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Prologue 


          I saw Shiv in my son Ashutosh who was running helter-skelter escorting his wife on deathbed, seeking treatment for her. I saw Shiv carrying seared Sati on his shoulders running across the world like a mad man, seeking medication for her. Both – my son’s wife Kavita and Shiv’s consort Sati – died.  Their death sucked me into intense visions. I saw Shiv, a tribal youth from Himalayas being so intense in love and compassion. This further pushed me to the realization that how simply Shiv played hisleela, the divine acts, in human form. This humanity, along with the divinity, elevated a tribal youth to godhood and even to the greatest one in the pantheon of gods of Hindus.



          Shiv occupies the vastest space of people’s mind because of his closeness to ordinary human beings. His ordinariness is extraordinarily divine. It is only he who provides a portal to an ordinary person to usher in ecstasies of divinity. This enabled me to delve deep into Shiv’s leela. To me his leela is quite different from what has been told by earlier tellers. I tried to tell it in my own ordinary style in the light of vision bestowed by Lord Shiva Himself through the tragic event in my family mentioned in the beginning.



          As this story of Shiv is the outcome of intense vision I happened to have, I hope the sparks of the vision will ignite the bliss in the readers of this novel, The Becoming God.



I am grateful to my family members, particularly my wife Geeta, who bore the weight of my vagaries arising out of intense vision of Shiv. I am also thankful to my friend Awadhesh Kumar Rai for removing mistakes from the manuscript by carefully reading it. I am greatly beholden to Professor Prabhat Ranjan of Delhi University, who spared time from his busy schedules to make many valuable suggestions. Appreciation is also due to Bonzuri Books for their excellence in making it convenient to reach out to you on Kindle in the form of ebook.






Chapter One
Deul
1.1
In Tribhut, the roof of the world, in the Himalayas there is a valley called Deul.  The people in the far plains call it Duolok, the land of light, or Devlok, the land of gods. Some name it Deval or Devalay, the abode of gods. Whatsoever they call it, they remain so enamoured with the valley that they believe that it is the heaven, and that the earth ends at its border.
The valley is surrounded by Mount Meru in the north, Mount Mandhata in the south, and some lesser mountains standing in humility in the east and west. The peak of Mount Meru, called Kailash by the natives, remains perennially decked with snow, while other peaks are almost naked. The Kailash is venerated far and wide as a pious peak untouched by human banalities. The natives believe it is the dwelling of spirits, and stay away at an awesome distance. Even the thought of climbing it is considered unholy and dreadful.
The Sun, the Moon and Clouds decorate the Kailash with lights and shades. The Sun colours it with golden hue in the morning, with bright fluorescence in the noon and with elegant crimson in the evening. The Moon takes over thereafter to wrap it with misty glow sometimes and with mysterious darkness other times. The Clouds provide it an enrapturing look with fast-changing shadows.
Two lakes - Manas and Rasas - lie at the foot of the Meru, tied with a couple of streams. The Meru, crowned with the white Kailash, has always been kind to the twin lakes by lending steady supply of water, and sharing its bounteous beauty. The Kailash, along with its heavenly companions, playfully mirrors itself in the lakes.
Both the Manas and Rasas are blessed with crystal-clear waters, allowing a viewer to have a fair visibility of the swimming fish and even the tiniest pebbles lying in their beds. The Sky and the Clouds, the Sun and the Moon, and the Meru and the Mandhata provide myriads of hues to the lakes’ waters – sometimes royal blue, sometimes emerald-green, sometimes crimson red, unceasingly. The Kailash keeps smiling mysteriously over the magical play of colours. 
Despite being twins connected with a canal called Gangaju, the two lakes are poles apart. The Manas, with its calm and serene ambience, is perceived as a place for gods to bathe and to delight in water sports. In contrast, the Rasas is believed to be home to demons, and its water is considered capable of stoking passions. With its turbulent waves, uneven shores and eerie look, the Rasas is naturally condemned to negatives. That seems the reason why the swans, venerated as the most pious and judicious of the birds, opt for the Manas, not the Rasas, for their swimming sprees.
Besides the lakes and the streams, there are rugged terrains, scattered algal wetlands, and vast grasslands. In the winter when the lakes freeze, some extra vastness comes up, making additional space for the little creatures of the land to roam wantonly. 
1.2
Two villages - Lohtsa and Thongsa - were located on the shores of a stream called Mo Chu, which flew down the expanse between the Meru and the Manas. Lohtsa was on the west bank of the Mo Chu, while Thongsa on the east bank. The villagers crossed the stream easily, except when the stream was inflated during the rainy season which was mostly short and skimpy.
The two villages consisted of five or six families each, who along with their herd would roam almost the whole year except for the winter, looking for grazing grounds. During their wanderings they lived in makeshift sheds called Rebo, made of goatskins. Their herd were goats, sheep and yaks, helmed by ferocious dogs, which every family kept as faithful companions to guard against any sneak or aggression, and to keep watch on their herd.
The families would scatter across the vast valley in search of grazing grounds. The Lohtsans would remain restricted to the west of the Mo Chu and the Manas, while the Thongsans were entitled to graze their cattle in the area in the east. Intrusions would occur rarely, and if any it was bound to trigger fierce fights between the the two rival villages.
Barring animosity over intrusion, the people of the two villages lived in harmony, following a common faith, patterned by the geographical conditions of the area. The people were mostly stocky, having flat face – with even nose and small eyes, and pale complexion. Men and women both looked almost alike, with long uncut hair plaited on their heads and soft hairless faces. Only a few men were blessed with beard and moustache, thin and sparse, that they never cut or shaved.
Despite being privileged to remain close to the Manas, the nectar lake, the villagers never used water for washing or bathing. They were so scared of cold that even during summer they did not use water for such purposes - they had never used it, ever since their birth. Rather they rubbed their bodies with butter for smoothness and cleanliness, unmindful that that made them so stinking and odious. They were very fond of butter. Whether it was days-old stale or stinking, they relished that eating.
The villagers had deep faith in their religion and great respect for their village chief called Goba. Goba was a priest, protector, deliverer, and medicine man. He was the chief propitiator of the village goddess Tora, and worked as a medium between the people and the goddess by communicating people’s sufferings and prayers to the goddess and disseminating divine directives claimed to be received from her through visions and inspirations.
Goba would preside over the funeral rites by leading the funeral procession to goddess Tora’s temple, where he would perform elaborate rituals to propitiate the goddess. The temple of the goddess was situated a few feet above from the foot of the Mount Meru, in a dark cave, where the goddess was believed to be residing in an obelisk arrayed in front of an altar.
Getting the body of the dead placed before the goddess, Goba would sing some hymns spookily, and intone some cryptic sounds as if conveying to the goddess the pain of the relatives of the dead. Meanwhile, he would continue offering butter and dried leaves of some plant in the fire lit on the altar. Amidst this eerie ritual the relatives of the dead and villagers would stand in a corner - scared and stupefied.
Goba would announce the closure of the ritual for the day by blowing his bone pipe lugubriously, hinting to the villagers to get out of the temple without looking back, leaving the body there. Nobody was allowed to stay in the temple in the night.
The ritual was repeated for three days, till the spirit finally willed to leave the body, though under duress from the goddess. Ultimately, at the end of the third day, the Goba would declare the unqualified departure of the spirit from the body, and ask the relatives and villagers to take the body to the cremation ground situated at a small plateau, a few feet up the mountain. There, he would blow his bone pipe, and some formidably taloned birds would appear mysteriously from nowhere as if they were waiting for the call. The Goba then would start lopping limbs off the body and offering the slivers to the hovering birds. He  blew his bone pipe to see off the spirit to its upward journey, and to signal to the relatives to move down without looking back. They believed that above that plateau was the land of spirits, where they never wished to be.
1.3
The villagers had a clear family pattern with a very strong familial bond, though they were not aware of marriage or living like man and wife. There was a free love life - restricted only by three rules, prohibiting lovemaking: beyond own family, between mother and son, and forced one. They did not believe in a regular partnership, and always rejected force by either of the partners to avail intercourse. This code of carnal conduct would keep villagers consolidated within their own families, and help them limit the growth of family size and develop strong bond among the family members. They were compelled to customise themselves to adopt this lifestyle by the harsh climatic conditions and frugal means of livelihood available in the area. By insisting on absence of force for carnal favour, they ensured love and equality between the partners and eliminated any possibility of bickering within a family. That was why the size and the number of families in the village had remained almost the same over decades. This also reflected very well on the society of the village, and they all remained in almost perfect peace and harmony.
Any violation of the code was penalised harshly. The lech was punished by severing of his limb of mischief. In case of a female convict, she was just expelled from the family quarter and condemned to live in the herd’s quarter in the open with cattle where she might die due to severe cold or was buried in heavy snowfall in winter. If she survived, she suffered the ignominy of insinuations of coupling with animals she was condemned to live with.




Chapter two
Cheu
2.1
It was a full moon night in the late spring. Lolmu, the Goba of Lohtsa village, with his family and cattle, was camping at a grazing ground only a bit away from the Manas Lake. Except for Lolmu, the whole family was asleep. The family dog, Lolmu’s faithful companion, was dozing off at the entrance of the rebo.
Lolmu was awake not by choice but under the spell of bizarre thoughts. Vexed, he ventured out. The snoozing dog leaped up to vigilance and moved behind him. They took a round of the rebo, and the adjoining cattle’s quarter. Everything was alright, except an intense eeriness appearing infused in the ambience.
The valley was awash with milky light of the full Moon. The Moon was looking into the lake, causing illusion as to whether it was in the sky or in the lake. The Manas was mysteriously more awakened than ever. The spooky silence was huskily warning the wind against unnecessary haste, and the Manas against over-enthusiasm. Lolmu was so awed by the spectral spiritedness that he prostrated on the ground in fear of the spirits. He invoked Goddess Tora for protection. Prayerfulness was so heavy on his consciousness that he soon slipped into stupor.
2.2
Lolmu was awestruck at the sight of a tall dark woman with red fiery eyes, who chided him for not recognizing her, “You don’t know me? I am Tora. I have a boon for you, nay, for all of you, the whole of the universe. The Lord has arrived tonight on the earth. Rush to receive him beside the Gangaju near the Manas. And remember, don’t reveal it to anyone.” 
Before Lolmu could ask anything, the vision disappeared. He ran towards the Manas immediately.
By the time Lolmu reached the Manas, the sun was already out in the sky. He was afraid that he could invite the ire of the Thongsans, the rival villagers, for infiltrating into their territory violating the treaty of not entering each other’s area without prior approval. Gangaju was in the Thongsan territory. There was no time to seek approval from the Thongsan Goba. Moreover, he could not have done so due to explicit instruction of the Goddess against any disclosure.
It was almost late afternoon when Lolmu neared Gangaju. He was relieved that no Thongsan had seen him thus far, and none seemed to be nearby to notice him. Encouraged, Lolmu hastened his steps, and soon Gangaju was within sight.
Lolmu was surprised to see that some birds were chirping and cheering near the confluence of the Gangaju and the Manas.  As he went nearer, he saw a newborn baby lying there, waving its arms and legs in the air.  And, what was that protecting the baby’s face from sunshine!?! Oh, it was the hood of a snake. So large! Unbelievable!  He was frightened by the presence of a snake in that cold region.  He had never seen this creature earlier, except for once in the far plains where he had once been.
Lolmu was awed to see that the baby was flinging its hands in the air, trying to catch the hood of the snake, and the snake was averting the catch by waving its hood. The baby was squealing at its efforts to catch the hood, and the birds were cheering it.
Shocked with surprises, Lolmu stood stupefied at the spot. Meanwhile, the chirping birds flew away, and the snake brought its hood down touching ground as if greeting the baby and retreated hastily towards the Kailash.
Lolmu asked himself, “Is this baby our Lord?” He stared sceptically at the baby, looking for some signs portending its being the Lord. He could find none, except for extraordinary features of the baby:  cutely elongated face, large eyes, sharp nose, golden brown complexion, and black curly hair. He thought, “These are the features alien to this region. They befit the divine only, not a baby of the soil.” This realization overwhelmed him with awe and devotion, and he hurriedly picked up the baby and wrapped it in his goatskin robe. He noticed that the baby was a male, and there was a prominent Mongolian blue spot on its neck. He ran back post-haste. He was extremely happy over finding the Lord and the success of the expedition without being noticed by the rivals. He was running, as if flying, towards his camp.
By the time Lolmu reached his camp, it was already late night. The family members concerned over his unannounced absence surrounded him, glowering with curious eyes. His younger brother, Bilotu was furious, alleging that he had recklessly fled while he was needed there to mind Dhenu, the cow, that had given birth to a calf that morning.
Everybody in the family was surprised when Lolmu took the baby out of his robe. Everybody was curious to know: “Who was this baby? Where did Lolmu find it? Who were its parents?” Lolmu hushed them by sternly replying that the baby was Cheu, meaning the greatest. Everybody was silent. Only Bilotu was still vocal, ridiculing the child for being named Cheu, and instead called him Meu, meaning the orphan.
Lolmu felt hurt over Bilotu’s insolence, though he knew that his younger brother was an arrogant and pugnacious person by nature. He had been tolerating him silently since his childhood, and had not minded much his open disrespect to him as elder brother and more as the Goba whose command reigned over the village. But, disrespect to the child made him seethe with anger. He wished he could tell the truth about the child, had the Goddess not forbidden him. Haplessly, he grew anxious about the future of the child, forgetting that the child was the Lord himself.
The burden of bringing up Cheu fell solely on Lolmu as he was born to no woman in the family and moreover Bilotu had caused so much rancour that none in the family volunteered to raise the child. Bilotu was resentful that Lolmu had never earlier been a caring father of the children in the family, and why he suddenly developed so much affection for an orphan.  
Undaunted by resentment and criticism from Bilotu and others in the family, Lolmu committed himself to Cheu. He would take him along, wherever he went. He never left Cheu alone, partly because of fear of harm from Bilotu and partly because of his intense affection for the child. Finding that no one, even children, of the family took interest in the boy, Lolmu introduced him, instead to the cattle of the family: this was Dhenu for milk for Cheu; this was its calf, Lolmu had named it Nandi, meaning the carrier. Nandi was a different calf – cute, soft and hairless. Cheu had a special relationship with Nandi; both having arrived the same day on the earth. Cheu was also very close to Dhenu and the dog of the family, despite its ferocity, besides other animals. Either taught discreetly by Lolmu or from his latent divinity, the child developed a good communication skill with the animals. Concordant to Cheu’s affection for animals, Lolmu added two self-composed lines to the lullaby that local women would sing to put their children to sleep. Lolmu would sing his version of lullaby at bedtime to the child:
“Come, Dhenu, come from the grazing ground.
For milk, Cheu needs you.
Come, Nandi, come from the cattle’s quarter.
To ride on, Cheu needs you.
Come, Moon, come from sky high.
To dine on your silver plate, Cheu needs you.
Come, Sleep, come from the sleep forest.
To lull Cheu to sleep, to lull Cheu to sleep.”
Lolmu would sing the last line for long – crooning for some moments, then humming nasally and eventually melting the sound into silence till Cheu fell deep asleep. Lolmu would still remain awake for long to guard the sleeping child.
Toddler Cheu would call Lolmu lispingly Ba...Ba. He was so attached to Lolmu that even while sleeping he would snuggle his head in Lolmu’s elbow and would keep fondling his fingers apparently to be assured that his Ba was close there.
2.3
It was the winter that year when one morning Thokan, the Goba of the rival Thongsa village, along with his fellow villagers, blew his bone pipe furiously and boisterously from his side of the Mo Chhu, to throw a gauntlet to Lolmu and his fellow villagers. Lolmu and his people were taken aback and could not understand what provoked the Thongsans to such belligerence. They hurriedly assembled at their side of the stream. Lolmu did not blow his pipe to bespeak reluctance to accept the challenge, and, instead, raised his arms to express wish for peace talk. His wish was granted by Thokan, who stopped blowing pipe and raised arms to indicate invitation for talk. A delegation of three Lohtsans led by Lolmu, raising arms up, immediately approached Thokan and got the day fixed for talk for the day after tomorrow.
People from both the villages, Thongsa and Lohtsa, assembled at the scheduled time and place to hold the peace talk. The Thongsan side was led by its Goba, Thokan who sat contemptuously, flanked by his arrogant fellows. Lolmu was leading the perplexed Lohtsan side. Cheu was tucked into his arms, while his brother Bilotu was just behind him.
Thokan initiated the talk by accusing Lolmu of having stolen a child from the Thongsan territory. Lolmu hurried up to his defence by demanding to know who that child was, and what the proof of the allegation was. Thokan instantly pointed his finger to Cheu, but faltered on the point of proof, and muttered just that he had a secret information about the child. In a sly and sudden move he seized the situation to shift the burden on Lolmu to prove innocence by testifying in the temple of the Goddess. Not letting to be trapped in Thokan’s trick, Lolmu started retreating, brushing off the allegation impatiently. But Thokan pounced on him, trying to snatch the child. Almost simultaneously, the Thongsans charged on the Lohtsans hurling abuses, and got into fist fights when retaliated by the latter. Bilotu surprisingly remained neutral. In the melee, Lolmu managed to escape keeping the crying child clutched in his arms.                 
About five years had passed since that incident, but the enmity between the two villages did not lessen, and bitterness between the two brothers grew deeper. Lolmu remained peeved over Bilotu’s conspicuous silence against Thokan’s aggression that day. He suspected that Bilotu might have been the source of what Thokan had referred to as ‘secret information’.  On the other hand, Bilotu continued resenting Cheu’s presence in the family and Lolmu’s extreme attachment to the child. He spared no opportunity to intimidate him.  Tormented villainously by Bilotu and ignored by most of the family members, Cheu had no option but to cling onto Lolmu and play with cattle, particularly Nandi that had become a full and strong bull by that time.
2.4
One day, Bilotu saw Cheu feeding Nandi barley from his palm in the cattle’s quarter.  He slapped him, abusing: “You bloody orphan, you are feeding the bull barley that is so difficult to produce and hardly available even for human feed.” Lolmu, who was milking Dhenu nearby, screamed, “Oh, Noooooooooo, no, no; don’t beat. He is the Lord……”  The moment he uttered the last word, he fell unconscious on the earth. The boy ran to him wailing and complaining, “Ba, uncle has beaten me. Come, rebuke him, otherwise he will beat me again.” Cheu was pulling Lolmu’s arm, unaware that he was unconscious. Seeing Lolmu falling on the earth, Bilotu rushed there, which further frightened the boy. He examined Lolmu briefly, stared at the boy, and uttered in disbelief, “dead”.
“Dead? Dead means?” the frightened boy mustered courage to ask.
“Your head, bloody fool”, Bilotu was remorselessly curt.
“What happened to my Ba?” asked the boy impatiently.
“He has gone up”, Bilotu said pointing towards the sky, and rebuked the boy, “and you go to hell, the wretched orphan.”
Bilotu was extremely perplexed as to what caused death to Lolmu, and what did he mean by ‘he is the Lord’, though he died before he could complete what he wanted to say. It all seemed very mysterious to him. Contemptuously, he ridiculed the boy, “Are you the Lord?” Shocked that he is being blamed for death of his Ba, the boy screamed, “No, I am not the Lord.” He kept repeating it hysterically till he fainted and fell on Lolmu’s body. Instead minding the fainted boy, Bilotu hurried away towards the family quarter.
The whole village assembled for the cremation. It had supreme significance for the villagers as death had occurred to the Goba of the village. Many of the villagers had not witnessed such happening in their lifetime; while some elders had seen, in their childhood, the death of the previous Goba, the father of the just-deceased Goba. As per the convention, a new Goba had to be installed before cremation of the dead one. The convention also demanded that the eldest male of the deceased Goba’s family was to take over as the incumbent. Luck clearly favoured Bilotu.              
An elaborate ritual for consecration of incumbent Goba commenced. Bilotu was made to fast for a day.  The next day, his body was smeared with milk and butter; his hair was unbraided as the convention did not permit a Goba to braid his hair, and he was given a new goatskin robe to don. In the afternoon, he was taken, in a procession, to Goddess Tora’s temple, where intricate rituals was performed till evening, involving invocation of the Goddess, consigning offerings for her to fire, and collective prayers that the Goddess be pleased and accept the incumbent as her favoured devotee. Bilotu was left alone, in the night, in the refuge of the Goddess in the temple, which was closed from outside with a huge slab of stone. He had to pray and meditate in solitude, seeking vision and blessing of the Goddess.
Next day morning, Bilotu was found unconscious in the temple by the villagers who had reached there in ceremonial procession to bring him back to the village. After strenuous efforts, the villagers could bring him back to consciousness, though he looked extremely frightened and talked weirdly. The coronation was held in the day amidst elaborate rituals and presence of the people from both the villages. Thokan, the Goba of the rival village, presided over the occasion and ceremonially recognized Bilotu as the Goba of Lohtsa.  Convention did not let enmity between the two villages interfere in the matters of religion and diplomacy. Convention apart, Thokan was too happy to participate in Bilotu’s coronation, keeping in view their old secret association since Bilotu had passed on information about Cheu to him.
In the meantime, nobody bothered for Cheu, who remained hungry, crying and clung to the body of Lolmu, imploring his Ba to rise and give him milk to drink and take him out for play. He wailed, “Why are you sleeping so long, Ba? Are you angry, not talking to me? I promise I’ll make no mischief. Had you not seen Bilotu uncle beating me? You did not rebuke him. Why are you so silent?” The boy would faint and fall asleep intermittently due to exhaustion.
The people visiting to pay homage would pity the boy, ridiculing and admonishing him to remain away from the corpse. Cheu did not heed to what they talked and not even raise his head leant against the dead Lolmu.
Cheu was adamant to remain cuddled to Lolmu’s body when it was being carried, on a bier, to the temple of the Goddess. When he did not yield to the persuasions and admonitions, Bilotu pulled him down and slapped him hard across the face. The boy howled, complaining: “Do you see, Ba? Bilotu uncle has again beaten me. You are still silent. Rebuke him.” He kept repeating “Rebuke him”, making it a refrain. He ran behind people, making his hollering shriller, “Where are you taking my Ba?”
Negotiating his path through rocks he followed the bier-bearers and the villagers and reached the temple of the Goddess. When the day rituals in the temple ended by dusk, Bilotu signalled the villagers to move out with him, leaving the dead body behind in the temple. Annoyed that Cheu was not coming out, he shouted at the villagers, “Let him remain there to die of fear and hunger.”
Shortly after the villagers left, Cheu fell asleep, leaning against the dead body, due to exhaustion. But soon he was ruffled by a soft touch on his head, and awakened to see a tall dark woman with bowed head and half-opened eyes. The boy, fearless and precocious, asked, “Who are you?”
“Lord, I am Tora, your Shakti, the power.” answered the woman, softly and politely.
“No, I am not the Lord” retorted the boy curtly. Then suddenly recollecting something, he asked, “You said you are the power; can you make my Ba rise and speak to me as earlier?”
The woman’s voice was remorseful, “No, my Lord, he is dead. Bringing him back does not fit your play.”
“Play?” the boy butted in, widening his eyes inquisitively.
The woman intoned, “Yes, Lord, you have come on the earth as per your grand scheme to awaken people from ignorance. You are not aware of your plan as you have masked yourself to honour human aspirations and limitations, and realize the miseries and sufferings a human being undergoes.”
The boy was dazed at what the woman had said. The woman disappeared, having revealed: “Lord, I am leaving this place to be born at the land’s end, and will meet you at the appropriate time.”
In the morning next day, the villagers found the boy sitting in the temple, with eyes closed and seemingly absorbed in some deep thoughts. To the surprise of the people, the boy appeared calm and rejuvenated. He did not take note of arrival of the people or their rituals in the temple. As the dead body was kept in the temple for three nights, the boy continued to remain absorbed in meditation beside the corpse. He awoke only when the body was being taken to the cremation plateau. He followed the people quietly, but when the limbs of the dead body were being chopped off, he again started howling, imploring not to cut his Ba into pieces. Tradition and religion proceeded in their ways, without bothering for the feelings and sentiments of the boy. Finally, he was left behind, when he refused to come down the plateau along with the villagers. The boy remained there for a couple of days, calling his Ba, looking towards the Kailash peak where his Ba was told to have gone.
Back at the village, the women in the family were concerned about Cheu, and pestered Bilotu to find and bring the boy back. Bilotu was reluctant, citing the tradition that nobody was allowed to go to the cremation plateau, except for the cremation rituals. However, under growing pressure Bilotu along with some villagers went near the plateau, and loudly made calls to the boy to come down. To their surprise, the boy, bested by hunger, came down slowly and followed them to the village.
2.5
The next ten years were not less fraught with hardships and persecutions for Cheu. Soon after coronation of Bilotu as Goba, Thokan, the Goba of Thongsa village, had staked claim to Cheu’s guardianship, alleging that he was stolen from Thongsan territory. Bilotu had to acquiesce to Thokan’s claim as he had already weakened his position by disclosing to Thokan the information about Cheu having been found from the Thongsan territory. Both the Gobas were interested in having Cheu as an extra working hand in their respective families. The pulls and pressures between the two Gobas led them to reach an agreement, prescribing Cheu to live alternatively with them - for one month each.
In Bilotu’s family Cheu’s persecution remained as usual, with Bilotu unabatedly intimidating him. In Thokan’s family, situation was a bit better as Thokan was indifferent to Cheu – neither kind nor cruel – and was interested only in utilizing him as a labourer.
Meanwhile, Cheu was fast growing as an adolescent. Though he retained tenderness of a child in his looks, his limbs grew strong as those of a grown-up youth. He was taller, stronger, and prettier, with distinct features, different from any other boy in either of the villages. He was developing his own distinct style of living, a bit contrary to the old traditions of the region. He used to wash and bathe with water, and enjoyed having bath in the icy-cold water of the Manas even during the winter. For body massage, he used ash instead of stale and stinking butter. He did not braid his hair, but preferred to make a bun on head, which would make him look even taller and more attractive.
Womenfolk were attracted towards Cheu because of his charming look, sharp features, tall and strong body, and clean and elegant style. They had deep longing for him and strived to seduce him. They all staked claim to his love as he was not born to any of them.
Cheu had many friends among the boys, but two, Gannu from Lohtsa and Bhero from Thongsa, were particularly close to him. Gannu was an intelligent, wise and happy-go-lucky type youth. His abnormally elongated face with drooping chin, large earlobes, small eyes, coupled with plump body and bulging belly would give him a funny but pleasant look. Till a few years back, he was ridiculed by the playmates for his fondness for rats, found in abundance around the Manas. They would tickle his protruding belly to giggle him, and would make fun of him that his belly contained many balls of roasted barley, which Gannu would feast on with great relish. He was, however, respected for his knowledge of the world beyond the valley, which he had acquired during his visits, with his father, to the far northeast areas.
Gannu’s father, a trader, used to go to the areas in far plains to sell wool, and often took his son Gannu along  to familiarize him with the area and teach him the secrets of the trade. Gannu would recount with a great gusto the tales of people and places he had come across during his sojourns. His tales would enamour the youth, including Cheu who was impressed by Gannu’s tales and wished to visit those areas in future.
Bhero from Thongsa was a completely different type of youth – stocky and swarthy, with red large eyes, excessive growth of body hairs and thick moustache. Apart from the physical features, distinct from the natives, Bhero was short-tempered by nature and quite frightful by appearance. Most of the youth would fear him and avoid his company. Cheu, however, liked him a lot because of his instinct to fight for justice. Bhero loved dogs. The ferocious family dog was his favourite, while other dogs in the neighbourhood were also friendly to him. He was believed to know the magic of taming dogs, even the ferocious ones. The villagers would call him the lord of dogs.
Apart from being blessed with extraordinary physical features and strength, Cheu had indomitable will and vigour for performance. He would accomplish his tasks well, especially tending cattle. Nevertheless, the two Gobas were unhappy with him, alleging that he did not come up to their expectations of discipline and obedience. He was blamed for working on his whims only, and not lending ear to their instructions. They also did not approve of his atypical manners and conduct, and even physique being conspicuously different from those of the local people. They apprehended a threat from him to their authority, sensing his rebelliousness, growing influence on the youth, and popularity among the people, particularly among women who were mad after him. The two Gobas would spare no opportunity to admonish him, and would seek new ways to tame him.
Contrary to skewed perceptions of the Gobas, Cheu was very kind to the people, even to the animals. His compassion for all had made him quite dear to people. He would extol humility and compassion as great virtues, and would emphasise that empathy with fellow beings was far greater than worship of any god or goddess. Such talks would always provoke the Gobas who would smell rebellion in his conduct. 
One day, during the stint at Thokan’s family in Thongsa, Cheu was caught feeding roasted barley balls, of course from his own share of food, to a bull. It incensed Thokan so much that he showered Cheu with filthy abuses, refusing to listen to his pleas for compassion to all living beings. Thokan grew very angry when Cheu further tried to make him understand that compassion was the greatest virtue.
Another day Cheu was found sympathizing with a woman convicted for alleged carnal misconduct and condemned to live in cattle’s quarter.  He was caught talking affectionately to the woman in cattle’s quarter. Thokan seized the opportunity to accuse Cheu of keeping liaison with the convicted woman.
Thokan hastily called for judicature for Cheu’s trial. Cheu’s arguments on the need for compassionate treatment of even a convict were not accepted, and he was awarded the sentence of mutilation of his limb of manliness. However, execution of the sentence was postponed till the day after tomorrow as the vexed issue of his motherhood, which was the pivotal point in the sex-related crime, remained undecided.
The very next day, Cheu fled in panic to Lohtsa. Bilotu, though not aware of his conviction by then, refused to let him stay in the family during the period of Thokan’s claim on him. Cheu tried to argue that it was his Ba’s home, and that he was entitled to remain there. It angered Bilotu so much that he pounced on Cheu, who instead of fighting back preferred to flight. Though he escaped from Bilotu’s onslaught and hid himself in the cattle’s quarter, his panic was not over as he could not find a way out of the dilemma – Bilotu was not letting him to stay with his family and in Thongsa he had to lose his limb and live a life of ignominy, and that too not for an actual crime but for practicing compassion. He was deeply distressed, but soon found an idea of consulting his friend Gannu, who was the wisest person in Lohtsa village.
2.6
On the advice from Gannu, Cheu did a moonlight flit, following the course of the Karnali River, which issued from a source a bit east of the Manas Lake. He kept moving along the river, which traversed the Deul valley. In the morning the next day, he reached the end of the valley where the river ripped the heart of the stony mountain to make its way ahead. The river, which was sluggish in the valley, ran swiftly through twisted canyons, making a deep muffled roar, when constrained by canyon walls. The river wrestled with mighty and obstinate boulders, and when tired of fighting, moved aside skirting around the obstacles fumingly. It would jump into several deep gorges desperately searching for the way ahead.
Cheu continued travelling along the Karnali for almost six days. He was enamoured with swift current, clean water, and panoramic beauty of the shores clad with lush green forests. The days were mostly sunny, barring brief occasions when stray cumulus of clouds obfuscated the azure sky. The nights were cool and starry. During day he travelled; during night he would seek shelter beneath some tree. 
On the seventh day, Cheu reached a place where the Karnali met with a rivulet coming from the east.  He was reluctant to follow the river ahead across the confluence as an uncanny urge prompted him to instead move up the rivulet. Going by his intuitive call, Cheu turned to the left and moved along the left shore of the rivulet.
Cheu might have not travelled long, when he saw a makeshift wooden bridge over the rivulet. It made him understand that some human dwelling was close nearby. He also found some telltale signs which prompted him to turn left and enter a dense forest. Soon he traced a track which bore testimony to human footfalls, which led him to a vast plateau with farmlands, and a pond of clean water surrounded with thick growth of trees laden with fruits.
It was almost afternoon. Cheu was tired due to excruciating heat. Having found the pond, he did not delay throwing his goatskin robe off to the ground, and jumped into the pond. The cool water was so soothing that he dabbled for long, until the thrill was interrupted by some whispers wafting from the bank of the pond, where some women – numbering five or six – were talking in hushed voices:
First: See, who is bathing there in the pond?
Second: It is not the time when a rishi (the seer) takes bath. He seems a stranger, some intruder.
Third: How is it possible? How can an outsider enter our Surkshetra, the abode of rishis? You know this region is impenetrable for strangers. It is not for nothing that this place is called Nepal, protected by our Maharshi Ne.
Fourth: He appears to be some god from heaven.
First: See, he is naked, clearly visible in the water.
Second: See, how strong his body and limbs are!
Third: See, how charming and handsome he looks! So youthful!
Fourth: He may be Kamdev, the god of desire, from heaven.
The First laughed, teasing: “You always think of Kamdev. Go; have your kam, the desire, satiated to your fill.”
All laughed boisterously. It attracted Cheu’s attention. Timidly he rushed out of water, and hastily put on his goatskin robe. Meanwhile, two rishikumars, the rishi youths, who were passing nearby, were attracted by peals of women’s laughter. Enraged at the sight of an outsider, they pounced on him, demanding to know his name and how he happened to be there. Cheu did speak something to them they could not understand. They took him to Maharshi Ne.
2.7
The region, called Surkshetra, was an idyllic place peopled by the rishis of Bhargava gotra, who claimed to have descended from the ancient fire-priest Bhrigu. The Bhargavas were credited with instituting the ritual of offering Somras, the juice of the Soma plant, to the Vedic deities. Some of them were warriors; some were priests, and many were the seers and composers of Rigvedic hymns. They sported a thread hanging from the left shoulder to the right waist. They considered this thread very pious and observed many rules for maintaining its sanctity.
Bhargavas of Surkshetra were the people devoted to the clan faith and scholarship, and farming and cattle-rearing. Their terraced farmlands were scattered across the plateau, and their cattle consisted mainly of cows that they loved and venerated a lot. They spoke Sanskrit, the language of the refined, and pursued studies very vigorously. Most of them were sententious, and some were real prigs, considering themselves a chaste and holy race, and outsiders, though they had hardly come across them, as rustic and less virtuous. But, their patron, Maharshi Ne was a different person and he always disapproved of such pretentions. He had been to far-off places in plains and had interacted with various virtuous people.
While the two rishikumars were taking Cheu to Maharshi Ne, they were followed by the women at the pond and joined en route by other rishis working in the nearby fields. They all were astonished to see Cheu as they had never seen an outsider in Surkshetra. To them, this person, despite all his divine countenance, was a bumpkin as he could not speak or understand Sanskrit.
Maharshi Ne’s Ashram, a small shanty of straw, was located a bit away from a village of about twenty-five shanties. These were the shanties of family-raising rishis, and each such shanty was enclosed with a cattle’s yard and a fireplace in the forecourt. Each evening when a rishi or his son, rishikumar, returned from grazing his cows in the forest, performed, along with the whole family sitting around the fire, a ritual called yagya, the sacrifice, by putting purified butter in the fire and singing hymns from the Rig Veda.
The children, both boys and girls, used to go daily to Maharshi Ne’s Ashram for schooling.  The elders would assemble at the Ashram occasionally, particularly on the eleventh day of each fortnight, which was a holiday in the area. On this day, they observed fast and performed various rituals, listened to sermons from Maharshi Ne, and held religious discourses under his tutelage. Besides, they all, men and women, except children, gathered there for drinking Somras, once a month, on the full moon night. The Somras, prepared afresh by Maharshi Ne, was served personally by him to everybody in a shining moon-shaped silver chalice. For children it was administered by the Maharshi once a month during the school time in a mini chalice.
Among the whole clan Maharshi Ne was the only person who knew, and was authorized to know, how to prepare Somras from the Som plant, which only he could identify in the forest. Somras was considered capable of healing the ills of body, and freeing the mind from the concerns of the body. The Maharshi, who was also the medicine man of the clan, believed that sickness was the consequence of sin.
Another secret, only Maharshi Ne was privy to, was the Samhita, a treatise, written on birch barks by his grandfather, Maharshi Bhrigu on the science of astrology. The Samhita, which had been handed over secretly by Bhrigu from his deathbed to his son Shukr for safe custody with instruction that the book should not fall into wrong hands, had reached Ne in succession of inheritance.
In the complete privacy of nights, Ne had been perusing the book, which he once found making a prophecy that an incarnation of God would descend on the bank of a lake in the pious mountains. It was quite intriguing and tormenting for Ne as he was swarmed by inquisitive thoughts as to whether he would ever be fortunate to see the incarnate and if he happened to be so how could he recognise him. He would keep returning to the Samhita seeking answers to his questions. The Samhita, being written in codes difficult to decipher, would appear cannily silent to Ne’s questions. When techniques taught by his father Shukr to decrypt the text were not of much avail, Ne followed his advice that the Samhita would reveal the real import of a context when the text would be read repeatedly with concentration and devotion. Eventually, after many nights devoted to persistent perusal, the Samhita had once twinkled with an indication that the incarnate would bear a mauve spot on his neck.    
The Maharshi, who was busy teaching children in front of his Ashram, was ruffled to see the whole village coming in a procession towards his Ashram. At the helm were two rishikumars bringing a gorgeous youth, who looked a bit perplexed. When they came closer, the Maharshi asked anxiously, “What’s the matter? Who is he?” The two rishikumars replied almost in unison, “This is an intruder, and was caught bathing in the pond”.
Maharshi Ne went closer, in consternation, to the detainee, and glowered at him. His countenance changed completely, when he gazed for a while at Cheu’s bluish neck, and exclaimed exuberantly, “Lord! Lord Neelkanth!” He immediately prostrated before the youth, who nervously demurred, “No, I am not the Lord, nor am I Neelkanth. You are mistaken. I am Cheu.”
The Maharshi seemed to be spiritually so surcharged at the moment that he was oblivious to what the youth said. He gestured the villagers as well as the students with a languid wave of hand to immediately leave the Ashram, and took Cheu inside his shanty. There he petitioned Cheu, complaining, “Lord, I have been waiting for you for so long.” When Cheu again demurred at being called the lord, Ne smiled, intoning: “Lord, I know who you are. Our ancestral book has already prophesied about you. Later, Mother Goddess revealed to me in vision that you have arrived on the earth, and also that you will bless me by visiting this place.” The Maharshi waited for a short while, looking for Cheu’s response, and when found him silent and indifferent, continued to speak, “The Mother Goddess, who purported to have planned a role for herself by coming on the earth to participate in your divine Play, has assigned me some tasks concerning you. Grant me permission and capacity to accomplish that.”
The same day, Maharshi took Cheu on a journey to the south. Having crossed over the rivulet through the wooden bridge, he took Cheu through dense forests, high mountains, glaciers, valleys, and along some rivers, crossing their tributaries. For six days they travelled, feeding on the fruits available in the forests and drinking water from springs and streams, besides a regular use of Somras, which the Maharshi was carrying secretly.
On the seventh day, they reached almost the end of the mountainous terrain. After travelling further for about a half of a day, they arrived at an open even field along the River Ganga.




