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PREFACE TO.THE FIRST EDITION.

I am very glad to say that my attempt to
popularise Indian classics has met’ with immense
success. In the course of six months the first
edition of the “ TALES of IND " has been all sold.
I ‘have received encouragement from all sides.
1, therefore, hasten to place a few more wvolumes.
of the “ Gleanings™ before my readers. But I
must mention that I have.to madge some changes
in my original plan. I bhave removed Sa#; and,
Srikrishna from 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 “ Hergines ” will meet the same kind reception,
s had kindly been vouchsafed to its predecessor, X

CALCUTTA,
1st Novr, 1893,
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INTRODUCTORY SKETCHES.

PART Ie

[1]

IF you traverse India from one end to another,
you will enjoy her beautiful scenery and magnif-~
cent ruins, bwt far more beautiful than all this,—
than the wild, romantic scenery of hills and dales,
than the magnificent painting in stone, the world-
renowned Tajmahal, than the wonderful works of
sculpture within the caves of Ellora, and the ex-
tensive ruins that lie scattered ground the anc.ent
cities of Delhi and Agth—far mor@ beautiful shart
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 nore beautiful
and far more precious than all this is the Hindu
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wife. Sheis the purest of all the gems, that have
ever bten found in any partsf the world.

A briefnarrative of the characters and careers
of some of these, 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 palace§ of potentates and kings, in the
povercy-stricken cottages of the poor,—everywhere
and in eyery stratum of Hindu society—heroines
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 Hmdu wife is a heroine,—
nay she is an angel therefore re 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 admirationgat the altar on whish she
stands. .

Early momning : the sun is just jpeering 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 2 court-
yard, attached. to it. At the centre of this yard
sits a girl, her age being ondy 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 ofall sorts, which she herself has gather-
ed from various trees ; on her left on another plate
there are rice, fruits and sweets. Itis 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 e, When she re-,
cites her prayers in hef 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, Fhus
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she worships, every day, till the end of the month,
and eYery 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 ofeoriental 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-
groom.

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 Selemn religious ceremony—the

‘grdvest and the most seriods 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



marry. And she too has spent the day in religious
devetions, fasting and deing naught which is €nholy
and impure. There is nothing grossef, 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—m—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.
Fire is ablaze, incense is burnt, gods and goddesses
are invoked, and all the elements, fire, water, wind,
ether and eatth 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 Hés ;majestic throne,
begins to recite the " mantras, 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 lrardly undgrstands 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.

. 31

She suddenly finds herself surrounded on all
sides by strangers. Wherever she casts her weej -
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 algne. Her heart beats quicker
and *her blood Tuns 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’ eaeh other in ardent emBraces
and cover eéach other with hot and passionfite kisses.
It is like the first meeting of Adam aad 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 anxiously
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 & born and destined.
There is no choice, there is no s'election,—-he for
her and she for him is their fa:74, grown and
developed from their very birth. It is the meeting
of two sreamlets which run at a distance, but
which suddenly meet, on account of the peculiar
nature of the soil, and which thenceforth are to
flow togethee 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 Adame sjood before heg
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 fier parents for a year defore she goes to live
with her husband. The germ of love, that is
implanted in ¢he 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 celebjate@ Hindu festival of Fima:
Shasti—comes. The husband goes to me&F his
wife after along separation. Face to face they
stand, bu# 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
doqks, tales andeatinals, and perhaps of brothers,
sisters and friends. They talk on, till Moon in her
rosy maguificence 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 continwal love and
caresses. The best loved person, in a Hindu housé-
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 sis.ers-in-law try to amuse %er, 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, mén
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 Rappiest 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 distygbs him. * How glad wquld,
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 obstades in
his way. )

B



Night wears on,—sleep slowly creeps into her
eyes. + She places her head ;pn her husband’s lap
and roams through the magic land of dreams. He
sits motionlegs, lest his movements disturb her
calm repose. Lovely smiles play on her lips and
joy beams out from her childish face. How happy
is he to contemplate the lovely countenance of
his loving wife, sleeping so happily upon his
Iap!

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 sobs 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,
*for his heart is full.‘ And she, like a rose torn from
ifs stém, 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 She neglects her tmlet and
forgets her ornaments; she movese about m the
house as a shadow, the substance of which has
been carried away.

L1561

She is the servant of the house and the servant
of all works All the works of the house, from the
lowest to the highest, are exclusively hers Hardly
there remams anythmg for any one else to do.
She knows no rest,—she knows not wifat it 1s to
neglect 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, ther® 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 1s the mustress of the Tlduse, and a rgoste
loving mistress she is ! Her husband earns money ;
he toils day and mght and there ends his
labour. He is quite at ease as soon as he
places the money in her judicious hands Such
a wiling servant and loving mnustress can,
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hardly be found. She' commandsy; she works;
in he! domestic arrangements and in her house-
hold affair§ she is the sole mistress of her husband’s
pursé. She ean 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 Hindu 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 ghade 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 Familp. They are
men of various habits and various tastes, each of
whom receives from her all he wants and finds
nothing %o complain of. She is the ruling queen

. of every Hindu household, and her will is law to
gll that live in apd¢around her happy home.

$he 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 heroine in faith
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and love—love towards the ‘Heavenly Father, and
faith in her ever-loving &usband. °

And how beautiful, grand and sublifte is she !
The soft rays of the morning sun play,on the wavy
breast of the beautiful river that flows towards the
sea 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 &hrough 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 agay 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 as.de, 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 blessmgs, sle= gnters the house
with lighter steps and j ]oyous 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 feighbours,—here to e relative who is ill, and
there perfiaps 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 husband 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 the river, she bathes, she prays, she wor-
ships ,and bows down her head to, the rising Sun.
She goes back home, her long black hairs flow down

, her back and breast, her face beams with celestial
{ire. She is the ‘*help-matg of all her neighbours ;
she gladly joins them in thexr 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 ;hem all
about God and Religion. To one she gives sqme
rice, to another some vegetables,—th#@s 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 and innundates the
country. In the evening when all the world
returns to resf, she recites melodious incantations,
sweet prayers and sublime odes of adoratiom.
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 geither fifheor meat, itgs
the simplest of simple fares. Her life is a life
full of spirituality and her thoughts are full o
purity and philanthropy. She is the presiding god:
dess and the guardian angel of the Hindu home.

Thus each and every one of the Hindu wives
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can gafely beé called a great and good heroine,—
a heroing.not only in name but in every angelic
quality. And why should they not be called hero-
ines, why shbuld 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
isshe? Before we narrate the life and career of

nose who have been immortalised in the pages
of history by their noble deeds, heroic conduct
and angelic love, faith, fidelity and benevolence,
we must see her, who moulds the character of the
Hindus wWives.



PART IIL

WE can not write the history of the Indiah
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 worshlpped as the
mother of the universe, as Sakti,—the Tnvisible
and unknowable Force of Creation,—as the un-
c¢onceivable great ONE who is the Soul of all souls.
She is worshipped by the mildest of the mild and
the gentlést 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. L

This goddess of all gdddesses, thxs .Sl‘;A #,—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
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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 ané who rules over all Hindu homes.

North of the Himdlayas, in the land of beauty
and sublimity, there was a charming hill, called the
Kailaska. It 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 tais land of love, B&auty and pleasure, Siva
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 alk 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
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the wisest of all the wise and the mightiest of all
the mighty ; he had no yvants to complain of. ¢ But
he had left all this far behind him, and had made
his abode in the solitude of Katlasha, away feom
all worldly wealth and cares.

He wore a piece of tiger’s skin ; he sat on that
of a lovely deer; round his neck hunga 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 decply
engaged in his own thoughts, he cared naught for
the world around. He had forgotten that there
existed a univgrse ; he was intoxicated with the
wine of his own thoughts—and that thought con-
sisted of meditating upon his own dear wife, S4?..
He had forgotten that he or any other being dia
exist ; he felt that only ONE existed, and that ONE
was his lovely wife, Sat:.

He had two faithfuPattendants, named Na#d:
and Bhringi ; 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



smiling and happy goddess quite the reverse of
this terrible one. ¢

It wis Sati, the daughter of king Daksha,
oné 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 and 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:/isha 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



mental dream of the Supfeme Being, having had
no real existence of its,own. They felt thesgrand
truth which told them that they were net separate
beings ; they were that GREAT ONE, who ordy 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 Sat#:, for many years on
the snowy heights of their happy Ka:lisha, till an
unhappy incident occurred. Once on a §ime, Siva
happened to attend a great Yagina where his
father-in-law, king Dukska, was present. He was
a man whose mind was not in the world around.
He did not ebserve the approach of his father-in-
law and forgot to show him proper respect. The

e 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 Yogin,
and to whom he gave his most beJoved daughter in
marriage, had made his Sazi worse than a b8ggar
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
son-in-law openly insult him by not according



xxii

him the ordinary courtesy of the society, he re-
solveé upon teaching him a lesson.

He held a Yagma in which he invited all the
world except_Siva 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 Sazi, who
was not gven informed of the great festivity that
her beloved father was holding.

But Nirada went to Kailiske and informed
her what was going on at her father’s palace. .Sa¢f
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 frem Narada She entreated him
to alow 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
ppon Sizs, to whom insults are honours. But
Su«t:, 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 §or 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 Sa#:, 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 Nazd: 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 wanity can
produce. You and Sa# will appear amidst that
grandeur and pomp like two of the poorest beggars
of the world. People may naturally ridicule you,—
nay they nfay slight you or perhaps insult you
Do not mind all this. Come back with Saz as
soon as possible.” They left Kailisha,—Sati on
the back of the old bull, Nardi leading him tc
the palace of king Daksha.

Beyond and abovg the worfdethis asceticigm i
indeed very grand ; but in a place where wealth an
riches of the world had come to vie with one
another, where the great chiefs and potentates hac
come together with all their showy costumes anc
valuable jewlleries, Sati's appearance looked like

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

'fhey enteced the great palace, now alive with
men and women. They passed through the crowd
in silence,—alas, nene welcoming them! Slight
and nezlect were apparent on all sides; many
whispered amongst themselves and many began
to abuse Siva, who had made a royal princess a
beggar.

She went to her mother, who came running to
welcome her,—she being the most beloved of all
her childeen. 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:
Suti has come unasked and uninvited?and she has
come as a beggar !

[2]

Queen Prasuti asked fer 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#

e declined all. “ Dear mother,” said she, “I must
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first sée my father and ask him why he has not
invited us.”

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

Oh, what a contrast! Asceticism and worldli-
ness stood side by side. The worldly pomp and

eur stood face to face with solitude and
calmness of retirement. Poverty was placed by}
the side of wealth.

Sati appeared in that grand assembly, and all
stood up in respect. But king Daksha lost his
temper. “Oh, shame to me I” 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 turngd 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 strafjup of poverty !I”
“ Father, dear father,” &ppealed Sati, “ Abuse te,”
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 Dakska fired on : he did not care for
the eelings of his poor daughter. She again and
again tKed to stop him, but finally seeing that it
wds imposgible 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 Sa¢/ from all direc-
tions. Queen Prasx¢i came weeping with all her
daughters. Joy and merriments were soon con-
verted into sorrow and grief.

Meanwhile Nundi hastened to Kailisha, Siva
heard, in silence, of the death of his most beloved
wife. He rose and rushed towards the kingdom
of king Dakska, followed by all his ghosts and
spirits.

Soon the -mad hoard appeared before the
asSembly ; in a minute the Yazjna was stopped
and the assembled guests were mercilessly beaten.
King /Maksha 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. o

He left the palace of king Daksha With the
dead body, and roamed over the world for mahy
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 Yoge«. He
entered into that grand sleep of eternal peace
which lasted for hundreds of years.

[4]

There was an everlasting feud betwgen the
Devas and the Danavas; sometimes the Devas
were victorious and sometimes the Danavas—but
finally the Danavas grew invincible under their
great leader ZTaraka. 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, bothe parties fighting
as only the gods and ‘the demons could figilt.
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
succssful and elated Danavas.

They? fled precipitously into their kingdom and
shfit up ity 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 dishgartened ; such is the will of Providence.
Siza is immersed in great Yoga 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 Devaschad fallen. “ My beloved son,”
safd 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 Sive, His
wife is born ag a daughter of king Himdlaya, 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 Nireda
to king #Himalaya 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’ #/imilayas had,
risen one above the other. The rays of the setting
sun played over the snow-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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Chlef came to the lake with her playmates and
compamons to pray to the great God. She came to
adorg and worship Him and to join Nature to
sing His praise. When they were thus engaged
in prayer, the great Risk/, Nirada appeared before
them and bowed down his hoary head at the feet
of the beautiful girl. She was offeaded,—it was
an outrage to her feelings to see an old, hoary-
headed Xishi 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 ¢ angrily! Umd smiled and fled
home.

The Riski 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 Umé was no other than Sa# herself,
the great goddess of Kailiska, born again to be
joined with her husband. We need not say that
the king and the quecn were too glad to give
¢heig consent tothe happy puptials. 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 besbroken, and Niradd will
be able to propose to him the marriage.” *

The suggestion was adopted and esery arrange-v
ment was made. The Devas went towards Kai-
lasha and Nirada promised to join them there.

On the heights of the hoary Kailiska sat Sive
in his geat Yoga-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. o

The Devas silently and slowly assembled at
the foot of the snowy heights. Maedana was put
forward. He advanced trembling from head to
foot. But hessoon 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 m +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 Siva’s
anger ! But all was in vain.
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But the Voga-sleep of the great deity was des-
troyed. He rose from his ceat and moved towards
his home. At this opportune moment, when the
wound madesby Love was yet fresh in his heart,
Nirada greeted him and proposed the marriage.
He told the great Sk7va 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 Himdilaya.

Shive gave his consent, and Ndrada hastened
to the Devas to communicate to them the welcome
news. Bhere 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 AKdrtikeya. 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 ueder his flag they rallied round, and
hoped to regain their lost kingdom.

Kiértikeya 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 th: Danavas were
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hopelessly defeated. They were driven out of the
celestial kingdom, and hemven 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 Dénavas were born, who gathered round
them all the minor chiefs and began to disturb the
peace of heaven. King Suméra 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 urftenable in the celestial region. They
were far more powerful than 74raka ; 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 ijcarnations of destructign
and evil. They possessed a General, as great as
themselves, in the Dinava Rakiavija who had
secured from Siva 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
E
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of kmg Sumbha, if wounded, would produce a host
of Ra,{'la(mjas as powerful®as the original one. The
Deyas lost heart and gradually began to fly from
their kingdom. /zdra hastened to Brakma, but he
said that he really did not know what to do. He
hastened to Visknu 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 Vishiy,
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, Sumbka and
Nisumb¥a 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 Ka:lisha.”

Who could dare go to the God of Destruction ?
Indra appeared before Durgi, the Lally of Kaildsha.
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 Dinava-
kings, she agreed to go and fight with them, “My
chjldren,” sai® she, “Go, back to your heaven;
remain at ease; for the good of the world I shall
go and kill these two D4nava-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 ,& sort of majesty ,and
grandeur. °

The report of her arrival soon reached she
Dinava-king. Great Swumbha grew mad to possess
her ; 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 gaiden ?* « 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. But in
order to humour her, he ordered one of his g:eat
generals to go to her and escort her to the royal
palace. But she challenged him Jo battle ; the
poor general was forced fo fight, and was killed.*

King Sumbha was really astonished to learn
that this general had been killed by 2 woman. He
was not to be trifled with ; he immediately ordered
another of his generals to go with his aimy and
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wae* a great battle, and she general perished with
all his imy.

¢ The king was really alarmed ; he sent for his
Commander-in-chief, Raktavija, and asked him
to see what the matter was. The great Dinava
went out with all his soldiers and found the god-
dess quietly sitting, after destroying the DAinava
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
Raktavija, “1f 1 fight with a woman.” ¢ But,”
replied ¢she, “Try the game. I am more thana
woman.”

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

She at lasteappeared in her great Kili-form,
She divided herself into innumerable Ka/is; and
all those Ka/is began to fight with great fury,
some killing the DZnavas, 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 Déinava-army, with its great General,
perished; and the Gaddess, having withdrawn
her forces, changed herself again into Jbeautlﬁxl
damsel.

We need not say, the Danava-kmg 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,gvhen 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 D4nava-king
suddenly caught hold of the flowing, black hairs of
the Great Goddess in the heat of the action; he
raised her up and whirled her round by the head.
She was defeated, she was mercileasly 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 Danava suddenly found himself as weak
as a thild, and was soon killed.

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

But she grew mad,—she was furious as Fury
herself ; she was terrible as terror. She destroyed
the Dé4nava-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 spitit of destruction had possessed
her ; she began to destroy the universe.

Then S:va came to stop her mad career. He
lay dows in the way by which she was rushing
onward. She did not see him; she did see
nothing. She rushed forward in her mad fury and
placed her foot on the breast of her own dear
husband. She looked down,—she felt 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 Kaslisha, 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



XXXIX

war, after ten years’ struggle, Rima could not
rescue his wife from thesclutches of the Rikihasa
king, he worshipped the goddess on tfle shore
of the blue ocean, and prayed to ber 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 Rivana 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,—Ganeska
was the great god of auspiciousness, Kértikeya
was the generalissimo of the celestial forces;
bewtiful ZLalshmi was the goddess of wealth,
and accomplished Serasvati 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 paipt the glory and happiness ,
of Kailasha, 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 Sds¢ras are full of graphic descriptions of
the career and character of Sazi/,—they are read
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by thousands and sung in every village-home.
The ‘Hindu breathes in the*spirit of the Kailisha
angd the Hindu wife lives in Sa#i.

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 zke 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
bomn 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 =0
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,



2 THE HEROINES OF IND.

living on birds and beasts,—when there was no
education, no civilization, o religion on the face of
the,earth:'—a race of men lived on the banks of the
five rivers, sae modern Province of the Punjab.
They rose above all other races of mankind i
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 panorama 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 On?, although Je bears the name of
many gods. There is only Onse, who lived and
beeathed without the help of air, supported by
Himself.”

Thnese songs, that are known by the name of the
Vigas, 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 thataell on mankind. Sorhe of
those glorious songs were composed by Women,—
Can we not call them the angels of hymanity 7

One of them is Viskyavare ; and she was the
author of the second song of the sth 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 hundrdd and
twenty-fifth song in the 1oth Chapter of the Rig-
Veda. The stanzas contain the highest ideal of
the conception of God. The great comngentators
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 Viderbha and the wife of the great
Rishi, Agastya. Thoug.h she was & 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
hehind them glorious examples of womaunhocd in
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all its phases,—as a2 mother, as a daughter, asa
sister, as a wife, and as a pxesiding angel of a happy
home. Their lives had been recited by the sages
of old,—thejr examples have been followed by
women of later days; their words still vibrate
through the literature of every race.

L21]

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 Kityiyani,—but she used to look after the
house and was loved by AMaitrey: as her own
sister. .

When the sage expressgd 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 Maitreyi, “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 ? Thef she
went on discussing with her husband many®abstruse
problems of mental and moral philosophy and the
uaknowable things of the universe. Her discourse
with her husband is still read with wonder by the
great scholars all over the civilised world.

But there was a greater woman than Aaitreyi.
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 Riski
Bachukun. She was the author of a philosophical
treatise and figured as the great antagonmist of
Ydjnavalkya th 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 {0 his court
to learn from him mapy things which they did
not know. Once king Fanaka solemnised a great
Yajna and invited all the sages from all p:ris
of the country to honour‘the ceremony by their
gracious presence. He brought one thousand cows
with ten gold mohars tied to the homs of each,
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and placed them at the gate of the Yajna hall. He
then sald that, he, who w4s the greatest believer in
God among them all, was at perfect liberty to take
them aways None rose, all sat silent, till Varna-
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 Yujnavalkya,
—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 Gérgi.
“ Yajnavalkva,” said she, “ Are you the greatest
believer in God amongst us all 7 Then she went
on ques®ioning 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. Manu was a very powerful
king, but his most favourite daughter Devahuti
selected forcher husband a poor KisAi of the forest.
His name was* Karddamg; 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
eottage, 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 gngaged
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 mot say how great she became. She
gave birth to a son, who was virtually the father
of all philosophies,—for hefore him philosophy
was mnknown to mind. The name of this son is
Kapila, the author of the celebratgd Simkhya
Philosophy,~—a Phxlosophy, which, fer 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
Kagila was ; she taught him, when he was a child,
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things that opened before him a magnificent vista,
throt.gh which he saw the salvation of humanity.
When A%wpila 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-
ward$ raised.

A few hundred years after, another great woman
gave birth to a son as great and good as Kap:/a
was. Hep name was Viskistd ; she was the mother
of the great Hindu preacher and reformer, Sankard-
chirya. In the year of Christ 788, at Ckidam-
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

 Wwere unequalled by any man, before or after him,
He brought the Védinta Phxlosophy 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"ankarz, who gave fire to

the Hindu Theology and life to the Hindu Rels

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'anksra 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’ankars what he was; and
what could be more pleasant to her than hxs suc-
cess !

