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Silver Chest
The air echoed with footsteps of people running on the
muddy grounds. Their footsteps created ripples on the
muddy puddles. With each running step, the wavelets
moved forward as a group of ﬁve people rushed towards
their destination. Their clothes were drenched in sweat and
their faces expressed their rush to reach the destination.
“Move fast, creepy earthworms. If we don’t reach on
time, we all know what he shall do to us. I don’t want to
confront his angry face after all these eﬀorts. Move fast,”
screamed Allauddin.
His face mirrored his anxiety. He ﬁnally had
something that his Commander desperately searched for
the last twenty two years. This prized possession would not
only fetch him accolades from the Commander but also a
prominent upgrade in the army. He could not forget face
of the Commander when he missed the target last time.
He had seen death in Commander’s face that day. Had he
failed this time, he would never see another face again.
“Lift your legs, fast,” Allauddin shouted.
All the four soldiers immediately increased their pace.
No one had a hint of what was hidden in the box type
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metallic chest they carried. Their horses were dead and now
it was up to them to carry the chest to their Commander.
Glisten of the metal hinted that the chest was made of pure
silver. The intricate designs on the surface of the chest
appeared like divine ﬁgures. Aryans, to whom the chest
originally belonged, were known to be crazy about Gods.
May be these divine ﬁgures were those of Aryan Gods.
A whip lashed on a soldier’s back.
“I said move fast,” Allauddin’s voice was frightening
now.
Soldier, who got lashed, didn’t even stop to absorb
the pain. He knew well the consequences of disobeying
Allauddin when he was angry. Soldiers didn’t even ask
Allauddin the reason for the rush. Daring to ask questions
while recovering the chest, a few days back, had reduced
their team size by one. They remembered how casually
Allauddin had chopped oﬀ the head of their fellow soldier
Rehman. That’s when they realized that any question in
situation of panic would be replied with death.
They were on their feet for eight hours now. Allauddin
knew that his team needed rest but they couldn’t aﬀord it.
Few more miles and he would be facing his Commander.
He kept advancing with his team. After two more hours
of walking, Allauddin could ﬁnally see the Commander’s
silhouette from a distance.
Commander was waiting eagerly for his most trusted
lieutenant. A strong man, six feet tall with a bald head and
a grey beard, Commander stood tall at the entrance of his
camp. Commander had been a guiding ﬁgure for Allauddin
all these years but not without the fear of getting punished
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for failures. While the Commander’s support empowered
Allauddin with unlimited authority in many matters, his
fury could be equally devastating. Commander was a
double edged sword whom Allauddin had held eﬃciently
all these years. With these thoughts lingering in his head,
they reached Commander’s camp. Allauddin saluted the
Commander.
Commander scanned Allauddin from top to bottom
as he always did. Allauddin’s eyes gleamed with a spark
of respect, love and discipline and same reciprocated in
Commander’s eyes. But then, these eyes never trusted
anyone completely. The usual scanning always sent shivers
through Allauddin’s spine. He understood that Commander
liked and trusted him but he also knew that everyone is put
to the toughest scrutiny by the Commander irrespective of
the closeness shared with him. Inadvertently, Allauddin
hated this scanning process.
Satisﬁed with Allauddin, Commander shifted his
glance to the soldiers. Those scanning eyeballs suddenly
stopped moving. The shine of the silver chest had caught
Commander’s attention.
“Shukran Allah,” the words slipped through
Commander’s lips. The eﬀorts of past twenty two years
ﬂashed before his eyes. The angry faces of Governors,
battle of Indraprastha, the ﬂames engulﬁng the burning
cities, threat of banishment from empire, challenge from
the Governing Council, support and trust of Uno, all
ﬂashed before his eyes. The silver chest contained the key
to the victory and liberation of Commander Bakht Khan.
Salvation from all these agonizing memories seemed
possible now.
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“Shukran Allauddin, Shukran Allah,” Commander
murmured and happily removed the pearl string from
his neck and hurled it towards the soldiers. It hit the
silver chest and dropped on ground. Though the pearl
string was precious, not a single soldier moved to lift it
from the ground. They stood still holding the silver chest.
Commander lunged forward and hugged Allauddin.
“Subhan Allah lieutenant. You have trained your men
perfectly. I would have cut your ﬁngers and their heads
if even one of them moved leaving the silver chest on the
ground,” Commander’s voice was happy but stern.
“Well done my boy. I am proud to be your trainer. If this
chest contains what I wanted all these years, you would
deﬁnitely be deemed a worthy successor to Commander
Bakht Khan. Bring in the chest.”

