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Note: Upendrakishore Ray Chowdhury believed that the Ramayana and the Mahabharata form the very basis of Indian thoughts and culture. He thought it was not possible to know our country in the real sense of the term unless one has read these two epics. Upendrakishore’s first version of the Mahabharata was published in 1909. In this version some episodes have been left out but no changes have been made to the original story.




Foreword


(4th edition of the book)


In order to make the original story suitable for young boys and girls I have had to omit or suppress details in several places. I have tried my best to do this without making any changes in the original story. I do not know how far I have succeeded. If anyone feels the need to point out any flaw in my storytelling, I would be immensely grateful.


I am especially grateful to respected Sri Rabindranath Tagore for encouraging and inspiring me to write this book. It is because he read the manuscript and edited it that I could find the courage to get it published.


Sri Upendrakishore Ray Choudhury 22, Sukea Street Calcutta


23rd Bhadra, 1315 (Bengali date)
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Adi Parva


Long, long ago there was a city named Hastinapur close to the place we now know as Delhi. Vichitraveerya, the king of Hastinapur, had two sons named Dhritarashtra and Pandu. Dhritarashtra was the elder son, but he was blind. As the kingdom could not be ruled by a blind king Pandu, the younger brother, was crowned instead. Dhritarashtra was greatly upset, but perhaps he might have borne it better had his son been the eldest among the next generation of princes and in that case, his son would inherit the throne after Pandu. But unfortunately for him, Pandu was the first to have a son. When the sons of Dhritarashtra were old enough to realize that the kingdom could never be rightfully theirs, they grew to hate the Pandavas, as the sons of Pandu were called. Dhritarashtra’s sons were called the Kauravas, descendants of the Kuru clan.


Duryodhana was the eldest son of Dhritarashtra, followed by Dushasana and 98 others. He also had a daughter named Dushala. Pandu had five sons. The eldest was Yudhishthira, followed by Bhima and Arjuna. They were the sons of his first queen, Kunti. The twins — Nakula and Sahadeva — were the sons of Madri, his second queen. The brothers were devoted to each other although they had different mothers. The Pandavas had been born with the special blessings of different gods. The patron-god of Yudhishthira was Dharma; Bhima’s was Pavana and Arjuna’s was Indra. Nakula and Sahadeva had the twin-gods, the Ashwini Kumars, as their patron. The patron gods were believed to take special care of the boys.


Alas! The Pandavas were not fated to remain happy for long. They were very young when Pandu died and Madri, unable to bear the sorrow, also died with him. The five little brothers had no one save Kunti to care for them. They continued to remain in the palace with Dhritarashtra’s sons and grew up together, studying from the same teachers and playing the same games.


However, the sons of Dhritarashtra were no match for Bhima. Whenever they tried to play he would knock their heads together. The Kauravas were a team of 100 brothers while the Pandavas were just five. But they failed miserably when it came to tackling Bhima. If they played in the water, Bhima grabbed ten of them and dived so deep that they were left gasping. If they climbed a tree to get fruits, he kicked the tree so hard that both the fruits and the Kauravas fell down together. So they hated Bhima, especially Duryodhana, who felt that he would be a great danger to them if allowed to grow up, and was determined to kill him at the first opportunity. With Bhima out of the way, they could simply imprison the others. So wicked Duryodhana made a plan and said, ‘Let us all go for a dip in the Ganga.’


The Pandavas, not knowing his secret plan, thought it would be great fun and agreed enthusiastically.


The venue selected was Pramankoti, a house by the river. The boys were thrilled to see the elaborate meal awaiting them. They grabbed the sweets and shared them delightedly. It was exactly the chance Duryodhana had been waiting for. Adding poison to a handful of sweets, he fed them to Bhima who ate them without suspecting anything.


Everyone jumped into the river, swimming and splashing until they were exhausted and got out to change. But Bhima, severely poisoned, lay unconscious on the riverbank. Duryodhana tied up his hands and feet with creepers and threw him into the river.


Bhima sank deep. But when God decides to protect someone not even a thousand enemies can kill him! Had Bhima fallen anywhere else, he would have certainly died. But the spot where Duryodhana had pushed him led directly to Patala, the kingdom of Vasuki, the king of snakes. Bhima fell plump on a heap of snakes, squashing many to death. The rest fell on Bhima and bit him everywhere. But their bite acted as an antidote to the poison and Bhima sat up. Tearing off the creepers, he swept off the snakes, killing many of them. The others rushed to Vasuki crying, ‘Please come, Maharaj, and save us from this dangerous human being.’