(4]

We shall now mention another, who is respec-
ted all over the world. Her name was Lildvat: ;
she was the daughter of the great mathematician
of ancient India, Bkdskardichirya. He wrote a
book on Mathematics, and named it after his be-

loved daughter. It is supposed that Blzéséam

was born in 1115 A.D.
Lilsvati was a widow. Mer 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,
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To know the exact time he placed a 74améi* on a
pot of water. It was tode filled with water through
a very fine aperture, which was at the bottom of
‘it, but gs destiny would have it, the great man’s
atte npt to avert it became futile. When Lildvats
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 Zkemd/, it
was not filled ; the reason was soon detected, and
the pearl was found out. Lilivat 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,
Lilévati, 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 ghall mention another ; her name was B44-
numati. As Lilévati 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 instrument that served the purpose of a clock,
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of her, except some ancedotes on which no re-
liance can be placed. Bkoja/téja flourished abouts
two thousand years ago; Bkinumati populatised
magic at a time when all the world was jn 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.
(5] ’
The name of Kkani is known as the greatest
of all astrologers, though she was but a woman.
She rose over all other astrologers of her age. gHer
verses are very popular and well-known to all.
But who is this Xkané ? No body knows who
her parents were. It is said that she was brought
up by some Non-Aryan people, the Rdkshasas, and
was taught astrology, in which they were great
adepts. In fact at the early period of Aryan civi
lisation the Riskis were far behind in astrology thar
the Non-Aryan people of whom they kept aloof.
Khand was an extraordmary genius; her
memory was unmatched, and her intelligence wa
éver 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



12 THE HEROINES OF IND,

Non-Aryans and he lived in the same village in

Svhich Kkand lived.» He was called Mikir, and
_ was‘h great favourite of all the Rdéshasas. He too
" learnt astrology and became a great astrologer.

Now this boy was picked up by the Rikskasas.
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.
Phey found in it a very beautiful boy, only a few
days old. They took up the child and brought
it home. Since then Af7hir became one of the
Rakehasa boys and grew up under the fostering
care of the women, who found him in the river.
When Xhand and Mikir both grew up to
marriageable age, they were married.

But although we cannot tface the parentage
ot Khand, we know whose son Mikir was. He
was the son of Varika, one of the nine great
scholars, who were attached to the court of Vikra-
mdditya, the most celebrated king of ancient
India. Astrology wag 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 a 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 bé ten Jyears
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 Khana and Mihir wished to
come amongst their own people. They got per-
mission from their Rakshasa 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 Rakshasa®and, 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. “Mikir,”" asked she, “tell me
of what colour the calf of this cow will be
“Surely white,” replied Mihir. But soon the cow
gave birth to a black calf. “Well,” said . the
woman, “you can tgke these books with yoa.
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 bSoks could do? He took up the books
and flung th@m into the river. Kkani was at a
distanée, 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 Vikramddi-
¢ya came on a hunting excursion. Kkarzi and
Mikir Khowing 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 broughtethem to his capital, He asked Varika
to take charge of them and to keep them com-
‘fortably in his house. Then the old Pundit found
that Mihir 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. Mikir ,was soon recognized as a great
agtrologer and wag much honoured by the king.
Khani was a greater adept in that mysterious
science ; what her husband, or her father-in-law

# 1t is said the work on the occurrences of sub-terrestrial
phenomena such as, earth quakes etc. was thus destroyed.



A GRQUP FROM THE PAST. 15

could not calculate, she used to do for them.
Thus her name spread all over the count®y and at
last reached the ear of the king. ¢

One day, Raja Vikramddityae asked lara/m
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 @nd
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 forit. I shall calculate,
and find it out.” Soshedid. The next mornmg
Variha surprised the whole court by telling the
king the ékact 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 gnd ordered®that K4ané 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 a married woman,—she would be an
outcast, if she would come to the court. Death
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was preferrable to such indignity and disgrace!
He came to his house resplving to cut off the
tongue of Mkhani,—the tongue that had brought
ruin tipon his family. He asked his son Mihir to
do it ;—both the huspand and the wife knew
through their knowledge of astrology that such
would be her fate. Kkani widened her mouth
with her usual lovely smiles and M:4:r cut off her
tongue. She died a few hours after as happy as

evegr. “



RANI SANJUCTA.

(1]

JAYA 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 Sanjucés was his daughter,—she was the
Princess Royal of Kdényakuvja. She was the most
handsome, most accomplished, and most admired
of all the princésses of India ; and many a prince
from far and near sighed to secure her hands. But
Faya Chandraintended to hold a Swyamwra 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 Rijasuya
Fagma, in which he asked the neighbouring kings
3
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and potentates to appear and to pay him homage.
Fayd Chandra was a miglity ruler ; he was feared
by,all and respected by the warriors. All came
except P»it.virdj, the king of Delhi. ¥aya 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 Sanjuctd appeared in the assembly of
princes,—a beautiful garland was round her neck,
and glit.ering 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 thc room where stood the effigy of the
great Prithvirij. 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 Ch indra 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 thereptill she
would repent for her insolence and folly, She ws
instantly seized and removed ; the assembled chiefs
and potentates went away to their own countries.
The news reached Delhi. King Prithviri; was
informed of what had happended at Kanauj 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 Kenauj was defeated and his
capital was taken. The Princess was brought out
of the dungeonand 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 aftgr this sad
family-broil, the dread king of the Musulmans,
Muhammad came to Indfa, and moved on and on
e 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 lustfyl soldiers to be made ever-lasting slaves.
Dishonour and death danced in demoniac merri-
ment over tie 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 Prithvirds
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 Delhi to join his stand-
ard, except Faya Chandra, who kept himself aloof,
sullen and revengeful, forgetting all thatis 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 kinf b‘arely escaped with his life.

<

(2]

But this was too much for ¥aye Chandra to
endure. All success of Prithvird; 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 sift and
enmity ; it made him commit most foul a'd shame-
ful deeds. He sent an emissary tosthe kingc!om
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 Prithviri; had been
left to fight his battle alone. The Musulmah king
soon again collected a great army and hastened
towards Delhi. Fays Chandra marched with joy
and pride ; for at last the great ambitioneof 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 Prithvird; found himself forgotten by
all his brother-kings,—all kept aloof @and left him
to fight his own battlg; miscreat 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 Prithvivd;. Oh, nothing like enjoy-
ing the ‘sweets of revenge! A soldier came and
salfited him gaying “ Mahar4j, 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 Faya-
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 stoqd 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



RANI SANJUCTA. 23

to your country,—look to the poor and helpless
women that will be dishenoured, 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 ste him,
should be taken care of, so that he might safely
reach his owh camp. Then he took a horse and
rode away to the direction of the Mohamedan
camp. JSanjuctd waited for a quarter of an hour
and then came out and searched for her father.
But he was not to be found. Thens she quietly
passed through the camp and returned to her
husbund.

Prithvirij knew that there was no chance of
success this time. Sanjuctd knew it too. The
husband and wife met and bade each other a loving
farewell, She went away to Delhi %o save the



24 THE HEROINES OF IND.

honour of the women and Pr:thvird; remained
in the battle-field to see that his men might
nof disgtace themselves. “ My dear wife,” said
the king, ¢ »est 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
‘thing's,—-—they will be confused and terror-stricken.
But rest assured, when my father with his
friends reaches Delhi, they will not find a living
woman fa the city.”

[31]

Some months passed before theshostile 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. Prithirdj 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 Sanjuczé 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 2 moment's notice,
From the queen down fo a beggar woman, tfey
all prayed day and night for the victnry.—-‘-prayql
to their gods and goddesses to save the® 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 fo 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 cdmplete
victory was gained by Muhamad Ghori, and he
congratulated Faya Chandra on his unexp‘ected
good fortune. But somehow Jaya Chandra was
disappointed ; Me thought he would be very bappy
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 anend. Sun-

’ 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

4
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mer of Delhi had fallen in the field of battle to
defend #he liberty of their country, and the women
h4d 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 hlstory fknow that the very next year
his kingdom "was invaded by his so-called friend,
, Muhamad Ghori ;—he was defeated and beheadcd,
and his kingdom was annexed to the Mahomedan
Empire of Delhi.



PADMINI.

[1]

IN the beginning of the 12th century the kingdom
of Mewer was the most.powerful sovereignty in
India. Ckitor, its capital, was the most impor-
tant city in the historic land of Rajputana It
was the centre of all heroism, all civilisation, all
that was grand, sublime and beautlful At the
time of which we are speaking, Ma,harana Laksh-
man Sing was the rulin 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 4nd 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 s2nt
spies into the city, and bribed women of bad
characters £o negotiate with the Raxi, but he
was very much mistahen in his estimation of
Puadmini, 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 Ciitor. He met \with a hot re-
ception ; arms met with arms ; the heroic sons of
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Mewer were as firm as thc rocks on which their
castle stood. There Were hard fightingg;—there
were night attacks and day skirmishes,—Rajpaits
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 Padnuni, or die in the rocky
lands of Rajputana.

Days after days passed, months afler ngmths
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 $trength.
Bhima Sing defended Ckitor to the last, put be
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 goid 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 #hd beloved
subjects. But, alas, thesmonster 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 ladmini to hislust. 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 t#ze 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-yvzllmg to let the Rajputs and their Ciutor
‘alone,—but he could not honourably retire without
once more trying to get possession of Pedmini.
He offered peace ; he sent messengers to Bhima
Sing to firopose 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, end all fightings ceased.
At the appointed day and time Allauddin came and
saw ladmini 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 Chitor till his death.
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“My friend,” said he, “if I knew what a b.rave
race your Rajputs aré and what a noble and
glorious man their Regent is, I would never haye
crossed arms with them and would Ifave 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 %ccepted
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 Moslem
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 coudd make any
attempt to defend themselves, the);.were all taken
prisoners. There was great joy all over the
Moslem 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 Padmint 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 Padminz, the wife of the Regent.
She Called al 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 /0an: 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 goiug to get Pgdmini, 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 possible.

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. Tﬂey wgEe
accompanied by their great general, G#ra, and his
son, Bddal, a boy of only twelve years of age,
But the Moslems suspected nothing ;—they wel-
comed the Raz: 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 might¥ 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 witlj*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,—Audmini
anxiously waited for the men and found them
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standmg almost at the door of it. Her anxiety was
gone anc% she entered the tent.

~Bhima Sing was astonished to find his wife in
the enemy’$ camp. “What is this ?” exclaimed
he, “why are yox 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
fent ‘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 uporf 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 inesafety.

Here in tiig camp fqught 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, B4da/. Who does
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not fight when he sees a boy, only twelve yearsyold,
fighting before him, rushing amongst the gnemies,
and killing them as a young and ferocious tiger ki
deer? The Rajputs fought till they ®ere 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 % rural
ballads and city-songs.

[3]

After the es.cape 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 qn the battle-
field. But alas, the Rajputs hade 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 presidihg 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
Shag had sallied forth to destroy the Musalmans,
and one after another they were all killed, There
would be 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 2 new Ckitor kingdom. The youngest
son of Bhima Sing was saved ; the boy was given
to a maid servant ; she left Ck:Zor with the boy
and went intoa 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 decrépit 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 deatly and in which they were deter-
mined to die, killing as many of the enemies as
possible. §rom momning 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 yeached ?npe
city, by the order of their Rani 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 the city. Fire
was set to the funeral pile,—soon the destructing
element raged and roared ;—the fire lighted dp 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 al an end ; the fire of the pile was
slowly going down.

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



”

THE RANI OF ARGAL.

THERE was a Hindu Principality in Argal, near
th® modern 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. Thg remnant returned with
haste and fear, while the Raja marched back to his
castle and proclaimed & feast in homour of the
victory. -

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 sur'ely visit her home. But
the banks of the Ganges were in the possassion of
her foes. The Rani 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 oft 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-laved peerless Gangi,
Famous from age to age.'

With swift steps and glad heart they hastened
forward and arrived at the ghaut. They performed
the sacrifices of 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 &ar of the
Governor of Oudh, whose,camp wasshard 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 capeured.

As the Rani with her maids was returning
to the castle they were surrounded by Moslem
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soléiers. It is better to describe the state of her
%ind insthe words of a poet,
‘T§e fear was in her bosom
‘The Rani shed no tear ;
And her eye resentful sparkled,
As the enemy drew near,
She stood there brave and scornful,
Her maids by her side;
And with undaunted calmness
The Ajodhya’s chief defied

Euch and every one of these brave women had 2
dzgger underneath her clothes. They drew them
out ané 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 Hindu wife is dear ?
1f such there be, arouse ye,
Stand forth, to aid,
Ly 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, sprang
upon the enemies with a shout. In a few moments
they cut their way to the side of the Rani and her
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maids, who were stoutly defending themse]ves
against the grasp of the ruffians around. j With a
mighty effort they opened a path through ty®
crowd, and with the ladies in their mid® 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 Nirbkai fell mortally
wounded, and with him fell many more. But soon
succour came. The news reached the Chigf 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 Rani and her maidens
Had fought so brave and well.”

The Chief of Argal was so 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
him for his cowardly attack on the ISax! of Argal,

% When white with age
Still then he bore the shame,
That he had wielded weapon
Against a noble dame.”



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
made, and the day was fixed for the happy nuptials.

But all ®hese happy arrangements were over-

* turned by the arrival of = 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 chiefof
Aureent had often heard of his exploits, but he had
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never seen him. So omene occasion when Sadoo
was returning to his desert home after a frdy, he
invited him to his castle and asked him t3 parizke
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 misfottunes
on her family. She was already betrothed and
her love towards Sadoo resulted in her death.

She opened her heart to her hand-n#aidens,—
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 engdgement 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 tor the foolish whinss of a way-
ward girl! Kaorum mnust not t}ink of others,—
she must marry Mundore, or marry none.

But is there a maf 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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happiness of the daughtar should stand above all
other con51deratxons, was the argument of the
regher, Snd it carried weight. A messenger was
despatched %o 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, hut he was resolved
upon veugeance. He collected four thousand
soldlers 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 fust fight.

But the Ruler of Mugdore, like a gallant foe,
scorned the advantage of numbers. He challenged
his foe to a single confbat. 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 hlmself for
action,—the Mundore chief was already 1mpat1ent
to meet him. Sadoo came to his wife and Bade | oy
farewell. She buckled his sword and stid, “ Dear
husband, I shall witness your deed. If you fall,
1 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 B} Sadoo
on the neck of the Mundore prince. Wxth the
rapidity of lightning it was returned, and Rarum
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 Ku‘)’um Dewi.
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
unfrorthy to be the wife of his brave son.” Then
«yje orflered her attendants to cut off her right
arm and cagry 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 ?”
¢ A faan advanced from the rank and said, “ Lady,
we have forgotten discipline. We hesitated
because we admire and respect you. But let it
not bessaid that you are not accepted as our
general and therefore we refused to carry out your
order§., 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 perself up with him to the devouring
flames, amidstdgud acclamations of both the armies.
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THODA was a small kingdom in Rajpuiana.
In the beginning of the sixteenth century
one Swuratan vwas 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 Mowar, to coxe, 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 anxiods to look after
their own kingdoms,—for they were all in the
same plight, Each and every one of them was
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attzcked by the Mussuimans, and each and every
one of them was engaged in defending his own
&'l'mtry. Thus none came to Swratan’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 Zurz to
Bidpore, a place near Chkitor, the capital of the

" Mewer kingdom. There lived he a life of retired
ease, but he never forgot his kingdom of Zhoda
and its poor oppressed people. What could he do
without soldiers, without mreans, 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 Sxratan 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 Zkoda. His hope rested
on his mos€ beloved and loving daughter 7ara.
He had no song—but he drought up 7%ra as a boy
and gave her all the training of a soldier. From
her early age Zara had learnt to ride horses, to
handle swords 4nd to use bows and arrows. She
was 2 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,—hut at the same time she was as Bold
as a lioness, as spirited as a tigress,. and g®
courageous and skilful in war as the dest of the
Rajputs. More than once did Suratan 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 regam his
kingdom yet the training that he was giving £ hise
daughter would make her quite capable of regain-
ing it, in case he would die without getting back
his lost kingdom. The education, thatehe bad
given her, would make her quite capable of domg
it, in case he would die before he regainéd his
kingdom. He resolved that none but the man,
who would be 4ble to drive Musulmans from his
kingdom of 7Thoda, would get the hand of his
most beautiful and accomplished daughter 7Tr4.
The fame of the matchless beauty and accomplish-
ments of 74drd spread all over Rajasthan; many a
prince grew eager to ge, possessiog’of the beauti-
ful girl,—but Sxratan was inexorable.

One after another préposed and was rejected,
till the third son of the Rana of Megver, F2yamalla,
proposed to marry the princess. Surafan was a
vassal of the Rana; it was an honour to him te

7
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get 1(li8 daughter married'to the son of the great
man,—but his patriotism rose above all considera=
tio s. “No, Prinee,” said he, “I can give away
my daughté: to none else, but to him who would
be able to regain my Thodu. 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 Surefan would be soon so
Jow that he would be glad to hire out his daughter
to the groom of his stable. Swrafan could no
longer endure ; he drew out his sword, and before
he‘ coula be prevented, he beheaded the young
prince, )

The Rana was as noble as the great ruler of
the brave and heroic race of Rajputg should have
been. When the news of his son’s encounter with
Suratan reached him, hé 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 paréon Swratax for killing him.”

R &

Now there was arother son of the Rana,

mamed Prithi Rei. He incurred his father's dis=

pleasure and was ordered to live out of the juris-
diction of the Mewer kingdom. DBut on the death
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of fayamalla the Rana tecalled his banished som
and restored #o him his status as a princg of the
blood. His return was welcomed by the peo®
of Chitor, for he was the best of all #he 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 fo be
possessed of the hand of 74r4, it was Prince
Prithi Rai of Chitor. The Rana was willing,—
Suratan was also willing to see him as his son-in-
law; 74rd herself was in deep love with Pra¥k
and Prithi with T4ri,—but also, there was g great
obstacle in their way to happiness ! There was the
solemn vow of Surafan that none but he, whe
would be able to regain 7/%oda, 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 744, Tt was bette:
to die with glory instead of living in ignomy anc
without 74rd. He collected two hundred bes
Rajput horsemen and pr'epared to march toward:
ZThoda. We need not say, 7dr4,®notwithstanding
all protest, accompanied her affianced.

They came near Z%ods and encamped unde
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the cover of a dense forest. Prithi Rai intended
to surpgise the Mahomedans on the day of their
gr at annual festival of Makoram, which is celebra-
ted in meméry of ti.e murder of the martyr Husein.
On this occasion the Musulmans become mad with
&xcitement and burn with religious enthusiasm.
This is the day on which they grow as fearful as
demous ; but this was the day on which Priths
Raz determined to attack them.
¢ Early in the evening, two horsemen, followed
by another, entered the citadel of Z%oda. The
first two were Prithi Rai and Tdrdbai, the third
botsemafi was the chief of Sengar, the most in-
timate and dearest friend of Prithi Rai. He bhad
left his men with instructions to advance 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 beglin their bloody business. They began
to kill whomevar they couwid lay their hands upon.
There was soon alarm :‘md confusion all over the
fort,—people ran in dismay ;—soldiers unarmed and
undressed ran in 41 directions,—the great drum was
beaten,—and the door of the citadel was shut up.
Pribki Rai expected all this; he knew he
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could not surprise the Mahomedans, if he wgnt
with all his men. The sound of the ghorse’s
hoops would be heard by the people of the fok”
long before he could reach its gate ;—tlffe door of
it would be 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 Mahomedang al!
people’s attention was naturally centered upor
them ;—all came rushing towards them. Getting
the opportunity of coming unnoticed to the for:
his men rushed forward. Here the Prince rr
in the fort towards the gate, opened if anc
allowed the Rajputs to rush into the fort. A:
previously arrgpged everything was carried tc
perfection. The door was opened and Prithi Ra:'.
brave Rajputs rushed into the fort and began tc
butcher the surprised and confused Musulmans
The Mahomedan soldiers tried to rally round
but their attempt failed and they, b8gan to fal
like leaves under the swoeds of the Rajputs. 74dr.
fought by the side of her husband and felled man;
of the enemies of her country and the oppressers ¢
her people. By evening the victorf was complete
three-fourths of the Mahomedans lay dead, th
rest fled in all directions. 7.ird prevented th
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Rajputs to pursue thein. “Let them live,” said
she, “ opir intention is to regain out kingdom and
St to kill them.”

We nedd not say, soon after this victory, Tard
was married to Prithi Rai in great pomp. Sura-
tan returned to his ever dear 7/oda, but soon he
retired to Bidnore, investing Prithi Rai and Tdrd
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,
Tidrd 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 Prirfcess to live with him. Finding no other
hope of savingherself fram the persecution of her
husband, she wrote aletter to her chivalrous-brother.
She knew if there was any body bold enough to
redress her wrog, it was her brave brother Prithi
Rai. She wrote, “ My husband’s persecutions have
become intolerable. He is always drunk and is
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always éngaged in things which cannot be des-
eribed. Dear Jrother, if you have any lo_}re and
feelings for your poor sister, save her from her lifey
of wretchedness and misery.” ®

No sooner Prithi Rai reeeived 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 tha—
viour. Pravu Rai was afraid of his brother-in=
law,—he knew Prithi Rai was a man of very
strong character; he could kill him if he>would
choose to do it. He did what he was comma;xded
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 Pritki Rai, and
pressed him to accept his hospitality. Simple
and honest Prithi Rai never dreamt taat his life
was aimed at ;—he gracionsly accepts’d the invita-
tion of his brother-in-law and remained to join hint
at dinner. ’

At that fatal dinner, deadly poicon was mixed
with liquor; and that liquor was given to Prith:
Rai by Pravu Rai—the young Prince never



56 THE HEROINES OF IND.,

N~

suspected any thing wrong and drank the fatal
lighid. When he was leaving the, house of his
ejster, e fell down at the courtyard and fainted.
The news soon reached his palace and that
of his royal father ;—his dear wife 74»Z ran to
her dying husband,—his old father and brothers
came to see what had happened. Every effort
was made to save him, but all to no effect. He
breathed his last on the lap of his weeping wife

» amilist the loud lamentations of all the people of
Chitor.

