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INTRODUCTION

Who has not heard of Sri Krishna who delivered the

message of the Bbagavad Gite and whom the Bbagavar calls
“God Himself * ?

From the earliest days that my memories can go back
to, Sri Krishna has been, in a sense, dominating my imagina-
tion. In my childhood, I heard his adventures with breath-
less amazement. Since then I have read of him, sung of
hum, admired him, worshipped him in a hundred temples
and every year on his birthday at home. And day after

day, for years and years, his message has been the strength
of my life.

Unfortunately, his fascinating personality, which could

be glimpsed in what may be called the original Mababhbarata,
has been overlaid with legends, myths, miracles and adorations
for about three thousand years.

Wise and valorous, he was, loving and loved, far-seeing
and yet living for the moment, gifted with sage-like detach-
ment and yet intensely human ; the diplomat, the sage and
the man of action with a personality as luminous as that of
a divinity.

The urge, therefore, came upon me, time and again, to
embark upon a reconstruction of his life and adventures by
weaving a romance around him,

It was an impossible venture, but like hundreds of
authors in all parts of India for centuries, I could not help
offering him whatever little of imagination and creative

power I possessed, feeble though they were.

I have called the whole work Krisbnavatara, The Descent
of the Lord, 'This, the First Part, which ends with the
death of Kamsa, has been named * The Magic Flute”, for
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it deals with his boyhood associated with the flute, which
hypnotised men, animals and birds alike, sung with such
loving tenderness by innumerable poets.

I have named the Second Part, which ends with Rukmini
Haran, as “The Wrath of an Emperor”, as the central
theme is the successful defiance by Sri Krishna of Jarasandha, ;.
the Emperor of Magadha. |

The Third Part, which is now being serially published ,
in the * Bhavan’s Journal ”, is entitled * The Five Brothers "’
which, I hope, will end with Draupadi’s swayemuvara.

In portraying Sri Krishna’s life and adventures, I had,
like many predecessors, to create episodes in order to Lring
out his character, attitudes and outlook in the perspec-
tive which has appeared natural to me. 1 have also had to
give flessh and blood to the various shadowy characters
referred to in the Mababbarata. 1 have, therefore, had
to take unforgivable liberties with the accepted image which,
I trust, the devout would forgive.

K. M. MUNSHI
Bharatiya Vidya Bhavan,
Chaupatty Road, Bombay 7.
December 13, 1962.
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INVOCATION

I salute Thee, O Vyasa,

With Thy all-embracing intellect and wide-eyed vision,
lighted the torch of kmowledge,

Fed by Thy immortal epic, the Mahabharata.

I salute Thee, O Krishna, Thou that blessest all,
Thou that givest to those that come to Thee
All that they want.

Thou art the giver of all gifts.

Thou art the chastiser of the wicked.

Thou art the source of all knowledge.

Thou art the One who gave us the life-giving Gita.

[ salute Thee, Thou God among gods,

Thou, the son of Vasudeva,

The destroyer of Kamsa and Chanur—

Thou, the eternal joy of Devaki,

Thou, O Krishna, art the world's supreme Teacher.

I salute Thee, Mdadbhava,
Thou alone makest the mute eloquent and the
cripple scale mountains.

[ seek Thy Grace, Lord,
From Thee alone floweth the stream of Bliss.



PROLOGUE

Mother Prithvi, Earth, the Mother of us all, bathed

in tears, approached Narayana, the Lord, as He swung on
Ananta, Endless Time.

The Mother folded Her hands and addressed the Lord
thus : * Thou All-Powerful, Thou Final Refuge of those in
distress, I cannot bear the weight of misery any more. In
Thy wisdom, Lord, Thou didst command me to raise sons
and daughters who, rising from joy to joy, would find ever-
lasting happiness in devotion to Thee. However, Lord, a
new race of men and women has sprung up, whose wicked-

ness is great and who have turned their faces away from
Thee.

*Those who rule men have grown selfish and their
thoughts are evil. In their lust for power, they oppress and
persecute my children, and they deny Dharma the Law of
Righteousness. They part men from their wives, children

from their parents. They sow the seeds of hate where love
once reigned supreme.

‘ Through force or guile men and women are taught by
these wicked rulers to debase themselves before their wealth
and power. They are seduced into unrighteous ways by
dancing, drink and lechery. They are led to reject Thee
and take delight in their own might. Homes are broken ;

temples are desecrated; saints are derided, stoned or
crucified.

‘Lord, I am weighed down with grief. Redeem Thy
promise, O Merciful One, and save me.’

Then the Lord said to Mother Prithvi in loving
accents :
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‘My child, I already knew what Thou hast told me.
Do not fear. My word is pledged to thee and shall ever
remain so. Whenever Dharma declines, I shall *descend to
earth to root out wickedness. Those devoted to me shall

never perish.
So Mother Prithvi begged the Lotd :

‘Then, I pray Thee, Lord, come and save my children.’
And then the Lord said : ‘I will’



1
THE MARRIAGE OF VASUDEVA AND DEVAKI

In the great days of the Dvapara Yuga the Yadavas
were settled in the fertile valley of the Yamuna which
went by the name of Vrajabhumi. It was full of shady
trees, flowering creepers and luscious pastures on which
the wealth of the Yadavas, vast herds of cattle, were fat-
tening. Mount Govardhan was the pivot of this smiling
land, and the Yadavas worshipped it.

Several clans like Kukkura, Andhaka, Vrishni, Sat-
wat, Bhoja, Madhu and Shoora, formed the Yadava con-
federacy, which was also called Vrishni Samgha. Their
constitution was republican. However, the Andhakas were
the most powerful of the clans and took pride in calling
their chief ‘King’ as a courtesy title.

The Yadavas were a brave and virile race; they were
also proud of their high position among the peoples of
the earth, for they claimed descent from Brahma, the
Creator Himself.

Brahma had two sons: Atri and Daksha. Daksha be-
got Aditi, who begot Vivasvat; Vivasvat begot Manu. Ila,
the daughter of Manu, was married to Soma and gave
birth to Pururavas, who in the prime of his life fell in
love with Urvasi, the beloved apsara of the gods.

Pururavas had two sons, the elder being Ayusha.
Ayusha begot five sons; the mightiest of them was Nahusha,
whose first-born was Yayati. Yayati was the first on earth
to be a great conqueror; he conquered both the daemons
and the gods. Yayati’s fitst wife was Devayani. She was
the daughter of the Bhargava Sage, Shukracharya, the High-
Priest of the daemons. By virtue of his fapas the Sage
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abased the pride of gods. Devayani gave birth to two sons:
Yadu and Turvasu.

The descendants of Yadu were known as Yadavas.
Yadu had a son called Kroshtu. Kroshtu’s -son, Devami-
dhush, begot a son, by name Shoora.

In the Treta Yuga which preceded the Dvapara, the
daemon Madhu lived in the forests of Vrajabhumi where
he became so strong that they were known as Madhuvana.
Madhu cleared the forest and founded a settlement on the
banks of the Yamuna which came to be known as Mathura.

Great wickedness was caused on earth by the sons of
Madhu and men trembled at their very name. Shatrughna,
the brother of Sri Ramachandra, in whom God had descen-
ded in that age, was angry at the sons of Madhu whose
hearts were evil. He invaded Mathura and destroyed that
race of sinful men. He also cleared some forest areas in
the valley, and under him and his sons of the Ikshvaku

dynasty, the former Madhuvana settlements flourished as
never before.

Then Shoora achieved power among men. Led by him,
the Yadavas invaded Mathura and conquered the descen-
dants of Shatrughna. Then the Yadavas built settlements
in the valley. They grew rich in cattle, silver and gold.
And Vrajabhumi came to be known as Shoorasena after
him.

Vasudeva was descended from Shoora. He was born
when the stars were propitious. Then bugles sounded
in the heavens and kettledrums resounded on the eatth;
hence he was known as Anakdundubhi. Flowers were also
showered on him by the gods, for he was beautiful like the
moon and his fame was to spread till the end of time.

Vasudeva had five sisters, of whom one was Pritha.
She was adopted by the King of Kuntibhoja. Later she
became the wife of Pandu and the mother of three of the
five Pandavas, the conquerors in the Bharata War, whose
names were destined to be inscribed in human memory for
all time. One of Vasudeva’s sisters was married to the
King of Chedi’s son and gave birth to Sishupala.
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Vasudeva was the chief of the Shooras, who had vast
heards of cattlee. However, as we have said before, the
Andhakas, another clan descended from one of the sops of
Kroshtu, had become powerful and Vasudeva was a
feudatory to their chieftain, Ugrasena, whom people called
the King.’ Ugrasena had five sons and nine daughters.
The first-born of his sons was Kamsa.

Devaka, the brother of Ugrasena, had four sons and
seven daughters, of whom Devaki was the loveliest.

There was strife between the Shooras and the Andhakas.
Their herdsmen often fought with one another. And the
elders of the two tribes decided that Devaki should be
wedded to Vasudeva, so that they could live in peace ever
afterwards. The marriage took place in the Palace of

King Ugrasena.

Vasudeva went round the Sacred Fire seven times,
leading the girl, whose face was like the moon and who
was gifted with incomparable charms. The auspicious
event was announced to the world by the joyful sound of
conchs and fifes, hand-drums and kettledrums. And the
Yadavas were happy, for they had never seen so fine a
man and wife matched in such perfect harmony.



2
KAMSA’'S WRATH

Of all the wicked princes of Bharata, the son of King
Ugtasena was the most wicked. He was bold and cratty,
haughty, revengeful and obstinate. Allied to powerful
princes, he was a terror to friends and foes alike; he res-
pected no law, human or divine. He scoffed at the wise,

derided the saintly and hated those who had devoted them-
selves to God.

At the time when Devaki was being united with Vasu-
deva in wedlock, Narada, the ancient Sage, the incarnate
conscience of those who loved God, came to Kamsa. In

welcoming the Sage the Prince offered worshiff and asked
for his blessing.