An astonished Vasuki came to check what was wrong and cried, ‘Why, it’s Bhima! You are related to me, my dear.’


Vasuki embraced him and gave him many precious gems as gifts.


Vasuki’s kingdom had a huge store of nectar — the elixir of life. The snakes, realizing that he was an honoured guest, took him there, saying, ‘Drink as much as you like.’


Bhima soon gulped down a tubful and then did not stop until he had finished eight huge tubs. After that, he slept for eight full days.


When Yudhishthira did not see Bhima on his way back he thought that Bhima must have returned home earlier. After reaching home, he asked Kunti, ‘Mother, Bhima left long before we did, but he isn’t here. Have you sent him on an errand?’


‘No, dear, I haven’t seen him after you left,’ cried Kunti in alarm. ‘That’s worrying! Please look for him.’


Yudhishthira fetched his uncle Vidura, a wise and saintly man, and Kunti told him what had happened. ‘What if Duryodhana has killed my Bhima?’ she cried, ‘He detests him so much!’


‘Hush!’ said Vidura, ‘You’ll make matters worse if Duryodhana hears you. Don’t panic about Bhima. Wise Vyasadeva told me that all your sons will live long and his words always come to pass. I am sure Bhima will return home safe.’ But despite his words, Kunti and the four brothers remained worried.


Bhima, waking up after his long sleep, felt stronger than 10,000 elephants. The snakes dressed him up in white, put a white garland round his neck, fed him sweet payasam and left him on the riverbank. When he returned home, everyone was overjoyed to see him. On hearing about his adventures, Yudhishthira warned him not to mention them to anyone else. From then on, the Pandavas tried to be more careful, fully convinced that Dhritarashtra, Duryodhana and his uncle Shakuni hated them bitterly.


All kshatriya princes learned archery along with other subjects right from their childhood. The boys had an excellent teacher named Kripacharya. One day the boys were playing with an iron ball and it fell into a dry well. They tried their best to get it out, but failed and felt really upset. They saw a slim middle-aged stranger, bow and arrow in hand, coming their way. He took in the situation at a glance and burst out laughing.


‘Shame on you boys!’ he said, ‘Aren’t you kshatriyas? And you couldn’t manage to pick up a simple ball? Disgraceful! I’ll get it for you. But what will you give me in return?’


Yudhishthira said, ‘Sir, if you succeed, you will never go without a meal in your life.’


The stranger laughed again and picked up a handful of arrows. He fitted the first to his bow and let go. The arrow gripped the ball in the well. Then he aimed another, which stuck to the first, and yet others, forming a long stick. Pulling up the ball was a simple matter after that. The boys stared amazed. After that the man threw his own ring into the well and retrieved it the same way. It was an incredible feat!


Yudhishthira saluted him and said, ‘You must be some great personality, sir. Do tell us how we may serve you?’


He replied, ‘Just go and tell your grandfather about me.’


The boys rushed to Bheeshma and told him about the incident.


Although Pandu and Dhritarashtra were Bheeshma’s grand-nephews, everyone addressed the great patriarch as ‘grandfather’. After listening to their story Bheeshma said, ‘It must be Dronacharya. Such a feat is beyond anyone else.’


Bheeshma had long wanted Dronacharya to teach the strategies of warfare to his great-grandsons and was thrilled to know that he was here. He went to welcome him and requested him to take charge of the boys.


Bheeshma and Dronacharya were great men. It is not enough to just know their names. You should know more about their life. Let’s begin with Bheeshma’s story.


Ashtavasu or the eight Vasu brothers were inmates of heaven. One day they went to visit the ashram of sage Vasishtha with their wives. But the sage was away and the brothers saw Nandini, his cow, who could not only provide unlimited milk, but her milk was also said to make a person live for 10,000 years. The wife of Deu, the youngest of the Vasu brothers, wanted her badly and begged her husband to take her away. Deu persuaded his brothers to steal Nandini and take her with them. Vasishtha returned home soon after and could not find Nandini. Blessed with special powers, the sage knew at once what had happened. Angry and incredulous, he cursed the Vasu brothers, saying, ‘Since you stooped to stealing despite being devas, you shall be born as human beings.’


He knew that Deu was the real culprit who had tempted the others so he said that while the other seven could become devas once again shortly, Deu would have to live the complete lifespan of a man.