Was 7iré to die with her husband ? Was
she going tobe a Sefi? 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, Suratan, her
father, her brother-in-law, nay #il 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 pe excused in such a tone that, people
stood silent %nd dared Jot repeat their requests
and prayers.

A funeral pyre wae soon made; the corpse of
Prithé Rai wag placed on it, and then began the
fearful ceremony of Sa#:. Taré went through
the thrilling solemnities as calmly as if she was
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doing nothing extraordinary® When the ceremogy
was over the Brahmanas began to recite thg holy
texts. Amidst the sounds of music and the din of
the crowd 74r4 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 74»4’s body,—she lay as
motionless as her husband's corpse, perhaps she
died before the fire was ablaze, s
Within an hour all was at an end. The brgve
and the heroic Zuré 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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c [11]
ANGRAM SING was one of the most famous
kings of Mewer in Rajputana ; but he had un-
consciously given himself up to one Baxadir, 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 kingoof 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 Banadir the
Regent of his son, Udaya Sing, who was then only
six years old.
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Youmg Udaya was plaeed in the charge of a
nurse, an ordinagy Rajput woman, who was namédl
Pinné. She brought up the Prince and lovel him
as much as her own son, who was esactly of
his age. She was an old servant of the Royal
house-hold, and her mother, grand-mother, and
ancestors were the servants of the Palace, years
and years before her. Thus a hereditary love
towards the Royal house of Sangram Sing came
down to her family from generation to genefa-
tion ; they were ever faithful to their masters, and
many of her ancestors did extraordinary servioe
to many members of the Royal household; but
surely none could be compared with the won-
derful act of self-sacrifice, patriotism and fiddlity
of Pdnnd.

The uncontrdllable ambition of Banabir was
not satisfied by being the Prime Minister, and then
the Regent of the finest and the richest of all the
kingdoms of Rajastban ; he aspired after more. No-
thing less than the crown could satisfy hig1; noth-
ing but usurpation of the throne coyld make him
contented with his lot. A son of a poor maid-
servant,—born of a low f#nily,—having got no
education he had become the vigtual ruler of
Mewer by the unknowable will of Providence ;—
still he was not contented ;—he hanhered afte: the
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txtle and honour of the king, not only for himself
But for his progeny.
. But Prince Udaya Sing was ahve 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 before 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.
Alll 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
thh his own hands, so that none could know any
thmg 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 ambitipus heart of the Regent,—none knew
what plot &e was hetching to remove the only
obstacle that lay in his way to the throne. But
there was in that extensive royal palace one man,
who knew What he was. He knew what dia-
bolical thoughts were rolling in his heart,—
what foul murder he was contemplating! He was



PANNA, 61

-~ —

the royal barber; likes Pdnni, he was ag old
servant; net only he, but his father apd grand-
father, and before them, their forefathers, wgete
all servants of the Royal househotd. He was
never pleased with the sudden rise of Bunsbir
from a servant to a Premier, and from a Premier to
a Regent.
[21]

It was about ten in the night,—Pdnn& aftgr
making the Prince and her son asleep, began to
sew. All was silent,—not a noise was to be heard
anywhere. Suddenly her attention yas drawn
to hasty footsteps coming towards the door of the
Royal nursery. Who could it be that wase 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 P asked Pdnni. “Is there any news "
“Yes, news, most fearful news,” replied the
barber, ‘“the Regent would soon be here tc
murder the Prince.” “AsI feased,” said Pdinnc
“so it would hapfen! I fever loved tha
man. But we mu. gave .the Prince” “Wha
could we do?’ asked the barber, “advice me
Pinnd.”

Pinnd sat silently for a few minutes and the
said, “We inust remove the Prince from the palac
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to a place of safety.” ¢ Alas,’ replied the barber;
“the’ Regent has doubled guards al! over the
paiace. It is his strict order to-night not to allow
any one to gorout 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
shfety.” Then Panni mentioned the name of a
merchant in whose house she asked him to take
the Prince. ¢ But,” suggested the barber, ‘*he
wou?d 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 Pannd, “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 geneyation,—Pinns would
consider her life blessed.” The barber stood
silent, he could not “uttet a word. ldnné 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. He was still silent and stood {jke a
statue, Pa%ni again asked him to go awvay with
the basket. “ What are you doing, #’dnni ?” asked
the barber, “Iam doing,” replied Munnd, “what
it is my duty to do.”

The barber was forced to go away; Pdnnd
placed her son on the royal bed and waited
patiently for the murderer. It was twelve o'clock
—the palace was in deep silence; but syldenly
Pinnd started up hearing foot-steps,—she turned
her head and saw Banaebir standing in the royal
nursery. Pdnnd rose up and made him o.beis-
ance. “ How is the Prince ?” asked the Regent
and moved towards the bed. “I am anxious for his
health,” said he, ¢ and I have come to see him.”
Without seejng who was on the bed he thurst a
sharp dagger into the heart of the boy. A piercing
shriek pealed through the solitude of the night and
was re-echoed and re-echoed all over the palace.
Banabir hastily drew back, lest he might be
caught red-handed in his foul deed, 2and fled pre-
cipitously to his own mooms.  *

People rushed into fhe nursery from all sides ;
they found Pénnae unconscious in a swoon and
the Prince weltering in blood® There were loud
lamentations all over the palace; there were
sorrow and grief all over the city., When Pdnna
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recovered, people pressed@ her to say who mur-
dered the Prince,—but she thought:'it best to
hide the facts. “A black man,” said she, “sud-
denly entered the room and murdered the Prince.”’
Every body was convinced that Prince Udaya
Sing was murdered and Pdnni left the royal
service and went to the place where the young
prince was kept hidden. He was kept in the
house pf a Jain merchant, named 442> Ska and
brought up in private till he grew up to be a young
Prince.

We need not say that Prince Udaya was recog-
nize§, Banab:ir was bsheaded, and the son and
heir of Sangram Sing ascended the throne of
Mewer. Painne was loved and respected by the
king till her death.



THE QUEEN OF GANORE

(1]

ANORE was a small Hindu State in Central
India. When one after anther, the Hindu
States were succumbing to the rising tide of
the Mahomedan power, little Ganore stood firm
and struggled to preserve its indspendence. The
Pathans had been driven out of Delhi,—the
Moguls were pouring into India Lke® locusts.
They were scattering the Pathans Yo all direc-
ytions and were conquering ,theig old possessions.
The sturdy Pathan nobles and generals, having
been pushed to the wall, moved off ffom Delhi, and
tried ¢ fresh fields and pastures new’ I'hey beganto
drive away the Hindu chiefs und tu tale pos.ession
9
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of their h#ppy States. Thus one qf these Kkansy
having been driven out of Delhi, entered with his
followers ‘into the State of Ganore and tried to
establish a Mahomedan government there. But he
did not find it an easy task. The Raja hastened
to oppose his advance, and the Pathan general had
to fight at every step. Every inch of ground
was bitterly contested on both sides,—till fortune
smiled on the Moslem banner. The Raja fell
fighting and the bravest of his followers shared
his fate,

<  When the news reached Ganore, the Rani did
not weep or lament for the death of her beloved
husband, but collected as many men as she could
get and hastened to replace her husband at the
head of the Ganore army, which was still opposing
the advance of the victorious Pathans. The Ganore
men were much encouraged: by her presence,—
she was as good a soldier as her brave husband
was ; thcy fought under her as only heroes could
fight ;—but all their superhuman efforts were in
vain. The Khan had-a very large army at his
back,—but the “Rani* had only a few thousand *
faithful retainers to' support her. Their number
was daily getting thinner, and there was but little
hope to save the country from the Mahomedan
grasp. But still she' fought and did not allow



THE QUEEN OF GANORE, 67

the Pathans to get an in¢h of ground W1thout
hard contest. Thus having defended five fqrtressee
against the foe, she retreated to her last strong-
hold on the Narbuda. But searcely h2d she left
the bark than the assailants arrived there in pur-
suit of her. The Pathan cavalry rushed furiously
towards the castle, the doors of which were soon
closed. Thus many of her heroic men were left
outside,—some in the boat, some on the banks, on
whom the Pathans fell like demons.. They Were
killed, but not before some hundreds of the enemy
had kissed the ground.

Within the fort the disheartened defenders
were few in number; they were beset by thou-
sands of infuriated Musulmans. But a hopeless task
as it was, they fought by the side of their queen,
till they were overpowered The Pathans scaled
the walls and jumped in hundreds within the
fort. There was no alternative but to surrender ;
a messenger was sent to the victor to say that the
queen agreed to surrender, and pr;ayed to stop

the carnage.
[ 2],
The Khan was exceedingly pleased and re-

ceived the messenger in all honour. The beauty
of the queen was an allurement only secondary to
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hlS desire for her courtry. “ Go, Sir,” said the
Khan “Go and tell Her Highness that I am
ezrtremely pleased to see her bravery. She is
worthy tosbe a queen. She was a queen and she
will remain a queen till I am alive. Tell her that
I am her most humble servant. Let her rule over
Ganore and over me as her obedient slave.”
Refusal would have been useless and would have
subjected her to instant coercion ; she therefore
sent'him a message of assent.

“Tell your chief,” said she, * that I am exceed-
ingly pleased with his gallant conduct and deter-
minatio, We ladies always admire bravery and
pluck. I admit that he merits my hand. I shall
consider it a great honour if the Khan be pleased
to accept me as his wife.”” Then she added, “ 1
wish the nuptials to be solemnised “on the terrace
as it is an old custom of our house. I wish to
have two hours’ time for preparation as I must
appear in a becoming attire which the distinction
of my ows and his rank demand.”

We need net say, all ker prayers, were granted.
The Khan was never so happy in his life and his
joy knew no bounds, wlien a magnificent marriage
garb with a necklace set with excellent jewels
came from the queen as her present to him. The
song of joy had already stifled the discordant voice
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of war ; merriments had risen on all sides. The
Pathans bad thrown off their swords to drink the
health of the happy bride. Their chief was mag
with impatience to go and see the superb, beauty
of her for whom he longed.

At length the message came,—the Khan in the
jewelled garb hastened on the terrace and found
that fame had not done justice to her charms, It
was a beauty beyond all description. She was
sitting on a velvet devan and all the ladies of®the «
palace sat apart on some cushions,—which ap-
peared to be some sacks covered with Ainkkubs.
They all held lighted torches in their hands aad
were dressed in their best attire. He was desired
to be seated; he had already become a slave and
tried to carry out her slightest wishes with all
the grace of ‘courtesy he possessed. He passed
some time with her in conversation and hours were
to him like minutes while he gazed on the beauty
of the queen. But presently his countenance fell
~—he complained of heat. Punkhaseand water
were brought, but they availed hirg not. He was
in death-agony and began to tear into pieces the
bridal garments. The qheen *rose from her seat
and thus addressed him. “ Know sir, that your
last hour is come. The vestments that cover
you are poisoned. You had left me no other
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expedient to escape pollgtion.” The followers of
thé Khan were horror-struck,~—but, before they
egquld come to their senses, the Rani sprang from
the battlements to the river beneath.

The frantic Pathans rushed towards the ladies ;
they were seated on sacks of gunpowder, to
which they instantly applied the torches that were
in their hands. A terrible explosion occurred
shaking heaven and earth to their centre; the

« gastle tottered to its foundation, and a volume of
smoke rose to the sky; when it was clear,—
nothing was to be seen on the terrace of the
Genore palace except some mangled human bodies.

The half-burnt body of the Khan was found
and was buried on the road of Bhupal. He was
the founder of the present line of Bhupal Nabobs,
and strange to say a visit to his grave has the repu-
tation of curing the tertian of that country.



RANI DURG\AVATI

(1)

]

THERE was a small kingdom in Central India,
named Ghurmandasl. When every kingdom
from the Himalayas to the sea was one after
another subjected to the superior power of Akbar,
—the greatest of all the Empergrs®of Delhi,—
Ghurmand.l kept her imdependence and stood like
a pillar in the ruins of a great gity. And what was
more astonishing than the fact that the head of

this bold and brave State was bu® a woman ?
Durgdvats was the queen of Ghurmandal.
She was the daughter of Ckandana, one of the
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kings of Kanauj in Upper India ;—she was excep-
tionally beautiful and accomplished, and her father
in‘tended to give her in marriage to one of the
great chisfS”of Rajputana. But Durgivati made
her own choice—she fell in love with Du/pat Skd,
the chief of Ghurmandal, and asked him .0 come
to her father's palace. But Chanduna refused to
marry her with Dulpat,—who took arms against
him. | He defeated his future father-in-law and
took away his beloved Durgivati to his own for-
tress of Ghurmandal.

They lived happily for a few years and Durgi-
vasi gave birth to a beautiful boy. The child was
nameq B:rndrdyana. When the Prince was only
three years of age,—Du/pat died to the greatest
grief of his people, and we need not say that it was
a great bereavement to poor Durgivati.

But she had to put aside her sorrow and griet
to take charge of the government on behalf of
her child. She had to smile graciously in public
and to weep pitterly in private, if she had at all
time to weep ard mourn fer the loss of one, who
was the dearest and pearegt to her heart. However
she managed her State’as ably and as benignly as
her noble husbdnd ; she discharged the duties of
the charge left to her by her husband to the entire
satisfaction of all. She kept the independence of
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her kingdom intact,—she steod as proud, though
hemmed in by the armies of great Akbar,.as hér
husband used to do.

Governors after"governors of the Dethi Empire
in charge of Central India applied to the great
Emperor for permission to invade the little king-
dom of Gurkmandal ; but Akbar was a man who
admired ability. He heard of the fame of the
queen of this little State. He heard that she yas
considered as the mother of the people ;—and a
mother she really was. She caused tanks to be
dug all over her State, she built charity-houses, she
gestablished beautiful temples, she did a thbusantl
and one thing to make her people happy and gon-
tented. The little kingdom of Gurkmandul was
the best governed State in India ; the people were
rich, happy and comfortable ; the country smiled
in rich harvest and flourished in trade and com-
merce,

Though great Akbar repeatedly refused to grant
permission to his governors to conqueér Gurk-
mandal, yet he, for reagons best lnown to him,
yielded at last to the strong representation of
Azaf Khan, who was at thetile the Musulman
Governor of Central India. A streng force was
despatched to Gurkimandal, and Azaf Khan
marched to snatch away from the hands of a

io
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widowed queen, the kingdom of Gurimandal, for
no fa}ﬂt of hers. Of course, Duxgivati could be
o match for great Akbar and his ever-renowned
army. . If he liked he could have deprived her
of her kingdom long ago. She was the ruler of
a small State,—a State smaller and poorer than
the Jaigir of a last class Omrao of his magni-
ficent court. There was not the least chance for
Durgdvatt to defend the liberty of her little
kmgdom ; it was a mad attempt to challenge the
forces of Delhi,—it was hoping against hope, but
still Durgdvati stood by her kingdom,—stood by
the frtedom of her country, and tried to defend it,
or to fall with its downfall.
(2]

She soon collected as many men as she could
get ;—she was fortunate to raise up an army of
eight thousand horses and two thousand elephants;
—she was backed by all the people of her king-
dom,—all* the able-bodied men of Gurhmandal
Bastened to enlist themselves in her army and
she herself took the co'mmand. There was a wild
enthusiasm in all thé ranks of her army,—a strong
determination t® defend the liberty of their country
pervaded through them all. They would fight under
the command of their brave queen till death.
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Azaf Khan never expected that the little kin.g-
dom of Gurhmundal would be able to mustgr such
a strong force. He thought it would be an easy
task and consequently came to invade GR»Agnand.l
with an army of five thousand horse only. He
thought that there would be no fighting whatso-
ever; there was but a woman at the head of the
State. But when he approached Gurhmandal
he found out his mistake; but it was too l.ate.
He saw that she, whom he took to be a weak
woman, was not a weak woman at all. She her-
self had commanded her forces and was fully
prepared to fight with the Imperial army. e
could not now retire with prestige or retreat with
safety, he ordered his men to attack the army of
the queen. |

There was a great battle fought under the walls
of Gurkmandal. The Imperial army was hope-
lessly defeated and routed, and Azaf Khan escaped
barely with his life. There was great joy in Gur-
hmandal, but there was no joy 1}1 the heart of
Durgivati, for she knew sthat her dittle kingdom
would be again attacked’ by a larger army ; she
knew that when once the gre&thogul had deter-
mined to conquer and annex theskingdom, it was
not in her power to defend it.

As she expected, within a year and a half, a
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great army was despatched from Delhi to reen-
force Azaf Khan and to re-establish the imperial
prestige in Central India. Azaf Khan was ordered
to conquel the country, to depose the queen, and
to declare Gurkhmandal State as a part of the
Delhi Empire. -
Durgavati determined to die in defence of her
country ;—so long she would be alive, none would
be gble to take possession of the little State,—she
again collected a large army, marched out of her
fort and gave them battle. Fortune again fa-
voured her; Azaf Khan met with a severe defeat
and retteated with a disordered and flying army.
Finding it was pot an easy task to conquer
Gurhmandal by force, the wily Azaf Khan took
recourse to diplomacy. He sent, spies into her
fort,—bribed those that were amenable to bribe,
—created internal quarrels and dissensions, and
disorganised her army by various means and trea-
cherous devices. Thus when on the third time
Azaf Khaif adyanced towards Gurhmandal, Durgi-
vati found that fatality had taken possession of
her poor State; she found that she had no longer
the united support ®f his soldiers and people ;
she saw intern&l dissensions all over the coun-
try. Shelost heart,—but she knew this would
be the destiny of her kingdom; but she did not



RANI DURGAVATI, 77

s~~~

submit to Azaf Khan. She found there wae no
hope of succkss, but her resolve was to die in
defence of her country. She marched out with
whatever force she could rally r8und her
standard ; she took her son, who was then only
fourteerf years of age, to fight with her,—~she
took only those men who were firm in their deter-
mination to die by her side, defending their dear
country.

The battle raged from moming to evening.
Durgavat: saw her dear son fall from his horse
severely wounded and carried away by yier men.
People came to her and asked her to go and
see her dying son. “No, I cannot go,” feplied
she, “my men will lose heart, if they don’t see
me. If he dieg, he dies a hero. We shall meet
him in heaven.” The battle continued for hours
and at last an arrow pierced one of her eyes; she
tried to snatch it out,—but she failed. Still she
did not retire or retreat,—and she f;ought like
a proud lioness and was coveredewith wounds.
Almost the whole of her®army had®been destroy-
ed; a few only of her faxthfl.d retainers were de-
fending her body, so that she m!g}:t not be taken
prisoner by the enemy. She saw thate there was
no chance of her escape ; she would soon be taken
prisoner. For once she glanced round the battle-
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field ; for once she lodked back to the distant
Gurhmandal and before any body cduld guess her
dEtermmatlon she killed herseif by her own sword.
It is sai® that one of her faithful soldiers retreated
with her corpse, lest it be polluted by the touch of
the Musulmans. It was carried to a distahnt place
and there it was duly cremated. We need not say
that the little kingdom of Gurkmandal passed

,away from the hands of its real masters, and
was annexed to the Delhi Empire.



THE CHIEFTAIN'S WIFE.

[1]

SULIMAN vwas the last Pathan king of Bengal.

When Akbar established himself on the throne
of Delhi, the whole of Northern India submitted
to his rule except Bengal. Munim Khan was des-
patched from Delhi with a large army to bring the
Pathan Nabob to his senses. Sulimgn %was killed
and his son Daud Khan fled to Oris®a.

But on hearing of the gpprogch of the Moguls,
Suliman removed all his wealth to a place, called
Jessore, a town in the south of Bepgal. This
place was the head quarters of a Jaigir, belonging
to his financial minister, who was a Bengali and
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on whom he bestowed the title of Raja Vikramd-
ditya. le was his most trusted servant, and he
wes virtually the ruler of all southern Bengal,
bordering the sea.

In those days Bengal was ruled by feudal
system The native chiefs were fully independent
in their own territories and enjoyed all the royal
privileges and prerogatives. They were allowed
by the Pathan rulers to do what they liked pro-

‘vided they remitted the tributes to the Nabob's
coffer. But often did they rebel and neglect to
send the tributes; often did they fight amongst
themselves, often did they ignore the existence of
the Nabob's power. The chief occupation of the
Nabob's army, was to force these turbulent chiefs
to pay their dues and to prevent them from cutting
one another’s throat.