Chapter three
Shiv
3.1
Maharshi Panini had established a university called Vishwayatan at an idyllic place at the foot of the Himalayas along the River Ganga in the country of Uttarakuru. The place had acquired an acronym of Rishikesh after the rishis, seers, with long kesh, hair, dwelling in the area. A settlement of huts and cottages roofed with conical thatches was the campus of the university. Maharshi Panini was its Kulpati, the chancellor, as well as Kulguru, the head teacher.
There were more than a hundred gurus, the teachers, to teach about five thousand students, who were all boarders. A student was admitted at the age of five and was required to stay in the university till the age of twenty-five, when he completed his studies properly. The studies were pursued in five disciplines – Gyan:   humanities and social sciences, Vigyan: material sciences, Adhyatma: spiritual sciences, Kalaa: fine arts, and Shastra: arms training.
3.2
Maharshi Panini was extremely reticent about his personal life. But, the students would whisper piquantly as to how the Kulpati was declared a dunce by his teacher in his school days and then dispossessed by his displeased father. The destitute boy then had wandered here and there before eventually seeking refuge in a hermit at the place where Vishwayatan later came up. The hermit had carved a genius out of the featherbrained boy with a dint of stupendous studies and a dab of blessings. The once despised son of a disdainful father Pani and sorrowful mother Dakshi, of Pushkalavati in Gandhar region of Brahmadesh, emerged a trailblazer revolutionary in the field of education, capitalizing on the bitterness of his boyhood and brilliance of intellect acquired at the feet of the hermit. Panini, who was given this name after his father’s name Pani, imbibed the characteristic reticence from his far-gravely reticent hermit, the students would wisecrack.  
Panini, as a boy, had suffered miseries at the hands of his grumpy guru, who ran a gurukul, the family of the taught, saddling the pupils with the drab lessons to learn by rote. The boy, who preferred to close his mind in repulsion to inane extremities of his guru, was on the lookout for liberation – of self and the system of education. The release was serendipitous, blessed by the kind-hearted hermit.
In his own liberation, Panini found the liberation of education system from the clutches of extremely individualistic and authoritarian gurus, by founding Vishwayatan, a university open to all. He brought learned persons and great teachers on one platform so as to provide a holistic education through interdisciplinary studies and research. He was always open to new thoughts, and was innovative in adopting new ways of imparting good education.
3.3
Maharshi Ne, along with Cheu, went straight to the Kulpati Niwas, the residence of Maharshi Panini, which was located on the top of a grassy mound in a secluded corner of the campus. Panini was surprised to see Ne’s sudden arrival, though he was the visiting Paramacharya, the professor, but his visits had always been well scheduled.
Panini was overwhelmed with joy, when Ne revealed that the accompanying youth was Lord Neelkanth himself brought there for studies. Ne also divulged, in a hushed voice, what Mother Goddess had revealed in the vision, particularly her instruction that the Lord be imparted education in all disciplines at Panini’s new school, and also that Lord’s real identity be kept hidden to let him avail the benefits of an ordinary student.
A new syllabus was prepared by a committee comprising the heads of five streams of studies, under supervision of Panini and Ne, keeping in view the age of Cheu being much higher than the normal age for admission. The whole course of twenty years was squeezed in a capsule of five years, one year each for five streams of studies. The real identity of the Lord was, however, protected from the heads also.
The name of Cheu got inadvertently changed to Shiv in the records of the university, due to it being pronounced so in Sanskrit. It was later accepted by Cheu also as the word, meaning the benefactor, suited well to his benevolent persona. But when he was asked to wear the university uniform, he expressed reluctance. Though, he shed off his goatskin robe and instead agreed on wrapping a tiger-skin robe offered by Maharshi Panini.
The visit of Maharshi Ne was decided to be utilized  by the Vidwat Parishad, the academic council, of the university by organizing a  discourse on the topic “Compassion: the Essence of Spirituality”. Maharshi Ne was widely acclaimed as a great seer, composer of many hymns of the Rigveda, and a thoroughly pious person. Listening to him was considered a great opportunity.
The next day after the evening prayers, Maharshi Ne delivered the talk in the open house of the university. The audience, consisting of the students, teachers and the chancellor, were enthralled over the talk. The question-answer session just after the talk was well utilized by the teachers and senior students for getting their doubts clarified and gaining more enlightenment on the topic. The younger students, who were not able to appreciate the talk, were a tad irritation as they indulged in teasing the fellow students by nudging each other and whistling from behind their lips, sometimes laughing unnecessarily, and joining the chorus of appreciation mischievously loudly. Except for their disconcerted class teachers, the elders only smiled over their playful puerility.
Shiv liked the serene and scholarly ambience of the university, and was happy to find new friends there. Some students mocked at his age and tiger-skin robe, though they all were deeply impressed by his amazingly cool countenance. He emerged as a friend of all, though he was close to only two - Narad and Dadhichi. Together, they were famously known on the campus as mitratrayi, the troika, and wielded immense influence among students and teachers.
Narada, son of Brahma, was a lanky, flighty boy. He was a past master in sly tricks and wisecracks, though pure and pious at heart. This contrast in Narad’s character had endeared him to Shiv. Another very great trait of his character was that he was a genius in music and was blessed with a very sweet and melodious voice. He had invented Veena, a stringed musical instrument. He used to roam on the campus freely and fearlessly, humming some self-composed song and tinkling with his wiry fingers Veena tucked to a side of his torso.
Dadhichi, whose real name was Dadhyan, was son of Maharshi Atharvan, who was a great seer and lead author of the Atharva Veda. Despite belonging to a great ancestry of seers who had composed many high hymns in praise of gods like Agni and Indra, Dadhichi was a keen student of human psychology. He would remain absorbed in himself, contemplating and analysing intricacies of human mind, and discussing them with Shiv.
Shiv was surprised to see the usually thoughtful Dadhichi wandering one day in the woods, glowering at flowers and bees. Another day, Dadhichi approached Shiv with a small vial containing some viscous material and asked him to taste the content. Mused with a new fad of his philosopher friend, Shiv tasted a bit the viscous liquid and purred smilingly, “It’s honey. Is it not? What’s new in it?” Dadhichi squealed with unusual delight, “A lot, my dear friend! This sweet liquid has got a great secret hidden in its bosom.” When pressed by Shiv, he revealed the secret, talking philosophically:
“Shiv, you must have seen bees hovering around flowers of various plants. The bees collect saps from various flowers – sweet, sour, bland, bitter, and so on – and skilfully create a unique product called honey that you have just tasted. If we utilise this skill of honey-bees analogically to find the nectar of life, it would be a great spiritual discovery for human beings. If the soul engages the mind in collecting experiences from various emotions of life and then makes out a solution, the whole of the miseries of life would come to an end.”
Shiv, who would remain impressed by Dadhichi’s otherwise philosophical talent, was surprised this time as how keenly Dadhichi had observed a usual phenomenon of nature and excellently utilised the analogy in finding a solution to miseries caused by mental vagaries. Shiv prided in friendship with such a great philosopher, and advised him to keep his discovery secret only to be disclosed at an opportune time. Meanwhile, Dadhichi named it Madhu Vidya, the science of honey.  
By the end of his five-year course, Shiv was a learned person, with specialization in many fields. He excelled in higher studies by doing valuable research propounding some very revolutionary theories. His thesis on how to improve the lot of the downtrodden was extolled as a revolutionary contribution to Social Studies in the Gyan stream. In Vigyan stream, he researched on the therapeutic and spiritual benefits of the seeds of Rudraksh trees, which grew in abundance in the area, besides submitting a dissertation on the ‘compassionate ways of rearing domestic cattle’ in animal husbandry. In Adhyatma stream, his work on tracing the root cause of human suffering was highly hailed by philosophers and spiritualists alike.  In the field of applied Adhyatma, he developed a new method of meditation by focusing consciousness between the eyebrows at the forehead, and named it Trinetra Dhyan. In the field of music in Kalaa stream, he invented a new instrument by uniting the bottom of two small drums and attaching two knotted strings, in the middle, as strikers. He named it Damru, and played it by waving a single hand. To showcase the easy maneuvering and immense spiritual importance of the instrument, he held many performances in the university, and was successful in keeping the audience spellbound on almost all occasions of the rendition.  The new instrument was soon elevated on a par with the classical instruments like Veena and Mridangam. In the histrionic art, he opted for dance and evolved a new dance form named Tandav, which he would perform to control his anger when felt wronged and ridiculed by fellow students over his age or dress.
In the stream of Shastra, the martial art, Shiv initiated a revolutionary change by introducing a completely new system based on his belief in compassion: not conflict, defence: not offence, and healing: not hurting. He did not lend credence to the legendary weapons of mass destruction, which were much talked about by students and teachers in the classes. He distanced himself even from the Dhanurvidya, the science of archery, and Lauhmusthi, the swordsmanship. Armed with firm belief in compassion, Shiv would insist that compassion could be a competent weapon to fight against any evil. However, after persistent arguments from his friends, he accepted Vajramushti, the pugilism, as a means of self-defence, but with certain reservations. He improved on Vajramushti by bringing in various innocuous angles to it, and presented a new system of defence trussed up by slight offence. He identified eighteen sensitive spots in human body and evolved manners and measures of causing hits with fists in order to concuss or invalidate an opponent for a brief period. In evolving the method of such hitting he insisted on his avowed policy of causing the least hurt to anybody, even a sworn enemy. He hoped that the method could further be evolved, after research and experiments, as a system of healing by causing measured hitting on certain parts of human body. He named it Marmaaghat, meaning hitting the vital spots.
Shiv’s teachers did not appreciate his approach to the study of Shastra, and insisted that Shiv should do some work on a real weapon.  Reluctantly, Shiv developed a new weapon named Trishul, trident, by improvising and adding two more blades to a simple spear. But, fearing that the weapon invented by him could be used in causing harms to creatures, he hurriedly framed some strict rules for those wielding a trident, insisting that only those who could maintain equipoise even on the face of grave provocation could qualify for wielding a trident. He epitomised this ideal himself by adhering to the rule while carrying the trident.
3.4
As was his wont, Panini was concerned about advancement of knowledge and improvement on education. His concern brought him to the realization that people needed a dynamic language to cater to the needs of growing quest for knowledge. Though he appreciated the communication skill of the rishis, he was aware that people would not limit themselves to singing hymns only, and would certainly need to move ahead towards secular knowledge. He felt the need to move away from the archaic language of Vedas and seek a language for free thinkers. He wanted to create a structured communication channel, which could be accepted universally. For this, he needed to evolve a set of rules and patterns, followed by all.  
Panini was busy with the project, making experiments through agitated days and sleepless nights. He tried all what were humanly possible, but failed miserably. His dream seemed shattered.
Panini had little faith in the gods resident in the sky, and therefore he never ventured to pray to them for help. He believed that help for a demotic language should come from someone earthly. But he again failed in his search of a person who could lead him to the accomplishment of his enterprise. The failure made him desperate; he was on the brink of insanity.
Eventually, a ray of hope glimmered when he thought of seeking help from Shiv, a person who he believed was a living god. But his delight soon dashed when Shiv denied divinity being thrust upon him. Panini was firm in his belief, invoking Shiv that his arrival on the earth was meant for the welfare of people. Shiv eventually yielded to the persistent pressure from his guru.
On the new moon night in that spring, Panini reached Tekri, a knoll at a secluded place along the upstream Ganga, where Shiv used to go secretly for meditation. Crouching behind a bush, Panini remained awake the whole night. In the brahmamuhurta, the hour of gods, early in the morning, when it was a thick silence all around, Panini heard beats of Shiv’s damru wafting from a far rock. The sonorous sound of the damru cast such a magic spell on Panini that he fell in deep trance, conscious only to the beats of the damaru:
Aiun -  rilrik – eon – aiauch -  haivarat – lan – namanaņanam – jhabhan – ghadhadhas -  javagadadas – khaphachathathacatatav – kapay -  śaşasar – hal.
These fourteen sound notes hammered at the door of Panini’s inner consciousness, opening it to revelation. Panini remained there for hours immersed in enlightenment. The next evening, he returned, as if possessed, to his hut and retired, drowning himself in deep meditation. Two days later, he awoke charged with power to perceive what Shiv had intended to convey to him through the beats. Panini succeeded in decoding the sound notes, which were otherwise unintelligible to ordinary people. He found fifty-one letters of alphabet of a language, which was subsequently known as laukik, demotic, Sanskrit. He would treat these fifty-one alphabets very reverentially and believed that each letter of the alphabet was source of great energy. Out of deference to them, he fancied wearing varnamala, garland of letters, around his neck. 
Panini raised a great edifice of grammar on the foundation of the fourteen sound notes, celebrated later as the Shiv Sutra, Shiv’s formula. Panini’s great creation was famously known as the Ashtadhyayi, the eight-chapter book. It earned him reverence across the world as a pioneer in the field of grammar and linguistics, serving as a beacon light for the millennia to come. 
3.5
Special convocation was organized to confer the degree of Acharya, the Masters, on Shiv on completion of his studies. Panini, the Kulpati, honoured Shiv by wrapping a garland of Rudraksh beads around the conch-shaped bun on his head. While conferring the degree, Panini bowed down to Shiv, with folded hands, tears in eyes, and crying: “Lord, Lord”.
The whole assembly was stunned to see the Kulpati stooping so low to a student.  Sensing the strangeness of the situation, Shiv swiftly raised Panini up in his arms and touched his feet, saying: “Gurudev, I am your Shiv, not a Lord.” 
Panini, unable to control his emotions, left the dais in a haste and ran towards his residence. Shiv was surrounded by the teachers and students who barraged him with queries, asking whether he was some Lord. Shiv emphatically denied, bemoaning that they were doing their Shiv an injustice by unnecessarily pushing him to the uncalled for divinity.
Panini, the Kulpati, was himself present along with whole of the university people, breaking all barriers of protocol, to see off Shiv on the occasion of his departure from Vishwayatan. Two students, who had just completed their studies, were detailed, with a secret briefing from the Kulpati, to accompany Shiv up to the border of Surkshetra.
Panini was again overwhelmed with emotions over separation from Shiv. Though he tried his best not to betray his feelings so that not to give one more occasion to the teachers and students to suspect Shiv’s real identity, he failed. His bizarre behaviour stoked the suspicion further that Shiv was God incarnate. When confronted for confirmation of the suspected godhood by his friends with whom he studied for five years, Shiv just smiled to reject their conjecture, and to indicate that the assumption was caused due to intense meditations by the headstrong Maharshis, and, of course, their kindness and affection to him.
3.6
On the seventh day, Shiv and party crossed the wooden bridge over the rivulet and stood on the border of Surkshetra. The leader of the team, who was confidentially briefed by Panini, asked them to stay there for a while, and went away, hurriedly counting twenty paces in the north-eastern direction. He looked for a tall deodar tree with a figure of human face appearing engraved on its trunk. From there, he went hundred and eight paces towards east and found a huge walnut tree. As instructed, he climbed the tree, went up to the branch forking out towards north, and was successful in finding out a thin rope tied with the branch. He pulled the rope five times so that he could, as was told, send a signal to Maharshi Ne that some friendly people were waiting for him at the border near the wooden bridge.
After about two hours, a group of rishis led by Maharshi Ne arrived there. The team leader took Maharshi Ne promptly aside to privacy and handed over him a small wooden casket given by Panini. Ne retrieved from the casket a bhojpatra, the birch bark, containing a message written in codes known only to a close group of Maharshi cronies. Quickly deciphering the message, Ne was astounded to know how the Lord had revealed the sutras of language to Panini. He was so stunned that he stared at Shiv stupefied for some moments. He bowed Shiv with an abundant reverence, while others were busy in attending to Shiv’s companions, taking them to a hut erected for use as a guest house, where they were lodged to rest and then to go back.
Shiv was taken straight to Maharshi Ne’s Ashram. The next day, he was taken by the Maharshi into the interior of the forest, where he was shown the Som plant, and the next two days he was taught by the Maharshi the process of preparing and enriching Somras. It was for the first time in the history of Surkshetra that the tradition of passing the knowledge of Somras from one Maharshi to another in complete privacy was broken and an outsider was made privy to the science.
3.7
Maharshi Ne had become a committed devotee of Shiv, though Shiv would play it down. Spurred by Panini’s account about how Shiv had revealed sutras to him, Ne often appealed fervently to Shiv that he be blessed with a vision of the Absolute Truth. Though initially reluctant, Shiv, under persistent petitions from Ne, relented, speaking: “You need not seek Truth as it would dawn on you at an opportune time, when you are ready for that. When this opportune time will occur nobody knows. So, one should remain in readiness to receive the Truth as it may come anytime, in any form, through any channel.”
Ne sensed what Shiv was alluding to, and remained in readiness to receive the Truth. He closed his school sine die, put a ban on visitors, and indulged in extreme austerities with a view to prepare himself for the ultimate gain. Oblivious of Ne’s preparations, Shiv remained immersed, most of the time, in deep meditation, and when not, would bask in trance, playing damru leisurely.
One day, after meditation for almost the whole day, Shiv started playing his damru in the evening:
Dim dim dim dim Dimuk dimuk dim
Dim dim dim dum Dimuk dimuk dum
Dim dim dum dum Dum dimik dimik dim
Dum dum dum dim Dumuk dumuk dum
Dim dum dim dum Dimuk dim dimuk dim.
Ne was initially incognisant of the beats, remaining insouciant that it was a routine of Shiv to thus play his damru. But, soon, he discovered that the sound was different that day, it was calling, it was pulling, it was compelling, it was revealing something. When he fine-tuned his attention, he realized that the sound was loaded with some commandments:
I am immortal, come to me.
I am Truth, come to me.
I am Consciousness; come to me.
I am Bliss, come to me.
I live in Now, I am in All.
Come tearing the veil off.
Come post-haste, come complete.
I am waiting for you.
I am the Ultimate in You.
By the time Shiv finished playing damru, Ne was in deep meditation. Shiv caressed Ne’s head affectionately, pushing him further to the depth of consciousness. The whole night, the whole day and the whole next night, Ne was in deep meditation. On the next morning, he came to his senses, and bowed at the feet of Shiv who stood there patting on his back with his right hand.
Ne revelled in union with Shiv and attained sayujya, the ultimate identification of the individual with the Supreme. Eventually, he arose, uttering Shivoham, Shivoham, I am Shiv, I am Shiv. It led him to subsequently evolve the non-dualistic discipline of devotion to Shiv by name of Ahamagrahopasna, the worship by supreme assertion.
Though Ne admitted that the supreme bliss of union with Shiv was ineffable, he authored a book titled Shiv Samaadesh, the Commandments of Shiv, explaining and elaborating the mystic maxims received from beats of Shiv’s damru.
3.8
Shiv wanted to return to his village in Deul; to be with his Nandi, his Dhenu, Gannu, and Bhero. He had been missing them for quite long. He was aware that the punishment pronounced on him by the village court was still waiting for him. But he was free from all fears now. The university education had empowered him with an intellectual toughness, and spiritual awakening by persistent practice of Trinetra Meditation had elevated him to the highest level of self-actualisation. Divinity had dawned on him as destined and designed by Mother Goddess.
3.9
Back home at his village Lohtsa, Shiv went straight to the house of his friend Gannu. Gannu was delighted to see Cheu who, he immediately noticed, was a completely changed person.              Cheu was glowing with a divine aura, looking very handsome and youthful. He had a new hairstyle - hair tied on head in a conch-shaped bun decorated with a circlet of some brown beads, which he called Rudraksh. He was wearing bracelets of Rudraksh on his wrists and arms, besides a garland of Rudraksh hanging from his neck across his chest down unto navel.  Most astonishing was his tiger-skin robe wrapped around his waist, instead of the goatskin. Gannu was fascinated by trishul Cheu was holding in his right hand, and the damru hanging from the middle blade of the trishul.  Gannu asked many questions about them, closely scrutinizing and touching them. He prided in his friend’s intelligence and innovation for inventing such great things. But he was astounded to know that his friend was no more Cheu but Shiv. Gannu though liked the sonority of the new name.
Shiv, on the other hand, was desperate to know about the people of his village Lohtsa and those of the rival village Thongsa. Gannu was more inclined to know more and more about Shiv – the places he visited and the people he met. Shiv sulked and denied to divulge anything more about him until Gannu talked about the villagers.
Gannu informed that Thokan, the Goba of village Thongsa, had died, and his son Kenka, a devious person and a childhood opponent of Shiv, was now Goba. Shiv’s Nandi was well, but Dhenu had died. Shiv was peeved over sad news of Dhenu’s death as she was like his mother, having reared him as a child with her milk.
Shiv pressed Gannu to tell more about Dhenu and what caused her death. Gannu wanted to close the matter by telling in a huff that she died because of old age. But when he saw Shiv still sulking, he told in a hushed voice that his uncle Bilotu had killed her. Shiv’s face immediately turned red with rage, but trying to keep his cool he urged Gannu to tell the details without fear.
Soon after Shiv had fled from Deul, Dhenu had gone dry. She was disinclined to give milk.  Bilotu was enraged that Dhenu was not too old to be spared. He doubted that Dhenu was deliberately withholding her milk. Initially, he coaxed her into behaving but when he found her more obstinate he started perpetrating excesses on her, first beating her and Nandi with sticks and then denying fodder to them. He later spared Nandi, considering him useful for the family. But Dhenu for want of food and frequent beatings grew very old and weak. One day, Bilotu pushed her from a cliff, and spread a rumour that Dhenu died due to falling accidently. Later, he collected beef from the glens and ate it all up happily, along with his family.
From Gannu’s home, Shiv went straight to the cliff from where Dhenu was pushed down. His eyes welled up with tears, thinking how mother Dhenu could have suffered immense pain when fallen in the glen. Shiv climbed down slowly from the cliff and tracing the site reached the place where Dhenu might have fallen. He sat in meditation there, offering prayers for the departed creature.
The next day, Shiv climbed the mountain, looking for a suitable place where he could plant the seedlings of Rudraksha and Som, which were gifted to him by Maharshi Panini and Maharshi Ne, respectively. He soon spotted a terrace on the lee side of a huge rock, and planted the saplings. With his knowledge in agriculture earned at Vishwayatan, he made improvisations to create conditions conducive to plantation. 
Shiv climbed up further, looking for a hideout to set up his laboratory for preparing and enriching Somras. He found one such place closer to the Kailash peak.
Shiv eventually reached the snow-clad Kailash peak, dreaded as abode of spirits and ghosts. He was overawed with serenity and illumination prevailing at the peak. He enjoyed being there, and wished that it could be a home to him, where he could pursue tapasya, the austerities, leaving behind bickerings of the villages below. Ridiculing that the people unnecessarily feared this serene place, he laughed heartily. He was happy that he might carry on his meditations at the peak undisturbed by the people.
3.10
Back home, Shiv was not welcomed by his uncle Bilotu. But, the young girls and boys of the family were attracted to him, though for different reasons - girls due to Shiv’s sultry masculinity, and boys because of Shiv’s trishul and damru, and his hairstyle and Rudraksh. Nevertheless, none dared to let Shiv stay with the family for fear of Bilotu. Shiv staked claim to his right to stay at his home at Lohtsa, arguing with Bilotu that the house belonged to his Ba. He had, however, to withdraw, when Bilotu grew aggressive, and rejected even Shiv’s demand for owning Nandi. Shiv did not like squabbles with Bilotu over right to stay with the family who had no love for him. It was Nandi only in the family, who deserved love from Shiv. That’s why, while fleeing to the Kailash, Shiv walked Nandi also.
Shiv was so happy with Nandi at Kailash. He sank into meditation day and night, and ultimately arrived at the apex of the Absolute Consciousness. Out of sheer bliss Shiv suddenly started beating his Damru. Nandi, who was sitting beside Shiv as a true acolyte all along without having any food or water, got alarmed over the resonating beats of damru, and looked curiously to Shiv, raising his ears, as if asking, “What happened?” Shiv, who was an expert in communicating with animals since childhood, smiled mysteriously to Nandi, acknowledging that being his closest friend Nandi deserved to be privy to the enlightenment he had just acquired. Shiv whispered the great knowledge in Nandi’s raised right ear. Blessed with the great knowledge, Nandi sprang up dancing, rejoicing and expressing gratitude to his benefactor. Shiv played damru in a rapture and Nandi was dancing under spell – both ecstatically.    
Soon after the enlightenment, Shiv along with Nandi climbed down to the plateau of plantation, which he had named Anand Kanan, the garden of bliss. There he had grown Som plant, Rudraksha and some other trees, besides grass fodder for Nandi. There they had food to their fill and drank Somras from the brewery. They stayed there for some time discussing issues at the villages below. When Nandi recounted how Bilotu pushed the old Dhenu from the cliff to kill her feigning it an accident, Shiv’s rage again surged. It could subside only after Shiv danced Tandav for hours together in great excitement and agitation. The ground under Shiv’s feet trembled like a thin paper and sky above appeared whirling with furious movements of his wildly waving hands.  Nandi remained a silent onlooker, lost in prayers.
3.11
A strange person of gaunt looks reached Lohtsa, playing a Veena and singing slowly something like Narain, Narain. He demanded to see Shiv, telling that he was his friend Narad. None of the villagers was aware of any person named Shiv belonging to that village, while Narad was desperate to deliver a message brought from Panini, the Kulpati of Vishwayatan, to Shiv. The more Narad insisted that Shiv had told him to be belonging to village Lohtsa in Deul valley, the more the villagers denied of knowing any such person.
Luckily, Gannu, who was away on a business trip with his father, returned at the nick of time to the village and came to know about Narad’s desperate search for Shiv. Amidst peals of laughter he admitted that he knew that person, and to the astonishment to the villagers he revealed that Cheu was Shiv. However, relief for Narad did not last for long as there was a problem as to how to contact Shiv who was in self-exile at the forbidden peak. Gannu also did not know solution to this problem as he could not dare to think to access the abode of spirits. Narad was very angry over the villagers and decided to go himself alone up to the peak to meet Shiv as he had to comply with the order of the Gurudev by conveying the message to Shiv.
Narad started clambering up the Mount Meru, engrossed in the thoughts of meeting Shiv, forgetting playing his one-stringed instrument, and even breaking his obsessive recitation of “Narain – Narain”, and instead repeating “Shiv – Shiv”. Intermittently, he would squeal Shiv Shiv like a desperate child.
Shiv was chit-chatting with Nandi at Anand Kanan, when he heard someone calling him entreatingly. After sometime the call became shriller and clearer, enabling him to realize that the voice appeared to be familiar. In a few moments he recognised that the call was from his friend Narad who was coming up calling him. Immediately, Shiv rushed down followed by Nandi, to receive Narad.
Their meeting was so surcharged with emotions that it defied all descriptions. Who could describe the meeting of two bosom friends, togetherness of two alumni, and above all the divine union of Bhakta and Bhagwan? Only those having accumulated virtues through births after births or one who had desire deep at the core of one’s being could appreciate the secret of this union.
The two friends, along with Nandi, came down immediately to Lohtsa, called Gannu, and sent a word for Bhero to Thongsa to immediately move with them on an important mission, on the call of Maharshi Panini.     




