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PREFACE 10 THE FIRST EDITION.

I am very glad to say that my attempt to
popularise Indian classics has met with immense
success. In thc course of six months the first
edition of the “ TALES of IND ” has been all sold.
I ‘have received cncouragement from all sides.
1, therefore, hasten to placc a few more volumes
of the ¢ Gleanings” before my readers. But T’
must mention th:}‘t I have to made some changes
in my original plan. I bave removed Sa#: and
Srikrishna trom the ‘¢ Tales' and.placed them in
their proper places in subsequent volumes, I
have tried every means to make these volumes
acceptable to the readers and I sincerely hope that.
my “ Heroines ” will meet the same kind reception:
as had kindly been vouchsafed to its predecessor.

CALCUTTA,

£st Novr, 1893,
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INTRODUCTORY SKETCHES.

PART I.

(1]

IF you traverse India from one end to another,
you will enjoy her beautiful scenery and magnifi-
cent ruins, but far more beautiful than all this,—
than the wild, romantic scenery of hilis and dales,
than the magnificent painting iy stone, the world-
renowned Tajmahal, than the wonderful works of
sculpture within the caves of Ellora, and the ex-
tensive ruins that lie scattered around the ancient
cities of Delhi and Agra—{far more beautiful than
all this is the beauty of the Hindu Home. There
were gems and jewels in India which were the
wonders of the human race, but far more beautiful
and far more precious than all this is the Hindm
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wife. She is the purest of all the gems, that have
ever been found in any part of the world.

A brief narrative of the characters and careers
of some of those, that have been reckoned as hero-
ines in the pages of history—those whose names
have come down from generation to generation as
the glorious productions of woman-hood and those
whom the people of India adore, admire and
cherish as the idols of their worship, will show
that they were none but the Hindu wives. In
the royal palaces of potentates and kings, in the
poverty-stricken cottages of the poor,—everywhere
and in every stratum of Hindu society—hercines
abound,—but a very few of them only have been
delineated in the pages of history.

The life of a Hindu girl, from her birth to her
death, is a continuous string of religious instruc-
tions ;—she is taught bravery and courage, fidelity
and obedience, benevolence and kindness, simplicity
and innocence,—above all she is taught all that
ennobles a human heart and raises it to the level of
gods and angels. Every Hindu wife is a heroine,—
nay she is an angel ; therefore, we find in India
noble heroines, the equals of whom we can not find
anywhere else. We are bound, before we proceed
further and before we mention some particular
instances, to paint a Hindu Wife,—to describe
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the class to which she belongs, and to place the
tributes of admiration at the altar on which she
stands.

Early morning : the sun isjust peering from
behind the cluster of trees, gilding their green
leaves with glittering gold and throwing his magni-
ficent light on village-homes. Every Indian house,
be it a royal palace or a thatched hut, has a court-
yard, attached. to it. At the centre of this yard
sits a girl, her age being only seven. Her long
black hairs flow down her back, and play in ringlets
over her shoulders and breast ; they are all wet in-
dicating that she has just bathed. She has
painted her beautiful fore-head with sweet-scented
sandal, and a fancy-colored silk-raiment adorns
her body. On her right, on a copper plate, there
are flowers of all sorts, which she herself has gather-
ed from various trees ; on her left on another plate
there are rice, fruits and sweets. It is the Hindu
New year’s day, and she is worshipping the Great
God of Kailiska, praying for his blessings and for
a husband as good and great as He. When she re-
cites her prayers in her sweet, silvery tone, in her
native simplicity and religious enthusiasm, folding
both of her hands, kneeling on her knees, and rais-
ing her appealing eyes towards heaven, it forms in-
deed a picture, worthy of a Raphael’s canvas. Thus
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she worships, every day, till the end of the month,
and every year, till she is not married.

(2]

The next great event in her life is her marriage.
The sounds of music rise above the noise of the
household ; the elders are smoking with all the
gravity of busy men and receiving the guests
will all the grace of oriental courtesy. Boys and
girls in their holiday attire frisk about the door;
they laugh, they chat, they run to see how far still
the bridegroom is with his merry suite. There in
the Zenana matrons bustle about, doing a thousand
nameless things, and maidens peep through the win-
dows to catch the first glimpse of the happy bride-
grooni.

He comes in the garb of an ascetic; a red
silk cloth is round his body, the garlands of
white flowers are round his neck, his fore-
head is painted with fragrant sandal. He comes
to perform a solemn religious ceremony—the
gravest and the most serious event of his life.

He has passed the day in worshipping the gods
and goddesses and the departed spirits of his dead
fore-fathers. He has invoked them to shower their
blessings on him and on her whom he is going to
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marry. And she too has spent the day in religious
devetions, fasting and doing naught which is unholy
and impure. There is nothing grosser, nothing
material, nothing of the human passions that bind
us to this material world. It is a ceremony, which
celebrates the happy union of two souls on their
way to heaven—souls which are born and destined
for each other, not for this world alone, but for
ever and for eternity.

Face to face they sit; the father gives away
his dearly beloved child to his son-in-law, and he
accepts the precious gift. The reverend priest
unites their hands and places round their necks
garlands of flowers, chains too strong to be broken.
Iire is ablaze, incense is burnt, gods and goddesses
are invoked, and all the elements, fire, water, wind,
ether and earth are called to be witnesses. Then
he prays to Him, who rules over all this vast
universe, both material and spiritual, to come and
bless the holy nuptials. The bride-groom, fully
believing that he is in the presence of the great
Spirit and standing before His majestic throne,
begins to recite the manfras, the solemn oath,
which ends with “ for eternity we shall be flesh to
flesh and soul to soul.” His voice trembles and
the solemn word vibrates through his heart. He
clasps the soft hand which is within his, bound
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in flowery chains, for courage and strength, and
she, though she hardly understands all that is said,
instinctively knows that she is no longer what
she was. Her childish hands tremble like aspen
leaves, and her heart beats- as if it would burst.
She shuts her eyes in fear and awe, and prays to
that great God to whom she has been praying from
her childhood.

[ 3]

She suddenly finds herself surrounded on all
sides by strangers. Wherever she casts her weep-
ing eyes she sees there strange faces and strange
scenes. She has come to her husband’s home,—a
thoroughly strange place, but a new world of
bliss. Amidst all her mental agonies she longs
for night, for in her childish heart she ins-
tinctively knows that with night will come the
time when she will meet him who is no longer a
stranger to her and with whom she will feel her-
self no longer alone. Her heart beats quicker
and her blood runs faster, as night, clad in her
sable mantle, slowly steps in on earth. Amidst
all the merry-makings 'of the house-hold and
melodies of music, two hearts throb in expectation
and fear.
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It is not the meeting of two youthful lovers
who long to clasp each other in ardent embraces
and cover each other withihot and passionate kisses.
It is like the first meeting of Adam and Eve in the
celestial garden of Eden. He knows not whom
he is to meet, but he longs to meet her and love
her. And she, innocent as a child, waits aixiously
to place her childish head on the breast of him
who will be her lord for ever and for eternity, and
whom to love and obey she s born and destined.
There is no choice, there 1s no scicction,—he for
her wad she tfor him is their fai/k, grown and
deveioped trom their very birthi. It is the meeting
of two sreanlets which run at a distance, but
which suddenly meet, on account of the peculiar
natuic of the soil, and which thenceforth are to
flow together till the end of days. In the mag-
nificent and beautiful garden of Eden, Adam
was not more eager to meet his affianced Eve,
than the Hindu husband before his happy
Flower-bed. Beautiful Eve’s angelic heart beat
no more quickly when Adam stood before her
than that of the Hindu girl, when she, bedecked
with flowers, sees her husband on this memorable
night.

But painful parting and woeful separation
follows. She lives with her parents and never
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sees her husband. The newly married wife lives
with her parents for a year before she goes to live
with her husband. The germ of love, that is
implanted in the hearts of the married pair, on the
happy night of the Flower-bed, sil ently and slowly
develops on account of the separation, both hearts
yearning to meet together and that yearning grow-
ing daily stronger.

At last the special day for entertaining sons-in-
law—the celebrated Hindu fostival of Fima:
Shasti—comes. The husband goes to meet his
wife after a long separation. Face to face they
stand, but there are no ardent embraces and kisses ;
there are no endearing terms and lying flatteries.
They clasp each other’s hands and lie down side by
side, like two innocent children, their joys beam-
ing in their eyes, their love being too deep for
outward manifestation. Their love is the calm and
serene love of children and not the flaming and
maddening love of youth. They talk and talk
on,—perhaps of dogs, cats and birds, perhaps of
books, tales and annals, and perhaps of brothers,
sisters and friends. They talk on, till Moon in her
rosy magnificence appears on the horizon and
light peeps into their bed to tell them that they
are to part. They kiss each other and part,—not
to meet again for some months,
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She at last comes to her husband’s house, and
thenceforth her life is a life of continual love and
caresses. The best loved person, in a Hindu house-
hold, is a newly married wife. She is a darling of
all, and she is the beauty of the house. Her father-
in-law brings for her ornaments and clothes, her
brothers-in-law give her fancy toys and funny dolls,
her sisters-in-law try to amuse her, and her mother-
in-law neglects her house-wifery to make her
happy. She is the joy of her husband and of all
those that live in his house. Boys and girls, men
and women, all vie with one another to please her
and make her happy. Wherever she goes it be-
comes a land of joy and whomever she meets he
becomes the happiest of beings.

It is night ; she sits at his feet and he is engaged
in his work. She silently sews and looks up now
and then at his face with eyes full of delicious
joy. She wishes that his work is done, but does
not breathe, lest it disturbs him. How glad would:
she be to talk to him! But she has been taught
to consider his work far more important than all
her selfish wishes. She knows she is to help him
in his worldly affairs and not to put obstacles in
his way.

R
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Night wears on,—sleep slowly creeps into her
eves. She places her head on her husband’s lap
and roa'ns through the magic land of dreams. He
sits mctionless, lest his movements disturb her
calin repose. Lovely smiles play on her lips and
jov beams out from her child!sh face. How happy
is he to contemplate the lovely countenance of
his loving wife, sleeping so happily upon his
lap!

There are storms in the atmosphere and
tempests in the sea; there are painful partings
and woeful separations in the highest perfection
of domestic life. She has sobbed and wept, she
has shed hot and bitter tears, hiding her face in
the bosom of her beloved husband. She has wept
for hours and for the whole night.

She subs as if her heart would break. There is
no more time to lose, for perhaps, he is to catch a
railway train. He tenderly and softly extricates
himself from her loving grasp, and escapes from the
painful scene. He dares not give her a parting look,
fo. s heart is full. And she, like a rose torn from
its sten, fades and withers away. She fades away
for the want of the lively smiles of her husband ;
she keeps hidden within her bosom the bitter pangs
of separation. None knows how much she suffers!
Her grief knows no expression. The wound, that
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bleeds in her heart, can only be guessed from the
melancholy shadow that swims over her ever-
smiling countenance. Sne neglects her toilet and
forgets her ornaments; she moves about in the
house as a shadow, the substance of which has
been carried away.

L 5]

he is the servant of the housz and the servant
of all worizs.  All the works of the house, from the
lowest to the highest, are exclusively hers. Hardly
there remains anything for any one else to do.
She knows no rest,—siae knows not what it is to
nezlect or shirk her duties. None tells her what
to do; she knows her work and does it better
than any one else. She does this and that, she
is here, there and everywhere. Who else knows
how to make a house cheery and happy better
than she ? If there were no such obedient and
willing servants in their homes, the Hindus would
have been at a loss to know what to do !

She is the mistress of the house, and a most
loving mistress she is | Her husband earns money ;
he toils day and night and there ends his
labour. He is quite at ease as soon as he
places the money in her judicious hands. Such
a willing servant and loving mistress can
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hardly be found. She commands, she works;
in her domestic arrangements and in her house-
hold affairs she is the sole mistress of her husband’s
purse. She can squander it, she can hoard it, she
can use it in whatever way she likes. Who is so
economical, who knows so well the proper use of
money, who is so good in making a house comfor-
table, if she is not the Ilindu wife? She is the
servant, she is the mistress,—nay she is the wealth
ot a Hindu home.

The Hindu wife stands in her home with her
loving arms outstreched as a goddess—under the
peaceful shade of which come and gather fathers
and sons—brothers and sisters, nephews and neices,
and various other kith and kin. She is the con-
necting link of the chains of men and women that
usually form a Hindu Joint Family. They are
men of various habits and various tastes, each of
whom receives from her all he wants and finds
nothing to complain of. She is the ruling queen
of every Hindu household, and her will is law to
all that live in and around her happy home.

She is the embodiment of all that is good and
great in this world. Well, she is a heroine, not
only in courage and bravery, not only in fidelity
and charity, not only in benevolence and kindness,
intelligence and capacity, she is a heroing in faith
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and love—love towards the Heavenly Father, and
faith in her ever-loving husband.