In reply, the Sage exhorted Kamsa to forswear his

evil ways. He said, ‘None who disregard the law of
dharma can ever win the final victory. ’

Kamsa laughed and exclaimed : *Master, law or no
law, nothing shall stand in my way. I have no fear of
God; He is only a phantom with which to frighten the
weak. And I am strong. My will is supreme law; I accept
no other. And I will force everyone to obey it.’

Narada, the divine Sage, smiled indulgently as only
the wise can.

*The law of dharma, my son, is unalterable. No one,

tict even you, can escape it. Remember, whenever right-
eousness declines, God Himself comes down to the earth
to re-establish it,” the Sage said.

Kamsa laughed haughtily. ‘Sage, neither man nor
God dare cross my path.’

‘Are you so sute of yourself ? If you are, you are
doomed. It has been sa decreed by the gods,’ said the
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Sage, for his eyes had seen the rise and fall of wicked men
age after age.

*Whaq, will dare touch me?’, asked Kamsa in scorn.

The Sage meditated in silence for a while. Then he
said : *Prince, proud though you are of your might, I
know that He has willed your destruction. The eighth
child of Devaki, the daughter of your uncle, will slay you.’
The Sage vanished before Kamsa could reply.

Though his father Ugrasena was king, Kamsa himself
ruled Mathura. The neighbouring kings, as did all his
subjects and theirs, trembled at his name, for no one was

able to resist him. The prophecy of the divine Sage,
therefore, made him furious.

At the very time when his death was foretold by the
Sage Narada, Devaki was just being married to Vasudeva.
Kamsa was mad with rage. He was going to leave nothing
to chance; he would kill Devaki here and now; no child
of hers would be there to fulfil the prophecy.

So, fiery-eyed, Kamsa strode towards the palace-gates
where the marriage procession was ready to start. The
men and women joyfully forming the procession saw
Kamsa coming, cruel as the god of Death. They stood
terrified. The drums stopped beating. The fifes and the
conchs were silent.

Kamsa angrily walked up to the bridal chariot. To
the horror of his royal father and the noble kinsmen who
stood there, Kamsa seized Devaki by the hair and pulled
her out of the chariot.

A moment before, the newly-wedded bride, bedecked
with ornaments and glowing with hopes, had been all
joy. Now as she was dragged down from the chariot by
Kamsa, a scream of horror escaped her lips.

King Ugrasena, who knew the wild temper of his
son, was moved to grief at what his son was doing and
stood stupefied. Vasudeva, the young Yadava prince,
jumped down from the chariot and seized the hand of
Kamsa which held an uplifted sword.
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“Most noble Prince, scion of Bhoja’s glorious line,
what are you doing?’ he asked in amazenfent, adding,

‘You are killing your sister, a helpless young girl, just
married.’

*Stand aside,” Kamsa shouted. as he tried to cast off
Vasudeva, and his eyes were wild with fury.

Devaka, brother of King Ugrasena, laid a restraining
hand on Kamsa. * Son, let Devaki go’, he said : * What has
she done to you? Let her go.

Kamsa stamped his foot imperiously. ‘I will not let
her live. She shall die.’

Vasudeva was wise beyond his years. He had grown
up under the shadow of Kamsa’s power and knew the futi-
lity of resisting the Prince when he was in an angry mood.
With folded hands, therefore, he thus besought Kamsa :

Noblest of Bhojas, listen to me. Why are you so angry
with us ?’

‘T had a warning from the gods,’ said Kamsa, his eyes
rolling in brutal ferocity. *They say that Devaki’s eighth

ckild is going to kill me. I am going to see that that does
not happen.’

Vasudeva knew that there was no one in that vast

assembly who could stand between Kamsa and his fiery
will.

“Noblest of men, is that all? ’ he folded his hands and
said, * The gods never said that there was danger to you
from this poor girl. Why kill her? The prophecy, as you
say, was that her eighth child would kill you. I am your
loyal kinsman, pledged to protect you against all danger.
Let Devaki live. I solemnly promise you that I will present
you every son of hers the moment he is born. Then you

can do as you like with him, and the prophecy will not
be fulfilled.’

Kamsa glared at his father, his uncle, at the terrified
Devaki and at his kinsmen who stood aghast and grief-
stricken. He was shrewd and crafty and saw the unwis-
dom of turning the Yadavas, who looked resentful,
against him. So he decided to let Devaki live.
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‘I shall let Devaki live only on one condition,” he
said. ‘Take the wedding procession to the Gajaraja palace.
It will be.guarded day and night by my trusted men. Vasu-
deva, I shall hold you to your promise. Every child of
Devaki, as soon as it is born, shall be handed over to me.
Remember this; make no mistake about it; I will not let a
single child of yours live, whatever happens.’



3
KAMSA MAKES A PLAN

The Shooras as well as their allies, the Satwats and
the Kukkuras, felt deeply humiliated at the incarceration
of Vasudeva and Devaki, and that too on their wedding
day. The Andhakas, the clan of which King Ugrasena

was the chief, also felt disturbed by the barbarous con-
duct of their prince.

And so it came to pass that this dissatisfaction soon
led to sullen resentment against Kamsa. A few months
after, he heard from his spies that the dissatisfaction was
growing. The high-souled Yadavas were discussing among
themselves not only what he had done to the Chief of the
Shooras, but all his wicked doings. The women also were
furious., They felt that the sufferings of Devaki wete
their own, and that not one of them could escape such a
fate, and even worse, should Kamsa decree it.

Kamsa, however, was not frightened by this growing
resentment. He felt that the crowd was being presump-
tuous, and decided to crush all who opposed or criticized
him. He would destroy them all, hip-and-thigh, he said
to himself, and called his loyal adherents to a secret con-
clave.

Kamsa’s henchmen were a strange group of men.
They were drawn not only from the Yadava tribes but
also from those whose ways were evil. Most of them res-
pected no law, divine or human. They lived at Kamsa’s
expense and did whatever he commanded and moved
among the people only to keep them in constant dread.
In his name, they beat or imprisoned those whom they
counted disloyal. They also destroyed families and often
stole women to satisfy his or their lust.
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Kamsa, with rising fury, heard the reports which
they made to him. They said, * The Yadavas speak of our
noble lofd’s deeds as barbarous and wicked. They have
sympathy only for Vasudeva and Devaki. Time and again
they have approached King Ugrasena to complain about
our lord’s misdeeds. The old King is weak and is always
ready to listen to complaints against our lord.

Putana was the wife of the chicf of Kamsa’s advisers.
She made it her business to know what the Yadava women
felt and talked about Kamsa. She was a stalwart, fero-:
cious woman, and had an offensive manner, all her own. '
Kamsa liked her more than his other agents, for he knew
that she was the only one among them who, unafraid, re-
ported the naked truth.

‘The Yadava women, every one of them, hate you,
master,’ she said. ‘They bear you such ill-will that they
encourage their men-folk to conspire against you. Their
sympathies are all for Devaki. The more you persecute
her and Vasudeva, the more they love them. They have
heard of the prophecy and are even looking forward to
her eighth child to redeem the Yadava race’

Kamsa sat pulling at his moustache in suppressed
anger. Having heard his agents, he made up his mind to
teach the Yadavas a lesson, and a diabolical scheme started
brewing in his mind.

A few days later Kamsa went to the forest of Agra-
van to hunt. Then he paid a visit to Bhauma, the ruler of
a little principality on the outskirts of Vrajabhumi. Kamsa
and Bhauma had been friends since their boyhood. With
Bana, the ruler of another adjoining principality, they had
lived as students in the ashrama of Galava Rishi and by
their wild tricks kept the inmates of the ashrama in constant
dread. So greatly did they harass the ashrama that the
Guru had been forced to request King Ugrasena to with-
draw his son from it.

Since those days Kamsa had developed a hatred of
men devoted to learning who had taken a vow of non-
possession, because they attempted to be a law unto them-
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selves. The three friends had remained bound in close
friendship even after they grew up.

Bhauma and Bana had never outgrown theit admira-
tion for their bold and crafty leader. Now they were
looking forward to the day when Kamsa, as the head of
the Yadavas, would start on a career of conquest; that
was their only hope of enlarging their small domains.

During the days on which Kamsa was the guest of
Bhauma, Bana joined them. When the three met, they
talked about the happenings in Mathura. They were all
agreed that the Yadavas who tried to raise their heads
must be crushed. Something also had to be done to pre-
vent Ugrasena from being the rallying-point of the mal-
contents. Kamsa all but hated his father, who by tempe-
rament was kind-hearted and by tradition looked upon his
subjects as his children. *The old fool,’ said Kansa,
‘always loves to see them come to him and never could
deny himself the pleasure of interfering with my affairs.’

Kamsa knew his own mind; he was determined to
supress all Yadava malcontents ruthlessly. This could
only be done if he introduced among his people a hostile
element completely subservient to him.

Though he was heir to the leadership, the Yadavas
were by instinct and tradition republican and peace-
loving. Each clan loved its freedom. Naturally, there-
fore, they looked with distrust upon anyone who gathered
power into his own hands; for that certainly meant war.
This made Kamsa’s position weak. Some day he might be
a King, but only in name, never in reality; he could never
launch upon a campaign of conquest. Something drastic
bzad, therefore, to be done if he was to enjoy absolute
power. He needed powerful friends and, until he found
them, he had to be wary and patient.

The most formidable ruler of the day was King Jara-
sandha of Magadha. He was a great general. His power-
ful armies had been conquering neighbouring rulers and in
war after war he had added other territories to Magadha.
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Within a few years he was likely to attain the imperial
status of a Chakravarti.

To Kamsa, Jarasandha was a hero whose deeds he
wanted to emulate. Now that the time had come, he must
take steps to achieve his goal. He would first help
Magadha to win wars, if Jarasandha entered into a matri-
monial alliance with him. In return Jarasandha was sure
to help him acquire power over the Yadavas. And who
knows ? The King might die and fragments of his empire
fall to his share!