Soldiers heaved a sigh of relief. They ﬁrst thanked
Allah and then Allauddin. Just before reaching the camp,
Allauddin had instructed them about what to expect at
the camp and how to behave. The Soldiers quickly moved
the silver chest inside the Commander’s camp. The most
awaited item of the century had ﬁnally arrived in the
camps of Ghulam-e-Khidmatgars.
---------x---------
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Daulatabad
Daulatabad appeared peaceful at the wee hours of
sunrise. The sky changed shades from dark to blue to
peach as the morning hustle picked up pace at Daulatabad
palace. Everyone seemed to be in rush as the palace
geared up for a special meeting. Governing Council of
Khidmatgars was meeting at Daulatabad after six years.
Council meetings at Daulatabad assumed historic
importance. A meeting at Daulatabad twenty years ago
had resulted in the issuance of ‘Katl Farmaan’- a decree of
murder. Gondwana could never forget the repercussions
of that Farmaan. The war that ensued had dragged
Gondwana into a dark period of instability and insanity.
It took two decades to wipe out the aftermaths of the war.
Governing Council met several times to bring peace and
normalcy to the lands of Gonds but each time could rectify
the situation only a bit. Scars ran deep. Generations
suﬀered due to a war which could not even achieve its
objective. Today, the Council was once again meeting at
Daulatabad. Unlike the gloomy air of the past, the palace
bore a vibrant ambience today. The news of Commander
Bakht Khan returning to the city of Daulatabad was the
talk of the day.
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With the second Azaan of the day, a blinding dust storm
approached Daulatabad. Locals knew what hid behind it.
As it reached the gates, a tall ﬁgure riding on his iconic
horse Shera was hard to miss. Commander Bakht Khan
had arrived with his twenty thousand cavaliers.
Very few forces in Gondwana could boast a skilled
cavalry like that of Khidmatgars. Training of soldiers under
Bakht Khan was always par excellence. Norms of entry
were stringent. Aspiring warriors must hold expertise in
minimum three types of weapons. The Commander himself
was proﬁcient in handling more than ten types of weapons.
The respect which he commanded from civilians was
envied even by the Council members. Had it not been
for the administrative eﬃciency of Commander, war
of Indraprastha would have resulted in extinction of
the Khidmatgar Empire. It was no wonder that entire
Daulatabad was out on the streets to have a glimpse of
their favourite military hero. Though the crowd welcomed
him with admiration, there was an air of unease too. The
stories of ruthless massacres carried out by Commander
on Council’s orders were enough to create scare for the
name of Bakht Khan. Such was the scare that majority of
the people knew him only by the name of Commander.
Very few knew his real name. Even the Council never
called him by his name. He remained just the Commander
for the Council. People of Daulatabad had not seen the
Commander for almost six years now. They were eager
to get a glimpse of the legendary warrior- a hero, revered
and feared by the people at the same time.
Special camps were raised for Ghulam-e-Khidmatgars,
the oﬃcial name by which Commander’s army was known.
Gondwana Chronicles
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The army was oﬃcially an army of slaves at the service of
Governing Council but in reality, Council always ensured
full autonomy to the Commander in military aﬀairs. Uno,
the head of Governing Council, frequently reminded the
Ghulams that they were the slave of purpose for which
they were created and not that of any person, not even
the Governing Council. But Uno’s mild heartedness ended
just there. Even the autonomous army could not dare to
go against the Uno. His wrath could be perilous. For years,
Commander had ensured that army remained shielded
from direct contact of Uno and Governing Council.
Commander had thus become the only point of interaction
between the Governing Council and the Ghulams.
Cavaliers swiftly moved to the camps after resting their
horses in the stables. It took them three days to reach
Daulatabad. Many of them were oblivious to any civic life
for almost nine months now. They were now welcomed at
Daulatabad-The city of gloriﬁed wealth.
Beﬁtting to its name, Daulatabad was the richest city
in entire Gondwana. Spread over an area of ﬁfty thousand
hectares, it was perhaps the largest city of Gondwana.
It was also the most fortiﬁed one. A huge three layered
Trimala Diwar protected the port city of Daulatabad from
all sides.
Built under the leadership of Siharyar Khan, Daulatabad
was just a nominal town established as a port to interact
with the Arabian traders. But as the Khidmatgar Empire
spread its wings in Gondwana, more and more traders
started visiting the city and investment poured in from
distant corners of Gondwana as well as from Arabia.
Within forty years of its existence, Daulatabad the became
7
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ﬁnancial capital of Khidmatgars. Allured by its growing
riches Daulatabad was attacked twice by Waanars and
once by Garudas. Khidmatgars were able to defend their
city from the invaders but by the end of Garuda invasion,
Governing Council made up its mind to fortify Daulatabad
and thus came up the plan to build the Trimala Diwar.
With the Diwar came the ‘Permit system’. Every trader
who wished to enter the city for trade had to pay permit
fees which further added to the riches of Daulatabad. It
was the golden cauldron of Khidmatgar Empire and its
safety remained the topmost priority of the Commander.
Commander took bath in his own tent. He had little
interest in the luxurious life at palaces. It’s not that
he never wanted to live luxurious life like any other
ambitious man but the turns which his life took, made
him tread a totally different path in life. The military
training which started just out of curiosity wrote a
different destiny for the Commander which he never
dreamt of. As he came out of his bathroom, a gush of
saline sea breeze hit his almost naked body. The breeze
felt good on the face but it burnt down the torso as
saline air hit various wounds and scars which he knew
were a part of his body for eternity.
“Ah! Saline air of Daulatabad!” Commander sighed. The
burning sensation on wounds made him a bit uneasy.
“Daulatabad, you always sprinkle salt on my wounds.
I bear scars for you but you always reward me with pain.
However hard I try to be away from you, my destiny
always brings me back to you. I may be a bachelor for
the people but that Katl Farmaan had consummated my
marriage with you; a marriage from which I can’t get
Gondwana Chronicles
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away, a marriage which brought nothing but pain. Here
I am again at your service, O ruthless city. Allah, Give
me peace,” Commander spelled out his frustration with
Daulatabad as his hands rose in salutation to Allah.
He ﬁnished his breakfast and came out of his tent. The
camp was buzzing with activity, enthusiasm and cheers.