The Vasu brothers were greatly upset and decided to seek Ganga’s help. ‘Mother, since there is no help for it, we must secure ourselves good parents at least,’ they told her. ‘King Pratip of Hastinapur is destined to have a wonderful son named Shantanu. We’d like him to be our father and you must be our mother. Please work it out somehow.’


Moved by their pleadings, Ganga agreed. She took the form of a baby girl, went to king Pratip who was meditating by the river, and sat on his lap. Pratip was amazed and said, ‘You lovely child, who are you? I’d love to have you for my daughter-in-law.’


‘Very well, father,’ said Ganga, ‘but I have a condition. Your son should never stop me from doing anything and never scold me even if he does not like it.’


‘Very well, dear,’ promised the king. Ganga disappeared soon after.


Prince Shantanu, the son of Pratip, grew up to be an excellent young man — brave, handsome, scholarly and competent in every way. Pratip crowned him king and went away to the forest to spend the rest of his days in prayers. Before going he told Shantanu, ‘My son, a young angel had agreed to be your bride long ago and I had promised to have her for my daughter-in-law. If you ever come across her, do marry her and never stop her from doing anything she wants.’


Shantanu met her while hunting by the river and lost his heart to her instantly. When he asked her to be his queen, she agreed, but wanted him to promise that she would be free to act as she liked and that he would never try to stop her or question anything she chose to do. If he broke his promise, she would leave him instantly. Shantanu promised and returned home happily. They were married and lived blissfully for a year. But soon after, a strange tragedy turned his life upside down. The queen had one angelic son after another and threw each of them into the river after they were born. It was heartbreaking for the king to witness it, but he remembered his promise and dared not say anything lest she should leave him.


Shantanu lost seven sons, his heart breaking every time. When the eighth one was born, the queen smiled for joy but Shantanu could not bear it any more. Forgetting his promise, he cried out, ‘Dear queen, please don’t kill this one! How can you be so heartless? Don’t you know you are committing a great sin?’


The queen immediately placed the child in his arms and said, ‘Here is your son. But do you remember your promise? I must leave you at once!’


When Ganga saw the depth of Shantanu’s grief she told him gently who she really was, why she had married him and why she had to leave him now. The little prince was named Devabrata and a heartbroken Shantanu went away to the forest to meditate and remained there for many years. In the meantime, prince Devabrata grew up to be a handsome and accomplished young man, scholarly, and adept at wielding all weapons.


One day, while Devabrata was chasing a deer in the forest, it jumped into the river to save itself. He shot an arrow that made the riverbed almost dry. Shantanu, praying by the river, was amazed and went to see who the fantastic archer was. He immediately recognized the young man as his son. He evoked Ganga, who appeared before him and said, ‘Yes, this is indeed our son. I have looked after him all these years. He has studied the Vedas from sage Vasishtha and the Shastras from Brihaspati and Shukra. Parashurama himself has taught him to wield weapons. Do return home with him now.’


Shantanu happily returned to his kingdom and declared Devabrata the Prince Regent soon afterwards.


Some days later Shantanu saw a beautiful girl in the forest. She smelt like a lotus, her fragrance radiating for miles around. Shantanu asked her who she was.


‘I am Satyavati, the daughter of a fisherman,’ said the girl. Shantanu sought her father and told him that he wanted to marry her.


The fisherman said, ‘I can agree only if you promise that only the son born to my daughter, and no one else, will succeed you as king.’


Shantanu could not agree to such an absurd proposal when the entire kingdom knew that Devabrata was the heir apparent.


He returned home dejected and his unhappiness told on him. Devabrata noticed his father’s sadness and asked him what was troubling him.


Shantanu replied, ‘I am fine, son. I feel worried lest anything should happen to you.’


Not satisfied with his father’s reply, Devabrata went to his father’s chief minister and asked him, ‘Sir, what is wrong with my father? Is he ill?’


The old minister knew about the fisherman’s daughter told Devabrata about her. Devabrata immediately went with a group of his friends to the fisherman and said, ‘Please let your daughter marry my father.’


‘Nothing would make me happier, dear prince,’ said the fisherman, ‘but I am afraid the marriage would make my daughter unhappy. You are an invincible warrior. Who could stand up to you?’


Devabrata understood the implication of his words and said, ‘There is no chance of my fighting with your grandson because I promise not to succeed my father’s throne. Your grandson shall be the king.’


‘I don’t doubt your words,’ said the fisherman, ‘but what if your sons do not comply with your decision?’