The plan so cunningly devised was put into action at
once. Bana, a distant cousin of Jarasandha, joyfully went
on a mission to win the hand of his daughter for Kamsa.
He succeeded beyond their expectations. Kamsa, a few

months later, was married to two of the daughters of the
King of Magadha.

When, after the wedding, the daughters of Jarasancha
came to Mathura, they brought with them several Maga-
dhan warrijors, strong and fierce, who were pledged to
support Kamsa against his own people. And Kamsa was
longing for a war in order to break down the spirit of
his people.



q

AKRURA, THE SAINTLY

When Kamsa was building up his strength, Vasudeva
and Devaki were pining away in the solitude of the
palace in which they were held captive.

Vasudeva ceaselessly prayed to Lord Vishnu to deli-
ver them from captivity.

Vasudeva prayed for a deliverer, and so did Devaki,
invoking God’s Grace. She joined him in prayers and
offered all the sacred vows which a noble wife should. But
she had a desire of her own. She ardently wished to be
the mother of the deliverer. Often at midnight she would
awaken from her sleep, slip away from Vasudeva’s side
and, with folded hands, and bowed head, pray, ‘ Lord, the
Refuge of All, make me the mother of the deliversr.’
Often when she prayed in the early hours of the morning
she would feel that her prayers were answered. And hcpe
and faith buoyed her up during the anguished days and

nights on which she was serving Vasudeva and helping
him bear everything with courage.

Soon after Kamsa returned to Mathura with the
Magadhan princesses, Devaki was delivered of a son. The
news spread among the Yadavas and they trembled at the
horrible prospect of Vasudeva’s son being killed by Kamsa.

Akrura, the young chieftain of the Vrishnis, one of
the Yadava clans, was a righteous man who always walk-
ed in the path of Dbarma, He was highly respected by
the Yadavas and the leaders implored him to intervene
and persuade Kamsa against carrying out his wicked reso-
lution. To kill an innocent babe was the height of bat-

barity, they urged.
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Akrura agreed, and with several other chiefs, accom-
panied Vasudeva, when, true to his promise, he brought

his first-born child to Kamsa.

Kamsa, seated on his throne and surrounded by his
trusted followers and a few armed Magadhan warriors,
received them without ceremony. Akrura tried to persuade
Kamsa not to pursue his brutal course. Vasudeva, with
tears in his eyes, also begged him to spare the child.

Akrura with folded hands said, * Have some mercy, }
beg you. What has the child done to you? To kill am,
innocent baby is unbefitting, un-Aryan, sinful. The danger:
to you, if any, is from the eighth child of Devaki, not the
first.

‘I want to make sure against all danger ’, replied Kamsa,
his brows knit.

‘A king should be like Vishnu of the Four Hands,
Mercy Incarnate,” said Vasudeva, pressing the child to his
bosom.

Kamsa heard them scornfully. Then he laughed a
wicked, sinister laugh.

‘If your God is merciful, invoke His aid,’ retorted
Kamsa. ‘I am not a God. I don’t want to be one. And
I am not merciful.’

Akrura and Vasudeva continued to plead for a long
time, but in vain. Kamsa went on staring at them scorn-
fully. When they had finished, he stood up, snatched the
child from the hands of Vasudeva and dashed its head

against the ground. The Yadavas present there burst into
groans of horror.

The Yadavas felt as if they had been struck by light-
ning when they heard the news that Kamsa had killed
Vasudeva’s child. They did not know what to do or to
whom to turn. At last the leaders went to the palace of
King Ugrasena. Men wailed in grief, women beat their

breasts. It was terrible. Something must be done to stop
this savagery.
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King Ugrasena heard the recital of his son’s gruesome
deed and tears fell from his eyes. With tottering steps,
he proceeded to the palace of Kamsa to remonssrate with
him. -

What happened between the father and the son, when
they met, no one knew. But the King did not come out
of Kamsa’s palace, and no one but his wives and chosen
attendants could see him any more. He was now his son’s
captive. The Yadavas were shocked as never before, for,
by the law of the Aryans, a father should be a god to
his son.

The next day, Kamsa’s mercenaries spread terror in
Mathura. The saintly Akrura was locked up in the same
palace in which Vasudeva and Devaki were. ‘The houses
of the chieftains who had accompanied him were set on
fire. The guards of the King’s palace were massacred.
Men locked themselves up in their houses. Those who felt
themselves to be singled out for punishment fled the town.

As Kamsa drove through the town, his chariot sur-
rounded by trusted horsemen, celebrating his triumph, he
heard the shouts of his henchmen and the screams of their
victims. As he thought of his revenge, he pulled at his
moustache; the Yadavas were now receiving their due, he
thought.

In the palace which was their prison, Vasudeva sat in
front of Devaki, as she lay on her bed, sobbing dis-
consolately. She was dry-eyed, for she had no strength
even to shed tears. A cry of anguish arose from her
desolate heart. ‘ Lord, my Beloved, Thou Fountain Source
of Mercy, send the deliverer and soon.’

Akrura who was standing there gave them consolation :
" Sufferings are the melting-pot of the Lord. Do not feat,
Devaki.’

To Vasudeva he said, ‘The deliverer will come,
Vasudeva. The ways of the Lord are inscrutable. Glad
tidings came to me four days ago. In a few days the
venerable Muni Krishna Dvaipayana on his way to Indra-
prastha, will be halting here. He is the wisest among the

wise and will show us some way.’
K—2
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- Akrura, though young in years, was old in knowledge,
and unshaken in his faith in God’s wisdom. And he was
loved by ghe people of Mathura, whom he had always help-
ed in their sorrow and distress.

Kamsa’s spies brought him the report that the revolt
had been suppressed. Many Yadava leaders had migrated
to neighbouring territories with their families. Others had
submitted to his will, their spirits crushed. But every one,
even those who were loyal to him, felt unhappy about the
injustice of punishing so saintly a person as Akrura.

Kamsa was quite satisfied with what he had achieved
at the first stroke and wanted popular feelings to subside.
Therefore it would, he thought, be a good device to set
Akrura free. People would forget their resentment in
praising his clemency.

Riders came from Bhishma, the great Kuru warrior.
He was inviting Vasudeva to come to Indraprastha. Kamsa
did not know what to reply. Bhishma was a formidable
chief, who presided over the powerful empire of
Hastinapura. To ignore his invitation would be to make
an enemy of him. Kamsa could not find a way out of the
difficalty. But he knew that Akrura was a favourite at
Hastinapura, and might find some solution. And so Akrura
was released from captivity.

Akrura wanted no favour from the tyrant. He went
home and sent away his family to Gokul, but himself stay-
ed in Mathura to bring comfort to the afflicted. He went
from house to house and listened with deep sympathy to
the reports of the atrocities which had been committed by
the emissaries of Kamsa. He helped them in whatever
way he could, and he gave them what he had in abundance
and what they needed most—faith in the Lord. He said
to them, * Even our sufferings come from the Lord, for they
are the furnace through which men must pass to come out
as gold. But they will be able to pass, for sages have
testified to what He has promised : * Those devoted to Me
shall not perish.’

And hope entered men’s hearts and gave them the
courage to suffer and be strong.



5
KAMSA’S PREDICAMENT

When Akrura, the chief of the Vrishnis, was summon-
cd by Kamsa to his palace, he was surprised to find the
Prince crafty and even ingratiating.

Kamsa said, ‘Akrura, I learn that this Krishna
Dvaipayana Vyasa whom they call the Best of Munis is
coming to Mathura tomortow. You must know why he
is coming. Tell me all about it. It must be something
connected with the message which I received from Bhishma
the Terrible. Do you know that he has sent messengers
to fetch Vasudeva to Indraprastha ?°

‘I know that, mighty Prince,” replied Akrura.

‘*What does he come here for?’ Kamsa asked im-
patiently.

Akrura replied with a smile : * How should I know 2’

‘I am sure you do,’ said Kamsa. ‘Do you know him
well ?’

‘Yes, I do. I have met him several times,” replied
Akrura.

‘Is the Muni really the son of that fisher gitl and is
he the father of the young Kuru Princes ?° sneered Kamsa,
his eyes full of malice.

Akrura answered, ‘ The Master makes no secret of ir,
nor is he ashamed of it. The venerable Satyavati, the
grandmother of the Kuru Princes, is his mother. Though
a fisherwoman’s daughter, she gave birth to the Master.
His father, as you may have heard, was Sage Parashara, the
grandson of Sage Vasishtha at whose feet men worshipped.’

‘ Was the venerable Satyavati as beautiful as the people

say when she was young?’ Kamsa asked sarcastically.
*What does she look like now ?°
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For a moment Akrura was silent, for he did not want
to say hasty words. Then he said, ‘ Lord, the venerable
Satyavati dooks exactly as an august empress should look.
She is the very image of royal dignity and wisdom.” Akrura
felt irritated at the way Kamsa was asking him questions
about things he knew so well.

‘A strange man, this Bhishma, who is called the
Terrible. He remained single all his life to let his old
father marry this fisher girl.” Kamsa maliciously wanted
to spite Akrura by insulting the woman he held in respect.

Akrura again was silent for a moment trying to
maintain self-control. Then he replied, ‘I agree, Prince,
that it is difficult for you to understand such men, but to
the venerable Bhishma, his father King Santanu was a god.
not in name, but in fact.’

For a moment Kamsa glared at Akrura. He read in
his words a pointed reference to his own treatment of his
father. ‘But see what happened,” Kamsa pursued.
‘Didn’t Santanu’s two sons die childless and didn’t the
queen have to call upon the Muni, her son, to come to her
aid ? And did he not beget Dhritarashtra and Pandu by

the widows of his step-brothers ? °

‘Yes, by the ancestral law of Nizyoga,”* Akrura replied
to the insinuation.

Kamsa suddenly became ingratiating, and said, ‘ Now
tell me, Akrura, the honest truth. You have been to
Hastinapura a few months ago. Haven’t you? Of the
two Kuru Princes, Dhritarashtra is blind and cannot suc-

ceed to the empire of Bharata. The other one, Pandu, is
weak and ailing. Neither has children. What will
happen to the empire when they die ?°

' What can happen to the Kuru empire while Bhishma
stands guard over it ? The Kurus flourish by Dharma and
not by guile or force,’ replied Akrura.