Chapter four
Sati
4.1
King Daksha Prajapati ruled Jambudweep, the continent of blackberry, from the capital Mayawati, situated at the foot of the Himalayas where the River Ganga entered the vast plains lying ahead. From his Queen Veerini, he had fathered three daughters – Aditi, Diti, and Sati. The eldest, Aditi and the middle, Diti were married to Maharshi Kashyap. The youngest, Sati was yet unmarried, though had come of age for wedlock.
Kashyap was a Maharshi, the great seer, famous for his scholarship, sedulity and vigour. He had envisioned and composed many hymns of the Rig Veda, but he was more famed, particularly among his kin, for procuring the land of Kashmeer. It was said that during his wanderings in his youth Kashyap had once happened to arrive at a vast reservoir of water surrounded by mighty mountains in the Himalayas. Smitten by the beauty and serenity of the region, Kashyap wished to turn the vast lake into a land, fit for an idyllic settlement. The energetic and indefatigable Kashyap launched into working on an ambitious but arduous task to make a big hole at the foot of the southern mountain at Varahmula. When the water drained out through the tunnel dug out in the southern mountain, a beautiful flat land emerged, which later came to be known as the Valley of Kashmir. Kashyap brought his kin and other Brahmins from the plains and settled them in the Valley. He opened a school of Vedic learning, which attracted scholars and students from across the world.
Princess Aditi, the eldest daughter of King Daksha Prajapati, was a noble and kind-hearted young lady. She fell in love with the young and handsome Kashyap, when he once visited her father at Mayavati. She was mad in love with the Brahmin youth, who seduced her by telling the stories of his venture of bringing about Kashmeer. King Daksha Prajapati had to yield to Aditi’s insistence, and she was reluctantly married off to the poor Brahmin youth. But Aditi was very happy to avail herself of Kashyap’s love, enjoying conjugation with him in the Valley.  In due course, she was blessed with seven sons known as Adityas, the progeny of Aditi. They were called Devas, the illuminated ones, and were named Varun, Mitra, Aryaman, Bhag, Ansh, Dhatri, and Indra. As was their mother’s wont, they all followed rit, the law of righteousness. They were virtuous and upright, brave and courageous, and protector of the weak and righteous.
His lust not satiated with mere Aditi, Kashyap set his eyes on Diti, who was sultrier and sly. Her voluptuousness had a huge crush on Kashyap. Envious of romantic escapades – mostly fantasized - of her elder sister, Diti was all willing to taste and own Kashyap. This enabled Kashyap to easily seduce Diti, who was eventually married off to him by sulking parents.
Diti and Kashyap would indulge in orgies of wild lovemaking, without bothering for Aditi. In due course, they produced three sons, named Hiranyaksha, Hiranyakashipu, and Virochan, and two daughters, named Holika and Kaikesi.  They all were known as Daityas, the progeny of Diti. Contrary to Devas, Daityas were yielded to maya, the power of illusion and delusion. They were cruel and quarrelsome, bearing all wickedness of their mother. They all were giants - the males wielding deadly weapons of mass destruction, and females wearing jewellery the size of boulders. The diabolic mother always approved of the devilish activities of her offspring, and even encouraged them to indulge in evils.  With villainous jealousy against Aditi and her Deva sons, she would provoke Daityas against their half-brother Devas, and encourage them to rob the Devas of their riches and women.
Unfazed by frequent fights between his sons, Kashyap continued to keep his lust for women thriving. This time, he was targeting to seduce his youngest sister-in-law, Sati. Sati was the most beautiful among her sisters. Once when she visited her sisters in Kashmir Valley, Kashyap was after her, stalking and wooing, telling dirty jokes and making immodest proposals. In craziness to win her over he even named a beautiful lake in the Valley Sati Sarovar, after her name. But, it was all in vain as Sati showed no interest in the old, amorous and stale person. He even attempted to shamelessly seek her hands from his parents-in-law, but was denied.
4.2
Sati being the youngest was pampered a lot by her parents. Not happy with the marriage of their two elder daughters with a mere Maharshi, the parents aimed to seek a Param Purush, the perfect man, for Sati. But it was not an easy task as they faced many tough questions: who is a Param Purush; how to identify him, and where to find him? Daksh and Veerini had arguments between themselves, but could not arrive at unanimity. Discussions were held with ministers and courtiers also, but consensus on the vexed issue still eluded. Ultimately, Daksh approached the Saptarishis, the seven rishis, with his problem, and appealed them to conference and find a solution. The Saptarshi Mandal, the club of the seven rishis, held umpteen rounds of deliberations, examining the concept of Param Purush and ascertaining the ideals essential for him. Their debates led them to nowhere, but to a recommendation that a competition be held to find out that person.
The king had no option but to accede to the recommendation. A committee was constituted to suggest the course of the competition to select the perfect man. This committee charted a set of tests in five categories: javelin throw to assess the strength in the arms of the competitor, animal race with the competitor riding on its back to assess control of the person on animals, performance of dance to assess body’s suppleness and its response to expression of tender feelings, music to assess the competitor’s capability in fine arts, and oration on the topic “Supreme Virtue of the Perfect Man”.
The committee had set two essential prerequisites for the competitors: first, the competitor must hail from a royal lineage or he should be son of a chieftain, and second, he must not have been convicted by any court.
Maharshi Panini, being a great educationist and close friend of Daksha, figured on the committee. He perceived the ideal of a perfect man only keeping his most brilliant disciple Shiv in mind. Though he had firm belief that Shiv was an incarnation of God, he was apprehensive of his likely failings and limitations while playing an assumed human role. So, during the deliberations, he attempted, though unsuccessfully, to effect dilution of the two prerequisites to suit Shiv.
While wide publicity about the event was being made across Jambudweep, Aryavarta, Dakshinavarti, and Vindhyatavi up to Dandakaranya, Maharshi Panini was anxious that it might not reach the village in hard-to-access Deul Valley where Shiv lived. He was further concerned that despite the village being aware of the forthcoming event, Shiv might not be interested in such a competition. So, he assigned the task of bringing Shiv to the event, under compulsion of his order, to his most mobile disciple, Narad. And, Narad did it successfully.
4.3
Mayawati was decorated like a bride. The Raj Bhavan, the king’s palace, and the buildings in the main thoroughfares leading to it were specially washed, and decorated with flags, festoons and lamps. The venue of the competition was a vast raised platform, surrounded by newly constructed buildings to house the offices to deal with the works relating to the event, and many others to accommodate the competitors and their retinues.
Competitors had assembled in large numbers, coming from far-off places. The prominent were Sujoy from Gauddesh; Dhananjay from Angdesh; Divodas from Vairat; Ranvijay from Kaushal; Mahish from Vindhyatavi; Locha from Dandakaranya, and Karush from Utkal. They all were princes. They were getting registered at the Pratiyogita Bhavan, the competition office, before being accommodated in the buildings around the competition venue. During the registration, the credentials of competitors were checked to ensure if they fulfilled the two essential prerequisites of hailing from a royal lineage or being son of a chieftain and not convicted by a court.
Some rishikumars and acharyas had also jumped in the fray to stake their claim to the feted royal beauty. Flaunting their sacred threads slinging across their naked torsos and sandal dabs on their foreheads, they asserted that their position was far pious and virtuous than the royals’. Maharshi Kashyap, who helmed this group of hauteurs, was debarred from participating in the competition due to being in the selection committee. The rest were, however, allowed to proceed for registration.
As desired by Maharshi Panini, Shiv was taken to the Pratiyogita Bhavan for registration. When his credentials were being checked, Kenka, the young Goba and Shiv’s arch rival who was tailing him secretly from the village itself, suddenly appeared on the scene. He raised objection to the candidature of Shiv, contending that he was an orphan of an unknown parentage, and that he had been convicted by the village court of Thongsa.
The sudden appearance and interruption in the registration proceedings by Kenka baffled Gannu and Bhero. Gannu reproached Kenka for taking the village rivalry up to this level, while agitated Bhero charged at him. A big commotion ensued, which compelled the registration officials to refer the matter to the panel of judges.
A panel of judges comprising the seven great rishis, besides Daksh, Veerini, Sati and Panini was in place to hear all the matters related to the competition and award the final decision. All the judges, except for Sati, were empowered with equal weight of ten points, while Sati was privileged with an extra ten-point weight to favour a decision she liked. This provision was made on insistence by her parents who stressed the need to honour their dearest daughter’s choice.
4.4
Shiv could well remember his first encounter with Daksh at Vishwayatan, when he was a student there and Daksh had delivered a scholarly, though sententious, lecture on dharma. Daksh’s demeanour and dexterity in presenting his views was so daunting that Shiv had delved a bit deeper probing and analysing Daksh’s personality.
Daksh’s real name was Dash on account of him being the tenth Prajapati, progeny of Brahma, the Creator. He had grown a great exponent of Vedic rituals and was such a perfect performer of Vedic yagyas that he was feted as Daksh, the skilled one. This tag stuck to his personality so well that he become synonymous with his new name of Daksh, and his real name was dismissed as a humdrum.
Daksh was a priestly king supporting the cause of education and piety. When Panini had approached him with his dream project of establishing a university in his kingdom, he had munificently, despite his differences with Panini on elucidation of Vedas, granted huge donations to raise a university at Rishikesh, near his capital Mayawati. Panini had made him Kuladhipati, the Patron and Visitor of the university. In this capacity, Daksh used to visit the university and would deliver discourses on various aspects of dharma. Interestingly, he had a fad for tutelage for smugly correct stress on pronunciation and meaning of words of Vedas.
Once, Daksh delivered a discourse on the topic ‘Essence of Dharma’ in the university, to an elite assembly of acharyas and a select group of students. Shiv, his friends – scholarly Dadhichi and playful Narad - were also in the assembly.
In his discourse, Daksh was resolute in elucidation of the nature of dharma, understood as a set of ritual obligations and prerogatives to be performed properly. Shiv had a disagreement with this view of dharma, and when he got an opportunity during the question-answer session voiced his dissent, expounding that compassion was the essence of dharma. This view expressed cheekily by a feisty and peculiar lad annoyed Daksh grossly, and he peremptorily rejected Shiv’s view. The arrogance and incivility shown by Daksh in dismissing Shiv was too much for irascible Dadhichi; and he entered into a heated argument in equally disdainful manner. Narad also joined him by trivialising Daksh’s arguments and insisting that the devotion to God was the only essence of dharma. This all enraged Daksh so much that it took sustained interceding by the Kulpati and acharyas in mellowing him on the pretext of the students being ignorant and promise for suitably spanking and disciplining them.
4.5
During hearing by the panel of judges, Shiv’s side was presented by Narad, while Kenka was alone in the fray. Shiv, who was also present during the hearing, was unconcerned and indifferent to whatever was going on there, and rather appeared to have been hooked to some deep contemplation, with a remarkable nonchalance. A very attractive youth of tall and impressive physique, he appeared more charming in his meditative countenance with half-closed eyes. His body was smeared with ash and tiger skin was girt around his loins. He was carrying, in his left hand, trishul with damru tied to its head. His unique countenance and his wielding of trishul and damru appeared weird and repulsive to some of the judges. Sati, however, felt a strong pull towards him and wished secretly that that was the man of her dreams. Daksh recognised Shiv immediately, but was silent bound by the rules and vouchsafed by Panini for a decent conduct of Shiv. 
After listening to the arguments put forward in a broken and hardly comprehensible expression by Kenka, the judges proceeded to examine Shiv, who to their utter amazement, answered in refined Sanskrit. About parentage, he answered emphatically that he was son of his Ba, Lolmu who was the Goba of Lohtsa village in Deul valley. When cross-examined, Kenka admitted that Lolmu was the Goba of Lohtsa. In the meantime, Narad kept strumming his Veena. It annoyed Daksha immensely, who scolded him for being insolent on such an important occasion. Laughing aloud, Narad came up with a repartee: “Who can tell of Shiv’s parentage? Even gods cannot know about his parentage, for he is the Existence himself, assuming form and attributes only at his will. Only primordial sound can be presumed as the origin of his manifestation as Shiv. That’s why I was producing the sound - the brahm naad - to indicate his paternity.”   
About his conviction, Shiv explained that he sympathised with the excommunicated woman out of compassion and not with a carnal desire. He clarified that he had rejected the decision of the village court only because the jury were blinded by a convention which he found despicable and devoid of human sensibility and compassion.
When asked for substantiation of his side by two witnesses, Kenka failed, while Narad produced Gannu and Bhero in support of Shiv. The matter was decided in favour of Shiv, allowing him to participate in the competition. Shiv was indifferent, though a bit irritated on row over his parentage and recall of despicable convention of punishing people for nebulous matters in Deul. 
In view of huge registrations for the competition, the judges’ panel decided to hold a screening test by setting the first two of the five categories for screening test and the rest three categories as the main test. The final decision was to be based on the points scored in the main test.
The screening test started with the animal race. The competitors utilizing horses won in large numbers because of convenient maneuvering of the animal. Among others, only three could qualify - Shiv on the strength of his bull Nandi, Mahish utilizing a buffalo, and a prince from the desert region utilizing his camel. In the javelin throw, Shiv insisted on using his trishul instead of the normal javelin made available there. On examination by the judges trishul was found much heavier than the javelin and no unfair advantage was suspected in Shiv’s insistence. He was allowed, and he qualified the test easily. Almost all rishikumars and acharyas failed in the screening test itself.
After two days, the main test commenced. A grand stage was raised for the competition under dance category, on the first day. A huge crowd was seated facing the stage, with distinguished persons accommodated in the front row flanked by panel of judges on the right and ladies cloistered on the left. The competitors were seated in the especially created enclosure.
The competitors were called for performance as per their turn, decided by drawing lots. First came the turn of Karush from Utkal, who refused to perform, ridiculing such performance was unbecoming of a real man. Mahish from Vindhyatavi could not move his hugely plump body and failed badly in his attempt to give a performance. He was loudly jeered at by the audience. Then came the turn of Shiv, who plodded towards the stage, fretting over banality of the pompous event. Maharshi Kashyap from the judges’ panel jibed at him, “What dance this tribal gentleman will perform! Let him remain careful lest his animal hide robe fall down.” He laughed aloud over his joke, much to the chagrin of other judges on the panel and resentment by the audience over his facetious comment.          
Shiv, who had gagged the miasma of bitterness within himself for quite some time, felt a strong urge to discharge it all. As he was always against hurting anybody, even by expressing his resentment, Tandav was the only resort for him to release the accumulated acrimony. He started dancing Tandav initially slowly, but soon switched over to vigorous performance of Rudra Tandav, ascending the rising tempo of his eternal energy manifesting Srishti, the creation; Sthiti, the preservation; Samhaar, the destruction; Tirobhava, the illusion, and Anugraha, the release.
At the peak of the performance Shiv grew dreadfully ferocious, spilling the sensation of Samhaar. The stage trembled as if being shaken by strong seismic tremors. Shiv’s hair and his hide skirt were swirling in the air. He was romping tempestuously, making tumultuous shrieks from his swollen blue neck, waving his arms violently, and shaking his whole torso as if possessed by some spirit. The audience were frightened, and the judges were wonder-struck at the theme and vigour of the dance.
Shiv segued to Tirobhava melting away the bitterness, and finally to Anugrah when the whole bitterness banished and blissfulness dawned on him. Now, he was dancing in joy, rhythmically delighting at every move. This was his Anand Tandav through which he was gracefully bestowing bliss and blessings to all, filling all with joy and fearlessness. By the moment he finished his dance, the people were enthralled by ecstasy and showered appreciation with frenzied applause. Maharshi Panini arose from judges’ panel, showered Shiv with profuse appreciation, breaking protocol, and bestowed him with the epithet of Natraj, the master dancer.
The other competitors were disheartened over Shiv’s awesome performance. Some of them withdrew from the competition, presaging definitive defeat. Undaunted though, Sujoy from Gauddesh attempted a dance, which was scoffed at by the audience dismissing that as quite feminine. Divodas from Vairat and Ranvijay from Kaushal tried to render classical dances of their respective regions, but remained unimpressive. Locha from Dandakaranya, however, did a bit better when he performed a folk dance of his tribal area.
The next day, competition of music was held, in which participants were allowed to render in either instrumental or vocal stream. Shiv, on his turn, enchanted the audience by amazingly playing his simple instrument, damru. By waving the instrument by his right hand, he produced such divine melodies that enthralled the people. Further, singing by Sujoy from Gauddesh was despised because of his thin and feminine voice. Playing of Mridangam by Divodas from Vairat and Veena by Ranvijay from Kaushal were appreciated by the people. Blowing of trumpet by Locha from Dandakaranya and thumping beats on huge drum by Mahish from Vindhyatavi caused peals of laughter and ridicule in the audience.
The third day was earmarked for the oration on the topic ‘The Supreme Virtue of the Perfect Man’. The oration by each competitor was to be followed by a session of question-answer, in which anyone from the audience, judges or the competitors could ask questions and the concerned competitor was to answer that.
The first orator was Mahish from Vindhyatavi, who spoke on fearlessness as the supreme virtue. Citing, nay boasting of, many anecdotes from his own life, he tried to establish the importance of fearlessness, and ended with an exhortation that one should not let one’s life be controlled by fear. As he lacked good articulation he could not make a good impression, and had to face a volley of questions on true nature of fear – whether it is inherent in human psyche; whether caused purposefully by the Creator; is it not beneficial for evolution of creatures, and how courage is different from fearlessness? Mahish could not understand most of the queries. So, instead of answering them well, he remained stuck to the rhetoric of his own anecdotes, which was neither liked nor believed by the audience, who booed him off in disgust.
Next came the turn of Dhananjay from Angdesh, who had spearheaded most of the queries to Mahish, particularly on difference between fearlessness and courage. Obviously, he opted for courage – Shaurya – as the supreme quality. Clarifying that courage is not just fearlessness, he stressed that it is going ahead, despite fearing fear. He propounded that courage is the only strength necessary to practise any virtue. He attempted to add humour to his speech by stating that courage moves on four feet – bravery, perseverance, honesty and zest. However, his talk was not well appreciated by the audience as he failed to answer some queries satisfactorily, particularly in clarifying nuances relating to difference between courage and bravery.
The talk delivered by Divodas from Vairat on Vivek, the intellect, could not impress the audience. Though he established well that intellect counted much in identifying the problems and solving them, he could not satisfy the query as to how intellect alone, devoid of other virtues, could do. Further, the talk by Ranvijay from Kaushal on truth could not earn applause from audience as he could not take his talk beyond just portraying truth as a virtue opposed to falsehood. As he had no personal experiment with truth - neither deep knowledge nor practice of it, he could not face the queries relating to the philosophical, ethical and experimental aspects of truth.
When it came to the turn of Shiv, he chose Karuna, compassion, as the supreme virtue. He started his speech humbly, stating that the virtues pointed out by earlier speakers could well be covered under one virtue that is compassion. Emphasizing that compassion is at the core of the existence of all living beings, he elucidated that compassion is the divine force which threads all the virtues together. Recounting emotionally how he had seen compassion in the eyes of his Ba, he stressed that compassion can be appreciated well by only those who have realized it through their own endeavours against sufferings. He remembered very reverentially and affectionately his Ba, describing how his concern for him was loving and gentle amidst his struggles and sufferings. He ended his speech on the pith that compassion is the nectar for soul. Though his speech was plain and brief, the depth of the content and simplicity of delivery appealed directly to the conscience of the judges and the audience. Spellbound, they accorded standing applause to the speaker well before the question-answer session. When the question-answer session started, most of the queries were aimed at acquiring wisdom from the speaker instead of testing him. Someone from the audience desired to know whether love was different from compassion, and if so, how? Shiv clarified that not only love but many more virtues like mercy, friendliness, forgiveness, fearlessness, etc come together to generate compassion and to further elevate it to divinity. Even vices lose their sting when touched charismatically by compassion, Shiv elucidated. One of the seven rishis asked whether compassion is not just sentimentality, and how it can really work for the good of people, Shiv replied that compassion is not just a sentiment; it requires a lot of courage and patience to share sufferings of others as one’s own and help the sufferers find the remedy out of one’s own realization. He further charted out the road map stating that compassion is contagious and works in chain reaction: once a person realizes it, he is bound to share it with others. Warning against being judgmental to others, he stressed the need to be compassionate. Shiv fell silent as there were no queries, except the uproarious applause.
Shiv was an obvious winner, though the judges were still busy in conferencing and confabulation, calculations and conclusions. The decision was delivered by Maharshi Panini, on behalf of the whole panel, who declared Shiv the victorious, the Param Purush. He also divulged the details relating to the points earned by each competitor. Among the judges, Maharshi Kashyap and Sati were noticed to be biased. Maharshi Kashyap was biased against all competitors and even against the fellow judges. His markings were completely discordant with other judges, and were almost at the lowest for all candidates alike. As far as Sati was concerned, she was heavily biased in favour of Shiv by awarding him full marks, besides awarding her total privilege marks to him.
4.6
Shiv’s marriage with Sati was performed in a grand and majestic way; the Saptarishis overseeing the rituals and bestowing blessings; the kings and princes having assembled there from across the world, wishing good wishes to the newlywed. Maharshi Kashyap, however, excused himself from participating in the marriage and left with his family for Kashmeer post-haste as his sons – Adityas and Daityas - often created scene by frequently indulging in fraternal fights causing embarrassment to him. He also felt miserable as he could not even stake his claim to Sati.
Sati was jubilant over finding the man of her dreams. Shiv was indifferent to everything, and felt rather bothered and burdened to keep a princess as a wife. King Daksha was disconcerted that an almost-naked and stinking tribal was the husband of his snobbish and pampered daughter, while queen Veerini was happy in happiness of her daughter.
4.7
Sati was welcomed at Lohtsa in Deul by Bilotu as his family woman. Incognisant of institution of marriage, he impelled the men in the family to stake claim to Sati. Meanwhile, Kenka, the wicked Goba of Thongsa village, also approached to lay claim to Sati, citing his filial bond with Shiv as per the earlier agreement between the Gobas of the two villages.
Shiv was perturbed over the disgusting tradition of the tribe and their brazen arguments. He tried to make them understand what a marriage meant, and stressed the need to bring about a change in their customs so as to be on a par with other more developed people. He admonished them for treating a woman as a common chattel of a family, and advised them to inculcate a custom of remaining committed to one woman as a wife. But, the people were not willing to lend credence to what Shiv was talking about - the custom that was unheard among them. Shiv’s eloquence and his newly earned title of Param Purush could cast no impact on them. They valued their tradition more than priding on the achievement that one of them had been acclaimed across the world as the perfect person.
Sati was stunned to know the disdainful tradition of the region. She was woefully surprised that the people were too rigid to listen to a person like Shiv, leave aside felicitating him. Shiv felt caught on the horns of dilemma. He did not want to be harsh to his innocent fellow-villagers. Simultaneously, he did not want to let anybody hurt sensibility of a princess. He was confused; he was in panic. The Perfect Man was so weak and helpless before his own people!
Eventually, he resolved to protect the dignity of the princess who had shed all trappings of a royal life behind and preferred a tribal life for the sake of her husband. He tried to persuade her to go back to her parents’ home and find some other man suitable to her stature and culture. Miffed at Shiv’s suggestion, Sati looked meekly at him from behind tears welling up in her large black eyes. Shiv cringed at anguish writ large on her sensuous face. He mumbled, moving closer to Sati and holding her face affectionately under his palms, whispered that the only way out of the vexed situation was to escape to the Kailash, the peak of solitude. Sati agreed immediately. Her determination to live with him could not be shaken, even when Shiv tried to dissuade her by describing vividly the hardships of living in a glacier.
4.8
Sati had never earlier been to such high altitude as that of Kailash. It was very difficult for her to live there. To lessen her discomforts, with the limited available means, Shiv erected a snowhouse and made many more arrangements. For movements to and fro Anand Kanan and Kailash peak, Nandi was readily available. Sati enjoyed visiting Anand Kanan, and gradually become accustomed to live at Kailash.
Despite Shiv’s concern for Sati’s comforts, Sati was resentful - deeply but silently - over the habit of Shiv leaving her alone in the snowhouse in night and staying out to perform tapasya. Once having made arrangements, whatever little he could do, he appeared relieved from concerns for Sati, and was complacently engrossed in his spiritual pursuits. Sati did not like to make advances to Shiv on her own, partly because of coyness of a new bride and partly because of her disinclination to bother Shiv by causing interference in his tapasya.
One day, when Shiv and Sati were at Anand Kanan, a call was heard wafting from the below. It was soon amply clear that some people were calling Shiv, in a chorus, from the cremation plateau. Shiv was alarmed over the call and immediately set to move down with Sati riding Nandi. Coming closer he noticed that they were Gannu and Bhero along with his old friend Narad. Hurriedly, he reached them and enquired anxiously about their welfare and the reason why they were calling him so desperately. Narad assured him, affably smiling, that there was nothing to worry; he had come there just to see Shiv and Sati.
Then suddenly, as if recollecting something, Narad glanced mysteriously at Sati and disclosed that her father was organizing a great yagya, the ritual sacrifice. Shiv laughed loudly, teasing Narad: “So, you have brought invite for us”. Glow banished from Narad’s face as he mumbled sadly, “Sorry, Shiv, it’s not so. You have not been invited there. You know King Daksh’s aversion for you. He has decided not to invite you, despite pressures and persuasions from Queen Veerini. He struck off your name from the list of invitees, commenting that the tribal and barbarian need not participate in a Vedic yagya.” 
“OK, we shall not go there”, said Shiv in a voice heavy with sadness, as he remembered Daksh’s old odium for him. Sati, who was meanwhile engrossed in thoughts of her parents, suddenly blurted out, almost involuntarily, “A daughter never needed a formal invitation to visit her parents”, and declared that they would visit Mayavati. Embarrassment flitted across Shiv’s face over their dissension coming out to open. To avert any further flare-up, he hastened to ask Narad to stay at Lohtsa and wait for their decision.
Back at Anand Kanan, there was a stormy run-in between Shiv and Sati. Sati stood resolute against Shiv’s opposition to her decision to visit Daksh’s yagna. They stuck to their respective assertions. Shiv insisted that Sati must not visit Daksh uninvited, contending that she would thus bring ignominy to her and her husband. Shiv’s argument nettled Sati. She reacted tartly, ruling out any likelihood of incurring of dishonour and claiming that his dear father was not a crank. Sati persisted arguing that a daughter, even though married, never needed a formal invitation from her own native home. She tried to mollify Shiv by assuring that her father would forget all rancour once he would see her. In turn, Shiv tried to make her realise that after marriage a woman comes out of her parents’ tutelage like a snake sloughing its old sheath behind, and becomes part of her husband’s persona by assuming a life completely anew.
Shiv’s contention, particularly his comparison of a woman with a snake, provoked Sati so much that she shouted back at Shiv that a woman was not an appendage to either her father or her husband. She had got her own independent personality, her own distinct individuality, and was capable of making her own decisions. Seeing a strange glint of determination in her eyes, Shiv realised futility of his opposition, and eventually yielded to pressure from Sati, but under condition that he would not accompany her. Sati grew more obstinate, insisting that she must visit her parents and that too, with Shiv only.  A long discussion ensued, which concluded in an agreement that Shiv would accompany Sati up to Rishikesh. Further ahead, Shiv’s friends would accompany her to Mayawati.
4.9
An entourage comprising Sati on Nandi, Shiv, Narad, Gannu with his companions, and Bhero with his men set on a journey to Mayawati. After a week’s travel they reached Rishikesh, where Shiv broke away and the rest moved ahead to Mayawati.
At Mayawati, Sati found that her parents had already left for Kankhal, the site of the yagya near Mayavati. She, followed by the entourage, went straight to the venue.
At the yagya venue Sati was accosted first by her father Daksh to whom she rushed to seek blessings. He seemed flustered to see Sati there and asked brusquely, “I’ve not invited you. Has that stinking tribal also come with you?” Before Sati could understand the full import of what Daksh had just asked, her mother Veerini, with a view to avert the situation, rushed to intervene by embracing Sati, and took her to the ladies’ enclosure, scowling angrily at Daksh.
At the ladies’ enclosure, Aditi and Diti hurriedly came up to welcome Sati. While Aditi showered Sati with blessings, Diti asked, with a glint of mischief in her eyes, “Where have you left your man behind?” Puzzled Sati was once again rescued by her mother, while Aditi tapped with affection on her back.
The seating arrangements in the gents’ enclosure were made strictly as per the protocol. A son-in-law being entitled to the highest status in the hierarchy was to occupy the first seat of the first row. That was why Maharshi Kashyap was sitting haughtily there, foregoing his accommodation among the Saptarishis. The seat next to him, earmarked for Shiv, was vacant. When enquired by some invitees about Shiv’s absence, Daksh burst out with bitterness, “That uncultured tribal does not deserve participation in a Vedic yagya.”  The whole assembly was stunned; Daksh’s annoyance was inexplicable.
Sati, who was busy in tittle-tattle with her mother Veerini and eldest sister Aditi, could not notice the outburst of Daksh. Perhaps, the mother and the sister had kept Sati deliberately engaged in talk to keep her attention diverted from Daksh’s derogatory remarks over Shiv’s absence.
The yagya started. Saptarishis, except Kashyap, were seated around the agni kund, the pit of fire, to officiate as the presiding priests. They were followed by a retinue of several rishis and rishikumars. In front of the kund, King Daksh and Queen Veerini were seated as the yajaman (the performer). Agnidev, the fire god, was invoked by revealing him with friction of wood pieces by the Saptarishis. The court bards were in place to announce the name of the person, with brief description, to facilitate Saptarishis to consign the prayer offerings from him to Agnidev. First offering was jointly from the king and the queen, then from Maharshi Kashyap, the elder son-in-law. Then the bards announced the name of Shiv as the second son-in-law, reading out from the list furnished to them. The list obviously could not have been corrected by striking off Shiv’s name, despite the king’s clear order. Enraged over the apparent indiscretion, the king shouted at the bards, “Stop, fools. I’ve already debarred that tribal from this great Vedic ritual.” 
The squall from the chief performer interrupted the yagya and caused ripples of hushed talks among the guests and audience. Saptarishis made fervent appeals to the king and the audience to keep quiet for the sake of sanctity of the yagya. The commotion attracted the attention of Sati also, despite the efforts to keep her busy in talks by her eldest sister who was left alone in making the efforts, due to Veerini having joined Daksh in the yagya.
Sati sensed that something scornful of Shiv had arisen in the yagya. Meanwhile, Diti, the second elder sister, rushed to provoke her showing false sympathy, “Hey Sati, how dare they insult your husband?” Sati now fully realized the gravity of the matter, and in a fit of extreme anger, leaped out and roared like a lioness, addressing Daksh, “How dare you insult my husband? He is your son-in-law, and above all he is the Param Purush.” 
Astounded over Sati’s feisty conduct, Daksh shouted back at her, “No, I don’t consider him Param Purush. He is an uncultured tribal of barbarian and abominable traditions. He has no place in great Vedic tradition.”
“But, he is your son-in-law.” Sati tried to mollify him, regaining her good sense. Daksh’s anger did not relent as he lamented, “Unfortunately. And it is also my misfortune that your conduct is polluted by his company.” 
It was too much for Sati. Her protests and her efforts for compromise were all in vain as Daksh was obdurate, showing no sign of rapprochement. Sati felt cornered with no escape from the situation – alone, hapless and deeply humiliated. Even Veerini and Aditi were mute spectators and did not come to her rescue against the king’s anger. Deeply depressed, Sati wept bitterly, and when unmoved Daksh asked the guards to remove her, she suddenly scampered and jumped into the agnikund of the yagya.
A great commotion ensued. Veerini hurriedly bent into the agnikund to save Sati. She would also have been charred had rishikumars not been swift in saving her. Meanwhile, some rishikumars removed Sati from fire. She was badly burnt, but was alive and asking constantly for water to drink. The assembly was so angry that it openly abused and condemned Daksh for his conduct. Gannu and Bhero, who were at the tail of the assembly, sprang into action, rushing along with his men to the spot. One man was sent to Rishikesh to apprise Shiv of the incident; another man was tasked to bring a medicine man from Mayawati city. Gannu took to tending Sati, while Bhero with his men charged at Daksh.
The royal guards frightened over the ferocity of Bhero and his men fled away from the spot under the pretext of intimating the army chief. Saptarishis and rishikumars had already taken to heels. Daksh was being beaten up badly by Bhero and his men.
Shiv, anxious and agitated, and the medicine man in great hurry, reached the spot almost simultaneously. The medicine man immediately took to treat Sati, while Shiv rushed to rescue Daksh from the wrath of Bhero and his men, rebuking them for their unkind and revengeful conduct. Having consigned badly bruised Daksh to the safety of the royal men, Shiv was attentive to Sati who, having seen him, started crying more stringently, imploring him to save her.
Sati’s wails maddened Shiv. He pressured the medicine man for quick relief. The medicine man knew that Sati’s end was near, but he was too frightened to reveal it, faced up with constant pressure from Shiv and ferocity of his men. Wishing to send Shiv to a far-off place in order to escape from his imminent wrath and retribution, he advised him to take Sati to a medicine man named Senga Khasi in Kamrup Desh.
4.10
Shiv asked his men to cool down and return to Deul, and he, putting wounded and wailing Sati on his shoulder, left immediately for Kamrup Desh. Sati’s incessant howls were so shrill that they wringed Shiv’s heart. He felt an intense longing for Tandav to release his pain, but it was no time to think about his own pain; it was the time for life and death of his most loved one. This spurred him to run at the top of his capacity. His intense love for Sati generated so much energy that he felt as if his legs were wings and he was flying.
Shiv kept cajoling Sati, assuring her that she would soon be alright from medicine from Senga Khasi. He endeavoured in umpteen ways to pep her up, and tried to beguile her that they would soon be back to Kailash. But Sati continued wailing in pain as if she was not listening to what Shiv was so garrulously talking. After some time, her howling petered out into whimpering and eventually into quiescence. Shiv believed that Sati was at ease with the invigoratingly cool wind and his comforting talk.
Sati’s silence let Shiv brood over the way how things evolved, culminating in so much suffering to her. Piqued by agony over the turn of events, Shiv babbled to himself like a mad man. He damned Daksh for causing all these pains to Sati, his own daughter. Shiv’s wistful thoughts were interspersed with fond remembrances about how Sati intensely loved him despite hardships of a quirky life with him.
Meanwhile, Shiv continued with his venture - running, flying, and babbling to himself -  so deeply immersed in thoughts of Sati that he was not aware that he was carrying a lifeless body, and the parts of the body had started falling off due to friction with wind.
Running along the River Lauhitya, Shiv reached next day early morning Kamgiri, the mountain of desire, located on the southern bank of the Lauhitya, in Kamrup Desh. There, he was directed by people, called Garo living in eight huts on a hillock, to go to their neighbours named Khasi who lived in seven huts on an adjacent hillock.
The Khasis were frightened to see a tall brown man carrying dementedly decaying body of a woman on his shoulder, but sensing the delicate situation and moved by Shiv’s piteous appeals to help him reach Senga, they took him to another hillock where Senga lived alone in a hut. Senga was the Khasi tribe chief, but was venerated by both Khasis and Garos for his magic and miracles, besides being reputed as a great medicine man.
Senga quickly examined Sati’s body and asked many questions from Shiv. He felt that it was Shiv who needed treatment for his obviously unsound mind, rather than the dead body he was carrying. But, he could not muster courage to disappoint a person having come from such a far place. He rubbed some medicines on Sati’s body and asked Shiv to go to south to Purnagiri for still better treatment. Shiv hurriedly put Sati’s body on his shoulder and moved ahead. In the haste he could not notice that Sati’s yoni, genitalia, fell on that hill.
Travelling towards south along the Rushikulya River, Shiv reached Purnagiri, the mountain of contentedness, in Utkal. There he found a village of Sipati community along the river at the foot of the mountain. Some villagers took him to the hilltop where lived a Brahmin, who was reputed for livening up even the most incurable patients with application of curd. The Brahmin, despite being aware that his medicine was of no use to the lifeless body, pasted medicated curd from his pot on Sati’s body for satisfaction of Shiv, and asked him to immediately move to the east, to Neelgiri for the ultimate in treatment. Limping, lifeless breasts fell off from Sati’s body during the treatment there. Unaware, Shiv resumed his onward journey.
The same day he reached Neelgiri, the blue mountain, which stood along the seashore. There was a small village of Savar tribe on a foothill in the mountain. There Shiv came upon a woman and a man, who claimed to be sister and brother of the man whom Shiv was looking for. They led him to a place outside the village where a short-statured paunchy man of dark complexion with large round eyes was sitting under a neem tree, eating milk and cooked rice from a small bowl. Though a stranger, he surprised Shiv by calling him by his name. Shiv was taken aback when he started feeding him the rice and milk from the same bowl affectionately, without bothering for decorum. Shiv wondered how he partook in the feeding, forgetting the treatment for Sati. After a short while, the paunchy man scoffed at Shiv, “Why have you come to me all along from Himalaya carrying the body of your dead wife?” Shocked at the insinuation Shiv screamed, “Dead? Is she dead? You mean she is no more.”
“Yes, my dear friend, and nobody dared to tell it to you because they all feared you viewing your intense passion for her”, said the man, further lambasting him, “But, why are you so ensnared by maya, the illusion? You are a great Yogi, the Param Purush, and the Lord himself. Then, why have you deluded yourself and is suffering like an ordinary man for a dead wife? She has never been separate from you. She is your Shakti, the power. None can separate her from you. Awaken, Bholanath, the lord of simpletons!”
Shiv’s conscience was shaken; he was aroused. He smiled seeing the decayed dead body of Sati, and said to the man, “Thank you, friend Jagannath, for awakening me from the slumber.”
Nevertheless, Shiv could not leave the dead body there and carried it again on his shoulder, though now aware of the death of Sati, and set off for Deul. The dead body could not withstand the hectic placing here and there and the legs fell off there under the neem tree.
While returning, Shiv was again ensnared by maya as he wished to take the dead body to Kailash. The decayed body fell apart limb after limb at various places en route to Deul. People hailed Shiv’s passion for Sati and his great enterprise to save her life. Years later, they raised worship places, calling them the Shaktipeeth, the seat of power, at the places where limbs and parts of Sati’s body fell off.  They numbered it eighteen; some counted up to fifteen, and there were many who went up to one hundred and eight. They claimed that the places were blessed with fallen body-parts of goddess Sati.    




Chapter five
Conquering Death
Back home in Deul, Shiv went straight to Kailash, after a brief interaction with Gannu. At Kailash, Nandi, who had been waiting anxiously for return of Shiv and Sati, was shocked to see Shiv alone. He looked sadly at Shiv, and tears welled up when he knew that Sati would never return.
Nandi’s grief and empty snowhouse triggered sorrow in Shiv, pushing him under the dark spell of desolation. In disgust and depression, he dismantled the snow-house and threw away the articles Sati had gathered for her household. He was removing everything that evoked the memories of Sati. But his attempts were in vain as he failed to eradicate her memory from his mind. In utter haplessness he wept bitterly. Nandi was a silent onlooker with tears flowing from his eyes. Deeply distressed, Shiv asked Nandi to leave him alone as he needed seclusion. The doubly distressed Nandi had to go down to Anand Kanan, leaving Shiv alone at Kailash.
When left alone, the thoughts of death started tormenting Shiv’s mind. For long, he sobbed brooding over untimely death of his Ba, cruel ravaging of Dhenu and tragic end of Sati. These deaths were so painful yet so inscrutable to him. Squalls of dreary thoughts arose in his mind: “Why did Ba, Dhenu and Sati die; what happened to them after death; did they live on in some way after death; will they be alone after death; may I meet them again?” He was bewildered to find darkness all around. To make him more distressed, another gust of whirlwind haunted his mind: “Will I also meet the same fate of death; can I decide the moment of death for me; can I control my course after death and go to meet my Ba, Dhenu and Sati?” He was blinded with overwhelming emotions. He was striving hard to get out of darkness: “Is it possible to live forever; can I conquer death?”
The onslaught of thoughts was so hard and the struggle to overpower it was so fierce that the Third Eye of Shiv opened automatically. He saw a mighty blizzard blowing horrendously, bringing heaps of snow on him. A huge avalanche occurred, posing threat to his life. Undaunted, Shiv was rising high in consciousness and soon was firm in samadhi, the peak of consciousness. Shiv was so hooked to the samadhi that he remained unperturbed by the ferocity of the blizzard or the avalanche. He was still struggling to solve the riddle of death. Suddenly, he saw a tall, black and dreadful person riding a huge black buffalo coming towards him, followed, on foot, by an equally tall, dark and naked woman wearing a garland of human skulls. The buffalo came running to him and would have almost trampled him had he not yelled, “Halt. Who are you?”
The black person on the buffalo was stunned to see the fearlessness of the man in samadhi. He had not come across all through his grave profession such a fearless person who could dare to order him to halt. His buffalo had never been coerced into obedience by a mortal being. For the first time in his awful career, the black person felt frightened, and the thus-far untrammelled march of his buffalo was stalled. Fear engulfed him, and with trembling legs he dismounted from the buffalo. Mustering courage and wishing to generate ferocity, a requisite element for his profession, he attempted to do justice with his job by trying to roar out a reply, though ridiculously feebly, “I am Kaal, the Time, and reach the living beings to take them away when their time is up. She is my sister Kaali who provides space for the play of life. We together keep the cycle of life and death rolling constantly within the coordinates of time and space. It is my carrier buffalo Agya, the ignorance, who keeps human beings blinded so that they cannot realize my true nature.”
“Has my time come up for you to come?” asked Shiv tersely.
“No, you have been focusing on me for long so I had to appear for you,” replied Kaal meekly.
Almost simultaneously, the buffalo emboldened by dialogue between Shiv and Kaal foolishly mistaking it as the yielding of Shiv to the dreadfulness of Kaal, charged suddenly on Shiv. Kaali, who was plodding slowly, cried in great consternation, “Oh, No, He is our Master -   the Mahakaal, the Great Time.” She ran away immediately disappearing from the scene apprehending wrath of Shiv. Shiv, who was enraged at the unprovoked and fiendish aggression by the buffalo, jumped on his feet and kicked the buffalo hard throwing it away to the depth of the mountainous darkness. Kaal, who was left there alone, shrank in utter fear to the size of a toddler.
Shiv was, by now, in full action and leaped on Kaal dancing ferociously his horrendous Rudra Tandav. Under the thunderous feet of Shiv, Kaal was so short and still that it was reduced to a moment only, losing its flanks of the past and the future. Kaali, the space, having disappeared Shiv was dancing in no-space, having caught Kaal, the Time, in the moment under his feet. Kaal was crying like a helpless child for protection urging Shiv, “Spare me Lord. I am your offspring. Don’t crush me to the finish. I was ignorant not to have recognized you. I was only performing my task assigned by you.”
The pathetic cries and piteous appeals for help reached the ears of Shiv and his feet stood still immediately under the compulsion of compassion. The ocean of compassion as he was, he immediately lowered himself down taking Kaal in his embrace and comforted him, “Come on, my boy, I am sorry for punishing you in anger. I can understand that you were accomplishing the work of extinction, the inseparable essential of existence.”
Assured of protection and appreciation from Shiv, Kaal heaved a sigh of relief and implored him complainingly, “Lord, relieve me of my dreadful job of killing people and causing pain and sorrows to them. I am always viewed with abominable negativity. I am compelled to wear a costume of a dreadful countenance and ride on an equally frightening buffalo to cause fear among people. I am fed up with this deadly work.”
Shiv comforted Kaal by assuring him to take up his complaint at the right moment. He asked Kaal to go back to his abode, and leave him alone so that he could perform penance and austerity for violating compassion. Shiv, who held compassion for all alike whether good or evil, was remorseful for having lost his cool. Now, he resolved to conquer all passions, including anger. He immediately sat in lotus posture, immersing himself in deep meditation.
Some people doubt whether it was a real encounter of Shiv with Death, and whether Shiv really got answers to his questions about death. Innumerable others come up emphasizing that it all happened in the consciousness of Shiv while in samadhi, and he envisioned the mystery of death, emerging as Mrityunjay, the Conqueror of Death. 