As he climbed a ten feet high platform adjoining his tent,
soldiers having a fun time took attention of his tall ﬁgure.
Soon whispers spread across, alerting up the soldiers
of the Commander’s presence. Though they held their
wine glasses, no one dared touch them to their lips in
Commander’s presence. With the last soldier on his feet,
a pin drop silence engulfed the camp. Only the sea waves
hitting the beach rocks could be heard. All eyes were ﬁxed
on the Commander.
Commander took a few steps to his right inspecting
the camp, stopped for a while and swiftly made a U-turn
towards his left. The sync of forty thousand eyes of twenty
thousand soldiers with Commander’s steps was hard to
miss. Commander stopped near a table. There lay a large
ﬂask holding grape wine. He lifted the ﬂask above his head,
inspecting the contents at the base, while all eyes were glued
to him. With a smile on his face, he poured out the wine from
the platform as if oﬀering it to the army that always stood
with him. A jubilant cheer erupted through the crowd.
“Abu, Abu, Abu.”
A single word cheered through air.
‘Abu’ was how his army addressed him lovingly. He was
not just an Army General to the young soldiers, but also a
9
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fatherly ﬁgure who stood by them through the thick and
thin of their combat ﬁlled lives. Before embarking on an
expedition he would repeat the same lines.
“I am your Commander and you are treading this path
of combat with me. I don’t care if you believe in Allah or
not, but on this path you must believe in me if you wish to
come back alive. Your Commander is your supreme guide
on these missions. In every battleﬁeld, I shall be the ﬁrst
one to enter and last one to leave. This Commander shall
lead you from front and shield you from the back. Your
belief is my strength and my strength shall ensure your
safety. March with me to the new adventurous mission
and understand what glory means. May Allah lead us all
to glory.”
Camps would be instantly exuberant with calls of ‘Abu,
Abu, Abu.’ Fatherly guidance and fearsome discipline
made Commander the most able General in entire
Gondwana.
Such a General was present in the capital city of his
empire for a meeting with the Governing Council. Twenty
two years ago, one such meeting had resulted in issuance
of a decree which changed the fate of Khidmatgars forever.
Today again, winds of Daulatabad carried the smell of
change.
---------x---------
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Dastan-e-Khidmatgar
Khidmatgar tribe was not native to Gondwana. Their
roots lay in the invasion of Gondwana by an Arabian trade
King Sultan Suleiman Sayyid. His empire, located near the
Arabian Gulf, was a dry land and the inhabitants survived
on the items brought by traders from diﬀerent parts of
the world. Sayyids were among the wealthiest tribe in the
world owing to their immense skill in sea voyage and trade.
Their strong trade relations with all the major Empires
of the contemporary world and their gold ﬁlled treasury
ensured that they were never denied anything needed
for their survival. Only thing which remained scarce was
water. Dry and arid climate allowed rainfall only once in
every four to ﬁve years. Still, they survived for centuries
on the water from Wadis – huge natural water reservoirs
formed by tectonic activities.
Wadis were the lifeline of Sayyids, especially the
Bagha Wadi. It was the largest Wadi of Arabia fulﬁlling
ﬁfty percent of Sayyids’ water requirements. But this
lifeline was thinning out with time. Peers started noticing
reduction in water settlement of Bagha Wadi over years.
An earthquake which rocked Arabia few years ago had
proven fatal, exposing the water bed of Bagha Wadi to the
porous chalk rocks underneath. Water was seeping down.
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As evidence emerged, Sultan Suleiman Sayyid was left
with no option but to either ﬁnd a new source of water or
ﬁnd a completely new water rich land for settlement of his
people.
As Sultan explored his options, sea farers and traders
suggested Gondwana in the east as a viable option.
Gondwana was known for its rich natural resources.
Moreover, Gondwana was endowed with 8 perennial
rivers and 16 large ephemeral rivers which ﬂowed for
almost 8 months in a year once fed by rain water. This
fact was enough to draw Sultan’s attention to Gondwana.
Wealth was his strength while time was his constraint. He
needed to act fast to ensure survival of his people.
Sultan sent special delegations to the most powerful
tribes of Gondwana - The Aryans and The Garudas. He
requested help to either provide continuous supply of
water to Sayyids in exchange of gold or help settle Sayyids
in Gondwana. Despite repeated eﬀorts, his requests were
blatantly turned down by both the tribes. He tried the same
with some other tribes of Waanars, Asuras and Vaishyas
but it changed nothing. Aryans were the most powerful
tribe of Gondwana and no other tribe dared to go against
the Aryans. Out of desperation, Sultan made one ﬁnal
decision for betterment of his people. Sultan decided to
invade Gondwana.
For three years, he planned an expedition, collecting
every little detail about the tribes of Gondwana and also
about the future prospects of his people if they were to
settle there. As the plan emerged, it became evident
that Sultan was in a position to invade Gondwana. After
rigorous planning, Sultan ﬁnally invaded Gondwana via
Gondwana Chronicles
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land and sea. Around three lakh Sayyid soldiers invaded
Gondwana via Sindhutal- the northern entry to the land of
Vaishyas. At the same time, two lakh soldiers attacked the
port of Suratavali and Krachan, the southern and western
cities of Vaishyas. Vaishyas were one of the original
tribes of Gondwana specializing in the art of trading and
broking. Military wise Vaishyas were the weakest tribe
as their protection was guaranteed by the Aryans based
on some old script called Manusmriti. They virtually
possessed no army of their own and were practically
defenceless against this sudden invasion. Sultan had done
his homework well.
Though Sultan successfully invaded Vaishyas, he soon
realized that one expedition was not enough to control
sizeable land in Gondwana. Also, Aryan, Garuda and
Waanar tribes were now united against Sayyids. Sultan
was stationed in Gondwana for almost three years now
and the aﬀairs at home kept troubling his mind. Thought
of stability at this point of time seemed unsustainable.
He made up his mind to return back to Arabia.
To take charge of the captured territory in Gondwana
he planned to appoint a leader who could ensure constant
water supply to their homeland and expand their territory
in Gondwana to settle Sayyids. Deep within, Sultan knew
Sayyids would never shift to Gondwana. They only wished
water supply for eternity.
Sultan was a wise man. He knew that power, if
concentrated in one hand, would be vulnerable to abuse.
Hence, he chose ﬁve strong captains from his army who
had proven their trustworthiness during the invasion.
He constituted a ﬁve member Governing Council, each
13