And how Dbeautiful, grand and sublime is she !
The soft rays of the morning sun play on the wavy
breast of the beautiful river that flows towards the
sca through the fertile plains of Ind. The green
leaves of innumerable trees on both the banks
stoop down towards the water, as if to give her
a parting kiss. Narrow winding paths from the
neighbouring houses come through the silvan
vistas to the very edge of the water. Along these
paths the Hindu wife goes back home hith her
pitcher of water. The villagers move away from
her path and respectfully stand by to let her pass.
She moves on, like a proud queen, speaking to
none and looking at none; she stops and draws
down her veil and stands aside, only when she
meets any of those whom she is to respect and revere,
She goes and kneels at the door of the house-hold
god and prays for his blessings,—her prayers come
out from the very depth of her heart. Then, as if
sure of receiving the blessings, she enters the house
with lighter steps and joyous smiles.

Graceful female forms are often seen passing
along the village-paths, and the village-afternoons
are always sweetened by the music of their orna-
ments. When her husband leaves her to take a walk,
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or to meet a friend, she too goes out to pay visits to
her neighbours,—here to a relative who is ill, and
there perhaps to a poor and helpless woman. She
is the ministering angel not to her husband alone,
but to all that live around her happy home.

In the unknowable mystery of destiny she
often becomes a widow, and widowhood is but
another shade of the Hindu marriage. Her belief
is that marriage is not for this world alone, but
for eternity, and her husband is her husbaud for
ever and anon, through innumerable births and
deaths.

No omament adorns her arms, a piece of white
cloth is round her body, a flower basket hangs in
her left hand, and the right one is busy in gathering
the best gifts of Nature which are the most favourite
offerings to gods and goddesses. She hastens
towards tbe river, she bathes, she prays, she wor-
ships ,and bows down her head to, the rising Sum.
She goes back home, her long black hairs flow down
her back and breast, her face beams with celestial
fire. She is the help-mate of all her neighbours ;
she gladly joins them in their works and helps them
with all her might. She is always to be found in the
house where cooking is necessary for a general
feast. Who knows how to cook better than she !

She silently moves about amongst the neigh-
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bouring houses of the poor.  She helps some in their
works, and talks with others and tells them all
about God and Religion. To one she gives some
rice, to another some vegetables,—thus she passes
the day in her good charities. If one in the house
or in the neighbourhood is ill, she hastens to his
side with all her motherly smiles. She takes care
of him, she nurses him, she gives him medicine ;
she never leaves his side till he is all right. Who
knows nursing so well as she?  Who knows how
to smooth the path of a dying man? Who is she
if she is not the Hindu widow.

She is the mother of all the children of the
neighbourhood, and her love flows like an autumnal
river that overflows the banks ard innundates the
country.  In the evening when all the world
returns to rest, she recites melodious incantations,
sweet prayers and ssblime odes of adoration.
Boys and girls come round her to hear her religious
tales.

She is an ascetic, she takes her meal only once
a day,—it consists of neither fish nor meat, it is
the simplest of simple fares. Her life is a life
full of spirituality and her thoughts are full of
purity and philanthropy. She is the presiding god-
dess and the guardian angel of the Hindu hcme.

Thus each and every one of the Hindu wives
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can safely be called a great and good heroine,—
a heroine not only in name but in every angelic
quality. And why should they not be calléd hero-
ines, why should they not excel all others and earn
everlasting fame in the pages of history, when they
have such a grand and great model placed before
them as their favourite goddess, Sa#; ? And who
is she ? Before we narrate the life and career of
those who have been immortalised in the pages
of history by their noble deeds, heroie conduct
and angelic love, faith, fidelity and benevolence,
we must see her, who moulds the character of the
Hindu wives.
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WE can not write the history of the Indian
heroines, unless we narrate the deeds and describe
history of the Heroine of all the heroines, the
the greatest of the great women of the world,—we
mean the goddess, whose figure adorns most of
the temples of India. She is worshipped as the
mother of the universe, as Sakti,—the invisible
and unknowable Force of Creation,—as the un-
conceivable great ONE who is the Soul of all souls.
She is worshipped by the mildest of the mild and
the gentlest of the gentle as the goddess of mercy
and kindness ; she is worshipped by the wickedest
of the wicked as the goddess of fury and carnage.
She is the only One whom both the good and the
bad equally adore.

This goddess of all goddesses, this Sa#i,—who
has innumerable other names,—is the Heroine of
India ! Others that followed her, either in the path
of giving protection to the weak or destroying the
wicked, either to love their husbands or to make

C
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their homes happy, either for patriotism, bravery or
strength of character, followed her noble footsteps.
It is she who moulds the character of all Hindu
women and who rules over all Hindu homes.

North of the Himdlayas, in the land of beauty
and sublimity, there was a charming hill, called the
Kailisha. 1t was the land of angels and fairies ; it
was the land of many-colored flowers and foliage ;
it was a lovely bower of Nature’s own making,
where she had congregated all that was beautiful
and all that was lovely and charming in the animal,
or in the botanic kingdom.

In this land of love, beauty and pleasure, S/va
and his beloved wife, Sz# had their happy home.
It was but a cottage on the top of a snowy range ;
it was a hut, covered with twining creepers. There
was not the least artificial ieffort to secure any
of the worldly comforts. But Nature was the
obedient maid in this poor but the happiest home.
She had gathered for their frugal meals all the
sweet fruits of the world round their hut ; she had
come with all her flowers to decorate their nuptial
bed : she had placed in their lovely bower all the
singing birds of the sky to pour into their ears the
sweetest music of the world.

But Siva gave up all that was worldly. Well,
he was the richest man of the world; he was



xix

the wisest of all the wise and the mightiest of all
the mighty ; he had no wants to complain of. DBut
he had left all this far behind him, and had made
his abode in the solitude of Auilasha, away froin
all worldly wealth and cares.

He wore a piece of tiger’s skin; he sat on that
of a lovely deer ; round his neck hung a garland
of bones ; he was entwined with deadly snakes and
serpents. He rode an old bull and begged from
door to door; he looked like a maniac. To him
all the horrors of the world were welcome.

But he was a mighty man; he ruled over the
Matter and controlled the Spirit. He was the
perfect development of intellect ;—always deeply
engaged in his own thoughts, he cared naught for
the world around. He had forgotten that there
existed a universe ; he was intoxicated with the
wine of his own thoughts—and that thought con-
sisted of meditating upon his own dear wife, Sazz.
He had forgotten that he or any other being did
exist ; he felt that only ONE existed, and that ONE
was his lovely wife, Sa#:.

He had two faithful attendants, named Nand:
and B4ringi; he was surrounded by innumerable
ghosts and spirits; he was feared and respected
over all the world. But look at this horrible and
fearful figure, and you will find seated by him a
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smiling and happy goddess quite the reverse of
this terrible one.

It was Sat/, the daughter of king Daksha,
one of the mightiest rulers of the earth. There is
no language which can adequately describe her
most wonderful beauty. But no jewellery adorned
her hair ; no ornaments decked her person. Her
black, long hair flowed in beautiful ringlets down
her back and breast ;—round her neck there was a
garland of beads, and round her loins ard body
was a piece of rag.

She had given up all her paternal, royal luxuries
—she had become a poor beggar and a great
ascetic like her husband. She lived with him
happy, and her home in Ka:/dska was the happiest
in the world.

They had risen above the broils of the world :
they had gone beyond the all-grasping hand of
misery. They soared high in a place where nothing
worldly, material, or gross could reach them. They
were the happiest beings and their home breathed
perfect bliss.

They had no wants, for they had destroyed all
wants ; they lived in the world, but had wiped away
the idea of its existence from their minds. They
had achieved that grand knowledge which told
them that this perceptible universe was only a
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mental dream of the Supreme Being, having had
no real existence of its own. They felt the grand
truth which told them that they were not separate
beings ; they were that GREAT ONE who only is
real and who only does exist.

All worldly matters had fled from their lovely
home ; nothing savouring of the material world
could dare approach their grand Kaildska. They
lived very happy in the land of intellect and in the
happy valley of salvation and bliss.

Thus lived Siva and Sa#:, for many years on
the snowy heights of their happy Kailisha, till an
unhappy incident occurred. Once on a time, Siva
happened to attend a great Yagma where his
father-in-law, king Daksha, was present. He was
aman whose mind was not in the world around,
He did not observe the approach of his father-in-
law and forgot to show him proper respect. The
the proud king took offence ; he was never pleased
with his mad son-in-law. Learning that the
horrible man, whom he took to be a great Vogin,
and to whom he gave his most beloved daughter in
marriage, had made his Sa#/ worse than a beggar
he gave up all communication with him. He
studiously used to avoid him and tell people that
his daughter was dead. But when he saw his mad
ton-in-law openly insult him by not iccording
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him the ordinary courtesy of the society, he re-
solved upon teaching him a lesson.

He held a Yagma in which he invited all the
world except Sive and his wife, poor Sasi.  There
was a great preparation and a grand festivity ; it
was one of the greatest religious parties ever held
in this world; it was a festivity in which all the
people of the world were specially invited to
join, except the mad man of the Kailisha. All
the relatives and friends of the great king came;
all the princesses of the royal household arrived
from their husbands’ homes, except poor Sa¢/, who
was not even informed of the great festivity that
her beloved father was holding.

But Nirada went to Kailisha and informed
her what was going on at her father’s palace. Sa¢i
grew eager to go,—she had not seen her mother
and sisters for many years past; she felt that her
absence, in this great festivity, would be deeply
felt by her dear mother, if not by any one else.

She went to her husband and told him all that
she had heard from Nirada. She entreated him
to allow her to go and see her parents. “ My poor
darling,” said Siva, “ Your father has purposely
forgotten to invite us. He wants to heap insults
upon Sive, to whom insults are honours. But
Suti, why should you go and be insulted before
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all your relatives and friends ? “ My dear hus-
band,” replied she, *Should a daughter mind,
whether her father invites her or not ? Is there
any necessity for a daughter to seek for an invita-
tion when she goes to see her parents ?”’

Siva smiled and said, I shall not prevent you
from going to your parents. But Ss#/, remember
that you are going to be present at a great trial.
Be very careful and try to come back as soon as
possible.” Then he turned to Nand: and ordered
him to go with with her. “ Nandi) said he,
“Take care to control your temper. There will
you find all that wealth and worldly vanity can
produce. Youi and S« will appear amidst that
grandeur and pomp like two of the poorest beggars
of the world. People may naturally ridicule you,—
nay they may slight you or perhaps insult you.
Do not mind all this. Come back with Sa¢ as
soon as possible.”” They left Kaclisha,—Sati on
the back of the old bull, Nend: leading him to
the palace of king Daksha.

Beyond and above the world this asceticism is
indeed very grand ; but in a place where wealth and
riches of the world had come to vie with one
another, where the great chiefs and potentates had
come together with all their showy costumes and
valuable jewlleries, Sat:'s appearance looked like

gomething very hateful. Specially to king Dakska,
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it was really painful,—nay insulting to find his
own daughter present in that grand assembly in a
plight worse than that of a beggar.

They entered the great palace, now alive with
men and women. They passed through the crowd
in silence,—alas, none welcoming them! Slight
and neglect were apparent on all sides; many
whispered amongst themselves and many began
to abuse Siva, who had made a royal princéss a
beggar.

She went to her mother, who came running to
welcome her,—she being the most beloved of all
her children. But she was horrified to see the
beggarly state of her daughter; she stood a few
seconds wildly staring at her and then she fainted.
Then arose wild weepings all over the palace:
Sati has come unasked and uninvited, and she has
tome as a beggar !

[2]

Queen Prasuti asked her daughter to give up
her beggarly costume. She brought for her beauti~
ful jewelleries and gold-embroidered clothes; she
brought for her various delicacies, those that were
her favourites when she was a child. But Sa¢:
declined all. “ Dear mother,” said she, “ I must
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first see my father and ask him why he has not
invited us.”

She heard no refusal : she went to the grand
assembly where king Daksha was engaged in the
great Yasna.

Oh, what a contrast! Asceticism and worldli-
ness stood side by side. The worldly pomp and
grandeur stood face to face with solitude and
calmness of retirement. Poverty was placed by
the side of wealth. '

Sat: appeared in that grand assembly, and all
stood up in respect. But king Dakska lost his
temper. * Oh, shame to me!” cried he, “ Why did
I not die before seeing my own daughter reduced
to such an ignoble state ! Who asked you to come
here ?—Oh you wicked girl, to me you are dead !"
Then he turned towards the assembly and roared,
“Look at the doings of the ruffian who calls
himself a Yogin. Mad, wicked,—always beastly
drunk and piteously dirty, look, gentlemen, how
he has reduced a princess of the royal house of
great Daksha to the lowest stratum of poverty !
“ Father, dear father,” appealed Sa¢i, “ Abuse me,
if you like, but do not abuse my husband. You
yourself taught me in my early days that to a wife
her husband, however bad he might be, is her god
and preceptor.”