‘I see,’ said Kamsa. * But why do they want Vasudeva
in Indraprastha ? It must be some trick of the old man.’
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‘T only know this that the venerable Bhishma is above
all deceit,” replied Akrura. .

*But I am not going to allow Vasudeva to go,’ said
Kamsa.

‘I know you will not, but then you will offend
Bhishma, and if his anger is roused, he will be terrible. If
you ate wise you will not stop Vasudeva from going. But
he himself will not go and leave Devaki behind and you,
Prince, are not likely to let her go with him.’

‘Right, right, said Kamsa laughing. ‘You are a
clever man, Akrura. What reply shall I then send to
Bhishma ? Come, tell me. Shall I send uncle Devaka
instead ? ‘Tell me what to tell the Muni if he brings the
same message.’

“Why not tell the truth ?’ asked Akrura. *You will
not let Vasudeva and Devaki go because they will not
return, and you are afraid that one of their sons will kill
you.’

Kamsa growled, ‘You are talking foolishly. Why

should I trouble about that ?’

‘Because everyone knows it, Akrura replied with a
smile.

*Look here, Akrura, you are trying to be too clever
for me,” said Kamsa. ‘I want Vasudeva himself to refuse
to go. He won’t leave Devaki behind. Also, I want you
to go yourself instead. That would keep the terrible old
Bhishma contented.’

Akrura was again silent for a little while. Then he
said, ‘I will consult the Muni tomorrow. If he approves
what you say, I shall go.’

*And if he does not ?’ asked Kamsa angrily.

“Then, I won’t go,” Akrura replied quietly.

‘You know what will happen to you if you don’t go,
said Kamsa, his eyes flashing with anger.

' Life and death are in the hands of the Lord, mighty
Prince,” replied Akrura and bowing low with folded hands
left the room.
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Kamsa got up from his throne and shouted, ‘I am
going hunting this evening, I don’t want to see the Muni.
You do as I told you.’

Akrura tutned round and smiled in reply.



6
THE PROPHECY OF VEDA VYASA

Next day the crowd on the Vrishni Ghat stood watch-
ing three boats coming down the river. Reports had al-
ready gone round that the great sage, Krishna Dvaipayana,
was coming to Mathura, and people anxious to have his
darshan had gathered there.

Three years ago when the Muni had come to Mathura,
it was a matter of great rejoicing.

King Ugrasena had himself come to welcome him.
Now things had changed. Only Devaka and Akrura stood
on the ghat waiting for the Master and everyone knew
that Kamsa hated them.

As the boats came nearer, Akrura was immediately
able to recognise the Master in the first boat. There was
no mistaking the massive head, the luminous eyes and the
stalwart frame tempered by austerity and covered by a
deer skin.

Vivid pictures of the Master’s past flashed before
Akrura’s mind. Being Sage Parashara’s son by a fisher
girl, he had mastered all learning. He had rescued the
Vedas and redacted them and founded schools of learning.
They said he knew the past, present and future. Wise
men said that he had conquered the limitations of the flesh.
He was like the divine sages of old; wherever he went,
Dharma was with him.

As the Muni stepped out of the boat, Akrura fell at
his feet. When the Sage’s smiling eyes fell on him, Akrura
felt as if locked in a loving embrace, and a warm glowing
emotion swept over him; he felt like a helpless child nestl-
ing in the arms of a fond mother. Then he turned to the
young man who had climbed out of the boat and went to
greet him,
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‘Akrura, do you know my son Vidura ?’ asked the
Sage, in an affectionate tone.

Akrura touched the feet of Vidura. He had heard of
him; also of how the Master had begotten him on a most
worthy maid-servant when he had performed niyoga with
the childless Princesses to provide heirs for the throne of
Hastinapura.

Muni Krishna Dvaipayana accompanied by Vidura
went to the house of Akrura who offered them fruits and
milk. Akrura then told the Muni all that had happened
to Vasudeva and Devaki and took him to the palace in
which they were confined.

Vasudeva and Devaki were overwhelmed with joy
when they saw the Sage coming towards them. They
prostrated themselves before him, washed his feet and
offered him flowers. He blessed them, embracing Vasudeva
and breathed in the scent of Devaki’s hair. Then husband
and wife, in broken accents, told him the story of their
misfortunes, as tears flowed from their eyes.

The Sage heard them with an affectionate smile and
deep understanding. Then in loving accents he said, * You,
Vasudeva, and you, King Devaka’s daughter have both
been brutally dealt with, I know. Kamsa was born to
wickedness; he cannot be otherwise. But it is only when
sin blows sharpest that virtue blooms. I wish you and

Devaki could come with me.’

Vasudeva folded his hands and said, * Master, I wish
I could come with you to Indraprastha. The wishes of the
venerable Bhishma have always been commands to me and
if he has also summoned you things must be very wrong.’

 Son, do not let that trouble you,’” replied the Master.
“Your duty is to be with Devaki. She needs you more
than any one else. Kamsa, however, is willing to send
Akrura instead of you. Let him come with me. He will
do all that you could do, whatever the difficulties. Bhishma
is wise and will understand why you could not come.’

‘Venerable Master, Akrura is my dear friend. He is
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also wise and will know better what to do than I ever
could have done,’ said Vasudeva.

Then Devaki intervened and said, in a voice trembling
with emotion, * Best of Munis, I want your blessing. Your
darshan itself is an auspicious augury.’

The Sage said, ‘The wife who is devoted to her
husband is always blessed. Remember, child, patience is
the highest offering and the Lord loves to receive it.’

‘ Master, I am trying my best to be as patient as I can
be. You don’t know how cheerfully I submit to my fate.
But I am afraid of Kamsa. He will kill all my children
and the prophecy will remain unfulfilled.” Tears dropped
from Devaki’s eyes as she spoke, but she found solace in
the protective gesture of the Sage.

‘Devaki, have no fears about the prophecy. It will
come true.’

‘But is it a prophecy or only a rumour or the Prince’s
nightmare ? The divine Sage, Narada, does not come to
meet men so easily, and certainly not Kamsa, said
Vasudeva.

‘Vasudeva, I was glad to hear of the prophecy,’ said
the Muni. ‘Thete is too much wickedness on earth and
the Deliverer is overdue.’

‘But will he come at all ? Shall I be the mother of

the deliverer ? And if he comes, will my cruel cousin
allow him to survive ?’ asked Devaki piteously.

The Sage was silent for a while and then closed his
eyes in prayer to Lord Siva, as the others looked on with
reverence and awe. Then he opened his eyes, and his look
enveloped Devaki with a protective warmth.

*My child, do not lose faith,” he said. *The deliverer
shall come and no one will dare touch him, for he will be
the Lord Himself.’

The voice of the Sage was that of a prophet, and
Devaki swooned in joyful ecstasy.



7

THE TIME DRAWS NEAR IN HASTINAPURA

The waters of the Ganga shone in the rays of the
setting sun, and reflected the temples and houses of
Hastinapura.

In the palace of the Kurus situated on the banks of
the river, Satyavati, the widow of King Santanu, sat in her
prayer room. Her glowing dark face, the colour of which
she had inherited from her fisherman father, stood out
against her white sari and the ashes she had.applied to her
forehead. Though over sixty, her face and figure bore the
traces of the flaming beauty and grace which, half a century
before, had captivated the Sage Parashara and had made
old King Santanu mad with passion.

A little to her right, on a board covered with golden
leaves, sat Gangeya, whom people called Bhishma, her step-
son, over twenty years her seniot. In spite of his age and
white mane and beard, he sat erect. There was not a
wrinkle on his brow but for the moment it was knit, and
his eyes were sad.

In front of the queen, Muni Krishna Dvaipayana sat
on a mat made of sacred grass. He was fairer than his
mother, though not as fair as Bhishma. His features, in-
herited from some distant maternal ancestor, were irregular
and plain, though they shone with a light of goodness such
as had never been known on any other countenance.

Vidura and Akrura sat on either side of the Sage.

Sage Krishna Dvaipayana had performed the miracle of
collecting and putting into a new shape the sacred Vedas
which the divine Rishis had received by inspiration in the
great days of old, and the homes of learning had as a
universal tribute called him Veda Vyasa, out of respect.
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‘Krishna, I had to call you from Prayag suddenly, for
a catastrophe again threatens the line of the Emperor
Bharata. No one can help us but you, my son. = Oh, why
was I born to trouble people again and again ?’ said
Satyavati, her voice choked with emotion.

‘Mother, I am glad you sent for me,” said the Muni
in an affectionate voice. ‘It is no trouble for me. Did
I not promise you when my venerable father took me away
that I would be at your service at all times ? I am always
yours to command.’

The smile of Vyasa was irresistible and even in her grief
Satyavati could not help smiling. Great as her son was,
and though he had been living far away from her for a
long time over the past years, she had always thought of
him as her darling and he had been her main support in
all the crises in her very difficult life.

‘It was an evil moment when my father induced the
Lord of the Kurus to take a pledge from my Gangeya not
to marry,’ Satyavati said in a sorrowful voice, looking at
Bhishma, who sat silent, an embodiment of self-restraint.
“Again and again in the past I begged of him to marry,
but, Krishna, you know what manner of man Bhishma is.
He would not break his vow. By being faithful to his
vow, he has been cruel to me, his father and his ancestors.

‘ Mother, don’t give way to despair. Tell me what
the trouble is.’

Satyavati again wiped the tears and replied, * Two
years ago, we celebrated the marriage of Dhritarashtra and
Pandu. We thought that the line of the Kurus would
flourish as long as the sun and the moon continue to rise
in the sky. But now ..... though they are married. ..
. ..., the queen could say no more.

“ Mother, what is it ? Tell me frankly’.

Satyavati continued, her voice quivering. °Dhrita-
rashtra, being blind, cannot be a king. His wife Gandhari
is pregnant, but a curse is on her. More than a yeat
has passed since she has conceived, but the child that was
to be has withered away in her womb.’
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‘What a misfortune !’ said the Sage.