Chapter Six
Parvati
6.1
King Haimvat ruled the Himalayan kingdom Himachal from Champavati, the capital. The country was rich, and the people were happy. The borders were secure, and the crimes were naught. But the king and his queen, Mena were not happy as they bore no child. All the virtues and austerities, all the prayers to gods and all the blessings from holy men were in vain. The barren queen was much more distressed, cursing herself for not bearing an heir to the king and the country.
Once, a dark, tall woman appeared in the queen’s dream and desired, “I want to be born to you.” The queen was awestruck, though she mustered courage to affront the dark woman, “But I don’t want a dark daughter.”
“The complexion you may choose”, the dark woman relented.
“May I have a golden girl?” the queen probed the prospect.
“May it be so”, the dark woman granted, and entered the queen’s womb.
The dream ceased; the queen awoke from sleep in bewilderment, and disclosed it immediately to the king sleeping beside her. The royal couple were overawed that some goddess was imminent to be born to them. They, however, decided not to disclose the dream to anyone, even to the chief priest.
In due course, the queen gave birth to a baby girl. To their astonishment, the baby was of golden complexion. It firmed their belief in the dream, though they kept it a secret, and the daughter also did not exhibit any sign of abnormality, except her wondrous beauty and shining golden complexion. They named her Gauri, meaning golden girl.
6.2
Gannu from Deul along with his father would keep visiting various countries and places, selling wool. Their visits to Himachal were a bit more frequent because the country was situated on the route of their travels. While in Himachal, they would ensure to visit its capital Champavati, and there they would invariably seek opportunity to call on the royalty to sell out soft wool, which they would bring especially for them.
The royal family had developed a lot of liking for them, particularly for Gannu who would tell the stories of various countries he visited. On such occasions he would take much pride in describing his own country, Deul. His description of Mount Kailash and Manas Lake would cast magic spell on the royalty. Gauri, who had grown an exceptionally beautiful young lady by then, would evince keen interest in Gannu’s description of Deul, raising many queries.
Once, Gannu disclosed that Shiv, the Perfect Man, lived in Deul. The king could readily recollect Shiv, relating him to the event organized by Daksh for the marriage of his daughter, Sati and the subsequent developments as he himself had witnessed those events. Gauri was almost hysterical listening to the quirky stories of Shiv and insisted on repeating them umpteen times seeking more details. Gauri’s intense curiosity prompted Gannu to invite the royalty to pay a visit to Deul.
6.3
Gauri was growing by leaps and bounds, with her bounteous beauty increasing day by day. She earned unbounded virtues, and garnered appreciation from all and sundry. But to her parents, she continued to be a cause of worries – this time for finding a suitable groom for her. Their worries were compounded with Gauri’s demeanour that she never took interest in any man, except Shiv of Deul. Her father was silent, but her mother did not approve that her daughter, the beautiful golden girl, should take interest in a person who was already a widower, and now a recluse whose conduct appeared wacky.
In the summer that year king Haimvat, queen Mena and princess Gauri, along with entourage comprising a few courtiers and attendants, besides an army detachment, visited Deul on an excursion. They set up camps near Gangaju at the space between the Manas and Rasas lakes.
Enchanted with the scenic beauty of the area, they delighted in bounty of the nature as well as earning of virtues, by taking baths in the Manas Lake and performing parikrama, the circumambulation, around it. The king’s engagements included hearing petitions from the people of Lohtsa, Thongsa and some faraway villages of the valley, while the queen opted to interact with the villagers, though she scowled at their untidy ways and weird customs.
Gauri was enthusiastically collecting details about Shiv and the Mount Kailash, and expressed desire to climb the forbidden peak. Her desire was strongly disapproved by the villagers who tried their best to scare her away with stories of spirits and unkind description of Shiv. The more condemnation by villagers, the more pull Gauri felt towards Shiv. Ultimately, throwing all restraints to the wind, one night she escaped from the camp and hoodwinking the villagers set out to climb the Mount Kailash. Up to the cremation plateau she did not encounter much difficulty in climbing, but thereafter the climb was steep and risky. Her indomitable longing for Shiv, however, made her tenaciously cling to her path. She had gone up not much ahead, when she heard a rumbling bellow of a huge bull that had blocked her path and was almost to charge on her. Undeterred, Gauri yelled, “Halt. How do you dare stop me from meeting my Shiv?”
Taken aback over such a hectoring command and possessive claim on Shiv, the bull, that was Nandi, was dazed. He moved ahead gingerly to see who actually she was. On a close look, He squealed with joy, “Oh, it’s you, Mother! Come I’ll take you to Shiv on my back.”
Gauri reached Shiv who had turned into a mound of ice. With her bare hands she started removing ice from the cold and cadaverous body of Shiv, which was covered again and again with heavily falling snow. Undaunted, Gauri persisted in her endeavour without bothering for food or water or any comfort.
6.4
At the royal camp ashore Manas, there was a great commotion on Gauri’s disappearance. The villagers were being questioned; the army contingents were pressed into search, and the village Gobas were asked to make prayers to the village goddess and spirits for safe return of the princess. All efforts were of no avail. Enquiries from the villagers, however, led to a conclusion that Sati must have gone up to the peak of Kailash to meet Shiv.
Queen fell sick due to separation from her darling daughter; the distressed king had no option but to return to the capital leaving a small contingent of army there to wait for Gauri to come down from the peak.
Months passed, winter after summer and summer after winter, Gauri remained steadfast in devotion to Shiv. This was her tapasya, her austerity and ascesis. She forgot everything – her parents, hunger, thirst, and even rest and relaxation.
Down below at the camp near the Manas Lake, the army personnel were growing restless, waiting for the return of the princess. They would pick up quarrels with the villagers, sometimes for pastime and sometimes due to irritation over the bizarre behaviour of the villagers. Once the soldiers agitated over filthy rumours being spread by Thokan, the Goba of Thongsa village, about Gauri and Shiv, beat him badly.
6.5
After tenacious tapasya sustained for months, Shiv’s body one day shivered a bit due to warm touch of Gauri’s coddling hands. A faint smile flickered on his stony lips, and he opened his eyes a bit. He recognised who that beautiful ascetic was, but feigning ignorance so as to poke fun at her he asked, “Who are you and how have you reached here?”
Shamefacedly, Gauri recoiled and remained silent. Shiv repeated his question, pretending annoyed. “You know who I am”, whispered Gauri shyly.
“How can I know you; I’ve just seen you. You appear some princess”, Shiv said with a glint of mischief.
“Lo, I am no princess. I am just a slave to your feet,” asserting in a flux of emotions, Gauri started throwing away whatever little remainders of royalty were left on her body.
“Wait, wait. I don’t mean that”, Shiv hurried to assuage her, asking, “What do you want?”
“To remain united with you”, purred Gauri coyly.
“Granted”, proclaimed Shiv waving his right hand joyously, playing his damru to announce his approval and to signal to Nandi to arrive in attendance. He instructed Nandi to take Gauri down to Gannu who would take her to her parents and make arrangements for their wedding.
6.6
Gauri was reluctant to leave Shiv so early. While trying to linger her stay with him for a little longer, she broached a solemn subject by expressing her curiosity, “What do you do sitting all alone in the icy contemplation?”
“What do you mean?” asked Shiv wondering at Gauri’s inquisitiveness.
“What is that you remain so engrossed in, so pensively, in this icy seclusion?” Gauri elucidated her query.
Shiv laughed loud, making a startling revelation, “I see the Existence with my Third Eye”.
“Third Eye? Do you have one more eye besides your two visible ones”, asked Gauri in an excited bewilderment.
Shiv laughed again, asserting, “Yeah, I’ve one more eye other than these two physical ones. Of course, everybody has got a Third Eye.”
Perplexed, Gauri gaped at Shiv blankly for a while before urging him, “Could you elaborate this recondite subject for me?”
“Oh, yes. Listen”, Shiv was pleased over her innocent curiosity. He went on speaking cheerfully, “The Existence radiates through myriad of myriad layers of illusory existences. There is only one and unique Existence permeating through all the phenomenal world of apparent existences. These existences are actually no existences, but just illusory images of the Existence.”
To Gauri it all appeared mere philosophizing and artful play on words. In grave doubt, she butted on Shiv’s rhetoric, “Are we mere images of what you call the Existence?”
“No and yes,” was the terse reply from Shiv.
Stymied, Gauri besought Shiv to make her comprehend the subject in a simple and straight manner.
Shiv said smiling, “It’s simple, though it appears complicated, and that is because of our ignorance.”
Gauri was again nonplussed over addition of a new element of ignorance to the already enigmatic subject.
Sensing her predicament, Shiv came forth spontaneously, “Don’t be perplexed. It is true that our ignorance - ignorance about the Existence - is at the root of all confusion. The Existence is the only Reality. The common people perceive It in Its manifestations through transitory and non-existent world, and because of their unawareness of the Existence they perceive the transitory things as the only reality. I see the Existence with my Third Eye, the eye of awareness, and thus see the ultimate Reality and Its manifestations clearly.”
Gauri, who was hooked more strongly to the Third Eye than to the Existence, voiced her fear and concern, “I am spooked at your insinuation about the Third Eye.” “Will you please dispel my fear about the Third Eye”, Gauri implored Shiv.
Shiv explained, “Common people see things with their two physical eyes, which are good enough to see this phenomenal world. To see beyond that one needs to activate one’s Third Eye, the inner eye, located in the subtle body. That can be felt in the middle of the forehead just at the junction of the two eyebrows and root of the nose in the physical body. Everybody has got this Third Eye, but it remains dormant in most of the people as they remain blissfully ignorant of this great asset bestowed by the Existence.”
“Why this Third Eye is not automatically activated as the other two eyes are?” asked Gauri, trying to ground Shiv’s flight of philosophy.
Shiv smiled over Gauri’s puerile poser, and replied, “The Third Eye is already and automatically active as the physical eyes are. The only issue is that we are not aware of it. Take the example of physical eyes, which if remain closed, cannot see anything, though the existence of sighting and objects sighted are real in the phenomenal world. Similarly, in the spiritual world the Third Eye exists, but if it remains closed, how can one envision the spiritual realities? Unaware of this great spiritual asset and constantly remaining entrenched in mundane and banal living; one will naturally doubt the existence of the Third Eye.”
Under the spell of Shiv’s eloquence, Gauri nodded her assent to what Shiv had told about the Third Eye, but she was still curious as to how Shiv made his Third Eye to see, while others could not. Realizing what Gauri wanted to know, Shiv proceeded to reveal, “Every individual, being on one’s individual level of spirituality, has one’s own way of opening one’s Third Eye. I’ve got my own. Initially, it was a bit difficult, but once the Third Eye was opened, it became as easy as with the normal eyes. However, I rarely use the Third Eye in normal living. It is used while entering spiritual world through meditation. It also happens in case of grave provocation when it is opened automatically. But, this situation needs to be averted as such opening devours a lot of spiritual strength”.
Gauri grew impatient to know the method Shiv utilized to open his Third Eye. She asked him to describe the method in tangible manner. Smiling, Shiv described his experience, “First, I sit in an erect posture with folded legs. Naturally feeling calm and composed, I resort to deep and slow breathing for some time. Then, a sound like aum a..u..m.. emanates involuntarily from the pit of my stomach, which keeps gurgling in my throat and further striking at the middle of my forehead above the root of my nose, and ascends up to the centre of my skull, where it resonates  softly and soothingly. The strike of the sound at the middle of the forehead is so forceful that it seems to have been put on fire and the sound seems to be bursting out of it. But this burning is put off by the nectar of bliss flowing from the Brahmarandhra, the divine aperture in the skull. Simultaneously, I keep collecting my consciousness from outer world and even from my limbs and mount my consciousness on the waves of the sound. This is the most difficult part, and initially I encountered many failures at this stage. But, the sound and consciousness jointly strike the middle of the forehead so forcefully that an aperture is opened there, enabling me to see a whole new world of Existence. I call this aperture the Third Eye”.
Coming out of the spell of Shiv’s description of the Third Eye, Gauri wanted to know if there was any method easy enough for an ordinary person. Shiv smiled in affirmation, asserting that there were many. On insistence by Gauri to spell out some of them, Shiv said stoically that he would do that at the right time in future.
6.7
Gauri’s arrival at home was a great relief for the parents – King Haimvat and Queen Mena. They were elated to see an angelic aura glowing around the daughter, though Mena was concerned more about the daughter’s emaciated body. She chided her, drawling Uma, meaning ‘don’t do’ intense austerities, and instructed her to refrain from such acts. Gauri laughed heartily at the mother’s affectionate concern.  The mother’s chide was so sweet and her uttering Uma was so wonderfully tuneful that Gauri lapped it up as her another name, as a sweet remembrance of mother’s care.
Champavati, the capital of Himachal, was abuzz with applause for Gauri. There were wide talks in the capital, eulogizing Gauri as to how she climbed the forbidden mountain and how she encountered Shiv, the Param Purush. Talks of her feats spread far and wide assuming various versions -  coloured with myriad hues of perception, imagination, fiction and fabrication. Some called her Devi, the goddess, in awe, while some addressed her Maa, the mother in veneration. Many others praised her calling Parvati, the lady mountaineer, to acclaim her feat of climbing the Mount Kailash, and being only the third in achieving this distinction after Shiv and Sati. Almost all such praises stuck to Gauri as sobriquets. Among them, Parvati became the most popular, occupying the centre stage as her proper name, and relegating her real name Gauri to background.
6.8
On the day of marriage, Shiv’s men from Lohtsa, Thongsa and Vishwayatan assembled in Champavati and marched in a procession towards the king’s palace, which was the venue of the wedding. The pale Deul villagers - with flat faces and small eyes, braided hair on heads but moustaches and beards almost missing, clad in goatskin were a laughingstock to the citizens of Champavati. Some were accompanied by their ferocious dogs; some were walking their favourite goat or sheep, while some were moving beside their yaks carrying stinking loads. They all looked like aliens to the city people. Shiv appeared no different from them, though he was remarkably distinguished with his sharp features marked by high cheekbones, tall height and fair complexion, and above all a glowing aura. Nevertheless, his tiger skin waist-clothes, his rudraksha beads, his trishul and damru and his straddling Nandi caused laughter and ridicule among the onlookers.
A group of ladies from the palace and quarters of priests and ministers, flanked by the royal men led by the king on one side and the prominent citizens of Champavati on the other side, had gathered to welcome the groom and his people. Gannu and Narad approached them hastily the reception party to announce formally the arrival of the groom. Mena, despite being acquainted with the villagers, was deeply provoked to see them in their abominable native costumes and stinking odour. For the first time she saw Shiv, who despite being a handsome and attractive youth, appeared horrid to her because of his outrageous costume and riding a bull. She was so repelled that she refused to welcome the groom, and instead scurried back towards the palace, throwing away the accoutrements she was carrying to ritually receive the groom.
Meanwhile, Shiv, unmindful of the developments, was playing his damru rapturously, staring, in a fixed and bewitched gaze, at Parvati, who was standing, along with her friends, in the front balcony of the palace, waving her hands to express her joy to welcome Shiv. All the people present there were spellbound witnessing the two lovers. Sensing the critical situation of the occasion, Haimvat rushed to receive Shiv, and helping him with his arms alight from Nandi, took him to the wedding venue.
6.9
Inside the palace, Mena was fuming with rage that her daughter had made a wrong choice. She was condemning Shiv to have come to marry a princess in a beggar’s clothing, and had thus sullied the dignity of the royal tradition. She started sobbing, announcing her decision not to let her daughter to marry that wacky beggar.
Parvati was perturbed, realising that the situation was getting out of hand. Modesty prevented her from approaching her mother, in presence of other women, to convince her about the greatness of Shiv and her love for him. Suddenly, a ray of hope gleamed on her and she asked one of her friends to immediately bring Narad and Gannu in, to intervene into the matter.
Narad tried his best to convince Mena by praising Shiv a lot, highlighting his high education at Vishwayatan and having been acknowledged across the world as the Param Purush. He emulated Shiv as a divine incarnation and Parvati as none else but Shakti, the power of Shiv, in the human form. She is the eternal partner of Shiv; they have come on the earth for their divine play and none can keep them separated.
Mena, despite appearing a bit convinced with Narad’s arguments, took umbrage at his hectoring assertion that nobody could keep Shiv and Parvati separate, taking it as a challenge to a mother’s concern for her daughter. She scolded Narad that he, being a bachelor and vagabond, could not realise a mother’s pain for her daughter. However, Narad again tried to convince her by reiterating that they all were mere tools in the divine scheming of union of Shiv and Parvati.
Finding that her mother’s temper was a bit cooling down, Parvati slunk closer to her and softly cuddled her from behind. Puerilely leaning on her left shoulder, she whispered in her ear entreating her to allow the marriage. The mother discerned the depth of her daughter’s desire and immediately announced that the wedding be solemnized with full grandeur.
6.10
The marriage was performed with protracted rituals. Everybody was happy, but the departure of the bride was marred by a ruckus created by Shiv over presents offered by the king to the newlywed couple. He refused to accept the gifts and insisted that Parvati accompany him in an ordinary woman’s clothes, leaving behind her royal robe. He sought to justify his decision that he being no royal person could not afford the trappings of a royal living for his bride. When the elders tried to convince him to let the bride wear her bridal royal clothes at least on that occasion, he emphasised that one should not be entrapped in a pretentious living even for a moment and even on the occasions like wedding. Everybody was silenced, except weeping Mena who was deeply anguished that her daughter was being deprived of a woman’s deep longing for good clothes and jewellery.
6.11
At Kailash, Shiv realised that he had no home for the newlywed wife. He once again erected a snowhouse for the new bride. He arranged the basics of household, making every effort to liven up the ascetic ambience. He tried his best to keep Parvati pleased in whatever frugal he had to offer. He would collect fruits and flowers from Anand Kanan, and prepare Somras from the brewery. He even structured stairs on the path to a nearby pond to facilitate bath for Parvati, as she was in awful habit of taking bath religiously daily. He named the pond Gaurikund, the pond of Gauri, to keep the fragrance of her maiden name alive and afresh.
Parvati fell sick. Shiv was peeved. He insinuated that Parvati’s sickness was because of her obsession with daily bath in icy cold water. It caused a tiff, though brief, between them. Shiv was alarmed. He started taking her more often to Anand Kanan for a change and to alleviate the suspected ill effects of high altitude on her.  He would administer her large doses of Somras in an attempt to invigorate her.
6.12
After a couple of months, in the summer that year, King Haimvat and Queen Mena, along with ministers and minions, visited Deul and set up camps on the bank of the Manas Lake. This excursion was specially organized on insistence by Queen Mena who was desperate to know about how her daughter was fairing with her freaky husband.
Despite approaching up to the foot of the Mount Kailash, the royal couple – Mena and Haimvat – could not meet their daughter living with her husband at the peak. Even sending a message of their arrival to her was a big problem. Assistance from villagers was sought, but they were of little use as they frowned at the idea of sending someone to Shiv and Parvati, climbing the Kailash. They were gravely scared of stirring up the spirits residing there, which, they believed, would turn revengeful on being jarred by ordinary mortals.
Gannu and Bhero got into a huddle with the royal couple and ministers to find a way out to access Parvati and Shiv. Gannu suggested that they should go up to the cremation plateau, and make loud calls to Shiv and Parvati, who would respond if they happened to be at Anand Kanan. It was Gannu only who knew about the Anand Kanan, and who was able to guess that Shiv must be often visiting, along with Parvati, the garden of bliss.
6.13
Parvati, sitting on Shiv’s lap at Anand Kanan, was stirred by clamorous calls coming from the downs intermittently – sometimes in a feminine voice and other times in a heavy masculine voice.  These calls appeared to her familiar and intimately affectionate. She asked Shiv to listen intently to the voice, who laughed it out, teasing her that she was looking for one more excuse to escape from the love play.
Resenting Shiv’s sensuality by pummelling her fists on his broad hairless chest, Parvati curtly asked him to listen to the voices, which were growing shriller. Surprised to notice that some voices were actually coming from the downs, Shiv instantly inferred that there must be something urgent for which people were calling for him. He asked Nandi to immediately carry Parvati down to the cremation plateau and followed himself on foot. Soon the voices were clearer, and they could recognize who they were calling for them. They hurried to them – Parvati moved much ahead of Shiv. Seeing that her parents were there, she jumped down from Nandi and ran to her mother who grasped her affectionately in embrace. Tears welled up in the eyes of the two women out of sheer emotional upsurge. The onlookers stood stunned to see the awesome meeting of the daughter and the mother. Shiv preferred to stay back. He was, however, joined shortly by Gannu and Bhero.
Parvati was engrossed in talks with her parents. While Haimvat was not much keen to know about her stay with Shiv, Mena asked many intimate questions in whispers, trying to keep the conversation out of Haimvat’s earshot. She was disconcerted that her svelte daughter had grown precariously skinny and looked sick. She blamed it all on Shiv. Further, when she noticed Shiv standing away with his friends, she lost her temper, taking Shiv’s conduct as snobbery and discourtesy. She rushed to him, and called for an explanation about Parvati’s health deterioration. She even chided Shiv branding him a bad husband, who did not bother for comforts of his wife. Shiv was indulgently silent; Parvati was albeit at unease at allegations being levelled against Shiv, though it was hard for her not to smirk and look furtively at him.
Amidst onslaughts of allegations, Mena lambasted Shiv for living a weird life of a recluse even after marriage. She condemned his lifestyle and accused him of running away from the society. Highlighting hazards of high altitude, she asked him to leave living at Kailash. She even did not spare Deul and condemned it as unfit for living of civilized people. She impressed on him that he was not now a hermit but a married man and had some responsibilities towards his wife. She asked him to immediately move to some city to live like a citizen, shunning his tribal and reclusive trappings.
Haimvat, who was a silent onlooker stunned over Mena’s barbs, came up to speak to Shiv, gracefully and politely, as if moderating Mena’s aggressiveness. He implored Shiv to arrive at the mainstream society living in the plains. Lauding him as a person of great accomplishment and enlightenment, he appealed to him to descend on the plains to help people rid off sorrows. He made an elaborate description of people in the plains suffering because of ignorance and banal rituals. He emphasized that the society at large needed the person like Shiv as their leader, and that he should not keep him confined to a secluded place like Kailash. Evoking Shiv’s compassion, the king stressed that the efficacy of compassion could be realised through experimentation in the society and not at an isolated peak of a mountain.
Shiv appeared convinced by the appeal from Haimvat. But, he preferred to keep mum - neither showing enthusiasm to King’s appeal nor expressing displeasure to Queen’s aggressiveness - though bitterness caused by the Queen was still stinging him. Suddenly, he set to move back to Kailash, without saying formal adieu to his in-laws. Parvati, being a committed companion, followed him, though with a heavy heart, taking leave of her parents.
En route to Kailash, there was an unusual silence between Shiv and Parvati. Both were tense – Shiv brooding over his encounter with his in-laws and their insistence on him to leave his dear Kailash, and Parvati taking umbrage at Shiv’s insolence towards her parents. When at Kailash, there was a big run-in between them over what the King and Queen had desired. There were arguments and counter-arguments from both sides – Shiv rejecting the suggestion and Parvati insisting on it. Ultimately, Shiv yielded sadly.




Chapter seven
Search for City
7.1
Four teams were readied - each comprising a leader and two associates – to embark on an expedition along the course of one each of the four major rivers emanating from the abode of snow. Gannu and Viru, the one-eyed friend of Shiv from Lohtsa, led their teams along the Ganga and the Yamuna, respectively. Bhero went along the mighty Brahmaputra, while Ruru, the man of extraordinary combination of mind and might among the people of Thongsa, followed the shimmering Sindhu. They all had to search for a city suitable for Shiv and Parvati.
Shiv and Parvati had descended on Lohitsa to brief the search teams – on the hardships and precautions for the journey, by Shiv; and on preferences and likes of the desired city, by Parvati.
When back to Kailash, Shiv was sad at the prospect of separation from his abode of peace. Sensing Shiv’s sadness, Parvati became unnerved, and in a bid to appease him, tried to pick up a talk on a topic dear to Shiv. Cherishing Parvati’s concern, Shiv desired for some light and entertaining talk. Looking out for one such subject, he chanced upon an anecdote of his school days at Vishwayatan.
7.2
Pulak, son of Ulook of Prayag, was a brilliant student at Vishwayatan. At around twenty, when he completed his graduation, he was required to exercise an option for either the householder’s or the celibate’s stream of studies, his post-graduation, and thereafter three-year course of Vidya Varidhi, the doctoral research. Pulak opted for the celibate’s stream, and in that too, he chose Adhyatma, the spiritual stream. It was quite a natural choice for him as he had all proclivities for an austere, studious and spiritual life.
While Pulak was around twenty-three, engaged in his doctoral persuasion, he would visit his guide and mentor, Acharya Sheelbhadra at his hut for directions and consultations. Pulak was very close to Sheelbhadra because of his propensity for deeper knowledge and keenness to go beyond the express words of scriptures.
Dhi, an about-twenty-year-old girl of outstanding beauty, was daughter of Acharya Sheelbhadra. She was so sharp in intelligence that his father had named her Dhi, meaning intellect. Though she was a sprightly, fun-loving and frolicsome young woman, she had pledged her life to celibacy - perhaps prompted by her ambience.
One evening Pulak was meditating on a stone slab in the  backyard of the hut,  trying to concentrate on what he believed to be the nucleus of the divine Existence. Despite his strenuous efforts, he was failing again and again in his endeavour. It was causing deep frustration, but he remained steadfast. Suddenly, he was rocked wildly by a shrill voice in his left ear. Startled, Pulak opened his eyes to see what it was all about, and he saw a beautiful damsel giggling with delight.
Annoyed over disruption of his meditation, Pulak grunted with exasperation: “Who are you?”
The insouciant girl, instead of bothering for Pulak’s anguish or answering his question, asked teasingly, “Why are you sitting on my slab?”
“Your slab? Who are you?” Pulak sought to know in surprise. 
“Lo! You’re trying to drive me away by the counter-question! But, no, I’ll not spare you,” avowed the girl resolutely.
“But, would you please let me know who you are?” implored Pulak, wishing to get rid of the hectoring girl.
“I am Dhi, your sister,” quipped the girl.
“My sister? But I have no sister.” Pulak was in bewilderment.
Delighting in his angst, the girl purred, “See, Acharya Sheelbhadra is your Guru, the spiritual father, and he is my natural father. So, I am your sister.”
Before Pulak could overcome the girl’s brashness, she repeated her poser, seeking to know why he was sitting on her slab. Flabbergasted, Pulak looked at her blankly, to know as to what did she meant by her slab. Giggling, the girl expressed surprise over his ignorance about how her father had dedicated that slab to her for practicing meditation, wishing that her determination be as firm as the slab. Expressing regret for the inadvertent encroachment, Pulak tried to move out hastily, but was prevented by Dhi, though she continued confronting him stating that she did not mean that he should leave his meditation midway, and that she only meant that he should have sought her permission before using the slab.
Deeply disoriented, Pulak was at a loss of words and looked blankly at Dhi in embarrassment. Dhi hopped away, casting a bewitching look over Pulak. Filled with a strong desire for her, Pulak could not restrain himself from falling in love.
Pulak was completely smitten by sultry Dhi. She was in his dreams; she was in his thoughts; she was in his meditations. Whenever he tried to focus his mind on his spiritual pursuit, Dhi’s image would emerge blocking the progress. As he tried to push away her image, he was caught more deeply in the grip of passion for her. His meditations were spoiled as her raunchy image persisted to haunt her. He would grow crazy in nights due to erotic dreams. He feared he would go mad if such amorous thoughts would continue to haunt him, robbing him of his pledge of celibacy and aspiration of spiritual realisation. He knew it was not possible to congress with Dhi as such alliance was not permitted by his profile and the path he had opted. Further, the university would censure him severely if they came to know about what he thought about the daughter of his revered spiritual mentor. He could share his suffering with none; neither could he seek advice or direction from anybody, least unlikely from his mentor, to get out of the vexed situation.
Pulak withdrew himself to complete seclusion, away from everyone, except the thoughts of Dhi who had occupied the whole space of his consciousness. His mind constantly delighted in weaving erotic fantasies. The fantasies were lovely, dark and deep, while conscience kept constantly knocking at the door of his consciousness, reminding him of looming failure in his objective. The predicament was too heavy to bear, and one evening after one more failed meditation, he came to conclusion that his life, devoid of his goal, was not worth living.
Downstream the river Ganga, much down from the main bank where the Vishwayatan people would bathe and collect water for oblation and domestic use, Pulak was standing on a secluded shore that evening to find out an end to his terrible thoughts. He could see no way except seeking refuge in deep waters. He, however, decided to wait till the brahma muhurta, the time of the God, in the morning, to drown himself in the river. He kept himself awake all through the night pondering over his struggles and failures, amidst deep longing for Dhi entrenched in his heart.                                                       
Standing in knee-deep water of the river, Pulak was crying, seeking forgiveness from the God for his failures in his ordained endeavour, and instead falling a prey to carnal desires. He squealed emotional appeals to Acharya Sheelbhadra and friends at the Vishwayatan to forgive and forget him for yielding to defeat and running away like a thief. All through these cries, whines and wailings, he could not forget Dhi. Weeping bitterly and calling loudly for Dhi, he was wading towards the depth of the river to seek his final destination. Suddenly, he was caught from behind by two soft arms. Looking back in surprise, he saw it was Dhi clutching him from waist and dragging to the riverbank.
It was Dhi’s daily regimen of running in the early morning from Vishwayatan to this far-flung isolated place to hone her physical and spiritual strengths.  This was the time when she would have a glimpse, though mostly faint and fleeting, of liberation from earthly bondage.
Dhi was struck with amazement when she saw that the person she dragged to the shore was none other than Pulak. In an excited curiosity she was eager to know why Pulak was driven to such an extreme step. Pulak was silent, unwilling to speak out. He was deeply shocked over unexpected turn of event. On persistent pressure from Dhi he vented his anger and frustration on her, alleging that she had been the cause of his undoing on the path of spiritual persuasion, and she had now hindered his path of departure from the world.
Dhi was pained to realise that Pulak was ending his life because he was caught in conflict between his longing for her and spiritual aspiration. In view of his infatuation for her, she offered herself to Pulak, emphasising, “My life will be of some value if it saves life of someone as the life is ever greater than any achievement, may it be the spiritual attainment.” 
Pulak was enamoured with Dhi’s conduct, though he was confused whether the magnanimity was impelled by compassion or realization of his longing for her. Dhi pulled him out of his whirling thoughts, admitting that she also loved him.
Pulak and Dhi rushed to Acharya Sheelbhadra back at Vishwayatan to apprise him of their intention for alliance and seek his blessings. Sheelbhadra was shocked that his disciple and his daughter, who had pledged themselves to celibacy, had set on the path of passion, contrary to ethos of the people dedicated to spiritual studies. But seeing the firmness of their resolve, he agreed to talk to the Kulpati.
The Kulpati bristled at what Sheelbhadra told to him. He immediately refused to accord his approval to such aberration, let aside blessing the couple. On persistent entreaties by Sheelbhadra who echoed the feelings of his daughter that life is always worth saving even by making the severest sacrifice, the Kulpati relented to refer the matter to Vidwat Parishad, the academic council.
A raging discussion occurred in the Vidwat Parishad. There was a formidable group who demanded that Pulak be punished for a sinful craving for a woman, polluting his vow of celibacy, and foolishly trying to end his life. They even demanded punishment for Dhi for allegedly alluring an ascetic student to the path of passion. They even condemned Sheelbhadra for remaining ignorant of what was transpiring between his disciple and his daughter and failure in mentoring well his disciple and putting leash on his daughter. There was another group who empathized with the couple as well as Sheelbhadra taking a lenient and humane stand. The Kulpati, who was privileged to deliver the final verdict, was caught on the horns of dilemma – he was duty-bound to protect the high ethical standard of the university and at the same time he could not be dumb to the voice of his conscience against the futility of sacrificing the carnal needs for vague and illusory spirituality. Flummoxed, he looked furtively at the hapless couple, who sat there huddled. Suddenly, a way out flashed in his mind. He accorded approval to the union of the couple, but asked them to immediately leave the campus so that the instance could not be a trendsetter.
The unceremonious departure of the couple from Vishwayatan made Sheelbhadra mad as he could not bear the tragic separation of his daughter, the apple of his eyes, and his dear disciple in whom he had reposed high ambitions. Pulak was wonderstruck with fast moves of fate, and his orientation in spirituality was shaken from the root. He was set to redefine his goal and chart out its pursuit afresh. Dhi was deeply depressed due to deprivation of his father’s protection and fear of an uncertain future. The Kulpati suffered a grave self-doubt as his experiments with education had borne such bitter fruit.
Pulak and Dhi left forever for an unknown place.
7.3
The teams, which had gone on expedition looking for a suitable city for Shiv, returned with many tales of their journeys. Viru, who had led his team along the left bank of the Sindhu, was the first to recount his tales:
“Our team moved along the left bank of the Sindhu, across the mountains, up to the far west, where the river veers to left in the southern direction. Thereafter, the river flows swiftly down the hills, towards the plains. Though the places along the Sindhu are sparsely populated, the people are quite friendly. Instead of staying with them for long, we preferred to move ahead along the river. In about two months, we reached a place called Panchnad, which has acquired its name from the confluence of five rivers coming together to meet Sindhu. 
The confluence blocked our way ahead as it was almost impossible to cross over the huge mass of water. We were compelled to follow the path along a trunk tributary, moving by its left shore. Now, moving towards north, we passed confluences of other tributaries which met the trunk tributary on its right shores. Thus, our movement along the left shore remained unhindered, till we reached a place where where one of the five rivers named Vitasta enters another river named Asikni on its right shore to form the trunk tributary.
As we apprehended that by thus travelling towards north we might reach the origin of the rivers in the glaciers in Deul without accomplishing our task, we mustered courage to cross the Asikni, and moved towards east. This area is called Saptsindhu Pradesh, the land of seven rivers, in recognition of the significance of the six rivers and one more river, which we later came to know as Saraswati, and which demarcates the eastern boundary of the region.
Moving steadily towards east, we reached the Saraswati. Further moving northward along the right shore of the river, we reached a small village of farmers who called themselves Arya.  We soon saw some other villages in the region. These villagers are very skilled and cultured people. They use wheels to run fast on the land, and boats to swim swiftly in the water. They use iron to manufacture arms, and gold to make jewellery. They know ploughing the earth; they cultivate wheat, barley and paddy. They rear cattle like cow and bull. They revere cows a lot. The rich of them have got sturdy and powerful animals, called horse, and use them to ride and get their carriages pulled. The horses are not native of the land, and are imported from the far west. The wise and visionary among them sing hymns quite sonorously, while performing a ritual called yagya, the sacrifice, by putting clarified butter in fire. In their hymns, which have been compiled by some scholarly sages in a compendium called Rig Veda, they praise elements of nature like fire, sun, rain, et al.
Once when we reached a far village, the people there  asked us not to move forward as ahead was the Ashram, the hermitage, of Maharshi Kanva, who disliked being bothered by the people. They appeared deeply awed by the Maharshi. On our insistence on knowing the reason, they reluctantly divulged that the Maharshi, who is hundreds of years old, was quite affable and accessible till the spat and separation between his foster daughter Shakuntala and her husband King Dushyant. The Maharshi was much bitter when Shankuntala left his Ashram in a huff and their son Bharat was taken away by King Dushyant from the Ashram.
The People’s awe for the Maharshi, and their claim about his age, enhanced our curiosity to see him. Despite their warnings, one night we sneaked away from the village, and hurried to the Ashram. We saw that the Ashram was an idyllic place, and appeared celestial and mysterious, wrapped in the misty moonlight in the night. As we sidled up to the Ashram we saw a wiry and gangly person with white hair and beard, wrapped in snowy white clothes, sitting in deep contemplation, in front of a straw hut.
Suddenly, the sage sprang up on his feet, perhaps alarmed by our footfalls. We hid ourselves behind a bush, but the old man roared like a lion, “Come out. Who are you there?” Feeling incapacitated to resist his command; we came out, moved slowly with bowed heads, and slumped on his feet. There was again a roar, but this time it was soaked in compassion, “Stand up. Don’t behave like wimps. Tell who you are.”
As we stood in compliance and humility, the Maharshi stared at our faces, and croaked in amazement, “You people are not from this land. You appear to have come from other world. Tell exactly who you are and why you are here.”
When we told him about us and our task, his countenance was completely changed. He was now a different person. With folded hands he intoned, “You are the people of my Lord. You are most welcome here. I am grateful that you have brought the news that the Lord has appeared on the earth. I had been guessing for quite long that the Lord was about to descend on the earth.”
When we raised the issue of a suitable city for Shiv to live, the Maharshi appeared a bit disconcerted, and heaving out a deep breath, stated with consternation that Saptsindhu Pradesh was no more a peaceful and prosperous place since the Battle of Ten Kings. The region was condemned to treachery and violence as most of the wise and brave had already moved to the east along the rivers Ganga and Yamuna. The Saraswati, which was the witness to the visions and composition of pious hymns by the great seers, was drying up and might soon vanish from the earth.
On our request to know about the Battle of Ten Kings, the Maharshi revealed that it was fought between the Bharat clan and a conglomerate of Puru, Yadu, Vurvasha, Anu, Druhyu, Alina, Bhalan, Paktha, Shiva and Vishanin clans over sharing the waters of the Saraswati river. The kings of the ten clans, who ruled the regions upstream the Saraswati, had got collectively constructed a weir on the Saraswati, depriving the Bharatas, who lived downstream the Saraswati, of the river water required for irrigation of agricultural fields. The entreaties by the Bharat king Sudas for the river water were turned down by the ten kings who argued that the water was just enough for them only. The Bharatas were though contented with whatever meagre water was released by their upper region neighbours, but a quarrel between two wise men from the Bharatas happened to be an immediate trigger for a fierce battle.
Sudas’ Minister, Vishwamitra had once visited the Ashram of sage Vashishtha, and having liked his cow asked for it. Vashistha refused it point-blank, which infuriated Vishwamitra so much that he resolved to seize the cow at the strength of state authority. When King Sudas came to know about it he chided the Minister for his avarice and arrogance. The implacable Minister, in revenge, turned a traitor by joining the camp of the Ten Kings, shoving them to inundate the Bharatas by opening up the embankment on the Saraswati. In the battle that ensued, Sudas emerged victorious and Purukutsa, the King of Purus, who led the army of the conglomerate, was killed.
Despite their victory, Bharatas were not happy in the aftermath of the battle as the defeated kings continued to nettle them. The Saraswati was drying up in the region of Bharatas due to its mainstream being diverted by the ten kings to the nearby Airavati rivulet. Embattled, a major chunk of Bharatas under the leadership of King Sudas’ son Divodas left for the east.
Maharshi Kanva closed his eyes in anguish, remembering the departure of virtuous Bhartas from the Saptasindhu region. After some time, heaving out a deep breath, he purred with satisfaction, “Bharatas are learnt to be doing well, having scattered in the vast Gangetic plains. Divodas is said to have established a kingdom in the far east at Vairat, clinching the local Kashi tribe and settling the some Bharatas who continued to accompany him.”
7.4
Ruru looked frightened when Shiv asked him to present his report. He shuddered a bit before starting to relate his story, as if possessed:
“We travelled along the right bank of the Yamuna for quite long, traversing vast tracts of desolate areas interspersed with sparsely inhabited places and deep forests ashore the river. Once having lost our way along the river, we drifted deep into dense forests, across unknown areas, and went far south.
During daytime we would roam in the jungle, vainly seeking path to the Yamuna bank. In the nights we would clamber up some huge tree to seek shelter on its branch for fear of violent wild beasts. We would cling on the perch, wrapping our arms and legs around it.
One night, we were awakened from our meagre sleep which we had fitfully while clinging to a tree branch. We were shocked to hear some bizarre cries of people coming towards us. When they came quite closer, we saw about a score of black and stocky men and women – all stark naked – streaming in a procession, dancing and singing in incomprehensibly croaking sounds.
Two of them were carrying flame torches, one each in their hands. Two others were dragging a naked adolescent boy who appeared completely drunk and unable to walk on his own. Two women were dragging a bull, which seemed a pet because of its leash. They all were drinking some liquid from a clay pitcher in tiny leafy cups. They appeared sozzled or possessed.
We were horrified to see that they stopped just in front of the tree we were perched on. We trembled with fear of being caught, but they, being lost in the splurge of drinking and dancing, could not notice us.
Soon, they stopped drinking and dancing. The two flame torches were fixed astride a stone obelisk, which seemed to be their deity, standing at the root of the tree. Some men started digging a small pit, while others placed some wild fruits, which they had brought with them, in front of the obelisk. Some women rubbed plant leaves on the obelisk, as if painting with its sap, and then decorated it with some fresh leaves. The surface of the just dug pit was covered with leaf-plates.
Having finished the work of preparing the pit and decorating the obelisk, they all started drinking, dancing and singing with great gusto. They also made the already inebriated boy to drink the liquid forcibly. Meanwhile, worship of the deity was in progress amidst nasal chanting of some strange prayers by four men.
The bull was slaughtered with great ferocity and its blood was stored in the pit. The boy who appeared by now almost unconscious was brought near the pit, surrounded by all men and women singing and dancing. Suddenly, four men sprang out from the mob and laid down the boy on the ground. While two kept his body pinned to the ground, the other two pushed his downfaced head into the pit of blood and kept drowning it till he ceased struggling to wriggle him out of the trap of death. Ultimately, he yielded to death amidst uproarious rejoicing by the madly dancing people.
The body of the boy was cut into pieces and offered to the deity apparently immanent in the obelisk. The pieces of flesh were later distributed among the people, who were dancing in small groups in great frenzy. They all started feeding on the pieces of flesh and drinking cup-fills of blood from the pit.
I felt a strong urge to retch and my limbs became so numb with fear and disgust that my grip on the perch loosened, and I fell on the ground with a thud. The people, frightened over unexpected dropping, took to their heels in panic, crying in shrilling voices.
For a few moments I remained lain there in fear, but when I realized the situation around I stood up and calling my teammates to come down, fled towards the opposite direction.
We kept running all through the night without fearing wild beasts, impelled by greater fear of what we had just witnessed. We continued running even in the forenoon next day until we were alarmed by a feminine voice shouting in panic, ‘Arya, Arya’. An ugly black woman encountered us, in great fear.”
Many among the audience, including Parvati, who were attentively listening to Ruru’s tale of horror, looked to Shiv in curiosity to know what Arya meant. Shiv, who was reluctant to intervene, briefly stated that he had been told during his school days that the area where Ruru’s team had strayed into belonged to Dasas and Dasyus. Instead of delving into details about Dasas and Dasyus, despite overstrung curiosity from many among the audience, Shiv gestured Ruru to resume his narration.
“We did not respond to the frightened woman, indicating that we were innocuous people. Staring at us in bewilderment the woman croaked, “You don’t look like Aryas. Then, who are you?” When we informed her that we are from Deul and are friends of Shiv, she whispered in a voice choked with joy, “My prophecy has come true. Our Lord has arrived on the earth. Our Protector shall be soon amongst us.”
Finding us perplexed she calmed down, and showing reverence to us profusely she asked what she should do to please us. We desired to get out of the place post-haste, as we had yet not overcome from our shock over what we had witnessed the last night. We recounted how brutally some savages had sacrificed a boy last night. It made the woman to shriek in a heart-wrenching cry. Her cries, however, tapered off into whimpering when she saw us gaping in guilt of having wronged her in some way. Sobbingly, she clarified that the slain boy was her son.
To quell our curiosity she continued to tell: “The rival clan of the Dasyus has a tradition of appeasing their deity by sacrificing a boy kidnapped from our clan of Dasas”. On being pressed further for more details, she divulged: “We are originally the people of the north. When Aryas, who also called them Bharatas, were progressing towards the east, demolishing our dwellings and putting forests to fire to acquire cultivable land, we put stiff resistance to them, but were vanquished and pushed to the south beyond the Rasa river into an area called Rasatal, which Aryas meant the nether land fit for living of demons. Those, who put violent resistance, pride in calling themselves Dasyu, the robber. We, who raised a non-violent passive resistance, are called Das, the slave. Some of us staged no protests, expecting a peaceful living under Aryas, and preferred to be assimilated among them, but they are loathed as untouchables by the Aryas. The Dasa and Dasyus are, however, safe in Rasatal because Aryas do not foray into this region, treating it a condemned land. But even in this land of ours we are not at peace as we have developed an intense fraternal enmity over the extent and manner of resistance we put to the Aryas. Due to this enmity only, the cruel Dasyus kidnap boys from our clan to sacrifice them to their deity.” 
Abruptly closing her talk, she indicated that there was a grave danger for us being strangers in that area. She insisted that we should immediately leave the area. She hastily asked us to follow her. After about a two-day journey through dense forests and rocky terrains she brought us to the shore of a river which she called the Rasa. Asking us to lie down silently at the shore, she went hurriedly towards a nearby gorge and disappeared there. She soon appeared carrying a canoe on her head. She got us boarded on the canoe in panic and rowed it vehemently across the river. When on the other shore, she pushed us hastily off the canoe and whispered in frightened voice, “Move away fast, very fast. You’re safe now.” Without losing time she prostrated on the ground in deference to her original homeland and ran immediately back to the canoe to row it back to Rasatal lest she were caught by enemy for crossing the river or helping strangers out of the region.
Travelling as fast as we could on the path shown by the Dasa woman, we reached the Yamuna shore in few days. We were so afraid of the Rasatal that we hurriedly crossed the river perching on a wooden log. We further continued moving eastward.
After about a week we reached a place where the Yamuna met the Ganga in confluence. There was a small village of rishis, who were reputed for performing yagya. We were later came to know that the village was Prayag, the site of profuse yagyas. There we saw Gannu and his teammates. We wept bitterly having found ourselves in the safe company of our men.”
7.5
Gannu, who was already aware of Ruru and his team’s harrowing experience, now took turn to narrate his anecdote:
“Travelling along the river, which flows directly southward  from the Manas Lake, we swiftly crossed Surkshetra, and reached the confluence of this river with the Ganga. Thereafter, following the course of the Ganga we crossed Rishikesh, and moving further along the Ganga, which flows eastward, we soon descended on the plains.
In the Gangetic plains we saw Aryas from Saptsindhu Pradesh who are settled in small villages, having defeated Dasas and Dasyus in fight over area domination. On the land won from the Dasa/Dasyus, they have started cultivation by tilling the land with newly invented plough, and cattle rearing, comprising mostly cows. But there is no big settlement or city in the plains, except some tiny villages, mostly on the riverfront. The population in these villages is quite fluid and in constant flux. Some of the inhabitants move further eastwards in search of further cultivable land and entrepreneurship, while fresh groups from behind in the west occupy their vacant dwellings. In the perpetual flux they hardly focussed on some planned and permanent dwelling. So we kept moving in search of the city suitable for dwelling of Shiv-Parvati.
One morning, when we had just entered a dense forest after a stopover at a small village called Karnavati, four persons – black and stocky with curly hair and thick moustaches – who were skulking behind the bushes, accosted us and tried to abduct us. We immediately raised a loud alarm.
A sage came out, rushing towards us and started shouting at the top of his voice, “Dasyu, Dasyu. Danger, danger.” We also started shouting, imitating his words. Soon, some people working in nearby fields rushed, shouting the same words. People from the nearby Karnavati reached the spot within no time. The four black men, however, slipped away in the melee.
The villagers alerted us against such misdeeds of the Dasyus, who they alleged sneak into Aryavarta from Rasatal. The sage, whose name was Maharshi Dadhichi, took us to his Ashram. The Maharshi was astonished as what we, the people from high reaches of the mountains, were doing in the plains of Aryavarta. When we stated that we were looking for a city suitable for Shiv to live in, the Maharshi jumped with surprise, screaming in disbelief: “Shiv? Who Shiv? You mean Shiv of Deul?” When we nodded our heads in affirmation, he stared at us if he had seen some ghosts. Suddenly, he started embracing us, stating that Shiv was his bosom friend at Vishwayatan.”
Gannu stopped for a while, finding Shiv looking agape at him. When Shiv desired to know more about Dadhichi, Gannu picked up the loose end of his narration, describing briefly about Dadhichi, “Dadhichi had opted the life of the forest, leaving behind the domestic tradition of his ancestors. He had devoted himself completely to tapasya. At the time we had met him he was concluding composition of a treatise, but he did not divulge its content to us. He albeit wished very keenly to see Shiv, delighting in reminiscences of old days. As he could not extend any help in finding the suitable city, except advising us to leave the area hurriedly as it was infested with Dasyus, we moved ahead in pursuance of our mission.
Our search took us further towards east, to the confluence of the Ganga and the Yamuna where the svelte Saraswati comes to meet them in a veil. There, at Prayag village where we met Ruru’s team, a Maharshi named Bhardwaj runs a gurukul. When he came to know about our affiliation with Shiv, Bhardwaj jumped with joy, hilariously exuding hope that it was only Shiv who was capable to bring about reconciliation between warring races of Aryas and Dasyus. In a highly hysterical mood he declared that Shiv was not an ordinary man but an incarnation of God who had arrived on the earth to alleviate dissensions through his compassion.
Bhardwaj was anguished to admit that Prayag village was not suitable for residence of Shiv-Parvati as it was a village of rishis who excel in observing austerities and performing fire sacrifices. He suggested that one such suitable place was Vairat at the confluence of the Ganga and the Varuna, where the descendant of great Bharatas and son of King Sudas, Divodas had established a great kingdom. He had very tactfully won the confidence of the local Kashi tribe, and blended his Bharata kin with them so sagaciously that he had achieved a great success in establishing a kingdom blessed with harmony and prosperity.
As suggested by Bhardwaj, we, along with Ruru’s team, moved down the Ganga and reached a place where the river takes a semi-circular curve towards north to lap another small river named Varuna. At the confluence, in a vast area formed by the cliffs of the two rivers, stood a walled city fortified by rivers Ganga and Varuna from two sides and wide moats from south and east. Two huge gates opened to the city, one each from southern and western directions, erected on two huge bridges on the moat to connect with the mainland.
We entered the city from its western gate, securing our entry only by giving the reference of Maharshi Bhardwaj to the gatekeepers. From the western gate, a straight road runs towards eastern boundary of the city. Along the eastern boundary, which formed the riverfront of the Ganga, stands a grand building, which we later came to know as the fort of the king. Further north-ward along this boundary, offices and residences of the royal officials are located.
The western gate is flanked by the circular rows of houses on both sides, occupied by the legion, which are responsible for the defence of the city state. Along the front of their houses there runs a circular road, which passes along the king’s fort on eastern side and along the labourers’ houses located on the north side at the cliff of the Varuna river. Similarly, another row of houses is located along another circular road, which is occupied by the farmers and artisans. At the centre of the city there is a vast open circular field, at the centre of which, rises a high pillar holding aloft a big wheel. We were told that the wheel is the invention of the people of this city, and its display signifies the progressiveness of the citizens. Houses of the intellectuals and priests of the city were located in the semi-circular row on the western side. 
The city has got every facility for a comfortable city-life  – brick-made houses, good roads, greenery all around, strong defence and security arrangements, and civilized people.  The Kashi tribesmen are very humble and affectionate people, but the upper-class gentry is a bit snobbish and supercilious. Their king Divodas, who is said to be an uppity snob, is the only authority to consider whether a foreigner might be allowed to settle in the city.
Scared of clannishness of the king, we did not call on him neither did we broach the subject of seeking settlement there. Contented with information enough for our purpose, we returned hurriedly.
7.6
On indication from Shiv to recount his episode of expedition, Bhero was distraught with shame. He looked at Narad for support, and started to relate:
“We moved along the river, which assumes dozens of names at different places during its long course. We followed it by its left bank, and moved swiftly towards eastward. The banks of the river are deserted and desolate almost all through its mountainous run, except for a few hamlets near the confluences of tributaries. Initially, after travelling for about two weeks, we reached one such hamlet, where people were from our own race and were quite friendly to us. They were so kind that they lent us a boat made of hide, which made our journey considerably convenient and comfortable.
Rowing the hideboat for a few weeks, we reached a point where river turns suddenly to the north and cuts a course through a succession of narrow gorges in a series of rapids and cascades. Thereafter, the river turns east and then towards south and southwest and flows through a deep gorge across the eastern extremity of the mountains.
We discarded our boat near a place where the river turns to the southwest as it was difficult to manoeuvre the boat due to fast current of the river. Further ahead, the river swells into a vast expanse of waters, receiving several rapidly rushing mountain brooks. In the valley ahead, the river makes a braided course.
The climate is completely different in the valley from that in our area. In contrast to cold and dry climate in our area, it is hot and humid in the valley. It becomes musty in the monsoon season, and one gets very easily tired due to excessive perspiration. The whole valley is covered with dense forest, which comprises trees bearing delicious fruits, and provides home to various wild beasts.
We continued our journey along the river, looking for some human habitation. We travelled for quite long, but there was no sight of human being. Eventually, we reached a small village called Pragjyotish, the light of the east. The people there were quite unfriendly as they looked very suspiciously at us. But, we were very happy as we had seen human beings after travel for months through the desolate and harsh areas. We hoped comfort and hospitality from the people of Pragjyotish.
Contrary to our expectations, the people of Pragjyotish, on the very first day, after sunset, hurried back to hide behind the snugs of their homes, leaving us unsheltered. We slept in the night in the open below a tree outside the village.
I saw about a dozen women – all naked, petite and sturdy – taking me off a boat, loosening the rope they had tied me with. I immediately realized that I was abducted brought to the other side of the river, while sleeping with my friends. I was chosen perhaps because of being colossus in comparison with my friends.
After untying me, they removed the only clothe that I had wrapped around my waist. Looking at my flaccid limb of manliness they giggled coquettishly and some of them stoked it also. Soon they took me with them - dragging, pushing and pulling.
As far as I could see the area through my tortuous dragging, I could comprehend that the whole area was a closed place, surrounded by a mountain on one side and the river on the other sides. The area was, however, idyllic and covered with verdant vegetation. Later, I came to know that the place was called Durjay, the impregnable, as no outsider could enter the place without the permission of the womenfolk who were the only inhabitants of the place.
I was taken to a cluster of huts located in a circular formation, with a comparatively larger hut at the centre, where sat their queen at a mud platform. Surprisingly, the queen was draped, from neck to toe, in a one-piece white cloth. Later, I could notice that in whole of Durjay only the queen used cloth to cover herself, while others – the commoners - were stark naked. Furthermore, only queen was privileged to have a husband, or a male partner, to copulate at will. Any carnal activity was denied to the commoners, though they secretly availed lesbian joy, and coveted the queen’s male partner. When caught they were punished for seduction.
The queen had a voracious appetite for mating. I was being used as a gigolo to quench her insatiable lust. The only work I was supposed to do was making love to the queen, as often, and she needed it quite often, as required by her. I was not allowed to leave the premises of the queen’s hut which was put under surveillance of ever-watchful women soldiers. Meeting ever-increasing demand of the queen, I started emaciating within a week. I feared for my life as I was sure that by that rate of service to the queen I could not live long. Perhaps that was the reason, the women soldiers of Durjay were ever on look for a man across the river and that appeared the reason why the people of Pragjyotish were always on their guard, particularly in the night, against onslaught by the Durjoy woman soldiers.
No one except the queen could conceive a child. The queen appeared to be capable of some magic that only at will she could conceive, and that too only female child, despite incessantly indulging in the intensely amorous activities. In the whole of Durjay, only one male was allowed to exist, and that was the partner of the queen, and he too used to be consumed soon due to excessive use by the queen, necessitating the fresh search for the prey.
After about a week, one morning, when I came out to the courtyard of the queen’s hut, I saw Narad standing there placidly. He was alone with the queen and was scolding her in stern voice, “The person you have preyed on this time is none other than the friend of Shiv.” The queen, who was not open to any other feelings except the desire for coitus, was trembling with fear. She entreated with folded hands, “Forgive me for my indiscretion as I was unaware that the Lord has arrived on the earth and this man is his friend. I must be quite virtuous to have an opportunity to congress with the Lord’s friend. I am grateful to the Lord for this benevolence. Now, having known, I cannot detain the Lord’s friend anymore. For the first time in the history of Durjay I am sparing a man alive from this place.”
Narad was strumming on his Veena, unconcerned about what Bhero was narrating. He did not even bother, with an air of insouciance, to explain why and how he had been to Durjoy and what connection he had got with that concupiscent queen. Smiling slyly to Shiv and Parvati, he simply spoke, “See, here is your Bhero and his friends – all hale and hearty.”