‘The question will arise only if I have sons,’ said Devabrata. ‘I vow here and now to remain unmarried all my life.’


As Devabrata took the vow, devas showered flowers on him from above. No one had taken such a tough vow before. He was renamed ‘Bheeshma’, meaning he who has taken a terrible vow — a name he was to be known by thereafter.


The fisherman was overjoyed and said, ‘My daughter shall certainly marry the king.’


Bheeshma said to Satyavati, ‘Mother, please let us go home in my chariot.’


Shantanu and Satyavati were married. Shantanu was so happy that he gave Devabrata a special boon, saying, ‘You shall not die until you yourself wish it.’


Shantanu died after the birth of his two sons, Chitrangad and Vichitraveerya. When Chitrangad was old enough he was coronated as king, but he died in a battle soon after. Vichitraveerya was still too young to be king, so Bheeshma looked after the kingdom on his behalf.


When Vichitraveerya was old enough to get married, Bheeshma got the news that the daughters of the king of Kashi — Amba, Ambika and Ambalika — were about to have a swayamavara. Swayamavara — or selecting one’s own groom — was a popular method of marriage for the daughters of kshatriya kings. The father of the bride invited kings of various kingdoms and seated them in a large hall, known as the swayamavara sabha. The princess went around and garlanded the one she chose among her suitors. Bheeshma decided to get his brother married to all three, not an uncommon custom among royalty in those days.


The ceremony was about to start. The place was crowded with kings and princes from all over the country. The princesses were known for their beauty and talent. Suddenly Bheeshma appeared and said, ‘I want the three princesses for my brother. You might remember that swayamavara is not the only way a kshatriya princess may get married. Abducting the bride is considered one of the bravest and most honourable ways of finding a spouse. I am abducting our future queens — stop me if you can.’


Then he pulled all three into his chariot and made off for Hastinapur before the stunned audience could react. The kings present put up a brave fight, but they were no match for Bheeshma who had already disappeared. After reaching their destination, Amba, the eldest of the princesses, said, ‘I love Salva and consider him my husband.’


Hearing this Bheeshma immediately sent her back to Kashi. Vichitraveerya was married to Ambika and Ambalika. Later, the son born to Ambika was named Dhritarashtra and Ambalika’s son was named Pandu.


Now for Drona’s story.


Drona, the son of sage Bharadwaj, was not just a scholar, but had learned to wield weapons from the great Parashurama himself. Parashurama gifted all his weapons to Drona and turned him into an invincible warrior.


As a young boy, Drona had been a close friend of Drupada, the prince of Panchala who had promised him, ‘My friend, when I grow up, whatever I have will also be yours.’


Drona had not forgotten his words. He married the sister of Kripacharya and had a son named Ashwathama. But despite his qualifications, Drona was very poor and could not afford to buy milk for his son who cried whenever he saw his friends drinking it. The boys gave him rice powder mixed with water and said, ‘Here is your milk, drink it.’


Ashwathama happily drank it, not realizing that it was not milk at all. The boys clapped their hands, teasing and shouting, ‘Shame on you! Your father is so poor that he cannot even afford to buy you milk!’


Greatly upset by this incident, Drona remembered his friend Drupada’s promise and decided to seek his help. He went to Panchala and told Drupada, ‘My friend, do you remember that you had promised to look after me when you grew up? Well, I am here now.’


But Drupada, now the king of Panchala, refused to even recognize him!


‘What an absurd story, my good man!’ he said scornfully. ‘How can a beggar like you possibly be the friend of a king? Who remembers what happened in your childhood! The maximum I can do for you is to provide you one meal.’


A dejected Drona went back to Hastinapur and vowed to make Drupada pay for this insult.


When Bheeshma requested Drona to take charge of the young princes he said to them, ‘Dear boys, I shall make you experts at wielding weapons, but once you are trained you will have to do something for me.’


The other boys stood silent, but Arjuna immediately said, ‘Of course, Gurudev. I shall definitely do whatever you ask.’


Drona was so moved by Arjuna’s prompt response that he embraced him, his eyes filled with tears.


The training started in earnest. A few outsiders also came to take lessons from Drona, including a lad named Karna who was the son of Adhiratha, a charioteer. Karna hated Arjuna right from the beginning. But Duryodhana made friends with him and encouraged him to insult the Pandavas. No one picked up archery the way Arjuna did. Seeing his single-minded concentration, Drona told him, ‘I shall teach you to how master every weapon so that you can be the best archer in the world.’


