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Editorial 

MAN-MAKING STORIES, LEGENDS AND  

HISTORICAL NARRATIVES 

 

Lives of great men and women and legends, and stories from scriptures 

and history, are the beacon lights that guide the steps of people who 

aspire to live a fruitful life aspiring for highest goals. Great historical 

personalities like Chhatrapati Shivaji and nation-builderrs like Swami 

Vivekananda were all inspired in their child-hood days by inspiring 

stories and legends of patriotism and sacrifice which enabled them to 

assume the role of leaders of the nation arousing millions of people to 

dedicate their lives for the service of the Motherland and the people. 

In our child-hood days, this sadhu and his brothers and sister used to sit 

by the side of our parents in the evening sun-set hour when our father, 

after lighting an oil lamp and uttering prayers, tell us stories from epics 

and puranas. As a bala swayamsevak – boy volunteer --  going to the 

Shakas of Rashtriya Swayamsevak Sangh, we got the opportunity to 

hear the stories of great emperors and kings like Chhatrapati Shivaji, 

Rana Pratap Singh and Guru Gobind Singh, valiant queens like Rani 

Padmini, Ahalyabai Holkar and Rani Lakshmibai,  and  patriots and 

revolutionaries like Bhagat Singh, Chandra  Shekar Azad and Veer 

Savarkar. When we grew into youth-hood, we had the opportunity to sit 

at the feet of great Hindu stalwarts like Parmapoojaneeya Sri Guruji 

Golwalkar and Swami Chinmayananda and learn in depth about our 

glorious culture, heritage and Hindu nationalism. 

When Sri Eknath Ranade, the moving spirit behind the setting up of 

Vivekananda Roack Memorial at Kanyakumari, founded the 

Vivekananda Kendra and started the journals, Vivekananda Kendra 

Patrika and Yuva Bharati, a journal for youth, this sadhu as a young 

journalist and writer had the opportumnity to serve as Assistant Editor. 

His article on "Indian Revolutionaries Abroad" in the Vivekananda 
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Kendra Patrika and a series of biographical sketches of patriots and 

revolutionaries in Indias freedom struggle, and the kings and emperors 

of India, in the Yuva Bharati attracted wide appreciation from the 

patriotic and national minded youth. He also wrote inspiring short 

stories of patriotism, valour and devotion to country.  

The Vande Mataram Centenary Celebrations in 1976-77 gave him the 

opportunity to write the history of the immortal national song, "Vande 

Mataram" in Yuva Bharati, and after the founding of the Sister 

Nivedita Academy on Tamil New Year's Day, April 13,1977, it was 

published as the maiden publication of the Academy, carrying a 

Foreword by the great patriot, freedom fighter and national leader, 

Acharya J.B. Kripalani, on the auspicious occasion of Akshaya 

Triteeya, April 21,1977. The book has seen three editions. The articles 

on patriots and revolutionaries came out as "Saga of Patriotism—

Revolutioaries in India's Freedom Struggle" on the auspitious 

occasion of Dr. K.B. Hedgewar Jayanti, on Yugadi, March 21, 2004, 

and the renowned research scholar on the life and works of Mahakavi 

Bharati, Sri R.A. Padmanabhan, wrote a Preface to the book. The 

articles on "Kings and Emperors of Bharatavarsha" came out as a 

special issue of TATTVA DARSANA, July-December 2021. Now we 

present before our enlightened readers the tales, legends and historical 

narratives that we wrote in Yuva Bharati, as  a special issue of TATVA 

DARSANA, January-June 2022. Other inspiring short stories and 

articles that we have written will come out in book form in the future 

issues of this journal. We hope our humble efforts will inspire our youth 

to rebuild our glorious Hindu Rashtra. 

VANDE MATARAM! 
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A JATAKA TALE  

 
 
KING Brahmadatta woke up with a sudden startle in the middle of the 

night. What was he hearkening to? He rose from his royal bed and 

walked towards the window facing his palace garden. Looking through 

the transluscent screen he saw only a veil of dense darkness enveloping 

the whole sky and earth. It was the screaming of a crane that had 

awakened him from his deep sleep. He stood still for a moment by the 

side of the window. A few minutes passed on while the silence once 

again enwrapped all round. Then came, piercing the cloak of stillness, 

the cawing of a crow sitting on the gateway of the elephant-house. A 

wave of agitation deluged his mind. The king apprehended that some 

misfortune would befall  him. In a pensive mood he retired to his couch 

and sunk into it. Again there came a loud noise. This time it was the 

combined noises of the deer and the monkey caged inside the palace 

compound. Brahmadatta could not control his fear and anxiety and he 

started shivering in his heart.  

 

What for were all these portents? What nemesis would befall him? The 

king could not guess. But fright seized him at the thought that some evil 

forces were working against him. To shun from the fearful 

imaginations, he tried to close his eyes and hug forcefully the goddess 

of sleep. But the buzzing of a large insect disturbed the king. Then 

followed a melancholic note of a cuckoo.  

 

When the rays of the morning sun came patrolling on the eastern 

horizon, the sly darkness vanished stealthily behind the western sea. 

Cursing the sleepless night, Brahmadatta came out of his harem and 

sent for his ministers. As soon as they came, he ordered them to 

summon all the royal pundits to assemble in the divan. After finishing 

his morning ablutions quickly, the king hastened to his council-

chamber. All the pundits of Benaras, the capital of his kingdom, were 
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anxiously awaiting him in the spacious hall. The king then told them 

about the ominous sounds he had heard in the foregone night and sought 

their explanations. 

 

 The pundits were a little confused at first. But soon they managed to 

conceal their ignorance, and seeking the king's permission they went 

into the lobby to have some private discussion among themselves. Here 

was a rare opportunity before them to extract the maximum out of the 

king and fill up their own coffers. "Make hay while the sun shines — so 

say the wise. The king is in our hands. Let us bid him do what we 

want", said the eldest of the pundits. "This is the time for us to satisfy 

our devatas in the heaven at the cost of the king. We have been long 

awaiting a chance to conduct a mammoth yaga and here is the 

opportunity knocking at our doors," said another ambitious pundit. All 

others readily agreed to the scheme.  

 

Posing as though they were struck by a grave concern for the king and 

his kingdom, they presented themselves again before Brahmadatta. In a 

tremulous voice the seniormost pundit uttered these words:  

 

"Oh gracious king, what thou hast heard are ominous forebodings of a 

grave calamity awaiting thee. Thy foes inside the kingdom have 

conspired with thy enemies outside to overthrow thee. None but the 

devatas in the heaven can save thee at the present juncture. Delay not in 

appeasing the Gods by offering them their rightful oblations. Arrange 

for a yaga and sacrifice a lakh and eight goats and sheep to appease the 

Mahakala and his ganas. Kubera's treasury is att thy feet. Why then 

hesitate to lavish thy riches on the conductors of this sacred ceremony 

to ward off the catastrophe?"  

 

Brahmadatta, who was already in the grip of an ineffable fear, readily 

agreed to the suggestion of the pundits. He at once ordered all the sheep 

and goats in his kingdom to be impounded and brought to the yagasala. 

The soldiers of the king roamed about even in the remote villages and 

captured all the sheep and goats they could lay hold on. The innocent 

villagers who tried to resist the plunderers and defend their possessions 

were cruelly harassed and cast into prisons. And the pundits busied 

themselves with the preparations for the great yaga.  

 

There was a young brahmin boy who was watching with a heavy heart, 

all the developments that were taking place in the country. Moved by 
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pity for the millions of dumb animals to be devoured by this holocaust, 

he determined to save them at any cost. Suddenly he remembered that 

Bodhisattva, who was born into a rich brahmin family, and had given up 

all his wealth in charity, and spent some time in the Himalayas as a 

hermit, had now come to Benaras and was staying in a garden. The 

brahmin boy decided to appeal to Bodhisattva to rescue the helpless 

animals from the clutches of death. He rushed to the garden where 

Bodhisattva was reclining under a banyan and told him the woeful story 

of the innocent creatures awaiting their extinction. Bodhisattva who 

heard the boy with rapt attention and remarkable sobriety, rose up and 

seated himself cross-legged with his back to the trunk of the tree under 

which he was reclining. He closed his eyes, meditated for a while and 

then opened his eyes and addressed the boy :  

 

"Son, there was nothing unnatural in the sounds that alarmed the king. 

There was nothing to be feared from them."  

 

"But then, 0 Compassionate One, why not thee come and tell the king?"  

 

"No, my boy, I am a stranger here. I cannot pretend to greater wisdom 

than the pundits."  

 

The boy could not talk further. But he knew that the very words of the 

hermit had their beneficent effect and so he ran to the palace to convey 

to the king the verdict of Bodhisattva. The king heard it with awe and 

respect. Though he was under delusion, Brahmadatta had still sufficient 

wisdom to pay heed to the call of the Spirit Divine in the form of 

Bodhisattva. He yearned to clear his confusion by consulting the 

Supreme Wisdom Incarnate. He hurriedly rode to the garden where 

Bodhisattva was resting. Bowing his head before the recluse in a spirit 

of reverence, the King inquired of the meaning of the sounds he had 

heard in that cursed night.  

 

Bodhisattva's lips adorned a pleasant smile and he uttered in benign 

words:  

 

"0 king, the sounds that thou heard were quite natural and they 

betokened no danger to thee. Thou hast been indifferent to the welfare 

of thy subjects. The tanks in thy Kingdom have become dry. The crane 

was in the pangs of hunger, for it had no food or water for days 

together. So it screamed in agony. The crow had its nest on the gateway 
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of thy elephant-house. But everytime thy elephant-keeper rode through 

the gate, he struck the crow with his iron hook and destroyed her 

nestlings. Hence the crow was mourning the loss of her young. The 

cuckoo who used to sing merrily, sitting in her woodland grove is today 

caged in thy palace. So is the deer and the monkey, all of which yearn 

for their freedom. They weep and wail from inside the prisons...” Thus 

Bodhisattva went on explaining the meaning of the, sounds that 

Brahmadatta had heard.  

 

Hearing the hermit's words, the king was overtaken by a deep remorse 

and he hung his head in shame and penitence. 

 

"Go thee, 0 king, rule thy kingdom, wielding the sceptre of 

righteousness. Set the imprisoned creatures free and harm not any living 

being hereafter. Know that Dharma alone will bring prosperity to thee 

and thy Kingdom ", advised Bodhisattva. 

 

Brahmadatta fell prostrate at the feet of Bodhisattva and rose up with 

tears trickling down his eyes.. With folded hands, he took leave of the 

hermit. Wisdom had dawned on him. 

  

[YUVA BHARATI, August 1975] 
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A TALE FROM TAMIL CLASSICS  

 

 
 

WADING through thickets and bushes, Poyyamozhippulavar, a Vedic 

scholar, reached the threshold of a grove. The path he had traversed was 

long and the journey tedious. The scorching heat of the summer sun had 

almost tanned his skin. Hunger and thirst had exhausted him and his 

steps were faltering. Sweltering, and sweating profusely, he entered the 

jungle. To his utter surprise and jubilance he perceived a beautiful lake, 

a little ahead. Enwrapped by full-blown lotuses and water-lilies, it was 

full of cool and crystal clear water. Tiny little birds sitting on the 

branches of trees around the lake chirruped incessantly, spreading 

melody in the pleasant air. The whole scene was enchanting. Like a 

forlorn maid meeting her lover all of a sudden, after a long search, the 

fatigued traveller gazed at the wonderful sight and stood bewitched for 

sometime. Soon his wringing bowels and parching throat brought him 

hack to his senses. With an uncontrollable desideration to quench his 

thirst by drinking the nectarean water, he rushed towards the lake. Just 

then he saw a gorgeously dressed gentleman sitting on the strand with a 

plantain leaf spread before him. He was about to help himself with 

some rice preparation which he had brought in a cloth bundle.  

 

The famished traveller looked at the face of the stranger and then slowly 

walked towards him. Even without bothering to introduce himself to the 

unknown person or to ascertain who he was, the scholar-pilgrim 

straightway implored him : ” Oh noble sire, here is a man, hungry and 

haggard, on a tiresome journey through the forest. Please give me some 

food and save my soul."  

 

The well-dressed noble-man lifted up his head and glanced at the 

mendicant standing in front of him. With a pleasant smile, he rose up 

from his seat and replied with courteous words: "Brother, you seem to 

be a scholar coming from a distant place. I am happy that I have this 



TATTVA DARSANA, January-June 2022 9 

opportunity to serve you. Take all this food and be satiated." So saying, 

the generous man entreated the scholar to sit by the plantain leaf and 

help himself. As soon as the scholar started eating the delicious food, 

the large-hearted donor silently walked away, not giving an opportunity 

to the former to know who he was. When the scholar finished his meal 

and raised his head, he saw the noble-man untying a horse fastened to a 

tree at a distance, mounting on it, and riding out of the grove like a swift 

wind.  

 

Not long afterwards, Poyyamozhippulavar came to know that the kind 

soul who fed him in the grove was none else than Seenakka Mudaliar, 

the learned and trusted minister of the Chola Emperor. In the course of 

his itinerary, when he reached the Chola capital, the scholar was 

consumed by a burning desire to call on Seenakka Mudaliar and thank 

him for the timely help he had rendered. Soon he presented himself 

before the palacial mansion of the minister and conveyed the news of 

his arrival through a palace guard. The minister himself came out to 

receive the honoured guest with due hospitality. At the request of the 

munificent host, the scholar stayed in his house for quite a number of 

days.  

 

On a moonlit night, Seenakka Mudaliar was reclining on a cot on the 

terrace of his mansion where he used to sleep in summer. He was 

peering into the vast, dark-blue sky. With twinkling stars cluttering 

around the bright full-moon, the firmament appeared to be an incredible 

canopy bedecked with glittering colour-stones scattered around a white 

marble disc in the centre. The calm and quiet atmosphere, the soft cool 

breeze, and the enthralling view, elevated the mind of the minister to 

higher realms of thought and he was simply marvelling at the dexterity 

of the Supreme Creator. Just at that moment Poyyamozhippulavar 

called on him. The minister, rising up from his couch, welcomed the 

guest and besought him to sit by his side on the cot. After formal 

exchange of courtesies, the two entered into a discussion on 

metaphysical matters. The wise sit silent when men of higher wisdom 

speak. It was the minister who was listening all the time, with ardent 

devotion, the thrilling discourse of the scholar on the glory of God. But 

the gushing stream of eternal wisdom was blocked abruptly when a 

messenger of the emperor arrived there conveying a missive of the ruler 

seeking the minister's presence immediately for an urgent consultation.  
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"Dear friend ", said Seenakka Mudaliar to Poyyamozhippulavar, “duty 

bids me leave you for a short-while. Please do wait here and I shall 

return quickly."  

 

"The path of action is greater than that of wisdom", said the scholar 

smilingly and added, "Take as much time as you require. I shall wait 

here till you come back."  

 

After the minister left him alone, the scholar sat silently contemplating 

on the greatness of the Lord who brought His devotees nearer to each 

other. Time passed on and even after an hour the minister did not turn 

up. The scholar started to feel drowsy. His bare body was shivering in 

the chillness of the wind. He lolled on the bed for sometime and then 

pulling out a silken blanket, covered himself up from head to toe, and 

fell asleep.  

 

A little before midnight, the minister's wife, who had just finished her 

household duties, came there to retire. She mistook the scholar, whose 

body was concealed under the blanket, to be her husband, and not 

wishing to disturb him, silently walked towards the bed and lay by his 

side. Soon she too plunged into deep slumber.  