Harshwardhan ©2019

member being individually responsible for some territory
under his control and Council as a whole responsible
for the entire territory of Sayyids at Gondwana. He
named his people at Gondwana as ‘Khidmatgars’ – ‘The
helping people’. He made a written agreement with
the Khidmatgars with two founding objectives of their
existence. The objectives were:
1) Continuous supply of water to the land of Sayyids to
ensure comfortable life for Sayyids at homeland.
2) Create a well protected Khidmatgar Empire at
Gondwana for future settlement of Sayyids.
In return, Sultan had assured constant military and
ﬁnancial support to the Khidmatgars. With administrative
measures well established under Governing Council,
Sultan returned back to Arabian Gulf.
Khidmatgars and Governing Council had since lived up
to their promise made to Sayyids. For over 250 years now,
Khidmatgars established themselves as an autonomous
empire in Gondwana, free from the overlordship of
Sultan of Sayyids. Though independent, they remained
committed to ensure a smooth life for Sayyids at Arabia.
In return, they received wealth. It had been a successful
symbiotic relationship. There is a saying in Gondwana,
“Khidmatgars never break their word.” This saying had
stood the tests of time.
Khidmatgar Empire expanded from mere three cities
to twelve large cities in last 250 years. Governing Council
expanded from ﬁve members to nine members. Uno is the
leader of the Council. He is ﬁrst among equals but also a
Gondwana Chronicles
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de-facto ruler of Khidmatgar Empire as he is the only one
holding veto powers in the Council. Once a person is elected
Uno, he is never again called by his original name for the
rest of his life. Present Uno has been holding power for
almost twenty seven years now. There had been fourteen
Unos till date but no one could surpass the reputation and
terror which the present Uno commanded. No one dare
see Uno in his eyes. The only person who has earned a
right to look into Uno’s eyes is Commander Bakht Khan.
Their respect for each other is mutual.
Khidmatgar Empire stands on three rock solid pillarsthe Uno, the Commander and the Governing Council. All
the three rarely assemble at one place and if it happens,
fate of Gondwana takes a sudden turn. Twenty two years
ago, fate of Indraprastha was sealed by the Commander
after one such meeting. After years, Commander has
once again requested a meeting with the Governing
Council. Gondwana must brace itself for another round
of turmoil.
---------x---------
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Ashram
Far away from the hustle of Daulatabad, Sun spread its
warmth in the Ashram of Rishi Shambhuvahana. Resting
amidst dense forest in the serene laps of river Narmada,
the ashram was simply mesmerizing. Rich ﬂora and fauna
ensured that the ashram remained abuzz with various
creatures. If mornings were beautiful, noons were equally
exciting. As the noon approached young boys led their
cattle back home, men started winding up their morning
tasks and young girls helped women spread the slurry
for Dhapudas. It’s a type of papad made out of jowar
ﬂour, sesame seeds and chilli powder. The fermented
jowar porridge cooked for hours together would result in
tangy sour slurry which when dried over a cloth become
Dhapudas. Ladies had to ﬁrst put in tremendous eﬀort to
prepare Dhapudas and then had to try equally hard to save
those from the squirrels. Squirrels in the ashram were so
much in love with these Dhapudas that they were willing
to risk their lives to get hold of one. It’s always fun to watch
this tussle for Dhapudas between squirrels and ladies.
At the western end of ashram, farmers clad in white
dhoti were busy sowing jowar, sesame and wheat. They
would call out each other from far ends of farm. Amidst
the cries of these farmers, the mumbles of the women and
16
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the whining of the squirrels, one could still ﬁnd his soul at
peace at the ashram.
A little away from this natural cacophony, sat a
congregation of young men and children under a
magniﬁcent Banyan tree by the banks of river Narmada.
They were seated on a platform, legs crossed and spines
erect, engrossed in the preaching of their Guru. Their
heads were clean shaved except for a small tuft of hair left
at the back. Aryans would never shave oﬀ their tufts till
their father was alive. Tuft demonstrated Aryans’ immense
pride in their patriarchal roots. Disciples concentrated on
words of Rishi Shambhuvahana.
“If you wish to learn history, no one could teach you
better than the ﬂowing water of mother Narmada,” Rishi
Shambhuvahana bowed to the spirit of river Narmada.
His disciples followed the same.
“Narmada is not just a river for us; it is the very cause
of our survival. Not just Narmada but all the rivers ﬂowing
through the holy land of Gondwana are the prime drivers
of prosperity which this land and its people had witnessed
over centuries.”
“Your surrounding constantly communicates with you
but you must be able to listen to what it says. You must
be able to interpret the information it shares with you. All
of you close your eyes and concentrate on each and every
sound that you can hear. Correlate it to the sounds that
you have heard in past, correlate it with the experience
associated with those sounds. Now close your eyes and
concentrate deeply. After few minutes, let me know what
you heard and learnt from it.” Shambhuvahana himself
closed his eyes.
17
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The entire congregation sat still with their eyes
closed. While the shade of Banyan tree protected them
from sunlight, the cool breeze over Narmada soothed
them from the scorching heat. After a silent spell, Rishi
Shambhuvahana opened his eyes and asked the disciples
to open theirs.
“Each one of you, in last few minutes, would have heard
many sounds, voices, hummings. But not all would have
heard the same sounds. Let me know what you heard”.
Shambhuvahana pointed at a disciple in front row.
“What did you hear Dwij?” he asked
Dwij stood up.
“Guruji, I heard mowing of cows, chirping of squirrels
and cries of farmers,” Dwij replied.
“Anything else?” Shambhuvahana asked again.
“Not exactly, Guruji.” Dwij replied.
“Ok. Nice observation. You
Shambhuvahana smiled at him.