D
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But king Daksha fired on : he did not care for
the feelings of his poor daughter. She again and
again tried to stop him, but finally seeing that it
was impossible to stop her enraged father from
showering abuses over her dear husband’s head—she
determined to give up her life. She preferred death
to hearing such abuses of one who was her husband.

She stood in that great assembly as only a
goddess could stand ; she mentally meditated upon
her husband and bade him farewell; she then
turned towards the assembly and fell dead.

There were loud lamentations all over the
palace ;—people ran to see Sas/ from all direc-
tions. Queen Prasuti came weeping with all her
daughters. Joy and merriments were soon con-
verted into sorrow and grief.

Meanwhile Nund: hastened to Kailisha. Siva
heard, in silence, of the death of his most beloved
witfe. He rose and rushed towards the kingdom
of king Daksha, followed by all his ghosts and

“spirits.

Soon the mad hoard appeared before the
assembly ; in 2 minute the FYasna was stopped
and the assembled guests were mercilessly beaten,
King /Daksha was attacked ;—he was soon be-
headed and the head of a goat was united to his
severed trunk. Siva took up the corpse of his dear
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wife, placed it upon his shoulder and began to
dance like a maniac.

He left the palace of king Daksha with the
dead body, and roamed over the world for many
long years till it gradually fell, piece by piece, from
his shoulder.

He then silently retired to his mountain
home ;—and there sat in his great Yoga. He
entered into that grand sleep of eternal peace
which lasted for hundreds of years.

[4]

There was an everlasting feud between the
Devas and the Danavas; sometimes the Devas
were victorious and sometimes the Danavas—but
finally the Danavas grew invincible under their
great leader Zaraka. Under him they marched to
the gate of heaven and besieged the celestial
region.

The Devas and the Danavas met, after a long
period, like two wild gusts in a great storm.
The war continued for years, both parties fighting
as only the gods and the demons could fight.
Again and again the thunder was let loose, but to
no purpose ; the Danavas gradually gained ground.
The Deva-army was daily broken down, and the
Devas were at last defeated and routed. They fled,
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in hot haste, towards heaven, pursued by the
successful and elated Danavas.

They fled precipitously into their kingdom and
shut up its gates; but alas, fortune was against
them! The Danavas stormed their heavenly
citadel, drove them out of their celestial homes,
and took possession of the much-desired kingdom.
The Devas fled in all directions and were scattered
over the universe. At last heaven was lost.

Indra, king of the Devas, having been defeated
and driven out of his kingdom, went to Brahma,
for advice and help. “ My son,” said he, “Do not
be disheartened ; such is the will of Providence.
Siva is immersed in great Yogz on the death of
his wife ; and this is the reason of the Danavas
becoming unconquerable. Go to Visknu,and he
will advice you as to what to do inorder to regain
your Paradise.”

Indra went to Vaikuntha and prayed to its
Lord for help. He narrated all that had hap-
pened and told him the miserable plight into
which the Devas had fallen. “ My beloved son,”
said the great deity, “I have no power to des-
troy ; I can preserve, and I have preserved you
from death by bestowing upon you immortality.
None can destroy the Danavas except S:va, His
wife is born as a daughter of king Himileya, Go
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and try to get her married with Siva, the Great
Destroyor. The son, that would be born of the
marriage, would regain heaven for you.”

The king of the Devas returned to his hidden
place. There held he a parley with his ministers
and generals ; it was settled to despatch Nirada
to king #Mimilaya with the proposal of the
marriage.

The blue water of the beautiful lake, Ménasa
Sarovara, rolled on towards the grassy beach.
The silvery waves danced in merriment and ran
one after the other till they reached and kissed
the leaves of the bending boughs of flowery plants.
Red, white, green and blue lotuses smiled in their
own sublime beauty; the wavy-necked swans
glided over the water ; some dived below, some
got up and the water fell from their milk-white
plumes. Busy bees, in their sweet music, flew
from one flower to another ; many-coloured and
many-shaped birds had filled the place with their
melodious notes. At some distance the hoary
headed peaks of the majestic Himilayas had
risen one above the other. The rays of the setting
sun played over the smow-clad mountain peaks,
Nature, in all her beauty, had appeared in the
land of snow and cold.

Beautiful Umd, the daughter of the Mountain-
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Chief, came to the lake with her playmates and
companions to pray to the great God. She came to
adore and worship Him and to join Nature to
sing His praise. When they were thus engaged
in prayer, the great Rish:, Nirada appeared before
them and bowed down his hoary head at the feet
of the beautiful girl. She was offended,—it was
an outrage to her feelings to see an old, hoary-
headed Kish: salute her thus. But the Riski
hastened to apologise. “ Mother,” said he, “you
are not only my mother, but the mother of all
the universe. You know it,—why then frown
at me so angrily!” Umé smiled and fled
home.

The Rishi met the mountain-king and queen.
He told them his message ; he told them all that
had happened in the celestial region ; he told them
that their Um+ was no other than Sa#: herself,
the great goddess of Aailiska, born again to be
joined with her husband. We need not say that
the king and the quecn were too glad to give
their consent to the happy nuptials. Old Nirada
returned to heaven with joy playing on his face.

But the difficulty was not there ;—the Devas
knew not what to do to rouse up Siva from his
Yoga-sleep. “Oh, king,’ suggested one, “ Take
Madan with you. There is none in the universe
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who can withstand the arrows of Love ? Surely
Shiva’s Yoga will be broken, and Ndrada will
be able to propose to him the marriage.”

The suggestion was adopted and every arrange-~
ment was made. The Devas went towards Kuai-
lisha and Nirada promised to join them there.

On the heights of the hoary Kailasha'sat Siva
in his geat Foga-sleep. Calmness reigned all
over the place,—the sway of solitude having ex-
tended far and wide. Not a sound, not the least
noise could venture to disturb the awful peace of
the place; the wind had ceased to breathe where
the great Destroyer sat in meditation.

The Devas silently and slowly assembled at
the foot of the snowy heights. Jadara was put
forward. He advanced trembling from head to
foot. But he soon gathered courage, took up his
bow and sent up an arrow. It did its work : the
great Shiva was moved; he slowly opened his
eyes and looked around. He saw the god of
Love, slinking away from his sight. Uncontroll-
able anger welled up in ‘his bosom, and his fore-
head emitted forth destructive fire. Soon the
poor god of love was overwhelmed with its deadly
flames. Oh, how piteously he cried for help | how
he appealed to the Devas to save him from Stva’s
anger | DBut all was in vain.
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But the Yoga-sleep of the great deity was des-
troyed. He rose from his seat and moved towards
his home. At this opportune moment, when the
wound made by Love was yet fresh in his heart,
Nirada greeted him and proposed the marriage.
He told the great Sk/va how badly the universe
was faring by his inactivity and Yoga, how it had
become urgently necessary for him to marry and
settle down, and how his wife had again taken
birth as a daughter of king Aimdilaya.

Shiva gave his consent, and Ndrada hastened
to the Devas to communicate to them the welcome
news, There was great joy amongst celestials ;
they all hastened from all quarters to be
present at the wedding. It was solemnized in
due form, Brahma himself acting as the high
priest.

A son was born of this marriage, and he was
named Kdrtikeya. When he grew up, he was
elected as the general of the heavenly hosts. Under
him the Devas received back their old courage and
energy ; and under his flag they rallied round, and
hoped to regain their lost kingdom.

Kdértikeya led the Devas to the gates of heaven

and challenged the Danavas to battle. Another
great war broke out and lasted for years, till at last
the great 7draka was killed and thz Daravas were
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hopelessly defeated. They were driven out of the
celestial kingdom, and heaven was regained.

[4]

TIME went on, and there was no disturbance in
the celestial region. But the struggle of elements
could never cease ; the deadly feud between the
Devas and the Dinavas could never end in peace
and amity. A decade passed when two very
powerful Dinavas were born, who gathered round
them all the minor chiefs and began to disturb the
peace of heaven. King Sumébsra and his brother
Nisumbha gradually grew very powerful and ex=
tended their sway far and wide over the universe.
They once attacked the Devas, defeated and routed
them in battle, and made their position most uncom-
fortable and untenable in the celestial region. They
were far more powerful than 7éraka ; in fact, the
great Siva had honoured them by bestowing his
great spirit upon them which made them, on the
one hand, thoroughly invincible and irresistible, and,
on the other, the very incarnations of destruction
and evil. They possessed a General, as great as
themselves, in the Ddnave Raktavija who had
secured from Stva the boon of having a Raktavija
at each drop of his blood. Thus he was more than
immortal. The Devas are not killed, but the General
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of king Sumbha, if wounded, would produce a host
of Ruktavijas, as powerful as the original one. The
Devas lost heart and gradually began to {ly from
their kingdom. /ndra hastened to Bruhma, but he
said that he really did not know what to do. He
hastened to Viskhnu and asked permission to resign
his throne and sceptre of heaven, if he did not
protect him and the Devas from the oppressions
of Sumbha aad Nisumbha. *‘Indra,”’ said Vishau,
the Preserver, “Twice have I pointed to you the way
of defeating the Dinavas. But really I do not know
what to say now. As far as I can see, Sumbia and
Nisumbha can not be killed, unless the great Des-
troyer does it himself. None can help you at this
crisis except the Lord or the Lady of the Kai/dsha.”

Who could dare go to the God of Destruction ?
Inidra appeared before Durgd, the Lady of Kailisha.
She was moved by the piteous appeals of the gods
and the goddesses. Finding no other way to check
the oppressing and destroying power of the D4nava-
kings, she agreed to go and fight with them. “My
children,” said she, “Go back to your heaven;
remain at ease; for the good of the world I shall
go and kill these two Danava-kings.”

She appeared as a very beautiful damsel in the
pleasure-garden of the Dinava chief. Her exception-
al beauty was more than what could be described
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her fascinating charm and her youthful loveliness
filled the place with a sort of majesty and
grandeur.

The report of her arrival soon reached the
Dinava-king. Great Sumblra grew mad to possess
lier ; he immediately sent messengers to her, offer-
ing her his throne and kingdom. But she was
not what they took her to be.

“Oh, beautiful lady, said the messenger, ‘who
art thou that hast graced our royal garden 2’ The
great goddess smiled and replied, “I am his who
admires and adores me.”” “Then, Oh Lady,” said
the messenger, “Come to our king. I have been
sent by him. He asks you to be his queen.” “Go
and tell him,” said she, “I am only to be had by
force. He, who defeats me in battle, possesses me
in peace.”

When her bold words were reported to the
king, he smiled and took them for a joke. DBut in
order to humour her, he ordered one of his great
generals to go to her and escort her to the royal
palace. But she challenged him to battle; the
poor general was forced to fight, and was killed.

King Sumbha was really astonished to learn
that this general had been killed by a woman. He
was not to be trifled with ; he immediately ordered
another of his generals to go with his army and
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bring the damsel to the royal court. But thera
was a great battle, and the general perished with
all his army.

The king was really alarmed ; he sent for his
Commander-in-chief, Raktavija, and asked him
to see what the matter was. The great Ddnava
went out with all his soldiers and found the god-
dess quietly sitting, after destroying the Dinava
army. He tried to induce her to come with him
without further ado; but she declined and
challenged him to battle. * Shame on me,” said
Raktavyja, “1f 1 fight with a woman.” ¢« But,”
replied she, “Try the game. I am more than a
woman.”

At last Raktavija was forced to fight, and a
terrible battle raged from morning to night. The
Great Goddess fought, as the great Spirit of Des-
truction could possibly fight. DBut, alas, all her
efforts were fruitless, for she could not kill Rakta-
vija ;—in her efforts to kill him, she created innu~
merable Raktavijas to fight with her.

She at last appeared in her great XKd4/i-form,
She divided herself into innumerable XKd4/is; and
all those XK#/is began to fight with great fury,
some killing the D4navas, and some drinking -up
their blood. Thus no more blood was dropped and
no more Raktavija was created. By the evening
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the whole Dinava-army, with its great General,
perished ; and the Goddess, having withdrawn
her forces, changed herself again into a beautiful
damsel.

We need not say, the Dinava-king was much
alarmed and much grieved by the sad fate of his
great General. He gathered round him the rest of
his great army and sallied forth to fight with the
fell woman, who had suddenly appeared in his
kingdom. We need not try to describe this battle
—a battle the equal of which had never occurred,
and which the greatest of poets had failed ade-
quately to describe. Suffice it to say that, when the
great Sumbha saw the fall of his beloved brother
he became ten times more furious. From morning
to evening, there was awful carnage and still there
was not the least chance of success on the side of
the goddess. Success be apart,—the Danava-king
suddenly caught hold of the flowing, black hairs of
the Great Goddess in the heat of the action; hea
raised her up and whirled her round by the head.
She was defeated, she was mercilessly whirled, and
she hardly had time to breathe, or to cry for help.
Then she silently prayed for the protection and
help of his great husband Sive, who soon came
to her rescue. He immediately withdrew from the
Dénava-king the spirit with which he blessed him.
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The Great Dinava suddenly found himself as weak
as a child, and was soon killed.