 

It was after midnight that the minister could return to his bungalow 

from the King's palace. While returning, all his thoughts were about the 

scholar whom he had asked to wait for him. He was afraid that he had 

unwittingly caused inconvenience to his distinguished guest. But when 

he reached home and hurried back to the terrace, the sight he saw there 

startled him for a second. However, in a trice he regained his composure 

and conjectured rightly what had happened. A tender smile gleamed on 

his lips as he recollected the purity of the heart of the scholar and the 

spotless chastity of his own life-partner. Raising the least noise by his 

foot-steps, he went near the couch and stood by the side of the scholar. 

He was intent on not awakening either of the two lest it would cause 

terrible embarrassment to him or her. Bending low and gently touching 

the shoulder of the scholar, he shook him mildly. He whispered into the 

ears of the half-awakened poet: "Kindly make room for me too." The 

scholar, still in half-sleep, crawled to the side of the cot and again 

immersed into deep sleep. The minister slowly crept into the space 

provided in between the two and soon he too plunged into sound sleep.  
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In the early morning, when the moon had vanished below the western 

horizon and the pre-dawn darkness had spread a thick veil over the sky, 

the minister's wife woke up and walked out of the terrace. Later the 

minister too got up and went out. When twilight illuminated the earth 

and the awakened birds started chirping, calling back to life the dorment 

world, the scholar also opened his eyes. Rising up from the couch, he 

too went out for his morning ablutions.  

 

It so happened that a servant-maid who came to the terrace, a little 

before the minister's wife woke up, saw the unusual sight of the scholar 

sleeping on the same cot along with the minister and his wife. No 

wonder the news leaked out and even reached the ears of the emperor.  

 

One day when the minister was sitting by his side in the royal court and 

the scholar was also present there, the ruler of the land turned to the 

scholar and straightway opened the topic: "Oh scholar, you know well 

that the examples set by the men of wisdom are followed by the 

common run. Howsoever intimate be your personal friendship with the 

minister, was it a righteous act on your part to have slept on the same 

cot on which he and his wife had also reclined?"  
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The scholar was astounded by the unexpected and baffling question. 

Being absolutely ignorant of the happening, he felt as if a thunderbolt 

had descended on his head. Upset by the query, he rose from his seat 

and stood still like a statue. Observing the astonishment of the poet-

philosopher, the minister intervened at once and replied to the king : 

"Oh guardian of righteousness, the poor scholar knows not anything. I 

shall tell you the truth."  

 

Then the minister narrated the incident. The scholar who heard it spell-

bound, became dumb-founded. Overwhelmed by surging emotion and 

profusely shedding tears which streamed down his cheeks, he wailed 

penitently : "Oh Minister, what am I hearing? Is it true? How could you 

spare my life when you found me on your cot sleeping by the side of 

your wife? Why did you not cleave me on the spot with your fierce 

sword and put an end to this ungrateful sinner's life? . . . Oh my God, of 

what avail is all my pilgrimages, penances and austerities! . . ."  

 

The scholar could not continue further and he staggered due to 

uncontrollable grief. The minister rushed to his help and made him 

resume his seat. Consoling him with soothing words, he said, "Beloved 

friend, you have not committed, knowingly or unknowingly, any sin. It 

was all a trick of the Lord to test our friendship. I have unshakable faith 

in the purity of your heart as well as in the unstinted chastity of my 

wife. Why then do you grieve?"  

 

The King was amazed by the depth and purity of the divine friendship. 

As the Kural says, the spontaneous mutual attraction of two hearts and 

not long acquaintance creates friendship.  

 

Days ran fast, seasons changed and years rolled on. ... The scholar, who 

had gone on a long pilgrimage was just returning to the city, yearning to 

call on his dear-most friend. As soon as he entered the city gates, he 

enquired of a denizen about the welfare of the minister and his wife. But 

in reply he received a shocking news :  

 

"Sire, only this 'morning the noble minister passed away. His body has, 

just now been committed to the flames and people are returning from 
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the graveyard. His virtuous wife, determined not to live without him, 

has become sati by entering her husband's funeral pyre."  

 

On hearing these words which pierced his heart like a sharp dart, the 

scholar was beside himself with grief and he ran like a mad man 

towards the cremation ground. There he found, stretched on the pyre 

with blazing flames, the body of his friend and his wife. Braving the 

leaping tongues of the fire, he moved close towards them and cried 

aloud in pain and agony: " Oh Brother, where do you go leaving me 

alone in this painful world. I will also accompany you wherever you go. 

Did you not implore me the other day to move a little and make room 

for you too on your cot. Today I beseech you, please make room for me 

too in this pyre. Let me also share with you and your worthy life-partner 

this bed of glowing embers."  

 

The words of Poyyamozhippulavar were not mere lamentation. The 

entire force of all his austerities and penances, prayers and pilgrimages, 

were behind the intrepid imploration which sprung up from the bottom 

of his heart. Moved as though by a magic spell, the burning bodies 

made room for the saintly scholar who walked into the flaming 

conflagration.  

 

Gods and Goddesses rejoiced in the heaven and showered flowers on 

the pyre. Lord Muruga descended to the earth in a celestial chariot. The 

souls of Poyyamozhippulavar, Seenakka Mudaliar and his wife rose up 

from the subsiding flames. Lord Muruga stood before them holding the 

sacred javelin in his left hand and blessing them with the right. The 

three liberated souls accompanied the Lord and entered the divine 

chariot which ascended to the heaven.  

 

"The friendship of the wise waxes like the new moon; (but) that of fools 

wanes like the full moon.  

"Like learning, the friendship of the noble, the more it is cultivated, the 

more delightful does it become."  

— Tirukkural  

 

[ YUVA BHARATI, September 1975] 
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A TALE FROM SRI RAMAKRISHNA  

 

 
 

"Sarvamangala maangalye Sive sarvaartha saadhike  

Saranye tryambake Gauri Naarayani Namostute....".  

 

Pandit Devicharan was chanting Durga Saptasati in a ringing tone. The 

glow of devotion beamed out of his eyes and his voice reverbrated the 

surging emotion in his heart. After finishing the paraayan, he lifted his 

eyes up from the scripture and found in front of him his little daughter, 

Sarvamangala, sitting cross-legged and looking intently on the 

enthralling form of the Divine Mother. He placed his hands gently on 

her head and called affectionately: " Sarvamangala! " She turned her 

face and asked him with a winsome smile: "Mother is very beautiful, 

isn't father?"  

 

"Yes, my darling, she is the embodiment of beauty".  

 

"Will she make me too beautiful, father?", she enquired with childish 

innocence.  

 

"Yes, dear, you pray to her. She will see that you grow into a beautiful 

maiden”.  

 

As he uttered these words, Devicharan's thoughts took a sudden and 

speedy flight to the distant future. Before his mind's eye he saw 

Sarvamangala standing like a lovely damsel. Now he would have to 

look out a suitable husband for her. Who would marry the daughter of a 

poor temple priest, howsoever beautiful she might be?  

 

Tears trickled down his cheeks when such thoughts came up in his 

mind. He directed his vision to the all-merciful Mother and prayed 

suppliantly: "Mother, she is your child. Take care of her. I am your 

humble servant".  

 

*  *  * 
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Sarvamangala was returning home from the village lake. She was 

holding a brass pitcher, full of water, on her hip. Her body, covered 

with wet clothes, shivered in chillness. The resplendent rays of the 

morning sun bathed her graceful form in a charming gloss and she 

looked like a fascinating image newly carved by a master sculptor. Her 

youthful beauty was indeed bewitching and no wonder, the village folk 

admired her as a pretty queen. Her comely smile and pleasant manners 

too drew them nearer to her. 

 

She paced like a royal swan and reaching the verandah of her house, 

stood there for a. moment hearing some conversation that was taking 

place inside the hall. She understood that some guests had come. In 

order to avoid their notice, she walked through the corridor and entered 

the kitchen by the backdoor. She saw her mother standing by the 

kitchen door and listening to the conversation. Hearing her foot-steps, 

she turned back and rushed towards her with pride and joy swelling in 

her heart. "Go, my dear, and dress up quickly. They have come to see 

you", she whispered into her daughter's ears. Sarvamangala was 

startled. She did not expect such a surprise visit. With a bashful smile 

she hurried into her apartment. Her mother also followed her.  

 

When Sarvamangala, wearing a silk sari and bedecked with gold 

ornaments, prostrated before the guests, their faces beamed with joy and 

hope and they blessed her heartily.  

 

*  *  * 

 

Reclining on an armchair, Devicharan was recollecting all the events 

that had occurred during the past six months. His daughter's marriage 

was atop of all those events. He himself could not believe that she 

would get married so quickly and into such a rich family. It happened 

all of a sudden. A rich man from the adjacent village had come to his 

friend, who was Devicharan's next door neighbour. He was in the look-

out of a suitable match for his only son. Having heard about 

Sarvamangala's beauty and virtues, he wanted to see the girl at once. He 

was immensely pleased with her grace and modesty and also with her 

father's qualities of head and heart. Though he knew Devicharan's 

financial position, he was bent upon taking Sarvamangala as his 

daughter-in-law. The marriage took place with pomp and show, at the 

expense of the bridegroom's father. Devicharan firmly believed that all 

this was the work of the Divine Mother. The day Sarvamangala left for 
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her husband's house, Devicharan fell prostrate at the feet of the Mother 

in his village temple and washed her feet with tears of gratitude.  

 

"Look here", Devicharan's wife called him, cutting the rapid flow of his 

thoughts. Devicharan turned his head and gazed at her face. Though she 

was only in her early forties, wrinkles had started appearing on her face. 

Since Sarvamangala went away, she had been helpless. And a recent 

illness had left her weak and pale.  

 

She continued in a soft tongue: "Durga pooja is nearing. Won't it be 

nice if we call Sarvamangala here?" 

 

Devicharan did not give a direct reply. He paused for a moment and 

uttered in a low voice: "How is it possible? Will they allow her to go?"  

 

"You talk to her father-in-law. Tell him about my health. I think he will 

surely send her ".  

 

For a few minutes both of them remained silent. Then she continued: "A 

trial costs nothing. Why don't you go and talk to them?"  

 

Devicharan was moved by her imploration, but he had in his mind other 

worries. "Can we afford to conduct the celebrations here in a fitting 

manner?", he asked his wife.  

 

"You see, all is in Her hands. She will see to it. Have we ever failed to 

celebrate pooja for want pf money. What special problem is there this 

time?", Devicharan's wife argued. He pondered over her views and 

nodded his head in approval.  

 

That evening the village image-maker came to his house. He used to 

supply them Durga image every year for the pooja.  

 

"Devi Babu, don't worry about money. I know your condition this year. 

But I have made a beautiful image of the Mother and I want you to 

worship it. Give me the money any time you are able to". So saying he 

took out a beautiful image of the Mother from his basket. It was really 

attractive.  
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"Wait", said Devicharan and went inside. After a minute or two he came 

out with a two-rupee note in his hand. He thrust it into the image-

maker's palm and said, "Take this".  

 

Before leaving, the image-maker inquired eagerly: " Is Sarvamangala 

coming home?"  

 

"I hope so ", replied Devicharan with a tinge of uncertainty.  

 

Devicharan very much wanted that his daughter should be by him when 

he was to perform his grand thanks-giving pooja to the all-merciful 

Mother whose grace enabled him to see his daughter married into a 

respectable and well-to-do family. But be was doubtful whether her 

father-in-law would allow her to leave their home at the time of the 

pooja festival.  

 

*  *  * 

 

" Look here, Devi Babu, whatever you say, it is not nice that she goes 

away from our house during this pooja, especially when it is the first 

one after our son's marriage, If you want, you may take her home after 

the pooja days", said Saryamangala's father-in-law firmly after a long 

discussion. Sarvamangala, standing by the door of her apartment, was 

hearing the conversation. No doubt she had all respect and reverence for 

her father-in-law, but his unyielding attitude towards her father pained 

her very much. When her disappointed and sorrowful father took leave 

of her, she was overcome by a sudden outburst of emotion and clasping 

his hands and hanging on his shoulder, she wept like a small girl. 

Devicharan consoled her and advised her to be of service to her mother-

in-law during the pooja celebrations.  

 

On his way back home, Devicharan stopped in, front of a Durga temple. 

Seeing the sanctum sanctorum open, he went inside and stood before 

the image peering into the Mother's face. He was overwhelmed with 

emotion and he cried in agony: "Mother, you did everything for 

Sarvamangala. But is it not your wish that she should come home for 

the pooja?" He could only see a radiant smile on Her lips by way of 

reply. He circumambulated the sanctum and came out of the temple. To 

his utter surprise he saw Sarvamangala standing in front of him with a 

suitcase in her hand.  
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"What is this? What happened? ", he enquired with great anxiety. She 

smiled elegantly and replied: "Don't worry father, I have arranged 

everything. Now you take me home".  

 

With tearful eyes Devicharan turned towards the deity and looked at 

Her. The benign smile was still there."  

 

*  *  * 

 

Invite all our neighbours for the feast, father", besought Sarvamangala. 

 

"How can we, daughter? What have we got here to give them?", replied 

Devicharan hesitantly.  

 

"Oh, don't bother about that, father. I can manage things with what we 

have", she assured him. At last Devicharan had to succumb to her 

entreaties. It was the third day of the pooja and he had to hold the 

customary feast.  

 

When all the guests were seated in the hall, Sarvamangala spread leaves 

before them. Devicharan's heart was throbbing with anxiety. He feared 

that what was inside the kitchen would not be sufficient even for half 

the number of people gathered. But Sarvamangala started serving them 

with enthusiasm. Her queenly gait, charming personality, bewitching 

smile and sweet tongue enchanted everyone and they took unusually 

long time to finish what little was served on their leaves. The touch of 

her hand made the preparations all the more delicious and they all felt 

happy and contented even though they ate very little. When all of them 

had left, Devicharan was astonished to see that still there was something 

left in the kitchen for him, his wife and daughter.  

 

Next day, the image of the Mother had to leave home. It was the last 

day of the pooja. After his early morning ablution, Devicharan entered 

the pooja room and sat in meditation. He was deeply absorbed in 

contemplation of the Mother. His wife prepared some special prasad 

with rice, curds and fruit and brought it and placed it before the Mother. 

After she went out of the pooja room, Sarvamangala entered and sat by 

her father. She seemed to be possessed by the Mother. Pulling towards 

her the plate containing the prasad, she started eating. When 

Devicharan opened his eyes, he was amazed to see this strange sight.  
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"What are you doing, Sarvamangala?", he cried. Scared by her father's 

angry voice, Sarvamangala rose from her seat and ran out of the room.  

 

Devicharan was a little baffled. But he knew well that people overcome 

by emotion during worship of the Mother sometimes behaved like this. 

He called in his wife and asked her to prepare fresh prasad. A second 

time when the preparations were ready and placed before the deity, and 

Devicharan was immersed in japa, Sarvamangala again entered into the 

pooja room and behaved exactly as she did a little earlier. This time 

when Devicharan saw this, he lost his temper and shouted: "What 

nonsense are you doing here? Get away from here!" Sarvamangala got 

up silently and left the room.  

 

*  *  * 

 

Devicharan strode fast through the village road. He wanted to reach his 

son-in-law's house before nightfall. That morning he happened to be so 

unduly harsh towards his daughter that she had left home without taking 

lunch or even telling her mother. He was deeply pained and his mind 

was seized with anxiety about her safe arrival at her father-in-law's 

house. What would have they thought when she returned alone? 