‘Pandu ........... 'y Satyavati stopped for a moment,
looked at the ground in agitation, summoned up courage
and continued in a low voice, * He will not have any sons;
he cannot; a curse is on him also.’

There was a moment of silence.

Bhishma spoke bitterly, * All my life I have worked
to enhance the glory of the great Kurus. But now there
will be none to offer obsequial offerings to them.” His
voice was low, bitter and sad.

“And I am the sinner,’ interjected Satyavati. ‘ For my
sake, Bhishma took the vow never to marry. And the
Lord Siva has not yet punished me enough for that sin.
Can we not do anything to perpetuate Bharata’s noble
race ?’ Satyavati sobbed.

“That is not all,” said Bhishma in a low, self-control-
led voice. “If the world knows the calamity which
threatens us, the glory of the Kurus will have gone for-
ever.’

‘What new calamity ? Tell me, venerable Bhishma,
asked Muni Veda Vyasa.

‘Kunti, Pandu’s wife, cannot endure being childless.
She has therefore decided to plunge into the fire,” said
Bhishma.

“Oh, I wish I had died !’ exclaimed Satyavati and
placed her hands on her forehead in despair.

Vyasa saw his mother’s face clouded with sorrow and
spoke in a comforting tone. ‘ Mother, don’t give way to

despair. All these years, you have fought with fate, and
gained the victory and so has the venerable Bhishma.’

‘ Krishna, what will happen when Bhishma joins his
forefathers ?°

‘ Mother, I know what troubles you. I am troubled
myself. The Kurus are not merely kings. They are the

guardians of Arya Dharma. If their empire dissolves,
confusion will come and Dharma will disappear.’

“Sage, you rescued Dharma for us,’ said Bhishma.
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* You must help us now. You alone, among the wise, can
show us the way.’

‘Is Kunti here ?°’ .

*Yes, we have brought her here. We do not want
Hastinapura to know what we are passing through,’ said
Bhishma.

In another part of the palace, Pritha sat leaning
against her old nurse, a picture of misery. She was the
sister of Vasudeva, but having been adopted by King
Kuntibhoja, was known as Kunti. Once she was bright and
full of health, but now she was weak and emaciated, shed-
ding tears day and night.

When Kunti saw the Muni coming to her, she rose and
flung herself at his feet, sobbing piteously, unable to speak
the appropriate words of welcome. The Muni lifted her
from the ground affectionately, breathed in the scent of
her head and, enveloping her shoulders with his arm, led
her to her seat with tender concern. He sat down near her
on a grass mat which was spread for him by the old nurse
to whom he gave his blessing and then dismissed her
with a nod.

*Kunti, what is this ?°’

*Master, I want to die—die—die. I don’t want to
live,” said Kunti in a voice trembling with emotion.

‘My child, I know all about the curse which has
fallen on Pandu. But I don’t want you to be miserable.’

*Oh! I am never going to be happy and I want to
die. You know how I love children. 1 have never seen
the face of my child again, but it is before my eyes day
and night wanting me and waiting for me. I am a brutal
mother who forsook it the moment it was born. And you
took him away—and he was so beautiful.... Oh Master,
forgive me. I am going mad. I am being disrespectful
to you. And, oh Lord, I shall never have any child any
more—never, never. And the laughter of my children,
waiting to be born, will pursue me till I die. I want to
die—die. Master, it is the only way out.’

The Sage gently placed his hand on Kunti. His
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constant smile, and understanding and affection slowly

began to have a magic influence on her and she was able
to overcome her hysterical mood.

Then the Sage spoke in tones of tender affection. ‘ My
child, don’t I know how loving you are, how you hunger

for children—to love and to fondle, to live for and live
in them ?’

‘ Master, I am ashamed of myself for speaking to you
like this, but what can I do? I can’t help it

‘Kunti, do not feel ashamed. Every woman should
glory in ber desire to be 2 mother. The woman who wants
to be childless, who shuns childten, who cannot live for

them is a she-devil. She is the curse of the family and the
destroyer of Dharma.’

Vyasa’s words, spoken in a quiet, affectionate voice,

reminded Kunti of her lost hopes and she again began to
cry convulsively.

The Sage slowly caressed her hair as a loving mother
might have done. °‘Kunti, your heart’s wish will be ful-

filled and the line of the Kurus will not fail. Will that
suffice ?’ asked the Sage.

Kunti looked at the Sage with her eyes dim with tears,
but full of a new, unbelievable hope.

The Sage was silent for a while. Then he spoke,
“ Listen, Kunti, the venerable Ancients have ordained that
if Dharma is to be maintained, the family should be pre-
served at all costs; and the loving mother, who worships
her husband and lives for her children, is the foundation
of Dharma. Niyoga is sanctioned by the ancient Seets.

So you can have children if you observe the vows I enjoin,”
said Veda Vyasa.

‘I will do everything you enjoin,” Kunti said, her heart
bursting with wild expectation. ‘But I will not be
untrue to my lord, the Best of Kurus.’ |

*You shall remain a sats. Pandu will give you the
command, and your elders will consent to it. I shall then
give you the maniras to invoke the gods. Reciting the
mantras you will meditate on the shining ones; they will
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bless you; you will then offer a sacrifice of your body after
performing the proper rituals. While doing so, you shall
think of no other man than your husband nor pffer your
affection or lust to any one else. Then the Lotd, the God
of gods, Mahadeva, will bless you.’

‘ Master, Master, will what I do be right?’ asked
Kunti deeply moved.

‘It is right, my child. For a young woman to be a
noble mother and remain true in duty and worship to her
husband is the highest Dharma. Child, you shall have
pranita sons and you shall live for them ... and they shall
live for Dharma ... Be happy. I, Satyavati’s son, promise
it to you,’ said the Sage.

And Kunti’s heart bounded with a joy which it had
not known for many months.



8
NANDA VISITS MATHURA

Famine consumed the fair land of Vraja. The rivu-
lets had dried up. Even the Yamuna had shrunk.

Gokul, the loveliest village in Vraja, was full of sad-
ness. The water in the wells had sunk low. The cows,
for want of sufficient water to drink, were all bones and

skin. The Gopas and the Gopis no longer laughed and
sang and danced.

Nanda, the head of the Shoora Yadavas of Gokul,
was anxiously watching the skies for rain. His three
hundred cows had once browsed on. luscious pasture lands,
majestic like queens. Now they wandered over grassless
plains, gaunt and thin, thirsting for water. Some of them
even lay dying, pathetically looking at the sky.

Nanda did not care so much for his cows as for the
men and women of Gokul, every one of whom he looked
after with all the vigilance and affection of a wise father.

Yashoda, his wife, was also like a mother to them.
She gathered all the womenfolk together and persuaded
them to pool their resources, so that no one would be left
hungty or thirsty.

There had never been such a drought.in Vrajabhumi
before. People, therefore, shook their heads grimly. Such
calamities, they knew, overtook people only when the ruler
was wicked. There was no doubt that Kamsa’s sins were

bringing the anger of the gods upon them. This senti-
ment was common to most people in Vraja.

Even in Mathura, every one was weary of Kamsa,
except his parasites. By now, six of Devaki’s sons had
already been killed by Kamsa, and every time a new-born

babe was killed, people were horrified. Yet they took com-
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fort in the hope that the prophecy would come true and
that these deeds would bring the birth of the deliverer

nearer.

One day, Gargacharya, the family priest of the
Shooras, made the long journey to Gokul in order to spend
much time in converse with Nanda. Garga’s eyes were
filled with anxiety, but Nanda’s face, though lit with a
gay smile, showed firmness.

The next day, as Garga had already warned Naunda,
Kamsa’s men came riding to Gokul. The Prince had
ordered Nanda to present himself at Mathura, they said.
Nanda had already made up his mind to obey the summons.
So, forthwith, eight carts were yoked, and the chief of
Gokul travelled to Mathura, accompanied by ten sturdy
Shooras with scythes in their hands.

During the last six years, Kamsa had grown desperate.
He knew no peace, for he felt that every man’s hand was
against him. He knew no rest, for his mind was occupied
in devising plans for fighting enemies, both real and
imaginary. At night he could scarcely sleep, for he thought
of treacherous henchmen plotting to assassinate him and
the Yadavas awaiting their deliverer.

‘Though the deliverer was yet to come, Kamsa saw him
day and night before his eyes. As reports reached him of
how men and women talked of the coming deliverance in
whispers, he felt an invisible net closing in upon him.
Often he had nightmares, when he would awake from his
sleep, his heart throbbing and his body bathed in perspira-
tion. And then he would see the deliverer coming. Every
morning he would rise from his bed, gnash his teeth and
swear that he would win his way through, whatever the
€Ost.

Then the drought had come, and on its heels, famine.
It bad led to general discontent. Kamsa saw resentment
in every eye and decided to frighten the Yadavas into
submission. His men moved about the countryside,
threatening to take away the cattle and confiscate the lands
of the farmers and the cattle-owners.

K—3
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Kamsa, who was keeping a close watch over Devaki,
counted the few days that remained before she would be
delivered of her seventh child. Or, was it the eighth ? —
Kamsa wondered sometimes.

Kamsa received reports of how jubilant the Shooras
were at this news and how they were openly talking of the
coming of a deliverer. Nanda was the most powerful of
the Shooras and the father of his tribe. He never spoke
openly of the deliverer, but Kamsa knew that he shared
the faith of his people.

Even the other Yadava tribes began to acquire and
absorb this. To hear his destroyer being awaited even though
he was so powerful was galling to him. Something drastic
had to be done, and so he summoned Nanda to his presence.
Kamsa glared at Nanda angrily when, with due courtesy,
the latter placed presents at the Prince’s feet. Nanda's
young Shooras stood statuesque behmd him in respectful

silence.

Then Kamsa said to:Nanda, ‘* Nanda, I always thought
you were a wise man. But you have not paid me tribute
for the last year. What are your reasons for that ?’