Chapter eight
The Great Expedition
8.1
There was an upsurge of emotions that morning at Lohitsa. The people from both the villages had gathered there. Shiv was setting off for a new abode. The people were deeply sad and anguished that the lad Cheu, who had earned wide acclaim in entire Deul and beyond, was leaving them. Many of them were perturbed as they were not admitted by Shiv into his retinue, and only a few selects were fortunate to find place in the team. Gannu and Bhero were undoubtedly there, followed by their associates – two each. Similarly, Ruru and Viru, along with their associates, were there in the team. There was no doubt about berths in the team for Nandi and Parvati being inseparable from Shiv. Narad, who was there till just before a day, was seen nowhere. He was ridiculously flitting!
Shiv, who had always been calm and composed, was distraught; his face was contrite with grief; his heart was revolting, refusing to believe that he was going to leave his people and Kailash. Though the waves rising in the ocean of his heart were soon contained at the shore of his cool countenance, his eyes were fixed on Kailash. He appeared to be huddled with the peak in deep dialogue. Seeing him so engrossed in staring the peak, Gannu, who was made the leader and guide of the expedition on the count of his rich experience of travels in the plains, grew impatient. He wanted to move as early as possible so that they could reach the first stopover well in time, but seeing Shiv’s wistfulness, he could hardly muster courage to urge him to make hurry.
After a long spell of contemplation, Shiv suddenly raised his right arm and started playing his damru. The sound wafting from his tiny instrument was so melancholic that the faces of people present there were covered with tears. Everyone knew it was Shiv weeping through his music. Everyone felt the pangs of separation. Playing his damru, Shiv moved slowly and silently towards east and started walking. The retinue along with the villagers followed him in silent reverence. Slowly and sluggishly he reached the bank of the Karnali. Staring for a while at the Manas and then the Karnali, he suddenly slumped on the ground and started crying like a child, taking a handful dust from the ground to his head. However, he soon regained composure, looked pensively at the people with tears shimmering in his misty eyes, and silently waved his hands to them, seeking their leave, indicating to stop there.
8.2
Shiv’s entourage kept moving, along the Karnali river, towards south. It was the same path which Shiv had followed while he had fled Deul years ago.  This time, he preferred to move straight bypassing Surkshetra. In about a fortnight, they were at Rishikesh on the bank of the Ganga. Though Shiv desired to move ahead silently, his presence in the vicinity was sensed by the Vishwayatan people.
The whole university led by Kulpati Panini arrived at the bank of the Ganga. Seeing Shiv after a quite long time, Panini was overwhelmed with joy. Before Shiv could succeed in bowing to his feet, Panini lapped him in embrace. The whole Vishwayatan witnessed, with blissful astonishment, how moved Panini was to meet Shiv. The new students, who were not aware of Panini’s veneration of Shiv, were surprised to see that a strict disciplinarian and scholar of Panini’s stature melted like butter before Shiv. Hastily, Panini got Shiv perched on a nearby rock, and delivered a brief but impassioned speech:
“I am very happy to know that Shiv, the incarnation of compassion, is descending on the plains. The whole Aryavart is reeling under conflicts between Aryas and Anaryas. Both are thirsty for blood of each other for area-domination and self-justification. The self-righteous Aryas leave no stone unturned in blaming Dasyus for evils. The Dasyus have been thrown out of their own motherland, and pushed across the Rasatal,  in the south. All Anaryas, the non-Aryans - whether they are Dasas, Dasyus, Asuras, Rakshas, Danavas, or Nagas –are so frightened from Aryas that they have rallied against them. The Anaryas are not wrong in their own way; they are just defending themselves, but sometimes their defences exceed the limits. Then they resort to all evil means of revenge. The women and children – from both sides - are the big sufferers.
Shiv has got an onerous responsibility to reconcile the issues between Aryas and Anaryas, making them realise their respective sins and wickedness, and teach them how to shun violence and practice compassion. As a living god of compassion he needs to make Aryas realise the hollowness of prayers sung in the praise of the celestial gods, ignoring the feelings and sensitivity of their Dasa and Dasyu brethren. As the Aryas are looking for Shiv eagerly for a new leadership, Dasa and Dasyus are waiting for him to take up their cause. He has to emerge as a leader towering the two. He is the living god; he will rise to be the greatest leader of the people, he will bring peace and an all-round development to the land, and will surpass all gods, to be worshipped as the greatest among them.”
By the time Panini ended his impassioned speech, he grew emotionally so surcharged that he fell unto the feet of Shiv. Shiv, who was almost indifferent to what was being spoken of him, was flabbergasted by the humility of Panini. Coming to his senses, he immediately bowed to Panini’s feet, amidst cheering by the crowd who repeatedly raised slogans, Jai Shiv, Hail to Shiv. Without uttering a word, Shiv moved ahead on his journey, waiving his right hand to the crowd.
8.3
The entourage bypassed Mayawati, the capital city of King Daksha, on Shiv’s insistence as he still dreaded calamitous event costing Sati’s life. The entourage instead travelled via Kankhal, where Sati had tried to commit suicide by jumping into the sacrificial fire. At Kanakphal Shiv paid a tearful obeisance to the departed soul, while Parvati got an idol of Sati installed there and performed worship with lavish offerings suitable to a deceased co-wife. Later, at Parvati’s behest, a temple dedicated to Sati came up there and a priest was appointed to perform regular worships.
The group resumed the journey along the Ganga – Gannu as usual in the front leading and guiding the group, followed by Shiv who mostly walked silently, Parvati riding Nandi amidst the group members, and Bhero remaining strategically placed always at the tail for security reasons.
Travelling along the Ganga, the group hardly came across any human settlement. After about a score of days they reached Karnavati, the village where Gannu and his team had earlier a stopover.
The villagers panicked to see the visiting group, believing that they were from Dasyus. They were so terrified that they could not recognise Gannu and his team who had visited them only a few months back. They fled to the nearby forest, leaving behind only two families whose leaf-huts were located a bit away in the south of the village. The people left behind were dark and short-statured, contrary to the tall and fair-complexioned people of the main village. Shiv immediately understood that they were the people called Dasas.
The Dasas came crying, out of their huts, and prostrated on the ground.  Shiv moved forward and embraced them. They cried even more bitterly, to the surprise of the visiting group who were unable to understand whether they were crying out of fear or overwhelmed over Shiv’s compassionate approach.
Eventually, Shiv’s compassion won Dasas’ confidence, and they mustered courage to approach Shiv to recount their plight. They asserted that they were the natives of the place and the fair-complexioned people were the intruders, who had captured their lands and cattle after defeating them in a bloody battle. The defeated ones fled south across the river, while the feeble ones among them were left behind only to be treated as slaves. The victors called themselves Arya, the noble, and the defeated Anarya, the ignoble. Among the Anarya, those who had fled were dreaded and despised with the name of Dasyu, the robber, while the left-over feeble-ones were called Dasa, the slave. Their life among Aryas was worse than that of an animal. Shiv was deeply anguished over the plight of the sons of soil.
The people of the main village, the so-called Aryas, who had fled to the forest, soon returned under the helm of Maharshi Dadhichi. Dadhichi was surprised to see that it was none other than his bosom friend Shiv. The Arya villagers were astonished that Maharshi Dadhichi and the strange visitor embraced each other with great felicity and friendship. Dadhichi explained that the visitor was neither some Dasyu chief nor the fierce god Rudra, the roarer, who they had been appeasing singing hymns and performing yagyas. He was Shiv, the benevolent one.
Leaving his retinue, including Nandi and Parvati, behind at Karnavati village, Shiv moved to the hermitage of Maharshi Dadhichi.
8.4
At Dadhichi’s Ashram, the two friends – Dadhichi and Shiv – were so engrossed in talks, day and night, as if two lovers had met after a long separation. There were queries, questions, jokes and wisecracks on varied subjects, including personal, social, political, spiritual, religious and scriptural ones. To begin with, Dadhichi was extremely curious to know as to why Shiv had quit his pious and peaceful abode and roaming around in the plains full of the sly and the skanky, looking for a settlement among them. Dadhichi’s query reopened old wounds of Shiv, who described the circumstances, groaning with old memories. He, however, resumed his composure soon, wisecracking, “And, how did you manage to remain free so far from the yoke of domesticity, Dadhichi? What I knew during our Vishwayatan days was that your father Maharshi Atharvan lived somewhere on the bank of the Saraswati in Saptasindhu Pradesh.”
Dadhichi replied in a voice heavy with sadness: “When Aryas started moving towards east across the Saraswati River, quitting their original abode along the Sarswati, my clan was also among them. The thirty-three koti (clans) of rishis, who had fled from Saptasindhu Pradesh, coalesced into one unit called rishikul, the family of rishis, and settled in Naimisharanya, the forest of the eye blink, across the river Gomati. That place is away from here hardly two-week travel on foot.
At rishikul, the rishis continued to envision new hymns and interpret the old ones. Some of them took up the work of compiling them. The initial verses, which had been envisioned in Saptasindhu Pradesh, were compiled under the title of Rig Veda. Three other Vedas, namely, Sama Veda, Yajur Veda and Atharva Veda, rolled out subsequently. My father, Atharvan, the chief seer of the Atharva Veda, was made the first Kulpati, the head of the family.
There was a strong section of rishis who would visualise and interpret the Vedas as a means to appease gods by performing yagyas. They were too ritualistic and prided in being priests privileged to work as linkmen between gods and men. They propounded annotations titled the Brahman on the Vedas, eulogising yagyas and prescribing various rules and procedures for performing them. Taking too much fancy in their creation of annotations they even assumed the same title for themselves, claiming that they were the sole adulator of the supreme god, Brahma. I could not acquiesce to their line of thought and exclusiveness.
“Then, what did cause you to arrive in this area, and live a life of an ascetic?” Shiv asked with a glint of mischievous humour in his eyes.
Recollecting old thoughts, Dadhichi intoned in a sad and sombre voice, “Shiv, you know my nature; even during my school days I had never liked pretentious and pompous ways. As a big admirer of personal virtues, I believed that they could be earned only through knowledge, which could further lead to realisation of the Absolute Truth or the Brahm as they fancifully call it. They doubted and disputed my Madhuvidya and some even picked up quarrels, pressuring me to fall to their line.
Wary that his talk might sound grandiloquent to Shiv, Dadhichi hurriedly tried to sum up his narration: “I could have put up with those people had there not been an attempt to thrust a marriage upon me with a dowdy daughter of a Brahman at the instance of my father. Actually my father, apprehensive of my perceived waywardness, tried to moor me to marriage. Then, I had no way out, except to flee, right from the venue of the wedding.”
The last sentence was said so innocuously and humorously that it triggered peals of laughter in Shiv. Then, caught contagiously, Dadhichi also fell in the laughter, and the two friends laughed for quite long and quite boisterously. When their laughter subsided, Shiv asked quipping, “So, what are you doing nowadays?”
Dadhichi replied, picking up his earlier line of narration, “As it was quite natural for the son of the main seer of the Atharva Veda, I also tried to compose some hymns, though a bit disinterestedly. But, those hymns were profusely appreciated and lapped up eagerly by the compilers of the Atharva Veda. I doubted that the compilers were under pressure from my father to promote the son. It was all repelling to me as I ever aspired to delineate my own path – the path of knowledge. Away from them, I am well on the path of realisation through knowledge. I am not alone on this path; there are many who hold talks with the people on the subjects like Jiv, Atma, Brahma, and so on. They call this path Upanishad, the huddling together, and hold that this path is contrary to Brahman’s.”
Intervening in Dadhichi’s narrative, Shiv desired to know what he had done that far on the path of Upanishad. Pat came the reply from Dadhichi that he was authoring a small but poignant Upanishad, naming it Ishopanishad, replacing Brahmans’ Brahm with his version of God, Ish. When Shiv desired to listen to something from his Upanishad, Dadhichi recited quite devoutly the fifteenth verse, which he had composed a few days ago only:
A golden shroud veils the face of Truth.
Tear it off, O Sustainer, to make me see the real Truth.
Shiv was thrilled over the import of the verse. He lauded the excellent use of metaphor. The two friends discussed the Truth and the banality of the glittering veil. They both recited the verse in unison umpteen times, imbibing the reality and piety inherent in the verse.
Subsequently, when their talk veered towards the current situation in the region, which the Aryas called Aryavart, the land of Aryas, Dadhichi deplored the conflicts between the self-righteous Aryas and sly Dasyus. He was bitter about the attacks of Dasyus on Aryas and the plight of the Dasas. He exhorted Shiv to do something to bring about amity between the two warring races, and prevent the plight of the Dasyus. He also urged Shiv to give a new leadership to Aryas who were wallowing in meaningless rituals and slush prayers.
8.5
At Karnavati, Shiv’s retinue was restive as they were not keeping well with the villagers who were wary of them, abhorring their culture and manners. Bhero had picked up quarrels with the villagers at times, while Gannu was desperate to move ahead, fretting over the unnecessary delay. In desperation, Gannu approached Shiv and impressed upon him the inordinate delay and the need to reach the next destination before rainy season set in. It made Shiv to accompany the team on journey ahead along the Ganga. But after about a week’s travel, Shiv drifted towards the north, proclaiming that he wanted to see the people and places of the area.
The villages in the region were few and far between, interspersed by vast areas of forests. Shiv went to the people with a message of compassion, emphasizing the importance of resolution of issues between Aryas and Anaryas and peaceful coexistence. The powerful Aryas were convinced a lot, but they were still not willing to assimilate Dasas in their society, which was fast getting structured on the basis of occupations of the people. Nevertheless, under influence from Shiv they acquiesced into admitting them to their community, but at the bottom of the social structure.
Shiv achieved some success in securing assurance from the Aryas for the welfare of the Dasas, but he was still struggling to convince them to end enmity with the Dasyus and appreciate their virtues and culture. The Aryas were resentful that Dasyus stole their cattle and women, and indulged in many other crimes. The Dasyus had deep grudge against the Aryas for their defeat and displacement. The spatial distance and mutual distrust had blocked the way to their interaction – a sine qua non for rapprochement.
With sustained efforts, despite stiff opposition from the Aryas, Shiv had managed some occasions when Dasyus from south had approached him with great hopes.  Some black sheep among them, who had entered Aryavart under the confidence-building measures of Shiv, caused setbacks to Shiv’s enterprise.
An offence by a Dasyu king rankled Shiv for quite long. He could not forget how the firebrand Daysu king, Mahasur had approached him with remarkable humility, and how elaborately he had recounted sufferings of his people at the hands of the Aryas. He had grown a devotee of Shiv and had earned his confidence and blessings. His true nature, however, came to light when Parvati spurned his amorous advances, and he, in revenge, tried to kidnap her with the help of his band of predators hiding with a boat at the riverfront,. Fortunately, it was Bhero who noticed him dragging Parvati towards the riverfront.  Shiv still remembered that dreadful duel between vicious Mahasur and hollering Bhero. Bhero had killed Mahasur in torrential attacks with his bare fists.
The whole episode filled Shiv with rancour and remorse. He wistfully felt Bhero should not have killed Mahasur, though his conduct was severely condemnable, but did not deserve to be punished with the extermination of life. Shiv spoke his mind to Bhero, advising him against excesses. Bhero was confused, unable to appreciate Shiv’s viewpoint. Shiv decided to initiate Bhero in the art of Marmaaghat. He taught him the unique martial art, with a condition that he should abide by the principle that the least force be used and that too, with compassion, while quelling a wrongdoer. 
One day, Shiv came to know that some people, perhaps Dasas, used to slaughter cows for beef. This caused Shiv so much pain that he started crying, reminiscing his Dhenu, who was verily a mother for him as he was brought up as a child on her milk.
Shiv’s crying like a child attracted villagers, including Dasas, in huge assembly. They pacified Shiv, promising that they would never kill a cow. Later, interacting with the people, Shiv made an impassionate appeal to them to protect cows and their progeny, contending that they were humble native animals, useful in many ways. He declared that it was a sin to kill a gentle animal like cow for meat, as it gave sweet milk, besides its male progeny were useful in ploughing fields and carrying loads.
When a concern from a certain quarter was raised about a traditional ritual of animal sacrifice, Shiv shouted that violence in any form was condemnable, though he soon lowered his voice in honour of the mass appeal for continuance of ritualistic sacrifice of animal. The matter was settled on the sacrifice of horses. Cleverly playing a trick that such sacrifices would be quite few as the horses were few in number as they were imported from foreign lands, and also being useful for riding and chariot-pulling. He also knew that horses could not be killed for meat as it was said to be not tasty to eat. Emphasising that it could be more valiant and valuable to sacrifice a powerful animal like horse than killing a meek and humble cow, Shiv was successful in convincing the people against cow slaughter.  
The spectacular success in winning over the confidence of the people pushed Shiv to the centre stage of the society. He emerged a spiritual leader, the most lovable among all people, relegating other gods to the background and some to oblivion. The people found in him a living god and one that was very close to them. The people, who feared the wrath of the ferocious god Rudra, found a saviour in Shiv. Many of them mustered courage to dethrone Rudra and anoint Shiv in his place. Many others were there who tried to brazen it out by raising a more plausible point that god Rudra, in penance for causing fear to people, has incarnated in his most benevolent form of Shiv.
8.6
It was the month of Phalgun, the spring season, when one day a robust person with long hairs on his body like a bear, along with an equally robust youth but unlike the former as his body looked smooth and hairless, approached Shiv near the bank of the river Gomati. With a remarkable civility, he introduced himself as Lomharshan Goswami alias Lomash and the accompanying youth as his son Sutshri Goswami alias Sut Goswami. Before Shiv could make out what Lomash was telling, Lomash embarked hastily on intimation that they were messengers from Shaunak, the Kulpati of rishikul of Naimisharanya, and delivered an invitation from the Kulpati to Shiv to visit the rishikul.
Befuddled, Shiv gestured loquacious Lomash to remain relaxed, and asked whether Atharvan or Shaunak was the Kulpati of the rishikul. With tears in his eyes, Lomash lamented that Atharvan had passed away recently and Shaunak was his successor.
Shiv grieved the demise of the great rishi. He felt disconcerted that Dadhichi was not aware of the demise of his father. A bit resentfully he asked Lomash why the great rishi’s son Dadhichi was not informed about the death. Lomash lamented that an extensive search was launched, but Dadhichi could not be traced as he might have hidden himself in some unknown place. This twist of destiny caused deep anguish to Shiv. 
At the border of Naimisharanya, Shiv and his retinue were welcomed by rishis led by Shaunak. Shaunak immediately prostrated on the ground touching the feet of Shiv and uttering ardently, “Lord, Lord!” Shiv swiftly raised him to his embrace, reproving: “Shaunak, the great rishi! I’m not Lord; I’m Shiv.” While Shaunak took Shiv to a corner and confided to him secretly what Mother Goddess had revealed to him in dream, the gathering, particularly those from rishikul, stood away stupefied and wondering why a great and adorable rishi like Shaunak, who is the chief of an illustrious rishikul, had shown such a high respect to a wanderer. Though they had heard about Shiv’s great strides towards undisputed acceptability as a living god, they could not digest the bowing of the Kulpati in such a servile manner. Nonetheless, on a hint from Shaunak, they all rushed to welcome the visitors by putting garlands of red oleander flowers around their necks and dabs of sandal paste on their foreheads.  Many of the rishis touched Shiv’s feet in great reverence.
Shiv was pleased to see that the rishikul hermitage was a very clean and planned settlement. The houses, set along two circular lanes, were built with wooden frames and walls of reed stuffed with straw and mud. Bamboo ribs supported the thatched roof. In front of each house, there was a flat, square mud altar for the Vedic sacrifice. Kulpati’s house, along with a small guest house and a huge community hall, was located at the centre of the settlement. The huge single roof of the community hall was made of reed and straw and was supported by huge wooden pillars and bamboo poles. The community hall was used for various purposes like holding debates and discourses, organizing feasts and festivals, and hearing cases and disputes. The Goswamis, who were assigned mainly with minding cows, were caretaker of the hall and were responsible for its upkeep.
Rishikul was especially readied for reception of Shiv. Special gates, made of bamboo and decorated with flowers and leaves, were erected. The guests’ huts and the community hall were decorated with festoons of flowers and leaves. The walls of the hut, where Shiv was to stay, were covered artistically with flowers.
The womenfolk comprising rishi-patnis and rishikumaris, wives and daughters of rishis, assembled to welcome Shiv and Parvati at the community hall. While putting dabs of sandal paste on Shiv’s forehead some rishikumaris, and some rishi-patnis also, were so excited that they skulked quite close to him, desiring intimacy. They had never seen such a brawny brute of a man. Brazenly braving Parvati’s presence, some of them desired dalliance with Shiv. One of the spinsters even propositioned Shiv, when she found him alone in privacy of a dark night. He, however, spurned their advances politely.
Nandi, who was lodged by Goswamis in the cow pen, encountered the similar situation from excited cows. Unlike Shiv, Nandi enjoyed making love aplenty with the wishful cows.
Shaunak briefed Shiv on the works accomplished at the rishikul. He informed Shiv as to how the Rig Veda - comprising about a thousand hymns envisioned and sung by pastoral people, in Saptasindhu Pradesh, later known as rishis (seers) - were compiled, grouping them into ten mandals (circles). He confided to Shiv that the first and the last (tenth) Suktas (chapters), namely, Agni Suktam and Purusha Sukta, were composed by the rishis at the rishikul only, and added to the great book making it complete with ten chapters. Reciting some verses from the Agni Suktam, Shaunak highlighted the significance of fire as a great discovery of the rishis and how it proved to be a miracle for the development of the people. He clarified that the rishis were actually the worshippers of Fire by performing yagyas to please Agni and appease other gods by sending to them consignments of offerings through Agni.
Shaunak informed Shiv that the verses were rearranged for chanting as the Sama Veda (Knowledge of Songs) and, with additional prose passages for yagyas as the Yajur Veda (Knowledge of Sacrifice). The fourth one, the Atharva Veda (Knowledge of the Fire Priest) - devoted primarily to practical, worldly matters - was composed by the great rishi Atharvan at the rishikul only, borrowing some   verses from the Purusha Sukta. Shiv noticed that, while referring to Atharvan, Shaunk was showing remarkable reverence to him. Further, elaborating on the content of the Purusha Sukta, Shaunak underscored the intellectual advancement of the rishis, progressing from gross Agni to abstractness of the Cosmic Person, Purush.
Shiv was later invited to participate and preside over various debates held in the assembly of rishis. Some disputations focused on Karmakand versus Gyankand between the supporters of the Brahman and Upanishad streams of interpreting the Vedas. The supporters of Brahmans were those who mainly focused on the worship of Fire, while those who propounded the Upanishads were the intellectually advanced ones who relied heavily on Purush, the Cosmic Person, contending that He presides over the activities of the world.
A debate was also held on the grace of celestial gods versus need for emergence of human gods. The disputation, which grew quite heated in its progression, concluded at the note that the time had come that persons like Shiv be treated on a par with celestial gods. There were some enthusiasts who advocated that Shiv be worshipped as the greatest god as he was a great friend and leader of the people, and horrible gods like Rudra be relegated. In the concluding speech, Shiv lauded rishis for their great spiritual and scriptural works, and impressed upon them the need for compassion for all creatures, be it whatever religious path they preferred.
While Shiv remained busy with rishis, witnessing their yagyas, participating in their debates and making valuable suggestions on myriads of subjects, Parvati was engaged in discussing issues raised by rishi womenfolk. She noticed that they were treated well, with respect and equality, by their men. They participated in the Vedic yagyas on a par with men.  Some of them were so brilliant that they had envisioned and composed some verses of the Vedas. Some spinsters, who had vowed to celibacy, had devoted to pursuance of knowledge of the Cosmic Person, and prided themselves on being called Brahmavadini, the knowers of Bramah, the Cosmic Person. Some Brahmavadinis, who had opted for this path lured by high reverence attached to it, staggered on the path and swayed sometimes by their unsuppressed carnal desires.
Bhero had developed a liking for Goswamis, though they had clarified that they were not rishis, but inferior to them. They were not allowed to participate in debates or yagyas and were restricted to the tending of cows only. Bhero later learnt that their title Goswami literally meant master of cows. Gannu and others enjoyed hospitalities at rishis’ homes; Nandi was happy cohabiting with cows.
8.7
One night, when after a long meditation outside his hut, Shiv opened his eyes slightly in sheer bliss of the meditation; he saw a spooky shadow moving gingerly towards him. Before Shiv could raise an alarm, the shadow was swiftly right in front of him. Now, Shiv could see that the visitor was a gangly man, with a thick growth of beard on the face against a barren pate on the head.               With an admirable alacrity the man bowed reverentially to Shiv and whispered softly, “I’m a devdoot, the messenger from Guru Brihaspati Dev.”
Baffled, Shiv enquired, “Who is this Guru Brihaspati Dev, and what does you or that person want from me?”  The man replied, “He is the Kulpati of devkul. I, Rati Dev, have brought an invitation from him to you to visit devkul, which is located in the nearby forest of Prabhasharanya, the forest of brilliant light. You decide on the time of the visit and I’ll be here to escort you there.” As if under spell, Shiv mumbled “Day after tomorrow around noon.” Bowing respectfully, the visitor disappeared into thin air.
The next day, morning, Shiv enquired from Shaunak about Guru Brihaspati Dev and devkul. Cringing in fear, Shaunak asked anxiously whether Brihaspati’s spy had approached him. When affirmed by Shiv, Shaunak stated, “Devs are crazy people who do not believe in celestial gods of Vedas and instead call themselves dev, claiming godhood to themselves and meaning insults to celestial gods. They also call themselves Charvak, the people of reasoned wisdom, and claim that one day their line of thoughts and temperament would become Lokayat, prevailing widely in the world. Their chief, Brihaspati is the craziest who teaches them all rubbish against the Vedas. They denounce our spiritual austerities and aspirations as irrational and ill-conceived, rejecting all dharma and karma as creations of buffoons for the sake of their livelihood. They have been challenging us for debates, which we have always been avoiding fearing their impudent demeanour. They visit our land, mostly covertly, at their will, while we are unable to penetrate their area as they have raised mysteriously impenetrable defences around their land. They are said to be quite advanced in mundane matters and have acquired many means to live a pleasurable life. They are not just rivals but enemies to us, always using barbs against our ways of thought and conduct. We are scared of them, and we’ve been contemplating to bring this matter to you for reconciliation.”
Shaunak broke for a while to calm down his breaths racing under feelings of wariness. The next moment, he spoke feebly, raising concern for Shiv, “But, why have they invited you to their land? Do they mean some offence to you?”  Though immediately dispelling his apprehension realising that Shiv was an incarnation of God, Shaunak advised him that he should take Bhero and Gannu along with him for the sake of his personal security. Shiv agreed to take his two friends with him, but not for his personal security, but for them to learn something new from the devs.
Exactly at the desired time and place Rati Dev showed up to take Shiv, along with Bhero and Gannu, to devkul. Shaunak could not or dared not to prevent, or could not intercept, Rati Dev taking Shiv and his friends along.
The whole afternoon Rati Dev made Shiv and friends travel through dense forests, and around sunset they reached a huge rock. Rati Dev climbed it swiftly and started emitting an ululating sound, howling like a wolf, followed by a sweet reedy music as if produced from a female throat. Soon, torches appeared, approaching from distant directions. When they arrived at the rock, Shiv saw a clean-shaven man dressed in impeccable white clothes, leading a group of sophisticated and well-mannered gentry. The man in white clothes moved quickly to Shiv and taking Shiv in embrace introduced himself as Brihaspati, the chief of devkul.
Welcoming Shiv warmly they took him and his two friends to their homes in Prabhasharanya. Shiv was pleasantly surprised that their behaviour was quite normal and becoming of a good-natured human beings. For the first time he was accosted with natural affection devoid of any sanctimonious trappings arising from the dream claimed to have been caused by some Mother Goddess divinizing him in advance before his arrival at a place.
Presuming that Brihaspati might have forgotten to mention about the dream, Shiv mocked, “Have you not had the dream of Mother Goddess foretelling about my arrival on the earth?” “What dream, man? Who is this Mother Goddess doing nothing but causing dreams to induce illusions about you!!?” Brihaspati jeered at Shiv.  The moment they realized beauty of their wisecracks, they burst into peals of laughter. Their laughter lasted for quite long, filling others, particularly Bhero and Gannu, with awe and surprise. Bhero and Gannu had seen Shiv for the first time laughing so loudly and openly, as if laughter was emanating from his heart.
It was quite late in the night by the time they reached Devkul town. Shiv and his friends were hastily escorted to a two-storey guest house, where they were served dinners, in bronze plates and bowls, consisting of warm tasty wheat breads, butter, roasted meat, and tepid warm milk to drink to conclude the repast. Shiv was shown to his bed on the ground floor, while his friends to theirs on the upstairs.
Brihaspati briefed Shiv about the location of bathroom, etc, and advised him to ring the bell hung there, in case of any inconvenience. He along with his men took leave hastily, excusing them that they were early sleepers.
The next day morning, Brihaspati along with two men called on Shiv, and appealed to have a look around the town. Shiv accompanied Brihaspati, while Bhero and Gannu were put in charge of one man each to brief them on the matters of their interests.
Shiv was surprised to see that the town was a good example of meticulous planning and architectural excellence. The layout of roads and connecting streets was in perfect grid pattern. Roads ran mostly in north-south direction, with intersections at right angle. Streets were in built-up areas of district zones of various groups of people, including scientists and intellectuals, teachers, technicians, artisans and artists. The grid of narrow streets of each zone opened in a main street, which from each zone, joined the north-south roads.
Underground sewerage and drainage channels, emanating from each house, ran beneath the streets and roads. The roads were paved with flagstones, while streets were lined with bricks. There were shady trees along the roads, and arrangement for drinking water was in place near the crossings of the roads. Along the streets garbage bins were kept at specified places.
The houses, which were built with sun-baked bricks – with flat roofs, well-spaced courtyards with windows opening into them, were so identical that they looked remarkably egalitarian. The houses of farmers, which were located in a distinct district in downtown near their farms, were quite large and a bit clumsily built. In the midtown, there was a large open town-hall, beside a theatre, a hospital, a guesthouse and a large school building. Closer by was a humble building, identical to those of other residents, to house the family of Kulpati, Guru Brihaspati Dev. Surprisingly, there was no worship place – neither a temple nor a yagyashala.  On query, Brihaspati clarified that the people in Devkul were devs (gods) themselves and hardly needed any imaginary gods to fall back on or to worship for grace.
Brihaspati asserted, “Charvaks rely solely on their karma. Their intellect is their guide and their karma is their strength. I myself always spurn any attempt by my people to venerate me, and have been emphasizing that if I am treated a bit superior to them it is only because that I have been firm in reliance on reason.”
Brihaspati took Shiv to the far south-west corner of the town, where a huge distillery plant was located. He introduced Shiv to the workers and engineers working near huge mechanized rollers to extract sap from the Som plants, which was being further processed in a brewery to yield the final product.
Brihaspati introduced Shiv to Vishwakarma, the chief engineer and architect. Shiv was very happy to meet Vishwakarma, and interacted with him very keenly, recounting how he had applied his knowledge of science acquired at Vishwayatan in establishing and successfully running single-handedly one such small plant at Mount Kailash. Lauding Shiv for his experiment with application of science, Brihaspati condemned rishis of Naimisharanya for their alleged apathy to scientific approach. Ridiculing them, he mocked that they still used two pieces of stone to extract Somras, to foolishly make their celestial god Indra too sozzled to launch attacks on townsmen of Prabhasharanya. He deplored that those buffoons wasted ghritam, the purified butter, and other precious things, by throwing them into fire, foolishly believing that the consignments of those things would be delivered to their illusory gods in the sky; and the gods, thus appeased, would send them riches and protection.
Brihaspati disclosed to Shiv that whatever eminence he saw in planning of Devkul town was outcome of Vishwakarma's excellence in architecture and town-planning. When Shiv desired that his friend Gannu be briefed in that science, Vishwakarma very happily accepted the responsibility.
Meanwhile, Bhero learnt from Shakti Dev, the Chief of Defence, the science of Shavar Yuddh, the guerrilla warfare. From Shanti Dev, the Chief of Administration, he learnt the craft of running administration as per the rule of law, and ways for containing crimes and punishing the criminals. He was also supposed to learn about the justice-delivery system, but in his enthusiasm for the techniques of fighting and administering punishment to the guilty, he evinced no interest in subtle science of jurisprudence.
Gannu, who was rather more interested in fine learning, did well in studying the statecraft and administration of justice. He specifically learnt the art of spying, specializing in changing forms, and use of human beings as assets to collect intelligence. Gannu was so impressed by the excellent town planning that he embarked on learning vastu shastra, the nascent science of architecture.
Shiv, who was deeply impressed by Brihaspati’s accomplishments, desired that Brihaspati should share his vision with other people, beyond Prabhasharanya, and particularly with his neighbours, the rishis of Naimisharanya. When Brihaspati expressed doubt whether rishis could be brought around to such rationality, Shiv assured him that the rishis were the good-natured and intelligent people and once they realized the significance of scientific knowledge and temperament, they would be all-willing.
8.8
Back at Naimisharanya, a conclave was organized in which Shaunak Rishi along with his rishi elites and Brihaspati Dev along with dev intellectuals held umpteen rounds of talks, mostly under superintendence and mediation by Shiv. Though the sworn rivals could come a bit closer, evolving an iota of appreciation for each other, they were still poles apart.
On the concluding day, Shiv preferred to moderate the dialogues, highlighting that both the sides had considerable merits in their respective ways, and had every right to remain stuck to their own viewpoints. He, however, emphasized the need for amity, appealing to the devs to be gentler and more accommodating, and to the rishis to be more open to rational thoughts.
Shiv advised Brihaspati, in privacy, to keep compassion at the core of his philosophy and remain kind to the dissenting people. Cautioning him against unnecessarily indulging in heresies, he suggested that Brihaspati should adopt Charvak, an agreeable articulation, to propagate his philosophy, and assured him of sure success, as it thoroughly appealed to the rational thinking of human mind. Shiv prophesied that this philosophy would once become Lokayat, prevalent widely among the people across the world.
8.9
Meanwhile, Parvati remained restive over Shiv’s detours and diversions. She viewed his activities as a fad for reforms and reconciliations among people who hardly solicited for them. She sulked that Shiv had drifted afar from search for the city to settle, for which he had left his Kailash behind. She had yet not forgotten the horrible encounter with Mahasur.
The journey, which had detoured for a considerable time, resumed its usual course - ahead, along the river Ganga. Shiv kept interacting, though briefly, with the people living in small settlements along the downstream, but he had to move forward, being coaxed by Parvati. 
After about a month-long travel, the group reached the confluence of Ganga with Yamuna and a shy and slender Saraswati.  There were two small settlements of rishis. One was of Bhardwaj located on the northern bank of the Yamuna and the other was of Kushumbha on its southern bank. The former was called Prayag due to incessant holding of yagyas, the latter was known as Kaushambi being the dwelling of Kushumbha. Both the rishis would run their gurukuls from their respective places. 
Shiv visited Prayag only as his team reached there incidentally. At Prayag, Shiv called on Bhardwaj, where the ubiquitous Narad was already present. After a brief discussion on prevailing situation in the area, Shiv revealed the purpose of his journey to Vairat. Bhardwaj, despite being aware about Shiv’s veiled divinity, was sceptic that Vairat’s arrogant king Divodas, the stubborn son of Sudas, the erstwhile sage king of Saptasindhu Pradesh, would let Shiv settle in his city. He deputed Narad as an emissary of Shiv to deal with Divodas. Narad escorted the team from Prayag. 
When Shiv’s team reached Vairat it was already late in the evening. So, moving around the southern moat they went towards west, and finding the entry into the city closed due to late hours and insistence by Shiv on obtaining the king’s permission prior to entering the city, the team went to a nearby hamlet of gardeners and settled there at the house of a woman named Rajo. Rajo’s job was to collect flowers for the king. That hamlet later earned an eponym of Shivpur to mark Shiv’s stay there.
The next day, in the forenoon, Narad, Gannu and Bhero sought entry into the city. On the auspices of Narad, who was a known figure all around, the delegation was allowed for the audience with the king. Despite permission having been accorded so earnestly, the delegation was made to wait for almost the whole day, in blatant violation of the diplomatic protocol. The dour-faced king condescended in the evening to see the delegation, but peremptorily dismissed them, to come next day, on the plea that he was too tired to listen to their petition.
The delegation was deeply shocked over the unbecoming behaviour of the king. The most embarrassed was Narad as he was venerated by all – whether the gentry or the masses – across Aryavarta. He was aggrieved that the king slighted him, despite knowing him well. Gannu smelt a rat in the conceited conduct of that stocky man who was the king. Bhero was not much voluble, but took exception to the king’s pompous strutting and deceitful prevarication, though they had not yet made the petition. The trio recounted their bitter experiences to Shiv, who sat stolidly, discerning that the king had been successful in his purpose of frightening the trio so that they might be dissuaded from approaching him again. 
The next day when the trio reached the palace they were surprisingly immediately ushered into the king’s audience. Emboldened, Narad embarked straight on the purpose they were visiting the king for. Briefly introducing Shiv as a versatile genius from Deul, Narad presented Shiv’s gift of a set of ornaments made of rudraksh beads to the king. He hurriedly conveyed Shiv’s request for permission to settle in Vairat. Scoffing at the gift, the king retorted gruffly, “Hark, Narad, don’t brag about Shiv. I know him. I’ve seen that anarchist at his marriage with Sati and again when he reached Daksha’s yagna uninvited and indulged in vandalism. I’ll never allow such an anarchist in my city.” By the time he completed his barb on Shiv, the king grew so angry that he chucked away the gift, shouting: “Take away this despicable bauble and get lost.”
8.10
Shiv, who used to keep his cool in most of the provocative situations, was peeved over king’s disdainful demeanour. Raging with revenge, the trio - Narad, Gannu and Bhero - huddled together to press Shiv for launching an offensive against Divodas. They proposed several schemes of aggression. Shiv, however, could accede to only their insistence that Divodas needed to be chastened and made to fall in line. “But, how?” The discussion ended with this question and everybody was asked to come up with an answer in the next session.
The next session commenced soon with Bhero pressing for an open attack, which was rejected summarily by Shiv who contended that it involved a lot of violence and by others on the ground that the suggestion was not pragmatic in view of unavailability of men and resources. Bhero then came with a proposal that he be allowed to challenge the king for a fistfight. This was immediately approved by all.
In a separate secret session, Shiv taught Bhero the special skill of using Marmaghat by hitting with fist on the nape of adversary’s neck in order to make him temporarily concussed. He elaborated on how a hit, deliberate or due to inept use, might cause death to the opponent. Reiterating his firm conviction in compassion, Shiv emphasised that the Marmaghat is always a good weapon for winning people but not killing them. He warned Bhero against causing any serious hurt to the king Divodas.
Bhero was brimming with confidence as he had been a champion of pugilism in Deul and had bettered his skill after tips and tricks learnt from Shakti Dev of Devkul.
The next day, Narad called on king Divodas and conveyed to him Bhero’s challenge. The king gave a derisive laugh, and gibed: “Does that clumsy tribal consider himself an equal to a king for duel? If he is so yearning for fight, there must be someone in my army to give him a befitting reply.” Narad was hushed as he had not expected such a reply.
Dejected, Narad returned to Shiv and friends. They again assembled to find a solution. Narad suggested that the king be kidnapped in a ruse and pressured into a compromise on letting Shiv settle in his city. The suggestion was acquiesced by Shiv, while Gannu hurriedly came up proposing that he might launch an intelligence operation in achieving that objective. The scheme was finalised immediately.
Rajo, the woman who had sheltered Shiv and party, was spotted as an agent to collect intelligence on daily routine of the king as she had access to the palace. She did not prove to be a hard target. Gannu clinched her easily with a few amorous glances and a bit caressing. When she was besotted enough, Gannu trained her in the art of spying and launched her on the job.
Rajo did an appreciable job, collecting enough information on the activities of the king. However, Gannu decided to test the waters himself before launching the operation. Taking cover of a labourer to carry Rajo’s baskets of flowers on the occasion of an approaching Madanotsav, festival of love, Gannu got entry into the interiors of the palace. Endearing himself to the chief decorator by his promptness in delivering the desired articles of decoration, Gannu kept a tab on the king’s routine.
Preparations for Madanotsav were underway for quite long. The king’s palace was decorated with flowers and earthen lamps. Town hall, which was the main venue, was also decorated. Security at the entry gates of the city was as usual.
Gannu was in constant touch, through Rajo, with Narad and Bhero. They were embarking on the well-worked-out plan. Bhero, along with Gannu, had to execute the plan, while Narad was to stay back with Plan B and wait for signal from Gannu and Bhero. Shiv, who was a bit bitter over the scheming of his friends, had, however, disinterestedly approved the plan.
In the afternoon, when labourers were carrying bundles of woods on their heads into the city for campfire, Bhero was one of them secretly interloped by Rajo. Having entered the city Bhero soon contacted Gannu at the rendezvous and after assuming a suitable cover and alibi got well-entrenched in the palace.
8.11
Madanotsav was celebrated only once a year, on the night of full moon in the autumn. All rules in the book relating to morality and social order were set aside on that night. People - whether they were Aryas, Dasas or Kashis, or even king and queen and other royals – were treated alike and had freedom to booze and make love. That freedom was, however, available from sunset to sunrise on the night of Madanotsav only. Besides, nobody, even the king or the queen, could coerce any unwilling person for making love. The mutual consent was set as a must. The observers – drawn from security personnel who were provided an opportunity for similar celebration among themselves exactly after a month – would remain on vigil to arrest aberration. Every year dozens of people – both men and women – were punished for forcing sex on unwilling person or extending their acts beyond sunrise.
On the Madanotsav night people, barring  the old and children, would assemble at the town hall where a huge campfire was lit and they would sing bawdy songs - sometimes singly, sometimes in chorus. While in chorus, they would form groups of men and women, and challenge the rival group for the craziest congress. While singing individually, the singer would praise the target, he or she had been dreaming for the whole year, in various ways – wooing, exhorting and inviting for a lascivious union. Once an alliance was sealed, both partners would indulge in an orgy of heavy drinking and lusty love unmindful of onlookers or those who wait to woo one of the partners for similar acts with them. During a span of night some people indulged in many such acts and with many partners.  
In the wee hours, the king and queen, tired from libidinous orgy, returned to the palace escorted by flambeaux-bearing security personnel. As usual, the king signalled the security men to halt before entering his sanitised sanctuary, which he preferred to keep away from the din of security guards. The queen – more sozzled and jaded than the king – staggered into the bedroom, while the king trudged behind her.
The two sleuths – Gannu and Bhero who were skulking in the palace - sneaked into the interior, tracking the king covertly and pulled him back catching his swaddling clothes before he could enter the bedroom. Flabbergasted with the swoop, the king put up a strong defence and when he could realise that the attackers were none other than Shiv’s friends he challenged them for a fight, slurring racial invectives. Gannu swiftly moved aside, while Bhero confronted the king accepting the challenge. The king scoffed at him, disparaging that he preferred to be liberated at the king’s hands rather than his army men’s, and charged a fierce fist at Bhero who saved himself by making a swift move. Trying to concuss the king in a bid to kidnap him Bhero hit him lightly at his nape. But, the blow came a bit heavily under the passion of fight. When he tried to take the king on his shoulder, he realised that the king had breathed his last.   In fear and desperation, the two sleuths fled from the scene.
The next day when Shiv called them to know the outcome of the operation, Gannu and Bhero cringed with guilt, confessing that the operation failed because the king died in the process. Contrary to his cool disposition, Shiv trembled with rage, shouting blames at them for failing him, despite his clear warning against any violence. He asked Narad to immediately accompany him to the king’s palace to condole the king’s death, and seek pardon from the queen and the people.
The news of king’s death spread in the city like a fire in the forest. The people, who had dabbled in orgies - and most of them had not yet overcome the hangover, were deeply shocked over the tragic end of the king. They talked and argued fervently over who killed the king and for what, and how it was that the incident occurred in a place where even a bird could not ruffle its feathers without permission of the king. Someone among them mumbled that it was due to the magic of the ascetic from Devlok, named Shiv, who was camping outside the city and was pestering the king for permission to settle in the city. King’s refusal earned the ascetic’s wrath resulting in his death.
Meanwhile, before the people could prolong their discussion, there was uproar that Shiv had entered the city. The people were extremely terrified that Shiv had such a supernatural power that he slayed the king in a remote-controlled attack and now even the army could not block his entry. The people started running helter-skelter, but some people reached them informing that the ascetic appeared an epitome of peace rather than a slayer. Burdened with deep sorrow and remorse, he was going towards the palace through the main thoroughfare. He appeared a real Rudra but very innocuous in countenance. The people, who were terror-stricken a few moments earlier, were now besotted with high regards for Shiv.
In desperation to have a look at the divine intruder, people thronged on the sides of the main thoroughfare, and awed by stupendous appearance of the visiting dignitary, spontaneously raised slogans ‘Har Har Mahadev’. Subsequently, they were surprised what exactly made them to thus hail an apparent enemy of the country. Some interpreted that though he had robbed their king of them, he appeared a great god. Some argued that he was a great god and had descended on the earth to har, rob, people of their miseries and sufferings.
At the gate of the palace, Shiv was accosted by a group of courtiers led by the minister. They were all seething with rage for revenge. But, once they saw Shiv who appeared most benevolent, joining his hands together in remorse, they could not believe that he could be an enemy. Forgetting the intended enmity, they hailed him, raising an uproarious slogan ‘Jai Shiv Shankar’ hail to Shiv, the benevolent.
When Shiv sought forgiveness from the queen, pleading his innocence, the queen burst with rage, wailing, “You got my husband killed, now you kill me”,  and pushing her ten-year-old son towards Shiv she howled, “and kill him also so that your greed for capturing my beautiful city could be satiated.” 
Placing his right hand on the boy’s head and gesturing his blessings to the boy, Shiv clarified that he had never desired for a kingdom and had no enmity with the king. Seemingly not satisfied with Shiv’s explanation, the queen growled, “I can’t believe till you leave my city dropping your idea of settling here.” “As you wish,” said Shiv sadly with folded hands and turned to leave.