Devicharan felt very bad about what had happened. He cursed himself 
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telling that in spite of all his spiritual practices, he could not give up his 

anger. How unwise he was when he scolded that innocent girl for no 

fault of hers! 

 

It was dusk when he reached the house. He knocked at the door and it 

was opened. He saw his daughter standing before him; looking 

bewildered.  

 

"What happened to you, Savvamangala? Why did you come away 

without telling us?" 

 

 Sarvamangala's confusion was worse confounded. But without waiting 

for her reply Devicharan continued: " I was a little upset when you took 

the prasad intended for the Mother and that was why I got angry. But 

you should not have done like this for that reason. Thank God, nothing 

happened to you when you came away alone!....” 

 

Sarvamangala interrupted him at this stage: "What do you talk, father? I 

can't understand any-thing!"  

 

"What! Did you not come away alone? "  

 

"But when did I go there, father? I have been here all along!"  

 

"What do you say ? Did you not come with me for the pooja at home?"  

 

"No father, never ".  

 

Just at this time Sarvamangala's husband and his parents came in, 

hearing their conversation. They were all wonderstruck at Devicharan's 

narration of events. When they convinced him that Sarvamangala was 

with them only during the puja days, he was dazed and he stood still for 

a moment. Then a sudden realization came to him that it was all the 

play of the Divine Mother. "It was She.... It was She....", he cried 

repeatedly in a voice that emerged from the bottom of his heart. A 

violent spurt of emotion engulfed him and shouting aloud "Mother, 

Mother ", he ran towards the Durga temple where She appeared to him 

in the form of his daughter.  

 

[YUVA BHARATI, October 1975] 
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Cool breeze from the Himalayan plateau, passing through the 

sandalwood forests of Kosala country, and carrying with it the perfumes 

of the sylvan flowers too, reached the hermitage of Sage Varatantu. A 

tender jasmine creeper, clinging helplessly to the palmleaf roof of the 

muni's cottage, felt the gentle touch of the norther, and like a young 

bride feeling the touch of her groom for the first time, shrank in shyness 

and shivered. A few ripe leaves from the top of her stem were plucked 

and wafted by the playful wind. Resembling children resorting to their 

mother's lap after a tiresome game, they fell on the lap of Kautsa, the 

disciple of Varatantu, whose hands had nourished their mother creeper, 

and who was sitting below the eave, too deeply absorbed in thoughts to 

notice them. But his concentration got disturbed when he heard the 

loving voice of his venerable master calling him from behind: 

 

 “Kautsa, my son ". 

  

He looked up and saw his preceptor standing by his side. The disciple at 

once got up and stood with folded hands, bowing his head before the 

master.  

 

"What are you thinking, my son? ", inquired the sage with a benign 

smile The young disciple stood motionless for sometime, intently 

looking at his master's feet. Tears gathered in his eyes and he started 

weeping like a child. "Why, what is the matter?", asked the rishi 

anxious to know the cause of the disturbance in his ward's mind. 

Suppressing his sobs, the student started speaking out: "Revered master, 

thou hath been my father, my lord and god, and from thee I have learnt 

all arts and sciences. Now the time has come for me to take leave of 

thee". The disciple paused here a while and then continued, "Thou art 
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aware of my scanty means and the utter poverty of my family. What can 

I offer to thee as my Gurudakshina?" 

 

The guru smiled in compassion. "Oh! This is all that worries you. Don't 

bother about it, my son. I have imparted to you all that I know, only 

with the fond hope that like a lamp lighting many others, you will 

convey what you have learnt to many others who deserve to know them. 

If you fulfil this responsibility, that itself will be the best offering you 

make".  

 

The disciple was not satisfied by this reply of his guru. He still persisted 

in his excruciating thoughts. He said, "Master, what you say is correct 

from thy stand-point. As a selfless tutor thou bath done thy duty. But it 

behooves me not to shirk the responsibility that I have to fulfil as a 

grateful student. After a long time spent in thy hermitage how can I 

return home as an ungrateful disciple who failed to honour his preceptor 

with due Gurudakshina at the end of his learning?"  

 

"Well, my son ", interrupted the saint, "go to the grove and pluck 

flowers and fruits from the plants tended by you with affection, and 

offer them to me. I will be satisfied immensely with them".  

 

The guru's command did not meet with the approval of the youth who 

felt that the offering suggested was too cheap to be made by him. He 

expressed his view: “No master, this falls much below my capacity. 

Please demand anything that will befit the knowledge that I have 

acquired from thee ", he entreated.  

 

All of a sudden the guru's face became grim, his eyes reddened with 

fury, and he shouted in anger: "Kautsa, you have the impudence to 

disregard your master's words, and you want to evaluate your learning 

in measures of material wealth. Alright, go and get me four and ten 

crores of gold pieces in accordance with the number of several lores".  

 

Without looking at the face of the baffled and benumbed disciple, the 

sage walked into the hermitage. 

 

*  *  * 

 

The royal path of the Kosala country still continued to wear a festive 

look, though many days had passed since the conclusion of the grand 
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Viswajit yaaga by the mighty emperor, Raghu, — the gem of the 

Ikshwaku Kula. All the kings and emperors of the world, defeated and 

brought captive to his capital by the powerful warrior in the course of 

his dig vijaya, were sent back, on their accepting his suzerainty, with 

due gifts and honours that could heal their wounded feelings, caused by 

the set back suffered by them in the wars. Ayodhya, the capital of 

Kosala, was sanctified by the dust of the holy feet of saints, sages and 

scholars who thronged to the city to participate in the supreme Viswajit 

yaaga which marked the consummation of the great conquest of world 

by the valiant king. Like the rivers and ponds drained in summer only to 

be filled up again by fresh monsoons, the treasury of the great emperor 

had gone empty because of the rich gifts he made to countless number 

of poor and needy, at the end of his Yaaga. The King's right hand, 

which had once turned red because of his continuous wielding of his 

glittering sword, had again reddened on account of the gifts he made 

with it.  

 

Recollecting the colourful events of the Yaaga, Raghu lay stretched on a 

hay-bed when one of his attendants presented himself before the King 

and announced in servile words: "Victory be unto the King! A brahrnin 

youth from a distant vidyavana has come to our guest-house, seeking 

thy generous audience. The officer-in-charge of the guest-house awaits 

thy commands as to the reply to be given to the twice-born". 

 

 The King turned and looked at the face of the attender who was humbly 

awaiting his reply. Suddenly he immersed into deep surmise of the 

possible objectives of the brahmin's visit. The very thought that his 

treasury was empty and that he will be placed in an embarrassing 

position if the visitor solicited pecuniary help from him, made him 

shudder. But regaining composure he ordered the messenger: "A 

brahmin youth? Well, go and bring him to the diwan. Let him be 

received by me with due honours."  

 

*   *   * 

"Victory be to the King! May Rajyalakshmi continue to be thy spouse 

for hundred autumns!", blessed the brahmana-kumara, holding his palm 

above the head of the emperor who bowed before him. An attendant 

rushed to the King with a wooden plate on which was placed an earthen 

pitcher containing water to be offered as argya to the distinguished 

guest.  
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"Welcome to thee, 0 disciple of Sage Varatantu. May thy visit sanctify 

this palace ", said the King and lifted the pitcher to offer argya. But the 

young man stood still, surprised at the sight of the earthen pot in the 

hands of the renowned ruler. Nevertheless, it took no time for him, 

learned and wise, to realize what it indicated. Though his face turned 

pale and sorrowful, he suppressed his feelings, and assuming a tranquil 

attitude, accepted the argya offered by the King. Occupying a seat, 

close to the King, on Kusa grass spread at a higher level than the King's 

simhasana, the twice-born exchanged courtesies with the ruler of the 

land. To the kind and affectionate enquiries of the King, regarding the 

welfare of his learned preceptor and other members of the hermitage, 

Kautsa replied with tender smile and then concluded: " Know, Oh King, 

it is well with us, in every particular. How can evil happen to subjects 

who have you for their protector? How could darkness obscure the sight 

of men, the sun shining?" 

 

Then at length the brahmin youth praised the King for his successful 

accomplishment of the Viswajit yaaga and for offering everything that 

he had with him to all those who sought his gifts. Finally, thanking the 

King for his hospitality and kind reception, the young man rose from his 

seat, intending to depart. But the King prevented him by putting a 

question as to the purpose of his visit. "Thou hath not told the object of 
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thy visit to my place, Oh brahmin. It is but proper for thee to ask me 

whatever thou aspire to receive from me".  

 

The young man stood silent for a moment and then replied: “Oh King, 

even a chataka bird does not implore the autumnal cloud that has lost 

all the water inside. How can I place my demand before thee who has 

given away everything in charity? Let me seek some other sources for 

the fulfilment of a vow I have taken".  

 

The emperor was shaken a little by the reply. But restoring to himself 

courage and conviction, the ruler replied: "No Maharaj, thou shalt not 

leave without ordering me to give thee what thou need from me".  

 

The disciple, caught in a helpless situation, narrated his entire story to 

the King who heard it all patiently and attentively. After hearing 

everything, the ruler replied: 

 

 "Asking wealth for his preceptor, a certain suitor who had seen the 

other ends of the learning went to another donor, not obtaining his 

object of wish from Raghu! Let there not be this first rise of a reproach 

about me!" Then the King besought the brahmin to stay in his fire-

sanctuary for two or three days while he endeavoured to accomplish the 

seeker's object. With the words "so be it ", the Brahmin youth also 

accepted Raghu's unfailing promise 

 

*    *    * 

 

The council of ministers, urgently summoned by the emperor, met in his 

presence and discussed at length all the possibilities for raising the huge 

amount demanded by the disciple of Varatantu. They found helpless on 

all counts and finally looked. towards the King himself to suggest some 

means to get out of this difficulty. After deep thought, Raghu 

commanded with remarkable firmness and determination:  

 

"It beseems me not either to force or implore my own feudatory kings to 

pay the required sum from what I have already given to them as gift. 

And also there is none on the earth who is yet to be conquered by me. 

The only alternative is to wage war against the gods. Let my army be 

ready for the march against Kubera — the lord of wealth".  
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The council of ministers, aware of the prowess of their lord, 

unanimously approved his proposal. Did not the lion-like warrior, while 

he was just a crown prince, meet Indra face to face on the battle-field, 

when the latter attempted to take away the sacrificial horse of the King's 

illustrious father, Dileepa, and force the lord of the celestials, who was 

marvelled at the strength of the youthful prince, to accede to his demand 

of conferring the benefits of hundred aswamedha sacrifices on his 

father.  

 

The chariot of Raghu was got ready for the expedition to be commenced 

on the next morning itself. By virtue of the influence produced by the 

royal preceptor's—Vasishta's—holy sprinkling accompanied by 

mantras at the time of Raghu's coronation, the course of his car, like 

that of a cloud with the wind for its ally, was not to be impeded in sea, 

sky or mountain. After performing all purificatory ceremonies in the 

evening, Raghu entered the chariot well equipped with all weapons, and 

spent the night inside it, with fond hopes of .a successful campaign 

against Amaravati.  

 

The King was awakened in the early morning by courtiers who had 

rushed up to his chariot with a surprising news of a miracle that had 

occurred in the night. There was a heavy down-pour of gold coins into 

his treasury from heavens, in the mid-night. Raghu could not believe his 

ears. He hastened to the treasury chamber with his ministers and 

generals, and to his amazement he found the treasury overflowing with 

gold and the whole place littered with gold coins. His eyes emitting rays 

of gratefulness, he looked heavenward and thanked Kubera, with folded 

hands, for averting a confrontation with him and other gods, in the 

King's bid to discharge rightfully his sacred duty. Then he ordered his 

ministers to invite to his presence the respected brahmin guest. When 

Kautsa came and stood before him, wonder-struck at the bewildering 

sight, the King entreated him with a humble smile: 

 

"Take all these with thee, Oh revered brahmin, in the carts, and on the 

back of camels, horses and elephants, available in my palace".  

 

The disciple of Varatantu, no doubt pleased immensely at the prospect 

of his vow being fulfilled, did not lose his balance of mind in ecstasy, 

and replied with due courtesy and regard:  
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"Generous King, I can take with me only that much money which I 

have to offer to my guru as dakshina. The rest I shall not touch, for I 

have yet to enter the second ashrama".  

 

The emperor marvelled at the honesty and wisdom of the young man. 

The disciple of Varatantu continued: "Oh King, I know not how to 

express my thankfulness to thee. Thou art a peerless benefactor. Even 

the trees, rivers and kine yield goods only during the proper periods, but 

thou did not fail a solicitor who came to thee when thy hands were 

empty". After pausing for a moment, Kautsa, overwhelming with 

feelings of joy and gratitude, continued, "To thee that have attained all 

blessings, any other benediction would be repetition itself. May thee, 

therefore, obtain a son befitting thy excellences as thy sire obtained in 

thee an adorable son! "  

 

The King's eyes were filled with tears of joy when he received, with his 

palms joint together and head bowing in humility and respect, the heart-

felt blessings of the learned brahmin youth.  

 

[YUVA BHARATI, November 1975]  

 

RAGHU MAHARAJA 

The warrior Raghu leads a military expedition to Transoxiana. He 

defeats and subjugates local people along the way (presumably on his 

march through Central Asia) until he reaches the Vakshu, as the ancient 

Indians called the Oxus River. There, Raghu's army battles 

the Hepthalites, or White Huns, whom the Indians 

called Hunas and Mlecchas (who do not speak sanskrit). The 

Hepthalites are defeated, and the Raghuvamsha boasts of "The exploits 

of Raghu, whose valor expressed itself amongst the husbands of the 

Huna women, became manifest in the scarlet colour of their cheeks." 

After crossing the Oxus, Raghu and his army encountered 

the Kambojas, an ancient Indo-Scythian people often mentioned in 

Indian texts. The Kambojas submitted to Raghu and offered him gifts 

and treasures. Evidently, the Kambojas dwelt in the vicinity of 

the Pamirs. Kalidasa describes the preponderance of walnut trees in the 

Oxus country, this particular region is still known for the cultivation of 

walnuts.                                                                      --Wikipedia 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Transoxiana
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Amu_Darya
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Oxus
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hepthalites
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hunas
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Mleccha
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Kambojas
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Pamirs
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Walnut
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A HISTORICAL STORY 

 

 
 

“Guru Gobind Ki Jai ho! Guru Granth Ki Jai ho!”  

 

All the seven hundred prisoners in the small prison room were singing 

in a chorus. Some were clapping their hands and some others were 

playing tabla on the vessels supplied to them for receiving food, while 

others danced to the tune of the music. The hilarious atmosphere inside 

the prison disturbed the jail authorities who expected in the least such a 

behaviour from prisoners condemned to death. But they had not the 

courage to interfere, for they were well aware that the persons under 

their custody were dare-devils and anything might happen to them if 

they behaved rudely towards the prisoners.  

 

Even nature was in a mirthful mood. It was the month of Chaitra in the 

year 1716 A.D. Vasanta Ritu was in full swing, spreading a riot of 

colours all over the landscape and filling the air with the enchanting 

fragrance of flowers. The trees and plants bathed in milk-white beams 

of the full moon. Though the prison walls prevented the vision of the 

brave heroes confined to the cell from falling on the bewitching beauty 

outside, the sweet scent of the blossoming flowers entered stealthily 

into the jail and delighted them.  