‘Noble Prince, you know there was a drought. Then
this famine came. We are starving. Our cattle are dying
for want of water. How can we pay the tribute? From
where? ’ replied Nanda with folded hands, his face still
clothed in its smile.

‘I don’t care where you obtain the tribute from. I
must have it. I have to direct my kingdom. If you don't
pay it, do you know what will happen? I will take away
all your plots of land. My men will take them from you,
and cultivate them better.’

*You are the overlord, Noble Prince,’ said Nanda with
a smile. ‘But the lands are ours. Of course, you are our
master, but the farmer is also the lord of his land, tiny
though it may be. For he, his family and his forefathers.
have given their very lives to it. I am not a learned man.
But to take away from him even an inch of his land which
is dearer to him than his life, is not dharma. A noble
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prince like you will, I am sure, not commit such an
adbarma. ‘The gods would never forgive you.’

‘I will commit adbarma a hundred times over if I can
obtain more money from your land and if it helps me to
grow in power. I want to feed my armies. 1 want to
feed my servants. How can I do so? When are you going
to pay your tribute?’ So Kamsa lashed out.

‘We certainly will, when the gods favour us with rain
and our cattle give us milk in plenty,” said Nanda, with a
humorous gleam in his eye.

‘Very well, Nanda, I shall wait. I will let you and
your people go this time. But if you so much as murmur
a word against me, I will kill you and all your kinsmen,
What is this nonsense about a deliverer? Are you think-
ing of my death?’

‘A deliverer! Who talks about him? * asked Nanda,
again with a humorous gleam in his eye and a deep smile
on his face.

“Your Shooras do. Tell them to keep silent,” shouted
Kamsa.

“As my lord pleases,” said Nanda.

‘Now go,’” shouted Kamsa again.

‘I have a favour to ask, if my lord is pleased to listen.’

“What is it?’

‘ May I speak?’ asked Nanda, his eyes twinkling as if
he was making a jest. ‘If you want me to talk to my
Shooras, let me meet my chief, Vasudeva. Then I can
speak to them on his behalf too.’

‘Do as you like. But if your behaviour displeases me,
you shall lose every inch of your land,’” said Kamsa.

*You are the lord of the earth,’ said Nanda and with-
drew, after prostrating himself before the Prince.

And thus it came to pass that Nanda, accompanied by
Akrura, the chief of the Vrishnis and Gargacharya, the
family priest of the Shooras, visited Vasudeva and Devaki.
Rohini, Vasudeva’s elder wife, who was then far advanced
in motherhood, was also present.
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They conferred long and anxiously. The situation
appeared to be hopeless, as they could not think of any
possible way to escape from the clutches of Kamsa. Then
Rohini spoke, her cheeks flushed, and all listened with
respect. She had decided, she said, to find the way.

* The prophecy shall be fulfilled,” she said in a solemn
voice, tears running down her cheeks.

The next morning Rohini left for Gokul with Nanda.
But the carts, which had brought Nanda’s party to Mathura,
did not all leave for Gokul. Except the one in which
Nanda travelled with Rohini, the others halted at different
stages on the way.

That night Kamsa had a dream, from which he awoke
with a scream. He rose from his bed breathless, shivering
in every limb, surprised to find himself alive.

Kamsa dreamed that, sword in hand, he entered the
chamber in which Devaki was confined and there was
Devaki who had borne two sons, and they were both kick-
ing lustily. And the eighth one, fine and with a freshness
which made him seem like a blue lotus, grew in size moment
by moment. Kamsa’s hand, which held his sword, was
paralysed, and he could not believe his eyes. The boy,
his face flaming in beauty, had a2 diadem on his head and
a chakra (discus) in his hand. And he himself stoed speech-
less as the boy threw his discus at him. And there, the chakra
came flying to sever head from his body....and he him-
self saw his head rolling on the ground and lying in a pool
of blood. And he saw the boy smiling and smiling. ...

Then Kamsa called Putana, the dread wife of
Pradyota, the chief of his guards, whom he had appointed
to watch over Devaki. Because she was his confidential
adviser, he told her of the dream that he had had.

And Kamsa ordered Putana to ascertain whether
Devaki was on the eve of confinement. She went and made
the proper inquiries and reported that it would take at

least thirty days before a child would be born to Devaki.
Then Kamsa breathed freely with a sense of relief.
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BALARAMA 1S BORN

For ten days Vasudeva and Devaki prayed to the Lotd.
He had given a promise and he was bound to fulfil it.
Devaki, then, knew that the word of Vyasa would come true,
and she was happy.

The guards of the palace saw the love and faith with
which Vasudeva and Devaki faced their trials day after day.
‘Their hearts melted, and they also grew anxious to see that
the Shoora Chief and the Princess should come to no harm.
They had heard of Vyasa’s prophecy and knew the faith of
Akrura that a deliverer was coming and in their heart of
hearts they wished that he might come soon.

On the tenth day, after Nanda, the Chief of Gokul,
had left Mathura, at dead of night a boat came stealthily
to the ghat (landing place) of the palace where Vasudeva
and Devaki were kept imprisoned. One of the three men
in the boat, who had a bundle in his hands, climbed out
of it. Akrura, who with Gargacharya generally stayed
with Vasudeva, came down the steps of the ghat.

"Lord of the Vrishnis, I have come,” said the young
man.

Akrura pointed to the bundle in his hands in silent
inquiry.

“Yes, a still-born girl.’

Akrura raised his eyes in silent prayer.

Two guards standing there on duty came near them.
Akrura said to them in a whisper, * Gargacharya has called
this young Brahman to tecite the mantras to save Princess
Devaki’s life. Please go and inform your master, the noble
Kamsa, that the Princess is likely to give birth to a son.’
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The guards opened their eyes wide in surprise and left
hurriedly to discharge their duty.

Gargacharya, with two old women, was waiting for
the young man’s arrival. For a few minutes they talked
in whispers. Vasudeva was sitting by the side of Devaki,
who lay in bed with closed eyes, her hand reposing in his.
Garga then motioned to Devaki to go with one of the
midwives into the inner room.

* Child,” said Garga, placing his hand on Devaki’s head.
* May the Lord give you strength!’

‘Gurudeva, do not torment yourself. I will go
through fire, if need be. Nothing will happen to me, she
said with a smile. ‘For two days I have felt as if Ananta,
the thousand-hooded god, was here to protect me.” She

folded her hands, fell at the feet of the preceptor and
Vasudeva, and then left with the old women.

The young man handed over the bundle to one of the
women.

For some time everything was quiet. Then Devaki’s
piteous cries of pain were heard. The crres became more
and more piercing. At last, there was an almost savage
scream, broken by sobs.

Gargacharya, Akrura, Vasudeva and the young man
could hardly even breathe as they waited. Then they heard
the shrill cries of a new-born baby, strong and vigorous.

Some time passed. The cries of the baby quietened.
One of the old women came to where the men were
standing.

“It is a boy and very, very strong,’ the old woman said,
and her toothless mouth was formed into a queer smile
that spoke of her joy. *Come, come all of you,” she cried.

The men stepped gently towards the room and peeped
in through the open door. In the poorly-lit room Devaki
was lying in bed, pale and exhausted. By her side lay the
baby, fully developed, though he had arrived so early,
having as great a feed as be could.

* Let uy not lose time,' said Akrura. °The guards have
gone to inform Kamsa and may return any moment.’
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Devaki smiled sweetly. *Yes, I know.’ She hugged
the child close to her bosom as a precious possession, then
motioned to one of the old women to take it away, and
wiped a tear.

‘The woman took away the baby which was again cry-
ing lustily, gave it a bath and placed it on the ground.
Gargacharya picked it up and tied a black thread round

its neck, chanting mantras (incantations) all the time.

* What name shall we give him?’ Gargacharya asked.

‘Devaki, what is your wish?’ Vasudeva asked with
fondness as he looked with admiration at his little wife
and thought of what a heroic mould she was.

‘He is very strong. Call him Bala, she said.

“What would you call him, Gurudeva?’ Vasudeva
asked the preceptor.

‘I would call him Sankarshana.! He was not born,
but was dragged out,’ said Gargacharya with a smile.

Vasudeva took the baby from Garga, pressed it to his
heart lovingly and handed it over to the young man, who
left the room immediately, accompanied by Akrura.

The guatds ran to the palace of Kamsa, for the slight-
est delay in informing him about Devaki’s confinement
would mean certain death. The message ran from guard to
guard. Princess Devaki is going to give birth to a child.

Pradyota, the captain of the guards, when he heard
the news, jumped out of his bed and ran to see Kamsa.
‘Princess Devaki is giving birth to a child, lord, he
announced.

Kamsa awoke as if from a nightmare, rubbed his eyes,
grasped his sword and ordered his chariot. He also order-
€ed the captain of the guards to bring along his wife,
Putana, with him. A deadly ferocity seized him, and also
the fear that Devaki might be delivered of twins, for he
was not able to shake off the effect of the dream he had
had ten days before. A clatter of horses’ hooves and the
sound of chariot-wheels broke the morning quiet in which
the palace, where Vasudeva and Devaki lived, was
wrapped.
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When Kamsa, followed by Pradyota and Putana,
entered the palace, Gargacharya and Vasudeva were stand-
ing at the entrance, ready to receive him.

‘Where are the boys?’ shouted Kamsa.
‘Boys? What boys?’ asked Gargacharya.
‘The twins that Devaki gave birth to.’

* There are no boys, not even one. Only a daughter
was born,” said Vasudeva.

‘You are lying,” Kamsa burst out, as he tried to go
towards the room in which Devaki lay. “Putana, go and
make sure yourself. Where is the girl?’

‘Here she is,’ said Gargacharya and the old woman
lifted the piece of cloth which covered the dead body of
the new-born girl whom the young Brahman had brought
from Gokul.

Kamsa glared at the dead body, dazed. Then, as if
waking from a dream, he shouted to Putana and her
husband, the captain of the guards, ® Search every corner
of the house. Some trick has been played on me.

They searched every nook and corner in the house, but
in vain.

