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They called me a Criminal,



But history will call me The King



	“A true king doesn’t need a crown, he builds his empire in the places where no light dares to shine”

	“The path to greatness is a smuggler’s journey-navigating risk and the darkness to deliver light to the world”

	“Greatness is not given; it is stolen from the grasp of those who think they hold all the power”

	“Greatness isn’t forged in palaces –it’s smuggled through shadows, carved by those who dare to defy the impossible”

	“They saw a smuggler in the shadows, but I was crafting a legacy in silence-one that even time cannot steal”




Dr. P.H. Brahmbhatt






Fredmond King 1940
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INTRODUCTION



About the Author 

Dr. P. H. Brahmbhatt

Background and Inspiration


Dr. P.H. Brahmbhatt is a distinguished scholar and writer who has dedicated his life to exploring the depths of human experience through his writing. With a background in literature and a passion for depicting the nuanced realities of everyday life. Being a versatile writer with multidimensional skills his story is always motivational for youth.  His mission is to make awake readers, helping them find guidance and inspiration in their own lives. Through his multidimensional writing, his aim is to offer timeless wisdom for future generations. Inspiration for this story was born in his innovative and philosophical mind during personal experience of life. His work often delves into themes of hope, resilience, and the choices that define our lives. His writing philosophy is driven by a desire to inspire and educate. Author believes in the transformative power of pen. Through the writing, he aims to shed light on societal issues, foster empathy, and encourage positive actions. His books are not just narratives but reflections on life's complexities, urging readers to pause, reflect, and make conscious decisions. The information given here is “thriller, action and suspense-fiction” type to entertain all readers. This is the story of A Great Smuggler. Fredmond King- The Smuggler: in this story, the author has described the emotions of a dedicated Great Smuggler and his unwavering loyalty. It portrays how he contributed to his nation and avenged the sacrifice of his parents. Author described the true loyalty and true dedication in adverse situation. Author pointed the importance of emotions and commitment that play role in the life. This story is fictional and literature types there is no relation with any past history or reality of any individual. The story described a life reality of loyal and dedicated Great Smuggler. This story will give heart touching feelings to the readers of all age-“Loyalty and Dedication Never End, evening the darkest corner of the world. For Fredmond King-the smuggler, they became his guiding light-fuelling his fight for justice, his revenge for his parents’ sacrifice, and his unwavering commitment to a cause greater than himself. Through danger, betrayal, and loss, his loyalty to his mission and dedication to freedom endured carving a legacy that outshone the brightest diamond”. Author has tried to narrate the “emotions and love”. In this story author has narrated the reality of life of Great Smuggler and pointed hidden fear, dedication, thrill and suspense of his life. This story will thrill and entertain all readers and also helpful to the person making historical movie, TV serial, drama on stage etc.. My email: phirson1978@gmail.com
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The Legacy of Panhala Fort
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T

his is the story of 1940, a small town of India, of the Maharashtra state, Panhalla, is located in 20 kilometres northwest of Kolhapur in Maharashtra, India. It is strategically located looking over a pass in the Sahyadri mountain range which was a major trade route from Bijapur in the interior of Maharashtra to the coastal areas. Due to its strategic location it has great importance in history. In 1782, the seat of the Kolhapur government was moved from Panhala to Kolhapur. Panhala and Pavangad were taken by rebels who seized Colonel Ovans, the Resident of Satara, when he was on tour and imprisoned him in Panhala. A British force under General Delamotte was sent against the rebels and on 1 December 1844 breached the fort wall, took it by storm and dismantled the fortifications. Thereafter, a British garrison was always left to guard the fort. The administration of the fort remained with Kolhapur until 1947.

The small town of Panhala, perched on the Sahyadri mountain range in Maharashtra, has stood as a silent witness to centuries of warfare, intrigue, and defiance. It is said that every stone of Panhala fort, which overlooks a strategic mountain pass, has seen the clash of empires. This pass, cutting through the rugged terrain, once served as a crucial trade route from the inland Deccan plateau to the coast. The great empires of Bijapur, the Marathas, and eventually the British, all sought to control this critical gateway. This Town has great historical importance, as  the family of freedom fighters Prithvi Singh and Tara devi made their greatest contribution to the nation.  

The history of Panhala is intertwined with that of India’s great warrior king, Chhatrapati Shivaji Maharaj. His grandsons fought to retain this fort in the face of unrelenting Mughal invasions, and the fort became a symbol of resistance. Even as the British arrived on Indian shores and began their colonial conquest, Panhala remained a stronghold of defiance.