may

sit

down,”

He then pointed to a seventeen year old teenager
sitting in the back row.
“What did you notice Ratan?” Shambhuvahana
questioned.
Ratan stood up.
“I too heard mowing of cows, quirking of squirrels,
cries of farmers. I also heard sound of ﬂowing water of
Gondwana Chronicles
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Narmada and screams of vultures at some distant place,”
Ratan replied.
“Anything else?” Shambhuvahana asked again.
“Nothing Guruji,” Ratan said and sat down.
Shambhuvahana again scanned through his disciples
and pointed to a sixteen year old boy sitting at the centre.
“Aadvik, what about you?”
Aadvik rose up, adjusted his yellow angvastram and
smiled at Guruji.
“Guruji, I also heard mowing of cows but I think they
were not just mowing. They were calling their calves
to feed them milk. The direction of their mowing was
deﬁnitely towards their calves. I heard chattering of
squirrels but their chatter was not as aggressive as it was
in the morning. I think they must have had a good treat of
Dhapudas and are almost content for the day. I believe in
next half hour, ladies won’t have to worry about squirrels
and Dhapudas.
I heard the cries of farmers and almost everyone was
calling up for a man called Raju. There was a concern
in their words. I fear Raju must be in some trouble or
approaching one and others have noticed it. They are
either trying to warn him or help him. The screams of
vultures at a distance are sharp and impatient. Some wild
animal must be ﬁnishing his meal and vultures are now
impatient to get their share of food.
Narmada is ﬂowing with a gush today. It means there
must have been heavy rains in the upstream areas. While
19
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I heard all these sounds, I heard the sound of my own
breath. I am breathing little fast and short. I think I am
anxious to know what has happened to Raju. I am also
anxious to know which areas on the upstream of Narmada
received rainfall. My kingdom of Vindhyachal lies in the
upstream and rains would support the agriculture there.”
Saying this Aadvik started looking in the direction of the
farmers.
In the farms, farmers were helping someone to get out
of muddy water. Aadvik guessed he must be Raju who got
stuck in pool of muddy water and was not able to come
up on his own. Aadvik was relieved to see Raju being
helped by his friends. He then shifted his attention to
the skies in the northeast. He could see some dark clouds
there. A smile covered his face. Vindhyachal had indeed
received rains.
Rishi Shambhuvahana couldn’t help smiling.
“Well done Aadvik, Well done! What an excellent
and precise observation! What an exemplarily drawn
conclusion! And the most charming thing was that you
immediately veriﬁed your conclusions. Aadvik, you are as
good as your elder brother, Prince Agnivesh. He was an
exemplary student of mine. In some aspects you are even
better than him. Your brother shall be proud of you.”
Shambhuvahana
assembly.

now

concentrated

on

entire

“You all just observed how your surrounding
communicates with you. It can convey its message to
you if you listen well. Listening must not be conﬁned to
just legible words of people. You must listen to all voices,
Gondwana Chronicles
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noises, sounds in your surrounding and then carefully
relate it to your experience and draw the conclusion.
No matter which path you tread in life, you must always
be a good listener. A farmer must walk through his crop,
touch his crop, look around and observe the breeze that
ﬂows over the crops. Crop will deﬁnitely communicate
with the farmer. If crop is shedding lot of ﬂowers, there is
deﬁnitely something wrong with the crop. It needs special
attention. If breeze is gushing smoothly whispering
through the crops, it means crop density is less which
might be good or bad depending on the crop. If fruits are
dropping down, it’s already a time for quick harvest.
Some of you would become Soldiers, Captains or
Generals. You must move through the horse stables
regularly. You must listen to the sounds made by horses.
Their sounds describe their health. If even after a rest
of six hours your horse is drooling white saliva, it needs
immediate medical attention. A strong and healthy
cavalier is as weak as his horse. Remember, those who fail
to observe changes in their surroundings will be the ﬁrst
one to perish in the long run. Change is the only constant.
Observing those changes must be your primary duty if you
wish to survive long. So start observing everything from
today onwards.”
“Guruji, I think someone is approaching the ashram in
real hurry. I can hear the horse steps.” Aadvik interrupted
suddenly.
Even Rishi Shambhuvahana realized that someone was
in real hurry to meet him.
---------x--------21