Chapter nine
Kashi
9.1
There was a pall of gloom at Shiv’s camp. Parvati was livid at Shiv’s decision to return to Mount Kailash as he had promised to the widow of the slain king that he would not settle in her city.  Shiv was firm on his decision, while Parvati insisted that they had travelled so long seeking a settlement and would not retreat to be back at Kailash.  Gannu and Bhero distanced from the arguments, fearing rebuke from Shiv. Narad, however, mustered courage to step in, suggesting to Shiv, “You might consider settling outside the city, and thus you may keep your promise to the queen and may also make Parvati happy.” Shiv did not seem to be convinced, but kept mum. Parvati, apparently convinced, expressed concern, “Where then, if not this city? There is no city around. There’ll be no civic amenities at a place other than a city.”
After a long discussion, interspersed with sharp arguments, the matter finally settled that they would find a place nearby. After looking for a couple of days, Parvati acceded to Shiv’s choice at settling at a mound near the riverfront in the south of the city.
Meanwhile, the courtiers and the minister of the slain king kept on assembling around Shiv and pestering him to accept the reign of the city state lest some enemy capture it in absence of a king. Shiv flatly refused to oblige them, expressing his reluctance for getting dragged into complexities of a kingdom and citing his promise to the queen. He, however, suggested that the king’s son was the natural heir to the throne and he be made the king. When the minister protested that how a ten-year–old boy could be able to rule a kingdom, Shiv suggested to let the boy remain a titular king till he achieved majority and maturity. He pacified the minister and the courtiers by suggesting that they worked as counsellors of the boy king.  When they still highlighted the infirmities of the boy as a ruler and insisted that Shiv took the rein of the kingdom in his own firm hands, Shiv chastised them stating that the boy be treated as his alter ego and be paid all honours, if any, due to him.
9.2
A hut was erected by Gannu and Bhero at the top of the mound to house Shiv and Parvati. They fancifully named it Dham, the abode of god. When Shiv came to know about the name, he could not suppress his smile over lofty endeavour of his friends to emulate him as a god.
Gannu and Bhero made a humble hut for themselves also, in the vicinity of Shiv’s Dham. Narad, the great wanderer, soon disappeared, as capriciously as ever.
Vairat was abuzz with talks about Shiv. People would assemble in groups and discuss his prowess and magnanimity. Some thought that he was a magician who slew the king even from a distance, while some believed that he had supernatural powers to accomplish anything by just desiring. Some considered him as an ocean of compassion, citing that he blessed the slain king’s son with the kingdom which might have been easily his own, and honoured the widowed queen’s wish to leave Vairat.
There was a small group who held that Shiv was malicious and revengeful, alleging that he got the king killed in a ruse when he had denied him permission to live in Vairat. They ridiculed Shiv that he tried to assume greatness by showering compassion on the slain king’s son and widow.  They felt that the queen was wise enough not to fall in the trap of Shiv, and insinuated that she was a hurt nagin, she-snake, who would not spare its ravisher. But this group was overwhelmed by other groups who were firm in their belief in Shiv’s greatness and divinity.
In the meantime, the minister accompanied by the courtiers would frequently approach Shiv, seeking clarifications on the modalities for counselling the fledgling king. As they were not acquainted with the concept, Shiv took a lot of pain to explain things threadbare to them. He clarified that by assuming the task of counselling, they would have to bear the consequences also and the king could not be solely held responsible if anything went awry. Highlighting that they were supposed to wield a lot of influence on the king, he advised them to work with utmost care and sincerity, keeping the good of the people in mind.
When it came to actually implement the concept, the confusion among the courtiers further compounded. Shiv helped them find the way out, suggesting constitution of a council. He later corrected himself that actually two councils would be required – a council of elders which would counsel the king on matters of policy and another,  which might be called the council of executives, to assist the king in day-to-day run of the administration.  For the sake of their convenience, Shiv suggested to name the council of elders ‘Sabha’ and council of executives ‘Samiti’.
To the query as to who would comprise these councils, Shiv recommended that people representing all walks of life in Vairat should figure in the councils. Wary that the humble Kashi tribe might not be left out, he recommended that representatives from the tribe should invariably figure in the councils. Shiv, however, rejected their persistent demand that he headed the two councils, though he subsequently relented to let Gannu and Bhero be included, as his representatives, in the councils – Gannu in the Sabha, and Bhero in the Samiti. 
The people of Vairat would throng to Shiv’s Dham. They approached him, mostly individually but sometimes in groups, recounting their numerous problems and ailments. Shiv, honouring their faith in him, would listen to their woes and try to redress them in his simple and rational ways. He tried his best to dispel their belief that he was some god or a man equipped with some supernatural powers, emphasising that he was a person as much like as they were. But people’s belief grew stronger than Shiv’s denial about his godhood. People would raise the slogans of ‘Har Har Mahadev’, acknowledging that Shiv was a great god and had descended on the earth in human form to mitigate their miseries.
Parvati was weary of frequent crowds of people and the din created by them. She protested that she was being robbed of her privacy and her small household was being violated by people. Shiv did not want to disappoint the people who had reposed so much faith in him. On Parvati’s persistent protests, he declared that he himself would reach the people’s doorsteps. When someone reminded him of his promise not to enter Vairat, and sought permission to settle in the vicinity of Shiv’s Dham, he had no option but to allow him. This opened the floodgates for the people to flee Vairat and settle at the mound. Seeing the rush of the people and the resultant disorder, Shiv asked the people to wait for some time till he planned a city for them.
9.3
Gannu was tasked to prepare the plan of a new city. He worked for a couple of days, utilising the knowledge gained from Vishwakarma, the famous architect and town-planner of of Devkul in Prabhasharanya. He endeavoured to essay the plan, marking sites of various requirements as desired by Shiv. But, despite his best efforts the science learnt from Vishwakarma failed to help him draw a successful plan for a city on an elevated land like mound. What he had learnt was for an almost even, flat land. Eventually, Gannu approached Shiv, who after listening patiently to his difficulties, suggested that he drew a plan setting the lines of houses in an orbital way rather than setting it in the linear way, which was possible on a flat land only.
Once the plan was finalised, the city started to come up very fast around Shiv’s Dham. With the allotment of houses being announced the Vairat residents rushed to occupy accommodations in the new city. When it came to naming the new city, there were many suggestions. But Shiv’s suggestion that the new settlement be named Kashi to acknowledge the relevance of the aboriginal Kashi tribe was accepted. Later, Shiv elaborated that Kashi etymologically meant light, and bore a great resemblance to his dear Kailash in meaning, pronunciation, and situation due to being located at an elevation.
Though Shiv would reminisce a lot about Kailash, the memory of the Anand Kanan was so vivid that he often hankered for that. Gannu sensed what Shiv was missing in the new-found city of Kashi. When he broached the idea of making the city verdant, Shiv was more than happy to approve the plan and suggested that the vegetation be so lush and green that the city would become evocative of Anand Kanan. The plan went so well that the whole city became quaintly verdant within a few years, and earned a nickname of Anand Kanan, the forest of bliss.
Meanwhile, Parvati continued complaining about difficulty in arranging water for her domestic use. When Shiv argued that water from the Ganga was arranged for her domestic use by engaging the water-carriers the way it was arranged for other householders, Parvati insisted that she preferred to bring water herself for use in her kitchen. Recounting that how it was tiring to bring water in pitchers from the Ganga to the top of the mound, she threatened to close the kitchen if Shiv did not provide an alternative source of water. One day, she really closed the kitchen. Finding no way out, Shiv started digging a well near his house with his trident. After digging for about a week a well was ready with its sweet water. Parvati was very happy, and the citizens rejoiced, claiming that it was the first well on the earth. Shiv knew that it was not true as he had already seen such wells at Prabhashranya. Shiv named the well Gyanvapi, the well of knowledge. 
9.4
The queen was furious, accusing Shiv of usurping power by proxy by imposing the new system of governance instead of letting her rule as a regent of the minor king. She was also aggrieved over exodus of her people to the new city of Kashi. She charged Shiv with subverting the loyalty of the people and exhorting them to desert Vairat. The constant flight of the people compelled her to consider shifting to some other place. Even her lackeys and handmaids pestered her to move out.
She decided to move away from Shiv’s vicinity, to farther south, across the river Ganga. Shiv took keen interest to ensure that a comfortable and strong fort could be built for the royal family at the place of their choice. He secretly arranged foolproof security of the boy king and the mother queen.
One day, the queen, along with her son – the boy king, called on Shiv, to thank him for his contribution in erecting the new fort. She praised Shiv profusely and offered to feed him, with her own hands, the sweets she claimed to have been prepared by her. At the very first bite, Shiv realised that the sweets were spiked with some strong poison. He shut his mouth and prevented the morsel from getting down his throat.
The queen sensed that Shiv had known her ruse, though Shiv tried to smile ruefully to her. She made her escape post-haste, and Shiv rushed towards the bank of the Ganga. Shiv sat there in deep meditation, fighting against the deadly fallout of the poison. Meanwhile, citizens of Kashi came to know of the matter and thronged to be beside Shiv at the riverfront.
For three days the whole Kashi was at the Ganga ghat, chanting Har Har Mahadev. At last, Shiv opened his eyes amidst rumbustious slogans. The people were delighted to see Shiv back to life, but they were surprised to notice that his mauve throat had turned blue under impact of the poison. Shiv looked quiet and composed and his blue throat shone against his white body like a piece of an azure sky peeping out of thick white clouds. The crowd shouted with joy: Jai Ho Neelkanth, hail to the blue-necked one.
Rage surged among the people when the sequence of events led to the conclusion that the queen was responsible for the deadly attack on Shiv. They held meetings and discussions, condemning the heinous act of the queen. In one such meeting they grew so aggressive that they decided to teach her a lesson.
When Shiv came to know about the people’s reaction, and their intention to harm the queen, he hastened to dissuade them. The agitated people assembled around Shiv, pressing him to let them avenge the queen’s attempt on Shiv’s life. Shiv told them a story, making it up while trying to divert their attention:
“Listen, gentlemen! Once upon a time, the gods from the sky and the demons from the nether land, who were arch rivals and had fought many battles between them, agreed to embark upon a joint venture of churning the ocean in hope of finding solution to death. After ten months of hard slog a stream of poison gushed out. Ignorant that death is as integral to life as poison is to nectar, they came under attack of an effluent poison. Having heard their plaintive cries, a fisherman from the earth rushed to help them harness poison as nectar.
So, gentlemen, to find nectar from the ocean of life, one has to swallow poison but not to let it go down to heart. You can’t eliminate bad things, but can prevent them from reaching the core of your existence.
My friends, the moral is: prevent the bad, promote the good. “
This allegorical story was so much liked by the people that they later told it umpteen times, with various variants, often replacing the fisherman of the story with Shiv who drank poison to honour the queen. The story was eventually immortalised as the churning of ocean by Devas and Danavas to produce fourteen treasures including poison. Shiv was immortalised by glorifying him as a god who put himself to risks to save people from disastrous situations.
As strictly forbidden by Shiv not to publicise the queen’s misdeed with a view to protect the dignity of a lady, the people preferred to delete the queen’s episode from their memory, and instead propagate the story as told by Shiv.
9.5
Shiv’s grief over separation from his dear Kailash had not lessened. He would often visit Ganga to seek solace, as it was only she who had still got direct and incessant connection with his dear country – the country of snow. Shiv would spend long hours along the river – bathing, strolling, mediating, and talking about his grief of separation. He would talk to the river as if he was talking to a living being. There were eyewitnesses who informed Parvati about how Shiv would converse with the river, insinuating that craziness was taking over him.
Parvati was wary of the reports on Shiv’s infatuation with Ganga. On Parvati’s insistence to see herself Ganga’s charm, Shiv had to take her one day to the river for an excursion. First, they reached the riverbank which was just in front of their home. Shiv informed her that that bank was called Dashashwamedh Ghat as the late king Divodas had once performed a ten-horse sacrifice there. Shiv and Parvati talked for long about the late king, about his tragic end, and about his hectoring demeanour. Shiv rued that ten heads of valuable horses were perished in a banal ritual.
In a pensive mood, Shiv, along with Pavati, moved down the river but soon stopped at a Ghat which was called Tirth due to shallowness of the river there enabling people to cross it easily from that place.   They stayed there for some time, watching merchants with horse-loads of merchandise crossing the river.
Further downstream, it was a vast desolate expanse along the river. Tired Parvati desired to rest for a while as atmosphere there was buoyed with scenic beauty. In a romantic mood, Shiv and Parvati started kissing, caressing and hugging each other.
Suddenly, Parvati was alarmed to find that the earring of her right ear was lost somewhere in the heat of passion. She was upset over the loss as the pair of the earrings was gifted by her mother. With tears in eyes, she urged Shiv to search for the earring.
Shiv immediately set on the search – first looking around cursorily on the ground and then removing the sand, initially with his bare hand and then with his trishul. In desperation, he removed huge amount of soil, which formed a little mound beside a big pit dug by him, but the earring could not be found. Parvati was distraught despite Shiv’s assurance to get another piece of earring made even better. She persisted that that earring carried the blessings of her mother and no other earring could replace that. Shiv was sweating a lot due to distress, defeat and hard labour. Suddenly, while wiping out the slush of sweat from his forehead his hand struck with some tiny thing entangled in his long hair at the shoulder. Lo! It was nothing but the lost earring!
The couple, relieved over the regain of the earring, laughed, danced and made love passionately.
To commemorate the incident, Shiv named the place Manikarnika Ghat, the riverbank of the earring. The pit dug by him became a pond when filled with water, and bore many lotus plants with beautiful blue flowers, earning the name of Pushkarini, the pond of lotus flowers.
9.6
One day, Narad happened to visit Shiv, and was very happy to see his Dham and Kashi city. He teased Parvati whether she was happy to deprive Shiv of Kailash. Parvati retorted, wisecracking, “He who has no home or family of his own cannot appreciate the significance of a life snuggled in the comforts of a home.” Both – Parvati and Narad – laughed boisterously, attracting attention of Shiv, who was arranging fodder for Nandi in a nearby manger. Shiv also burst into laughter when he learnt about the jeers Parvati and Narad cracked against each other. Nandi, who was glued to the fodder, stopped for a moment in an attempt to understand why they all were laughing so loud and when he could not make out anything resumed chewing the cud indulgently.
Shiv and Narad would remain engrossed in incessant chit-chat. Their talks would relate to many topics, but remained focussed mostly around their school days and friends. Suddenly, Narad asked, “Shiv, do you remember Pulak?”
Shiv: “Pulak? Who Pulak?”
Narad: “Pulak of our Vishwayatan days, who was expelled for having an affair with Acharya Sheelbhadra’s daughter Dhi. Can’t you recollect them.”
Shiv: “Yes, yes, I recollect now. But, had they not disappeared into obscurity?”
Narad: “Yes, they had, but I’ve found them.”
Shiv: “Good, tell me, how? Where’re they?”
Narad: “They live at a small village in the far western kingdom of Prabhas Kshetra, along the seacoast.”
Shiv: “How’re they there? What do they do?”
Narad: “Dhi is a devoted wife sharing miseries of Pulak, but Pulak has grown into a great scholar.”
Shiv: “Great scholar? But I didn’t hear about him. Why is it so?”
Narad: “Because he prefers to live a pauper’s proud life, deriving benefits of obscurity.”
Shiv: “Pauper’s proud life? How is it possible?”
Narad: “He collects leftover grains from fields after farmers finish harvesting. The rest of the year he remains devoted to his studies.”
Shiv: “He lives a hard life. Cannot we make some arrangements for him?”
Narad: “No, he is too proud to accept anybody’s assistance. Even the king of Prabhas Kshetra could not make him concede to his proposals.”
Shiv: “Wow! It’s great of him to remain so austere.”
Narad: “Ya, he has even dropped his old name of Pulak and is now known as Kanbhaksh, the eater of particles, because of his wont for collecting grain-droppings from the fields. Some call him Kanad, shortening his name for convenience.”
Shiv: “Strange ways he has developed, that simple Pulak! And, what is that he studies? As I remember, he was pursuing studies for Vidya Varidhi, the doctoral dissertation, on realisation of Self at Vishwayatan. Has he done something great in that field?”
Narad: “No, he has rather done something contrary.  He has propounded Parmanuvad, the atomic theory, named Vaisheshik, and authored a great treatise on that titled Vaisheshika Sutra.”
Shiv: “But, what is this Parmanuvad, which you call atomic theory or Vaisheshik?”
Narad: “That I don’t know much. But I’ve heard him postulating that all objects in the physical universe are reducible to a finite number of atoms, which he calls Parmanu.”
Shiv: “Interesting! Very interesting!! A new vision, a new interpretation of the world phenomenon!!! I must see him. Can you bring him to Kashi? He needs an ambience conducive to further persuasion of his theory.”
Narad: “I can’t promise, but can try.”  
9.7
Kanad’s devotion to knowledge stoked a desire in Shiv to work in the field of knowledge and education. Panini’s endeavours at Vishwayatan had always inspired him to strive for advancement of knowledge. He started toying with the idea of opening a similar university at Kashi, where different, and even contradictory, streams of studies could be pursued.
Shiv was deeply dismayed that some Brahmans, the ritualists, who were supposed to spread education among people through their gurukuls, were interested in imparting knowledge to pupils from the elite only. Huge populace of commoners was denied education. Shiv thought of making Kashi a site of his experiments in education. He wished that Kashi be a great centre of learning and knowledge. With this ambition in mind, he convened a conference of the elite and educated people of the city, besides the Brahmans who ran the schools. Voicing his concern on the prevailing condition of education, Shiv spelled out his concept, and advocated that education should reach out to commoners.
The assembly appreciated Shiv’s views on education, but criticised his advocacy for opening the gates of knowledge to all and sundry, insinuating that the common people were not capable enough to be considered for the formal education. They, however, acquiesced that such people could learn, from their own elders, skills of mundane works like weaving, carpentry, cattle tending, chariot manufacturing, and other skills required to serve the aristocrats better. They raised objection to Shiv’s plan of opening an educational institute, claiming that it was their hereditary occupation and sole prerogative. Shiv admitted that the primary education would continue to remain as usual with them and only higher studies would be pursued at the proposed institute. However, attempts by Shiv to bring them around failed as they continued to dig their heels. The conference ended on discordant note.
Shiv was peeved over his plan being shattered due to rigidity of the elite. Having pondered over the issue for a couple of days, he decided to approach the people individually and convince them about his plan. Accordingly, he visited some of the influential among the elites and Brahmans, making a humble presentation of his plan. In the first round, he succeeded in convincing about one-third of them. In another few rounds he clinched almost all of them, though some still remained rigid, reluctant to cede to their fiefdom.
At a meeting of a select group of people, it was decided that the new institute, by the name of Kashi Vidyapeeth, be raised on the northern bank of the Asi river, near Kashi.  A swathe was cut along the river by labourers under supervision of Bhero. Gannu was assigned the task of approaching Brihaspati Dev at Devkul in Prabhasharanya, with request to spare Vishwakarma, the architect, to make plans for construction of Kashi Vidyapeeth. Brihaspati was also delivered the message from Shiv requesting him to attend the inauguration of the Vidyapeeth and also to depute a learned faculty to teach Charvak Vidya at the institute. Similar message was delivered to Shaunak rishi at neighbouring Rishikul in Naimisharanya.
Narad, who was assigned with the task of bringing Kanad, was requested to approach Guru Panini at Rishikesh with invitation to grace the occasion of the inauguration. A Brahman who had developed a lot of liking and devotion to Shiv was despatched to Prayag to invite Maharshi Bhardwaj.
Vishwakarma designed the layout of the institute in an oval shape. A huge ornate gate named Gopuram was raised for entrance at the north periphery. Beside Gopuram, on the right flank, an edifice was erected to house the office of the Anushasan Samiti, and on the left was the building of Suraksha Samiti. The Anushasan Samiti, which was later headed by Gannu, looked after general governance, establishment and accounts matters including collection of donations and disbursement of salaries. The Suraksha Samiti, which was headed by Bhero, was supposed to take care of security of the people and infrastructure, besides regulating entry to the institute and admission to various courses and maintenance of discipline among disciples.
Along the right half of the orbit from Gopuram ran the Acharya Veethi, the street along which quarters of resident teachers were located. Another street named Vidya Veethi, parallel to Acharya Veethi, ran along the inner half orbit, where buildings housing various departments were arrayed. In the similar fashion, on the left flank, two streets were designed. The Antevasi Veethi, along the outer orbit, was the street of the hostels for the students, and classrooms were located along the inner half periphery, named the Shiksha Veethi.
A broad road, named Mukhya Marg, was laid from Gopuram to the centre of the institute, where a huge straw-thatched hall, named Anusheelan Kendra, was erected. This Kendra was to be used to offer collective prayers, to hold general assembly, and to convene lectures and seminars of the visiting Acharyas. Except the hall of Anusheelan Kendra, all the buildings were made of baked bricks with mud roofs.
The houses of the teachers along the Acharya Veethi were each enjoined by a front straw-thatched veranda, while the classrooms along the Shiksha Veethi were each juxtaposed with a mud-roofed veranda. Trees and plants were grown along the main road and streets to give the ambience an idyllic and sylvan look.
The Vidyapeeth was inaugurated with much fanfare. The main function was held at the Anusheelan Kendra. The invitees and delegates from across the country participated in the ceremony. On the request of Shiv, Panini presided over the function. Highly lauding Shiv’s efforts, Panini highlighted the significance of education in the evolution of mankind, and stressed the need for equal opportunity of education to all. His progressive views were hailed by many scholars, including Brihaspati Dev and Shaunak Rishi alike. However, there were murmurs of criticism from certain quarters of the audience, particularly the local Brahmans who were aggrieved over perceived dent in their fiefdom of education.
The voice of opposition grew shriller and nastier during the programme of dance and music performed on the occasion by the troupes from different regions. Some opponents indulged in making lewd remarks and even shouting open abuses. Silence on the part of the organisers emboldened the protesters who tried to storm the function, but swift action by Bhero and his men made them run out.
The next couple of days witnessed the fervour of great intellectual activities on the campus. To utilise the gathering of so many great intellectuals for interface and exchange of ideas, Shiv convened a seminar. Panini, the versatile genius on linguistics; grammar and mathematics, presided over various sessions of the seminar. He initiated the discussion by presenting his paper on the evolution of linguistics and significance of structured string of words in communicating ideas.
The next to present his doctrine was Kanad, the physicist, who propounded his theory of anu, the atom, which he claimed to be an indestructible particle of matter. He recounted an interesting episode from his life to elaborate how this theory occurred to him, while he was once walking with food in his hand. As he nibbled at the food, throwing away the small particles, it occurred to him that he could not divide the food particle into further parts and thus the idea of a matter which could not be divided further struck his mind. This led him to realise that all living beings are composed of five elements, namely, water, fire, earth, air, and ether.  Kanad further postulated that gurutva, gravity, was responsible for falling of objects on the Earth.
Kanad’s theory and story attracted derision and ridicule from many in the audience, who scoffed at such a blatantly materialistic explanation. However, this theory was listened by Panini and Brihaspati Dev with rapt attention, who expressed their approval of the theory but with a pinch of scepticism, desiring that the theory needed to be further explored and experimented.
Brihaspati Dev presented his philosophy as an alternative to the prevalent Vedic faith, focussing heavily on rationalism and materialism. He rejected existence of celestial gods of Vedic culture, and soul of the spiritualists. He even criticised Kanad’s theory of atoms, rejecting ether as a vague element which was beyond perception by the senses. He lent credence to what could be known through sense organs. Mocking the celestial gods, he ridiculed Vedic sacrifices, taunting that the performers would have gained better health had they fed ghritam, purified butter, themselves instead of wasting that by throwing in the fire.
Maharshi Ne and Shaunak Rishi, the two great pioneers of the Vedic faith, took exception to what Brihaspati Dev was bragging about. His scornful manner of referring to the Vedas had particularly embittered them. In an attempt to pay him back, they launched a scathing attack on Brihaspati Dev, jibing at him that he, who had been myopic in his vision and bedraggled with brazen materialism, could not appreciate the greatness of the Vedic hymns.
Wary of the discussion veering towards acrimony, Panini, who was presiding over the session, arose from his seat aligning his Varnamala around his neck, and tendered moderation by making the two sides realise that their respective streams were right in their own way.
Maharshi Bhardwaj of Prayag, who later authored a book called ‘Vaimanika Shastra’ on aeronautics, was heard with awe and attention when he described how he planned to fabricate an aerial vehicle, which he called Vayuyan, by putting mercury inside and fire at the bottom of a well-formed structure, which would have two wings propelled by air. He further elaborated that such aeroplane could carry many people in it, and would be useful not only for joy ride, but for escaping from a fort when the enemy had set fire to the forest around it. He also floated an idea of preparing a Jalyan, ship, which could make people travel very fast through waters. He asked for an opportunity to experiment and translate these ideas into reality with the help of scholars and students at the nascent Vidyapeeth. His proposal was immediately approved by Shiv, Panini and Brihaspati Dev.
Next turn to speak was of Sushrut, the illustrious son of the great medicine man of yesteryears, Dhanvantari, who was a kin of the slain king Divodasa (Dhanvantari was uncle of Divodas). Sushrut had learned surgery from Maharshi Bhardwaj, who was famed for having given birth to Sage Agastya through a fertilised egg in a pot. Sushruta had further advanced this science by experimenting with fertilisation of semen from a male in a pot called Droni, instead in a female ovum, and had given life to a person who was later known as Drona.
At the instance of Panini, his disciple Shulb, who was also a teacher at Vishwayatan, delivered a short talk on ganit (mathematics) describing techniques for the construction of ceremonial altars for Vedic sacrifices, and on jyotish (astrology) describing the ways to develop better understanding of climate and rainfall patterns for wise selection and timely sowing of crops. Shulb surprised the audience by presenting the concept of zero as a number in its own right, and claimed that the numerals could be stretched much far beyond nine by just adding zero to numbers from one to nine. 
When Charak, the disciple of Sushrut, was called to deliver his talk on Rasayan (chemistry), the audience grew restive, evincing that it was in no mood to listen to any more lectures on technical topics. Sensing that the sessions of the seminar were too protracted and the discussions had become too weary, Panini announced conclusion of the seminar after a brief speech in appreciation of the speakers, and a sincere expression of thanks to them by Shiv.
A brief session was convened shortly to select faculty members and other personnel for the Vidyapeeth. Panini, Maharshi Ne, Shaunak Rishi, Brihaspati Dev and Maharshi Bhardwaj were reluctant to accept the offer of staying on the campus as resident Acharyas. They, however, agreed to depute their able disciples to work as resident Acharyas, and promised to visit the campus as frequently as possible as visiting Acharyas. They also consented to figure on the Vidwat Parishad, academic council, of the Vidyapeeth. Those who were willing to stay on the campus included Panini (on persistent requests from Shiv), Sushrut (being a local resident of Kashi) and Vishwakarma (on request from Shiv and permission from Brihaspati Dev). Panini was made the Kulpati, vice-chancellor; Bhero was made Kulanushasak, proctor; while Gannu was appointed Kul-prashasak, administrator, of the Vidyapeeth.
Narad, who had attained the status of a Maharshi by then; and had given an enchanting rendition of a song playing on his one-stringed instrument at the commencement of the inaugural function, was approached by Shiv with a request to run the department of art and culture, but he declined the offer. Shiv smiled at his friend’s refusal, realising that his friend loved to live a life of vagabond. He took the responsibility of running that department on himself.
Kanad was asked to bear an additional responsibility of heading the department of material science. Sushrut was to head medical science department, Charak the chemistry department with additional responsibility to undertake research on impact of Somras on spiritual advancement of the people. Vishwakarma was willing to supervise the architecture department, while Bhardwaj’s disciple Kumbhaj agreed to teach at the engineering department, including the fledgling science of aeronautics. Bhero, the Kulanushak, had to run the department of physical science and warfare studies.
On insistence by Shiv, a school devoted to studies and research on women welfare and development was also opened on the campus. Parvati acceded to work as the principal of this school, while Brahmavadini, woman scholars of Vedas, namely, Lopamudra, Ghosha, Maitreyi and Gargi were requisitioned from Naimisharanya to teach at the school.
Shiv had a desire that a Sadhna Kendra be established at the Vidyapeeth, which should run as a centre for spiritual persuasion. However, his proposal met with an opposition from those who considered spirituality as their own area of interest. They believed that they had an exclusive right to guardianship of Vedas, asserting that all spirituality flowed from the Vedas only. They were reluctant to make space for others, perceiving them as unfit for spiritual pursuit. The Vidwat Parishad, however, approved the proposal in view of Shiv’s keenness. But, there arose the issue of appointing Acharya and Upadhyayas for the Centre. Shiv volunteered to run the Centre, while Panini spared Patanjali from the Vishwayatan.
Maharshi Ne and Shaunak came up with a proposal that a school of Vedic studies also be opened at the Vidyapeeth, stressing the need to appreciate and imbibe the Vedic faith and values. As was expected, Brihaspati Dev embarked on opposition, decreeing the proposal as wastage of time and resources in pursuance of a perceived nebulous subject. Thanks to his concern for frugal resources available to Vidyapeeth, Brihaspati Dev did not come up with a proposal pressing for one such school for pursuance of his own Charvaka philosophy. He believed that his philosophy was already spreading like a wildfire among the people at the strength of its popular appeal and being steeped into sound rationality. Notwithstanding the dissent from Brihaspati Dev, Shiv accorded approval to the proposal for a Vedic school at the Vidyapeeth.
A proposal came up for appointing Shiv as Kuladhipati, the Chancellor, of the Vidyapeeth. Bringing the proposal, Panini made a brief but impassioned speech: “I am very fortunate to be guru of Shiv, who himself is the first Guru for all learning. I am pleased that his passion for knowledge and compassion for people have prompted him to launch this great institution for the good of the people. He is .....he is....he is....”. Panini started stammering under pressure of emotions, and went into a swoon. He, however, continued speaking even in deliquium, disclosing that Shiv was the God himself and that it was revealed by Mother Goddess in dream.” 
The revelation by Panini triggered an explosion of surprises among Ne, Shaunak and Bhardwaj, who admitted to having seen similar dream. They huddled together and started shrieking hysterically that the God himself was among them. Brihaspati, who was silent by then sniggering at their puerile squeals, spoke out, “Don’t push him to the imaginary Godhood; let him remain a human being – a fine human being, an ideal for us. He is more than your God; he is Mahadev, the god of your gods, and more than them all put together. He is Vishwanath, the lord of this earthly world.”
Shiv was silent amidst the din of febrile averments and remained indifferent to their weird claims. He, however, smiled at Brihaspati Dev as if approving his point of view.   Reminding them of the instant business of appointing a Kuladhipati, he listlessly consented to assume the position, despite being averse to holding pompous positions, as it related to his dream project and ambition to spread education.
9.8
Shiv faced difficulty in arranging funds for his dream project. He sought donations from wealthy people and rich wards of some students. Nevertheless, he was unable to meet the requirements of food of the students and salaries of the teachers and employees. He appealed to the students to devote some of their time in seeking alms from the householders to meet the requirement of their daily food. He made an impassioned speech to dispel their hesitation, lauding begging for a great cause, and adding that it would instil a sense of modesty in them as well as it would bring them closer to the real life of householders. He set an example by himself venturing out to beg alms from door to door, despite protests by Parvati. People were amazed to see that Shiv himself appeared daily in the morning at their doorsteps for alms. They acclaimed his devotion to the cause of people.
A couple of months later, Shiv was very happy to see that Vidyapeeth was fast emerging as a great seat of knowledge, attracting scholars and students from far places.  Kashi was swiftly rising to fame as a centre of learning and culture. Shiv wished that he could open more such universities at other places across the country. He decided to keep the wish to himself for the time being and try to translate it into reality gradually at opportune time. 
9.9
Shiv would spend most of his time on the campus, visiting various faculties, holding discussions with Acharyas and Upadhyayas, suggesting ways to improve on the content of the courses. He would, sometimes, take classes to avail himself an opportunity to interact with students, and acquaint them with revolutionary ideas.
Shiv would also visit dormitories of students to make it sure whether the living conditions there were hygienic and congenial. During such visits he would invariably inspect the kitchens to ensure that the students were getting nutritious food. He would insist, in parleys with Bhero, the Kulanushasak that the rules of cleanliness be observed and the set paradigm of moral conduct be maintained.                                          
Shiv was always keen to learn anything new and would exhort the teachers to embark on new researches and new experiments. He was very fond of Kanad, the vice-chancellor, and was keen to understand his atomic theory, by asking many questions in areas which appeared vague to him.
Shiv was hugely fascinated to Bhardwaj’s yantriki, the mechanics,   and wished that his experiments in fabricating a vayuyan, the airplane, become a success as he perceived it a great leap towards advancement of the humanity. He would discuss the project with Bhardwaj whenever Bhardwaj would visit Vidyapeeth. Bhardwaj would frequent Vidyapeeth, leaving behind his gurukul at Prayag, attracted by the ambitious project and Shiv’s encouragement for the accomplishment. Shiv was always eager to arrange funds for the project. Whenever they encountered any enigma, Shiv along with Vishwakarma, the engineer and architect, and Bhardwaj’s disciple Kumbhaj, who was in-charge of the vayuyan project, would run to Bhardwaj at Prayag for consultation and guidance. When necessary, Bhardwaj would rush with them to Vidyapeeth at Kashi to undertake corrective measures and close supervision.
Shiv’s concern for all creatures made him look for ways to alleviate horses of their sufferings at the hands of the rich and noble who mercilessly used them in pulling chariots and carriages. Once, Shiv shared his concern with Bhardwaj, impressing upon him to devise some machine that could be a substitute for a horse in pulling chariots. Bhardwaj devoted himself to engineer the machine, and achieved success after hard work of months. The success was celebrated with much fanfare and Shiv and Bhardwaj undertook the maiden journey, from Kashi to Prayag, in a chariot driven by machine and not pulled by horses. Shiv named the chariot Anashva Rath, the chariot not pulled by a horse. Nandi was dismayed when he saw for the first time Shiv leaving in a chariot and on not on his back. Nandi’s despair was not hidden from Shiv who made Nandi understand the significance of machine and its utility in allaying the pain of labour of man and animal in future.
9.10
On the campus of the Vidyapeeth there was a department called Arogya Kendra, the wellness centre, which had later taken a fancy name of Ayurveda, the Ved of healing, at the instance of Sushrut, the master of surgery, who was the head of the department (Vibhag). Shiv would often visit the Ayurved Vibhag to see Sushrut’s disciple Charak, who was entrusted with running the section of medicine. Shiv would talk to him for hours, telling him about the properties of various herbs, which he had earlier come across during his stay at Sur Kshetra and Vishwayatan. He would recount how he had grown his own garden at Kailash and had conducted many experiments in medicinal properties of plants. He would tell him how he had made advances in technology of brewing Somras. He was content that he had given the technology to a capable person like Charak. He would exhort Charak to grow a Bhaishajyodyan, the garden of medicinal plants, on the campus or in some neighbouring area.
One day, Shiv disclosed how he happened to come across a variety of plants and trees during his journey from Kailash to Kashi. He admitted that many of them were narcotic or aphrodisiac in effect if consumed. He shyly confessed that during that journey he had developed fondness for marijuana and dhatura, which had now grown into addiction.
Shiv would often lead Charak and his team in search of medicinal plants in the nearby forests, and sometimes would go to far south beyond Vindhyatavi in search of the plants. Sometimes they succeeded in determining the medicinal property of the plants and sometimes they would defer the experiment for subsequent endeavours under simulation at Vidyapeeth. They had thus collected a huge variety of saplings of plants and trees, and were growing the Bhaishjyodyan at a large tract of land on the western side of the Vidyapeeth.
9.11
It was the night of new moon in the month of Shravan; the pitch dark night was overlaid with thick clouds. The rain was falling intermittently since evening. The people had rushed early to their homes, and by midnight they were in deep sleep. They suddenly awoke to a deafening sound and flash of thousand suns. When out of their homes, they saw a bizarre incandescence hurtling down from the sky. Fear-stricken, they scurried to Shiv, crying “Trahimam! protect us; protect us from the demon pouncing from the sky.” Shiv, who was already out in the open, saw a fireball blazing across the sky and falling with a huge thud at the vast sandy field across the Ganga river. Shiv immediately recognised that it was a meteorite having fallen from the sky.
Next day morning, Shiv took people to the site across the river to show what it was that had created panic last night. To their surprise it was a slab of dark stone, stuck in a deep crater. Supposing that it could be very hot, Shiv asked some men to bring water from the Ganga and pour over the slab so that it could be cooled. The thin streak of water evaporated immediately due to heat of the slab. The libation lasted for some time till Shiv eventually went down the crater, but he found that the slab had broken into pieces. In total, the pieces were twelve. Shiv squealed ebulliently that it was a gift from the Sky to the Earth.
Shiv got one piece kept at a place close to his Dham and the rest eleven in safe custody near the Anusheelan Kendra on the campus of Vidyapeeth. The piece near his Dham was later ceremoniously installed on a fancifully designed base. It was greatly venerated by the people with awe that it had emerged from the sky, and also because Shiv paid a lot of respect to it.
The people passing by Shiv’s Dham would pay obeisance to the stone slab; some would even go near it to have a closer view of it. Some would offer libation of water to it to emulate Shiv cooling it. There were others who would bring milk and honey for libation of the slab. A roof on four pillars was hurriedly brought up to provide shade to the slab.
People would try to understand the slab in various ways. Many of them would refuse to talk about it and showed great respect and devotion, under spell of Shiv’s enthusiasm for the slab. They were the people who would offer libation to the slab to cool it, hoping that it would bring peace and prosperity to them. Some would relate it to virility, while others joked that it was sky’s phallus piercing into earth’s vagina. Some lecherous among them would take this interpretation too far, ribaldly relating it to Shiv and Parvati. They would derive erotic pleasure by calling the slab Shiva Lingam, the phallus of Shiv, and the base holding it that resembled an open vagina, Yoni, the vagina of Parvati. Some sagacious ones would try to moderate this view by calling it the union of Shiv, the Man, with Shakti, the female counterpart representing Power of the Man.
Shiv was amused when talks of different interpretations reached him. He approved all the interpretations, emphasising that everybody has got right to view a thing as per his own vision. He would laugh a lot when some people close to him would bring to his notice the carnal twist of the matter. When one of them suggested that such prurient depiction be banned, Shiv dismissed it, stressing the importance of letting everyone have one’s say without fear. He reiterated his averment that repression causes perversion and eventually gets vent through criminal acts. When he was reminded that such free expression would trigger conflicts in the society, he scoffed at the apprehension, clarifying that the people were sagacious enough to be provoked by such things. When someone argued that such freedom would set a bad precedence for the future societies, Shiv set aside his concern, stating that every society would take care on its own as the world was not a static but a dynamic phenomenon.
One day, Shiv was told that people were worshipping the Shivling, believing that it would allay their problems. Concerns were expressed that this belief would cause superstition among the people and they might develop aversion to self-effort. It was once again that Shiv spurned the contention, averring that a person was not only required to work hard but he also needed to have some spiritual solace by putting his faith in whatever he liked. To the chagrin of the detractors he supported the worship of Shivling, predicting that it would be of great symbolic value to the people to appreciate the origin and growth of life on the earth. He prophesied that the Shivling worship would serve great purpose in future.
9.12
Years later, Kashi developed into a rich city; richness abounded in all spheres – religion, spiritualism, art, culture, and trade and commerce. A beautiful temple named Vishwanath Temple had come up above the Shivling, which was now called Vishwanath, the lord of the world, after a sobriquet for Shiv.
There was one Mrikandu, a Brahman of Kashi, who had earlier been running a gurukul to earn his livelihood by teaching disciples at his home. Under new education system of Shiv, he had closed his gurukul and dedicated himself to the worship of Shiv. The closure of the gurukul had not cast much impact on the household of Mrikandu as he with his wife had frugal needs. But, the issueless couple would miss the squeals of the little disciples playing in the forecourt of their house. This loss kindled a desire in their hearts to have a child of their own, though they were aware that they were too old. 
Mrikandu’s wife was very keen to conceive a child. She brushed aside Mrikandu’s apprehension about his capability to father a child, and exhorted him to make attempts to the hilt. She reminded him that he was a devotee of priapic Shiv and worship of Shivling would certainly bless him with virility. Mrikandu, in turn, stressed that she also needed fertility, which could be earned only by the grace of the Yoni girding the Shivling. The couple worshipped the Shivling daily in the morning. 
After about a year a son was born to the couple. Believing it a boon of the worship of Shivling, they organised a big puja, the ritual worship, at the Vishwanath Temple. The baby boy was named Markandey, the progeny of Mrikandu.
Years later, one day, Shiv saw Mrikandu and his wife, surrounded by a huge mob, wailing at the Vishwanath Temple. Their son, Markandey, was lying senseless, his arms wrapped around the Shivling.  Baffled, Shiv asked impatiently, “What is all this; what happened to Markandey?”
The cries of the grief-stricken couple grew shriller when they saw Shiv before them: “Cobra has robbed our son his life.”  Irritated over the cryptic cry of the couple, Shiv demanded, “Speak out clearly what you mean.” Sobbing inconsolably, Mrikandu recounted that a snake had bitten Markandey while he was playing hide-and-seek with other children in the nullah near the Manikarnika Ghat. When asked by Shiv whether he had approached Sushrut and Charak for treatment, Mrikandu replied in affirmation, and added that it all was in vain. Instructing them to remain there, Shiv rushed towards the nullah at the Manikarnika Ghat.
After about an hour everybody at the Vishwanath Temple was petrified with horror to see Shiv coming running, with a huge cobra entwined around his neck and a vat of the Ganga water held aloft in his raised arms.
Shiv poured the water over the Shivling, splashing Markandey’s senseless body. Shiv suddenly started shrieking wildly and the cobra, which had unfurled its hood over Shiv’s head, cringed in fear and came, with hood downcast, before Shiv’s face. Shiv continued screaming as if he was demanding to know something from the snake, which was waving its downcast head. Immediately after their weird dialogue, Shiv prepared a solution in a clay crucible and administered that to Markandey’s body. To utter surprise of the people, the body which was lying like a corpse started jerking and emanating deep guttural cry. Shiv quickly knelt beside the body and put his mouth on the snakebite wound. Shiv sucked in the whole poison in a trice. The people were surprised to see that Shiv’s throat was shining more brightly with bluish glow as he stopped the poison in his throat instead of swallowing it.
The people were stunned to see that Markandey sat up with a deep-throated whimper and asked for water to drink. Shiv shouted an order not to give him water, but to bring a cup of tepid milk immediately. He hastily prepared a potion from the leaves of certain plants he had brought from the nullah. He administered the potion to Markandey and then made him drink the milk. When called, Charak came running to Shiv who directed him to immediately prepare a salve from leaves of certain shrubs and apply that at the snakebite wound.
Smile flitted across Shiv’s lips when he spoke to  Mrikandu and his wife, “Your son is alive now. But let him first sleep a day and night so that he can recover fully.” The couple fell at Shiv’s feet, weeping with gratitude.
The people filled with ineffable delight to witness Shiv’s victory over death. In exultation, they shouted, “Har Har Mahadev. Jai ho Mrityunjay Mahadev.”
Shiv moved away swiftly, waving his right hand at the crowd, signalling them to disperse. But, he was surprised to see that the crowd continued shouting slogans in his praise. Sensing that the crowd were in no mood to disperse, Shiv returned to the crowd, and asked them what they wanted. The crowd remained silent till one person ventured out to ask whether Shiv was not afraid of the deadly cobra. The innocent query made Shiv to speak:
“Dear friends, I know you fear a snake, perceiving it as a deadly tool of death. But once you will come to the realisation of the truth, your fears will be allayed and you will also start loving snakes like me.”
When Shiv paused for a while to settle his breath, someone from the crowd suddenly came up butting in: “What is that truth, Mahadev?” Smiling at the impatience of the inquisitor, Shiv spoke addressing him directly, “My dear friend, the truth is that snake is an innocuous creature, and bites only in self-defence. The nature has equipped it with poisonous fangs to scare away and deter an attacker – whether real or perceived. Had snake not been gifted with this deadly deterrence, its beautiful body – with shining skin and slithering gait – would have been extinct.  But, once it feels that you are harmless, it develops friendship with you the way this cobra is friendly with me.”
“Is it not weird to have friendship with a deadly snake, and how is it possible to convince a creature like a snake in a humanly manner?” quipped the inquisitor.  Appreciating the genuineness of the query, Shiv replied, “No, it’s not weird. It is possible to convince a snake about fearlessness through compassion. It requires a high practice to evolve compassion in you and show it naturally to others – whether friend or foe. It’s not true in case of only a snake, but all creatures – whether docile or violent.”
The crowd cheered in approval, and resolved to practice compassion to win friendship with all creatures, starting with snake. Most of them, however, could not realise the import of what Shiv talked about. Instead, they started worshipping snakes, mostly in symbols, by offering flowers and milk. Fear still existed there and so was persecution of snakes.