By 1827, the fort had been surrendered to the British by Shahaji of Kolhapur, bringing an end to its centuries of military dominance. The British dismantled its fortifications, but its spirit remained unbroken. Though silent and still, the fort kept its memories alive, hidden in its walls, waiting for another warrior to rise.

A Whisper of Rebellion

It was now the year 1940. The world outside India was engulfed in war. The echoes of the Second World War reached even the quiet hills of Panhala. But within India, another battle was brewing—a battle for independence from British rule. In every corner of the country, men and women were rising against the colonial power, and Panhala, with its storied past, was no exception. The man behind the strength of people of 1940 was born in 1890, was Laxmi Prasad. The main hero, who had already fought a great battle with immense courage and dared to pay tribute to the freedom fighters and their dedication to the mother land. 

Among the freedom fighters in Panhala was a man named Prithvi Singh. Descended from a long line of warriors, Prithvi Singh carried the weight of his ancestors' legacy on his shoulders. His ancestors had fought the Mughals; now, it was his turn to resist the British. He was not just a warrior by blood, but by choice, and his family was as devoted to the cause as he was.

By his side was his wife, Tara Devi, a woman as fierce as she was compassionate. The two were inseparable, not just in their love for one another but in their fight for the country’s freedom. They had faced British soldiers, fought in countless skirmishes, and had dedicated their lives to the dream of an independent India.

But fate, as it often does, had more in store for them than just the fight for freedom. In the summer of 1890, something changed forever in their lives—a birth that would set a new destiny in motion.



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


2

The Birth of Laxmi Prasad
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I

n 1890 a thick fog blanketed the hills around Panhala that morning. The sun, though already rising, was obscured by the mist that clung to the landscape, giving the world a ghostly, otherworldly feel. The usually bustling streets of the small town were unusually quiet, save for the occasional call of a bird or the distant clatter of a bullock cart making its way through the main road. It was a day that would change everything.

Inside the small, modest home of Prithvi Singh and Tara Devi, there was an air of both excitement and trepidation. Tara Devi lay in the dim light of their single-room house, beads of sweat rolling down her forehead as she gripped Prithvi's hand tightly. The pain of childbirth gripped her, but her resolve was as unshakeable as ever. Around her, a local midwife and a few neighbours bustled, whispering words of encouragement.

"You're doing well, Tara. Just a little longer," said the midwife in a soothing voice, her hands moving deftly, attending to the labour.

Prithvi Singh stood by his wife’s side, his eyes filled with a mixture of fear and hope. He had faced death many times in battle, stood his ground against British soldiers, but in this moment, he felt utterly helpless. His wife, his partner in both life and rebellion, was about to bring their first child into the world.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, the cry of a new-born pierced through the stillness of the house. The midwife smiled as she held up a tiny boy, wrapped in a thin cloth. “A son,” she announced, her voice filled with pride. “A strong boy.”

Tara Devi, exhausted yet smiling, reached out for the child. Prithvi Singh’s heart swelled as he looked at his new-born son, his heir, his future.

The town, already aware of Tara’s impending childbirth, soon erupted in celebration. Friends and neighbours gathered outside their home, eager to catch a glimpse of the child who was born into a family of fighters, a family that had dedicated its life to the cause of freedom. Drums and flutes filled the air as people danced in the streets. It wasn’t just a birth; it was a symbol of hope in dark times. A son born in the shadow of war.

“What shall we name him?” Tara Devi asked weakly, her eyes filled with love as she looked down at the child in her arms.

Prithvi Singh gently touched the boy’s small hand, thinking of the legacy he would one day inherit. “Laxmi Prasad,” he said after a moment of thought. “He will be blessed with prosperity and wisdom, a beacon of light in these troubled times.”

Tara Devi smiled. “Laxmi,” she whispered softly, calling him by the shortened version of his name. “Our Laxmi.”

From that moment on, little Laxmi became the light of their lives. The son of two freedom fighters, he was destined for great things, though the road ahead was fraught with danger and uncertainty.

As the days turned into months, Laxmi grew quickly, surrounded by the love of his parents and the admiration of the community. He was a curious child, always eager to explore the world around him, and despite the turmoil of the times, Prithvi Singh and Tara Devi did everything they could to shield him from the harsh realities of war. Yet, in a town like Panhala, where the echoes of rebellion were constant, it was impossible to ignore the undercurrent of unrest.

