Our intimacy does not grow when we are moving in two separate ships.  Let us be on board the same ship, dine together, live together and play together.  In this manner alone we can have a good time.”


The minister was a simpleton, and he apprehended no danger from the merchant.  So he accepted the invitation and came to Sagardatt’s ship.  Throughout the day, they talked of various things.  In the evening, they sat on the roof to enjoy the sunset.  The night was now advanced, and the entire seascape was covered with pitch darkness.  Only the stars were twinkling in the far-off sky.  The two friends were still absorbed in deep conversation.


Sagardatt took advantage of the situation and pushed the minister down into the sea.  But even in the midst of this great calamity, the minister did not forget to utter the holy Namokar, and soon he felt something floating near at hand.  It was a big log of wood.  The minister held it fast and kept afloat.  Meanwhile, the ships moved on without knowing what had happened to their unfortunate master.


After the ships had gone a great distance, the merchant raised an alarm about his friend.  He was searched in all the ships but was nowhere to be found.  As it was the dead of night, nothing was visible.  So the minister was declared to have been lost.


With his plot turned into a success, the merchant was hilarious.  At one stroke, he was now the master of all, including the beautiful princess.  But he must first win the princess confidence.  He came to her and spoke a few words by way of consoling her.  Saubhagyasundari was an intelligent lady, and she took no time to read into the whole situation.  Sagardatt now started sending various proposals to the lady, but she turned them down.


At last, the ships entered into the harbor of Gambhirpur.  The princess at once alighted from her ship, went straight to the temple of Lord Adinath, took shelter in it and bolted it from inside.


Elsewhere, the minister, supported by the log of wood, safely reached the shore.  There was a city nearby, but it appeared to be a deserted one.  It was a vast city with many mansions and shops, but there was no human being.  He walked through the streets until at last he came to a big palace which apparently belonged to the king.  But it was empty, too.  On the sixth floor there sat a she-camel.  Not far from her there lay two types of collyrium (medicinal lotion for eye) and two sticks.  He picked up a stick and applied the white collyrium to the camel’s eyes, and, soon the animal changed into a fine damsel.  She asked him to take a seat.


The minister was greatly surprised.  In one breath, he asked her many questions as to who she was, who her parents were, what situation she was in, what city that was, and why the city was without a population.


The damsel shed tears of sorrow and said, “Noble Sir !  That would be a pretty long story.  But here your life will be in great danger.  Flee at once.  I don’t desire you to plant yourself into difficulty.”


But the minister was unperturbed.  In an undaunted voice, he said, “Fear ?  What fear ?  For one who is undaunted, no fear is big enough.”


“Sir !  Here lives a monstress.  She is very strong and cruel.  It is about time for her coming here, so it is best that you go away at once.”


“But I want to meet her.  If you know her full story, please tell me about it.”


The damsel gave the account as follows:


“King Bhim of this city was my father.  He belonged to the Tapas order.


One day a Tapas Muni came to the palace.  I was entrusted to take care of the Muni, but the Muni was not a clean man.  He was attracted by my beauty.  At night, as he was approaching my apartment, the guards on duty put him under arrest and produced him before the king.  The king found him guilty and ordered him to be put to death.


Dying in distress and agony, he has been born as a monstress.  She killed my father, the king.  The residents of this city fled for their lives.  As the Muni had attachment for me, the monstress did not kill me, but you see, I am her captive.  When she goes out, she turns me into a camel.  But she comes every day and makes inquiries about me.  Now, Sir, she may come at any moment.  I would like you to hide yourself somewhere.”


The princess stopped for a moment and then added, “One day, I told the monstress that she had spoiled my life and made me lonely and miserable.  I asked her to kill me, too.  But she told me that she was looking for a suitable groom for me, and as soon as she would find one, she would settle me with him.  It is quite possible, Sir, that she may like you.  And if that happens, then you ask her to bestow on you some superhuman powers like moving through the sky, and some magic objects, such as an enchanted cot, a pair of garlands made of divine gems, a stick of white kaner, and the priceless Ratna-manjusa.”