When Suliman was killed and Daud fled, Bengal
was not conquered. The chiefs stopped payments
—but the Mogul general had little time to look to
them. He pm“acmed the flying Nabob from place to
place and his hands were full with him. After a
year's struggle, Daud was killed and his army was
broken. His genéral Katlu Khan made peace
with th¢ Empecor and was allowed to rule in
Orissa. ‘

But as soon as the Mogul Governor, Raja
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Todurmal turned his eyes towards the chiefs; he
found they were all m open rebellion. He was
driven to take'shelter within the fort of M(mghyt,
where he was besieged by the Bengal cplefs, botlt
Hindus and Pathans. He had to remain in the
fort, blocked up, for a year and a half,—but at last,
with his usual tactics of diplomacy, he’managed to
win over the Hindu chiefs to his side. With their
help he soon drove the Pathans away from Bengal,
and peace was s restored. The Hindu chiefs ackmdw-
ledged Akbar as their Emperor, and agreed to pay
him tributes as they used to pay to the Pathan
Nabob. Raja Vikramid:tya followed the egample
of his brother chiefs, made obeisance to the Mogu!
Viceroy, and went away to his Jaigir. He tulcd
his State peacefully for some years, and died at
Jessore, leaving a son, named Raja Pratipaditya.

(2]

Pratapaditya grew to be a very powerful chief-
tain. He had a wife, who was kgowh by the
name of ¥ashareskvari. sHer real hame was not
known to history,—but she_ wascalled after the
name of the presiding goddéss of the family.
It was said that the goddess appeafed before the
founder of the house, and expressed her wish that

11
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she would protect it txll it would not be shornr
ofi virtue and goodness She also promised to
indicate her departure by turning ‘the face of her
finage, which was in the temple adjoining the
palace." Now, there were two Fashareshvaris
in the palace, one was the goddess, the other was
the chieftain’s wife ;—but perhaps one was of flesh
and blood, and the other was of stone.

Pratapaditya grew to be very powerful and at
thersame time, very vicious. He gathered round
him a very large army ; all the turbulent characters
of the country flocked to his standard. He began
to plunder and ravage cities and towns, and to
exact tributes from the neighbouring chiefs. He
united his forces with the Portugese pirates and
Burmese dacoits, and set out to ravage the country
from one end to the other. It isineedless to say
that he became too powerful to be punished by
the Mogul Viceroy ;—he bearded him in his own
city, and declined to pay tributes, or to acknow-
ledge the Emperor, as his sovereign.

But he was not satisfied with plundering and
murdering th® neighbofiring chiefs ;—he cast his
eyes on his own uncle Basanta Rai. None was
so good as he,—he was a hoary-headed patriarch,
loved and respected by all. He did not approve
of his nephew’s conduct ; he tried to pursuade him
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to give up his evil path,—put Prafdp lent a
deaf ear to all his sensible and statesman-like
words. He knew he was not loved by his subjécts ;
he knew that his uncle was the idol of their Jwor-
ship—he was afraid lest they might rise agmnst
him and plage his uncle on the throne. To make
his safety doubly sure, he determined to murder
the good, old, man, with all his family.

When his gqod wife failed to dissuade him from
executing sthis foul project, she determined t®
take a very bold step to prevent her husband
from committing such a heinous crime.

There was an old custom, honouredsand,
observed by the chiefs, and which is still in exis-
tence in Bengal. When a noble lady require®a
gallant knight to defend her cause, she would
send her kankan®(an armlet) to a reputed brave
man,—or in an assembly of warriors. She would
send it by a maid, who was asked to throw it down
in the middle of the assembly. One of the brave
men present would take the bracelet up gnd pro-
mise on oath to obey the lady’s command, and to
defend her cause till death’ Now one day. when
Raja Pratipdditya was seated ip ®urbar,—a maid
of the Queen appeared in that great aLssembly. and
to the astonishment of all, threw the Kunk#n in the
middle of the hall. Wonder seized the assembly,—
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all anxiously looked to the Chief; but he sat
ctil,—a cloud passed over his stern counte-
nanos. At last a warrior slowly rose :—he was the
genera11551mo of the army and the brother of the
Queen. ‘He advanced towards the Kankan and
took it up. And then turning towards the chief
he said,—“ This Kankan comes from our Queen.
I know not what cause to defend; she asks for
a knight. As it comes from her,—-lt was expected
that it should be accepted by our brave king, whao
is her Lord, Protector, Defender and Master. But
as he sits still and does not show any inclination
to agcept the armlet,—lest people say there is
"a lack of brave men in this assembly, I take it up
axd promise on solemn oath to defend her cause
till death.”

The king frowned, but said nothing. The maid
in her sweet, silvery voice pealed forth,—¢“It is
the wish and desire of our Queen, it is her com-
mand to the brave man who accepts her Kankan,
to defend and protect Raja Basanta Ra:i and his
family.” % It will be done,” said the gallant hero,
and moved*owards his seat.

The king 1g1meq;ately closed the Durbar and
retired to his rooms. If he was afraid of any one
m this .wortd, he was afraid of his wife She
Was in every way worthy of being the wife of
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Pratapddttya she wag a terrible lioness paired to
a savage lion. He called her to him, he c#ressed
her, arguéd with her, upbraided her; Mb tried in
various ways to alter her idea of sgving Basanta
Rai. “ He is doomed,” said he, “ he must die, or
else we are not safe.”” “ Safe, or unsafe” replied
she, “I would not allow you to commit such a
great crime.”
(3]

When Pratap found that it was lmpossmle ta
kill the old man,—he took recotirse to treachery.
He appeared to be repentant for his misdeeds.
He went to his uncle and fell at his feet ; amore
than a thousand times he asked for his pardon
Raja Busanta Rai lived in a castle some miles
away from Jessore; he was cordially invited to
come to the®Raja’s palace and he accepted the
invitation.

But with all his apparent contrition, two
persons had grave suspicions of his intention. The
brave Rani gave her permission tosinvite the old
Raja, only when she got the Rajg’s son in her safe
custody. The old patriarch, before he started for
Jessore, took with him 8ne pfgeon. « If you find,”
said he to his wife, “this pigegn coming back to
you, know then for certain that Iam dead, or in
prison.”
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The Raja started with a few retainers,—but he
was way-laid and murdered by assassins, appomted
by the crutl chief. The pigeon escaped and reach-
ed the castle in due time. The Raja’s wife and
family being afraid of further violence and oppres-
sion, drowned themselves in the palace tank, The
son of the old Raja was saved,—because he was in
the safe custody of his aunt, the Rani.

Such a man could not reign safely for long.
Raja Man Sing, the greatest of all the generals of
the Great Mogul, was sent with a large army to
chastise this insolent chief. He arrived at the
banks of the Ganges, secured the help of the chiefs,
and marched towards Jessore. He encamped near
the citysand sent a messenger to the chief with a
JSirmdn (a letter of pardon and confirmation), 2
haulter and a sword. Pratap tore upe the firmin
into thousand pieces, took the sword, and asked
the messenger to take back the haulter. * Tell
your general,” said he, “to put it round the neck
of his master.”

So war was: determined upon, Pratip had
fity two thousahd swordsthen, thirty thousand
spearsmen, ten thourand ocavalry, two hundred
elephants, and hun‘glred pieces of cannon. Besides
all this, a coatingent from Portugese pirates and
Burmese decoits had come to his. help. With the
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major portion of this vast army he went out to give
battle. It raged from morning till eveningg he
had been aBlé to push back the imperifl forces
and disorganise their entire infantry,—victory wis
certain to grace his standard, when su&denly a
commotwn arose in the ranks of his army. They
began to break the ranks and fly in all directions.
When he asked for the cause of all this sudden
break-up, he was told “ Fasharesnvari was gone.”
He cquld Rot understand what they meant.s Is,
my wife dead ?” asked he. ‘‘Np, Maharaja, "
replied some body, “ our great goddess is gone.”

We have already told that it was a gregt tradi-
tion believed by all that the great goddess Faska-
reshvari would indicate her departure, andewith
her departure all glory of Jessore would be at an
end. A rumow ran like wild fire amongst the
soldfers that the goddess had turned her face,
which meant that she was gone. They lost heart,
they lost all hope of success and fled in all direc-
tions. The Raja with all his undaunted courage
could not shake off the fatal belief. When he
heard what had happenéd, he was Stupefied. His
embarrassment was takem adventage of by the
enemy,—a detachment of cavalry_swooped down
upon: him, and in a few minutes, fe fell a prisoner
into the hands of the enemy.
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The \(rictory of the imperial troops was com-
plete. Raja Man Sing advanced towards the city,
but he was astonished to see it well defended. On
enquiry he found that the brave Rani had assumed
the comnfand, and had resolved to die in defence of
the liberty of her country. Man Sing sent a2 mes-
senger, demanding the surrender of the castle.
“No,” replied she, “not till some conditions of
surrender are accepted. I know it would be use-
Jless tloodshed to defend the castle against the
troops of the Emperor. If Raja Man Sing gives
me the word of a Rajput, that my town will not
be looted and no oppression of any kind will be
made upon any of my subjects—I shall surrender
the castle without any opposition. There is
another condition also,—as a Hindu he must allow
a Hindu wife to follow her husbard, if that hus-
band is still alive, Tell him all this. If he does
not agree, we shall fight, and fight till none will
remain alive to endure the oppression.”

We need not say Raja Man Sing granted all
her prayers. She accompanied her husband to
Delhi sharing Wwith him ®his prison. But as he
was kept in a largs iyom cage, he died on the way
near Benares, ancé‘ his wife burnt herself on the-
same funerak pyre with him.



THE JODHPUR QUEEN.

DURING the reign of Skdjehdn, Jeswant Sing,
Raja of Jedhpur, was the most powerful
noble of the Delhi throne. With some thousands
of Rajputs he sought to stop the progress of
Aurungseeb when he was advancing towards Delhi
to usurp the throne and imprison his fathgr. Near
the Narmadi, a battle was foughty by sun-set
ten thoutands of their nufnber lay dead on the
field of battle, and Jeswante Sing was obliged to
retire to his country. It was with a heavy,heart
he drew near his capital, for he knewehis wife
would be terribly distressed and offended on ac-
count of the shame and disgrace of his defeat.
12
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« The Rani, when she heard that her husband
was nigh, instead of sending somé sae to condole
with him in his misfortunes, commanded her men
to shut up the gates of the castle, and not to let the
disgraced man enter.

“He is not my husband,” cried®she, *the
Raja of Jodhpur and son-in-law of the great Rana
of Mewer can not be so mean!” A moment after,
shg was of another mood. She i:ommanded a
funeral pyre to be made ready, so that she might
burn herself, © My husband must be dead,” cried
she, ¢ he can not come back alive, defeated and
msgraced ”

Jn short, she remained thus transported, eight
or nine days, without being able to resolve to see
her husband. At last she agreed to see him. The
gates ot the ity were thrown open, and her hus-
band entered. The Rani, after her anger was over,
attended with tender care to her husband’s wounds
and those of his followers.

Aurdngzgeb, having finally established himself
in Delhi, @eterminedeto destroy the power of
Jeswant Sing, for hg was the only man whom he
had to fear. Gladly availing himself of a rebellion
in CaBul,she appointed the Raja to the chief com-
mand of the troops he was sending to quench it.
The Emperor was sure that the turbulent and
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savage Afgans would captuse and slay the pow erful
Raja and his brave Rajputs.

Jeswant accepted the post, because it was the
post of hongpur and danger. His bravesRgni pre-
pared to aecompany her husband and share his
perils. They left their son Prithi Sing to take
charge of the Jodhpur kingdom ; and with a large
force of chosen troops they set out for the cam-
paign againskthe Afgans.

Thesbrave queen declined to be treated s a
woman and a Rani; she adopted *the life of a
soldier, rode by the side of her husband, and went
through all the privations of a camp-lif® Thes
after many days’ toil and labour, after hard march-
es over hills and dales, over snow and ice, they
reached Cabul and found the whole country seething
in treason. Hafdly had they any rest; they found
themselves in incongenial climate, in snow and ice,
amongst a savage and barbarian people, beset by all
sorts of difficulties and privations. And through
all this terrible campaign the Jodhpur queen shared
her husband's perils. She fpllowed hig: as a shadow
and fought by his side with the enemy; bher
bravery and courage, her fowef of endurance and
fortitude astonished even the strmgest afd the
bravest of the Rajputs.

But alas, Jeswant did not live long. Itis very
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likely ;that ‘he met with foul play. Hisson Prithi
Sin} was invited to Delhi and reaejved by the
Efaperor in all honour,—but he soon died of poison.
It is sajd ¢hat Aurungseet vowed that Jeswant
Sing should never return from Cabul and none
of his sons should live to disturb his peace of
mind. Some of his assassins must have adminis-
tered poison,—the effect of which was fatal to the
RaJa .

The situatjon of the Rani, away in the wilds of
Afganistan without her husband, was very sad
mdeed. She would have burnt herself with her
hushand as his loving and faithful wife, but she was
prevanted from taking the step, for she was expect-
ed to give hirth to a baby er¢ many months would
elapse. She, therefore, assumed thp command of
her faithful Rajputs and defended her post till they
could safely retreat towards India,

In a little time the Rani was safely delivered
of a boy én the city of Cabul, and when she was
able to travel, }he with her brave soldiers turned
their face towards India. They had to fight their
way as far as Pesh®as, Where they were joined by
some mere Rajpyts, who had started from Jodhpur
to bring bdck their brave queen safely to their
capital.
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In due, course they asrived at Delhi. The
Rani and heg ollowers determined to push on %or
Jodhpur, but they could not get away thhm;t
a struggle. , Aurungseeb demanded thas the infant
prince should be surrendered to his custody. The
Rani flatly declined to obey the imperial command
and her brave Rajputs prepared themselves to
defend their infant king and their queen dowager.

The infant prince was placed in a basket of
sweetnfeats and entrusted to a faithful Musulfhan, .
who promised to carry the prince to %an appointed
place and to keep him in safety till they could
appear. * o

Just after the man had departed with the prmce,
the Rajputs, buckling on their swords and armours,
sallied forth from the palace they occupied. Their
prave Rani wds in their midst—her sword flashed
in the light some of them carried. The palace was
immediately surrounded by imperial troops and
they endeavoured to cut their way out of the city.
Like heroes they fought and like heroes they
fell, but a few lived to tell the talf. The battle,
fought in the streets of Delhi by the brave little
band of Rajputs, is one of the fhost glorious acts
recorded in the world's history,efor it eas one
against a thousand, and it was for thei? queen, for
their infant king and for their fatherland.
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When the wounded and bleeding Rani and
het* few warriors reached the spokg-the biding
place of the infant prince,—they found him safe
and soynds With rapture beyond words to ex-
press the Rani received her child, and hurrying
away with him she rested not till she reached her
srother, the great Rana of Mewer.

She returned to Jodhpur and there nursed the
spirit of resistance against the Empesor, and sup-
sort€d her son’s rights till he was of age %o take
‘he field himsélf against the enemies of their house.
The cowardly behaviour of Aurungseeb had driven
‘hw Rajguts to rise against him,—his attack on a
aelpless widow and her infant son united them to
ake the severest vengeance on the great enemy of
‘he Hindu race. The Jodhpur queen lived to see
e shattered state of the Delhi “Empire and its
inal fall. In a good old age, full of honours, she
mtered into her rest to join her brave husband.
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RANI BHAVANI

[1]

DURING the Mahomedan rule in Bengal, the

internal Gevernment of the country was solely
in the hands of native Rajas. They were all-
powerful ; they were independent in every respect,
except that they had to pay heavy tributes to the
central government at Murshidabad,, the then
Mahomedan capital of Bengal. ©n many occa-
sions, one or the othdt of th¥se kajas refused to
pay tributes, and the Nahob, hed ,to send soldiers
to submit them to his authority.

At the latter end of the last centusy the Maho-
medan power began to crumble down. The
Emperor of Delhi had become only a name ; his
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Vasgais ana governors Taq assumed mnaepenaence
and had.xgnored his existence. But they too had
lost” their old power and prstige ; their authority
grew weak®r and weaker every dayeand their
tributary Rajas were daily assuting independence
and raising the standard of rebellion all bver the
country.
The last powerful Mahomedan ruler of Bengal
was Alivardi,—he was succeeded by a%oung man,
*hamed Sherajuddaulah. With good deal of difficuly
and by shere dlplomacy Alivardi made the Bengal
Rajas acknowledtre his authority, but virtually the
di®osal *of the throne of Bengal was then in the
hands,of these Rajas. Of these Rajas, four, namely
Raja Krisnachandra of Krisnagore, Raja Rajballava
of Dacca, Raja Rai Durlava of Patna, and Rani
Bhabani of Natore, were the most powerful. There
were two other men who were as influential as
they; they were Jagat Set, the banker, and
Mirzafar, the Commander-in-Chief. These six had
the disposal®of the throne, and they gave it away
to the English LA | e
The Natore Rg, m;er which Rani Bhabani
ruled, was as big as Scotland and paid a net reve-
nue of 52 lacs ®f rupees to the Nabob. The
State had an income of a crore and half, besides
the expense for the up-keep of an army consisting



RANT BHABANI. w7

~~—

e e TN

about fifty thousand foot andehorse. Iler husband

was Raja Rambant, who succeeded his® ﬁnthc?

when he was only a young man. As often occufs

in such cases,the young Raja threw him#lfehead

and heart into the whirlpool of luxury and

debaucherye His father’s dewan, old Dayaram,

could not check him; his young wife Bhadin: with

tears and entreaties could not turn him from his

evil ways ;—he got down and down to the awful

abyss of%uin and destruction. Dayaram was di$-

missed and money was spent like water; adminis-

tration was neglected and soldiers were not paid.

Thus one after another many dues to the NabobS
were not remitted. Soldiers were soon sent fo

Natore ; Raja Ramkant was deposed and another

man was placed on the Gadi. He left Natoie
with his wife and took shelter under the roof of
Jagat Set of Murshidabad.

Debauchery had made him worthless ; when he
met with difficulties,—when he experienced sorrow
and disappointment,—when he had to face wants
and privations,—he thoroyghly gwe.lumself up
into the hands of his most mtellxgent, faithful
and loving wife. Since then fewds a nonentity,—
what was done, was done by hie wife Rini
Blabini. She recollected old Dayaram ;—she
sold all her jewels and bribed all the oflicials
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iof the Nabob. Somehow or other' she managed
to make the Nabob put her husbana agajn on the
Gad: of the Natore Raj. The husband and the
wife 4eff the hospitable house of their friend, Jagat
Set, and came to Natore to the joy of all the
people.

But her happiness was soon marred ; her hus-
band died leaving her alone and helpless. She
had two sons who died in their'childhood, she
had a dayghter, named 7ird, But she too was
u girl-widow. When Rani Bhabini lost her
husl?vand she was thirty-two years old. The

“heavy responsibility of ruling a vast province fell
on her when the whole country was passing
through a great revolution. But she was up to it
in statesman-ship and diplomacy, she was matchless.
She not only, independent of the advice of any
dewan or minister, governed her vast State, but
commanded her army herself. She was present
with her men, a few miles off from the field of
Plassey; tq, watch the battle in which the British
flag was for the first tiee implanted on the plains
of India.

[2]

After assuming the Government she at once
saw that she required a very powerful army to
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protect her Statg from the yavages of the rulin
Nabob. Readgrs of Indian history need no
be told what sort of man young Sherajuddfulai
was. He wanted money for his debauchery; he
had run through the: accumulated wealth of hi
ancestors,—she wanted more:; he- required more
than what was his just revenue. To get the money
he adopted every sort of means; justice wa:
unknown to bim; extortion and; persecution be
came his daily avocations. The native Rajas, wit
could' not withstand his plundering #rmy, were
fleeced to death. But to do bhim justice,—he
hardly knew anything of what was done dén hi:
name- by the unscrupulous scoundrels that sur
rounded him. He was a mere boy. *

Rini Bhabini was intelligent enough. to foresee
the out-look of the political horizon. She fore-
saw a revolution. at ro distant date. She was
glad,—for she knew that the Mahomedan powe:
was gone. It was the time for the-Hindus ;—ii
they could unite, if they could put asige thei
petty jealousies and elect a.leader,—sufely Benga
would become a Hindu l:ingdon'l. She was nof
ambitious ; she did never #piresto sit on the
throne of Bengal, but she foresay that &here
would be a great struggle for it. To Be ready
to meet it and at the same time to withstand the
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ravages bf the Nahpb, she at once began to
feform*and reorganize her army. . Her army soon
becathe the best in Bengal. And it was soon put
to a tgste

Tidrd, the widowed daughter of Ranz Bhabéni,
was a celebrated beauty of the age. ¢« Some mis-
chievous rascals about the Nabob plied him with
the description of her beauty. They at last got his
sanction to get the girl by force, if nacessary. They
whnted to go over to Natore with the Nabob's
soldiers and*o loot the Ran:’s treasury ;—that was
their aim and object, and they did it in the name
of the Nabob and with the assistance of his army.