 

Banda Bairagee was sitting on a stone-bed in a corner of the prison 

room, enjoying the music and dance of his colleagues. He was very 

proud of them. They had all stood by him and fought valiantly a terriffic 

battle at Gurudaspur. Thousands of Moghul soldiers had fallen victims 

to the sharp edges of their swords and the swift movements of their 
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hands. Only after a fierce fight the vast army of the Muslims could 

capture these seven hundred heroes along with their valiant captain, 

Banda Bahadur. Even Badshah Aurangazeb could not but appreciate the 

bravery and heroism of these Sikhs. He went to the extent of offering to 

release them on condition that they would become converts to Islam and 

serve the Emperor.  

 

These matchless warriors did know that the only punishment for them 

was death if they failed to avail themselves of this opportunity. 

However, with a scornful contempt they brushed aside the offer and 

with full pride in their glorious heritage these brave sons of the Land of 

Five Rivers proudly proclaimed at the top of their voice that they would 

welcome death remaining in their own religion rather than embrace the 

religion of the Mlecchas to save their own lives. The result was that 

they were all ordered to be executed. Every day a hundred heads were 

to be chopped off. The mirth and joy of the prisoners knew no bounds 

when the day of deliverance approached. It was on the next day that the 

executions were to commence and hence the music and dance were 

lively and emotional.  

 

Suddenly Banda Bahadur's eyes fell on a fourteen-year old boy sitting 

in a corner of the prison room, watching the dance and hearing the 

music with a little disinterestedness. His face was gloomy and mind was 

absorbed in some painful thoughts. Banda could not believe his eyes. 

How can that lion-cub which fought a heroic battle at Gurudaspur and 

did not hesitate to welcome death be depressed inside the prison walls? 

He called the boy to his side and asked him to sit near him Placing his 

hand on the boy's shoulder, he asked in a benign voice:  

 

“Are you worried, Kishore? Why don't you join them?” 

 

The boy turned his face and looked into the eyes of Banda Bahadur. He 

could see the milk of human kindness flowing out of the eyes which had 

emitted fire at the enemies in the battlefield. It was quite encouraging to 

the boy and he opened out his heart:  

 

“ Banda Bahadur, being the youngest among all of us, I may be the last 

to be executed. When my last moment comes who will be there to give 

such inspiration as I get now?” 
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Tears formed veils over Banda Bahadur's eyes when he heard the 

pathetic words coming out of the boy's heart. Overwhelmed with 

emotion he pulled the boy closer to him and hugged him His mind 

darted back to the bygone days. He remembered Fateh Singh and 

Zoravar Singh, the children of his master, Guru Gobind Singh. When 

those two refused to embrace Islam, the King of Sarhind ordered them 

to be kept inside the caverns of prison wall and the mouth of those 

caverns to be closed with brick and mortar. As death approached the 

younger first, the elder wept and wailed, saying that though he was the 

first to be born, the privilege of dying first, for the cause of the country 

and faith, went to his younger brother. And Banda Bahadur did wreak 

vengeance on the King of Sarhind for the inhuman treatment meted out 

to his Guru's children. Here, now, he saw in front of him another young 

face, gloomy and sorrowful over the thought that his elders were the 

privileged lot to be executed before him.  

 

Banda Bahadur contained his feeling and emotion and in inspiring 

words he replied:  

 

“Be cheerful, my boy. Now you will get the maximum number of 

opportunities to express the courage of conviction in our hearts! We all 

envy you!!” 

 

The boy's face glowed with pride and joy. Traces of sorrow vanished 

from his face in a trice. He felt as though he had received a new 

message from his Captain to prove once again his valiance and lion-

heartedness. He jumped from his seat and joined the dancers in their 

revelry. 

 

*   *   * 

 

Dense darkness had spread a thick cover over the hundreds of prisoners 

sleeping inside the small prison room. They did not have sufficient 

space even to stretch their legs and some of them were lying one over 

the other. In spite of the sultriness caused by the congested atmosphere 

inside, the prisoners were in sound sleep. The daroga — the prison 

officer — entered the room with a torch in his hand and started 

searching for someone. At last, with much difficulty, when he found out 

Kishore, who was sleeping in a corner, he approached the boy and 
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started waking him up. Kishore, who was half-awakened, muttered in 

pointless words: “Yes, I am ready; take me to the altar of sacrifice”.  

The daroga shook the boy vehemently and Kishore woke up with a 

start. With his eyes wide open he looked at the daroga and asked him:  

 

“Why did you wake me up at this hour? Won't you allow me to sleep?” 

 

 The boy's angry tone irritated the daroga. But the gold coins which he 

had just received from the boy's mother tinkled in his pocket and raised 

a musical sound which pacified him. He extended a packet to the boy 

and told him:  

 

“Here is a packet of sweets from your mother. Take this and eat them.” 

  

“Has my mother come here?”  

 

“Yes”.  

 

“For what purpose has she come?” 

 

“You will know tomorrow”.  

 

“And she has brought sweets only for me!” 

 

“Why do you bother about others?” 

 

“They haven't taken anything throughout the day”.  

 

“Let them die, you mind your business”.  

 

“No, tell Ma that I will take it only tomorrow morning and will share it 

with others. Let me sleep now.” 

 

 The boy laid down and started sleeping again. The daroga silently left 

the room.  

 

*  *  * 

 

At cock-crow the mother of Kishore came and stood before the prison 

gate. The sentry, who had seen her in the previous night allowed her 

inside. The daroga was also kind and courteous in receiving her, for not 
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only had she tipped him sufficiently with gold coins, she had also 

brought a pharman — a royal decree —from Kutubulmulk Wazir. One 

of her relatives, Ratanchand, was the Minister of the Jagir of 

Kutubulmulk Wazir. Through Ratanchand she sent a mercy petition 

addressed to the Emperor and got a pharman issued by the Wazir, 

ordering the release of her son on the ground that he was still a juvenile. 

She was very anxious to see her son and appealed to the daroga:  

 

“Please release him before day-break. He must be half-dead by now. If 

he sees his co-prisoners being executed tomorrow morning, he may 

become mad. He is an innocent child and is gullible too”. 

 

 Though the daroga knew the real nature of the boy, he pretended 

ignorance. With a smile on his lips he took the lady inside the prison 

house and asked her to wait in the verandah of the cell in which her son 

was confined. Then he went inside and called her son who was sitting in 

the midst of his companions. When the boy came near him, he told him 

in a low voice:  

 

“Your mother has come. She is waiting outside”.  

 

“What for has she come?”, the boy repeated the question which he had 

put to the daroga in the previous night.  

 

“There is a pharman for your release from Kutubulmulk Wazir.”  

 

The boy quickly inferred how she would have got the pharman issued. 

He became very angry. But he concealed his anger and asked the daroga 

to take him to his mother. 

 

His face was red with rage when he stood before his mother. Like the 

third eye of Lord Shiva, his eyes were emitting fire. The mother 

trembled in fear seeing the countenance of her son. The next moment 

the boy turned to the daroga and roared:  

 

“Who is this lady? Why have you brought her here?”  

 

The daroga was astounded. The lady stood dazed and dumb-founded. 

Her head started reeling. Somehow she managed to stand on her legs 

and cried aloud in utter pain and agony: “What happened to you my 

son? Can't you recognize your Ma?” 
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The boy turned towards her. His eyes were still red like blazing sun.  

 

 
 

“Ma !” the boy uttered with a derisive laughter and continued: 

 

“Who is my Ma? Is she my mother who denies me the right to walk in 

the path of righteousness? Is she my mother who denies me the rare 

privilege of dying for the cause of dharma and motherland? Is she my 

mother who expects me to turn into a coward and save my own life by 

becoming a slave to the Mlecchas?” 

 

He then turned again to the daroga and said:  

 

“She is not my mother. If she were my mother she would have blessed 

me to die like a glorious hero. She would not have taken a mercy 

petition to the Mleccha enemy and sought my release by begging for his 

compassion. My release can't be obtained by this pharman of your 

Muslim master. My eternal release is only in my execution along with 

my brethren.” 

 

So saying the boy turned back and started walking towards the prison 

cell. When he reached the door-steps of the prison room, he stood for a 
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moment, again turned and looked back at his mother who was standing 

spell-bound. Two drops of tears trickled down his cheeks. He 

immediately turned his face and walked into the room.  

 

Never again did tears veil his eyes. On the day of execution his face 

beamed with incomparable glow and he placed his head on the altar of 

sacrifice with a proud smile on his lips. His eyes looked heavenwards, 

aspiring for the fruit of final liberation.  

 

[YUVA BHARATI, May 1976] 

 

 

HIS LAST WISH 

 

On 1st March, 1924, Gopi Nath Saha was executed for terrorist murder. 

Before going to the gallows he took leave of his mother begging her to 

“pray God that mothers in India should give birth to sons like him, and 

every home be sanctified by a mother like his”. His last wish was: “May 

every drop of my blood sow the seeds of freedom in every home in 

India” 

 

 

 

Banda Singh Bahadur

 

Statue of Baba Banda Bahadur at Chappar Chiri, near Mohali, Punjab. 

 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Battle_of_Chappar_Chiri
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/File:Banda_Bahadur_the_Sikh_Warrior_,.JPG
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A HISTORICAL STORY  

 

 
 

['Veera bhogya Vasundhara ' --This earth is for the valiant-- sums 

up the philosophy of life of heroes and heroines for whom the 

motherland is more sacred than the heaven, freedom and 

independence are sweeter than life, and death is preferable to 

humiliation and slavery. Since times immemorial, Mother Bharat 

has given birth to countless such brave sons and daughters who 

embellish the pages of her legends as well as history by their 

incomparable deeds of heroism, victories in wars, building up of 

empires, valiant fights for the protection of dharma, hetoic battles 

against the aggressors on the sacred soil of the motherland, and 

supreme acts of self-sacrifice at the Mother's altar.  

 

In the modern period of Indian history, the fight against the British 

for the attainment of freedom and independence of the country saw 

the advent of men and women of unparalleled heroism and unique 

courage. Among the pioneers of the long drawn struggle for 

freedom is the great Veera Pandya Kattabomman, ruler of 

Panchalankurichi in Tirumelveli district of Tamilnadu, who raised 

his sword against the Englishmen about a half-century before the 

First War of Indian Independence. When all other chieftains in the 

south bowed their heads before the British East India Company 

and meekly submitted themselves to the suzerainty of the foreigners 

who came as traders, conquered territories and turned into 
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governors, the lion of the South Pandya region boldly stood against 

them questioning their right to rule his motherland. Fully aware of 

the leonine spirit of this hero, the Company avoided a direct 

confrontation with him and politely demanded him to pay a token 

amount by way of tribute to them.  

 

But Kattabomman was made of sterner stuff.  

 

“The Heavens shower the rains,  

Mother Earth grows the grains.  

For a sovereign ruler of repute  

Where's the question of paying tribute?  

Not knowing where thou art,  

If thou pokest thy nose without art,  

Surely wilt thou lose thy respect  

And perish without help to expect”,  

 

--thundered the valorous ruler of Panchalankurichi to Jackson, the 

Company Officer, whom he met in the Ramalinga Vilas, at 

Ranmad, on the Englishman's invitation, and who demanded the 

tribute on his Company's behalf. When the infuriated officer 

ordered his captain, Clark, to capture the defiant ruler, 

Kattabomman gave the English the first taste of the sharpness of 

his sword. Clark fell dead and Kattabomman escaped unscathed 

from the vile host’s palace. The Company hastily withdrew the 

unwise Jackson and appointed Lushington in his place in the fond 

hope that the latter would improve the Company’s  relations with 

the rebellious king.  Having failed in all attempts, Lushington, as a 

last resort, requested the Company to send a powerful army to 

subjugate Kattabomman. Under the commandership of Major 

Bannerman, a powerful British force marched towards the 

Panchalankurichi fort and surrounded it on 5-9-1799. But the 

forces met defeat in the battlefield, their guns and cannons being of 

no avail before the peerless courage of the soldiers of 

Panchalankurichi, armed only with conventional weapons like 

swords and javelins. While the British forces retreated and waited 

for time to attack again with replenished strength, Kattabomman 

hurried up himself to meet other chieftains in the region to seek 

their support to drive out the common enemy from the soil of 

motherland. But the jealous rulers like Ettappan, of the adjacent 

kingdoms, shamelessly preferred to be sychopants of the foreigner, 
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than being subordinates to their own countryman. One of them, 

Tondaiman, the Poligar Chieftain of Pudukkottai, who played a 

host to the matchless patriot, treacherously handed him over to the 

Britishers, along with his brother, Oomadurai, and five others. 

Bannerman himself sat in judgement over Kattabomman and 

sentenced him to death. Even in his last moments, Kattabomman 

exhibited supreme courage and bravery by stepping forward to put 

around his neck with his own hands, the hang-man’s noose that 

dangled from a strong bough of a tamarind tree. A fragrant flower 

that blossomed in the pleasure garden of Bharata Mata was offered 

at her feet on the 16th of October, 1899. 

 

Oomadurai, the ideal brother of the valiant hero, who had all along 

stood by his elder brother in his confrontations with the enemies 

and who was his righthand man till the last, was overwhelmed with 

grief and rage when he witnessed the martyrdom of the lord of his 

heart. He took a pledge, right under the nose of Bannerman, that he 

would wreak vengeance against the Britishers for the treacherous 

murder of his brother and drive them out of the sacred soil of the 

motherland. Bannerman laughed derisively and ordered 

Oomadurai and five of his associates to be kept In the 

Palayamkottai Jail.  

 

But the freedom-loving people of Panchalankurichi did not sit 

quiet. Sixteen months after the martyrdom of Veera Pandya 

Kattabomman, one night a contingent of brave soldiers of 

Panchalankurichi stormed the Palayamkottai Jail all of a sudden 

and before the jail authorities could wink their eyes in surprise and 

shock, not knowing what was happening around them, released 

Oomadurai and his associates and carried them away. Returning 

back to Panchalankurichi, Oomadurai organized his brave people 

and within six days, rebuilt the Panchalankurichi Fort which had 

been razed to the ground by the British forces after the capture of 

Kattabomman. A strong contingent of British forces led by General 

Macaulay marched from Palayamkottai to Panchalankurichi to 

recapture Oomadurai. But the army cunningly retraced its steps on 

seeing the tremendous force organized by Oomadurai and the 

strongly rebuilt Panchalankurichi Fort. At once the soldiers of 

Oomadurai fell upon the retreating enemy ranks and inflicted 

heavy damage and destruction besides death of a number of 

soldiers. Oomadurai then started a series of offensive actions. Soon. 
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he took a major decision to capture the fort of the British East 

India Company in the harbour-town of Tuticorin which was the 

nerve centre of all mairtime activities of the Europeans, including 

Portuguese and the Dutch settled in the south-east coast of the 

land.]  

 

 
 

 

The seventh day of March in the Year 1801. Oomadurai woke up at 

cock-crow and after finishing his morning ablutions, proceeded to the 

temple of Devi Jakkamma, the presiding deity of Panchalankurichi 

Fortress. Flanked by his courtiers and commanders of the army, he 

stood in front of the deity in the sanctum sanctorum, his eyes intently 

fixed on the awe-inspiring face of the Mother. In the light of the 

swinging lamps he saw a dazzling glow in the Mother's eyes. 

Oomadurai felt that the Goddess was commanding him to proceed 

onward on his conquest of the British colonies, and avenge the 

desecration of Her temple as well as the murder of Her beloved son, 

Veera Pandya Kattabomman. Overcome by emotion, Oomadurai cried 

aloud: “Mother, thy gracious glance will give me strength and succour 

to root out our enemies and wipe off the ignominy heaped upon this 

glorious kingdom. Bless me, 0 Mother, to prove by the strength of my 

shoulders, that valour, heroism and patriotism are not dead in the soil of 

Panchai”.  