Kamsa returned to his palace disappointed. His fury
had turned to depression. Things were shaping in a way
he had never anticipated. He felt unseen forces closing
in upon him.

After a little while, he took some comfort. This was
only the seventh child of Devaki. The eighth was still to
come. There was enough time to take precautions. He
would have liked to kill Devaki straight away. But if he
did that, even his father and uncle would starve themselves

to death, and the Yadavas would revolt openly. No, he
must wait till the eighth child came.

The young Brahman was an able physician. He fed
the baby, which appeared to be continually hungry, with
a lump of cotton soaked in honey.

Before dawn broke, he reached Gokul, where he gave
the boy to Rohini, Vasudeva’s elder wife, who was now a
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guest of Nanda. She saw the robust infant, saw the lines

of her husband’s face drawn in miniature, and was happy
beyond words.

She fed the baby, put him in the cradle and went to
sleep. When she awoke, she was frozen with fright. A
great snake was swinging over the cradle, its hood un-
furled. Rohini waited in suspense. It was a moment
which seemed to be eternal. She could not scream lest the

frightened snake should strike at him with its venomous
fangs.

Tense moments passcd. The snake went on swinging
for a little while, then gathered in its widespread hood and
slowly slipped away.

Rohini went to the cradle. The boy was asleep, with.
the beam of a smile on its tiny lips.
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THE EIGHTH CHILD

There was an air of expectancy throughout Vraja.
Every heart throbbed with impatience, each in its own
way, Devaki, the wife of the Shoora Chief Vasudeva,
was expecting het eighth child.

As the fateful day came nearer, she began to bloom
like a flower in the spring day after day, and her body and
mind glowed with a joy she had never known before. Her
cyes shone with devotion for, before her, awake or
asleep, she saw the Lord.

At the same time, she was full of anxiety. She found
it hard to believe that, weak and helpless and unfortunate
as she was, the Lord would be born to her. And again,
would He really come to deliver the Yadavas from
Kamsa ? Or, would her next child also be killed by her
wicked cousin ?

In spite of these doubts, faith never deserted her.
Surely, the prophecy of Sage Narada and the promise of
Muni Veda Vyasa could not but come true.

As the time for Devaki to give birth to a child drew
nearer, Kamsa began to take great precautions. He with-
drew all the servants from the palace in which she and
her hushand were held captive. This time no midwife
was to be in attendance as before. Instead, Putana, his
trusted cousin and the wife of Pradyota, his equally trusted
captain of the guards, had come to live with them. But
Devaki hated Putana so much that she would not let her
-come near her.

Vasudeva, however, never allowed Devaki to feel the
want of company or even the absence of a maid-servant.
He loved his frail, beautiful wife and was attentive to
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cvery little want of hers. He joined her in her prayers
and cheered her whenever she felt troubled. Every even-
ing he would sit by her side as she lay on the balcony
watching the turbid waters of the Yamuna, and talk of
ancient heroes.

They talked of the Lord and of His Grace and were
united by a bond of unwavering faith. Sometimes, as
they talked of Him, they felt as if He stood before them,
blessing them with His arm extended.

Expectancy filled Mathura as well as the villages and
hermitages of Vrajabhumi. Everyone, during those nine
years, had looked forward to the day when adbarma, which
prevailed under Kamsa, would be rooted out. Every time
Kamsa killed a child of Devaki's, the people computed
the time when the deliverer would be born. Now that
the event they had waited for was about to happen, -they
took vows to propitiate the inimically disposed stars
and prayed to the gods to send the deliverer soon. In the
hermitages which had sprung up on both sides of the
Yamuna, the sages began to offer sacrificial prayers to call
on the Lord. The Brahmans in their homes never prayed
nor performed a ritual without a fervent supplication to
send the deliverer.

This time also Kamsa himself was moved by strange
fears. Though time and again he had crushed his enemies,
the Yadavas, as a people, had not accepted his sway.
Many Yadava Chiefs had left Vrajabhumi. Some, he knew
very well, had become soft-spoken hypocrites who lauded
him in public but prayed for his downfall in secret. His
guards and agents remained loyal to him because he alone
stood between them and the wrath of the Yadavas.

As the days passed, Kamsa became seized with panic.
The reports which came in every day of how the people
were expecting the deliverer to be born soon, strained his
nerves. He grew suspicious of everyone. He grew
excited over small things. Often, he was absent-minded.
He lost his sleep. He dreamt of terrible things.

Under his orders the guards, who kept a watch over
Vasudeva and Devaki, were changed every day. Orders
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were issued that no one could see them except Garga-
charya, the family priest, who attended to the daily rituals
which could not be denied to Vasudeva. Putana, who
lived with them, sent him messages about Devaki’s health
day by day. Lest there might be popular outbursts when
he killed the eighth child of Devaki, he posted Magadhan
soldiers in key positions about the town.

It was the eighth day of the dark half of the month
of Sravan., Throughout the day, there was thunder and
lightning, and the rains came in showers and the wind
lashed the streets. About noontime, in spite of the foul,

stormy weather, Gargacharya came to perform the daily
rituals at the palace. After they were over, the old priest
embraced Vasudeva and whispered a message in his ear.

The rains continued to pour down heavily, and, even
before sunset, darkness fell over the town. Putana, who
had gone to her house in the morning, could not return
to her post as the roads had been flooded. The palace

guards, shivering to the bones, shut themselves up in their
rooms leaving the gates open for her to come in.

The palace was wrapped in darkness except for the
oil lamps which threw a flickering light in the room where
Devaki lay, Vasudeva seated by her side. The rains
came in torrents and made a terrifying noise on the roof
and the rolling thunder reverberated in the empty halls.

The sky was lit up by a lightning flash. A terrific
thunderclap shook the foundations of the palace. Devaki,
suddenly frightened, sat up. The next moment, she took
hold of Vasudeva’s hand in her effort to keep down the

the pain. Her joyful eyes were brimming with tears as
she looked at her husband in a mood of worship.

‘Lotd, He is coming,’ she said, quelling the pangs of
the moment.

Vasudeva, with great tenderness led her into the
adjoining room.

It was midnight. The rains continucd to fall and the
lightning to flash. Devaki, tingling with ecstasy, gave
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birth to a child almost effortlessly when the auspicious
constellation of Abbijit was on the eastern horizon.

Her tender husband, Vasudeva acted as a careful mid-
wife. As he handled the baby on whom their only hope
was set, he gasped. The boy was perfectly formed and
coloured like a sky-blue lotus. He did not cry as is the
wont of new-born babies, but a beatific smile was on his
tiny lips.

Vasudeva, as he looked at the child, was dazed. For
. a moment he saw the Lord standing in all the splendour
of His glory before him and holding in His hands the
mace, the discus, the conch and the lotus. Sage Veda
Vyasa’s prophetic words had come true !

Vasudeva shook himself awake; now he had to act his
part. He left the baby with Devaki for a while, took two
oil-lamps in his hands, walked up to the balcony and
waved them as if performing artz. From across the river
came the response, a torch moving in a circle.

Vasudeva returned to Devaki and washed the baby
clean. He gave it a lump of wool soaked in honey to suck
and put it in a basket.

‘ Devaki, I must go now,” he said.

‘But how will you go? It is raining stormily and
the Yamuna is in spate.’

‘His will be done,” replied Vasudeva and went to
discover what the guards were doing. And there were
the guards lying asleep behind the closed doors of their
rooms, Putana had not returned from her home and the
gates of the palace were unlocked !

Vasudeva wrapped the child in a shawl, placed it in
a basket, covered it with a small mat and, lifting the basket
on his shoulders, stepped out of the palace.

Two furlongs away, the river flowed over a stony
ledge, formed in the bed, which provided a natural ford
for going across to Gokul. He made his way to that
point, with the basket on his head and the new-born babe
sleeping quietly with its great toe in its mouth,.

And there was a miracle. The rains stepped. A dark
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low cloud — like the hood of a cobra — formed a canopy
over the basket.

Vasudeva went to the ford and crossed the Yamuna
hurriedly, in spite of the waters rushing headlong along
their course. On the opposite bank, under a tree, stood
Gargacharya and Nanda, the chief of the Gokul Yadavas.

Garga relieved Vasudeva of his burden and handed
him another basket.

* Whose child is it ?* asked Vasudeva.

'Yashoda gave birth to a daughter this morning.’

Vasudeva, full of joy and gratitude, said to Nanda,
* Nanda, how can I ever fulfil my obligation to you ?’

Nanda touched Vasudeva’s feet. ‘Lord, you are the
master. Whatever I have is yours,” he replied.

Nanda took the basket from Gargacharya’s hands.
The mat which covered it slipped away. Lightning flash-
ed. And he beheld the blue, beautiful baby, saw its little
cyes open and close, and a giant wave of affection surged

in the old cowherd’s heart.
The Deliverer had come.
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KAMSA’'S STRATEGY

Kamsa was very unhappy. Years of intense anxiety
had created a waking nightmare for him, He feared that
the prophecy would come true, in spite of all that he had
done.

No doubt, he had taken every precaution to ward off
the danger. The guards, who kept watch over Vasudeva
and Devaki, were trusted men. Putana, his cousin and con-
fidante, was in charge of Devaki. No one had access to
the palace, except the family priest, Gargacharya, who,
however, came only in the morning to perform the daily
rituals, and Putana was present during his visit.

On the night of the eighth day of the dark half of
the month Sravan, Kamsa could not sleep even for a
moment. He felt terribly afraid. The rumblings of
thunder raised frightful echoes in his heart. Whenever
lightning flashed across the heavens he was startled. Wete
these unusual happenings portents of the doom which
awaited him ?

Kamsa continued to walk up and down the hall. An
unendurable impatience had seized him. For ten long
years he had waited for this event. It would now happen
any day at any moment. Then he would kill Devaki’s

eighth child and the prophecy would prove untrue.

Restlessly he walked up to the window and opened it
to look at the sky. But he was not able to look, because
he was at once drenched by the rain. He closed the win-
dow and began pacing the floor, pulling at his moustache.