They sent a messenger to the Ra»:, demanding
hef daughter for the lust of the young Nahob. We
need not say that the messenger was barely kept
alive to go back to his principals®to inform them
that Rini Bhabini was not to be dictated. Soon
an army was despatched to secure the princess by
force, to depose the Raxi and to loot her treasury.
Rani Bhebdni anticipated it long before the thought
entered mto,_the. head pof the Nabob's satellites.
She herself commanded her army, came out of her
cityfand gave th&msbattle. The Moslem army was
thoroﬁghly royted and disorganised. They tried
to retire’to Murshidabad, but Rén:i Bhabdni pur-
sued them as far_as the outskirt of her dominions.
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In fact at that time the whole of Bengal was in.
arms againgt ¢he Mahomedans.; at every step” the:
Musulman army met with obstructions ; fhein'p;o—-
visions wgre looted by the villagers gnd their
soldiers were killed wherever they were found.

(31

In the meanwhile Sherajuddaulah had made his-
throne toohot for him ; he was heset from all sides.
with enemies, he kmew not which side to &fend
and which to attack. The Rajas®resolved to de-
pose him and to place some body else on the-
throne. Raja Krishnachandra, Raja Rejballghh,
and Raja Rai Duslav met in the house of Jagat
Set ; they invited Ran: Bhabani to join in" their.
deliberations. Jagat Set proposed Mir Zafar for.
the throne, safing that he had promised to follow
their advice and to rule Begal as benignly as
possibe. He was the commander-in-chief of the-
Nabob's forces,~the Musalman army was under his
command, so placing him on the throge could be-
managed without the shedding of Blood. “ Maha-
rajas and friends,” said Réni Bhabani, “Can it
not be managed to place® Hmdu on. the throne:
of gal ? This is the time gnd oppertunity.”
“Rans” thplied Raja Krishnachandfa,® who is
there tha¢ does not wish it? But for thousands.
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of years we ate under foreign yoke ; ave have no
prestxge .an'd no sufficient forces tos gefend the
coynfry from foreign powers: besides we are
badly in wam of unity, and we are full of, jealousy.
To place a2 Hindu Raja on the throne would mean
civil war; and taking advantage of it perhaps
the Marhattas would snatch from our hands the
throne. They are a people thoroughly unknown
to us, and may not allow us the freedomewe covet.
We fre living with the Musalmans for yeats, we
know them and'they know us,—so it is better to.
have one of them than any one else.”

«3 ] adlnit,” said the Rani, “the weight of your
argument, but suppose after getting the throne
Mir Zafar becomes as bad as Sherajudaulah, what
would be our remedy ?”

“We have thought over it™ sdid Raja Raj-
bullabh, “and therefore to keep Mir Zafar under
check, we have thought of asking the help of the
English. They are a very powerful people,—
they are ntere traders and they never think of
getting akmgdom If we give them some trade
advantages, they wdl always be at our disposal.
With their help we $hall Always be able to keep
Mir Zafat under eheck.”

mades, said Jajat Set, “Sherajuddaulah has
already destroyed their fort ad Calcutta. Surely
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they whMl tfy to punisfhim, Ifthe new Nabob,
whoever le%e, does not make friends.with the
English, he will have to fight thh them at%the
very begimning of his reign.”

“T have heard,” said Raja Rai Durlabh, “they
have dtfeated the Musalman Nabob of Deccan.”

“ Maharajas,” said Rani Bhabani, “1 am but
a woman and dare not advise you in such high
political fhatters. But suppose they becqme as'
cruel and ambitious as the Marattas | Supposc
they, after tasting the sweets of Governmpent, for-
get their trade and aspire to be the rulers and
kings! What will then be our remeﬁy,——What
will be then our means to check them ? 1hey are
more alien than the Marhattas; we know
nothing of them. I am not for Mir Zafar, I am
not for the Marhattas, I am not for the English.
We are in many ways bound to the family of
Sheraj,—depose him by all means, but put a
scion of the family on the throne.”

Thus the discussion was continded for hours,
till Ran: Bhabani waseinduced t® give her con-
sent to place Mir Zafgr og the throne with the
co-operation of the Englxsh The Rani JLave her
consent with reluctance, but %hen, she gave her
consent she said, “Maharajas, I am bound to abide
by your decision, but my mind says this revolution
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will snot bg good for the country ;"the” English
will e supreme in the end. So instead‘of placing
an”imbecile Mahomedan on sthe throne,—when
we cannof unite to place one of us on it und when
we cannot trust the Marhattas, let us hand over
the throne to the English. They might Be good
people ; let us take our chance.”

“Let us try Mir Zafar,” said Raja Krishna-
vﬁhané'a, “if he (fails,—we shall then call the
English in,»

So every’jthing' was arranged. Readers of
history know all about the Battle of Plassey.
Sherajfled and Mir Zafar joined the English.
Rani Bbabani watched the battle from a distance
and thes' she marched away with her army to
Natore.

Clive came to Murshidabad and took possession
of the Nabob'’s treasury. He placed Mir Zafar
on the throne with all formalities, secured every
sort of privilege for the English and retired to

Calcutta. ‘

° e
[4]

For spme years a great revolution passed over
Bengal. The thfone of Dengal was put fo the
highest bidder by the English, and it was so!d and
re-sold and sold again. Mir Zafax was_deposed and
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Mir Kasim was placed on the throng. Within a
very shore tinfe Mir Kasitn was driver} out ,and
Mir Zafar wa® agaln made Nabob ; and sog0M, One
after the other. But these revolutions lay confinéd
within the precincts of the palace %at ® Mushi-
dabad. All over Bengal there was peace and
contentnfent,—for neither the Nabob nm the
English had time, opportunity or mind to interfeie
with the internal Government of the country.
In fact, atethe time of which we are spepling
Northémn Bengal was governed by Rin: Hhiban: ;¢
Southern Bengal by Raja Krishnachandra ; Jastern
Bengal by Raja Rajbullabh ; and Western Bengal
by Raja Raidurlabh. They were friends of Both tfﬁe
Nabob and the English ; they regularly paid gheir
tributes and there was no complaint against them.
So long they .lived, Bengal was very happy,—-
peace and contentment reigned all over the
country.

Thus the latter portion of the life of Kauz
Bhabani was passed in peace and contentment
She appointed able Dewans to gdmMnister her
State ;—she made rules and regulatiens and every
thing passed on smoothly till her death.

[ ]

As she had nothing more to do—to organize or
improve her State, she adopted a ®on and. vested
im with all the powers. She then determined tu

14



“£0b THE HEROINES OF IND.

o~ o~ e ———

pass heér time on the banks of the holy Ganges in
prayers and meditations

A few miles higher up fiom Murshidabad, on
“he opposite bank of the holy niver, Ran: Bhabans
bwlt a-palace round which a town gradually grew
up Here did she pass the remainder of her glorn-
ous life, flooding the country with her charities.
A vast amount of money was every year given
awav for the encomagement of Sanskrit learning ;
mpimetable poor and helpless men and women
were fed and pensioned Temples with charity-
houses were built all over the country, countless
tanks weie dug to guard against the scarcity of
tvater In Benares she built many temples and
estaplished many charity-houses It is said that
she used to spent at least twenty five lacs of rupees
evely year m charity.,

In the year 1863 she died at the ripe age of
seventy-nine, just fourty six yeais after the battle
ot Plassey It was fortunate for her that she died,
o1 else 1t would have been her misfortune to see the
political ‘chapges with their concomitant oppres-
sions, extortioas, persecutions, tyranny and injus-
tice that soon after {ook place in Bengal, and in
w hich the English were the chief actors.

She left hér adopted son Raja Ramkrishna to
gove.n her vaswState,—but he adopted the life of
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an ascetic., Hg, gave away jn charity akmost whole
of his possessnpns, the rest was sold forethe 1ais-
management of the State. Only a little® of .the
great Natore Raj remained in possescgon of the
family, when Ramkrishna died, and that liftle still
belongs to the scion of Rani Bhabini's family,
who lives at Natore, a station in the Northen
Bengal State Railway. The holder of this ancient
State is hongured by the British Government with
the title of Maharaja Bahadur



THE BANKER'S DAUGHTER.

1]

'TE shall narrate the career of another high-

¢ born girl, who flourished during the reign of
Sheraj. The Nabob was a young man of twenty,
he was brought up in luxury and indulgence, and
was spoiled by his grand-father, Alivardi, the late
Nabob, on account of excessive caresses that were
showered upon him, and misled by companions
who were the scums of the society and who were
the greatést escoundrels that ever walked the
streets of Murshid#bad. He and his companions
began to commit, all gorts of horrible crines;
young wives were snatched away from the
sides of theic hufbands,—daughters were ravaged
before the eyes of their fathers, and sisters before
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their brothers. No woman's honoun was safe
during the'shoft reign of the great debauqhee. »

He did ®not spare even his most pawegful
nobles ; he openly demanded their beautjful daugh®
ters and sisfers,—and where open demands were
not preferable, he adopted secret means to decoy
and dishonour the girls.

Now, the Jagat Sets were the richest men in
Murshidabad. They were the Rothchilds of India.
Their bgnkin.g houses lay scattered all over &he
country. There was not a small $own in India
where one of their hranch houses did not exist
Powerful Rulers and Potentates were their gebtogs
—even the great Emperor had often to come to
their doors to borrow money. Thus they wererthe
richest and the most honoured men in India.

Mahitab Chand Jagat Set was the head of the
house, when young Sheraj ascended the throne of
Bengal. He had a most beautiful doughter named
Ashamanys (matchless),—perhaps none was so
beautitul in Murshidabad as the Banker’s daughter.
Wicked Sheraj grew mad to possess her. But she
was no other than the datighter &f the most influ-
ential man in all India! Thg Nabob dared not
openly demand her. -

One night he dressed himself a5 a woman and
entered the palace of the rich banker. He passed,
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unchallenged to the quarter whese thg beautiful
As/zdmdnyﬁ lived. Perhaps he had pq,other inten-
tiod but to see her and admire her beauty, but
when he stood before her and gazed at her sublime
beauty,—a beauty the like of which he had never
seen before—he forgot where he was ani tried to
embrace her. She was alarmed ; she fled from the
spot ; she ran to her husband and told him what
had happened The outraged man ran after the
dxsgulsed Nabob, caught hold of him whenthe was
escaping from” the house and gave him a right
royal shoe-beating. The Nabob barely escaped
with his life, but never forgot the msult and the
disappointment.

A few days after, the poor husband was openly
murdered in the public street. The heartless
Nabob ordered the man’s head to Be severed from
his body. He placed his head on a silver plate
and sent it as a present to the proud daughter of
the banker. We need not describe her feelings of
horror and mdlg'natlon The unhappy girl when
she heard what had happgned went into hysterics
and in a few days symptoms of insanity appeared
in her. ¢

< [2]

Such and many other acts of violence to the

powerful nobles and chiefs of the kingdom soon
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ensured the ruin of Seraj. The throng of Bengal
was alwaps at the disposhl of its powegful chigfs
from the time Svhen their old king went ayay to
pilgrimage, leaving it to be occupied by the
Pathan Gemeral. These chiefs now Yes8lved to
remove the wicked and vicious man and to place
on the throne Mir Zafar the Commander-in-
Chief. They invited the English merchants to
come and help them in 1emoving the cruel tyrant.
In the field ®f Plassey, Mir Zafar stood algof
with hils soldiers. One portion of Jthe Nabob’s
force attempted to fight with the llngligh but
they soon received the command to stop from the
Nabob, who passed the fatal order at the advice
of Mir Zafar. The English General, Glive
caught the situation at a glance; he ordered his
men to rush forward. They made a bayonet
charge with a shout and soon the Nabob's great
army was routed.

He fled towards Murshidabad; finding no
safety there he fled again towards the west ; but
he was seized at Bhagabangola and Rrought down
to the city by the order of Miram, th® son of Mir
Zafar, and one Mahomed Beg bgheaded him. His
mangled corpse was mounted on an elephant and
carried through the streets of Murthidabad to be
buried like that of a felon Ashaminy awas in
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a stupor all this while. Since the day of her hus-
b%nd’s murder till tlie day of Shera)’s death,—
she remained a raving maniac; sb.netimes as an
1idiot,—sometimes as deaf and dumb, but often she
becamo a'Very violent woman. Her father placed
her under the treatment of best physicians,—but
to no effect. On hearing the murdet of Sheraj
some one suggested to take her to the place of his
burial. “If she sees the blood and the mangled
corpse of her husband's murderer,” said he, ‘ her
Vengeance might be gratified and she might re-
cover her senses” The suggestion was acted
upon. She was taken to a place from which she
¢ould see the last end of him who murdered her
husgband.

Af.er two years and a half she appeared to be
a little rational. She looked at the corpse fixedly
for some time and then turning to one of her
maids she asked who was the poor man whose
body had been thus mangled and what crime he
had committed. “ My lady,” replied the maid,
* Heis your husband’s murderer. He is the tyrant
Nabob who.has at last been justly dealt with.”
She appeared not to understand the purport of
her maid’s reply Then suddenly flashed a flood
of light ipto “ier brains. “Oh, Oh!” cried she
» take me back home, take me back home !”
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They cqmed her bagck to the gpalace; she
appeared *to be very calm; she talkad withpher
mother and® others quiet rationally Tlfey were
all astonished and pleased to see that he xmamtv
had at last Yeft her. But she now and then said
“God hgs done what I should have done  When
He has done my duty and work, I shall do what
He should have done I shall do //:s work and
Ifis duty.” | None could understand what she
meant,@and when they understood her meartihg,
it was too late; Ashamanva was gore,

(3)

She had gone where no body knew. At the
dead of night she slipped out of the house®and
fled, where she herself did no! know. The blood
of her husband's murderer and his horribly man-
gled corpse had filled her with a new idea. Her
brains reeled with the thought which said, “ Asha-
manya should have taken the severest vengeance
on the murderer of her husband She should
have dethroned him, killed him, m#ngled him,—
but God has done all that® for h&r. “Ever-merciful
and ever-loving God shouldeheve protected him,
should have done him good,—shoyld hava loved
him, bad as he was. When He has nottlone it,—
He must have surely let it be done by her

15
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Yes, she must do it.” She resolved to do some
gocl to Theraj,—but alas, his manggd cropse was
rott ng inderneath the earth across the river! He
must have, left some one, whom to benefit would
be benef 1tmg the dead man. The thouglit made her
mad,—she left the house and fled. ,

She came to Bhagabangola and heard a story,
which filled her heart with joy. She was told that
only one,—out of thousands that accompanied
Shezaj when he left his great palace at Mprshida-
bad, went to chare his perils and to be a partner of
his woz as she was a partner of his weal. Her
name wns Meherunneshd Begum,—but Sheraj called
her ¢ Gu/" (Flower). She was his wife,—ever neg-
lectéd and ever hated by her husband, who was
always sunk in debauchery and carnality. But in
his misery she was the only one found amongst his
innumerable friends and relatives to be true to
him. She was only sixteen years old ;—she was
in the advanced :state of pregnancy, but she fol-
lowed her, husband and ran by his side over the
thorny grouncn and ]ungle roads.

At Bhagabangola she” gave birth to a pretty
daughter and She ajwas obliged to stop for a few
days ta allow h&r time to be fit for the joumey.
For him it‘was a fatal halt! We have already said
he was found out and killed Poor Girl ! The
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once Her.nghneqs the Begum of #he mughty
Nabob Nazim of Bengal, Behar and Onssa, ®as
left uncared Yor 1n the house of a poor womfn, whp
took compassion and gave her shelter ¢ S§e Ined
in her hotse for a month and a half when <he
heard thaf a woman was enquiring after her She
was not afraid of her safety; all her love and
attention was now centered m her baby She
must be savgd fiom the ruffians who had muirdered
her hugpand! She must go to Delln and pleadthes
cause of her baby before the mfghtvy Mogul!
Therefore, when she heaid that some bdly was
enquining after her, she was ternfied, and Indmg
her baby within her clothes <he fled

The| demented banker’s d.aughtcr followed her
from place to place, bit she never got the oppor-
tunity of meetmg her Poor Gu/ knew that some
body was shadowing her ; how could she know the
intention of her pursuer! Shefled fiom place to
place like a hunted hind till she was almost caught
on the banks of the Ganges by her persevering
pursuer. It was just after thref v@ars from the
day of her husband’s murder—for these three
years she ran from place t& plac® to escape from
the woman who was following er like 2 blood-
hound,tracing her steps fiom town to fown, from
village to village,—just after tlnee vears -he at
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last almost fell mto the hands of her pursuer.
Itewas an awfully stormy day,—a gréat cyclone
wag raging over the country; the® winds were
flowlin through the clashes of falling trees
and terraces. When men and Weasts were
tiying to protect themselves from the fury of
the elements, Poor Gu/, with her baby on her
breast, ran 'towards the |surging and roaring
Ganges. Mad Askamanys was not far off ; she
. waarunning after her and shouting ‘to her,—but
her voice di¥l not reach the frightened g1r1 in the
roar ofethe storm.

(4)

She came and entreated the boatman to take
her on the other sid¢ of the river. She had a very
valuable ring on her finger, the last of her worldly
possessions. She offered it to the boatman who
could ferry her across the river. At last one man’s
temptation for money rose over his sense of safety.
He agreed and G/ jumped on the boat. When
Ashamanyd came to the bank, she saw the boat
dancing on thé& roaring aftd foaming waves.

As the mad wqmgnétood staring on the fury
of the, waters, the boat suddenly disappeared.
There wae a I%ud shreak and Askamanya leaped
into the tempestuous river below. She struggled
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with the mad waves,—on and on shg swam, the
waves dashed on her as if*they would grush ger
to atoms,—bdut nothing like a firm determénatjon !
She came where the boat had disappeared a fefv
minutes béfore. She saw a bunch of bfick hair
floating above the waves—she caught them and
dragged Tnsensible Gu/ towards her. She saw her
child was still in her breast tightly grasped by her
loving arms. She tried to snatch the child from
her, but without avail. Asshe was a very ﬂpod
swimmer she kept them all afloat angd allowed the
waves to carry them wheie they liked.

After three hours she touched groupd ; she
dragged Gu!/ to land and tried to®carry her to a hut
near by. The fury of the storm was much abated
—but alas, the poor girl was dead! With a good
deal of difficulty she revived the child, but poor
thing,—she had lost her power of speech !

We have very little more to say. Askamanya
lived with this child somewhere in East Bengal
where in many households she and her adopted
daughter aie still worshipped as goddesses.



" THE BANDIT LADY.

[1]

ARREN Hastings was the first Governor-
General of the British possessions in India.

The Nabob of Bengal had been pensioned off,—the
military and finance had been taken charge of by
the English and the old feudal government had
been thoroughly destroyed by the new comers.
The new rulers considered the chiefs as mere col-
lectors of ;eveaue,—as ex-efficio servants of the
state, and their'posSessions"Were no better than lands
leased out to themfoy aecertain annual rent. Many
of the chiefs were taken aback by the novel system
of Government ‘introduced by the English ; many
declined to submit and many broke out in open
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rebellion But ,they were no match efor British
cannons ; they were everywhere defemted #nd
dniven out oY their castles; many of theft terrj:
tories were conhscated, many were hanged and
many rotte§ m pnison Onlv those, who could
bribe the Calcutta officials, escaped from confisca-
tion, toiture, imprisonment and death

Thus the whole country passed through a great
revolution ; 'anarchy reigned everv where The
out-lawgd chiefs turned out high-way robbers ®and,,
dacoits They ravaged the country, leoted villages
and towns and did what they liked with their
weak neighbours There was none to protect the
weak ; the Nabob was gone,—the English did not
care to look to the country. Their only aim®was
to get rich within the shortes? possible time and
to go back to stheir distant home. Ever-happy
and peaceful Bengal passed through a great crisis

Now, the whole of Northery Bengal, from the
borders of the districts of Rangpur to the banks
of the Ganges, fell prey to a very powerful band of
robbers who defied the Nabob and ?aughed at the
English. They were in il poss%ss:on of this vast
tract of country,—looted® Rcle people at their
pleasure, and plundered cities ang townsdn day-
light

Wonder of wonders ; the leader of these robbers
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was a ladg! None l}ne\\ what was her name,
butr somes called her Rin: M3, sqme1Gaurz Mi
ande sofie again Devr Chaudhurani.” Hardly any
one out of her chosen band ever saw her,—
none knew where she lived and who she was.
None knew whether she had a husband or she was
a widow,—none knew the reason why she be-
came a bandit. But her name was a terror not
only in Rangpur, Dinajpur and other adjacent
. distiicts,—but all over Bengal. Women hushed
their childrer. by calling the name of Gaursi M3,
and peaceful chiefs shuddered when they heard of
Devi Chaudhur dn.

As we have said the Nabob had not the power
to quell the disturbance and disband these rob-
bers; the English had little time to think any-
thing else than self-aggrandisemeat. Thus Dewr
Chaudhurini and her band were left to do what
they.wanted. Soon it was apparent that she had
changed her aim. She was no longer a bandit-
lady, but had assumed the regal garb and had
declared hersé;f the Queen of Bengal. She had
gathered round hef not only robbers and thieves,—
but she had formed @ *very powerful army and
many of the chngs had joined her standard. She
did no lorfger keep her intention secret; it was
openly declared that her aim was to drive both the



THE BANDIT LADY. 21

the English and the Moslem from Benga! and to
make her sountry independent and free.

Although g this was known all over ﬁgn'w—
people outside her rank did mever see her, dnd
never knewgwhere she lived and which ®tastle she
had made her head-quarters. But it wasevident
that she %as no longer a Bandit Lady,—but the
acknowledged Queen of Bengal, whom its chiefs
served and paid tributes.