The Message
Shambhuvahana’s hut also served as a small meditation
centre with symbols of Aum imprinted on all sides. It felt
as if Aums directed all the energies towards the centre of
the hut. The young man who had arrived a few minutes
ago was sitting at the centre of the hut with closed eyes.
His face was serene and calm. He felt as if entire energy
received by the hut was being channelized through his
body. He knew it was the magic of the Aum discs in the
hut. He had tried installing such discs at his palace in
Vindhyachal but could not feel the same ﬂow of energy as
he felt here. Aums at his palace served their other purposes
well but they didn’t generate the ﬂow of energy as they did
here. As he sat in deep meditation, Rishi Shambhuvahana
entered the hut. The Rishi couldn’t stop smiling at what
he saw. The radiant glow on face of this young man always
brought smile to Shambhuvahana’s face. His most talented
disciple Agnivesh was sitting in front of him.
Shambhuvahana had taught many students in his
ashram over 65 years of his life but not many could
impress him. He believed that a Guru’s legacy becomes
immortal by the accomplishments of his students.
Hence, he strived to sow the seeds of wisdom, courage
and skill into the young minds of his disciples through
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his preaching. He was delighted to see that Agnivesh had
become embodiment of his teachings. He was conﬁdent
that someday his wisdom would be fruitful for entire
Vindhyachal and Gondwana.
“Meditation will calm you my boy but I don’t want you
to be calm. I want you to be ﬁerce and passionate for times
to come.” Shambhuvahana moved close to Agnivesh and
caressed his hairs lovingly.
Agnivesh folded his hands and prayed to the almighty
before opening his eyes. A wide smile embraced his
energetic face. He got up and touched Shambhuvahana’s
feet.
“Pranipaat Guruji, It’s been so long since I saw you.”
Shambhuvahana lifted Agnivesh by his shoulders.
“Welcome back to ashram, Agnivesh. I used to miss you
in this ashram earlier. But no more.”
“Why Guruji? Did I do anything wrong?” enquired
Agnivesh.
“No my son. You didn’t do anything wrong. Your father
did one thing right by sending your younger brother Aadvik
to this ashram. He is a bright kid and in some ways, he is
even better than you.” Shambhuvahana said smilingly.
Agnivesh smiled back.
“I am happy that Aadvik has won a place in your heart
Guruji.”
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“How is your father now? I didn’t hear anything good
about his health for past few years,” Shambhuvahana
enquired.
“He is not keeping well since past few years. Dhanwantaris
are trying their best medicines on him but I know they
won’t cure him. It’s not the disease but obsession of the
Commander that makes him sick.” Agnivesh’s face turned
sad and stern.
The word ‘Commander’ reverberated in Shambhuvahana’s
ears.

“Ahh! The Commander again!” Shambhuvahana
punched his left ﬁst on his right palm. “A bright man with
high calibre and wisdom, but he has proven to be a curse
for Gondwana. God only knows when this holy land will
get rid of him.”
Although Shambhuvahana sounded disappointed, his
words resonated respect for Commander’s leadership.
Great men acknowledge others greatness even when they
are in disagreement.
“Guruji, why is my father so obsessed with Commander?
In fact, why is every ruler in Gondwana always after the
Commander? Even you talk highly about him. What is
this fuss all about?” Agnivesh was frustrated.
Shambhuvahana was worried to see Agnivesh so restless
and frustrated. It was against his calm nature.
“Agnivesh, when all the rulers of Gondwana are so
obsessed with the Commander, there surely must be
something about this man. Remember, actions speak louder
Gondwana Chronicles
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than words. The Commander has displayed exemplary
leadership in the past two decades. He commands a large
army. History has witnessed great Generals conquering
great battles but the Commander is diﬀerent. He has
not only won wars, but also ensured least damage to his
soldiers. He treats them all like his own sons. No wonder
why they call him ‘Abu’. Even if we had one such General
on our side, things would have been totally diﬀerent.
Our Generals manage wars. For them management and
leadership are same terms. In reality they are altogether
diﬀerent terms. Management is doing things right.
Leadership is doing right things for a cause and for your
people. For management, climbing the ladder quickly
amounts to eﬃciency. While leadership ensures that the
ladder is leaning correctly against an apropriate wall.
Means and ends both become important for a great leader.
The end which the Commander keeps in mind is always
about winning the war but his means ensure that his side
suﬀers minimum damage. He is a wise man worthy of
respect and learning.” Shambhuvahana gazed in inﬁnity
as he spoke.
“But Guruji, if he is so wise and good, why do you wish
Gondwana to get rid of him?” Agnivesh questioned with a
ﬁrm logic.
“Look son, when you are responsible for your people,
you should care about everyone. Do you remember the
phrase ‘Vasudhaiva Kutumbakam’? What does it mean?