There was great joy amongst the Devas, and
they lived happily in their kingdom.

But she grew mad,—she was furious as Fury
herself; she was terrible as terror. She destroyed
the Dinava-king and his wicked army, she des-
troyed his kingdom and exterminated all that
belonged to that terrible race. But she was not
satisfied. The spirit of destruction had possessed
her ; she began to destroy the universe.

Then Siva came to stop her mad career. He
lay down in the way by which she was rushing
onward. She did not see him; she did sece
nothing. She rushed forward in her mad fury and
placed her foot on the breast of her own dear
husband. She looked down,—she feit the direst
shame for her act,—she stopped and did not know
what to do. Sive smiled and asked her to go
with him to their Kae//dska, which was dark and
sad in her absence. She re-assumed her beautiful
and majestic shape. and went with her beloved
husband to their happy home.

But she was not a heroine of destruction alone ;
she was the protecting angel of all the weak and
the good. She went to exterminate the Dinavas
in order to protect the Devas. When in the great
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war, after ten years’ struggle, Rima could not
rescue his wife from the clutches of the Rikshusa
king, he worshipped the goddess on the shore
of the Dblue ocean, and prayed to her to come
and protect him and his wife from the oppression
of the wicked Rakshasa. The ever merciful, the
ever protecting, the ever glorious Goddess at once
came to his help. And thenceforth the arms of
Rima became invincible; thenceforth victory
smiled upon him, and the wicked Rdivana was
killed with his sinful family and race.

The happy home on the snowy Kailisha was
soon filled with the merry laughs of children.
Two sons and two daughters were born,—Ganesha
was the great god of auspiciousness, Kdrtiteva
was the generalissimo of the celestial forces;
beautiful Lakshmi was the goddess of wealth,
and accomplished Sarasvazi was the goddess of
learning. It is impossible for us to describe the
domestic felicity and celestial bliss that pervaded
through this family ! Poets after poets and sages
after sages tried to paint the glory and happiness
of Kailisha, and were all of opinion that they
could not make the nearest approach to a true
and real description of the happy family. The
Hindu Sdstras are full of graphic descriptions of
the career and character of Saz/,—they are read
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by thousands and sung in every village-home.
The Hindu breathes in the spirit of the Kailisra
and the Hindu wife lives in Sa#.

Thus we find she is a goddess of mercy, of
benevolence, of kindness,—nay, of every good
quality on which humanity stands. She is the
best model to follow for humanity ; she is the
grandest examplar of woman-hood; she is the
greatest and the best heroine that the world has
ever produced—nay, she is ¢4e Goddess, who is the
source, who is the protectress, who is the final
rest, of this visible universe.



THE HEROINES OF IND.

A GROUP FROM THE PAST.
(1]

LET us go back the ever-flowing stream of Time,

and see some of the great heroines that were
born to cast a halo around humanity, They were
women that attained the highest glory of woman-
hood ; they were angels that left foot-prints on the
sands of time. Time has done its work ; we know
them only by name. Their works,all but destroy-
ed, live amongst us in fragments and in parts, as so
many ruins of a magnificent structure.

Four thousand years ago, when humanity was
in its childhood,—when Europe, Asia, America and
Africa were in darkness of ignorance,—when men
lived, like wild animals, in the recesses of forests,
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living on birds and beasts,—when there was no
education, no civilization, no religion on the face of
the earth,—a race of men lived on the banks of the
five rivers, the modern Province of the Punjab.
They 10se above all other races of mankind in
education and civilisation. When people were too
ignorant to know what this world really is, when
they used to gaze in mute wonder at the magni-
ficent panoramna of Nature, and to fall into a state
of great terror on seeing the wild fury, the ever-
merciful Providence declared himself through the
lips of those men and women, who lived in the
land of the five rivers.

They were far above the other races; and com-
posed and sang some verses,—full of the Spirit of
God, His mercy and His unknowable power. They
sang,—* Whom should we worship and adore but
Him whose prowess the snow-clad mountains de-
clare, and whose glory the blue ocean and beautiful
rivers sing ?”’

Again,—

“ He is One, although He bears: the name of
many gods. There is only Ore, who lived and.
breathed without the help of air, supported by
Himself.”

- These songs, that are known by the name of the
Védas, are the father of all religions. They are
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the first light that dawned on earth ; they are the
first Spirit of God that fell on mankind. Some of
those glorious songs were composed by women,—
Can we not call them the angels of humanity ?

One of them is Vishyavard ; and she was the
author of the second song of the s5th Chapter of
the Rig-Veda, which contains twenty-eight mcst
beautiful stanzas.

Another is Vd#; she was the daughter of Rishi
Ambhirana and the author of the hundred and
twenty-fifth song in the 10th Chapter of the Rig-
Veda. The stanzas contain the highest ideal of
the conception of God. The great commentators
of these songs have said that, they are the basis of
the Védinta Philosophy. She lived the life of an
ascetic and passed her days in prayers and medita-
tions.

Another is Lopi-mudri ; she was the author of
the seventy ninth song of the Rig-Veda, containing
two most excellent stanzas. She was the daughter
of the king of Vidurédha and the wife of the great
Rishi, Agastya. Though she was a princess, born
and bred in luxury, she lived with her husband as
an ascetic and followed him as a shadow.

There are many more whom we need not men-
tion; but these were the women who have left
behind them glorious examples of wopanhood in
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all its phases,—as a mother, as a daughter, asa
sister, as a wife, and as a presiding angel of a happy
home. Their lives had been recited by the sages
of old,—their examples have been followed by
women of later days; their words still vibrate
through the literature of every race.

Lt21]

The people, that lived on the banks of the five
rivers, gradually rose to a very high standard of
civilisation. Grand and magnificent systems ot
philosophy were promulgated; beneficent laws
were laid down; and a religion was preached,
which was the grandest and sublimest.

As in the Vedic age, they were still proud of
their women. Maitreyi, the wife of the great
sage, Ydynavalkya, was a woman of extraordinary
intellect and erudition. He had another wife,
named Kitydyani,—but she used to look after the
house and was loved by AMaitreyi as her own
sister.

When the sage expressed his wish to retire from
the world, and to pass his life in a forest, his wives
were asked to divide, amongst themselves, all his
properties. “My [lord,” said Maitrey:, “Can all
the riches of the world give immortality ?” ¢ No,
Maitreyi™ said the Rishi, “that they cannot.”
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“Then my Lord,” replied she, “What would we do
with wealth that you want to give us ?” Then she
went on discussing with her husband many abstruse
problems of mental and moral philosophy and the
unknowable things of the universe. Her discourse
with ber husband is still read with wonder by the
great scholars all over the civilised world.

But there was a greater woman than Maitreyi.
When Yijnavalkya rose above all other sages, on
account of his deep learning and unequalled devo-
tion, he had to bow down his head before a woman,
Her name was Gdrgi. What could be more lamen-
table than the fact that we know nothing of her,
except that she was the daughter of Rish:i
Bachukun. She was the author of a philosophical
treatise and figured as the great antagonist of
Ydjnavalkya in the court of king Fanaka.

Fanaka was the king of Mithili; he was not
only powerful in arms and statesmanship, but he
was a great scholar in philosophy and theology.
Even great Rishis used to repair to his court
to learn from him many things which they did
not know. Once king Fanaka solemnised a great
Yajna and invited all the sages from all parts
of the country to honour the ceremony by their
gracious presence. He brought one thousand cows
with ten gold mokars tied to the horns of each,
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and placed them at the gate of the Vajna hall. He
then said that, he, who was the greatest believer in
God among them all, was at perfect liberty to take
them away. None rose, all sat silent, till Yana-
valkya asked one of his pupils to remove the cows.
All other Brihmanas took offence at this, and were
much displeased to see the insolence of Y.ijnavalkya,
—but none dared question his conduct. At last, a
woman rose from a corner of the assembly, and
all eyes were directed upon her. She was Gargi.
“ Yijnavalkva,” said she, “ Are you the greatest
believer in God amongst us all 7 Then she went
on questioning him, and there ensued a grand discus-
sion between the two. We still possess this great
debate,—but nothing else of the great Girg:.

(3]

Devahuti was the daughter of Manu, the great
Hindu Law-giver. Manx was a very powerful
king, but his most favourite daughter Dewvahuti
selected for her husband a poor #isA: of the forest.
His name was Karddama; he was a man well-
versed in various branches of learning and un-
matched in asceticism and devotion. But for the
sake of the Princess, and for her great love towards
him, he agreed to marry her, and the ceremony
was solemnised in due form., She left her father's
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palace and went away with her husband to his
cottage, which was situated in a deep forest.

Perhaps she married him for his great learning,
for from her childhood she was fond of study.
When she grew up, her thirst for learning in-
creased and she resolved to try the path of as-
ceticism and to penetrate into the great mystery
of the universe. Had she remained a princess,
she might have the advantages of tution from all
the great sages of the age, but she would have very
had little chance of knowing Him, to which she
aspired. Here in the forest with her husband, she
got the best opportunity. She assiduously engaged
herself in studying all that was worth studying,
and practising all that gave her an idea of the
great Source of this Universe.

We need not say how great she became. She
gave birth to a son, who was virtually the father
of all philosophies,—for before him philosophy
was unknown to mind. The name of this son is
Kapila, the author of the celebrated Sinkiya
Philosophy,—a Philosophy, which, for the first time
in this world, tried to analyse the human mind, to
find out the causes of its pleasure and pain, and
to point out the means of removing misery and of
securing eternal bliss. Devahuti made Kapila what
Kagpila was ; she taught him, when he was a clild,
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things that opened before him a magnificent vista,
through which he saw the salvation of humanity.
When Kupila grew up, he plodded through the
path pointed out by his great mother, and at last
found out the means of making mankind happy. It
was about three thousand years ago that Devakuti,
as an angel from heaven, laid down, through her
son, on the plains of India, a foundation on which
a magnificent structure of philosophy was after-
wards raised.

A few hundred years after, another great woman
gave birth to a son as great and good as Kapila
was. Her name was Vishistd ; she was the mother
of the great Hindu preacher and reformer, Sankard-
chiryas. In the year of Christ 788, at Ckhidam.
baram in the Deccan, Sankara was born. He lost
his father in his childhood and was indebted to
his mother for all that he learnt and did. Hardly
had he attained his sixteenth year, when he became
a great scholar and wrote commentaries on many
philosophical works. His great learning and erudition
were unequalled by any man, before or after him,
He brought the Védznta Philosophy to the greatest
prominence, and it was he, who gave back life to
the dying Hinduism. When he was bom, India
was converted into Buddhism ;—Hinduism was no-
where to be found,—Hindu Theology was no better
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than dead. But it was S’zntara, who gave fire to
the Hindu Theology and life to the Hindu Reli-
gion. He cleared Buddhism off the face of India.
And from the snow-clad Himalayas to the dark
blue ocean, his preachings rose above the din of
contending factions.

At his sixteenth year S’ankara became an
ascetic and went forth on his grand mission. After
sixteen years, he returned to his dying mother and
told her what he had been able to do. What else
could make the dying moments of a mother more
pleasant! She made S’anéara what he was; and
what could be more pleasant to her than his suc-
cess !

[4]

We shall now mention another, who is respec-
ted all over the world. Her name was Li/dvati ;.
she was the daughter of the great mathematician
of ancient India, Bkidskardchirya. He wrote a
book on Mathematics, and named it after his be-
Joved daughter. It is supposed that Bidstara
was born in 1115 A.D.

Lildvati was a widow. Her great father knew
through the vast knowledge that he possessed of
astrology that, his daughter, if married at a certain
time, would surely lose her husband. He deter-
mined not to give her away at that fatal moment,
‘ 2
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To know the exact time he placed a 7Thaméi* on a
pot of water. It was to be filled with water through
a very fine aperture, which was at the bottom of
it, but as destiny would have it, the great man’s
attempt to avert it became futile. When Lildvati
looked at it to see how the water was coming up,
a small pearl fell into it from an ornament on her
hair. It stopped the opening, and none noticed it.
When it was the time to examine the 7khamé:, it
was not filled ; the reason was soon detected, and
the pearl was found out. Li/évazi was, however,
married, and soon after she became a widow.

She then devoted herself to the study of Mathe-
matics under her father. Her father's great book,
Lildvati, which was addressed to her, shows what
great mastery she acquired over this difficult
science. It is said that she could tell the number
of leaves of a tree by mathematical calculations.
She passed her life in study, and Mathematics was
the God of her worship and adoration.

We shall mention another ; her name was B44-
numati. As Lildvati was -great in Mathematics,
—s0 Bhinumati was great in magic. She was
the wife of Bhoj Raja,—a chieftain who ruled in
Behar. It is a pity that we do not know much

** It was an instrumsnt that served the purpose of a clock,
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of her, except some ancedotes on which no re-
liance can be placed. 3koja (¢dja flourished about
two thousand years ago; Bhdnumati popularised
magic at a time when all the world was in dark-
ness ; but still in every village and in every town
where a magician is to be found, her memory is
adored and worshipped with reverence and awe.
No Indian magician would begin his show without
a prayer for her blessings.
(51

The name of K’%a2nzi is known as the greatest
of all astrologers, though she was but a woman.
She rose over all other astrologers of her age. Her
verses are very popular and well-known to all.