<]

When the news of this band ot roobvers nrst
reached Calcutta, the English officials laughed fo
hear of it,—for what they cared for a bang of
thieves, the leader of whigh was a Bengalee
woman ! When their outrages and plunderings
were reported fo Mr. Hastings, he replied he had
more important matters to look to than to hunt
after a Bandit Lady. *

Thus unchecked Devi Chaudhurani grew daily
more powerful and prepared herself for the great
struggle. So long her men cqnfined their Joof
within a certain limit,—but order.s were passed to
loot English treasuries and %o drive the English
out of the places where they lived® Oge district
treasury after another fell into their hands,—one

16 )
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official after another came to Calcutta to tell the
tale of revolt, massacre and loof. One cay at dead
of mght they came stealthily to the very heart of
the Metropolis and looted the house of a very rich
native vanker in Calcutta. The English soldiers
came out, but before they could come to his
rescue, XDev: Chaudhuran: and her men had
disappeaied.

The Governor General was at last convinced
that the Bandit lady was not a thing less import-
ant than the Joof:ng of the treasury of Chait Sing
or the hanging of Raja Nundkumar. The English
were terrified, for they distinctly saw 1ebellion all
over the country ; they felt the people had at last
risenr to throw off the shackles under which they
had been labouring ‘rom generation to generation.
They believed that this Dev: Chaydhurdn: was a
myth,—she had been held up by designing men
to excite the people, telling them that their great
goddess had appeared to help them in their at-
tempt at gaining fieedom and liberty. They urged
the Govirno; General to get ready immediately
an expedition aga'nst thu robbers and to suppress
the rebellion withput further delay.

An expeditiou was soon despatched. We need
not descrive tieir doings ; suffice it to say that the
Bandit Ladv and her men werc defeated at every
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step. They were pushed l.)ack from place'to place,
dispersed frorr‘ cities and towns, and hunged dgwn
in jungles and strongholds. At last thesEnglish
met with a strong resistance. The robpers fought
like demons : every inch of the ground hdd to be
won at the point of bayonet. They fought like
heroes and fell like heroes,—the Iinglish also
suffered a great loss. At last they were able to
drive the rokbers back to a castle, under the walls
of whigh they took shelter. -
As the English advanced theys met with a
heavy cannonade. Arrows and bullets wese show-
ered upon them from the ramparts ;—gbang of
the robbers suddenly issued forth from a jungle and
attacked their flank. The battle raged forthree
hours and the English lay scaftered over the ground.
One gun from #he gate of the castle was scattering
death amongst their ranks. The English comman-
der resolved to stop it; he called for volunteers
and rushed with them to pike the gun. There was
a desperate fight near the gun,—the roQhers stood
to their gun till each: and every one® of them were
bayoneted. But one Was stfl alive and still
managing it with wondérful &kill, One Rajput
Sepoy rushed towards this herg and raised his
long Zalwar to cut him down. He jimped upon
the gun and warded the sword of his assailant ;—
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but he wa: soon overpowered,—an, English soldier
leaped upon the gun and bayoneted hnm

. It "was found afterwards that ‘the hero, who
so bravely fought at the gate of the castle, was a
woman. Some identified her body as that of
Devi Chaudhurini. But many said, she was not
killed, but disappeared into the sky when her men
were killed. Be that as it may, her name is stil]
revered and respected all over Bengal.



AHALYA BA!

(1]

ONE of the most impoitamt Marhatta sovereign-
ties is the kingdom of Indore, ruled by the
Holkar Dynasty. In the year 1765 Malahar Rao,
the Ruler of Indore, died and was succeeded by
his grandson, Mali Rao. Now, the prince was the
son of Khandi Rao and Rani Akalyi Bai. When
the former was killed by the Bhils,>the latter
lived a very retired life #s a steict ®Hindu widow.
But Mali Rao lived a geygshort life and died
without any issue. There wa® none to, succeed
him to the throne of Indore. ®Thug his mother
fan: Ahalyé Bai was obliged to give up her

-
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retired life' and to take.up the Government in her
own handis. She was a woman of extraordinay in-
teliect, courage and tact. More than one hundred
and fifty (years have passed and still the name of
Rani Ahalya Bai is honoured all over the southern
India. Many kings and queens camenand went
after the death of Ran: Akalyé—but none was
so loved, and adored, and admired as the queen of
Khandi Rao. p

“'As is the case, all over the world, witl wicked
men, when ‘they find an opportunity to satisfy
their avarice or ambition, they forget what means
they atopt to it ;—so was the case in the kingdom
of Indore. When they found a weak woman,
as ‘they took Rani Akalya 1o be, on the throne
of Indore, they wanted to deprive her of all
her powers, to take away the ‘management of
her government from her hands, and to fill up
their pockets by looting her treasury and rob-
bing her people. But alas, they found Akalyd
far more« powerful than many of her male prede-
cessors. She, was not 3 weak woman; she was
neither an idiot, nor a timid girl, she was an
able sovereign—Abltr ‘than all the rulers that
ever sat on the throne of Indore. She managed
her government thoroughly in an independent
way; she did not allow any one about her to.
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interfere with State matter; she appoifited only
capable men ®in higher offices of the State ; she
kept a verye$harp eye on every departpnent of
her Government, without allowing any body ¢
take any dndulgence, or to neglect fis @uties, or
to any wise oppress her people. Thus she weeded
out all %icked men from her court, and cleared
her Government off all that was bad and vicious.
It is needless to say that many took offence,—
the wickedeand the vicious burnt with vengeance ;
and sodh there was a conspiracy to depose Ter
One Gangadhar Yashavant took the leading part :
he was the priest of the royal court, and conse-
quently expected to have good deal of Influehce
upon the court and Government. But Ajalya
Ba. did not allow him to ingerfere with any state
matter.  “ Reverend father,” said she, 1 shall
always obey you in religious matters, as I am
bound to do ;—but I shall humbly pray you not to
interfere with matters which dé not concern you.”
Her words enraged the priest; he induced
Raghabada, the uncle of Madhu Rgo, ®ne of the
rulers of Indore, to jo#rzhime He was a man of
great influence and powe, respected and feared
by all the people. Some Sther mﬂuentxal chiefs
and officials also joined the consBiracy ; many -of
the disappointed candidates for higher posts has-
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tened to fanit, and soon it took a gigantic shape.
The, conspjrators threw ap their privacy and open-
ly sent,a letter to Rani Ahalya, «sking her to
aGopt a child and appoint a regeacy, for as the
letter wént on, “ You being a woman are not a fit
person to remain on the throne of Indore, when it
is threatened by the Rajputs on one side and the
English on the other.”

« [2]

Rani Ahalyd was too sharp for the conspira-
tors. Ste kept a very careful watch on the move-
meats of eveéry one of them, since Gangadhar
Yashavant hatched the conspiracy. She was
thordughly prepared for it, and had already made
all arrangements to ward it off. The conspirators
were dogged and watched ; spies“were set upon
them, soldiers were secretly kept near their houses
and places of meetings. The army was ordered to
be always in readiness for emergency, and she her-
self was rerdy to take the field, any moment.

When her '*rrangemetg:s were all complete, she
replied to Raghabada and the conspirators. ¢ Do
not think I shall 2w you to threaten me, or to
do anything tor raise the standard of rebellion in
my kingdom, Iam a Marhatta woman, so you
must be careful how you displease your Queen
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and sovereign. As I apprehend mlschlef ffom you,
I have omleréd my offici#ls to arrest you, and to
detain you ineffrison.”” No sooner had .tl;e co.ns-
pirators receiveds her letter than they were® adl
arrested and sent to prison, before afly ®f them
could make any attempt to oppose her.

Gangadhar Yashavant apologised to the queen
and was allowed to appear in the court. Other
conspirators were released on their taking solemn
oaths ofgallegiance. Raghabdada was set freeeand,
asked to leave the kingdom of Indore. But he
did not forget the indignity which he ®rought
down upon him by his hastily joining thg cogs-
piracy. He could not however pardon Rani
Ahalyd and watched an opportunity to wreal® his
vengeance on the best of wonfen of his race. He
secretly communicated with the Rajputs and
induced them to invade the kingdom of Indore.

But Akalyi was watchful ; sife was never taken
by surprise. She knew what Righabdada was
doing and she appiected that sooner, or®later the
Rajputs would invade hes countgy. eShe had been
making preparations for jt; she appointed one
Tukaji Holkar,—a man of* low-birth but high
talents,—the Commander-in-Chief®of hgr *forces.
Perhaps none was so great a General as Tukaji

17
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Holkar, ard under him Raxi .-1lml_ya’s army
be¢ame most formidable.

‘The" Rajput chiefs, with the hope of receiving
secret help from Raghabdada and lknowxng that the
Government was in the hands of a mere woman,
boldly crossed the borders of the Indore, kingdom.
They took possession of Nimbhaira and drove
away Shibnana, the Governor of the fort. As soon
as the news reached Indore, the gueen at once
despatched two of his Generals, Tukaji; Sindhia
and Sribhali, ¥ith five thousand soldiers to hasten
to Shibnana’s help. She herself followed them
with he- most powerful army. But she had not to
plunge herself into a bloody campaign. Tukaji
Sindnia and Sribhai retook Nimbhaira and drove
the Rajputs out of the town. They retreated
back, hearing that 4%a/y4d Bai was herself coming
with a very powerful army to give them battle.
They left Indore kingdom, and so long Rani Akalyd
was alive, they never ventured again to cross the
borders of; her territory.

.
[31
Ray: Ahalyd *was not only a heroic woman

always ready t&'lead an army.—but she had great
proficiency in state-craft and diplomacy. So long
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she was on the throne of Indore, there as peace
and prosperity all over the kmgdom When she
assumed the®Government, the whole country was
infested thh rabbers, Thugs and Dacoxts fthere
was no peace anywhere ; life and prBperty were
very unsafe. Rani 41kalyi declared in open court
that, whbever would be able to clear her kingdom
of Thugs and robbers, she would give him her
daughter in marriage. One Yashavanta Rao, a
young nobtde, took upon himself this xmportant
task, nd he was successful in his undertaking!
So long Rani Ahalys was alive, there was not a
single case of dacoity in any part of her vast
kingdom. As promised she married her Yaugltter,
princess Muktd, to Yashavanta Rao, the herg, who
extirpated all robberies angd dacoities from the
Kingdom of Indore.

She was very strict in the administration of
justice ;, she appointed able men as judges, and
herself heard all final appeals. *She never allowed
her officials to oppress any of her subjects. Once
on a time, at a village called Basia, on® rich trader
named Sirkam Dass digd, legving a widow in
possession of a vast amoynt of wealth., The be-
reaved wife proposed to a(fopb a child, but the
collector of revenue put obstades ip ﬁer way.
He did all this in his zeal to increase the State
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revenue'; for if the widow did not adopt a child
all the wegalth of the'trader would finally go to
the State treasury,—But as soon as "Nani Ahalyd
cime to know the facts, she at ‘once, sent for the
collector, repnmanded him, and allowed the w1dow
to adopt the child.

On another occasion, two of her rich subjects,
Talpadas and Keremdas of Kargram, died childless.
Their widows came to the queen and p-rayed her to

nzccépt the immense wealth left to them by their

husbands as they wished to retire to places of
pilgrimafe. « Sisters,” replied the Raxz, “ I thank
yot for your kindness, but I am rich enough to
require or wish for more. Go, spend the sum
in d.lggmg tanks wherg there is scarcity of water,—
in building charity-houses where there is want
of them and on such works as may benefit the
public.” The Ran/'s suggestion was accepted and
the money was spent on charitable and useful
works.

She used to live a very simple life ; she never
indulged in luxury'or ponip. Even on Staig pcca-
sions her dress was As simple as pa‘% She
was an, embodiméht of economy; sd the

money thuscsavea she spent on useful public works
and necessary charitable institutions. Thex’e was
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hardly a v1llage in her kmgdom where ghe did not
dig a wefl or a tank ; there was hardly a village
where she dii not establish a charity-house. Her
innumerable, terlples are still to be sgen all over
the country,—especially her celebrated temple of
Vishnupada at Gya, which is one of the best
architectural productions of the Hindus. She left
a large amount of money for the future support
of the temple. The temple of Visknupada is one
of the most important shrines of the Hindus 3,
even the poorest of the Hindus goes once in his
life to the Visknupada to do homage to is dead
parents, and they all carry the name and fame
of Rani Akalyd to the remotest part of the
country.

She did not forget even’the birds and beasts.
She kept reserved in every village, all over her
kingdom, a plot of land as pasture ground for birds
and beasts; there were many pinjarapoles or
hospitals for old and decrepit beasts in jmany
towns; it would take many pagesimgre to enu-
merate all the good works that ¢he did in jher
thirty years’ peaceful relgn ¢

In the year 1795 Ra%ie A%alyd died to the
greatest grief of all the people qf Indoreg—why
Indore ?—her good works extended all 8ver India,
and her name was adored from the Himalayas to
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the Cafje Gomorin. India wept for her death, for
there wquld be many 4 long year befork she would

be, able to count another Ahalyé* amongst her
glorious daughters.



PLINCESS KRISHNA

1]

EAUTIPUL Kiishna Kumir: was the *dau-
ghter of the Maharan® of Udaypur. She
was known as the “flower of Rajastan.” None
was so beautiful and accomplished as Princess
Krishni of Mewar. Chiefs apd potentates from
far and wide sued for her hands, and many a
messenger came from many States with the offer
of marriage. But the Rana chose Yfor her Raja
Jugut Sing of Jeypur® The®Chief of Jeypur,
as soon as he learnt that chis.oﬂ'er had been ac-
cepted, sent a detachment of three thousand
troops with a formal proposal and breliminary
present.
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A bloody war raged over this proposal of
marriage. . The whole of Rajastan whs tirned into
a great battle-field,—blood flowed fike water and
internal disserrsions rented the country. Innocent
Krishna was the cause of this struggle. Her
beauty became the cause of the rtiin of Rajputna.
The great Rajput race destroyed themselves by a
suicidal war.

Raja Mani Sing of Marwar, who was one of
thoss who were anxious to secure the nands of the
beautiful Prir-ess, advanced pretensions for her
on the ground that she had been betrothed to his
predecessor. He sent an ambassador to the court
of Mewar and wrote to the Raja that as the
Prin.ess had been betrothed to his predecessor so
she was betrothed to him also. He was now the
ruler of Jodhpur, therefere the Princess was his
rightful claim and the Rana was bound to give
her in marriage to him. He gave distinct hint
that if his proposal was not accepted he would
not hesitate to take arms and force the Rana to do
his bidding.

The Rana of Mewar® was not the great and
powerful Rana as Ms fore-fathers were. He was
still respected as the head of the Rajput race but
his influence was nominal. His vassals had be-
come more powerful and commanded large armies
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than he could boast of. Bestdes the Ra]pht povs er
had been broken down. Téeir continual fight w ith
the Mahomegl®ns had crippled them,——tﬁe flowers
of their chivalry were laid in ashes. The Mae-
hattas undg? the’ Scindhia were ravging their
country, looting their cities and leveying black-
mail on afl the chiefs. Even the Maharana had
to pay heavy chauts to buy peace. The brave
Rajputs, who were able to struggle with the Maho-
medan hordes and to keep their heads up when
all Ind® bowed down at the feet, of the grea1
Mogul, were now like sheep in the *hands of the
Marhattas, who murdered and butchered them af
their pleasure. This was not all. A Malomedar
had become all powerful in the very heart of the
holy land of Rajasthan. He had become the
Nabob of Tonk.; his name was Amir Khan. He
was one of the most notorious villains India ever
produced. He played upon the broken down
Rajput chiefs ; he now took the® part of one and
thep throwing him overboard took the part of
another. *

Such was the state of Ra]putana when a greal
struggle broke out amongst. the chxefs for the hand
of the pretty Princess X r1shnd. @owerful Scmdhna
took the part of the Raja of Marwyr; ® Nabob
Amir Khan pretended to be the greatest friend of

18
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the Rana., The most of the Rajput chiefs took
theside of Raja Jagut Sing of Jeypur.

Scindhia advanced with a force"¢f eight thou-
sand men and encamped near tire city. He de-
manded that the Rana should dismiss the embassy
of the Raja of Jeypur and refuse to give his
daughter to him. He must marry his daughter to
the Raja Mani Sing of Marwar. Poor Rana was
tuo weak to withstand the Marhatta attack. There

waimo other alternative but to dismiss the nuptial

party and te agree to whatever was demanded.
The Jeypur chief prepared to avenge this great
ingult and gathered together such an army as had
not been seen in Rajputana even in the days of
its ggiory. The Raja of Marwar hastefied with his
army to re-inforce hs fiiend, the Scindhia. A terri-
ble struggle took place ; there wa=s great slaughter
on both sides But neither party confessed to
have been beaten and neither party relinquished
his claim to the fair object of war.

[2]

® 0

In the midst of this great struggle an unhallow-
ed suggestion wus made known to the Maharana,
The blood;thirsty Khan of Tonk suggested that the
torch of discord should be extinguished by the blood
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ot the innocent cause of the §uaniel  With ind g-
nation and rage the Rana Bstened 18 thg propmal
that the Iif of his most beloved daughtey qhould
be the prigg oP reconcihation between the ‘two
hostile catdidates for he: hand Grlat’pressme
was put ypon him by the wily Amir Khan and he
at last gave his unwilling consent  The fatal oider
was passed that A7:¢4n7 chould die
But it should not be the woik of a common
execut'g)ner.. Who wasto do it? Who wgy so
hardheaitened m all Rajputana thgt could thursf
a poniard iuto the lovely bieiwst of the Buncess!
Raja Daulat Sing, a re'atine ot the Maharana,
was first called upon to cairy the orde: into exébu-
tion. He Was horror-struck. * Accursed bg the
tongue that commands it I” ®Exclaimed he, “.Amn
I to keep myeallegiance to the Maharana at such
aprice? Dust on my allegiance, 1f 1t 1s thus to be
preserved I’ He refused to obey the order and
left the palacedn great mdignation
*Raja Jowan Das, a half brother of the princess,
was then called 7The dire necessity of the deed
was explained to him anfl he wits adked to perform
it.  “ Father,” said the Prygice, “ Is is really your
command that I shall kill my &ear sistery “ My
son,” said the Rana ¢ They ﬁa:r it 19 a necessity
for the sake of our country” Ile accepted the

i
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poniard and went' to the apartment of the
Prgncess.

JKriohni stood before him in allt her youthful
lbvelmess. innocence and grace:, Sublimity played
on her ‘countenance. She welcomed*her brother
with her usual warmth and asked what command
he had to give her. * Sister,” said the Prince
gravely, “ prepare for death.” Krishni smiled and
laughed out. “I am not joking,” said the Raja,

o < It eis the command of the Maharana. Ypu must
die for your ceuntry. Sister, it is for the great
struggle. that is de-populating the happy land of
Rajasthgn.”  Princess Krishna became grave, she
looked at her brother and then looked back to
her keloved maids. ¢ Brother,” she 4t last said,
¢ Many princesses of ‘our house had died for our
country and you will not find your eister unworthy
of that great house. It is the command of our
father that I must die,—I am ready. Take me
to the place where I can do it. . What is more
glorious for the daughter of a Shisodia than toJie
for her countr) m  «Well,” faltered the prince,
“«] am commdndefl to—fo—" “ Brother,” said
the Princess, “ 1 um‘en‘tsnd Come and do your
duty, and with xt .help your poor sister to do
heis” Sob$ were heard amongst the maids who
stood behind their beloved mistress. Krisknd
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turned towards them and said, * Dear friends,

don’t wee?: foy me. Be glad, and know ¢hat I®die
very very Rappy. If my blood can Stopethe
carnage in Rajafthan,—let it flow,—ohy lg§ it flow.
Thousands®and thousands of homes have been
made miggrable.”

The Prince could stand no longer, His brave
heart quelled before the glorious calmness of the
Princess. He flung the poniard through the
window, and fled from the room. One %ftes
another, the order was given to mfny ;—for the
first time in the annals of Mewar the prifices and
the nobles flatly refused to obey the commande ot
their Maharana.

The new$ of the sacrifice spread like wild® fire
through the palace, and the Shrieks of the frantic
mother were heard, as she implored mercy for
her child and called down heaven’s vengeance
on the world. Krishnd alone, of all the inmates
of the royal howse, appeared calm and resigned to
here fate.

But none was found to execut8 the foul deed.
All anxiously looked to the Rafa for a retrieve ;
every one expected that®he whuld withdraw his
cruel order. But, alas, he was, helpless! He
had fallen into the cruel grasp of Amir Khan. He
would not listen to a refusal. The princess m.us}
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be killed, or he would kill all the members of the
ro$al hou.ehold The whole of M¢war would be

ravaged and the Rajput race would b8 annihilated.
Amir Khay was in a great hurry:to finish the job ;
for he was told that innumerable Réjput chiefs
from every part of Rajasthan were hagtening to-
wards Udeypur to save the Princess from her cruel
murderers and to prevent a great national scandal.
Amir Khan knew all this and forced the Rana to
hasven the cruel murder.