 

He fell prostrate before the Mother and got up with tears trickling down 

his cheeks. They were the tears of happiness over the Mother's blessings 

— tears that expressed his determination to answer the foe in his own 

language.  
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After the deeparadhana was over, Oomadurai turned to his 

commanders. They looked at him with all respect and reverence and in 

anxious expectations of his orders. Even when Kattabomman was alive 

Oomadurai commanded an equal admiration from the subjects of 

Panchalankurichi. In the former's passing away, the latter became the 

only source of inspiration and strength for them. And he too rightly 

deserved their admiration, for he was, like the epic hero Ramachandra, 

“samudra iva gaambheerye, dhairyena himavaan iva” — com-parable 

to ocean in his majesty and the Himalayas in his courage. 

Kumaraswami — Oomadurai or ‘Dumb King’ as he was called, because 

he had a stammer and so always kept silent — had the capacity to speak 

the language of patriotism so forcefully that even the stones and woods 

of Panchalankurichi were inspired to rebel against the aggressors. He 

was a Lakshmana to his elder brother, but an Arjuna to the valiant 

people of Panchalankurichi. 

 

“Tonight you must start your move towards Tuticorin. Make 

arrangements for the march. Be in your movements very secret. Round 

up the Company’s fort before the next dawn,” he ordered Parakrama 

Pandian and nine other commanders who were with him. 

 

 “Victory be to the king. We will come back carrying with us the glory 

of success in this campaign or die fighting in the battlefield”, replied 

Parakraman.  

 

“Parakrama, death is not for us; it is for them, the Feringhis”, 

Oomadurai corrected the words of his able commander.  

 

They came out of the temple precincts and hastened to the palace for 

finalizing the plans of the campaign. It was not that easy to capture 

Tuticorin. Portuguese were the first foreigners to land at Tuticorin in the 

year of 1532 A.D., for setting up their business. Slowly they became the 

masters of the port-city. The Dutch followed them and set up their 

warehouses in Tuticorin. In the Year 1658 A.D., they captured the city 

from the Portuguese. Though the French came to Tuticorin following 

the Dutch, they founded their colonies in Pondicherry and Karaikal and 

never aspired for the capture of Tuticorin. But the British who came 

later captured the city from the Dutch in 1782 A.D. Though it was 

restored by the English to the Dutch in 1785 A.D., it was taken again by 

the English in 1795. But Panchalankurichi's sway had once extended 
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upto Tuticorin and Arumuganeri and hence Oomadurai was intent on 

regaining the lost city. Besides he was sure that once the city fell into 

his hands, all the fortunes of the foreigners, besides their arms and 

ammunitions, will be at his disposal and he could easily root out his 

enemies. Hence with all necessary precautions the programme of assault 

was prepared and the commanders retired to their respective places to 

get themselves ready for the journey.  

 

In the pitch-dark night, eight hundred and seventy burning torches 

moved through the thick woods of Panchai towards Tuticorin. The 

soldiers of Panchai were carrying with them weapons like swords, 

javelins, sticks and spears. Seventeen miles they had to trek through 

hills and dales, braving the rough weather as well as wild life. In the 

mid-night the troops reached Kurukkuchalai and rested there a while. 

Not intending to spend away their precious time in rest, they again set 

out on their journey and reached Tuticorin before the sun rose on the 

eastern horizon. British soldiers in the cantonment were yet to rise from 

their beds. But before dawn the Panchalankurichi forces besieged the 

Company's fort. Caught unawares, the Company's forces found it 

difficult to organize themselves in short time to face the attack. Yet they 

mustered strength and came out of the fort with guns and cannons. But 

the quickness and dexterity with which the native forces acted were 

more than a match to the superior quality of arms of the English. Many 

fell dead on both sides. Ultimately the British soldiers fled. Panchai 

warriors surrounded the fort and took captive the English captain of the 

citadel along with his Indian jamedars and subedars. The Indian officers 

of the British army begged the mercy of their captors and they were 

granted pardon. The British captain was chained and brought before 

Parakrama Pandian. The captain was a young officer and was almost 

half-dead anticipating the impending death. He was unmarried and was 

in the prime of his youth. Fear gripped his heart when he stood before 

the fierce-looking commander of the Panchai forces. He could not speak 

Tamil, Telugu or any other native language, but his eyes spoke on his 

behalf praying for the mercy of the victor. Overcome by pity and 

sympathy for the captive, Parakrama Pandian asked him by showing 

signs whether he wanted his life to be saved. The English captain 

nodded his head imploringly. With a kind smile on his lips, Parakrama 

Pandian asked him again through signs whether he was prepared to sail 

away from the shores of Tamil land for ever. The young officer 

regained the hope of getting back his life and gratefully agreed to the 

proposal. Thereupon Parakrama Pandian himself took the Englishman 
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to the seashore, seated him in a country boat and saw him off. The 

roaring waves of the turbulant ocean took the boat away from the 

shores.  

 

By the time Parakarma Pandian returned to the fort after seeing off the 

young English officer, his soldiers had completed the siege by taking 

possession of the armoury and warehouses of the East India Company 

inside the fortress. Now they proceeded towards the palace of General 

Baggott, the Regimental Officer of the Company who, besides being the 

chief of the English forces, looked after their business interests too. The 

thirty-eight year old general with a well-built body and a charming 

personality, helplessly hid himself inside the palace on receiving the 

news of the sudden siege of the fortress by the Panchai soldiers. But the 

brave warriors of Panchai attacked his palace, captured all the arms and 

ammunitions stored therein and took Baggott a prisoner. The British 

general hung his head in shame and humilitation when he was dragged 

before Parakrama Pandian. In the annals of the history of the East India 

Company it was recorded as a shameful event that one of its generals 

fell a prisoner in the hands of the native troops.  

 

General Baggott was too big a catch to be let free like the captain of the 

fort. He was taken to Panchalankurichi to be presented before the 

valiant ruler, Oomadurai. All the way he was made to walk through the 

forests, hills and dales, accompanying the victoriously returning 

Panchai troops. Thousands of people in the villages on the way 

thronged on the roadsides to see the British general being taken as a 

captive to the fort of their beloved king. Their hearts thrilled with joy 

and pride in the victory of the Panchai soldiers over the Feringhis who 

had earlier humiliated them by ransacking their fort, treacherously 

murdering their king and torturing the brave sons of their land in the 

Palayamkottai Jail. The village chieftains accorded rousing reception to 

the returning troops.  

 

The court of Panchalankurichi was over-crowded with jubilant poligars 

who were overwhelmed with joy and pride over the capture of the 

Regimental Officer of the East India Company. For long they were 

restless to wreak their vengeance upon the Englishmen for the 

treacherous murder of their great hero, Kattabomman. Here was the 

opportunity which had come to them at last to wash off the blotch from 

the history of the Panchalankurichi Kingdom. There was commotion 

when the soldiers entered the court of Oomadurai leading the English 
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officer in chains. “Kill the Feringhi”, “Hang him” — some shouted in 

emotional voices. The Englishman trembled in his shoes. He stood 

before the king, hanging his head down in shame and grief. The king 

majestically looked at the prisoner's face. Soon his pride turned into 

compassion towards the shivering Englishman. He looked around and 

ordered his subjects: “Be calm, my beloved countrymen. He is, of 

course, a captive, but not to be harmed when he is helpless and 

haggard.” 

 

He then turned to his soldiers and ordered them: “Remove the chains 

from his hands.” General Baggott raised his head and looked straight 

into the king’s eyes with wonder and awe. The king cast a benign smile 

at him and said: “Though you are a prisoner, you will get a treatment 

that meets your status. Be not afraid, Oh General!”  

 

Suddenly there arose a voice from the crowd: “Oh king, this is not the 

time for us to shower mercy on our enemy. We should retaliate for the 

injustice done to us by butchering this general of the East India 

Company in front of the main gate of our fortress and throwing his 

limbs to eagles, crows, foxes and dogs to feast. Then only the soul of 

our beloved master, Kattabomman, will rest in peace. Leave that 

Feringhi in my hands and I shall accomplish that task, Oh king.”  It was 

Pechimuthu, one of the brave Marava leaders and a peerless captain of 

Oomadurai's forces, who came forward with this passionate demand. 

His blood boiled when he saw the representative of the East India 

Company. Memories of the martyrdom of the Panchalankurichi hero, 

Kattabomman, and the sufferings of his associates turned him mad with 

rage and his heart thirsted for revenge.  

 

Oomadurai turned towards Pechimuthu and addressed him in sober 

words: 

 

“Oh my brave captain, be patient. Be not emotional. Wait for the time to 

show your valour in the field of battle, when the Company's forces will 

march against us to rescue this general from our hands. What bravery is 

there in our murdering now an unarmed prisoner? Get ready for the 

impending battle. Till then let this Feringhi be confined to our prison.”  

 

The British General could not believe his ears. Never in his life had he 

come across such a unique spirit of chivalry. He gratefully looked at the 
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king for giving him a new lease of life, though he was deeply worried 

about his fate of being a prisoner in the hands of the Poligars.  

 

Days roiled on. Hectic preparations were afoot inside the 

Panchalankurichi fort to brave the Company's forces any time. 

 

Oomadurai firmly believed that the Company would not take lying 

down the insult and injury inflicted on it. Hence he ordered round-the-

clock vigil from the ramparts of his fort, by armed sentries. His spies 

moved out in disguise to study the movements of the enemy. The 

blacksmiths of Panchalankurichi busied themselves with the 

manufacture of swords, daggers, battle-axes, javelins and spears. Young 

warriors of the Panchai Kingdom spent hours in military exercises.  

 

As time passed on and there was no sign of enemy's attempt for reprisal, 

Oomadurai became anxious and astonished. General Baggott was 

languishing in his prison, but the Britishers had not yet made any effort 

to rescue him. Soon reports reached Oomadurai from his spies that the 

Englishmen were more concerned in salvaging the remains of Tuticorin 

and replenishing their lost strength, than in launching a campaign to 

secure the release of the English general.  

 

Mary Vinola, the young wife of General Baggott, made a vain attempt 

to persuade the officials of the British East India Company to launch an 

immediate operation to recover her husband from the Panchai Fort. But 

the Company officials preferred to wait for the appropriate time. The 

helpless lady wept and wailed for days and nights together and after a 

long wait, decided in utter desperation, to proceed herself to the enemy's 

fort and seek the mercy of the king for her husband's release. She 

appealed to some of the close friends and associates of Baggott to 

accompany her to the Panchai Fort, but none dared to walk into the 

lion's cage, fearing the dreadful consequences. Finally the lady set out 

alone from Tuticorin towards Panchai. News reached the court of 

Oomadurai, through spies, that Mary Vinola was coming to meet the 

king. The story of the pain and agony suffered by the unfortunate 

woman in the separation of her husband touched the hearts of the 

womenfolk of Oomadurai's palace who prevailed upon the king to show 

mercy and release the general for the sake of the poor lady. But 

Oomadurai was never hasty in taking decisions. 
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 Mary Vinola passed through several villages, hills and slopes, 

unattended and unaccompanied, to reach Panchalankurichi. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

True to the tradition of the land, the people in the villages were too 

chivalrous to harm a helpless woman though she belonged to the 

enemy's race. Quite safely she reached the fort of Panchai and sought 

the audince of Oomadurai. Being an ideal Hindu king, Oomadurai 

received the lady with all respect and regard due to one belonging to the 

fairer sex. He gave her a seat in his court when she presented herself 

before him. Her impressionable age and her tearful appeals were too 

compelling for Oomadurai to refuse mercy to her husband. Behind the 

iron will of Oomadurai there remained concealed a benign heart.  

 

“Bring the general to my presence”, the king ordered his soldiers. When 

the general was brought to the court, Mary Vinola, who was overcome 

by emotion, sprung from her seat, darted towards her husband and 

threw herself into his arms. The general was taken by surprise when 

confronted with this incredible development. 

 

“General Baggot, we grant you mercy in response to your beloved 

partner’s appeal. My country is aware of the power of the tears of a 
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chaste woman and hence we cannot afford to ignore her pleas, though 

she be our enemy's spouse. Go away from this land if you want a 

peaceful life. The day is not far off when our forces will reduce to dust 

the fortresses of your Company and exterminate their rule from our 

sacred soil. Then only we could die peacefully with the satisfaction of 

having fulfilled the last wish of our revered elder brother who courted 

martyrdom, fighting against your masters. Run away if you want to live 

or face us in the battle-field at the head of your Company's army and 

seek your utter ruin. The choice is yours.”  

 

General Baggot stood dumbfounded on hearing the bold, but benign, 

words of the brave ruler. He could not contain the admiration for the 

king, which surged in his heart, and finding no words to express his 

gratefulness, he raised his folded hands and bowed before him. His and 

Mary Vinola's eyes were moist as they gazed thankfully at Oomadurai. 

 

[YUVA BHARATI, August 1976]  

 

 
 

Veera Pandya Kattabomman 
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SAGA OF PATRIOTISM 

 

 
 

The Benign Mother and the Brave Children  

 

“Lokaah samastaah sukhino ihawantu” (Let the whole world be 

happy), “Aa no bhadraah ritavo yantu viswatah” (Let noble thoughts 

come from all parts of the world) — chanted the Vedic rishis of Holy 

Bharatavarsha, long before civilization dawned in other parts of the 

world. Centuries later, when the persecuted Persians and the tortured 

Jews came seeking refuge, our benign Mother provided them shelter, 

peace and happiness. Again, enchanted by Her maritime glory, 

enamoured by Her riches and wealth, and endeared by Her lofty ideals, 

when Europeans and Arabs anchored their ships on the Malabar coast, 

they received a cordial welcome from the rulers of the land. And those 

who came for trade, brought with them the noble thoughts too from 

their distant lauds, and found here ready patronage not only for theit 

trade, but also for their thoughts. Converts to the alien religious faiths 

lived in amity and peace with the traditionbound, orthodox Hindus. 

They also remained loyal to the rulers of the land. Kunjali Marikar, a 

famous Muslim warrior, was the naval chief of the Zamorin of Calicut.  

 

But matters changed when those who came to spread their thoughts, and 

their new followers here, raised their swords to thrust their faith on 

others. The face of our beloved Mother turned crimson, when those who 

came here to trade with Her turned their cannons to conquer Her and 

keep Her under subjugation. At this juncture our Mother did give birth 
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to gems among Her valiant children who rose up to protect Her honour 

as well as the sanctity of sanaatana dharma.  

 

The Lord of the Tribes 

 

Veera Pazhassi Raja Kerala Varna who fought against the onslaught of 

the Muslims first, and then against the British East India Company, to 

hold aloft the banner of dharma and desha-bhakti, is one of the less 

known freedtim fighters of India. Perhaps many of the so-called 

historians of our country do not know that half-a-century before the 

renowned first war of Indian Independence in the year 1857, there in the 

distant Malabar, a great patriot and hero challenged the might of the 

British and, with his remarkable skill in guerilla warfare, proved himself 

to be unconquerable even to the famous Colonel Arthur Wellesly, who 

later became the Duke of Wellington and defeated the great Napoleon 

Bonaparte. The Duke himself has recorded that it was during his 

confrontations with Pazhassi Raja in Malabar that he learnt the 

techniques of guerilla warfare, which he later adopted against the great 

Napoleon. Though Pazhassi Raja was a ruler of a petty kingdom known 

as Kottayam Swaroopam in the North Malabar, he was a self-respecting 

patriot and a beloved lord of the tribal people. Like Rana Pratap, he 

renounced all royal pleasures and comforts, and hiding himself inside 

the dense forests of Vayanadu, carried on his unequal fight against the 

British for a period of twelve long years.  