The entire world, the entire planet is one family. While the
Commander has been a great leader for the Khidmatgars,
he has let hell loose on the rest of the Gondwana. The
goal which the Commander has pursued for last twenty
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two years carries a price tag with it. That price is not
paid just by Khidmatgars but by all the inhabitants of
Gondwana. Aryans, Vaishyas, Waanars, Khidmatgars,
Garudas all are aﬀected by his ambitions one way or the
other. In some unfortunate cases as that of Vaishyas,
ambitions of Khidmatgars have resulted in wiping out
of their entire tribe. Such damage is irreparable. While
ensuring a bright future for Khidmatgars, Commander
has done a lot of permanent damage to the ecosystem of
Gondwana. History will never forgive him. Now it’s our
task to make him history as soon as possible. You must
always appreciate the talent of the enemy but you must
also understand what makes you diﬀerent from him. Right
means for right ends will only ensure long term success.
Always remember the phrase ‘Vasudhaiva Kutumbakam’.
Strive hard for the well being of all.” Shambhuvahana took
a deep breath and closed his eyes for a minute.
Agnivesh waited for a while and then spoke, “Guruji,
I don’t know how great a leader Commander is, but I
deﬁnitely thank him for one thing. His presence on this
land has brought all the native tribes of Gondwana
together. As far as I know, Waanars and Asuras wouldn’t
have fought together at any point of time had it not been
for Commander. Garudas would never have forgiven
Asuras had it not been for the fear of invasion from
Commander. Apart from that, the fear in which our people
live today doesn’t allow me to respect the Commander. He
is just a ruthless butcher for me.”
His eyes were red with anger reﬂecting his contempt
for Commander. His anger was justiﬁed by the personal
loss he had suﬀered in his life because of the Commander.
He could never enjoy the love and company of his father.
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His father would always be obsessed with shielding his
Kingdom from Commander’s ambitions. His father, King
Harishchandra, could not even attend his deceased wife’s
funeral due to his involvement in the war. Agnivesh could
never forget his mother’s face on her death bed. She had
just given birth to his younger brother Aadvik and he
himself was just six years old. She desperately craved to
meet her husband one last time to take a promise for her
sons’ well-being. But neither could Harishchandra come
back to meet his ailing wife nor could he make her any
promise. That day, King Harishchandra saved Garudas
from Commander but he lost his son forever. The emotional
chasm between father and son was at its peak now. Even
the memories of that day were enough to rage him up.
“Calm down Agnivesh,” Shambhuvahana tried to pacify
him, “Always remember the most important lesson I
taught you repeatedly. Do you remember?”
“Yes Guruji. You always taught that desired results can
be achieved only if the motivation is proper.”
Shambhuvahana smiled.
“Revenge can never be a motivation for something
fruitful in life. Results achieved through wrong
motivations can never be right. You can’t harvest a sweet
mango by planting a Neem tree. Forget revenge. Find
your motivation in your mother’s love, in the love for your
people. Means of love can give exemplary end results. If
you focus on slaying the Commander, it may satiate your
thirst for revenge, but the cost you shall pay for it might
only leave you with lifelong guilt. That guilt shall ﬂush out
every memory of your victory. Instead you must plan to
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protect your people. Find your motivation in compassion
for your people. Be the most compassionate king the
citizens of Vindhyachal had ever seen. If you succeed, you
would not only attain satisfaction but also leave a legacy
unmatched in the history of Gondwana.
Commander’s greatest moment of glory was the
conquest of Indraprastha. But I am sure, whenever he
looks back in time, he deﬁnitely feels guilty for all the men
massacred in the war. Instead of revelling and rejoicing
his victory, he had to struggle for six years to restore
normalcy to Khidmatgars and Gondwana. Commander
lived through the war only to be despised by millions on
this land. Martand lost the war but is still remembered
as a hero. That doesn’t mean Martand was perfect. He
was just not as bad as Commander. He loved his people
and attacked only when his people were attacked. Love
will make your soul strong and your thinking ﬂexible.
Love will drive you to great heights. The day, love for your
mother, love for your people becomes your strength, you
will be undefeatable.”
Agnivesh smiled and touched Shambhuvahana’s feet.
His Guru could calm his mind in any situation. That’s
why, even when Agnivesh left the ashram few years back,
the ashram never left Agnivesh. It remained in his mind.
Shambhuvahana took Agnivesh near river Narmada.
The gushing waters created ripples in Agnivesh’s mind.
He kept looking at the ﬂow of Narmada.
“Let’s keep the Commander aside for a moment. Let me
know why my most able disciple is back to the ashram?”
Enquired Shambhuvahana.
Gondwana Chronicles