No one %eing found to take the hfe of the
maiden with a dagger,—poison was ordered to be
adminirtered to her. The deed was left for women
to accomplish, the hand of man refused it. One
of ‘her maids brought the cup ahd presented
it to her in her fathér's name. Loud lamentations
filled the palace,—none had thetheart to speak
and all were weeping ; sobs were heard from all
quarters and the raving impiecations of the queen-
mother pealed through the house. But the lovely
victim sked not a tear; when the cup "was
offered to hgr, she bowed her head and accepted
the fatal hq\nd ‘She theu bade adieu to her be-
loved maids, askg!d «h®& blessings of her mother,
prayed for her father's long life and silently took
the poison.

She pleasantly conversed with all till the nau-
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seating draught refused to’assimilatg with her
blood. A%air’ the Litter®potion *was,prepaged.
She drank R,’but it was ejected again eAs f to
try the extrgme &f human fortitude, fo; the thifd
time the fatal liquid was administered and for the
third time Nature refused to aid the hornid pur-
pose. But the blood-hounds were impatient till
their victim was at rest. 1hey made another and
a fatal attempt. A powerful poison was presented.
She rec‘eivea it with a smile and diank 1t eThe
desires of the ministers of datknesseweie at last
accomplished. She slept!—a sleep fiome which
she never awoke The wretched mothergdid pot
survive long. Ina tew days her body was carried
to the funer}l pyre



MAHARANI JHINDAN.

THE name of Maharaja Dulip Sirg is known
to all Engishnen and his sad history is
also known to all rcaders of Indjan history! A
few years ago he was a prominent figure in
England and his towering stature with his oriental
Pagri was one of the chief features of all Court
functions. His beautiful country-seat was the
favourite Tecreation ground of the Prince and
the Princess ¢ Wiales, the other royal Princes and
Princesses and algogt (all the eminent peers of
the realm. He was taken into the English aristo-
cracy and parti€s of the peers and peeresses were
never held without him.
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Mahargpi [hindan was {he mothgr f Mahraaja
Dulip and the youngest and the deares? wife®of
the Lion of the Punjab, Maharaja Runfit Sthg
Her real name ‘was Chrandr avat, buk ghe was
popularly known as Maharani Jhindan. We
need not eay she was worthy of being the wife
of Ranjit Sing,—a man who consolidated the
Sikh nation, made it a great power amongst
nations and gxtended his sovereignty from Cabool
to Delhi; a man who was respected and felrede
even by the English, who had in his fime virtually
succeeded to the sovereignty of Delhi an§ a man
who created a new force in the Khals#s, wath
whom the Brmsh soldiers had to fight the greatest
battle in India. When Maharaja Runjit Sing Uied
he left three sons behind him, namely Kharga Sing,
Sher Sing and Dulip Sing ; but he left behind him
innumerable ambitious and designing officers and
generals, who were merely keps under check by
his superhumainl talent, but who, just after his
death, fought like wolves to enjoy the sweets of
power and to usurp thg thrope g¢f the Punjab.
Kharga Sing was soon murdered and was succeed-
ed by his brother Sher Siflg, Rut he too met the
fate of his brother. Within four years .twcf of the
sons of Maharaja Runjit Sing were murdered and
removed from the thronme. The whole country

19
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was rent awith*'civil whr," disorder®and” anarchy ;
onenmm.ster after another and one @eneral after
another at‘empted to usurp the® poyer, but was
murdered and removed. Fi inally Prince Dulip Sing,
who was then only five years of age, was declared
as the Maharaja of the Punjab and his mother,
Maharani Jhindan, took the reigns of Government
in her own hands.

«  She was a woman of great inteliect, uncon-
gnerable cowage and stupendous energy She
was the fittest queen for the unruly and brave Sikh
nation. She was as powerful in council as in war ;
in fact she had in her character almost all the
traits of that of her great husband. ‘She consoli-
dated her power,—‘*hmicably settled the quarrels

and rivalry [of the ministers and generals,~—brought
peace and contentment all over the country and
made the Khalsa army as powerful and invincible
as it was under her husband. She appointed the
most capable men to the high State situations ythe
bravest and "the cleverest gemerals were given
charge of regimerfis ; an® she appointed Sher Sing
the greatest of all(hs genetals, the Commander-in-
Chief ¢f her arpy.

The fiBntier of the English possessions was
analogous to her kingdom. The English were
‘aldrmed by her able management of the Punjab
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Governmept gnd by her wonderful redrganization
of the Sikh argny. They thought it theR intefst
to place soldliers all along the frontier df thejf
possesslons and c.ongregate a large armygon the
banks of the river Satadru. The Sikhs complained
that the Knglish had encroached upon their terri-
tory and the English replied that the Sikhs had
entered the British possessions. Whatever be the
cause, the great Sikh war broke out and continued
for a year. .

In this great war Maharani Jhind®n was virtu-
ally both the Queen and the General. Many of
her faithless and ungrateful officials and geneigls
secretly began to help the English. There was
a time when she stood almost alone to defend’and
protect the liberty of her country and the gieat
name of her illustrious husband. And she wavered
not,—she stood as firm as a rock, guiding her
armies and managing her kingdom without the
help of any of‘her ministers and generals. The
gre®t Sikh war is a matter of history ; there were
great battles fought at Mudkn, Fetof.epur, Allewala,
Sobroan and other places,—-—baftles, the likes of
which the English nevet’f&ugﬂt in India. What
could Maharani Jhindan do in dhe faco of the
treachery of her own officials and genérals? He
army had to meet defeat after defeat, till she was
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obllaed to sxgna treaty. When oneof her generals
eame axld informed her that her argy had been
d:féated in the battle of Sobrapn, she heard the
news with her usual calm dignily arlq then said
“ My Khalsa must fight again.® When one of her
great ministers advised her to stop tie war she
said, * I am doing what my husband would have
done. So long I am alive, I would not see my
Punjab taken possession of bv the Ferengee.” So

“the war continued till at last she was obliged to

ask for peace
A tre1tv was signed by which the English
posted John Lawrence at their Resident at Lahore
and¢the Queen was made to consult with the Resi-
dent in all State ma¢ters. Virtually the Govern-
ment came into the hands of the Qﬁtish Resident,
who tried by private means to remove the Maha-
rani and to make the British power paramount in
the Punjab. But' it could not be done openly ; so
the help of state-craft and diplomacy was resorted
to. In the name of the young king Dulip Who
was then only twg]ve years of age, they charged
Maharani Jhindan, with acting against the interest
of the king and tha soverelgnty of the Punjab. They
made the Jouny king sign a degree of banishment
against his own dear mother. Maharani Jhindan

avas removed, first to Shekpur and then to Benares,
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When,the,official camg to her yitlP the degree
of banishmgnt and informed her that ®%he would
have to leave the Punjab, she simply said? “Who
has passed this decree ?” The man telds her that
it was the work of the young Maharaja himself.
Well,” =aid she, “I must obey the king. Iam
not the sovereign of the Punjab,—I am only his
mother. So I must go; you need not be afraid o
me. I woyld not oppose or incite rebellion agains
my own son. I know, all is lost.”

She was first removed to Shékpur, but after
wards it was thought proper to send Ber to the
holy pilgrimage of Benares. This was doife only t(
please the Khalsa army, to whom she was
goddess of adoratlon Whep she was informed o
this she said, “ All the same. What does it signifi
if the prison-house be in a holy or an unhol
place I” She came to Benares and lived ver
quietly,—but the shook wasetoo much for hei
She wept not Yor her son, not for her present im
prisonment, not for the loss of powar and riches
but for the Punjab, byt for liberjy and the glor:
that was lost for ever, Her heart broke down
she fell seriously ill and 13y*inhe holy city at th
point of death.

The news of her illness reached the Khals
army and the people of the land of five rivess
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To them sht was a goddess,—a herping,—a lady

for ‘whom' they could sacrifice their lives. The
4

gieal British diplomacy and the unpatriotic conduct

of the Sikhofficials and generals «did fiot prevent

the Khalsas to rise against the English.

The second Sikh war is also a matter ol history.
The British army under the command of Lord
Gough was hopelessly defeated and for the time
being the Sikh power was supreme. But at the

ohattle of Guzrut the Sikhs were defeated, their
army was broken up and scattered to five winds.
The British Government thought it proper to re-
move Dilip Sing to England and annex the Punjab.
He was converted to Christianity and was allowed
a handsome pension. , He subsequently married an
English lady and had some children born of her.

Maharani Jhindan lay ill at the ‘holy shrine of
Benares, uncared and unlooked for. For years
her misery was extreme ; she had delirium of the
severest kind, in which she cried oit, “ My brave
Khalsa,—ox to the battle,—the spirit of your ‘old
master is over “ou Defeng and proteot the liberty
and the glory of the Sikh nation.”

At last the Britjsh Government was moved to
pity ; hér condition was most heart rending. What
could give her solace in her dying days! Was there
ngtlgng that could pacify the dying moments of
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the once gteat®Maharani o the great Sxkh nauon ;
The BritisheGovernment thought if shg could
be placed by the side of her som, she xmghf be
at peace; at least she might die hafpy. They
brought her down to Calcutta,—but then the once
great Que'en of the Sikhs had become a delirious
woman. She was placed on board a steamer and
sent to England to join her son. But death soon
relieved her®f all her miseries. She died on, her
way to England and was buried at s¢a.



TEE RANI OF JHANSA.

[1]

J HANSI was a small State in Cgntral India.

Gangadhar Rao,was the Marhatta Chief who
ruled over the dominion and acknowleged the
authority of the British Government. He died in
the year 1853 leaving behind him his wife Ran:
Lakshmi Ba: and an adopted child, bequeathing
the kingdom to this boy and authorizing his wite
to administer the Stats in his minority. he
English Govemment had bound themselves to act
according to the last wisheg of the Marhatta Chief,
but the Governor fSerferal, Lord Dalhousie changed
his mintl apd anaexed the little kingdom of Jhansi.
The poor widowed Rani removed herself with her
child to a town far away from Jhansi and there she
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passed her time brooding dVer the great wrong
done to het by’the Englishind forrhulatjng megns
to avenge it #°possible.

Lord Dalhousie’s annexation policy raised alarth
throughoutthe length and breadth of Indf. Dis-
content aind half-suppressed rebellion raged all
over the country. People began secretly to form
themselves into bands, and whenever a person of
influence showed the least sign of forming a secret
conspiracy, ‘hundreds of people rushed toehis
standard, Zakshmi Bar of Jhansi was dead agmust
the English; she was a brave woman; she was
intelligent and heroic. She had long detgrmmcd
to make an effort to regain her kingdom by force.
Her people were all on her side,~her old mini#ters
and generals had promised to Relp her, if she could
up-raise the standard of revolt ; there was no want
of men who were willing to enlist themselves
as soldiers to fight against the English. Rani
Lakshmi Bai gecretly and slowly formed the
nucleus of a very powerful contingent, whxch soon
after became invincible to arms.

Fortune favoured hef. Juse thfbe years after
her husband’s death, in thesbggimning of 1857 the
great Mutiny suddenly broke 8ut all oves India.
The native Sepoys, stationed at Meerut$ mutineed
and massacred their European officers,—~the native

20
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troop- of the Maharaja of Gwalior refused to
obey- their- officers and openly dgclared that
theyawotld join the Sepoys and fight the English.

M;haraja.Sandia of Gwalior stoos’by ¢he English
and moved towards Agra, but the major € portion of
his soldiers went towards Cawnpur to,join the
Marhatta Chief, Nana Sahib, who had assumed the
leadership ot the Mutiny.

Lakskm: Bai found this as the best opportunity

~to wieak her vengeance on the English'. She armed
herself and marsched out with her soldiers and rode
at their Z1ead towards Meerut to join the mutinous
Sepoys 7nd the Gwalior contingent.

We need not say she was heartily welcomed.
She Was the wronged and persecuted Rani of Jhansi ;
she hailed from one of the highest and most
respected Marhatta royal families, her name was
known to all and sympathy of all the people was
on her side. Therefore when the mutinous Sepoys
found her wedded to their cause, tkeir courage and
enthusiasiy increased a hundred-fold, and with toud
acclamations they welcomed her to their rank. As
for Gwalior contingent,they had lost their chief
and leader. Thei: Malraraja had left them to their
fate aml had thqught fit to side with the English ;—
they were asa flock without a shepherd. When
they saw the Rani of Jhansi marching towards
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them with her sturdy Marhatfas, they ,wefe filled
with courafe ahd enthusiash and at®oncg thought
it fit to follow her standard. And again, ghe as
but a2 womay, bu she had armed herself,—she hatl
placed hergelf at the head of her ar'm)’ to fight
with the English to recover the freedom of her
country. Who was there in that large as emblage
of soldiers and warriors, who-e heart did not beat
quicker and whose blood did not run faster in
order tp mérch at once to the English camp to
fight for the liberty of his country, of to die in the'
noble attempt.

"2

The whole of the memorable Mutiny has peen
disfigured by most unprecadented cruelty and
shedding of innpcent blood. There could be no
justification for the massacre of the English women
and children. Never in the annals of India war-
riors were foynd to be so c8wardly as to raise
thair swords against helpless women and children;
but the Mutiny was the work of log clfss ruffians
who were picked up by theeEnglish Serjeants
and enlisted as Sepoyss Thgy Jiad no sympathy
of the members of the mnoble shouses, apd they
kept themselves aloof from the ®Mutiay, or clse
India would have been;lost to the English.
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We havg searchei through every page of the
higtory qf th¢ Indian' Mutiny, wntten both by
friepds gnd foes of the Indian peoplegand we have
tot found any of them charging the Rani of
Jhansi with the massacre of women atid children.
She never allowed her soldiers to paticipate in
these bloody cruelties ; she often tried to dissuade
the Sepoys from the path of cowardice and
ruffianism,—and when she failed to turn them
. away from cruelty and murder, she separated
“herself from them and went away with her men to
some other place.

Afte; the massacre at Cawnpore, the British
troops re-took it and General Windham was left
in charge of the city, Commandet-in-Chief Sir
Collin Campbell, mtarching to relieve Lucknow.
Windham was defeated by the Gwalior Contin-
gent,—one wing of which was commanded in
person by the brave and heroic Rani of Jhansi.
But Sir Collin soon came back ;— there was a great
battle fought on the bank of the Ganges.—the y3rd
Highlanders under their brave Commander, Hon’ble
Adrian Hope, Lharying tite mutineers and breaking
their ranks, and the Blue Jéckets under young Peel
sending volleys of' shells after the flying column.

Lakshns Bat from the beginning of the outbreak
of the Mutinv till the fnal overthrow of the
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Gawalior Contmgent remamed vntll tle mutineers,
fighting sxde by side with them in many ob the
celebrated Sncounters with the English ;* bud ghe
had no sygpafhy with the conduct of the Sepoy-.
With reluttance she stuck to them as long as 1
was posgible for her to do so; but she finall
1etired with her men to Gawalior, broken-hearte.
and almost with all hopes of success lost.

General Sir Hugh Rose was sent to pursue he
and djsperse her band. In one of the most®weld
organized retreats the Rani of JRansi made fc
Gwalior ; at times she turned back wpon hc
pursuers and gave them battle ; in more €han eon
battle she defeated General Sir Hugh Rose wh
was daily r€inforced, where as her limited numbe
of followers became fewer afld fewer. She had n
mind to fight, but to take shelter under the wal
of the forts of Gawalior or Jhansi, but the Englis
General forced her to 'fight again. Just at ti
out-skirts of sthe town of Kalpi Lakshm: B
tuned upon the English General like an enrage
lioness and gave him battle,——hef little army wi
annihilated but she escaped with her life and flc
towards Gwalior. There’ he® gsoldiers welcome
her in open arms and there she a&am’med

make a last effort to regain the freedom that w.
lost.
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Readers of hxstory know that when the English
made a breach ‘in the Wwall of Gwﬁlxor fort and
when tlee bold Highlanders were rus!:mg towards
the breagh, byaonetting the Mgrhattys, Lakshmi
Bai, the Rani of Jhansi rushed out witk her faith-
ful retainers and cut her passage thrgugh the
English.

She fled towards the south and was soon joined
by the Marhatta leader Tantia Topi. She then

. tried¢to rally round her scattered armly, but was
soon baffled by the English General. The brave
Rani hal no rest since the beginning of the
Mytiny 3 she was always on her steed, looking
after her army and encouraging her soldiers with
her fioble presence. ¢

The English arhy soon came to her heel
There was a great battle, but fortune was against
her. Tantia Topi left the field in hot haste and her
men lost heart. They began to fall back,—some
of them began to fly. She tried to cally them, but
her men cquld not stand the charge of the Engtish
cavalry. Upratsing herself on her steed she again
and again called héff men %o stand firm,—but alas,
the day was lost“ The ¥English horse fell upon
them lilss thunq;:r-bolts and scattered her little
army to fodr winds. She would not still leave the
feld,—a few of her faithful men were still by her
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side and they were eamesﬁy entreatiné her to
save herseff bi a flight, bu! she wbuldenot tyrn
her horse’s head. Finding her inexorabls, org of
her men topk fipld of her horse’s bridle and
dragged he?on and on from the field; but the
British cgvalry with their lances up came rushing
upon them. Her horse stumbled, and before she
could manage to raise him up alancer cut her
down.

Her,bra\'re Marhattas turned and hastened tg
defend her, but alas, they were %0 late! DBut
they rushed on under a heavy connonade and
rescued her body from the unholy touch, of fhe
enemy.

Quietly “they placed it on the funeral pyreé’and
under the shade of night mirched away to the
soutit.



A GROUP FROM THE MUTINY.

[2]

DU.RING the sad days of the Indian Mutiny—

there were not caly women like the Rani of
Jhansi who fought and died for hgr country, but
there were many more who suffered and heroically
stood the persecutions and tortures of the infuri-
ated Sepoys to protect helpless Epnglish women
and children. An Ahya was in the service of:a
Colonel—who ag then residing at the head quarter
station of Oud&4. « She swas in charge of the
child of her magter, ané mistress, the child
being only a year aud a half old. On the day on
which the tiepoys suddenly broke out into open
mutiny, she, as usual, went out with the child for
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an airing. 4On,her way bagk she hgard the mad
uproar of the mutinous Sepoys ;—she hidthe cifiid
under, her clothgs and hastened home. But%hg
found that hér master and mistress wete ogone,—
all the Europeans had left the town to save thei
lives, andthe Sepoys were looting the Bunglow
and murdering the Europeans without sparin
even women and children. She did not knov
what to dog she was at the point of leaving.tln
house with the child when she heard the noise o
the rebels near at hand. She immedx’ately hid th:
child under some clothes and sat mearit. Sh
resolved to save it or die in the attempf. TA
Sepoys werg, soon in the room, “ Where is $hi
Feringee brat? they roargd. She said sh
did not know, her master and mistress must hav
taken her away. No, they had seen the chilc
with the woman ; they must have it, or her hea
would be severed. She again anfl again proteste
that she knew Dothing of the child when a Sepoy
lost all patience and gave her somg sefere cuts
She fainted and the rehels leff hepto loot othe
houses.

When she recovered she lookqd for the child
Her joy knew .no bounds when she fqmcf it safi
and sound. Uuder the cover of darkness sh
crawled with the child to her house and thgr

+ 21
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painted it brbwp in ordey to change jts color, so
that®none tnight know it to be an Egropean baby.
Agfet ddys after she came to learn thaf her master
and mistseso were in Lucknow. o¥ithemuch diffi-
culty she reached the place, saw her mhster, and
placed the child in the arms of her emistress.
Should we attempt to describe their joy and their
gratitude towards the poor woman? But they
could not help her,—for they were beset by the
‘rzbefs from all sides. They promised te show
their gratitude'in some tangible shape when peace
would Pe restored. As her wounds were not
healed, 'he Jeft Lucknow and came back to her
house. .