 

Against Hyder and Tipu 

 

In 1761, Hyder Ali, a powerful military officer under the Maharaja of 

Mysore, usurped all powers of the State and declared himself the 

Nawab. To gratify his ambition to build up an empire in the south, he 

swept across Malabar in 1766. Realizing fully well that unless he won 

over the local Muslims it was not an easy job for him to defeat the 

rulers of Malabar and march up to Travancore, he started a campaign of 

wooing the Muslims in the name of religion, setting them up against the 

powerful Nayars, and indulging in forcible conversion of Hindus into 

Islam. Thus, once for all, he destroyed the peaceful co-existence of 

Hindus and Muslims of Malabar and perpetrated a brutish man-hunt in 

the name of faith. Tipu Sultan, who succeeded Hyder Ali to the throne 

of Mysore, followed the foot-steps of his father and pursued the 

campaign against Hindus and Hinduism in Malabar. In A.D.1788, Tipu 

Sultan commenced his  “Operation Malabar”. Hundreds of Hindus were 
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forcibly converted to Islam. Those who resisted the move were 

mercilessly butchered. Many of the petty kings and rulers of Malabar, 

along with about thirty thousand Hindu families, fled to Travancore. 

The rulers of Nilambur, Chirakkal and Parappanadu helplessly 

embraced Islam. Scores of Hindu temples were demolished. Among the 

few kings who faced this blitzkrieg with exceptional and exemplary 

valour and firm determination was Pazhassi Raja.  

 

Diplomat as he was, Pazhassi Raja decided to take out one thorn with 

the help of another. He decided to seek the alliance of the British East 

India Company, who were the sworn enemies of Mysore. Ever since the 

days of Hyder Ali, the British were viewing with anxiety the growth of 

the power of the Mysore kingdom. In their bid to root out Tipu Sultan 

who emerged as their mighty rival in the South, the Britishers also 

solicited the help and cooperation of the kings of Malabar. In his 

separate communications dated May 8 and June 1, 1790, the Governor 

General, Lord Cornwallis, assured the kings that once their territories 

were retrieved from Tipu Sultan, they would be handed back to the 

respective kings. On this specific understanding, Pazhassi Raja 

extended invaluable help to the British in their fight against Tipu Sultan. 

  

Betrayal of the British 

 

After a number of battles in different places, the British and Tipu Sultan 

entered into two treaties on February 22 and March 18, 1792. All the 

possessions of Tipu in the Malabar were surrendered to the Company. 

Having gained vested interest in Malabar, the Company decided to hand 

over the territories only to those who would be loyal to them and pay 

regular tributes. They had no doubt at all that a freedom-loving, valiant 

and self-respecting ruler like Pazhassi Raja would never subject himself 

to the suzerainty of the Company. Hence they made over the territories, 

which duly belonged to Kottayam Swaroopam, to the King of 

Kurumbranad, who was Pazhassi Raja's uncle, and who claimed the 

territories, promising the British that he would be loyal to them. This 

betrayal enraged the brave king, Pazhassi Raja, who once for all 

pledged to uproot the British rule from the soil of his Motherland.  

 

He refused to submit to the authority of the Company and forcibly 

prevented the Raja of Kurumbranad from collecting revenue for the 

Company from the areas which belonged to Kottayam Swaroopam. For 

about one year, the Company had to suspend its revenue collections 
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because of Pazhassi Raja's opposition. In the end of A.D. 1793, when 

they apprehended a new threat from Tipu Sultan, the Company felt it to 

be unwise to keep a powerful ruler like Pazhassi as their enemy and 

came to terms with him, allowing him the possession of the territories 

which duly belonged to him. But again in the beginning of A.D. 1794, 

when the Company's supervisor, William Gamut Farmer was replaced 

by Stevens, the territories were again made over to the Raja of 

Kurumbranad by the Company. But Pazhassi Raja was the darling of 

the people of Kottayam Swaroopam and he boldly declared that he 

would not allow the Raja of Kurumbranad or his British masters to 

collect a single pie from his people. The British now came to the 

decision that it was dangerous to allow such a rebel to remain free. They 

planned to storm the Pazhassi Fort and capture him. But the skilful ruler 

received the information about the secret plan of the British, through his 

spies. On April 19, 1796, a force of 300 soldiers of the Company, led by 

James Gordon, secretly marched from Tellicherry towards Pazhassi, at 

dead of night. When in the early morning they surrounded the fort, and 

captured it, they were amazed to know that Pazhassi Raja had escaped, 

along with his family, four days earlier itself. 

 

In the Jungles of Vayanadu 

 

Receding into the dense forests of Vayanadu, Pazhassi Raja made 

Purulimala Fort his capital. When the British efforts to capture and 

subjugate him failed, the Company entered into a treaty with him on the 

basis of which the king returned to Pazhassi Fort in July 1796. But the 

peace was short-lived. When Pazhassi found that the British had not 

given up their designs to subjugate him, he again moved back into the 

jungles of Vayanadu, along with his trusted lieutenants and followers. 

On December 18, 1796, the Company issued a proclamation threatening 

the people of Kottayam of dire consequences if they helped their king in 

any manner. And a regular battle commenced between the forces of 

Pazhassi and that of the Company from January 7, 1797. In about a 

hundred confrontations with the well-trained guerilla forces of Pazhassi 

Raja, the British soldiers suffered crushing defeats. Many of the talented 

British military officers fell dead in the battlefields. Finally the British 

forces withdrew from the Vayanadu forests to the plains. The company 

helplessly deputed the Bombay Governor, Duncan, and General Stuart 

to settle the issue in Malabar. They sent the kings of Chirakkal and 

Parappanadu, and a big businessman named Devadas Bhandari, to 

Pazhassi Raja, as their emissaries, to hold conciliation talks with him, 
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on July 23, 1797. Besides cancelling their agreement with the king of 

Kurumbranadu, the Company also agreed to pay an annual grant of Rs. 

8000 to Pazhassi Raja. In accordance with that treaty, Kerala Varma 

returned to Pazhassi Fort once again.  

 

In 1799, during the last Mysore War, when Tipu Sultan died in 

Srirengapatnam, the British claimed possession of all territories in 

Malabar, held by the Sultan. They included Vayanadu also among those 

territories. Pazhassi Raja, who was remaining peaceful for the last two 

years, was again enraged. He strengthened his hold on Vayanadu by 

setting up military camps. This again led to confrontations with the 

British. This time, the king decided to settle the issue with the 

foreigners once for all. With a firm determination he organized a 

powerful force of Kurumbas and Kurichias, tribal communities which 

were experts in the art of guerilla warfare. Besides these there were the 

brave Nayar warriors along with the Moppilahs (Muslims).  

 

Facing Colonel Wellesly 

 

It is an incredible fact in the history of Kerala that Pazhassi Raja, who 

fiercely fought against the onslaught of Tipu Sultan, did enjoy the 

respect and regard of some prominent Moppilah (Muslim) Chieftains of 

Malabar for whom his awe-inspiring personality and benevolent 

character were too compelling to desert him even in times of his 

distress. Besides the valiant Kannavath Sankaran Nambiar, Kaiteri 

Ambu Nair and the Kurichia leader, Talaikkal Chandu, the leader of the 

Muslims, Unnimootha Mooppan, was also a devout follower of 

Pazhassi Raja. All of them were warriors of the finest quality. Pazhassi 

Raja himself trained his soldiers in the art of warfare. The East India 

Company soon realized that the Raja was too indomitable a foe to be 

cowed down by their ordinary force. The Governor General then 

deputed Colonel Arthur Wellesly to Malabar to tackle the Raja.  

 

While Wellesly was busy with massive preparations to capture the 

valorous hero by surrounding Vayanadu with a huge army, Pazhassi 

Raja came down to the plains, during the rainy season of June-July, AD. 

1800, and with the help of Muslim and Nambiyar chieftains of North 

Malabar, inflicted severe defeats upon the forces of Wellesly at 

Kannavam, Koothuparambu and Manathana. Another Muslim 

Chieftain, Manjeri Athan Gurukkal also reached from Eranad to help 

Pazhassi. In the beginning of 1801, another strong force led by Colonel 
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Stevenson also reached Malabar, from Mysore, to help the operations 

against Pazhassi.  

 

A Formidable Fighter  

 

Though it was an unequal fight of a tribal army, armed only with 

traditional weapons like swords, spears, bows and arrows, arrayed 

against the British army equipped with cannons and guns, the Company 

did suffer heavy defeats in many places. The soldiers of Pazhassi hid 

themselves behind trees and bushes in impenetrable forests and, when 

the British forces marched across the woods, the former sprang upon 

them before the latter could even lift their guns, and finished off 

battalions of British army. Of course, Pazhassi also suffered great loss 

in these pitched battles. In November 1801, Pazhassi's chief 

commander, Kannavath Sankaran Nambiar, was captured and hanged 

by the British. Pazhassi's soldiers, led by Edachana Kungan and 

Talaikkal Chandu, wreaked vengeance by ruthlessly destroying the 

Company's forces at Panamaram, Valluvar Kavu and Edappadi. 

Gradually Pazhassi Raja gained control over the entire Vayanadu area.  

 

It was in such critical condition that Thomas Harvey Baber, the new 

Sub-Collector of Tellicherry, took over the charge of military operations 

against Pazhassi Raja, on November 1, 1804. In a battle that ensued, 

Edachana Kungan, the right-hand man of Pazhassi Raja, confronted the 

British forces near Pulpalli. When victory was nearing him, fate willed 

otherwise and his weapon slipped down from his hand while he was in 

the battle-field. The unarmed, but brave and daring, captain of the 

Pazhassi forces was taken prisoner by the British. It was indeed a severe 

blow to Pazhassi Raja. Yet the king did not lose heart. The fight 

continued.  

 

Now the Britishers realized that it was well neigh impossible to capture 

the lion by using force alone. They wanted to trap him cunningly. 

Pazhassi Raja was at that time in the Pulpalli Fort.  

 

Betrayal of An Ungrateful Associate 

 

One of the followers of Pazhassi was Kuppathoda Moopil Nair, the 

Chieftain of Pulpalli. Baber succeeded in winning over the friendship of 

the chieftain and promised for him, and his succeeding generations too, 

the rulership of Pulpalli and Purakkadi, besides many other concessions, 
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in return for his help in capturing Pazhassi Raja. Thus the scene for the 

great betrayal was well set. Alas ! Fraternal ingratitude has been a bane 

on this Motherland, and it has been many-a-time the cause of the 

victory of the enemies of Mother Bharat.  

 

In the month of November, it was the period of observance of Mandala 

Vrata by the king. True to his glorious tradition, Pazhassi Raja, 

prostrating before his family deity, Porkali Bhagavati, took the vow for 

the observance of the Vrata for forty-one days. During this period, the 

Raja could not touch any weapon and had to practice all austerities. 

Here was the opportune moment for the enemies of the Raja to trap him. 

Kuppathoda Moopil Nayar sent word to Baber informing him the 

location of the secret hide-out of the great patriot and hero. With a small 

contingent of 150 soldiers, Baber moved towards Pulpalli under the veil 

of the darkness of night and at dawn, surrounded the place where the 

Raja was staying. At that moment, his trusted lieutenant, Edachana 

Kungan, was with the Raja. When Kungan saw the British forces, led 

by Baber, nearing their camp, he unsheathed his sword to protect the 

life of his beloved king. But Pazhassi Raja prevented him from using it.  

 

The Great Martyrdom 

 

“Kungan, we will not allow ourselves to be polluted. Do not cause 

bloodshed here. Leave us alone and escape at once”, the King ordered. 

But. Kungan was hesitating. The Raja then commanded him in an 

authoritative voice: “We order you to escape from here at once. We will 

not touch sword and also would not allow bloodshed to break our vow. 

Go away from here and carry forward our mission after we depart. It is 

the will of Porkali Bhagavati that we should leave our task unfinished. 

But, surely Her blessings will be with you and you will succeed in our 

sacred mission. Now go away at once.” 

 

With tearful eyes, Kungan left the King, and escaped from there. By 

then, the British forces had entered the camp. It was one Karunakara 

Menon, a clerk of the Company, who had come with Baber to capture 

the lion. When he saw one of his own countrymen in the service of a 

foreign aggressor, Pazhassi Raja’s eyes emitted fire. “Don't come near 

us and pollute us by your touch,” he roared at Karunakara Menon and 

Baber. They both stood at a distance, dumbfounded for a moment. 

Before they could realise what was happening, the Raja removed his 

diamond ring from his finger, struck it against a Piece of rock and 
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removed the diamond which he swallowed. Shortly afterwards the 

poison concealed in the glitter worked and life departed from the body 

of the matchless hero who, for more than a decade, was a nightmare to 

the British. Even the British officer, Baber could not resist the call of 

his conscience to bow his head in honour of the incomparable warrior. 

He ordered the body to be taken to Mananthawadi in a palanquin and 

cremated there with all Hindu rites and honours due to a king. It is 

noteworthy that he had even mentioned in his report to the authorities of 

East India Com-pany that if the British forces had surrendered to the 

might of Pazhassi Raja Veera Kerala Varma, it would have rung the 

death bell of the British in India.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The historians have mostly forgotten this great hero and martyr of 

India's freedom movement. But the glory of this mighty king, who was 

also a patron of art and letters and a promoter of the traditional art of 

“Aattakkatha” in Kerala, is still sung in the folk songs and depicted in 

the folk dances of Vayanadu and Pulpalli. He thus remains, and will 

ever remain, in the minds of the people of Kerala, an immortal hero — 

“Kerala Simham” — the Lion of Kerala.  

 

[YUVA BHARATI, November 1976] 
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A HISTORICAL STORY  

 

 
 
Far away from the Fort of Kumbalgarh, in the ravines of the Aravilli 

ranges, meandered a river nourished by sporadic autumnal rains. On its 

banks, under the shade of a banyan tree, stood Rana Pratap, with one 

foot on a stone which had just rolled down from a nearby mountain 

cliff. His eyes were fixed on the waters flowing down the stream. His 

mind was immersed in deep thoughts. The stone that had rolled down 

had sparked off a fire of raging thoughts in his mind. Yes! When a 

storm blows, big boulders do lose hold of the cliffs and roll down. Did 

not the Raja of Amber and a host of other Rajput kings, princes and 

chieftains bow down before the might of Akbar and submit to his 

suierainty? Pratap saw the rising sun stretching his hands of rays and 

patting on the silvery surface of the river. The reflecting light rays 

seemed to him as though they were the leaping tongues of the sacred 

fire that had consumed alive the immortal heroine of Chittore, Rani 

Padmini. In the surging billows of the stream, he saw the force of the 

valour of Rana Sanga. Chastity to a woman, and valour and self-respect 

to a hero are dearer than the heavens. Like many others of his ilk, Pratap 

thought, he too could have surrendered   before Badshah Akbar. What   

made him defy the Emperor? Why did he scoff at the sugges tion of 

Raja Mansingh to accept the authority of the Moghul                                

ruler, get back his Mewar and rule it as a feudal King? Perhaps it would 

have brought peace to his land and plenty and prosperity to his subjects. 