But who is this K'4ané 7 No body knows who
her parents were. It is said that she was brought
up by some Non-Aryan people, the Rdkskasas, and
was taught astrology, in which they were great
adepts. In fact at the early period of Aryan civi-
lisation the Xiskis were far behind in astrology than
the Non-Aryan people of whom they kept aloof.

Khanéd was an extraordinary genius; her
memory was unmatched, and her intelligence was
ever to be envied. She did not while away her time
in playing ; she assiduously studied astrology from
her foster-father and soon became an adept in it.

There was another Aryan boy amongst the
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Non-Aryans and he lived in the same village in
which Khani lived. He was called Mihir, and
was a great favourite of all the Rdkshasas. He too
learnt astrology and became a great astrologer.

Now this boy was picked up by the Rdkskasas.
One day, some of their women went to bathe and
found a pot flowing down the river. Their atten-
tion was drawn to it by the cries of a child. They
caught hold of the pot and brought it on the bank.
They found in it a very beautiful boy, only a few
days old. They took up the child and brought
it home. Since then Mikir became one of the
Rékshasa boys and grew up under the fostering
care of the women, who found him in the river.
When Khand and Mikir both grew up to
marriageable age, they were married.

But although we cannot trace the parentage
ot Khand, we know whose son Mikir was. He
was the son of Vardika, one of the nine great
scholars, who were attached to the court of Vikra-
maiditya, the most celebrated king of ancient
India. Astrology was the forte of Vardka, and
when a son was born to him, he sat down to
calculate the length of his life. He found that
it was only ten years.* When he found it, it pained

* It was a2 mistake of his, it was not ten, but one hundred.
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him very much,~—but he thought, it would be best
to remove the child now, than to bring him up
and to see him die when he would be ten years
old. He put the child into an earthern pot and
let it float down the river. We know how the
child was found and brought up.

After marriage Khani and Mihir wished to
come amongst their own people. They got per-
mission from their Rikshasa friends and started
towards 'the Aryan country. A woman was des-
patched with them with books on astrology. She
was instructed to deliver them the books on
coming to the ;border of the R.i4shasa land, if she
found that they were not adepts in it and still
required to study it ;—if otherwise, she was to
bring the books back,

On coming to the frontier, the woman saw a
cow in labour-pain. “AMih:r,” asked she, “tell me
of what colour the calf of this cow will be
“Surely white,” replied Miki». But soon the cow
gave birth to a black ealf. “Well,” said.the
woman, “you can take these books with you.
You have still much to learn” Thus saying, she
went away.

Mihir was very sorry to find that, after so many
years' hard labour he could not do an easy cal-
culation. “Well,” cried he, “if so many years’
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labour could not make me an astrologer, what
these books could do? He took up the books
and flung them into the river. Khani was at a
distance, but when she saw the mad act of her
husband, she ran towards the river;—but she
could save but two out of the three books; one
was lost for ever.*

They arrived at a place where Raja Vikramidi-
tya came on a hunting excursion. Akhani and
Mikir knowing him to be a great patron of learn-
ing, appeared before him. Finding them great
adepts in astrology, the king took them with him
and brought them to his capital. He asked Varika
to take charge of them and to keep them com-
fortably in his bouse. Then the old Pundit found
that Jfi4<r was none else than his own dear son.
How happy he and his wife were to get back their
son and with him a daughter-in-law as good,
handsome, and learned as any could wish for !

Thus they passed their life very happily for a
year. Afihir was soon recognized as a great
astrologer and was much honoured by the king.
Khani was a greater adept in that mysterious
science ; what her husband, or her father-in-law

* Tt is said the work on the occurrences of sub-terrestxfial
pbenomena such as, earth quakes etc. was thus destroyed, ' .
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could not calculate, she used to do for them.
Thus her name spread all over the country and at
last reached the ear of the king.

One day, Raja Vikramaiditya asked [arikha
to tell him the total number of stars. He took
one day’s time to answer the great king’s query.
And though he laboured hard, he could do nothing
of it. It was impossible to say what was the
number of the stars. He was very morose and
melancholy. Alas, at last his great fame and
prestige would be gone for ever !

Khana asked him the cause of his uneasiness,
and when told so she smiled and said, “Father,
you need not be anxious for it. I shall calculate
and find it out.” Soshe did. The next morning
Varika surprised the whole court by telling the
king the exact number of stars. The king did not
believe that it was his work ; he pressed him to
give out the name of the real calculator. The
Pundit was obliged to say, “My Liege, it was done
by my daughter-in-law.” The king expressed his
greatest satisfaction and ordered that K'4axdé would
be the tenth jewel of his royal court.

Varéha was thunder-struck. How could his
daughter be brought to the court! She wasa
woman and a2 married woman,—she would be an
eutcast, if she would come to the court. Death
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was preferrable to such indignity and disgrace!
He came to his house resolving to cut off the
tongue ot Kkani—the tongue that had brought
ruin upon his family. He asked his son 4/:4i» to
do it;—both the husband and the wife knew
through their knowledge of astrology that such
would be her fate. Akani widened her mouth
with her usual lovely smiles and 47:4:r cut off her
tongue. She died a few hours after as happy as
ever.



RANI SANJUCTA.

(1]

AYA Chandra was the king of Kanayj in the pro-

vince of Oudh, when the fearful king Muham-
mad Ghori invaded India. Beautiful and accom-
plished Sanjucts was his daughter,—she was the
Princess Royal of Kényakuvja. She was the most
handsome, most accomplished, and most admired
of all the princesses of India ; and many a prince
from far and near sighed to secure her hands. But
Faya Chandra intended to hold a Svayamvara and
to invite all the chiefs and potentates to come to
the assembly, so that according to the custom of
yore his beloved daughter might make her own
choice of a husband. He held a great Rdjasuya
Fagma, in which he asked the neighbouring kings
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and potentates to appear and to pay him homage.
Fayd Chandra was a mighty ruler ; he was feared
by all and respected by the warriors. All came
except £rithvirdj, the king of Delhi. Faya Chandra
took mortal offence at this ; he had an effigy of the
proud king made and placed at the door of the
assembly room, where he had it dressed in the
garb of a menial.

In this assembly room the Princess was asked
to appear and make her choice of a husband.
Princess Sanjucti appeared in the assembly of
princes,—a beautiful garland was round her neck,
and glittering in gold and purple she was smiling
her ever sweet smile. All was silent and expectant,
—even the drop of a pin might be heard through
the length and breadth of that large assembly.
She stood like a queen in that great conclave of
royal princes and ruling heads ; she surveyed them
all. She moved on and passed by all the royal
princes, one after another, till she came to the
door of the room where stood the effigy of the
great Prithvirdj. She did not look back ; she did
not care to know what the assembly said or did. She
took up the garland from her neck and placed it
round that of the mud-effigy of the king of Delhi.
There was a geat uproar all over the place ; king
Faya Chandr. grew mad with anger ; the insult was
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too much to be endured ; it sent him to the highest
pitch of fury. He ordered his ministers to send
the girl at once to prison and keep her there, till she
would repent for her insolence and folly. She was
instantly seized and removed ; the assembled chiefs
and potentates went away to their own countries.

The news reached Delhi. King Prithvirdij was
informed of what had happended at Aanax; and
what the royal princess had done and what punish-
ment she had received for her bold behaviour. As
soon as he heard all this, he immediately ordered
his army to be ready in order to march towards
the kingdom of Faya Chandra. He came;—Faya
Chandra went out ; there was a great battle, in
which the king of Kanau; was defeated and his
capital was taken. The Princess was brought out
of the dungeon and taken away to Delhi ; Prithvi-
rdj married her in all pomp and grandeur.

Faya Chandra dared not go to war with the
king of Delhi. He forgot not the insult and burnt
with ever-lasting vengeance. Soon after this sad
family-broil, the dread king of the Musulmans,
Muhammad came to India, and moved on and on
like an all-destroying tornado, scattering ruin
and havoc all around. The temples were pulled
down, the gods and goddesses were destroyed, the

villages were looted and burnt, poor women in
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hundreds were taken prisoners and were given
to lustful soldiers to be made ever-lasting slaves.
Dishonour and death danced in demoniac merri-
ment over the land through which Muhammad and
his hordes passed. There was no time to lose,—
any how these monsters must be punished and sent
back to their mountain homes. King Prithviris
called all the chiefs and potentates of India to
arms to defend the honour of their women, the
sanctity of their temples and liberty of their coun-
try. All hastened towards Detlhi to join his stand-
ard, except Faya Chandra, who kept himself aloof,
sullen and revengeful, forgetting all that is good
and noble in human heart. But to his credit it
must be said that he had the sufficient sense of self-
honour to stand aloof and not to join the enemy.

There was a great battle fought between the
Hindus and the Mahomedans on the plains of
Tirauri. Muhammad and his army were defeated,
‘Musulmans were cut down in hundreds and the
'Ghori king barely escaped with his life.

(2]

But this was too much for Faya Chandra to
endure. All success of Prithvirdj was gall and
“worm-wood to him. He could suffer and endure
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all, except the glory of his arch-enemy. Revenge
hurled him down to the lowest abyss of sin and
enmity ; it made him commit most foul and shame-
ful deeds. He sent an emissary to the kingdom
of Muhammad and invited him to come again to
India. He promised him help; he declared his
intention of openly joining him. He asked his
emissary to inform him that he had broken the
coalition of the chiefs, and Prithvir4; had been
left to fight his battle alone. The Musulman king
soon again collected a great army and hastened
towards Delhi. Fays Chandra marched with joy
and pride ; for at last the great ambition of his life
was going to be crowned with success.

Faya Chandra did not stop by simply calling
in the greatest enemy of India in order to suffer
the country to be looted and dishonoured, he
applied all his intelligence and diplomacy to
engender internal dissensions amongst the ruling
chiefs. Thus #rithvird; found himself forgotten by
all his brother-kings,—all kept aloof and left him
to fight his own battle ; miscreant Faya Chandra
openly joined the enemy and marched with his
army to welcome him.

- He had encamped his army on the banks of
‘the Yumuna and was daily expecting the approach
“of the Mahomedan hordes. He was alone in his
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tent dreaming of the joy that would accrue from
the defeat of Pr:thvird;. Oh, nothing like enjoy-
ing the sweets of revenge! A soldier came and
saluted him saying “ Maharjj, a young soldier from
the enemy’s camp prays to have an interview.”
“A young soldier!” mused the king, “Ah! a
young soldier from the enemy’s camp ! What does
he want ?”  An ambassador,” replied the soldier,
and he added, “ therefore we have allowed him to
pass through our ranks and I have brought him
to your Majesty’s camp.” ¢ Bring him here ; no,—
you better wait outside and send him here,” said
the king and rose to take his sword.

A soldier came; he saluted him and fell on
his knees. “What do you want ?” asked ¥aya-
chandra in astonishment. “ Father,” said Sanjuctd
in disguise, “I have come to pray for your blessings.
I am going to fight for my country, and I must meet
the enemy with your blessings, for without paternal
blessings my success will not be assured.” Faya-
chandra stood like a statue for five minutes; then
he tried to say something, but he stopped and
looked at his daughter intently for five minutes
more. Then he said, “ You are the cause of all
this! Go away, it is too late.” ¢ Father, father,
dear father,” cried the princess and clapsed the
feet of the king with her arms, “ Do kindly look
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to your country,—look to the poor and helpless
women that will be dishonoured, to the gods and
goddesses that will be demolished, to the holy
temples that will be defiled,—to the.” “ Stop girl,”
said the king, “ go away. It is too late.”” “ Will all
my prayers be in vain!” said the Princess and
rose from her suppliant posture. She turned to-
wards her father like an enraged lioness and said,
“You have to murder your own daughter before
you can bring shame and disgrace to the departed
manes of our illustrious race. Shame, father,
shame ! Oh, you join the Musalmans, and sell your
country to them !

Faya Chandra quickly left the tent and passed
orders that the soldier, that had come to see him,
should be taken care of, so that he might safely
reach his own camp. Then he took a horse and
rode away to the direction of the Mohamedan
camp. Sanjuctd waited for a quarter of an hour
and then came out and searched for her father.
But he was not to be found. Then she quietly
passed through the camp and returned to her
husbund.

Prithvirij knew that there was no chance of
success this time. Semjuctd knew it too. The
husband and wife met and bade each other a loving
farewell. She went away to Delhi to save the
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honour of the women and Prithvird; remained
in the battle-field to see that his men might
not disgrace themselves. “ My dear wife,” said
the king, “rest assured, I shall not disgrace myself
by leaving the field till I am alive, and I am sure
each and every one of my soldiers will do the
same,” ¢ Dear husband,” replied the queen, “that
is why I leave you. If I do not go back to Delhi,
they will not be able to save themselves ;—poor
things,—they will be confused and terror-stricken.
But rest assured, when my father with his
friends reaches Detlhi, they will not find a living
woman in the city.”