Just then, the monstress rushed in.  The minister silently slipped aside without being seen by her.  The monstress held a friendly chat with the princess.  When the princess found that the monstress was in a good mood, she reminded her about her potential husband.  Said the monstress, “Ah !  I am still looking for one.  But I have not yet found any worthy of you.”


“But I have one in view if you accept him.”


“Why should I not if he is really worthy ?  Where is he ?”


At this moment, the minister made his appearance.  The monstress liked him at once and married the princess with him.  The minister took the opportunity to ask for the special powers and gifts, which the monstress bestowed on him gladly.  Then she went away.


The princess now suggested that they must leave the place at once.  She had no desire to live in that deserted city.


“But I have no idea of the route.  How do we go from here to my own city ?”


“Don’t you worry about that.  I have an idea.  We sit together on the magic cot with the two garlands around our necks, and you strike the cot with the kaner stick.  It will at once go up in the sky and land us wherever we desire to get down.  But there is one obstacle.  If the monstress comes to know that we have escaped, she will at once pursue us and stop us.  But this has to be prevented.  As the monstress comes near us, you brandish the kaner stick so that she would not hold on for long but take to her heels.  But display no sympathy toward her, or we shall be undone.”


Thus the whole plan was ready and the two started.  When at the appropriate hour the monstress came to the palace, neither the princess was there nor her man.  She realized at once that she had been fooled, so she pursued them and soon overtook them.  But the minister brandished the red stick, and the monstress disappeared.


The cot descended at the park in the city of Gambhirpur.  The minister left the princess in the park and went to the town to fix up an apartment.  Just then, a prostitute came to the park.


As her eyes fell on the princess, she came to her and said, “My daughter !  Who are you ?  Why have you come ?  Who is your husband ?  Why are you alone ?”


When the princess acquainted the woman with all about herself, the woman said at once, “What a piece of good luck !  You are my own sister-in-law, and the minister is my own brother.  I have sent him home and have come to receive you.  So you come with me at once.”


So the princess went with the woman to her home.  But her first impression about the place was not good.  She said, “Where is my husband ?”


“Don’t you worry about a single husband.  Many husbands will visit you here every day.  Live a happy life and enjoy with them.”


These words the harlot said jokingly, and the princess now realized the real position she was in.  She shut herself in a room.  The harlot offered her all inducements to open the door, but she would listen to nothing.


Soon the news spread all over the town that a woman had confined herself in a room in the house of the harlot.  The king issued forth an announcement to the effect that anyone who would be able to induce the lady to open the door would be duly rewarded.  The minister heard the announcement and felt at once that this might be his own wife.  So he responded and came to the harlot’s home.  There he gave a full account of the lady’s past.


Now the princess had no doubt that the narrator was none other than her own husband.  She opened the door and came out to meet him.  In recognition of the minister’s power, the king now gave him half of his kingdom and the hand of his own daughter.


With such an important position, it was now not difficult for the minister to institute a search for his other two wives.  Soon he came to know that two more ladies were confined in their own rooms, and he felt that these might be his other two wives, Vinaysundari and Saubhagyasundari.  When the minister gave them a complete account of each, both the ladies opened their doors to meet their dear husband.  In this manner, the minister recovered all his three wives.


When the king came to know of Sagardatt’s treacherous behavior, he compelled him to return the minister’s portion of the treasure.  The harlot that had stolen the princess was exiled from the town.  The minister was thus happy once again.


One night, he thought of going back to his former king Papbuddhi and teach him a lesson.  He took out a vast army and seized his kingdom.  The king was taken a prisoner and was brought before the minister.  The minister said, “Sir, do you recognize me ?  Are you still in need of a demonstration of the power of virtue ?”


The king was very much ashamed to see his minister.  Henceforth he gave up his atheistic ideas and became converted to the religious path.  Thus the minister’s own life served as the most visible proof of the power of religion in a man’s life, and created an inducement in others to lead a pious life.