Chapter ten
Paths to Enlightenment
10.1
The Sadhna Kendra at the Kashi Vidyapeeth, which was supposed to serve as a centre of spiritual persuasions, remained a nonstarter. Patanjali, the only Acharchya at the Kendra, would sit idle, confused about his assignment. Ved Vibhag, which had commenced studies in the Vedas, claimed to address the spiritual needs of the people. But, Shiv was aware of the limits of the tall claims of this department. He was wary that the wishful prayers to celestial devatas and paeans of their claimed miracles were not enough for the inner development of the human being. He wanted to do something pragmatic for the people.
Shiv delved deep into the the cause of human sufferings, and found out paths suitable to individual nature and temperament. He had already devised a path to realization, and had used it while at Kailash. He had fancifully named it Yog, meaning that the path would make the lower self of the aspirant unite with, and ultimately dissolve into, the Highest Self. Now, he wanted to make the path of yog easy and structured for the common people. He straightened various loops and filled various gaps so that the path might be a smooth highway without bumps. He erected eight posts of progress along the path, and named it Ashtang Yog, meaning eight-step path of union. He structured the path with a view that it could provide for an all-round development of the aspirant.
Shiv selected Patanjali as the the first initiate, considering him intelligent enough to comprehend the teaching and industrious enough to pursue the path unto perfection. Patanjali was very happy when Shiv disclosed that he was chosen to be the first initiate on the path.  On an appointed day, Patanjali, having purified himself by bathing and donning new clothes, sat with great humility before Shiv to receive the knowledge.
Shiv taught the eight steps in eight lessons, one day each, in eight days. For the first two days he talked about conduct of the aspirant, prescribing a ten-point code of conduct that comprises five abstentions and five observances. He emphasised that the virtues were earned over a protracted period in life by conscientiously preventing negativity from creeping into one’s personality and nurturing positive traits assiduously. He cautioned the aspirant against proceeding further before sufficiently equipping himself with positive personality traits, and removing negative ones..
The third day was assigned to the learning of sitting postures named Asan, which was required for physical fitness of the aspirant so that he could sit in comfortable position for long periods for pursuance of the path. On the fourth day, Shiv taught the techniques of Pranayama, so that the life force could be controlled and utilised for the progress on the path. The fifth day was the day to learn withdrawal of the senses from external objects. This process was named Pratyahara. Concluding the three-day exercise session, Shiv clarified that these exercises were required to provide the aspirant with psycho-somatic preparedness for the further steps of the path.
On the sixth day, Patanjali was asked to concentrate his attention on a single object to attain one-pointedness of mind. When Patanjali failed to do so, Shiv asked him to try again, pampering him amply, “Patanjali, you’ve achieved in a few days what others will achieve in months and years. You are a chosen one. You are the luckiest of all to become the first initiate of the great path, which will be a great redeemer of human miseries. Don’t behave like an imbecile. Come up, try again, you’ll succeed. Don’t delay, don’t hang back, go ahead, buck up.” 
Patanjali closed his eyes again, took some deep breaths and started struggling to collect his wandering thoughts at a focal point. He tried hard. He sustained the struggle for a bit long, picking up the drifting thoughts and depositing them at the focal point. But, they slipped out of his grip, making riotous noises. Their collective din was so deafening that Patanjali was baffled, though he kept trying to quell them. Eventually he yielded. In desperation he opened his eyes, miserably looking at Shiv.
Shiv, who was closely watching the impressions of struggle on Patanjali’s face, consoled him and exhorted to try again. Defeated and distressed, Patanjali fell at Shiv’s feet, sobbing in despair that he be spared as he was not capable of doing that. Shiv was exasperated over Patanjali’s baulking, but did not lose his cool. Instead, he whispered to Patanjali affectionately, “What’s bothering you, my dear friend?”
“I cannot control my thoughts,” bemoaned Patanjali.
“That’s no problem,” quipped Shiv, and trying to allay Patanjali’s fears he intoned, “Don’t bother yourself too much, rather understand the nature of thoughts. Thoughts are the vrittis, the waves, in the ocean of chit, the consciousness. They are like a mad monkey, straying fancifully. Don’t lend relevance to their runs. Let them roam seamlessly; don’t pay attention to them. They thrive on your attention and eat into your concentration.”
“Alright, I can understand it, but how not to pay attention to them,” asked Patanjali impetuously, but soon realising that he had stomped on Shiv’s speech, cut a sorry figure and sought to elucidate the issue, “The thoughts catch my attention forcefully. They don’t spare me a moment to exercise my volition.”
“You remain steadfast in your focal point. Make your focal point more powerful and attractive than the thoughts. Make your focal point a blazing flame and let the thoughts be attracted to it and burn out like flies,” suggested Shiv.
“I understand it,” said Patanjali, but asked nervously, “But, what object should I focus on?”
Shiv: “Any object, which appeals to you, which claims your full attention, which is capable of making you thoughtless.”
Patanjali: “Any object! Will you please elucidate it?”
Shiv: “Yes, any object. Any object you may visualise in your mind, which may be capable to capture your attention. It may be a real thing or some imaginary object.”
Seeing Patanjali gaping at him in confusion, Shiv tried to make him understand by illustrating, “Suppose you love a woman from core of your heart, you may focus your whole attention on her, visualising her fully in your mind. But, once you achieve enough strength in concentration you would have to move ahead to meditation, leaving the efforts of concentration behind. When you are adequately entrenched in meditation, you will effortlessly slip into super consciousness. This super consciousness is the ultimate goal of a living creature where one gets liberated from the bondage of life and death.”
Now well enthused, Patanjali embarked on concentrating his thoughts on what was dearest to him, and soon his face was glowing with signs of transformation. Patanjali, who had learnt the technique of yog in merely eight days, remained in Samadhi for full eight days. Shiv had prevented others from visiting the Sadhna Kendra so that Patanjali's Samadhi was not disturbed.
Patanjali was a changed person, when he came out of Samadhi. He fell at the feet of Shiv, praising him profusely that he was the Great Guru, greater than even the God. A sense of peace and accomplishment was writ large on his face. He was now an enlightened person - liberated from all bonds of misery.
As desired by Shiv, Patanjali carried forward the task of teaching the technique of yoga to others. He authored a book titled ‘Yoga Sutra’ on the subject, providing a pithy description of the techniques in formula form. Recollecting his struggle for controlling thoughts, he mentioned at the very opening of the book that yog was the technique of controlling thoughts. He, however, never revealed as to what was it which pivoted his stray thoughts nor he provided other seekers the liberty of choosing any object for concentration as he was privileged by Shiv. He rather recommended that the aspirant should focus on the God as the object of concentration.
10.2
One day, early in the morning when darkness had not fully withered away and the Sun was still far away from taking over the charge of the day, Shiv was returning from his daily bath in the Ganga. As usual he was carrying a vat of the Ganga water on his head. The vat sat so firm on his head that it never required support from his hands for steadying and Shiv would move comfortably with trishul in one hand, damru in the other hand and the snake around his neck. Nandi, which equally liked bath in the Ganga, would move beside him.
Suddenly, Shiv’s right foot encountered some soft lump. Without bending his neck for fear that the Ganga water would spill out of the vat, Shiv saw with his downcast eyes that it was a human body. Throwing away damru and trishul, he put down the vat on the ground, and knelt beside the body to check who he was and whether he was alive. He saw that it was the body of a middle-aged man who was unconscious but alive. He immediately loaded the body on the back of Nandi, and putting his assortments in place, brought the body to his home. He immediately called for Charak to conference with for the appropriate treatment. Their joint effort bore fruit as the person came to his senses and soon regained health.        
Shiv was eager to know who that man was and who had strangled him and left to die along the riverside. But, the man was stubbornly reticent and refused to divulge anything about him. Shiv was alarmed when the man asked Shiv to let him go so that he could rid himself of the pains of the world by ceasing his life. It made Shiv more curious about the person and more vigilant against him.
On persistent prodding from Shiv, the man eventually divulged that he was a tantiputra, son of a weaver – the eldest among the four brothers. His wife had developed liking for his younger brother, which he had been objecting to. That had triggered frequent quarrels between him on one side and his wife and the younger brother on the other side, and his other brothers and parents being mute spectators. He suspected that his brother and wife might have poisoned him and taken him to the riverside, believing that he was dead after having been strangled. The person wept bitterly, howling that he would embrace death rather than returning to his cruel kin.
When Shiv made that man realise that suicide was not a solution to the sufferings, he grimaced in helplessness there was no other way. Shiv offered him a way, emphasising that there was a gracious way out of all sufferings of the world, provided the seeker remained steadfast in the pursuance.
The man, who later revealed his name Atanu, was so moved that he expressed willingness to follow the path as told by Shiv. Shiv found in him a good student who could be taught at Sadhna Kendra. Shiv decided to initiate him himself and that too in a system different from what he had taught to Patanjali. Keeping the temperament of Atanu in mind, Shiv decided to teach him kundalini (serpent) yog, which he had experimented while at Kailash. He had named it so because he had envisioned that pran, the life force, remained positioned at the base of the spine in the human body, like a coiled-up serpent. He had realised that when Kundalini or the coil was straightened, the life force flowed upward and crossing the six milestones reached the seventh stage which was located at the crown of the head. This flow of life force from the base to the crown had caused a great awakening in him. It had generated a huge spiritual energy making him realise liberation.
Shiv knew very well that the techniques of kundalini yoga suited the temperament of Atanu and could address his problems well. He was also aware that Atanu was quite frail and needed rigorous physical and mental strengthening before he could be led on the path of the kundalini yoga.
Atanu was subjected to rigorous training in asan, pranayam and pratyahara of regular yoga so that his psycho-somatic strength could be increased to the level required for handling the energy of rising kundalini. To hasten the pace of preparation, Shiv briefly switched over the training to hath (force) yog, the system of physical techniques supplementary to regular yoga.
After firm grounding, Atanu was initiated in actual act of awakening of kundalini. He was asked to initially practice a simple technique of breathing through alternate nostrils, which Shiv called Ida - apan (cool and passive) breathing through left nostril, and Pingala – pran (hot and active) breathing through right nostril. This breathing practice was taken to crescendo, gradually purifying and opening Sushumna, the middle channel, readying for rise of the kundalini energy.
The pran and apran breaths by the time earned so much strength that they hit forcefully the kundalini lying dormant at the base of the spine. The hitting caused awakening of the kundalini and it moved with great gusto (spiritual energy) upward the readied and purified sushumna channel. The kundalini energy moved ahead like a white shaft of light and traversing various stages en route, reached the crown where it turned into pure enlightenment. Atanu’s face was beaming with a glow of accomplishment. The awakening of the kundalini and the resultant inner transformation in Atanu was visible to none other than Shiv.
Shiv let Atanu remain in samadhi for a few days at the Sadhna Kendra. When he awoke from Samadhi he appeared unhinged, bewildered over new-found treasure trove. He bowed down to Shiv’s feet and wept bitterly, talking hysterically about the experience. Considering that the heat of new-found energy was quite heady, Shiv asked him to move loosely for some time before finally returning to the Sadhna Kendra.
After some days, the information about Atanu reaching Shiv were quite disconcerting. Atanu was said to be behaving like a madman. He roamed in the streets of Kashi, talking incoherently and singing about things incomprehensible. Children would follow him in frenzied procession, and elders would ignore him. Some blamed Shiv for experimenting on him and causing madness to him. There were many who treated him as a highly realized soul who could achieve enlightenment by the grace of Shiv.
Unconcerned with what people said about him, Atanu delighted in his whims, singing without rhyme or reason about things which were weird to people. His songs were raw and rustic, composed at the spur of moment without bothering for metre or rhythm, adding one line after other and sometimes repeating one line umpteen times like a refrain. One such song reported to Shiv was something like this:
“I slept coiled in my cozy bed
in the basement of the house
which has got ten gates.
Ten sturdy santries man the gates
letting none to come and go.
There is a ropeway from down to up
in the middle of the house.
Two messengers came running
from my lover at upper crust,
and hit me hard to awake.
I ran very fast along the ropeway
to reach him there, where
great celebrations were going on,
where bands sounded unhurt,
where a huge lotus with thousand petals
was hung upside down emitting
streams of nectar on the
people who had assembled.
I saw the whole, nay, the whole universe
had arrived there for merry-making.
My lover held me in his embrace.
None other than me can see him
or the people there.
I could see only because I was fortunate
to have sought refuge at the feet of Shiv,
the ultimate Guru, who had mercifully
blessed me with a divine vision.”
Shiv smiled mysteriously to the astonishment of the reporters. He could understand that people could not be blamed for ridiculing Atanu. They didn’t know what he was talking about. How could they know that Atanu was lending a voice to kundalini? But, Shiv was dismayed that his objective to transmit the technique for the well-being of humanity was unfulfilled because of Atanu’s apparent insanity and self-indulgence.
Shiv decided to teach the technique to Parvati. This time he was cautious against any hurry, letting Parvati to take her own time in learning the technique. Parvati herself being an already realized soul and epitome of Shakti, the power, did not take much time in achieving the awakening of kundalini.
10.3
Shiv was disheartened over Atanu’s misdemeanour and ridicules heaped on him. He was anguished over insinuations targeted against him by the people. It was disconcerting for him that his wish to launch plans for people’s spiritual advancement was shattering. He was not content with initiating Patanjali in yoga and Parvati in kundalini awakening. He had wished to have picked up persons from common masses, particularly from the subaltern, and turn them into spiritual giants through his techniques of self-enlightenment.
Shiv embarked on analyzing Atanu’s case. He admitted that using hathyog to hasten Atanu’s progress was a mistake as it was too much for him to bear. He also factored in how Patanjali, despite his disciplined demeanour, faced huge difficulties in controlling his straying thoughts. He recollected how desperate he was to get Patanjali accomplish the task quickly. He revisited his analysis of human nature. He visualized what hurdles and obstacles an ordinary human being could face on the spiritual path. He was disconcerted how difficult, rather impossible, it was fir ordinary people to overcome them. Nevertheless, he persisted with his efforts. He wished he could devise some tool, yantra, to help people achieve niyantran, control, on their straying thoughts.
One day, while sitting at the Ganga ghat, Shiv’s mind was engrossed in contemplation on his mission of life. When the thoughts grew cumbersome, he, in an attempt to lighten his mood, started playfully drawing some lines on the ground with the point of his trishul. He happened to draw a triangle. He was amused over the drawing. His eyes were stuck for some moments to the drawing. He was amazed that the triangle was betraying some meaning. He persisted gazing at the drawing and realized that the triangle, which was upward-facing, was reflecting some warmth, evocative of fire and manliness. Immediately, he drew a down-facing triangle and attempted to make out what it was telling. To his surprise, this triangle was reflecting coolness of water, resonating female character. Promptly he united the two triangles, one upon other, their points facing opposite. He saw that it was a hexagon. He felt that it was revealing the secret of creation. When he further attuned himself to the diagram, he realized that the upward triangle was emitting cosmic energy, while the downward triangle was ingesting it, and in their union the hexagon was cavorting for creation. The whole spectre filled Shiv with a high-voltage spiritual energy, and he saw a small bindu, point, at the centre of boisterously whirling hexagon. Shiv’s consciousness fixated on the bindu, which shone still amidst the commotion of the gyrating hexagon. The resplendence of the bindu instantly established connection with Shiv’s Third Eye through a glittering glimmer, and he was pulled to the core of the Absolute Consciousness. This lasted for a whole day and night.       
Subsequently, Shiv shared his vision with Parvati, who insisted to undergo the process to experience herself the said bliss. Shiv repeated the process for Parvati, this time consciously drawing the two triangles and conjuring the hexagon. Simultaneously, he kept explaining the hidden meaning of the drawings and invoking the vision. Soon, Parvati, along with Shiv, sighted the bindu and was pulled into the state of Super Consciousness. They remained there for some time. When they came out of the vision, Shiv’s happiness knew no bound as he was convinced that others, like Parvati, could be initiated to that method of arriving at enlightenment.
Next, he experimented with the method on Panini, who also, though with some difficulty, succeeded in the accomplishment. In the next phase, Vishwakarma, the resident architect; Kumbhaj from the faculty of engineering, and Atri of Vedic Studies were chosen for initiation in the method. They, being intellectuals, had difficulty in perceiving what the triangles and the hexagon were claimed to be betraying. When they were impressed to see through the eyes of faith rather than those of mind, they attempted afresh, but with only a partial success. They were, however, unable to have the vision of the bindu. Nevertheless, they were thrilled that they felt immense joy and strength as if their energy-level was shooting up tremendously. Even their partial success encouraged Shiv to take the method to the public.
Shiv called a meeting of the first five initiates to discuss how to take the method to the common people. The method was first named Yantra as desired by Shiv who emphasised that the name should give the sense of a tool used to exercise niyantran (control) on the straying of the mind and to help it yoke to the Super Consciousness.
Atri came up with a suggestion that the diagrams be written on Bhojpatra (birch bark) instead on the earth, and be provided to the seeker for personal use. Kumbhaj added that the yantra could be inscribed on small pieces of stone or thin sheets of metals, and be used for gazing. He further brought an innovation that if a yantra was blessed by Shiv or an accomplished follower and the seeker was equipped with requisite faith, just wearing the yantra on one’s person might bring about tremendously positive effect. This suggestion made such a strong impact on the audience, particularly Shiv, that they immediately accorded approval to it. Shiv appealed to the five initiates to prepare such yantras using birch bark, stone pieces and metal sheets, and distribute them among the needy people. He authorized the five initiates to bless such yantras.
Shiv stressed the need to take up further research on preparing yantras by making innovative variations on the basic diagram of a triangle and, if deemed fit, to use numbers and letters considered sacred to increase efficacy of the yantra.
“The yantras, which you plan to prepare, are all for personal use, and that would require a huge number of yantras to meet the requirements of the people. Could you not devise some big yantra for collective utilization by the people?” asked Vishwakarma, who was so far patiently listening to others. Most of the participants could not comprehend Vishwakarma’s point as they were confused whether it was a curiosity or a suggestion. They could not appreciate the possibility of a yantra being used collectively by the people. However, Shiv immediately got the point. Referring to past instances, he sought to elucidate Vishwakarma’s point: “Can you remember people’s behaviour in worshipping the stone slab fallen from the sky and subsequently erecting a structure above it which they call Mandir?”
The audience, except for Vishwakarma, were perplexed, thinking what Shiv was trying to prove by referring to past things. To dispel their confusion Shiv elaborated, “By worshipping the slab, which they call Shivling, the people - out of sheer faith, though unknowingly - are using it as a collective yantra. The structure above it, called Mandir (temple), is also serving the same purpose. Have you not seen the glow of bliss on people’s faces after visiting that temple and worshipping Shivling? Inadvertently they’ve devised their own collective yantra and are deriving spiritual strength from it.”
The point was well driven to the audience. Shiv further proposed that yantras representing spiritual icons be erected at public places for collective use along with distribution of yantras for personal use. Vishwakarma suggested that to begin with only Shivling and Mandir be used as collective yantras as people had already reposed their faith in them. Many other yantras would confuse them and faith might suffer depletion.
Vishwakarma was tasked to arrange for establishing the residual eleven pieces of the celestial stone as Shiva Lingas at appropriate places across the world and erecting grand Mandirs to house them. Kumbhaj was assigned to prepare yantras for personal use, while Atri was assigned the project of research on the matter and possibility of incorporating numbers and letters to yantras to increase their efficacy.             
10.4
Shiv would often call on the Acharyas at their departments to pay them regards and to enquire about their welfare. Once he stopped by the school of Vedic Studies. At that time, the students, under supervision of Acharya Atri, who himself was a seer of many Vedic hymns, were reciting some select verses from the Rig Veda. The mellifluous rendering, in which Atri himself was the lead singer, was creating spiritually vibrating ambience.
Shiv was beguiled by the sweetness and spiritual richness of the hymns. He had heard this singing earlier also – at Vishwayatan and Rishikul. He was surprised how it was possible that the tone and timbre of singing those hymns were alike at all places.
The group was deeply steeped into the sing-along, oblivious of Shiv’s arrival. Atri, however, happened to sight Shiv there. Hastily, he set to rise to receive Shiv, but Shiv, gesturing to remain seated and continue singing, retreated a bit and sat on the ground in his favourite lotus posture.
After some time when the prayer concluded, the students thronged Shiv and finding him engrossed in meditation. They were awed that a sound like hum of bees was emanating from Shiv, though he was deep in meditation – lips and eyes shut. Meanwhile, Atri, who realized the sensitivity of the situation, hushed the students gesturing to immediately leave the school.
Atri was perplexed about how that sound – so sweet and so enchanting – was emanating, though Shiv seemed a sitting shav, corpse, not apparently causing that sound. Out of curiosity, he tiptoed to Shiv, and saw that his body was glowing with an obscure luminescence. He noticed that vibrations like ripples in waters – one after another – were emerging from the navel of Shiv and appeared to be rising up in gradually expanding circles up to his throat, which was effusing redness in place of usual blueness. The waves were rising up to the cranium of his head and reflecting to the point between the eyebrows on his forehead, where his Third Eye was rumoured to be situated. That point had abnormally swollen and looked as if it would burst out. Though a bit frightened, Atri decided to stay there to keep a watch so that nothing could disturb Shiv, and also to ask him about the unusual thing happening to him.
After quite a long time when Shiv opened his eyes, he saw Atri in attendance. Atri immediately prostrated in front of Shiv, and asked about the unusual thing happening to him. Shiv expressed that he was unaware of the outer world during the meditation. Atri implored Shiv to recall the experience by consciously diving down in the meditation and reveal what it was so entrancing.
Atri appealed to Shiv to unravel the mystery, invoking his grace as the first teacher of all knowledge. Eventually, Shiv yielded to the pressure from Atri and set out for a brief plunge in the innermost depth of the consciousness. Soon, he came out smiling and asked Atri to call an assembly of the seers and scholars, where he would reveal the truth.
Atri began preparations for the convention. Invites were sent to all the great seers, scholars, priests (Brahmins), Shiv’s friends, kings, and important persons. All the teachers of the Vidyapeeth were requested to remain present on the occasion. Bhero was assigned the task of making arrangements for the convention, while Gannu was tasked to look after the logistics of the visiting guests. The students were divided in groups and placed under various arrangements committees to extend assistance.
The convention commenced at the Anusheelan Kendra. Vishwamitra, the seer of famous Gayatri verse and his rival Vashishth - both from Saptasindhu Pradesh - had arrived to participate in the convention. Bhardwaj, who belonged to the family who had envisioned the sixth mandal of the Rig Veda and had subsequently shifted from Saptasindhu Pradesh to settle at Prayag village near the confluence of three rivers, was there to participate in the convention.
Other rishis and their wives who had envisioned various verses of the Rig Veda, including Agasthya and his wife Lopamudra; Yajnavalkya and his wife Maitreyi, participated in the convention. Ghosha along with her grandfather Dirghatamas and father Kakshivat - all composers of hymns in praise of Ashwins, and Gargi along with her father Vachaknu, who had composed several hymns, were present in the convention. Other distinguished participants included Panini, Brihaspati, Ne, Shaunak, Narad and Dadhichi. Mother Queen and his son, who was now King of Kashi, were also invited. The queen had declined the invite and instead sent his son to the meeting.
The convention commenced with an address by Atri, the convenor, who described in detail what he had seen in Shiv while he was meditating and how he had persuaded him to reveal the truth.
Atri’s speech rankled Brihaspati who begged pardon from Shiv, asserting that he had no faith in such obscure thing, and left the convention. However, his disciple, Vishwakarma, who was also a faculty member at the Vidyapeeth, preferred to stay despite departure of his mentor.
Unfazed by Brihaspati’s departure, Shiv greeted the gathering with folded hands and started to sing munificently a recently composed hymn from the Naishidiyasukta of the Rig Veda:
Existence did not exist
Neither did Non-existence
Neither did Space
Neither did the Sky
What was hidden? Where?
Who had covered it?
Was there then cosmic water,
in depths unfathomed?
Who created the Universe
Is that a creator or destroyer?
Lives in the high skies
Always plays the part of the leader
That only knows the truth
Or maybe not
No one knows really
No one knows
No one knows really
No one knows really
That(he) was wise before being born to Hiranya
That is the lord of all consciousness
That has the presence bearing the land and the skies Which God like that should we pray to with sacrifices?
The skies are lit with Its strength
The earth prosperous, established, stationary
Heavens and Sun also stationary
Which God like that should we pray to with sacrifices?
Born with fire in its womb
There was ocean here and there and up and below
Woken as the only life
Which God like that should we pray to with sacrifices?
Creator of the Universe and heavens, ancestor watch over us
Immense ocean, savior of truth and religion watch over us
The vastness of directions are stretched like Its arms in all and over all
We should keep praying to God like that by offering ghritam
We should keep praying to God like that by offering ghritam
The rendition with an extraordinary aplomb cast spell on the audience. He repeated the last few lines of the hymn a few times, and then stopped eventually to note the response of the audience. The audience, which had by now come out of the spell, responded in an affirmative appreciation, in a chorus.
“Yes, that is that,” squealed Shiv like a child. He continued, “That is what Atri said I was doing. That’s Omkar, Om making, making sound of Om to happen. By that I say yes to the Absolute that I am in harmony with That. I keep myself tuned to the Supreme Consciousness.”             
The audience appeared stupefied. Suspecting whether they comprehended well what he was trying to tell, Shiv tried to further elucidate, “Om is the primordial sound, vocalizing the universe in its entirety, and not as a conglomerate of individual parts. In our ordinary consciousness we perceive the world in individual parts, but through the sound Om we see the universe in totality and completeness.”  He stopped for a while to assess whether the audience was willing for the uptake, and resumed speaking: “Om is a mantra. Mantra may be a new term for you. By mantra I mean that which protects, tra, from the vagaries of mind, man.”
Meanwhile, Maitreyi from the audience stood with folded hands, and entreated Shiv to elucidate his claims by producing the Om sound.  Shiv hurried to correct her, “No, my dear lady, Om cannot be produced. It’s already there; it’s ever been there. It occurs to you once you‘re in tune with the Supreme Entity. You’ve to just devotedly pronounce it. I’ll demonstrate.”
Shiv sat on the ground in his usual lotus posture and focused his mind to his navel. Soon, waves of consciousness with deep sound started rising up in circles – O O O O O O ….. These waves were rising, at the micro level, in Shiv’s body, and at macro level engulfing the entire world. What was happening at micro level was simultaneously resonating at the macro level also. The waves continued rising one after one gurgling towards his neck which was turning red from its usual blue hue. Soon, waves struck the cranium of his head and reflected below hitting his Third Eye, which started bulging out. The waves exited through his nose with a deep nasal sound. These waves again resumed onward ring-like circulation from Shiv’s navel and in the process sweet sound of Om was happening. This went for quite some time till Shiv suddenly stopped the process before he would plunge deep in Super Consciousness. The whole audience, who were simultaneously being taken to the Supreme Consciousness, awoke with a jolt.
The audience still remained spell-bound and Shiv waited for their reaction. Kanad, the physicist, arose from the audience and asserted that he understood the phenomenon. When exhorted by Shiv to speak up, he said, “The universe is made of atoms. Every atom has got its own specific vibration. It’s true to even non-material world. Every thought we think, every word we speak, even every emotion we feel has got its own vibratory frequency.”
Having said so, Kanad paused to think what to say further. Finding him engrossed in thoughts, Shiv took over to speak, “We create our own world based on what Kanad calls vibrations, which bind us to this world. To attain liberation from this world, we need to create more powerful vibrations. That is possible through shabd, the sound. Shabd is the non-material manifestation of the material world, and is even capable of being a bridge between the material world and spiritual world. We can transcend the material world and reach spiritual world, if we mindfully and correctly recite a mantra for adequate times.”
Vishwamitra arose hesitatingly to speak, “We feel almost similar impact on our mind, when we recite our hymns. The impact is more, when we chant some specific sentences or phrases of Vedic verses. The verse which I envisioned while in prayerfulness to god Savitar and verbalised that in Gayatri meter, is wonderful.              He chanted the verse in its characteristic Vedic sonority:
We meditate on the glory of that Being
who has produced this Universe.
May He enlighten our minds.
It echoed and re-echoed when Vishwamitra went on singing the verse repeatedly with a remarkable sonority.  The audience appeared entranced by the strong impact caused by the echoes of the song. Vishwamitra suddenly stopped, and looking to Shiv, asked “Can we not call such verses mantra?”
Shiv quipped, “Yes, you can. It’s such a powerful prarthana, prayer, that it instantly fills the chanter and listener both with piousness. Any word whether laden with or devoid of meanings can do wonders if chanted with full faith.”
The audience was unanimous that all such powerful prayers would be known as mantra. Some other seers also came up to recite their verses, filling the whole ambience with powerful vibes. Atri came up with a proposition that the impact of the hymns would increase many-fold if the sacred syllable Om was added to them. Shiv immediately affirmed, stating, “Om is eternal sound and akshara, imperishable, syllable. It is the key to unlock the sacred pathway to a world beyond the seen. It would enhance the efficacy of a mantra to innumerable times with its mere proximity.”
Kanad hastily intervened by putting forth his theory, “If Om is added in the beginning and the end of a mantra the vibratory circles would be completed, generating powerful frequencies. This would bring amazing results, enabling the chanter to perform many feats by maneuvering the frequencies of the mantras.”
Kanad’s suggestion was unanimously accepted by the audience. Meanwhile, Atri again came up seeking approval to his suggestion whether he could utilize the sacred syllable Om to enhance the efficacy of yantras, the subject which he had been assigned for research. Shiv was very happy at his proposal and appreciated Atri’s intelligence and innovativeness.
10.5
It was an evening of summer. Shiv was ambling from Dashashwamedh Ghat towards south along the Ganga river. Though the sun had set, the sky in the west was still scarlet. Shiv could figure out, in the fast-declining visibility, that someone was taking bath in the Ganga at the cremation ghat. By the time Shiv reached the spot, the person had already concluded bath and was moving away. Shiv hurried to track the person. As he neared, he was surprised to see that the person was a young woman -   scantily clad with wet hair straggling on her back. She was walking languidly towards a straw shanty at the end of the riverfront.
Shiv reached the woman just when she was about to enter the shanty. To his utter surprise and confusion, the woman had an awful resemblance with his dead wife, Sati – the same beautiful oval face, large black eyes, full lips and the same shapely nose. Before he could overcome his confusion, the woman asked what he wanted from her. Shiv could mumble a few words, and retreated in haste.
Back to the waterline of the river, Shiv happened to see an old man, who was busy in collecting half-burnt woods from a cold pyre. Reverentially, Shiv asked, “Who are you, Sire?” Realising that Shiv himself was present before him, the old man immediately prostrated, throwing away the half-burnt woods in his hands. In a voice wet with gratitude and happiness the old man spoke, “My lord, I’ve heard you’re the friend and protector of the destitute! You are great indeed, greater than gods, as none else has the strength to show respect to a Chandal that I am, the person who performs cremation at this place. Tell me what makes you grace this place and show so much mercy to this lowly man.”
“Don’t call yourself a lowly man, father. Everybody has to come to this place one day and you are privileged to be the last person to say goodbye to a departing soul. You are a great person indeed,” said Shiv exuding great politeness. Shortly, indicating towards the shanty, Shiv asked nervously, “Who was that young woman who was bathing here?”
“She is my daughter, Matangi. Has she done anything untoward? If so, I beseech you forgive her. She is an unfortunate child.”
“Unfortunate? How?” Shiv asked impatiently.
“Her mother died while giving birth to her. I brought her up with great difficulty. But now when she has come of age and not apparently lacking in virtues, no groom is willing to marry her. There is a tale spread all around. That maybe apocryphal as even being his father I don’t know the reality.”
“What is that tale?” Shiv’s curiosity was at the climax.
“Matangi did not cry at her birth like an ordinary child. She rather laughed raucously, glowering at the body of her mother. It was an egregious, terrible scene. But soon, it all ceased and Matangi started crying like a normal child. Since then she is quite normal or maybe it appears so to me being a father. We are a gregarious community, but all my tribesmen left me fearing that the child is calamitous and that she is a hob who devoured her mother.”
“It’s all nonsense. Had you yourself seen or heard her laughing at her birth?” asked Shiv, a bit annoyed.
“No, sir, but my brother’s wife who was present there said so,” the old man replied.
“It’s all bunkum, a story made up by your sister-in-law, perhaps out of malice.”
“But, how can I make the people believe and see the truth. Moreover, my daughter, nettled by the people’s behaviour, abhors the idea of getting married. But I want to see her married. After all, I am her father.” 
Shiv left, roiling over the indignation the beautiful Matangi was undergoing. He was fretting that the grooms were a big fool to reject such a gracious beauty as wife. He wondered whether the Creator had deliberately blinded the people to the divine signs she possessed.
Some more meetings with Matangi and her resemblance with Sati aroused amorous desires in Shiv. His mind was flooded with sensual thoughts. He felt ashamed, brooding over people’s belief that he had burnt Kamdev, the god of desire, to ashes with his Third Eye. If he had eliminated Kamdev how could he was able to stir his mind with lustful thoughts, he wondered. He thought he might have burnt the corpus of Kamdev, but his spirit might be still alive. Shiv decided to take on Kamdev afresh.
Shiv set up his meditation, contemplating on Kamdev’s might. He started peeling off the layers of kam, the desire. In the process he encountered two elements - charged with positive and negative energies.  He named them Purush and Prakriti. Further, he came to know that the two elements are incomplete in themselves and desire for union to make it a whole. He saw that this desire for union is Kam, which is as basic and natural as the two elements. He could conclude that Kam could not be condemned as something sinful, as it is the basis of all creation and forms the core of the existence.
Shiv admitted the primacy and forcefulness of Kam, and acknowledged that the suppression of the natural flow of Kam’s energy might cause perversion and even prove self-destructive. Eventually, he arrived at the conclusion that the free flow of Kam energy might run down a creature to the lowliest position. He conceived a hypothesis that if the flow of this energy was inverted it could be utilized for elevation to Cosmic Consciousness.
Shiv was now restless to experiment with his hypothesis. He decided to conduct his experiment through two possible methods – one by abstention and the other by indulgence. Through abstention he planned to withdraw to the seclusion of his own elemental self, force-blocking the downward flow of the kam energy and instead force it to run upward for sublimation. The other method required a congress between the male and female elements, which he postponed for some other time, giving chance to the first method first.
Shiv wanted to keep his hypothesis and experiments secret till it was fully realized. He, however, took his consort Parvati into confidence and divulged his plans to her. For experimenting with the first method he sought approval from her, which she accorded, but with heavy heart, apprehending the looming separation from her dear husband.
Shiv retired to an unknown place to embark on extreme austerities, practising celibacy. He strived to achieve perfection in celibacy, attempting to repress every trace of sensuality. He resolved to wipe out kam completely this time, from every level of existence - physical, psychological and spiritual. He faced only little difficulty at the physical level, but countering kam at the psychological level was an uphill task. He would keep slipping down whenever coquettishly smiling face of Matangi would appear in his mind. Sometimes she would assume the form of Sati wooing him for coitus; other times she, as Matangi, would titillate him with seductive smirking. Parvati’s serene face would, however, appear sporadically, solacing him. Sometimes, all the three faces would appear in such a speedy succession that he got confused and his vision started blurring, giving vent to varied apparitions and hallucinations. They triggered various sensations arousing horror, terror, sensuousness, and so on.
There was such a deafening din of emotions that it usurped Shiv’s equanimity. He grew restless; defeat stared at him. He heard the blusterous laughter of kam, appearing coming from a distant place, reining over the commotion of desires. Immediately, he realized that it all was the doing of kam.  This realization incensed him afresh against kama.
“But, oh, what is this! He is losing to kam; kam continually laughs over victory,” Shiv thought disconcertedly. He found that his fight against kama was weakened by the intensity of his emotional upheaval. Instantly, he collected himself, cooling down to the freezing calm and stared at kam with the cold fire of his Third Eye. And, lo! Kama was frozen this time, more deadly than the previously having been burnt to ashes.
In the fight against kam, Shiv’s elemental energy froze and instead of rising up to Super Consciousness, it withdrew to its nucleus. Shiv’s fight was now over; he was victorious now. He accomplished what he had resolved. He was established now in Cosmic Consciousness.
Shiv’s Samadhi lasted for quite long. He was reluctant to renounce the bliss of enlightenment. His long absence caused concerns among the people. Anxious teachers and students of the Vidyapeeth would enquire from Gannu and Bhero about Shiv. When they expressed ignorance, the vice-chancellor Kanad approached Parvati, but she kept mum. 
Similarly, citizens of Kashi would throng to Shiv’s Dham, where they would find Nandi sitting distressed, tears welling up in his eyes. When asked about Shiv, it would nod his head in negation. Eventually, they sought access to Parvati who continued to maintain a stony silence. In desperation they assembled at the Mandir to organize a ritual worship of Shivling. Parvati was sore and sad that she could not reveal the secret of Shiv’s sadhna, and at the same time she was ignorant about his whereabouts. Outside, the clamour for Shiv was growing shriller day by day -  at the Mandir, at the Vidyapeeth, in front of the Dham, and at almost everywhere.
Distressed Parvati one day asked Nandi to take her to Shiv. When Nandi nodded his head in negation indicating that he was not aware of Shiv’s location, Parvati burst in anger mistaking it his refusal to oblige. However, when she realized her mistake she sought excuse, expressing that the distress due to separation from Shiv had plagued her mind. She advised Nandi to move led by intuition and the rest she would guide it as per her own intuition. Later, while riding Nandi, Parvati was anguished that it was for the first time that she was riding Nandi sans Shiv.
Parvati traced Shiv sitting in samadhi in the darkness of a cavern in the far north from Kashi. She ran up to him, clasping his deadpan body. She was peeved to see his famished body covered with dirt and grass. She removed them with a piece of her clothes. She caressed him lovingly and sang ditties dear to him in her honeyed voice, trying to bring him back to his senses. Nag, the snake, which had slipped away to a nearby whole, sidled to Shiv and twined around his neck trying to arouse him with its slithering massage. Nandi, who envied Nag entwined around Shiv’s neck, bellowed loudly to make his presence felt by Shiv.
Ripples of faint sensations arose in the consciousness of Shiv, making him feel delightful touch and melodic voice of his darling Parvati and compelling calls from his constant companions. Suddenly, he opened eyes and was overjoyed to see Parvati and his lackeys – Nag and Nandi.
Back home, Parvati desired to know about Shiv’s sadhna. He delineated the difficulties of the path and described how he could overcome them. He, however, opined that the path was dreary and dreadful, and could be recommended for people of strong character and tough temperament. Shiv continued to speak, “It’s not everybody’s dish. Pursuing this method is like moving on razor’s edge. Those who are pleasure-seekers should refrain from it, and if they are pretentiously allured to this path, they are bound to fail in their endeavour.”
“Then, what’s the use of this path for common people who are householders?” butted Parvati.
Resuming his talk Shiv spoke, “Kama is the primal energy, which causes our phenomenal existence in the world. This energy cannot be eliminated, nor can it be repressed whimsically. The attempt for elimination is suicidal, while indiscreet repression would cause upheavals in consciousness. Kam can, however, be used as a tool to catapult to Cosmic Consciousness. Having trodden the path of repression, I’ll now embark on the path of indulgence.” Shiv smiled sensually to Parvati, with a resolute stress on the last sentence. Sensing what Shiv meant, Parvati responded by winking her left eye seductively.
The stage was set for the two players – Shiv and Parvati – to secretly experiment the path of utilizing kam as a tool to liberation. They ensured complete privacy at the innermost quarter of the Dham by asking discreetly all their lackeys not to approach them. Nandi was instructed to remain vigilant as a guard at the gate, while Nag was asked to slither away so that Parvati might indulge fearlessly in the act and also that the snake could not be crushed during the likely vigorous union of the aroused couple.
The union commenced with song and dance. Parvati initiated by singing about a lovelorn lady who bemoaned her unrequited love. The emotionally surcharged song soon spurred Shiv to start up a duet, by singing about the man who grieved over the naivety of the lovesick to his hints for progression. Parvati was so wallowed in the rhythm of the song that she started dancing lasya. Shiv switched to playing damru dulcetly, but soon duetted by shifting to anand tandav.
The couple remained lost in songs and dance for a couple of days. Their primal energy was heating up gradually, expanding their consciousness collectively. Eventually, they entwined with each other, making love at various levels of existence - physical as well as subliminal. The congress was in an incessant progression, their collective energy racing up. After a prolonged pleasure they ultimately crossed the threshold and attained Cosmic Consciousness. There they got established as if for eternity.
Soon a time came when subtle calls from their friends and lackeys started reaching them, stirring up their compassion to come down. They returned to the phenomenal world for the good of the people. Their faces were glowing with an aura of accomplishment.
Shiv’s hypothesis that kama could be used as a prop to elevation survived experimental testing, through both the paths – abstention and indulgence. He felt that it was now the time that the accomplishment be carried over to other sadhaks, the seekers, for the maximum good of the people. The two contradictory paths compelled him to contemplate on the nature of prospective seekers. He concluded the contemplation by categorizing them into two broader groups, namely, veer, the valorous, and pashu, the animalistic. As he had some apprehensions about the path of abstention due to its dreariness and difficulties, he reserved it for the sadhaks of veer category. The other path – the path of indulgence, which he considered fit for the passionate, was recommended for the sadhaks of pashu pravrittis, the animalistic tendencies. He fancifully accorded an adjective ghor, the terrible, to the first path, while the second path was adorned with an opposite adjective aghor, the non-terrible, due to its comparatively comfortable pursuance. He discerned the first path as the right wing of spiritual pursuance, and the second path as the left wing. He gave the second path a specific name of vama-marga, the left path, in honour of the female partner of the path as she was conventionally believed to be the left half of her male consort.
Shiv was looking for two suitable persons who could be quick on the uptake of the two disparate paths. He selected his classmate and bosom friend Narad as the first initiate on the path of abstention, and the choice for the path of indulgence fell readily on his acolyte, Bhero. Unable to trace location of ever-wandering Narad as he appeared only capriciously, Shiv focused on Bhero.
Bhero was immediately called and briefed about Shiv’s plan. He not only happily expressed his willingness to pursue the path, but was also overwhelmed with gratitude that Shiv had considered him capable of being the first initiate of a spiritual path.
Bhero was not an easy choice. He was an unmarried, mature man who might have been repressing his sex drive. Once he would move on the path of indulgence the lid forced on his consciousness would be blown off, and it might cause huge upheavals, even some dangerous ones, Shiv apprehended. Another problem was selection of a suitable female partner who could align well with Bhero.
Shiv contemplated for days looking for a woman who could be spiritually inclined and bold enough to mate with a stranger, without a formal alliance. Amidst anxious moments of search for such a unique woman for the purpose, Matangi’s face suddenly flashed in Shiv’s mind. He exulted with satisfaction that she was exactly the same woman he was looking for.
Without wasting any more time in contemplation, Shiv left for the cremation ghat to see Matangi. There he happened to first meet the old man, her father, as she was not around at that time. Considering that it would be proper to broach the subject first to the old man and seek his approval, Shiv explained his plan to the old man, emphasizing the significance of the experiment and suitability of his daughter for the purpose. The old man was overjoyed that Shiv had chosen the ill-fated daughter of such a lowly man, but he expressed reservation that Matangi’s would be the final decision.
Matangi was found at the nearby waterfront, enjoying her bath in the Ganga. Shiv accosted her there with an offer to partake in the plan. She expressed her willingness, pouting her lips coquettishly. She propositioned Shiv, demanding that only he be her partner. Feeling nailed to a quandary, Shiv explained his inability sagely, and without giving a further chance to Matangi for insistence, assured her that her partner would be none but his alter ego, who would be a perfect match to her.  Matangi’s eyes gleamed with curiosity to know who he was. “He is Bhero, my friend,” Shiv revealed the name. Matangi stared at Shiv, mouth agape with surprise, expressing that she had not seen him. However, she hurriedly accorded her assent, reposing faith in Shiv.
The old man readily consented when Shiv apprised him of Matangi’s willingness, and also agreed to leave the place for about a fortnight, as desired by Shiv, to ensure privacy for experimentation of Shiv’s hypothesis.
Bhero, who was chosen and briefed earlier by Shiv about the plan, was re-briefed and asked to get ready immediately as his partner was already waiting for him. Though Bhero was very curious to know who his partner was, he was too coy to ask Shiv about her. Shiv deliberately did not divulge the name to him, and instead he took him to the cremation ghat.
Tall and swarthy Bhero and svelte and pale Matangi saw each other, initially peeking coyly, then staring suspiciously, and eventually virile bull from within Bhero and antsy coquette from within Matangi looked into each other’s eyes and smiled sensually, oblivious of Shiv’s presence. Shiv was happy that a charismatic chemistry was developing between the two players of the plan.
Anxiety was, however, grating Shiv’s mind that the abstinent Bhero and spinster Matangi might go berserk once their repressed passions were unshackled. He apprehended that innumerable bones would tumble out of the cupboard of their minds when they would be at the zenith of the act. He knew that this purging of passions was ineluctable to elevate to enlightenment. He, however, did not mention these fears in his short briefing delivered to them on the significance of the experiment.
Shiv mounted surveillance discreetly on their activities from far behind, hiding him behind some rocks at the riverfront. He could take note of their activities even during night, in the milky moonlight.
The first day, Shiv noted, Bhero and Matangi were busy talking incessantly, roaming hand in hand, in the morning and evening, and during the moonlit night along the waterfront. The next few days Shiv saw them occupied in blithe activities, rollicking around like children, playing boisterously, frolicking in chasing each other, and sometimes kissing and cuddling silently but passionately.
One day in the evening, Shiv saw that the couple was huddled together at a far place along the waterfront, perhaps busy in fishing. On more attentive look Shiv realized that they were drinking something from a clay cup. Shiv guessed that it must be some raw Madira (wine), as they seemed sozzled. Meanwhile, some citizens from Kashi carrying a corpse arrived at the cremation ghat, and looking around for the old man called out for him in a clamorous and despicable manner.
Matangi staggered hurriedly to the callers, leaving Bhero behind. Though annoyed at the tenor of the callers, Bhero spread on the earth, perhaps in stupor.
Matangi hastily prepared the pyre with the woods brought by the citizens. They however returned leaving the pyre half-burnt. Meanwhile, another group of citizens carrying a corpse and faggots of woods reached the ghat. The spooky ambience of the cremation ghat was growing murkier due to evening fast yielding to night. Anxious to return home early, some men from this group asked Matangi to perform the cremation herself and hurried to be back in the snug of their homes.
Once they left, Matangi appeared relaxed. She was at liberty to take her own time in performing the cremation or not to do that at all, not bothering for those unconcerned wimps or the incapacitated corpse. She waddled back to the place where Bhero was lying on the earth, and shouted at him for his sluggishness. They gulped some more swigs of Somras hurriedly from a pitcher lying there, and moved to cremation ghat where one corpse was half-burnt and another was waiting for its final treat.
They again started drinking Madira taking to turns directly from the pitcher. Shiv was horrified to note that they were eating raw fish which they had caught from the river some time earlier. More horrible was to see that Matangi pulled out a leg of the corpse from the pyre and started eating into it. She offered it to Bhero also, who also appeared to be greatly relishing it.
Once their stomach was full of the feed and the drink, they started singing together, stridently and boisterously. Soon they switched to dancing, and danced as if two dreadful ghosts were performing some fiendish ritual. Matangi seemed so charged that she torn off Bhero’s clothes making him completely naked. In turn, Bhero ripped off whatever scanty clothes Matangi had had on her body.
Bhero was suddenly so aroused that he raised Matangi’s naked body glistening in the moonlight in his arms and laid it supine on the bare ground. As he mounted and shoved into her, she cried with pain, and slapped very hard on Bhero’s cheek. Shouting that the grit on the earth was piercing in her bare back, she hurled Bhero back with her feet. She rushed to the corpse lying beside and laid on it calling Bhero to now resume the play. They continued the orgy till around the midnight. Thereafter there was complete quiet, and they returned slowly to the shanty.
As they entered the shanty Shiv could not notice what they did thereafter. Recollecting their weird activities, Shiv wondered how demonic they were. He had already anticipated some abnormal activities, but not of this kind and level. He deferred to keep watch on them till the daybreak.
In the next day morning, Shiv went to the shanty and saw them sitting in deep meditation, naked facing each other. He was blissfully happy that his hypothesis was proven correct. After purgation of evils latent in their sub-conscious, they had ascended to Supreme Consciousness and presently enjoying staying there. He decided to guard them so that nobody could disturb their bliss of accomplishment. He remained at the door of the shanty for three days.
On the fourth day, early morning, Shiv started beating his damru rhythmically, wafting waves of melodious music. The ripple effect was discerned as bodies of Bhero and Matangi started swaying slowly, and soon they returned to their senses. Their eyes were gleaming with the light of enlightenment and their faces were adorned with aura of infinite peace. Seeing Shiv there, they immediately bowed to his feet and profusely expressed gratitude for initiating to a wonderful path. Shiv blessed them plenteously and prophesied that they would be the leaders of the people seeking enlightenment through the path of pleasure.
10.6
Shiv evolved various paths to enlightenment suitable to the people as per their nature and temperament. His search for a perfect path, which could be pleasant and useful for most of the people, completed with successful conclusion of the experiment on Bhero and Matangi.
Before opening the path for general public Shiv undertook strenuous studies and preparations to make it simple. He carefully structured a foolproof system, tantra, with definitive instructions at every step. He ordained that the night of experimentation, which he called kaalratri, should be availed only after rigorous austerities and disciplining, and the use of meat; fish; wine dance, and lovemaking, which were utilised by Bhero and Matangi that night as tools of cleansing of their sub-consciousness must be restricted for only kaalratri, the night of the sadhna. The system was so well defined and structured and that it was popularly called tantra, though Shiv had initially named it aghor, non-terrible. 
By the grace of Shiv, Bhero, the leader of the path, was respected as Shiv’s alter ego and virtual Shiv. His name corrupted from Bhero to Bhairav with passage of time. All the subsequent seekers fancied them calling after his name, though distinguishing him differentially as Kalbhairav, the original Bhairav. Similarly, Matangi was celebrated as Bhairavi, the consort of Bhairav, and was worshipped as Shakti, the power of Bhairav. Essential presence and dominance of Bhairavi in the system was acknowledged from the very beginning. The female partners in the system liked to be known as Bhairavi.