Was not Akbar kind and good to the Rajputs? Had he not removed the 

Jezzia on the Hindus? Did he not establish Din Ilahi to bring together 

the Muslims and Hindus? Then why should he, Pratap, take a stand that 

brought ruin and destruction to Mewar, famine and poverty to his 
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people and suffering and sacrifice to him and his family? Well, being 

born and brought up in a race that valued freedom and liberty, religion 

and righteousness, greater than life and even immortality, how can he, 

the embodiment of the valour and self-respect of his race, subject 

himself to the authority of the Yavana ruler? Then death in the battle-

field would have been a better course for him to adopt. Why did he 

escape from the battle-field of Haldighati and live in exile in the 

mountain caves, living with his family on the fruits of the forests, leaves 

and grass?Death is the last resort of a helpless hero. To Pratap, self-

confidence and hope of sure success were still companions goading him 

to carry on his valorous campaign unaided and single-handed. He would 

not allow the future historians of the country to record that Pratap fell 

dead in the battle-field and with that the glory of Mewar ended. Let the 

chroniclers write that Pratap rebuilt the Rajput empire after passing 

through an ordeal of fire. . . .  

 

The chain of thoughts was abruptly cut by the shrill, shrieking voice of 

his little boy playing at a distance. He turned and saw his eleven year 

old daughter, Champa, rushing towards the little one and chasing a wild 

cat that had just snatched a piece of bread from the hands of the boy. 

But the cat swiftly fled into the forest and the girl returned to her 

brotherr in utter disappointment. She lifted the child into her arms and 

hugging him closely, tried to pacify him. The boy was too hungry to be 

pacified easily. It was after much waiting that he got a loaf of bread — 

that too made of wild grass— from his mother. But the girl assured him 

repeatedly that she had one in reserve for him and she would give it to 

him on reaching home. After a little while the child stopped weeping 

and wailing, and being hungry and tired, reclined on his sister's shoulder 

and started sleeping. Carrying the child on her shoulder, Champa 

walked towards her father. When she approached him, a thorn pierced 

her soft foot. She shrieked and sat on the boulder on which Pratap had 

placed his foot. Pratap bent forward and removed the thorn that had 

thrust into her flesh. A little blood oozed out of the wound. When he 

raised his head, Champa looked into his face. Tears were trickling down 

his cheeks. A sudden gush of emotion from her heart suppressed her 

pain and with eyes wide open in wonder, she asked him:  

 

“Father, what do I see? I cannot believe my own eyes! 1 see water-

drops on the face of the sun! How can there be a place for tears in your 

eyes? Aren't they like the third eye of Ekalinga?” 
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Heaving a big sigh, Pratap replied: " Well, my daughter, I may be a king 

to my subjects, a captain to my soldiers, but I am, after all, a father to 

you.” 

 

The girl did not talk further. She silently turned and started walkng 

towards her home —a cave at a little distance from the  place — and 

Pratap too followed her.  

 

*   *   * 

Prabhavati, the Queen of Mewar in exile, was seated by  the side of an 

oven set up with granite stones. She had lit it with wild shrubs collected 

by her in the surrounding forests. She was baking bread, the dough of 

which was prepared out of wild grass and flavoured with wild fruits and 

leaves. Champa, her daughter, was lying in a corner of the cave on a 

grass mat. She was running high fever since morning. Every now and 

then she opened her eyes to look at her little brother playing by her side 

with sand stones and dry shells of fruits. Her father was seated on a tree 

trunk lying outside the cave and by his side was the chieftain of the 

Bhils, the mountain tribe. They were seriously discussing about the 

planned operations of Badshah Akbar to catch Pratap and his family 

alive. Champa was overhearing their conversation. Pratap spoke with 

overwhelming emotion: “Brother, how are you going to face this 

onslaught ? On account of me, it seems, your whole race will be wiped 

out by the Moghul forces. Why should you suffer so much for me?” 

 

The chieftain, cool and unperturbed, replied in a firm and forceful tone: 

" Master, for thy sake we are all prepared to lay down our lives. We will 

shed our blood so that Mewar may win ultimately. Our men are already 

arrayed on the plains and I have come all the way to convey to thee 

their message of willingness to fight and die for the cause of the 

Motherland."  

 

Champa's face emitted a glow of pride and happiness. When her mother 

approached her with the loaves of bread that she had just baked, the 

daughter turned to the mother and told her in a low voice: "Mother, 

please give these loaves to our guest. He has come all the way from the 

plains. He must be feeling tired and hungry."  

 

“But you haven’t eaten anything since yesterday. Why don't you take a 

little?, the mother appealed. 
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“No, Ma, I am not hungry. What you have with you is hardly sufficient 

for him. Please give the whole to him.” 

     

The mother could not but pay heed to the persistence of her beloved 

daughter.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

After the Bhil chieftain left the place, the king and the queen 

approached their daughter and sat by her side. The mother placed her 

palm on the forehead of Champa and all of a sudden her face turned 

pale. With fear and anxiety sparkling in her eyes, she told Pratap: “The 

fever is high.” 

 

Pratap also touched the fore-head of Champa and exhibiting restlessness 

on his face, nodded his head. Prabhavati tore a piece of cloth from 

her sari, which was already in rags, and dipping it in water kept in a 

mud pitcher, squeezed it and then placed it on the forehead. While 

attending to her daughter, she did not see tears flowing down thecheeks 

of her husband. A few drops of hot tears fell on the hand of Champa 

who woke up from half-sleep.  

 

“Father, why do you weep?” 
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She did not get any reply from her father. She turned her face to her 

mother. She was also in tears. Champa became agitated.  

 

 "No, my dear parents, I can't bear this sight. When the whole of 

Mewar, ruined and devastated, subjected to suffering, pain and agony, 

looks up to you for solace and inspiration to rise again, how can you 

afford to weep?”  

 

Pratap could not control himself. He broke down and uttered in writhing 

pain :  

 

“My daughter, I can't see you and my people suffering like this. I will 

rather surrender myself to Akbar to save you all. How long should this 

continue?” 

      

Champa's face became red as if she was assuming the form of the fierce 

goddess, Durga. 

 

She spoke with immense courage and determination:   

 

“Father, till the last child in Mewar is alive, you must carry on the fight 

against our aggressors. How can you even imagine of surrendering to 

those who are out to annihilate our Dharma? Please don't fall a prey to 

the weakness of filial affection. We must all die so that Mewar will live. 

Father, do not, at any cost, retrace your steps.” 

     

Pratap felt that he was seeing Durga Herself before him and receiving 

Her message and command. Swift like a wind he moved forward, lifted 

up his daughter and placed her on his lap and drawing her close to his 

bosom, kissed on her cheeks in a violent outburst of parental emotion. 

The eyes, which had shed tears a few minutes back, were now emitting 

fire—the fire of the third eve of Ekalinga —and he pledged in stirring 

voice: “No, my daughter, 1 won’t belie your hopes. I will not retrace my 

steps.” 

 

This vow was the offering that the Durga in Champa demanded of him 

and She got it. She was pacified. Champa at once became calm. She lay 

there on his lap, her face beaming immense happiness and satisfaction 

and her eyes closed. A few minutes passed when she again grew restless 
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and opened her eyes. There was an inexplicable glow in her eyes and 

she said in a low and soft tone: "Father, I am leaving you all, but I will 

join you again to live in the glorious and splendid Mewar.” 

 

She closed her eyes for ever and life passed out of her weak, frail body. 

  

Champa died, but her mission lived. In her death, Pratap lost a daughter, 

but he gained the soul-strength to remain stubborn and uncompromising 

throughout his relentless war against unrighteousness and the Moghul 

imperialism.  

 

[YUVA BHARATI, July 1977] 

 

 

RAJPUT MARTYRDOM 

 

We have witnessed in our history that martyrs also have had their 

honoured and inevitable place in the process of national regeneration. 

No one can say that their martyrdom has gone in vain. The number of 

such heroes who fell martyrs in the cause of freedom of our country is 

not small. It might be that they had not the calibre to come out 

victorious, but it is a fact that they had the necessary spirit of sacrifice 

and heroism to embrace death smilingly for the protection of 

swadharma and swasamaj. Along with this individual martyrdom we 

also find in our society, whole bands of heroes immolating themselves 

en masse to uphold what they considered as the duty of a warrior — 

kshatra dharma.  

 

The history of Rajputs is scintillating with such thrilling incidents. 

When surrounded on all sides by relentless foes and left without a ray of 

hope, those flowers of Hindu chivalry and valour silently witnessed 

their mothers and sisters, wives and daughters leaping into the flames of 

jowhar and then donning saffron robes plunged headlong with their 

flashing swords into the enemy forces, never to return. They preferred 

honourable martyrdom to the despicable existence of defeat and 

disgrace. The Rajputs have, by such glorious deeds of valour and self-

sacrifice, written a dazzling and awe-inspiring page of our history. Such 

flashes of matchless heroism, such a joyful spirit of sporting with death 

is rarely found in the annals of world history. 

— SRI GURUJI  GOLWALKAR 

 A HISTORICAL STORY 
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Swati Titrunal Rama Varma Maharaja's eyes were fixed on the idol of 

Lord Ananthapadmanabha, the presiding deity of the royal family of 

Travancore, reclining in peace and calmness on Adi Sesha. But his 

mind was battered by agitating thoughts. The sound of the conch, pipes 

and drums which pierced the veil of silence arid filled the whole area in 

and around the Ananthapadmanabhaswami Temple of Tiru 

Ananthapuram (Trivandrum) with an air of divinity and sacredness, 

could not pierce the wall of his thoughts and awaken him to the world 

of reality. When the Mela Santhi (the Chief Priest) finished the Deepa 

Aradhana and came and stood before him with the golden plate in 

which camphor was burning, he saw to his utter surprise, the light rays 

reflecting on the tear drops that trickled down from the eyes of the king, 

instead of on the lustrous eye-balls which always received the light rays 

and gave out rays of love, kindness and courage.  

 

“Tirumeni,” the priest called in a subdued tone.  

 

“Oh, I am sorry”, the king uttered in a confused mood which betrayed 

the conflict that was taking place inside his heart. The priest, who was 

pretty old and commanded a great influence over the king, took the 

courage to remark: “Thou seem to be agitated today.”  

 

Gloom is something contrary to the nature of a blossoming flower. In 

the early morning hours how could the mind remain so much confused? 

Perhaps the king had a sleepless night, the priest guessed. 

 

“You are right, Mela Santhi. I am not calm. Lord Padmanabha is testing 

me.” 
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The priest is not interested in the issues that agitate the mind of the 

king. It is the role of the minister to analyse them and give solutions. 

But, as a link between the king and the Lord who rules over the land 

and whose mere representative is the king, he has one solution to offer 

for any problem that agitates the king: 

 

“Tirumeni, leave everything to Him and act as His instrument. He will 

take care of the results.” 

 

 The words soothed the aching heart of the king for the time being. He 

regained a temporary calmness and composure. While returning to the 

palace, he pondered again and again over the words of the priest. He is 

right, but how to know what is the Will of the Lord? After deep 

reflections within, he recalled to his mind that precept which his 

forefathers had held aloft for generations together:  “Dharmo asmat 

kula daivatam”— ‘Dharma is the Lord of our clan.’ To act according to 

righteousness is His command.  

 

Reaching the palace, the king sent word to Mukunda Rao, his trusted 

aide, summoning him to his presence immediately. The king was seated 

on a royal couch in his private chamber. As soon as Mukunda Rao 

appeared before him he bade him sit on a chair by his side and started 

talking:  

 

“Mukunda Rao, I have given a serious thought to all that you have 

reported. I can't imagine, rather I don't wish, that they are true. But I 

can’t disbelieve you who have been faithful to me. Supposing that you 

are wrong. . . .” The king noticed that Mukunda Rao was looking 

around restlessly. He understood what he meant. He immediately waved 

his hand to the servant maids who were fanning him and once they were 

gone, he continued: 

 

 “Supposing that you are wrong, what should be the punishment that I 

should give you?” 

 

“Tirumeni, I can very well understand thy deep love and affection to thy 

Gurudev and the Maha Amatya, Diwan Madhava Rao. It is not that I  
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have not taken care to personally verify the reports that I have received.. 

Nor do I have any jealousy towards him who has served thee and thy 

illustrious father with ability and courage. But treason is treason, 

whoever commits it. And it is my bounden duty to forewarn thee about 

the developments that I have come to know, whether thou like it or not. 

If they are proved to be false, I shall gladly accept any punishment that 

thou decide.” 

 

There was firmness and courage in what Mukunda Rao said. The king 

could not totally dismiss whatever Mukunda Rao told him as baseless 

allegations. He found reason in the argument that personal attachment 

should not come in the way of the rule of righteousness. After a few 

minutes' thinking he said:  

 

“Well, Mukunda Rao, I am going to leave this for investigation by the 

best of my spies. If they too confirm it, the law will take its course. If 

what you say is wrong, you will be beheaded.” 

 

Mukunda Rao was least perturbed by the king's severe warning. With 

little hesitation he accepted the condition put forth by the ruler. After 

Mukunda Rao left the palace, the king again plunged into thoughts. 

Could the Diwan be guilty of treason? Could his revered Gurudev be in 

the wrong? He could not believe it. The king’s memory fled back to the 

good old days. He was a budding prince then. It was a sunny day and he 

was playing in the courtyard of the Golden Hill Palace. Suddenly a 

sturdy bull, which got itself unfastened from the cattle-shed, appeared 

on the meadows. Seeing the prince in his royal attire, the bull got wild 

and came rushing to him. The young boy could do nothing but to 

scream aloud. Just at that time, the Diwan, Madhava Rao, was coming 

out of the palace. He darted towards the boy like an arrow and before 

the flickering of an eye-lid, stood between the bull and the prince. The 

bull thrust its sharp horns into the buttocks of the Diwan, before the  

palace guards could rush towards it and overpower it.  

 

The incident was still fresh in the mind of the king. How could then he 

imagine that the Diwan, who saved his life by risking his own, could 

even think of committing treason? And the allegation that was made 

against him was not one of ordinary nature. No punishment will be 

more than just for the act in which the Diwan was alleged to have been 

indulging 
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.  

 

*  *  * 

It was a moonlit night. The gardens and orchards around the palace 

were bathed in the milk-white lunar rays and the whole scene had worn 

an enchanting look. Maharaja Swati Tirunal was standing by the 

window of his royal chamber looking into the blue canopy over the 

earth on which the moon was shining like a golden disc. Like the stars 

that had faded in the light of the moon, his face was also gloomy. His 

heart was caught in a whirlpool of emotion. He was still thinking about 

Diwan Madhava Rao. He had revered him and respected him as a great 

preceptor and an able minister. It was the qualities of his head and heart 

that had won for hin the admiration of the king. But today the same 

Madhava Rao was picturised before him in quite an unimaginable and 

worst form. Could that be true? Could Mukunda Rao and the best spies 

of the palace be wrong? .. .  
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His chain of thoughts was cut abruptly by a scene that he saw outside in 

the royal garden. As though he was stung by a cobra the king cried out 

in anguish:  

 

“Ah, Madhava Rao ! What am I seeing?  

 

The king could not bear the sight and he withdrew into his bed-chamber 

in utter disgust and agony. He threw himself on the royal cot and 

thrusting his face into a silky pillow, wept like a child. After all, the 

king was a poet and a musician too, and his heart was as soft as a rose 

though it was harder than steel when he was in the battlefront.  