[3]

Some months passed before the hostile armies
met in a deadly combat. Bcth parties were
unwilling to begin the hostilities. They were so
strong that both parties were afraid of each other,
and looked at each other defiantly from a safe dis-
tance. Prithvirdj passively waited the attack and
his enemies took some months to get themselves
ready to attack him. And all these long mouths,
there in Delhi lived Sanjuctd only on water and
bread, observing the strictest asceticism. Her noble
example was followed by all the women of the city ;
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they were all ready to die at a moment's notice.
From the queen down to a beggar woman, they
all prayed day and night for the victory,—prayed
to their gods and goddesses to save their country’s
liberty and to protect their beloved idols and
temples.

At last the battle was faught. Asit was ex-
pected the whole Hindu army was totally annihilat-
ed; none surrendered, none asked for grace ;
each and every one of them faught till he was
dead. The dead body of the king was found un-
derneath a heap of those of his faithful retainers,—
all covered with innumerable wounds. A complete
victory was gained by Muhamad Ghori, and he
congratulated ¥aya Chandra on his unexpected
good fortune. But somehow /Jayva Chandra was
disappointed ; he thought he would be very happy
by the fall of his great enemy, but now when it
did happen, he became very very miserable.

They buried and burnt their dead and marched
towards Delhi. When they reached the fallen city,
they found a big funeral pyre smouldering down
in front of the Palace. All was at an end. San-
juctd had entered the burning pyre asa queen
enters her royal court. She had been followed by
the ladies of the royal household ; all the women
of the city had followed her noble example. The

T 4
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men of Delhi had fallen in the field of battle tor
defend the liberty of their country, and the women
had fallen into the pyre,—to save their honour.

Faya Chandra felt the bitterest pangs of re-
morse ; but alas, it was too late. He soon gathered
his men and marched away to his kingdom. And
readers of history know that the very next year
his kingdom was invaded by his so-called friend,
Muhamad Ghori ;—he was defeated and beheaded,
and his kingdom was annexed to the Mahomedan
Empire of Delhi.



PADMINTI.

(1]

IN the beginning of the r2th century the kingdom
of Mewer was the most.powerful sovereignty in
India. Chitor, its capital, was the most impor-
tant city inthe historic land of Rajputana. It
‘was the centre of all heroism, all civilisation, all
that was grand, sublime and beautiful. - At the
time of which we are speaking, Maharana Laksh-
man Sing was the ruling sovereign,—but he was
a minor ; consequently the government was vested
in his uncle Bhima Sing. None was' so great in
arms or in council ; never was the Mewer king-
dom so benignly ruled ;—there was peace and
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contentment all over the kingdom and Bhima
Sing was loved, admired and adored.

But sooner than it was expected, the peace and
happiness of the people of Mewer came to an end.
The terrible king of the Moslems, Allauddin was
over-running the whole of Northern India. He was
looting cities and towns, demolishing temples and
shrines and massacring the old and the young. In
his destructive mood he came near the great
Mewer kingdom. He found it defended by a
most heroic and powerful race. He was rather
unwilling to risk his reputation by invading
such a powerful kingdom ;—he was at the point
of turning the course of his stupendous army to
some other direction, when he heard of the un-
common, unsurpassed and unmatched beauty of
Pudmini, the wife of the regent, Bhima Sing. Lust
and avarice were his ruling passions ; he stopped
and encamped. He first tried secretly ;—he sznt
spies into the city, and bribed women of bad
characters to negotiate with the Rani, but he
was very much mistaken in his estimation of
Pudmini, who was a woman far above his
conception and moral ideas. Failing in this, he
marched out with his great army and laid siege to
the great city of Ckitor. He met iwith a hot re-

- ception ; arms met with arms ; the heroic sons of
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Mewer were as firm as the rocks on which their
castle stood. There were hard fightings ;—there
were night attacks and day skirmishes,—Rajputs
were resolved upon death or victory,—Moselms,
on the other hand, were determined to conquer the
country. Allauddin had taken a solemn vow that
he would secure Padmini, or die in the rocky
lands of Rajputana.

Days after days passed, months after months
rolled away,—still Chitor stood the seige of the
great Moslem forces; but the number of the
defenders got thinner and thinner every day,—the
Moslem won the day by their numerical strength.
Bhima Sing defended Ckitor to the last, but he
could no longer retain her, for a very large number
of his soldiers had been killed or wounded. He
was at last obliged to negotiate with the Moslem
invader; he asked for peace and oflered gold to
buy it. It pained him,—death was preferred to
such humility,—but noble Bhima Sing submitted to
all this for the sake of his dear and beloved
subjects. But, alas, the monster of iniquity, cruel
and lustful Allauddin rejected all offers. He sent
words that there was but one means by which
the Rajputs could get peace and it was to deliver
up Pludmini to his lust. The Rajputs in a body
rejected this most insulting proposal and resolved
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to fight to the last. So fightings were renewed
and the seige continued.

About a year and a half passed, still Allauddin
.could not take possession of the Rajput capital;
still the Rajputs withstood the attacks of his vast
hordes as a rock withstands the continual dashing
of waves of a tempestuous ocean. The great
Moslem invader grew tired of fighting,—he became
half-willing to let the Rajputs and their Ciitor
.alone,—but he could not honourably retire without
once more trying to get possession of ’admini.
He offered peace ; he sent messengers to Bhima
Sing to propose that, if he could only once allow
Allauddin to see his wife, he could very gladly
make peace with the Rajputs and retire with his
army. The Rajputs were at the last strait;
they held a council of war, and it was finally
.decided that if the Moslem would agree to see the
reflection of the Rani on a looking-glass, there was
no harm to allow him to do it, but he must come
into the fort with only a few retainers. Allauddin
agreed, a day was fixed, and all fightings ceased.
At the appointed day and time Allauddin came and
saw Padmini in a looking-glass. He expressed
his greatest satisfaction, made many apologies to
Bhima Sing for his invasion of the country and
;promised to be a friend of Chufor till his death.
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“My friend,” said he, “if I knew what a brave
race your Rajputs are and what a noble and
glorious man their Regent is, I would never have
crossed arms with them and would have courted
their friendship. I am extremely honoured by
getting your friendship. Henceforth all enmity
between the Musulmans and the Rajputs will cease
for ever.” He took up the hand of Bhima Sing
and said, “I have one prayer to make before we'
part. I am sure you will not disappoint me.
Come to my camp to-morrow and honour it with
your presence.”” The noble, the truthful, the
honest and straight-torward Rajput Chief accepted
his invitation and promised to go to his camp.
With only a few attendants, Bhima Sing set
out from his fort and rode towards the Mos'em
camp. But the treacherous Musulman kept hidden
some hundreds of soldiers on his way to the camp.
They lay in ambuscade behind a jungle. As
Bhima Sing and his party came near them, they
rushed out. Before the Rajputs could make any
attempt to defend themselves, they were all taken
prisoners. There was great joy all over the
Mosiem camp,—there was dismay and confusion
within the city of Chitor. It was tenfold increased
when a messenger from the Moslem camp ap-
proached the fort and cried, “O you Rajputs, know
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the command of our king. If you do not forthwith
deliver your Padmini Runi to our general and
king, Bhima sing will be killed and fightings will
be renewed.”

Rana Lakshmana Sing was a boy,—so were the
twelve sons of Bhima Sing. When he was taken
prisoner, the command of the army fell on Gora
Sing, the brother of Padmini; but the Government
was managed by Padmini, the wife of the Regent.
She called all the Sirdars, generals and princes to a
council and consulted how to rescue the Regent
and defend the city. The brave Ran: offered to go
over to the enemy’s camp. A stratagem was
played and the Moslems fell into the snare.

A messenger was despatched to the Musulman
king with the offer of peace. The Ran: offered to go
to the king, provided that her husband was safely
delivered to the city. But as her innumerable maids
would not leave her till the last, he must allow
them also to come to his camp to bid her their last
farewell. Allauddin’s joy knew no bounds. At
last he was going to get Padmini, whose unmatch-
ed beauty had made him mad! He agreed to all
her proposals and asked the messenger to hasten
back and sent their &an: as soon as poss:ble

Padmini came out of the fort in a palankin.

‘She was followed by seven hundred palankins,—
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carried by sturdy Rajputs with arms hidden under
their clothes. Within each palankin were two
Rajput warriors armed to the teeth. They were
accompanied by their great general, Gora, and his
son, Bédal, a boy of only twelve years of age.
But the Moslems suspected nothing ;—they wel-
comed the Rani in royal state and allowed the
seven hundred closed palankins to pass into their
camp.

(2]

Allauddin hurried to meet Padmini, but she
said from her closed palankin, “O mighty Sultan,
I have come to be yours.—I shall never again see
my husband. Allow me to see him once for the
last time.” The king found no reasonable objec-
tion to it and ordered the palankin to be carried
to the place where Bhima Sing was kept a
prisoner,

Two bold Rajputs had assumed the garb of
Musulmans and entered the Moslem camp on the
night before. They had come with two of the best
horses and passed unrecognised into the camp.
They had instructions to keep the horses ready near
the tent in which the Rana was kept a prisoner.
The palankin neared the Rana's tent,—Pudmini
‘saxiously waited for the men and found them
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standing almost at the door of it. Her anxiety was
gone and she entered the tent.

Bhima Sing was astonished to find his wife in
the enemy’s camp. “What is this P exclaimed
he, “why are you here ? ¢« Hush,” said she, “No
time to lose. Arm yourself. There are horses
outside the tent. All arrangements have been
made for our escape. Come, dear husband, come.”
Rana Bhima Sing and Padmini came out of the
tent so suddenly that the guards could not get
time to stop them. Like lightnings they rushed to-
wards the horses ; in the twinkling of an eye, they
got upon the fiery steeds and disappeared. The
guards raised a hue and cry,~there was confusion
and alarm all over the camp, in the midst of which
the Rajputs came out of their palankins and
attacked the Moslems. Thus the Moslems could
get neither time nor opportunity to pursue the
Rajput chief and his brave wife. Their flight was
covered by the Rajputs and they rode away to
their city in safety.

Here in the camp fought the Rajputs like
enraged lions at bay. They were soon encircled by
hordes of Musulman soldiers, but they fell as only
heroes fall on the field of battle. General Gora
fell in the thickest of the fighting, and command
was at once taken up by his son, Hida/. Who does
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not fight when he sees a boy, only twelve years old,
fighting before him, rushing amongst the enemies,
and killing them as a young and ferocious tiger kills
deer? The Rajputs fought till they were annihi-
lated. They went out to give opportunity to their
Rani, to rescue their beloved Ruler,—they went
out to die, to save their chief and leader. They
died,—none returned to the city to tell the tale but
they had killed half of the Moslem soldiers, and
entirely destoyed Allauddin's camp. More than
twelve hundred years have rolled away in the un-
knowable space of time, but still the names of boy
Bidal and his Rajput soldiers are sung in rural
ballads and city-songs.

[31]

After the escape of Bhima Sing and the fall of
brave Bidal, both parties became desperate. The
Rajputs determined to exterminate the Moslems or
to die in the attempt ;—the Musulmans resolved to
take possession of Ckitor or to die on the battle-
field. But alas, the Rajputs bad little hope of
success. Bhima Sing had seen a vision,—a cry of
Mai bhukd ho (I am hungry) was heard by him,
night after night; the presiding goddess of
Chitor had appeared before him and told him
“that unless she would drink the blood of twelve
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royal hearts, her thirst would not be quench-
ed. Yes, one after another, eleven sons of Bhima
Sing had sallied forth to destroy the Musalmans,
and one after another they were all killed, There
would bs but one struggle more,—it was the last
and final attempt of the Rajputs to drive away the
Musalmans from the gate of their city. There
was no hope of success, for their number had
been reduced to hundreds, whereas the Musalmans
were thousands. But they had all determined to
die in order to defend their country. They knew
they would die but they must save at least one
scion of the royal house, so that he might again
establish a new Chkitor kingdom. The youngest
son of Bhima Sing was saved ; the boy was given
to a maid servant ; she left Ch:f0» with the boy
and went into a jungle. The Moslems did not know
that one of the Rajput Princes had been removed
from their deadly grasp.

They all,—each and every one in the city, ex-
cept decrepit old men and helpless children, went
out to fight with the enemy under the command
.of their chief, Bhima Sing. We need not describe
‘the battle in which one side was resolved to sell
their lives dearly and in which they were deter-
‘mined to die, killing as many of the enemies as
possible. From morning to evening the battle
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raged undecisive ;—by the evening there was not
a single Rajput alive ;—but Allauddin’s stupendous
army was almost exterminated.