Chapter eleven
Kali
11.1
A boat carrying consignments from Tamralipti, a port in the far east downstream the Ganga, arrived at the Teerth port of Kashi. The boatmen jumped off the boat hurriedly and left for the city. Consignments were still aboard. The head boatman would shortly return from the city, bringing some labourers to offload the merchandise.
Everyone was gone; the boat did not require guarding in daytime. A woman skulking behind the consignments in the boat peeked out to size up the situation outside, and finding the port desolate came out swiftly.               The woman – stocky, swarthy, with long dark hair straggling on her bare black back, and a blood red sari wrapped around her waist and breasts - dashed towards the city. A small scimitar hidden beneath the pleats of her sari was visible. The woman seemed spooky, though a nervous. Nevertheless, her gaits were steady and she swaggered swiftly towards the city.
The first person she happened to meet on the path to Kashi city was an old man, whom she asked the way to Shiv’s Dham. Scared of the spookiness of the weirdness of the woman, the old man ran away, telling her to move ahead. Other people, who came across her way, were equally frightened and fled in fear, pointing the way to Shiv’s Dham.
The woman eventually managed to reach the Dham. At the entrance she encountered Nandi who was sitting astride the gate blocking the entry. He was chewing cud placidly as if musing on some coquettish cow. He was not ruffled on arrival of the woman and continued rumination calmly. When the woman tried to barge in, he waved his head to denote denial. The woman, however, jumped across his legs with astonishing alacrity and landed in the hallway, where Gannu and Bhero, were huddled together discussing some issue. They were flummoxed to see a woman landing as if from the sky.
It was Bhero, now popularly known as Kal Bhairav, who jumped on his feet to encounter the encroacher. Undaunted by macabre appearance of the unannounced visitor, he asked to know about her. Nonchalantly brushing aside the query, the woman demanded to see Shiv. Annoyed over the audacity of the woman, Kal Bhairav accosted her, “How are you related to him, and why do you want to meet him?”
“Because I am his Shakti. We are eternal partners”, quipped the woman.
Laughing aloud Kaal Bhairav wise-cracked, “But he is already with his partner.’’ Winking at Gannu who was still sitting, he insinuated “But my friend Gannu has no partner. He has not ever rubbed his paunch against the soft belly of a beauty.” 
Sensing the lecherous proposition, the woman pulled out her scimitar and brandishing it in the air thundered, “Move out of my way to union with Shiv, fool! Only Shiv is the Male and you all are just shadows.”
Before Kaal Bhairav could respond, Shiv rushed from his inner quarter to see what the commotion was about. Seeing the dreadful woman with scimitar in hand, he urged her civilly, “Quiet, lady, quiet. You are welcome.”
Shiv’s appearance calmed the woman who immediately fell down at his feet squeaking with delight, “My Lord.”
Shiv was surprised at the sudden change in the woman. He asked her, spluttering, “Who are you and....and....what do you want?” “You don’t know me!” exclaimed the woman, widening her eyes abashedly. Finding Shiv in confusion, she took him aside by hand out of Gannu and Kaal Bhairav’s earshot and whispered in his ear, “Do you not know what people have been talking about me coming to their dreams?” “It’s all nonsense. I don’t believe in such arcane things. However, you, whoever you are, are welcome at my place,” said Shiv coming out of the confusion.
The woman was a bit depressed over Shiv’s drab response, and left in desperation saying, “We’ll meet later.” Kaal Bhairav jeered at her derisively, though shut up suddenly when Shiv stared at him in disapproval.
11.2
Next day, the woman arrived at Dham when Parvati was serving daily feed of breads with her own hands to Nandi at the manger located beside the entrance of the home. Circumventing the likely detection, the woman tried to sneak into the house. Nandi, who had seen the woman entering home, waved his head to draw Parvati’s attention towards the intruder. Alarmed, Parvati raised a cry, “Halt, who are you entering stealthily there?” The woman swivelled around to look at Parvati and asked gruffly, “Who are you squealing like a pig?” Parvati was extremely provoked over the expletive, and shouted back to the woman, “Lo and behold! This bitch dares demand the mistress of the home who she is. See her audacity!”
The woman chilled immediately and said, “Sorry, I could not recognise you that you are Shiv’s spouse. I’m extremely sorry to have inadvertently offended you.”
“Ok, ok, but who are you and why are you trying to see Shiv?” asked Parvati impatiently.
“Shiv knows me. You may ask from him,” the woman parried the question.
Meanwhile, Kaal Bhairav along with Gannu reached there. Seeing the woman there Kaal Bhairav scoffed at her, “So, you’ve come again. My friend Gannu is here for you.” By the time Gannu could take umbrage at Kaal Bhairav’s lewd remarks involving him, the woman flared in rage. In a huff, she left, clumping her feet.
Parvati was taken aback at the turn of the event. She looked at Kaal Bhairav, demanding to know about the woman. Kaal Bhairav informed mockingly, “That kali, the black one, had arrived yesterday also and had a tiff with me. The fight was then averted by timely arrival of Shiv. She claimed to know Shiv and had whispered something in his ear.”
Kaal Bhairav’s disclosure was enough to upset Parvati, who grew suspicious about Shiv’s relation with that woman. In that night, she demanded an explanation from Shiv. Shiv chuckled, trying to laugh the matter off, “So, her arrival has plagued you also.” Shiv’s comment seemed a slight to Parvati and she shouted, “Don’t fudge my question. Answer me straight.” Realising that he had hurt her, Shiv came out with a straight denial: “I don’t know her nor had I seen her earlier. She weirdly claims to being my eternal partner and cites some dreams. Some rishis had also been telling me about their dreams and pushing me to godhood. I had been dismissing their claim. I think those rishis might be suffering from some illusion due to their overindulgence in studies of their poem books. But, this strange-looking woman really puts me in a quandary. I swear you I don’t believe in such things.” Parvati was satisfied with Shiv’s reply and decided to deal herself with that woman.
The adjective ‘kali’ used as a jibe by Kaal Bhairav for that woman suited so well to her dark complexion and stuck to her so fast that it became a proper noun - her name. The people would call her Kali as nobody knew what her real name was.
11.3
Dusk was fast paving way for night; the desolate Ganga ghats were getting murkier. Shiv was returning home, with long strides, after his routine stroll. Suddenly, he heard some swishing sound in the riverside brambles, and sensed that some indistinct human figure was approaching him. When looked at closely, he was surprised that it was Kali.
Shiv: “You, here?”
Kali: “Yes, my lord. I live here.”
Shiv: “Here! Why?”
Kali: “I was prevented by some quarrelsome people from meeting you at your place. The others in Kashi were too scared to let me live in the city. So I found refuge in this desolate place. I watched you daily strolling here and was looking for an opportunity to meet you in privacy.”
Shiv: “I’m very sorry for all the troubles you underwent living here. But, tell me, why do you want to meet me in privacy?”
Kali: “Leave aside the talk of dreams as you dismiss them as bizarre things. I come directly to my purpose of coming here.”
Shiv: “Yes, please, and in brief.”
Kali: “I’ve suffered a lot in this human form. I need to trace the root cause of all these sufferings. I want to unravel the mystery of life and death.”
Shiv: “Excellent! Very noble objective! How can I help you achieve that objective?”
Kali: “I’m in your refuge, my lord. Kindly lead me from darkness to light.”
Shiv: “How can I?”
Kali: “You can, with a blink of your eyelids only. It’s as easy for you as that. Don’t let me fall back again on revealing your reality, your essential divine reality.’
Shiv: “Stop talking weirdly. Come to the point of your purpose meeting me, I beseech you.” 
Kali: “I’ve heard you’ve launched some ways to enlightenment. I want to be initiated in one of them.”
Shiv: “You’re most welcome. We’ve got a Sadhna Kendra in our Vidyapeeth. You go there. If you are interested in Yoga, you should meet Patanjali there. He is an exponent of Yog. If you want a try at Kundalini Jagran, you may seek guidance from Parvati. She is the head of the women’s faculty there. If you need some Yantras to ascend to enlightenment, you may contact Vishwakarma who is the head of Yantriki Vibhag. He has prepared many wonderful yantras. You may choose some as per your liking. If you want Mantra Siddhi, accomplishment in chanting of Vedic hymns, you may contact Atri. He is the head of Ved Vibhag and a great rishi who is capable of performing great feats with strength of Mantras. You may join the group of Ashta Bhairavas helmed by Kaal Bhairav, if you want to be initiated in the Aghor Panth, which they popularly call Tantra. Ashta Bhairavas, who call themselves Aghori also, live discreetly in the city of Kashi. You may easily trace some of them.”
Kali felt tormented by the glib description of paths and people. Feeling it galling that Shiv was sending her to others, people like Parvati and Bhairav, and not taking interest in her, she asserted, “But I’ve come to you only. I seek refuge in you, not others. They are not compatible enough for me.”
While Shiv was still trying to understand what Kali really meant, she came out demanding, “I want to be initiated in Tantra by you, not by others. I want to be your Bhairavi and you become my Bhairav by taking me through the mystery of life and beyond that, to liberation. You lead me on the path of pleasure till the dawn of enlightenment. It must happen tonight only as an endeavour to enlightenment must not be deferred for even a moment.”
Shiv looked coy and confused. Kali was livid that Shiv did not comprehend what she was pressing so hard. She suspected Shiv was feigning naivety. In desperation, she came out openly propositioning him, and moved ahead to take him in her embrace. Shiv swiftly moved a few steps back and yelled, “No, it can’t be.  Look for someone else as your Bhairav. It’s sin to take another Bhairvi as I’ve already got my own Bhairavi, Parvati.”
The blatant denial hit Kali hard. She was not prepared for that. The dishonour to her desire for union with Shiv provoked her womanhood. She roared like a lioness, “Enough is enough, Shiv. Don’t think I’m weak. I’ll chart out my own path.”
Furious, Kali stomped towards the south.




The story does not stop here;
it moves ahead with Kali’s assertion:
”I am Goddess!”.
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