28

The Genius of Indraprastha

Shambhuvahana’s voice broke Agnivesh’s trance. He
turned to his Guru.
“We can’t keep Commander aside even for a moment
Guruji. Only reason why I am here before you is
the Commander again.” Agnivesh looked deep into
Shambhuvahana’s eyes.
“What happened? What’s the matter? Tell me clearly.”
Shambhuvahana was curious.
“Guruji, I have some news to worry about. Last week
one of our soldiers came back to Vindhyachal palace in
a wounded state. This was his last message.” Agnivesh
handed over a mini scroll to Shambhuvahana.
Shambhuvahana immediately took the scroll and read it.
Somajeya has fallen. Silver chest captured. Gondwana
is not safe anymore.
Shambhuvahana’s eyeballs bulged in disbelief. Terror
clearly reﬂected on his face.
“This is impossible. Somajeya can’t fall. Commander
can’t get that silver chest. Just tell me this is a lie.” Panic
gripped Shambhuvahana.
Agnivesh had never seen Shambhuvahana so agitated.
In fact, he had never seen Shambhuvahana panic. His
panic brought the realization on Agnivesh that the news
was indeed disturbing.
“So, everyone was right. Father was right. This is
something very serious,” thoughts ﬂowed through
Agnivesh’s mind.
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“Agnivesh, answer me,” Shambhuvahana almost
shouted at him.
“It’s true Guruji,” Agnivesh replied quickly, “Father
was also agitated. He immediately sent a team to verify
the message. The team returned yesterday. Somajeya has
indeed fallen. The place is in shatters. Ancient artefacts
are missing and the silver chest is lost forever.”
“And who is responsible for this? Who took the chest?”
Shambhuvahana kept questioning.
“Team reported that lieutenant Allauddin did all this,”
replied Agnivesh slowly.
“Allauddin!” Shambhuvahana closed his eyes in utter
desperation. His breath suddenly became heavier. He
didn’t speak anything for a while.
Agnivesh was concerned now. He immediately held
Shambhuvahana by his shoulders.
“Are you alright Guruji? Do you need something?” his
voice reﬂected his worry.
“I am okay but Gondwana may not be safe anymore. We
failed at our task. We failed Martand.” Shambhuvahana
replied in defeated tone.
“Why you sound so defeated? And who is this
Allauddin?” Agnivesh was anxious. He had a reason to be
worried. People whom he thought could never be scared
suddenly seemed altogether diﬀerent personalities after
hearing this news.
Shambhuvahana sat down under the banyan tree, trying
to compose himself. He took deep breaths, chanting Aum
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with every breath. He rubbed his palms and gently placed
them over his eyes. Agnivesh knew this was a method of
relaxation. Shambhuvahana ﬁnally opened his eyes and
indicated Agnivesh to sit beside him.
“Son, the situation is diﬃcult and scary. But surely we
will ﬁnd a way out of it. Don’t be anxious about what’s
happening. In these times we all need to be calm and
think of ways to safeguard Gondwana.” Shambhuvahana
said calmly, looking deep into Agnivesh’s eyes.
Agnivesh’s anxiety settled down a bit with
Shambhuvahana’s words. Curiosity now replaced anxiety.
“Guruji, who is Allauddin?” Agnivesh enquired.
“Allauddin!” Shambhuvahana paused for a second,
“Allauddin is an interesting character in Commander’s story.
Allauddin is Commander’s right hand; almost like a son, one
of the most trusted lieutenants of Commander. He is one of
the most probable successors to the Commander. It’s said that
he took three arrows on his back to save the Commander. It’s
impossible to kill the Commander when Allauddin is nearby.
Commander might be a terrible man for rest of Gondwana but
people like Allauddin revere him like a God. If silver chest at
Somajeya had fallen in hands of Allauddin, you can be sure it
has already reached the Commander by now. Allauddin has
submitted his nomination to be Commander’s successor by
this feat.” Shambhuvahana took a deep breath again.
Agnivesh was now confused whether he should like the
Commander or hate him. A part of his mind abhorred
the Commander, whereas the other part felt that if he is
revered by people like Allauddin, he may not be that bad.
Shambhuvahana sensed his confusion.
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“Don’t be confused Agnivesh. In life, we encounter very
few people like Commander who are worth respecting as
well as despising. Adopt what is good in him and discard
what is bad. Check if you too have those bad traits in you. If
yes, then it’s time to change those traits,” Shambhuvahana
advised Agnivesh.
“Guruji, what’s there in the silver chest?” Agnivesh’s
curiosity was at its peak now.
Shambhuvahana took one deep breath.
“It’s still not the time for you to know about the content
of the silver chest. Believe me; you will soon get to know
what’s hidden in it.”
Agnivesh sighed with disappointment. He had asked
the same question to his father, but was left unanswered.
Now, his Guru was also not revealing it. He felt frustrated
but could do little about it.
Both walked silently for some time and entered
Shambhuvahana’s hut.
“Father has sent one more message,” said Agnivesh.
Shambhuvahana knew it. King Harishchandra would
not send Agnivesh with half information.
“Governing Council of Khidmatgars is going to meet at
Daulatabad soon. Importantly, this meeting is being called
on the insistence of the Commander,” Agnivesh revealed.
“Commander requested the meeting!” Tensed folds
appeared on Shambhuvahana’s forehead. Series of
thoughts occupied his mind.
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‘This is another bad news. Commander doesn’t meet
the council often. Either the Commander has to request
the meeting or Uno summons the Commander. After the
war of Indraprastha, Commander has never requested
a meeting with the council. For past twenty two years,
only Uno had summoned him thrice, but never once
did Commander request a meeting. If Commander has
requested the meeting, he must have found something of
his interest. I know for sure, his interest can never be in
the interest of Gondwana.’
Shambhuvahana looked into inﬁnity for some time
trying to anticipate Commander’s moves.
“Agnivesh, you return to Vindhyachal tomorrow itself.
Ask your father to call a meeting of the Saptasindhu Mandal
as soon as possible. Tell him not to bother about inviting
the Rishi Aashtam. I shall take care of it. You rest in the
ashram tonight but must rush back to Vindhyachal early
in the morning tomorrow,” ordered Shambhuvahana.
Agnivesh
nodded,
rose
up
and
touched
Shambhuvahana’s feet. His eyes were still curious. Very
few of his doubts had been cleared. He wanted answers.
“Do you wish to ask anything else?” Shambhuvahana
had read his curiosity.
Agnivesh thought for a moment and chose his words
carefully.
“Guruji, I know an event of great historical importance
is going to unfold soon. Do I get to play any role in it?” His
ears were impatient to hear the reply.
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Shambhuvahana smiled and put his palm on Agnivesh’s
shoulder.
“Dear son, you have been trained your whole life for
such kind of events only. Even if the future generations
forget us, they will remember you if you participate in these
events with right motivation. I believe you will be one of the
important pillars on which the future of Gondwana rests.
Now go and rest. You have a long ride back home tomorrow.
One more thing, someone is waiting for you outside the hut.”
Shambhuvahana smiled at him and indicated him to go.
Agnivesh came out with enthusiasm and looked around to
meet the person waiting for him. There was no one outside
the hut. Suddenly a small stone hit his back. He turned
swiftly. As soon as he turned, a heap of oranges fell on him. As
he struggled out of the heap, he could hear the laughter and
clapping sound. He was angry for getting stuck in oranges but
as soon as he heard the laughter, his face ﬁlled with a smile.
“Aadvik, come near me. Where are you?” Agnivesh
yelled.
Suddenly out of nowhere, Aadvik came running and
hugged him.
“Don’t you have the curiosity to meet your younger
brother?” Aadvik complained smilingly.
Agnivesh caressed Aadvik’s hairs as he came out of the
heap of oranges.
“Who told you that I am not eager to meet you? But
duty comes ﬁrst. I had to deliver very important message
to Guruji. Why do you think I personally came here to
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deliver the message instead of sending a messenger?
It’s only because I wanted to meet my younger brother,”
replied Agnivesh and hugged Aadvik tight. It had been a
year since they last met.
Shambhuvahana also came out of hut.
“How is Aadvik doing here, Guruji? Is he troubling
you?” enquired Agnivesh.
Shambhuvahana smiled and caressed Aadvik’s hairs.
“I told you earlier too. The best thing your father did in
years is to send Aadvik to my ashram. I am proud to have
both of you as my disciples.” There was contentment on
Shambhuvahana’s face, “Now, go and enjoy the dinner.”
The evening breeze over Narmada had cooled the ashram
by dinner time. Sounds of vessels from dining hall could
already be heard. Both the brothers moved towards the
dining hall. Delicious Dhapudas were waiting for them.
---------x---------
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