In the evening when the sad news reached the
city, by the order of their Runi Padmini, the
Rajput women made a large funeral pyre at the
centre of the city. She came out with all her maids
and was followed by all the women of th¢ city. Fire
was set to the funeral pile,—soon the destructing
element raged and roared ;—the fire lighted up the
whole city, shewing its deadly aspect. Padmini,
followed by the women, took seven turns round
the pyre and then jumped into the blazing
element. Her example was instantly followed
by others. When Allauddin reached the city,
he found all was at an end ; the fire of the pile was
slowly going down.

He won the battle and conquered Ck:tor,
but he found ruins for his possession and decrepit
old men and helpless children for his booty,



THE RAN!I OF ARGAL.

T HERE was a Hindu Principality in Argal, near
the modermn Buxar in Behar. The name of
the chief was Gautam and the heroine of our
story was his wife. He refused to pay the tribute
to the Mahomedan Emperor of Delhi, and the
Governor of Oudh was ordered to march against
him. He found the brave Raja more than his
match, for the imperial troops were defeated with
very great slaughter. The remnant returned with
haste and fear, while the Raja marched back to his
castle and proclaimed a feast in honour of the
victory. o

On the day of the full moon, the Rani was filled

‘with fear, for unless she could bathe in the holy
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Ganges disaster would surely visit her home. But
the banks of the Ganges were in the possession of
her foes. The Ran: thought over the matter in
solitude and resolved to slip out with her maids and
hurry down to the bathing ghaut at Buxar, only a
few miles off. She could go incognito and hurry
back again to the castle.

With eager steps they went ofi their way
in the darkness of the night. When the morn-
ing broke they found themselves near the

‘Mother of mighty rivets
Adored by saint and sage ;

The much-loved peerless Gangé,
Famous from age to age.”

With swift steps and glad heart they hastened
forward and arrived at the ghaut. They performed
the sacrifices ot the full moon and bathed in the
holy water. Everything had so far passed off
quietly, but it was scarcely to be expected that
such a lady could visit the ghaut without attracting
notice. Very soon it reached the ear of the
Governor of Oudh, whose camp was hard by. He
soon learnt that the lady was none other than
the Rani of Argal. Immediately the order was
passed that the Rani should be captured.

- As the Rani with her maids was returning
to the castle they were surrounded by Moslem
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soldiers. It is better to describe the state of her
mind in the words of a poet,
‘The fear was in her bosom
The Rani shed no tear ;
And her eye resentful sparkled,
As the enciny drew near.
She stood there brave and scornful,
Her maids by her side;
And with undaunted calmness
The Ajodhya’s chief defied.’

Each and every one of these brave women had a
dzgger underneath her clothes. They drew them
out and prepared to cut their way to the castle.
But when the Rani found that it was an impossible
task, she cried out,—

“Are there no Hindu clansmen,
No Hindu brother here

To whom a Hindu mother
And a Hinlu wife 1s dear ?

1f such there be, arouse ye,
Stand forth, to aid,

By the gods I adjure you,
My curse on you is laid.”

Scarcely had these burning words left the lips of the
Rani, when two brave men, named Aékai Chand,
and Nirbhai Chand, with a few followers, m
_upon the enemies with a shout. In a few moments
‘they cut their way to. the side of the Ragi and her
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maids, who were stoutly defending themsclves
against the grasp of the ruffians around. With a
mighty effort they opened a path through the
crowd, and with the ladies in their midst they tried
to reach the castle. But it was a desperate
struggle, every foot of the way had to be won at
the sword’s point. Brave Nirbhai foll mortally
wounded, and with him fell many more. But soon
succour eame. The news reached the Chief of
Argal, who hastened with his men to rescue his
wife. When the Mahomedans saw him and his
brave men, they turned and fled.
“ But all rejoiced to see her,
And with one voice did tell,
How the Raai and her maidens
Had fought so braye and well."

The Chief of Argal was 3o pleased with the
bravery of Abkai that, he gave him his daughter
in marriage ;—and what became the fate of the
cowardly Governor? Friend and foe upbraided
hnmforhucowardlyattackontheRamofArgﬂ

~ “ When white with age
. Still then he bore the thame,
‘ TM’M had wielded weapon
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KARUM DEVL

KARUM Devi was the daughter of the chief of
the Mahils, whose seat was at a place called
Aureent. Her father was neither a king, nor a po-
tentate, but as she was beautiful and accomplished,
Ruler of Mundore offered to marry her, and his
proposal was accepted. A formal betrothal was
madé, and the day was fixed for the happy nuptials.
But all these happy arrangements were over-
turned by the arrival of a stranger in the court of
the chief of Aureent. He was a desert chief, named
Sadoo,—a man of undaunted courage and chival-
rous knight errantry. He was a terror of the coun-
try and carried his raids far and wide. The chief of
Aureent had often heard of his exploits, but he had
; 2
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never seen him. So on one occasion when Sadoo
was returning to his desert home after a fray, he
invited him to his castle and asked him to partake
of his hospitalities.  The invitation was accepted,
and Sadoo stopped for a week at Aureent.

Karum Devi saw the young hero, whose manly
form and martial fame completely won her heart.
She listened to his wonderful stories of adventure
and lost her heart to the gallant hero. But her
unhappy love brought miseries and misfortunes
on her family. She was already betrothed and
her love towards Sadoo resulted in her death.

She opened her heart to her hand-maidens,—
they told it to her mother. She on her part dis-
closed the matter to her husband. The chief. of
Aureent knew not what to do. How could he can-

cel the engagement with the Ruler of Mundore ?
Surely he would take it to be a great insult ;—
there would be war, carnage and bloodshed. No—
by no means he could plunge his country into a
bloody campaign for the foolish whims of a way-
ward girl! - Karum must not think of others,—
she must marry Mundore, or marry none.

But is there 2 man who can ever act against
“the wish of his better half ! The ladies became
victorious, as they always are, all over, the world.
The chief had to submit to their will. That the
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bappiness of the daughter should stand above all
other considerations, was the argument of the
mother, and it carried weight. A messenger was
despatched to the father of Sadoo with the pro-
posal of marriage. We need not say, the offer
was most gladly accepted and the bridegroom start-
ed for Aureent with seven hundred stalwart fol-
lowers. The nuptials were solemnised in great pomp
and the happy pair started for their desert home.

The Ruler of Mundore took severe offence at
the behaviour of the chief of Aureent. He could
not prevent the marriage, but he was resolved
upon vengeance. He collected four thousand
soldiers and planted himself on the road which
Sadoo and his wife had to take.

Merrily went the bridal party on its way to the
desert home, fearing no evil and suspecting no
disaster. But they soon found that their way was
blocked by the army of the disappointed and
aggrieved lover. If they would win their way
home, they must fight.

But the Ruler of Mundore, like a gallant foe,
scorned the advantage of numbers. He challenged
his foe to a single combat., A series of single
combat ensued with all the forms of chivalry.
‘The two chiefs stood looking on, expressing their
approval of the bravery and skill of their followers. -
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At last the gallant Sadoo prepared himself for
action,—the Mundore chief was already impatient
to meet him. Sadoo came to his wife and bade her
farewell. She buckled his sword and said, “ Dear
husband, I shall witness your deed, If you fall,
I shall follow you in death.” Again and again he
was challenged to the combat ;—but though she
said bold and brave words yet she could not say
good bye to him. At last he extricated himself
from her loving grasp and went forth to meet the
Ruler of Mundore.

They met, each wishing to yield to his rival
the first blow. It was at length struck by Sadoo
on the neck of the Mundore prince. With the
rapidity of lightning it was returned, and Karum
Devi saw the steel descend on the head of her
lover. Both fell on the ground, Sadoo in the
agonies of death but the chief of Mundore only
fainted from the loss of blood.

There was great mourning over the slain,—but
there was no tear in the eyes of Karum Devi.
She assumed the command of her husband’s army,
she took the sword of her husband which lay by
him ; and before she could be prevented she severed
her left arm from the shoulder. She gave command
that it should be conveyed to her father-in-law
in the fastness of the desert. *Tell him,” said
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she, “such was his daughter. She was not
unworthy to be the wife of his brave son.” Then
she ordered her attendants to cut off her right
arm and carry it to her father. “Tell him also,”
said she, “that his daughter died as the woman
of the brave Mahil race should die.” Finding her
attendants unwilling to carry out her orders, she
turned towards them like a lioness and pealed
forth, “ Do you dare disobey your general’s order 2”
A man advanced from the rank and said, “ Lady,
we have forgotten discipline. We hesitated
because we admire and respect you. But let it
not be said that you are not accepted as our
‘general and therefore we refused to carry out your
orders. With your permission and under your com-
mand, I cut off your arm.” Karum Devi stood
like a statue and saw both of her arms chopped off.

She then prepared herself for the flames. A
funeral pyre was erected on the field of battle just
where her husband had fallen. Calmly and silently
she gave herself up with him to the devounng
flames, amidst loud acclamations of both the armies.



TARA BAL

[1]

THODA' was a4 small kingdom in Rajputana,
In the beginning of the sixteenth century
one Swuratan was its chief and ruler ;—but he
was not strong enough to defend his country
from the attacks of the powerful armies ot the
Musulman Emperor of Delhi. They came in
hordes and hemmed him in ;—he appealed to the
neighbouring chiefs and his sovereign, the Maha-
rana Sangram Sing of Mewar, to come, or to send
armies to his help. But alas, each and every one
of the Rajput chiefs, from the Maharana down to
the ‘pettiest Thakur, were all anxious to look after
their own kingdoms,—for they were all in the
same plight. Each and every one of them was.



48 THE HEROINES OF IND,

~—n

~—— ———————

attacked by the Mussulmans, and each and every
one of them was engaged in defending his own
country. Thus none came to Suratan's help,—he
did what was possible to be done to defend his
country,—but finally he was driven out of his
kingdom and his most beloved 7%oda passed
into the hands of the victorious Moslems,

He retired with his only daughter Zura to
Bidnore, a place near Chitor, the capital of the
Mewer kingdom. There lived he a life of retired
ease, but he never forgot his kingdom of Thoda
and its poor oppressed people. What could he do
without soldiers, without means, and without
money or arms! The king of Chitor, whose
vassal he was, could do nothing for him,—for he
himself was beset with the armies of Delhi.

But Suratan never gave up hope to recover
his lost kingdom. He fondly hoped that time
would surely come when he would have an oppor-
tunity of regaining his 74ods. His hope rested
on his most beloved and loving daughter Zara.
He had no son ;—but he brought up 7ara as a boy
and gave her all the training of a soldier. From
her early age 7ara had learnt to ride horses, to
handle swords and to use bows and arrows. She
was a heroine in every way. Her beauty was ex-
quisite,—there was none so handsome in Rajputana.
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She was endowed with all the qualifications of a
great lady,—but at the same time she was as bold
as a lioness, as spirited as a tigress, and as
courageous and skilful in war as the best of the
Rajputs. More than once did Swratan attempt
to regain his kingdom, and on each occasion 7drd
fought by his side.

Suratan fondly hoped that though unfortu-
nately he did not get an opportunity to regain lvis
kingdom yet the training that he was giving to his
daughter would make hér quite capable of regain-
ing it, in case he would dic without getting back
his lost kingdom. The education, that he had
given her, would make her quite capable of doing
it, in case he would die beforé he regained his
kingdom. He resolved that none but thé man,
who would be able to drive Musulmans from his
kingdom of 7hode, would gét the hand of his
most beautiful and accomplished daughter 7ird.
The fame of the matchless beauty and accomplish~
ments of 7drd spread all over Rajasthan; many a
prince grew eager to get possession of the beauti-
ful girl,—But Suratan was inexorable.

One after another proposed and was rejected,
till the third son of the Rana of Mewer, Fuyamalla,
proposed to marry the princess. Swratan was a
vassal of the Rana; it was an honour to.him te
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get his daughter married to the son of the great
man,—but his patriotism rose above all considera-
tions. ‘“No, Prince,” said he, “1 can give away
my daughter to none else, but to him who would
be able to regain my Zhoda.” Fayamalla was
proud, vain and vicious ; he was a coward and a
base debauchee; he sneered at Suratan,—cut
vulgar jokes at his beautiful daughter and boasted
that the position of Surafan would be soon so
low that he would be glad to hire out his daughter
to the groom of his stable. Swratan could no
longer endure ; he drew out his sword, and before
he could be prevented, he beheaded the young
prince.

The Rana was as noble as the great ruler of
the brave and heroic race of Rajputs should have
been. When the news of his son’s encounter witli
Suratan reached him, he said, *“ Well he deserved
it. He was the curse of my family, and as he
attempted to do what no Rajput would have
done, I pardon Swratan for killing him.”