 

The moon had vanished from the sky and utter darkness had spread all 

over the earth. The darkness had also seized the mind the king. He 

found no ray of light to find a solution to the problem that was agitating 

his mind. Could he take action against his own preceptor? ‘Acharya 

devo bhava’ — ‘Let Guru be your God’ — the scriptures say. And he 

had considered Madhava Rao as his Guru, right from his childhood 

when the Diwan was in the service of his father. He learnt all lessons 

from the Diwan and the latter was more than a father to him. Today it 

was the same Diwan who was found guilty of treason. Rama Varma 

could disbelieve, if he willed, all his spies and his faithful aide, 

Mukunda, too. But, could he disbelieve his own eyes?  

 

But now what was to be done? The preceptor was in the wrong. Could 

he take action against his Acharya who was also his Maha Amatya — 

the Chief Minister?  

 

From somewhere in the corner of his heart he heard the voice which 

again reminded him of the dictum: “Dharmo asmat kula daivatam”  

 

The king once again attained tranquillity. Calmness descended on his 

mind and then in that quiet, cool and collected mood he reflected upon 

the facts before him. Madhava Rao was his Gurudev in his personal 

relationship. May be, it is a sin to harm one’s own guru. But the king 

was a ruler of all the subjects, and righteousness demanded equal justice 

to all. His relationship with Madhava Rao was now that of a ruler with a 

subject and he must act as a ruler. When this resolution crystallized in 

his mind, Rama Varma heaved a sigh of relief and then plunged into 

sound sleep.  

*   *   * 
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The courthall was full, but there was pin-drop silence. Every face was 

expressing deep curiosity and anxiety over the important event that was 

to take place there. As the king entered the court, all the courtiers stood 

up and bowed their heads in reverence. He sat on the throne and bade 

them sit. He turned his face to Maha Amatya, Diwan Madhava Rao. 

The latter, though seated in his usual place, had hung his head  in 

shame. A deep remorsefulness seemed to have overwhelmed him. The 

king's eyes became wet with tears when he saw the pitiable condition of 

the Diwan. Then he turned towards Mukunda Rao and commanded:  

 

“Mukunda, come on, read out my order.” 

 

Mukunda Rao rose from his seat, moved forward towards the throne 

and standing by the side of the king, took out and unrolled the scroll 

containing the royal decree. He started reading it out:  

 

“About two months back, Sri Mnkunda Rao had raised some serious 

allegations against the Diwan, Madhava Rao. In view of the seriousness 

of the matter, it was kept as a secret, from the knowledge of the 

courtiers, and the subject was referred to the Intelligence Department 

for thorough investigation. 

 

“We are distressed to find that the allegations have been proved to be 

true. If any of the courtiers has doubts about the validity of the 

conclusions arrived at in this regard, they are free to verify the evidence 

recorded by the Intelligence Department.  

 

“In view of the long service of Madhava Rao to the throne and the 

kingdom, and also considering his age, the Maharaja takes a lenient 

view, and instead of awarding him the maximum punishment, banishes 

him from the kingdom.  

 

“Till the king chooses a suitable person to the post of Maha Amatya, he 

himself will look after all the administrative matters directly.  

 

“The king is immensely pleased by the loyalty and dutifulness of 

Mukunda Rao and will reward him suitably.” 

 

When Mukunda Rao completed the reading of the decree, Madhava Rao 

stood on his feet and uttered in a voice choked with emotion and pain:  
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“Maharaja, this is thy will!” 

 

 The Maharaja turned to him and replied:  

 

“No, this is the will of Lord Ananthapadmanabha. I am His 

representative and His Will —should rule over this land.” 

 

“To examine into the crimes which may be committed, to show no 

favour to any one, to desire to act with impartiality towards all, and to 

inflict such punishments as may be wisely resolved on, this is rectitude. 

 

“When there is rain, the world enjoys prosperity; and when the king 

rules justly, his subjects prosper."  

— TIRUVALLUVAR.  

 

[YUVA BHARATI, August 1977] 
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NEWS AND NOTES  
 

GURUPOOJA CELEBRATION 

 

Swayamsevaks of Rashtriya Sawayamsevak Sangh in Kithaganur held 

Guru Pooja Celebration in the Sri  Guruji Golwalkar Hall of Sri 

Bharatamata Mandir on Sunday, July 25, 2021. They performed Pooja 

to Parama Pavitra Bhagava Dwaja and made their Gurudakshina 

offerings.  

 

INDEPENDENCE DAY  

 

The 75th Independence Day of Bharat 

was celebrated in Srinivasanagar-

Padmavatinagar Layout, 

Krishnarajapuram, Bangalore, under the 

auspices of the layout residents' 

association on Sunday, August 15, 

2021. Sadhu Rangarajan performed 

pooja to Sri Bharatamata and hoisted 

the national flag. Earlier in the morning the national flag was hoisted on 

the top of Sri Bharatamata Manidr and usual homa and pooja were 

performed to Sri Bharatabhavani.  

 

RAKSHA BHANDAN  

 

Raksha Bhanadan was celebrated under the auspices of Rashtriya 

Swayamsevak Sangh in the Sri Bharatamata Mandir at 

Krishnarajapuram, Bangalore, on Sunday, August 22, 2021. Sadhuji 

gave a talk on the significance of Ralsha Bhandan and narrated an 

incident from Indian History, when Rukshana, the Persian wife of 

Alexander, the Greek warrior, appeared in the night in the tent of 

Purushottaman at the time of the battle on the banks of River Sindhu, 

tied a Rakhi on the hands of Purushottaman, and prayed to him to spare 

the life of her husband in the battle. Purushottham honoured the word 

he gave to the princess and desisted from striking at Alexander when 

the latter stood bare-handed after the sword slipped from his hand and 

Purushottham with his spear raised in his hand could have struck the 

Greek in a trice. Alexander admired the valour and values of 
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Purushotthaman and retreated from the battle front. Greek historians 

have recorded the event in the Classical History of Greece. 

 

KRISHNA JANMASHTHAMI 

 

Krishna Jayanti was celebrated in Sri Bharata Mandir, 

Krishnarajapuram, on Sunday, August 29. 2021, with special pooja, 

havan and satsang. Mothers of Bharatamata Sangh held bhajans. Sadhu 

Rangarajan addressed the devotees and spoke about the founding of 

Vishwa Hindu Parishad by Param Poojaneeya Sri Guruji Golwalkar, 

Poojya Swami Chinmayananda and other stalwarts of the Hindu society 

in a congregation in Sandeepani Sadhanalaya at Powai in Mumbai on 

the Krishna Ashthami day in 1964.He narrated the fight of VHP to get 

back the Ram Mandir at Ayodhya, to remove the Babri Structure from 

there and to rebuild a magnificent Ram Mandir there. 

 

PON KAMARAJ IN BHARATAMATA MANDIR 

 

Sri Pon Kamaraj, founder of Yogi 

Ramsuratkumar Mantralayam in 

Kanimadam, Kanyakumari, 

accompanied by a group of devotees, 

visited Sri Bharatamata Mandir and 

spent a forenoon with Sadhu Prof. V. 

Rangarajan, on Thursday, September 

2, 2021. Sadhuji gave a talk narrating  

his visit to Mantralayam to participate 

in the Kumbhaabhishekam there as directed by his Master, Bhagavan 

Yogi Ramsuratkumar. Books on Bhagavan, including GLIMPSES OF 

A GREAT YOGI by the Sadhu were presented to the visitors on the 

occasion.  

 

GITA SATSANG 

 

 Swamini Uma Bharati 

gave a talk on Bhagavad 

Gita for the mothers 

under the auspices of 

Viswa Hindu Parishad 

in the Bharatamata 

Mandir on Sunday, 
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September 19, 2021. Mothers of Bharatamata Sangh gave the visiting 

mothers a cordial welcome.  

 

NAVARATRI CELEBRATIONS IN SRI BHARATAMATA 

MANDIR 

 

                  Navaratri Celebrations 

commenced in Sri Bharatamata Mandir on 

Wednesday, October 6, 2021, with the 

setting up of traditional Golu or display of 

dolls and special havan and pooja. Special 

Abhisheka of Sri Bharatamata and alankara 

as Divine Mother Durga took place on 

Friday, Octoberw 8, 2021. Mothers 

participated and chanted Lalitha 

Sahasranama and held bhajan. Abhisheka 

and alankara of 

Bharatabhavani as 

Mahalakshmi was held on Monday, October 

11, 2021. Mothers of Bharatamata Sangham 

held special satsang and Lalitha Sahasra Nama 

Parayana on Tuesday, October 12, and 

Wednesdaay, October 13. Abhisheka and 

alamkara of the Divine Mother as 

Mahasaraswati was held on Thursday, October 

14, and Saraswati Pooja was held.  

Vijayadasami Ayudha Pooja was held in the 

Mandir on Friday, October 15, 2021. 

 

WORLD HOMELESS DAY 

 

Sadhu Rangarajan visisted the Namma Mane Centres for the homeless 

run by Seva Bharati and later addressed the homeless people held in the 

premises of St. Joseph's High School premises in Chamarajpet, 

Bangalore, on the World Homeless Day on October 10, 2021. He was 

accompanied by Sri Suresh Narpavi. In his address, Sadhuji pointed out 

that in Indian tradition, taking care of the poor and destitutes was a 

sacred act of the well-off and family people. In India, being poor and a 

mendicant is not anything demeaning and sometimes even kings and 

emporers like prince  Siddhaartha took to renunciation and a mendicant 

life as Gautama Buddha. Sadhu pointed out that his own Deeksha Guru, 
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Yogi Ramsuratkumar, lived like a beggar wandering throughout the 

country and later settling down in the pilgrim town of Tiruvannamalai, 

spending His days and nights in the railway station, market places and 

precincts of the temple. He said, Athithi devo bhava-- "May the 

unexpected guest be treated as God"—was a Vedic injunction and 

Grihastas or family people were enjoined to share their food everyday 

with the poor and mendicants. 

   

SADHU IN MUNEESWARA TEMPLE 

 

Sadhu Rangarajan, accompanied by Swami Chandreshananda of 

Ramakrishna Vivekananda Sadhana Kendra, Krishnarajapuram, visited 

Sri Muneeswara Temple in Geddanajalli, Bangalore, and participated in 

the renovation pooja of the temple on Friday, November 26, 2021. Later 

he addressed the devotees and spoke about his visit to Muneeswara 

temples in South Africa and Mauritius where he found the ancient form 

of worship carried to the distant lands by the indentured labour from 

India. Muneeswara is also worshipped in many South Indian villages as 

the grama devata.  

 

KARNATAKA RAJYOTSAVA 

 

Karnataka Rajyotsava was celebrated in the Srinivasanagar under the 

auspices of the layout association, on Sunday, November 28, 2021. 

Sadhuji perfpormed the pooja of Sri Bharatamata and Karnataka Mata 

and hoisted the Karnataka flag. Speaking on the occasion, Sadhuji 

recalled the words of the great poet, Mahakavi Subramania Bharati, -- 

Seppu mozhi pathinettudaiyal eninum chintanai onrudayaal –"Mother 

Bharat has eighteen spoken languages, but only one thought". He said, 

though Bharat consisted of several states, all are children of one Mother 

Bharatamata. Religious, sectarian and linguistic differences never broke 

the spirit of oneness of the people of the nation. 

 

YOGI RAMSURATKUMAR JAYANTI AND SRI 

BHARATAMATA MANDIR ANNIVERSARY 

 

The Jayanti of Bhagavan Yogi Ramsuratkumar and the anniversary of 

Sri Bharatamata Mandir was celebrated in Bharatamata Gurukula 

Ashram, Srinivasanagar, with special abhisheka, pooja and homa to 

Bharatabhavani on Sunday, December 5, 2021. Swami 

Chandreshananda of Sri Ramakrishna Vivekananda Sadhana Kendra of 
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Krishnarajapuram was the Chief Guest on the occasion. Dwajaarohana 

took place in the early morning. Mothers of Bharatamata Sangam 

chanted Lalitha Sahasranama and held bhajans.   Addressing the 

devotees on the occasion, Sadhu Rangarajan recalled the words of 

Mahayogi Sri Aurobindo that the partition of the country will be undone 

soon and Akhand Bharat would rise once again. He said, the setting up 

of Sri Bhavani Mandir as conceived by Sri Aurobindo and spread of the 

worship of Motherland, Bharata Bhavani, as greater and holier than all 

sectarian and religious worships will augur the rising up of 

Bharatavarsha as Loka Guru – the Preceptor of the entire world—as 

envisaged by the seers and sages of our country. The programme 

concluded with the singing of Vande Mataram. Lunch was arranged for 

all the participants. 

 

Swami Sankara Viswananda of Trichur and Sri Balakrishnan, former in-

charge of Rashgroththana Mudrana, Bangalore, and a group of devotees 

visited Sri Bharatamata Mandir on Tuesday, December 7, 2021. 

Addressing the visitors on the occasion, Sadhuji recalled the services of 

Samanvaya, organization of Swayamsevaks of RSS from Kerala settled 

in Bangalore, in setting up of the Bharatamata Mandir in 

Krishnarajapuram. Sadhuji also honoured Sri Balakrishnan who had 

celebrated his Shashtriabdapoorthy on Sunday.  

 

On Sunday, December 20, 2021, a Ratha yatra of Sri Bharatamata 

visiting various Seva Bhastis in Kithaganur and neighbouring villages 

was organized by the Swayamsevaks of RSS. Sadhuji performed pooja 

to Sri Bharatamata in the ratha. People in different slums (Seva Bhastis) 

received Sri Bharatmata visth arati, and sweets were distributed to all on 

the occasion.  

 

GITA JAYANTI 

 

Gita Jayanti was celebrated under the 

auspices of Vishwa Hindu Parishad, 

Kithaganur, in the Sri Bharatamata 

Mandir on Saturday December 25, 

2021. Special pooja and chanting of 

Bhagavad Gita by devotees took 

place. Sadhu Rangarajan lead the 

chanting of Gita. Prasad was 

distributed to all devotees.    
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VIJNANA BHARATI COURSE ON HINDU THOUGHT & 

CULTURE 

 

A series of talks by Sadhu Prof. V. Rangarajan on every Sunday at 10-

00 AM, on Hindu thought and culture from Vedic period to modern 

times, held as part of the Vijnana Bharati Course of Sister Nivedita 

Academy, commenced in Sri Bharatamata Mandir  on Sunday, January 

2, 2022. The talks recorded on video  is put on youtu.be for the sake of 

devotees inside the country and abroad and the link is provided to 

aspiring students by whatsapp. 

 

REPUBLIC DAY CELEBRATION 

 
  The 73rd Republic Day of India was celebrated 

under the auspices of Srinivasararnagar- 

Padmavati Nagar Layout Residents Association 

in Srinivasanagar on Wednesday, January 26, 

2022. Sadhu Rangarajan of Bharatamata Mandir 

hoisted the national flag in the layout after 

performing pooja of Sri Bharatamata. Addressing 

the participants on the occasion, Sadhuji recalled 

the immense sacrifice made by great patriots and 

revolutionaries in India's 

freedom struggle and the clarion call of Prime 

Minister Sri Narendra Modi to carry the history of 

freedom struggle and lives of patriots and 

revolutionaries to the younger generation in the 

75th year of India's Freedom. "INDIAN 

REVOLUTIONARIES ABROAD" by Sadhu 

Prof. V. Rangarajan, a special issue of TATTVA 

DARSANA Quarterly, highlighting the lives and 

sacrifices of Indian patriots and revolutionaries in 

distant lands, was distributed free to all participants who attended the 

function.   
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