By the time Laxmi could walk, Prithvi Singh had begun to teach him the ways of their family—an ancient warrior lineage that had survived generations of battles. For Prithvi, it wasn’t just about passing down the skills of combat; it was about instilling a sense of duty, of honor, and of love for their country.

The Sword and the Necklace

The house where the Singh family lived was modest, with its mud walls and thatched roof, but it was always filled with warmth. Tara Devi, despite being a fighter herself, was gentle with her son, nurturing him with stories of their ancestors—of brave warriors and kings who had fought to protect their land. But Prithvi Singh, ever the realist, knew that Laxmi needed to be prepared for the world he was growing up in. It was a world where violence could erupt at any moment, where enemies could strike from the shadows.

One evening, as the sun set over the hills, Prithvi took Laxmi out to a clearing just beyond their house. In his hand, he held a small, blunt sword, one that Laxmi had seen before but had never touched. It was a family heirloom, passed down from father to son for generations. The blade, though not sharp enough to harm, was heavy in the hands of a child, but Prithvi was determined that his son would learn its weight.

“Come here, Laxmi,” Prithvi called gently, kneeling down to meet his son’s eyes. “This is for you.”

Laxmi, his eyes wide with curiosity, reached out to take the sword. It felt strange in his small hands, too heavy for him to wield properly, but he looked up at his father with determination. Prithvi smiled at his son’s bravery, pride welling up inside him.

“This sword,” Prithvi explained, “is a symbol of our family. It has been used in many battles, and it has always protected us. One day, when you are older, you will understand the power it holds. But for now, you must learn its weight.”

Laxmi nodded, though he was far too young to truly grasp the meaning of his father’s words. To him, it was just another toy, something to play with, though he respected it because he knew how important it was to his father. Prithvi began to teach Laxmi how to hold the sword, how to move with it, and though the child struggled, he never gave up. Each day they practiced, the boy grew stronger, and his father’s lessons sank deeper into his soul.

But Laxmi was still a child, and like any child, he had his favourite things. Of all the possessions in their small house, it was Tara Devi’s diamond necklace that fascinated him the most. The necklace was simple but beautiful, with a single diamond that sparkled like a star. Whenever his mother wore it, Laxmi would reach for it, his tiny fingers grasping the jewel, and Tara would laugh, letting him play with it as he fell asleep in her arms.

That necklace, though just a piece of jewellery, held deep meaning for Tara Devi. It was a gift from Prithvi on one of the rare peaceful days they had shared together. He had given it to her as a symbol of their love, a promise that no matter what happened in the world outside, their bond would remain unbroken. And now, their son clung to it as though it were a part of his very being.

On the nights when Prithvi Singh was away, off on some secret mission for the freedom fighters, Tara Devi would lie with Laxmi in her arms, telling him stories of heroes and battles while he held onto the diamond. The light from the lantern flickered over the jewel, making it shimmer in the dark, and for Laxmi, it became a symbol of comfort and safety.

But the world outside their home was not safe. The British forces had grown more aggressive in their attempts to quell the growing rebellion, and whispers of raids and arrests filled the town. Prithvi knew that his time with his family was limited, that the fight for freedom was drawing nearer to Panhala with each passing day.
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The Journey Through the Forest
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I

t was on one such evening, as the family sat together by the fire, that Prithvi Singh received word from his comrades. A village nearby needed help—British forces had arrested several key leaders, and there was fear that they would move into the surrounding towns, searching for more freedom fighters. Prithvi had to go, and this time, he would take Tara and Laxmi with him.

“We must leave tonight,” Prithvi told Tara as he packed his belongings, his face grim with the weight of the news. “It’s no longer safe here. The British know about our activities, and it won’t be long before they come for us.”

Tara, though worried for their son, nodded. She had always been ready to follow her husband, even into the most dangerous situations. “We’ll go with you,” she said firmly. “Laxmi will be safe with us.”

The three of them set out that night, traveling by bullock cart through the dense forests that surrounded Panhala. Prithvi had a small team of loyal Maratha protectors with him, men who had fought by his side for years. They moved quickly, knowing that British patrols could be anywhere. Laxmi, too young to understand the danger, sat quietly beside his mother, clutching her diamond necklace as the cart jostled through the rough terrain.
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