[2]

Now there was another son of the Rana,
named Prithi Rai. He incurred his father's dis=
pleasure and was ordered to live out of the juris-
diction of the Mewer kingdom. But on the death
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of Jayamalla the Rana recalled his banished son
and restored to him his status as a prince of the-
blood. His return was welcomed by the people
of Chitor, for he was the best of all the princes.
None was so handsome, none was so courageous,
none was so able a soldier as he. Surely amongst
all the Rajput Princes he was the fittest man to
be the husband of the young princess. If there-
was any man in Rajputana who deserved to be
possessed of the hand of 7drd, it was Prince
Prithi Rai of Chitor. The Rana was willing,—
Suratan was also willing to sce him as his son-in-
law ; 74drd herself was in deep love with Prithi
and Prith: with Tdrd,—but also, there was a great
obstacle in their way to happiness! There was the-
solemn vow of Surafen that none but he, who
would be able to regain 7hods, would get his
daughter for his wife.

Prithi Rai determined to make an attempt.
Well, it was all the same,—to die in the attempt,
or to live without his beloved. 7ér4. It was better
to die with glory instead: of living in ignomy and-
without 74ri. He collected two hundred best
Rajput horsemen and prepared to march towards
Fhoda. We need not say, 7drd, notwithstanding
all protest, accompanied her affianced.

They came near Zhoda and-encanped-under
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the cover of a dense forest. Prithi Rai intended
to surprise the Mahomedans on the day of their
great annual festival of #/a/koram, which is celebra-
ted in memory of the murder of the martyr Husein.
On this occasion the Musulinans become mad with
excitement and burn with religious enthusiasm.
This is the day on which they grow as fearful as
demons; but this was the day on which rriths
Rai determined to attack them.

Early in the evening, two horsemen, followed
by another, entered the citadel of 7%oda. The
first two were Prithi Rai and Tdribai, the third
horseman was the chief of Sengar, the most in-
timate and dearest friend of Prithi Rai. He had
left his men with instructions to advancg towards
the fort. The Rajput cavalry advanced silently,
and under the cover of the hills came at the foot of
the citadel. There they lay in waiting as silent
and motionless as so many statues. In the mean-
while within the fort had the three heroic souls
already begun their bloody business. They began,
to kill whomever they could lay their hands upon.
There was soon alarm and confusion all over the.
fort,—peopleran in dismay ;—soldiers unarmed and
undressed ran in all directions,—the great drum was
beaten,—and the door of the citadel was shut up.

Lvithi Rar expected all this; he knew he
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¢ould not surprise the Nlahomedans, if- he went
with all his men. The sound of the horse's
hoops would be heard by the people of the fort
loug before he could reach its gate ;—the door of
it would bg soon shut up and the soldiers would:
hurl upon his exposed men all sorts of missiles.
This was the reason why he entered the fort unat-
tended by his men, for their arrival drew no atten-
tion, and when they attacked the Mahomedans all,
people’s attention was naturally centered upon,
them ;—all came rushing towards them. Getting
the opportunity of coming unnoticed to the fort
his men rushed forward. Here the Prince ran
in the for{ towards the. gate, opened it and
allowed the Rajputs to rush into the fort. As
previously arranged everything was carried to,
perfection. The door was opgned and Prithi Rar’s
brave Rajputs rushed into the fort and began to,
butcher the surprised and confused Musulmans.
The Mahomedan soldiers trigd to rally round,
but their attempt failed and they began to fall
like leaves under the swords of the Rajputs. 7drd
fought by the side of her husband and felled many
of the enemies of her country and the oppressers of
her people. By evening the victory was complete ;.
threc-fourths of the Mahomedans lay dead, the
rest fled in all directions. 7drd prevented the.
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Rajputs to pursue them. “Let them live,” said
she, “ our intention is to regain oyr kingdom and
not to kill them.”

We need not say, soon after this victory, 7drd
was married to /’»itkhi Rai in great pomp. Sura-
tan returned to his ever dear 7/oda, but soon he
retired to Bidnore, investing Prithi Rai and Tira
with all the powers and privileges of Royalty.
They lived very happily for a year or two,—when
a sad occurrence happened, which brought their
happy carreer to an end.

[3]

When Prithi Rai was only twenty three and
Tdrd seventeen,—at the very spring of their happy
lives they were suddenly carried away. Prithi had a,
very beloved sister,—she was married to one Pravu
Rai ; this man was a debauchee and, tyrant. He.
ill-treated his wife till it grew intolerable to the
young Princess to live with him. Finding no other-
hope of saving herself from the persecution of her
husband, she wrote a letter to her chivalrous brother.
She knew if there was any body bold enough to.
redress her wrong, it was her brave brother Pr:th:
Rai. She wrote, “ My husband's persecutions have.
kecome intolerable, He is always drunk and is
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always engaged in things which cannot be des-
cribed. Dear brother, if you have any love and
feelings for your poor sister, save her from her life
of wretchedness and misery.”

No sooner Prithi Rai received this letter, than
he at once repaired to the house of Pravu Rai; he
reproached him for his cowardice and ignominous
conduct. He forced him to place on his head
the shoe of his wife as an atonement for his past
eonduct and a guarantee for further good beha-
viour. /Prave Rai was afraid of his Dbrother-in-
law,—he knew Prithi Ra: was a man of very
strong character ; he could kill him if he would
choose to do it. He did what hé was commanded
to do, but he entertained a deadly hatred towards
him, and determined to wreak a severe vengeance
upon the man, who so publicly insulted him. But
he kept his foul intention hidden in his breast,
showed the greatest respect for Prithi Rai, and
pressed him to aceept his hospitality. Simple
and honest Prith: Ra:i never dreamt that his life
was aimed at ;—he graciously aceepted the invita-
tion of his brother-in-law and remained to join him
at dinner.

At that fatal dinner, deadly poison was mixed
with liquor; and that liquor was given to Prith:
Rai by Pravu Kai—the young Prince never
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suspected any ihng wrong and drank the fatal
liquid. When he was leaving the house of his
sister, he fell down at the courtyard and fainted.
The news soon reached his palace and that
‘of his royal father ;—his dear wife Zuérd ran to
her dying husband,—his old father and brothers
came to sé¢ what had happened. Every efiort
was made to save him, but all to no effect. He
breathed his last on the lap of his wecping wifé
amidst the loud lamentations of all the people of
Chutor.

Was 7Ziri to die with her husband? Was
she going to be a S4s/? Yes, she was. She was
a heroine in her childhood, she was a heroine in
her youth,—she was a heroine even in her death.
The Maharana, her father-in-law, Susafen, her
father, her brother-in-law, nay all the people
of Chitor, entreated her to give up the idea of
following her husband to death, for she was the
most beloved of all. But she stood firm; she
asked to be excused in such a tone that, people
stood silent and dared not repeat their requests
and prayers. ‘

A funeral pyre was soon made ; thé corpse of
Prithi Rai was placed on it, and then began the
fearful ceremony of Seti. Zaré went through
the thrilling solemnities as calmly as if she was
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doing nothing extraordinary., When the ceremony
was over the Brahmanas began to recite the holy
texts. Amidst the sounds of music and the din of
the crowd 7¢rd walked round and round the pyre,
and then she ascended it. She lay herself down
by the side of her husband and asked the
people to set fire to the funeral pyre. There was
great noise,—great uproar,—great sound of drums
and guns; amidst all this the fire was set to the
pyre. It soon blazed up and cracked and roared ;
there was no motion in 7drdé’s body,—she lay as
motionless as her husband’s corpse, perhaps she
died before the fire was ablaze.

Within an hour all was at an end. The brave
and the heroic 7ur4 and her equally chivalrous
husband, Prithi were burnt to ashes. The people
of Chitor returned home to mourn for the loss,—a
loss which they knew would never be replaced.
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ANGRAM SING was one of the most famous
kings of Mewer in Rajputana ; but he had un-
consciously given himself up to one Banabir, who
was originally a menial servant, but who had been
now raised to the high position of the Prime
Minister. Ranabir was not what he was taken for,
—he was ambitious as Macbeth and as demoniac
as the murderous king of Denmark. But the king
trusted him; he placed implicit faith upon his
minister ; he knew him to be the best of men.
And thus when he died, he made Bangbir the
Regent of his son, Udaya Sing, who was then only

six years old. |
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Young Udaya was placed in the charge of a
nurse, an ordinary Rajput woman, who was named
Pinnd.  She brought up the Prince and loved him
as much as her own son, who was exactly of
his age. She was an old servant of the Royval
house-hold, and her mother, grand-mother, and
ancestors were the servants of the Palace, yeais
and vears before her. Thus a hercditary love
towards the Roval house of Sangram Sing came
down to her family from generation to genera-
tion ; they were cver faithtul to their masters, and
many of her ancestors did extraordinary service
to many members of the Royal household ; but
surelv none could be compared with the won-
derful act of self-sacrifice, patriotism and Ldelity
of Pdunid.

The uncontrollable ambition of Banabir vvas
not satisfied by being the Prime Minister, and then
the Regent of the finest and the richest of all the
kingdoms of Rajasthan ; he aspired afier more. No-
thing less than the crown could satisfy him ; noth-
ing but usurpation of the throne could make him
contented with his lot. A son ol a poor maid-
servant,—born of a low family,—having got no
education he had become the virtual ruler of
Mewer by the unknowable will of Providence ;—
still e was not contented ;- he hanl.ered alier tle
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title and honour of the king, not only for himself
but for his progeny.

But Prince Udaya Sing was alive; so long as
the boy breathed, he had no chance of becoming
the king of Mewer. Ambition made him a demon,
as it did many Dbefore and after him ;—he deter-
mined to murder the boy. He could not trust any
man with the execution of the foul deed ; if it would
ooze out, his own life would not be worth a penny.
All the Rajput chiefs, the vassals and allies of the
Royal house, would rise in a body and would hunt
him down wherever he would take shelter. The
deed must be done in secret,—it must be done
with his own hands, so that none could know any
thing of the foul murder. By cajoling, by flattery
and by other fair or foul means in which he was
an adept, he knew he would be able to manage the
brainless Rajput Chiefs, after the deed was once
done.

None had penetrated into the black depths of
the ambitious heart of the Regent,—none knew
what plot he was hatching to remove the only
obstacle that lay in his way to the throne. But
there was in that extcnsive royal palace one man,
who knew what he was. He knew what dia-
bolical thoughts were rolins in his heart,—
what foul murder he was ccntenplating!  He was
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the royal barber; like Fdnnd, he was an old
servant ; not only he, but his father and grand-
father, and before them, their forefathers, were
all servants of the Royal household. He was
never pleased with the sudden rise of Bunabir

from a servant to a Premier, and from a Premier to
a Regent.

(2]

It was about ten in the night—Pdinnd, after
making the Prince and her son asleep, began to
sew. All was silent,—not a noise was to be heard
anywhere. Suddenly her attention was drawn
to hasty footsteps coming towards the door of the
Royal nursery. Who could it be that was coming
to her at this late hour of the night? Before
she could think over the matter, the royal barber
came and stood before her. “What is the
matter 7  asked Pdnnd. ‘“Is there any news ?”
“Yes, news, most fearful news,” replied the
barber, “the Regent would soon be here to
murder the Prince.” “As]1 feared,” said Pdnnd
“so it would happen! I never loved that
man. But we mus¢ save the Prince”” “ What
could we do?” asked the barber, “advice me,
Pannd.’

Pdnnd sat silently for a few minutes and then
said, “We must remove the Prince from the palace
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to a place of safety.” ** Alas,” replied the barber ;
‘“the Regent has doubled guards all over the
palace. It is his strict order to-night not to allow
any one to go out of the palace with a child.”
“In that case,” said Pinnd ‘“ we can also outwit
him. Get that basket. I shall place the Prince
into it and then cover him with the refuses. Carry
it as a sweeper carries it, and I am sure no body
would ask you any thing. Take him to a place of
safety.” Then APdnna mentioned the name of a
merchant in whose house she asked him to take
the Prince. “ But,)’ suggested the barber, *‘he
would be soon here and when he would find the
Prince gone, he would at once send men all
around the city to find him out. It would be
impossible to save the Prince.” “ Well,” silently
and slowly said Pinnd, “he will not know that
the Prince has been removed. My son will be
here and I shall place him on the royal bed. If
the poor life of my son can save the future king
of Mewer, the patron and benefactor of my family
from generation to generation,—2Pdnng would
consider her life blessed”” The barber stood
silent, he could not utter a word. Pdnnt¢ rose
and brought the basket. She placed the Prince
in it, covered him with refuses, and asked the
barber to take it on his head and go quickly out of
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the palace. Ile was still silent and stood like a
statue. PuJdnrni again asked him to go away with
the basket. “ What are vou doing, #Pdnnd ¥ asked
the barber, T am doing,” replied Pannd, “ what
it is my duty to do.”

The barber was forced to go away ; Pénnd
placedl her son on the royal bed and waited
patiently for the murderer. It was twelve o'clock
—the palace was in deep silence; but suddenly
Pdnnd started up hearing foot-steps,—she turned
her head and saw Banabir standing in the royal
nursery. Pdnnd rose up and made him obeis-
ance. *How is the Prince ?” asked