After the suppress,ion of the Mutiny, she went
to Lucknow and searched for her master and
mistress. Alas! they were both %illed and the
child whom she had saved from death by risking
her own life was.sent to England with other
orphan boys and girls.

e 2]

Another AyA—*—wdb in charge of the child
of Mr. staticied 4t Cawnpore. When the
place was besiqgé'd by the rebels under their
teader Nand' Sahib, the English found it impossible
to defend the city. ‘lThey asked for safe conduct
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to Allahabad and agreed tos surrender the plz:ce if
they ware allowed to go awayén peace. Nana
agreed, ang® the English came out dhd ma¥ched
with their wogen and children towards thériger.
When thgy gof into the boats, Ith® Sepoys sud-
denly began to fire upon them. The Aya, finding
no escfpe, jumped down from the boat with the
child and her son, who was about fifteen vears old.
She hid the child within her bosom, took her son
by the haad, and ran towards the bank. Bl.lt alas¢
there%tood hundreds of rebel Sepoys with optm,
swords. As soon as they saw a white.child with
the Aya, they rushed upon her and attacked her
from all sides, “ Give us the boy,” said fhey,® and
you are safe.” “ Not till I am alive, “repligd the,
woman, “save us both ifgyou expect grace from
providence. .“ Mother, mother,” cried her son,
“ give the Feringee boy or else they would kill us
all.” “Let them kill me,” said she, “ 1 won’t give
them the child till I am alive® A sword flashed,—
the head of the poor woman rolled down the beach
and the child was tossed up. When & came down,
the monsters receiveg it op thg points of their
sharp bayonets fand .laqgl.led aloud. The son of
the heroic Aya escaped with 'bis life and lived to
narrate the glorious deed of his‘mother.’ .
We shall speak of another aya, named Fanmn',
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whc‘i was in the serwce of Dr.——, the Canton-
ment Surgedon of Oudh when the Cepeys of the
place broké out into mutiny. As soolyas the news
repchied the Doctor he immediately, sent away his
wife and shrie children to Luckno' in ‘Gharge of a
faithful servant Mrs.——could get no time to
take any of her valuables,—she could ‘Dot take
even her jewels. She fled with her children in a
country cart, hidden under some sacks of fodder.
Bam:n' was not present when her mistress left the
gace, but soon she came and found that she had
left behil‘ld all her valuable jewels. She bundled
them up in a piece of flannel and took them to her
hou¢e. A few minutes after the Sepoys looted the
housg and set fire to it. Bamni saw the destruc-
tion of her master’s hpuse, but was glad that she
had been able to save the best portion of it. She
dug a small pit behind her hut and kept the jewels
hidden there even without the knowledge of her
own relatives. WBen peace was restored she
searched for her master and learnt that he was \in

Che left her home with the jewels and
safely deliveredythem to her mistress.

v 8y

[
Though one Rern: fought with the English and
joined the rebel Sepoys,—yet a_noth'er Rani helped
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them in their sorest need. Raja of *Bundi, a
powerful &nd heroic Chief#ain of R&jasthan, jqjned
the rebel opfour; he collected all his gnen, and
marched out te meet Nana of Cawnpore. The
English, vaith all their women and c.:hifdren, fled
from thei.r cantonments ; many were butchered on
their way to Delhi, but some escaped into the
jungle. They had to meet the greatest privation,
—they had no food for days together ; their shoes
were torn aud their clothes were tattered torags.
Mothers carried their children on their shoulders®
and plodded through the thorny jungles ynder the
burning sun of Rajputana ;—many succymbed on
the way, and some had to be carried on the backs
of their companions. -
The dreadful news of thiwprivation and misery
reached the Rani of Bundi whose husband had
gone away to massacre the English. If she liked
she could have followed the example of her husband
and killed thgse helpless men and [women; but
nos—she had a larger heart than what her husband
ever possessed. Risking her owa 1if she deter-
mined to succour the helpless. ®he despatched
some of her trusted servanésyto ghe place where the
English had halted out of shee® exhaustign. She
sent words to them to be at ease,'for she promised
them safety so long they would be in her country.
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She said she wouldvalso try to give them a safe
passage to Delhi. Shey supplied tkemrwith food,
clothes and shoes; she procured fur..them some
carts. She enjoined some of her faithful retainers
to accoripany them till they would reach Delhi in
safety. The English knew not how to express
their thanks to this greatest of great heroines,—
a heroine who dared to succour the enemy of her
husband in their severest distress. They deter-
min~d to see that justice was done toe her by the

*British Government on the restoration of peace,
but alas she did not live to see it !

Her husband, soon after, returned to his capital,
being pushed to the wall by the brave English
Gexreral Sir Hugh Rose.  He heard what his Rani
had done ; he was mertally offended and he ordered
her to be siezed and thrown into the dungeon. But
he had no breathing time,—the English cannon
boomed at the gate of his castle and hundreds of
rifles rattled around his city. The Raja collected
a few of his men who still stood by him and yent
out to gite them battle, He fell fighting and
his city was filfed rvith British soldiers. Sir Hugh
Rose at once enguired of the Rani and sent her
words that she and her Principality were safe, for
Jhe kind acts dohe to English men and women in
their distress. But alas, he was informed that the
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Rani had been beheaded By the orger® of the

Chief, a fe¥% niinutes before he wen® outgto batye!

The English"ﬁag flew half-mast on the poweg of |
the conquergd e3stle in memory of the brave

Rani'of Bénd:. *e

. (4]

When mutiny broke out at Fayzabad Mr, —,
Deputy Commissioner, had time only to intimate
one of his ffithful servants to take his wife tq, the
river-side where boats had been Rrocured to re®'
move the ladies and children. Mrs ——fleg hidden
in a palankeen, but soon it was found that the rebel
Sepoys were coming in that direction. X viltige
woman sawe the Meer Sahib; she also sawgthe’
Sepoys at a distance; she game running to the
palankeen and gsked the lady to follow her, or else
she would be surely killed. Mrs.——, finding no
other means of escape, jumped out and ran after
the woman. She kept her hidden in her room in
an earthen hut and stood at the door to mislead the
rebels. But they had seen the lady, tifey came to
her and enquired where the whije weman was gone.
“1 don't know,” she famlygreplied. “You don't
know! cried the rebels, “yom rascally bitch.”
And they began to beat her. $he s'oocf all their
persecution and did not give out where the lady
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was. The rébels went away and M;s ——passed
the tight i€ her hut.

o Next ‘day she reached the boats in’safety with
the help ¢ofi her saviour, and stafted awith some
other English ladies and children towafds Delhi.
This village woman was not the only pexon who
succoured them in their need by risking their own
lives. They dared not come to the bank for the
fear of the Sepoys and soon their provision fell
ekort’ Children cried for milk and no milk was
to be had. They at last were forced to venture
to the colist to save the children from starvation.
Some wotaen were taking water ; but the village
was full of rebels, thus venturing out to procure
milk meant total destruction. But tfle women,
when they found the children were dying for milk,
came to the boats and fed them flfom their own

breasts.



APPENDIX

MIRA BAI-

(1]

F you teavel over the vast country, extending
from the banks of the Ganges in the east
to those of thg Indus in the west, from the Hima-
Iayas in the north to the Vindyas in the south, you
will notice a particular name mentioned in the
most popular gongs sung in the Hindi language.
The cow-herd boys in their noon-day songs, the
religious devotees in their devosional psalms, the
celebrated songsters ima theiremufical so:rees, the
‘dancing girls in theis pubjjc qntertainments ;—all
sing the name of Mird; in ®very song you will

hear the name of M:rd Bdi mentioned.
Who is she ? If you askanyofthepeoplewhom
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youowill meet,—eithex-he or she be a boy or a girl,
an old man & a.woman,~he or she willoat once
bowhis or fler head in respect and wik reply, “ Oh,
Sig, $be Was a great lady.” Mird is jnown to ell,—
to young-and old alike;—nay the i not only
known, she is loved, admired, adored and wor-
shipped as one of the angels of the Hindu®race.

She was the greatest devotee amongst women,
—she was one of the greatest poets of India. She

© was tpe queen of the mightiest Principality in the

'« tead of heroic Rajasthan, but she assumed the garb
of an as%etic, Qeft her husband's royal palace and
sang the name of her loving God in the sweetest
straiQs tht were ever heard in India.

¢ * She was born in Nerata, a mtre hamlet in the
hilly Rajputana, but she descended from one of
the most respected familiesinallkaiasthan. And
perhaps none was so handsome as she. In the
heroic land of the Rajputs, she was considered the
Lily of all Lilies. ¢ .

The best flower of Rajputana always graced the
palace of ths Mgharana of Chitor, who was the
head and acknovjedged paggmount Lord of all the
Rajput clans. Miré was margied to Kumbka Sing,
the hm-?pum: é’cgitore, and on the death of
the old Rana,she became the quoen of Mewer.

°Both she and her husband were poets from
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their verysbirth. The majcy portionsof “the prince's
and the pringess’ time used to be spent ?n'com

ing apd reciting poetry. But gradually the line ef”
compositioffof tAe husband and the ‘wite differ-
ed. The prince grovelled in worldly matters, the
princess #ared high into celestial regions.

She read much of Srikriskna,—she felt the
presence of the loving God in the person of the
beautiful cow-herd boy of Br:nddvana. She, felt
that noRe can be happy in this worldi or can expecl ®
to be happy in the world next without loging the
Fountain of Love, the great God of the Universe,
She saw God in flesh and blood in Svi¢¥shn®,—
she felt that she wis one of the maids of Gakugs,—
She felt that she was gone—gone to the happy
land of celestial love. All her compositions turned
on God and on God in flesh,~the loving boy of
Brindavana. All her songs were directed towards
him and all her poems told merf that love to God
is the only means of salvation.

(8]

Time wore on; she b2afle the queen. She
bedame more independent thanebefqge,®and her
loving husband and king allowed her all scope tb
gratify her wishes.
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Religioms fervouf:—the great love that was
bred in her,—the greaf devotion th;.;t inspired her,
. —awrried her gradually far, far away ffom the world.
She neglegted her toilets, her,household duties,
her worldly affairs. Day after day, and night after
night she passed with her maids sigging the
name of God. Her composition was exquisite, her
voice was matchless, her singing was super-excel-
lent. With all her natural qualifications—with her
,Peattiful compasition, voice and modeof singing,—
her songs bx:athed the great love,—the charming
pathos-+-the deep-feelings with which her heart
wgs full, Her maids were carried away with her
 sweet songs,—they sang and danced with her and
for§ot the existence of the visible wofld.

But how long Could Mira remain imprisoned
within the walls of the Chitor «fort? One, in
whom the great love had germinated, could not
remain confined jn a[palace. She felt uneasy,—
She went to the temple in whick was the image
of Srikrighna. There sang she, there daficed
she till she lost* herself in reverie. She fainted;
her maids hasfened and Gught hold of her. They
placed her on theirolaps® and tried to bring
her to¢her senges. She recovered and returned
home.

From that day daily went she to the temple
[4

[} °

4
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and there sang she in her sWeet wayothé name of
her loving 'God. WhoeVer heafd hey songg was
melted to ve God and to love her j—frem tgns tp
hundreds, fror? hundreds to thousandg, men flocked
from all Quarters to hear her songs,-—-to join her
in her great ecstasy,—to follow her in the path
of happiness and glory. She almost left her palace
and lived in the temple of God who was the
idol of her heart. Hundreds lived with her and
thousgnds’ carried her name and fame to4he Ie-
motest parts of India.

(3]

Her fame reached the Great Mogu} World-
renowned*Akbar was the great Emperor ofeDelhi:
He was a man who knew how to appreciate men.
His court was the seat of all the great men of arts,
science and learning.

When he heard of A rd Bii, he was eager
to hear heg songs. Though *Chitor did not bow
®s head to his throne, yet the Maharana was not
in deadly enmity with him. Aird°was a Hindu
lady, she was the 4/#:dram of &hitor ; he knew
Chitor and its Rajpufs onge faught to the last, be-
eause a Moslem Emperor waited to seegits queen.
He knew that the queen with all the women of the
city burnt herself to save the dishonour of being
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seen or toucled by the Musulman. 'He knew the
pride of tit Hindu race and the grtnt sanctity in
which tley hold their women. He dared, not
openly propese to see Mir4 and te ‘hear her songs,
lest he might set up a great war in Rajputana.
He called his musician 74n Sen and ®nsulted
with him on the subject. At last it was settled
that the Emperor and the musician in the disguise
of Hindus would go to the temple at Chitor,
wwhere the Mahdrini daily used to come. ©

They came®alone and unattended. They saw
her ; they 'heard her songs ;—thc Emperor was so
carrird away that he fell at her feet and entreated
her to teach her the means of attaining salvation.
But he soon got nd of the mad infatuation and
religious fervour that possessed him on account of
her charming songs and their unspedkable pathos.
He rose and took out a jewelled necklace from
his clothes. He preseated it to her and said,” Most
respected lady, kindly accept this hifmble preseqt
and put it round the neck of the God of the
temple.”

Mird took the chain agd then looked at the
disguised Emperor. Blioved Sir,” said she, “this
necklace Gtems tc be very valuable, May I ask
wherefrom men like you, who appear to be ascetics,
can g(et such things

(
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“ Madam,” replied Akbar$ “I pickeg if up from
the Jamwea when bathing *and thetefore thoqght
that I could sbt do better than present it 2o your,
God.¥

Miré thanked them for their love of tiod, and
the Emperpr and his musician went back to Delhi.

But the diamond necklace brought misery in
her most happy home ; it destroyed her domestic
happiness, it cost her the love of her dear husband.
The nec.klacb ‘was so valuable that its presentation .
was soon noised abroad. The kinggesired to see
it ; it was appraised by crown Jewellers and they
valued it at ten lakhs of rupees. One gf them
identified it with one which was sold to Akbar,,
the Emperomof Delhi. Enquirp was set on fot,
and the identity of the two st?angers was tried to
be found. How long the disguise of the Emperor
could be kept hidden! The king was informed
that the Great Mogul himself came to see his wife ;
he has touched her and preserfted her with the
necklace. Well, she had lost her honour,—she had
become an outcaste ; she had brought dishonour
and disgrace on the greatshousesof Mewer ! Order
was at once passed that®she ghould die.

[4]
But none was found to execute the royal order.
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One afte! apother alt the officers of the State
refused to opsy the roy# mandate. A death-war-
gant -was_drawn up and signed by the Maharana
askmg the ueen to kill herself ¢When she was
retummg from the temple after her daily Puja
one of the ministers of the State placed the docu-
ment in her hand. She glanced over its contents
and asked the bearer of the death-message whether
she could see her husband once. “ Your Majesty,”
said ¢he officer, “ will see in the pafier that the
'ﬂaharaja distinctly says that he will not see
you. “Well,” replied Mira, “tell him that
his wxfe will obey his command.” She was
accompamed by many men and women ; she

ew they would.be heartily grieved:to hear the
royal order and thecefore she did not mention
anything to them, but silently ,went to the
palace.

At the dead of mght she rose and changed her

royal dress. Shé Swore only a piece of ordinary

cloth and left the palace. None knew that she was
gone ; all were ssleep and all were in deep repose.
She left behii her all shat was dear and near to
her, she went awaw.enghvoulling the whole city,~—
nay, the, whole‘éountry, in the darkest pall of
sprrow. ¢

She came on the bauk of a river; she stood
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?
there for a few moments and*then jumpedinto its
wavy breast. *She knew net what happened ; her
brain reeled :;the saw a supernatural light dangmg
beforeher eyes and then she lost her conscnousn&s!
But she felé that she did not die ; she saw’a vision,
Acreature ,of brilliant light appeared before her ;
the angel bent down and kissed her; she smiled
upon her and said, “ A7:r%, you have obeyed your
husband and you have killed yourself. But you
have a hlghe’t task to perform, a higher duty tq do.
You aré to teach men the great loge that makes
mankind haopy. Go and do it.”

When Mird opened her eyes she found it was
day. The sun was shining fiercely in the sky Znd
the ‘whole country was burningwith its scorching
rays. She had been washeds off and cast on the
shore ; just by her side theriver was running for-
ward in its course. She raised herself up, she
looked around her, but she found no living thing as
far as her eyes gould see. She *rbse and went on
singing the song of God.

She walked on and on till she et % few cow-
herd boys. “My beloved sons,” #hid she, “ Can
you direct me to Brihdingnj Can you tell
me ¢he way by which I may ®each thaj great
place of pilgrimage ?”

The boys gave her milk ; they called her mother

23 - [ ]
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and went wﬂé. her to show her the way tp Brindd-
2an « She walked on and on, singing the name of
f7gr: anG her sweet songs filled With celestial
sweetness,, all the villages throu(v?x vhich she
passed. Men and women started from tReir works
and came to séc who was pa-sing ; boys &id girls
ran from their plays and followed her crying
“Hari, Hari "

She walked on and on; many satisfied them-
gcives® by offering her presents which she declined
to accept ; manS again came to her with the choic-
est eatables, which too, except milk, she returned
with thanks. But some left their home and
kearth and notwithstanding her repeated requests
followed her footsteps. From one, her followers
and admirers rose to bé thousands ; and when she
entered the holy land of A1inwazun it appeared
as if the great goddess of Ke:lash had come
with all her followers of ghosts and spirits ;—so
mad were the men who followed her®in their reli-
gious fervour. °

The news ef' her appearance in Brindivan
spread all over th& cowltry. Her sweet songs,
from mouth to mfutK‘ “xxaa'renched the remotest
corners dh the coyntry. Afira’s songs were sung'in
village homes and royal palaces Those that saw
her and admi:ed her mm Chitor hastened to meet
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bher in Brindaran and these that nevar saw her
became s& cager to seesher and h:ar her that
thousands §dcked towaids the lml) city *The
mighty Mulms.mz of Mewar was no lon*eryﬁ
queen but,a be,gar woman, full of thd great love
that gngs mankind salvation and that mahes this
world a heaven on earth

There ~was a great samt in Brinduvan named »
Rup Gosnuin He was a man of gxcat devotion
and acceticism,—he was a man Of vast learming
and deep thought, but he never used to see the
face of a woman, for lus motto was, “'Nevuy see
woman and gold,%f you want salvation ” , 2

Mira heard of his name gnd sent him a mes-
sage “Tell him,” sad she to her messenger,
“that Af:ra knows that there i1s only one man m
Brindav m and that manis >sekrishna  All others
that live heig live m lus love®and therefore they
ase all maids of Gotwula If Rup Gosuin, bung a
male, has stealthily entered the Jadie® apaitment
m the palace of our loggd A :yenag—it 1s lugh tme
for hum to fly, lest he begf unq out by any of tha
maids and chastised by the hing "

The samnt was much ple'lsed’mm,hcr mes-age

O
He a.t once knc“ .. e oae st sasdie se s
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woman. ' He invited Her to the temple where he
liveg.

, X¥iraccame, fell at his feet and ask’ed his bless-
mgs “ What,” said Rup Gossw, “ean I do for
you, my daughter ?” ¢ Father,” said she, “allow
me to live in this temple, so that I might learn
from your lips the words of God.” Thenceforth
she lived in this temple ; people said Rup Gosain
, had become her disciple,—but #firs4 said she was
,& distiple of the great saint. ~

T1me went‘on in singing and dancing. Thou-
sands of ‘men and women came to join her in
singing the name of /ari. Her songs of God and
Bis love filled the atmosphere of Brinddvan with
the sweetness of "hg.aven They were echoed
and re-echoed throughout the land, and men and
women of the Himalayas, on thé banks of the
Jamuna and the Ganges, in the land of the five
rivers, in the distant country of the Marhattas—
nay, evcn on the coasts of the deep, blue ocegn,
sang the sengs that were sung by A/ird on the
steps of the tergple at Brinddvan.

Need we say that Chitor“was no exception? In
every street, in evefy lane, in every house, higheor
lqw, were eard“the songs that ended with the
worlds “ Miré says se and so.” Wherever the
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Rana tumned, he heard the hame of his wnfc men-
tioned. ﬁe saw his wife had %isers to a higher
kmgdom——a kingdom to Which his severgignyy
was"nothing. Mg at last felt that A7irg had not 8is-
graced the great royal hou-e of Mewer,—she had
bestoweg upon it the greatest possible honour.
Well, he had banished her, he had ordered her
death, for the fear lest people would cry shamme upon.
his family for the unholy touch of the Emperor.
Now, e o every thing to please the peopte, byt .
the people were not pleased ; they had follow
Miri, All the world were loving hiswife,—he
must be a scoundrel not to go to her, §o ask her
pardon and bringher back to his royal palace ..

He lef? his palace in dffguise and Walked”
all the way to Brindivan. Ye found Mira sitting
alone on the® steps of a temple and.singing the
name of Hari. He accosted her and begged for
alms. “ Well,” said she, “Iqam a beggar woman.
Y‘ou shouldgd to some rich man.”

“ But,” replied the disguised king, *an honest
beggar comes to a beggar for.helﬁ’

“Tell me, said Mi% ¢ what ean T dn for
ygu

“ Pardon me,” exclaimed the kin® and remoyed
the guise. AMird stared at her husband and then
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fell at his feet” «Dear husband ,—my lord,”"—
crieg she, ‘,Hafe you at’last rememb&réd me ?

. We shall not attempt to descrike the happy
nfceting. | The husband and the wife returnéd to
their happy home and Mira lived half of the year
in Brindivan and half in Chitor,

She was not for stern asceticism. She asked
men to live in their homes, doing their ordinary
duties,—but always in love and devotion towards
then'c God. We shall translate one’ df her songs
to show her opinion on this point.

“If t» remain in water gives man salvation,
then all gquatic animals must get it.”

B3y vegetable diet gives it, then monkeys and
othef beasts and bixds surely would gettit.”

“If eating grass ‘gives it then deer and goats
would get it.”

“ If to leave one’s wife means salvation,—then
every eunuch would get it.”

“Mira says, nothing but love of God can give
man salvatiéh.” K

We have nothing moresto say ; in fact we know
very little of the great woman who has left behind
her marks which wﬂl never be effaced so long as
the Hindi lﬂnguage and the Hindu race exist.
Pity it is that India bad never a historians | What
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little we lg'xow of M:ri, weknow from ahnals and
tale-. Bur hgr sweet sons will efist 41l the fmal
destruction ®f Hindusthan.*Her spirit wi§ breathe,

over”every, Hfyly home till the fing} Cpllapse df
the Hiudwrace *

* We have purposcly placed Afzra Ra: in an appendin.
The reason of 1t 1s that the characters and carreers ol those
that have bees placed in the body ot this little book, are
quite dfferent from that ot Mira, They made names
worldly mattets, but M:ra 1s known by he®Pdivine love She
was but one amongst many that have immortaliz88 the holy
land of Ind,—but she was pethaps the best amon,is! thci best
of them.