Kamsa could not shake off the sense of impending
danger, which gripped his mind. The long, weary
moments of the night crawled on. ,
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He had no one to turn to. His people feared him,
and so did his wives. Even his henchmen stood in dread
of him. And he was afraid himself. But this was a
passing phase, he assured himself. Once Devaki’s eighth
child was disposed of, there would be an end to this fear.

Then, some light stole into the room. It was day,
though the sky was overcast and the rains had not stop-
ped. The fear that oppressed Kamsa grew less.

Now there was light. Soon Putana would come to
him to announce that Devaki had not yet given birth to
a child. That would be troubling, too; it would mean

many more uneasy nights; but it would be a temporary
relief.

At last Putana came and bowed low with folded hands

before him. *Mighty Prince, Princess Devaki has given
birth to a daughter.’

“Are you sure ?’ Kamsa inquired anxiously.

Controlling her nervousness, Putana told a bold lie :
‘I am absolutely sure. She was born in my presence.’

Kamsa, however, was not so sure. The eighth child

was to be a boy, if the prophecy were true. Should he
kill the girl as well ? Why take chances ? — whispered
his heart.

“Call for my chariot,” he shouted and took a mace in
his hand. Soon he was driven to the palace, far away from
the city, where Vasudeva and Devaki were kept in prison.

With firm strides, Kamsa stepped into the room in
which Devaki was guarded.

‘Where is the child ? Give it to me,’ he shouted.

“ Prince, it is a girl, not a boy. Why do you want to
%ill her ?’ asked Vasudeva.

‘Boy or girl, it shall not live,” As he spoke, he drew
near the cradle in which the child was sleeping. w
Devaki, with tears in her eyes, piteously folded her
hands. * My brother, why do you behave so cruelly ? At
Teast leave one of my children alive. What can this poor
thing do to a mighty prince like you ?’ She hugged the

— e
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child to her bosom, sobbing all the time as if her heart
were breaking.

Kamsa took the girl from the cradle and lifted her by
the legs, head downward. Suddenly he felt unsure of
himself. His hands began to tremble. The hand, which
held the child and was raised to dash it to the ground,
grew numb, and the child slipped out of his hand. A
shriek followed, poignant and terrifying. The child flew
out of the window !

The room swam before him. Everything grew dark.
Kamsa tottered out of the room as he heard a super-
natural voice saying: ‘Your destroyer is elsewherc,
already born.’

Once Kamsa left the room in which Devaki was
cuarded, his knees would no longer bear him. The weird,
uncanny shriek continued to ring in his ®ears.

Putana rushed up to him, with a cup of water in her
hands. Her husband, Pradyota, came and stood by the
side of the Prince.

‘Lord, will not Your Highness return to the royal
palace ?’ he asked.

*Let me leave here, answered Kamsa. He was seized
with a nameless terror.

*What shall -we do with Prince Vasudeva and the
Princess ? Shall I stay here or go home ? ’ asked Putana.

Kamsa stared vacantly at her as if he had not under-
stood the question. Then he spoke in an unsteady voice :
‘ Let them go wherever they like — to their palace, if they
so desire. The prophecy was merely Narada jesting at nie.
Let them go” He then returned to the palace.

The next day he called a council of the men who
were loyal to him, among whom was Pralamba, his chief
adviser. Pradyota and his wife Putana were also thete
and there was Bahuka, the old Magadhan warrior, whom
Jarasandha had sent to Mathura to look after the interests
of his daughters.

Kamsa told them of what had happened, of the

strange shriek, of the flying child, and even of the words
K—4
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that he had heard : *Your destroyer is elsewhere, already
born.’

Pralamba, Kamsa’s principal adviser, respectfully asked:
*Lord, have I your permission to speak the truth ?°’

Kamsa nodded assent.

' Mighty Prince, I fear the words you heard were a
warning given to you by the gods,” said Pralamba. °‘The

people fear you and dare not speak out. But they all await :
the deliverer.’

‘Lord, I also heard a voice. I cannot say where it
came from, but it did say the words : Your destroyer is
elsewhere, already born,’ said Putana.

Kamsa thought for a little while. ‘Then he knit his
brows and said, ‘I cannot leave anything to chance. Kill
all the children born during the last ten days. Why, even
those born within the past month. What do you say to
that, venerable Bahuka ?’° And Kamsa then turned to the
cld Magadhan warrior.

Then Bahuka, once the minister of Jarasandha, said
slowly, * Mighty Prince, you may kill as many children as
you are able, but you will not prevent the people waiting

for the deliverer, and so long as they wait for deliverance,
you will be in danger.’

‘How can we prevent the people waiting for the
deliverer ?° asked Kamsa.

“Lord, people are cowards. They will accept you as
the master if you treat them with great hardness. But you
will not break their spirit so long as they hope that a
deliverer will come,” replied Bahuka.

‘How can I avoid their thinking of a deliverer 2

‘My master,” said Bahuka, * their hopes are kept alive
by the sages and ascetics and by the Brahmans who talk of
dbarma.’

‘You are right. Whatever I do, they call adbarma.
Bahuka, you are wise. You have been trained under our
glorious father-in-law, Jarasandha. You must have had
sufficient experience. Let us know what we can do.
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‘ Lord, the first duty of a powerful ruler is to extinguish
the hope of deliverance in his people. This hope, as I said,
is kept alive, first, by the ascetics.’

*How shall I deal with them ?’

“Mighty Prince, you cannot deal with them easily.
They do not covet, nor fear, nor hate. They want nothing
for themselves. That is why they are so powerful. But
that is not all. ‘There are the Brahmans, the men of self-
discipline, who have faith in the Sacred Word — the Vedas
— and who invoke the gods and teach dbarma as something
above the might of kings. They will not accept your
dictates cheerfully. They judge everyone by the canons of
what they call dbarma.’

‘1 have been trying to win them over by lavish grants,’
said Kamsa.

‘You cannot bribe the sages; nothing will corrupt
them. And if you give grants to the Brahmans, I know,
they will fatten on them. But in their hearts the thirst for
knowledge will remain and they will only take the advice
of those who refuse to live in riches.’

*I can kill them surely.’

*Mighty Prince, if you kill them, the people will turn
in wrath against you. If you drive them away from
Mathura, they will raise enemies for you wherever they go.’

Kamsa listened to Bahuka’s words in silence and the
old minister continued :

*Mighty Prince, there is only one way to destroy the
sages and the Brahmans. Open your purse-strings to the
people; teach them to eat, drink and enjoy themselves; break
up their families; teach women that chastity is not worth
having at the cost of pleasure; bring up children to look
upon their parents as old and useless. Once the people
begin to believe in unrestrained pleasures as the goal of life,
they will look upon the ascetics as deranged and the
Brahmans as selfish; they will laugh at those who talk of
duty, ¢apas, love and compassion. When wine flows, self-
restraint will disappear; men will be like well-fed cattle at
the mezcy of their cowherds. Whatever you do they will
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bear as patiently as uncomplaining beasts, and obey your
lash as if it were a favour from you.’

‘That is a long path to follow that you have shown
us, Bahuka. We shall try to follow it. In the meantime,
Putana, find out how many children were born during the
last few days and see that none of them survives.’



12

AND HE WAS NAMED KRISHNA

Devaki, now free and inhabiting her own palace, lived
in a dream-world of her own. The little blue baby was
always before her eyes, clinging to her, kicking the air, feed-
ing at her breasts, his lovely lips parted in a smile, his
beautiful eyes looking at her joyfully. When she was with
Vasudeva and not within ear-shot of anyone else, she loved
to talk of nothing but of him. She was never tired of
listening to Vasudeva’s narration of what happened on that
night of miracles —how the child, the moment he tock
him into his arms, assumed the resplendent form of the
four-armed Lord; how a deeply-felt prayer had sprung
from the depths of his heart; how the doors were opened
by unseen hands; how the guards were asleep; how the rain
had stopped when he stepped into the switling waters of
the Yamuna; how a dark cloud, like the giant hood of
Sesha, the monarch of the serpent race, shielded the child
from rain; how he brought back Yashoda’s daughter with-
out anyone noticing it; and how she slipped from Kamsa'’s
Lkands and flew out of the window, with a shriek which
struck terror into the heart of that wicked Prince.

Devaki did not like to meet anyone except Vasudeva
or Gargacharya, for to them alone, when by themselves,
could she talk of her child who filled her heart and imagi-
nation. Often at night her heart would be drawn to
Gokul in her anxiety to know how her beloved child was
doing. However, she had to be vety, very careful, lest any-
one should come to know that her son was alive.

In the night, as she slept with her arm on Vasudeva,
a deep yearning would seize her to see her child, to hug
him to her heart, to kiss him and to see joy beaming out
of those little eyes, which always swam before hers.
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Every fortnight Gargacharya would go to Gokul to
perform sacrificial rituals at the house of Nanda. Then
Devaki’s heart would be seized with distressing impatience.
She would wait for his return as if her life hung on it.
And then, when he came, and she saw the meaningful
flicker of Garga’s eyes, her heart would bound with joyful
excitement. °‘ He is well, he is well, my child, my deliverer,
my God,” her heart would whisper.

The longing to see her child sometimes became so
poignant that she sang cradle-songs all the time to herself.
Her maids were at first surprised at this madness, but they
knew that the princess had been cruelly deprived of her
eight children and that the loss was preying upon her mind.

One day, Devaki could not suppress the longing any
more. With her loving hands, she fashioned a lirtle clay
image of a new-born baby and had a cradle made for it.
Thereafter it become a daily joy with her to rise up early
in the morning, form a little baby out of clay, offer it
flowers and red powder and saffron, swing it in the cradle
and offer it milk, singing loving songs all the while. Then
she sent it to sleep, woke it up with fond hymns, tinkling
a bell all the time, and offered it flowers and fruits and milk
and honey.

Vasudeva and Gargacharya understood whar Devaki
was doing. The little clay image was to her that lost but
unforgotten child who, she was sure, was God Himself.
Others thought she was out of her mind, but honoured her
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