The others also learned to be competent fighters. Bhima and Duryodhana were especially adept at wielding the mace, Nakula and Sahadeva became experts in fighting with small swords (khadga) and Yudhishthira became an expert charioteer. But no one could beat Arjuna in archery. The Kaurava brothers grew extremely jealous of both Arjuna and Bhima.


One day Drona decided to test their ability. He got a craftsman to make a bird and had it fixed atop a tree. Then he sent for the princes and said, ‘Stand ready with your bow and arrow. You must shoot down that bird on the treetop the moment I command you.’


Yudhishthira, being the eldest, was called first and stood ready with his bow and arrow. Drona asked him, ‘What do you see?’


Yudhishthira replied, ‘I see the tree, the bird and all of you.’


It was obvious to Drona that he was not concentrating. He made a wry face and said, ‘Then you won’t be able to shoot it. Please stand aside.’


There were many others after Yudhishthira but Drona was not satisfied with anyone. Finally, it was Arjuna’s turn. Drona asked him, ‘What do you see?’


‘The bird and nothing else’ said Arjuna.


‘The whole bird?’ asked Drona.


‘No, just the head.’


‘Shoot,’ said Drona.


The bird fell on the ground before his words were out.


Drona was exhilarated. He embraced Arjuna, feeling that teaching him had really been worthwhile! He felt sure that Arjuna would be able to do what he wanted.


Soon after, Drona was attacked by a crocodile while bathing in the river. He could have easily killed it, but he wanted to test his students, and cried for help, ‘Please save me!’


The crocodile was so large and fierce that the princes were terrified and stood frozen to the spot. But brave Arjuna took up his bow and killed the crocodile immediately. Drona was so pleased with his prompt action that he gave him his brahmashira, an  extremely potent and dangerous missile. He taught Arjuna how to use it and warned, ‘Never use it on a human being as it will turn everything to ashes. You may use it only when you are fighting a deva.’


Finally, the training period was over, with everyone achieving varying degrees of competence. Drona was keen to exhibit what his disciples had learned. A grand display was planned and hundreds of masons, carpenters and workers got busy building a pavilion and decorating it with flags, garlands, flowers, ornaments and lights. Dhritarashtra remarked that he was sorry that he was blind and would not be able to see such a wonderful show. A wide space in the centre was reserved for the performers. There were places for the musicians and a separate corner for the womenfolk of the palace; a place for special guests and a place for the masses. Despite the music, the din made by the crowds sounded like the raging sea!


Bheeshma, Kripacharya and other important people had seats right in front. Kunti and Gandhari, the wife of Dhritarashtra, sat with their maids and the women of the palace. Finally, Dronacharya, accompanied by his son Ashwathama arrived. Drona’s hair and beard, like his clothes, were as white as snow. His sacred thread was white too and he wore a garland of white flowers. The programme started with prayers, followed by a procession of the princes led by the eldest, all suitably dressed for warfare. They looked really imposing and people were soon to be astonished by their performance. The duel of maces between Bhima and Duryodhana was so hair-raising that Drona made them stop before it went out of hand. Then it was Arjuna’s turn. His wonderful feats took everyone’s breath away. His agnivaana filled the place with blazing fire, which he put out with his varunavaana, which brought on a flood. He dried the water with his vayuvaana and filled the place with dense clouds. His parvata astra brought in a huge mountain and he made himself invisible with his antardhana astra. People felt too dazed to react after seeing it all. As they got up to leave after the display, they heard someone yelling like thunder. It was Karna.


Karna was no ordinary man either. Although known as a charioteer’s son he was actually the eldest son of Kunti, born as the result of a special boon from Surya, the sun god. But Kunti had deserted him soon after birth and Adhiratha, the charioteer, found him and took him to his wife Radha. They were a childless couple and were overjoyed to find such a beautiful baby. He seemed to be the answer to their prayers. Karna grew up thinking that he was their son and loved them like his own parents. He had no idea that he was a brother of the Pandavas.


Karna had been born with gold earrings and a warrior’s vest. Now, as a young man, he was tall, fair, handsome and as strong as a lion. People looked at him and wondered why Karna had come to the arena. Actually, Karna was annoyed because people were praising Arjuna to the skies. He walked into the arena and performed nearly all the same feats exhibited by Arjuna and said, ‘I shall fight Arjuna.’


There was pandemonium after this announcement. Arjuna trembled with rage while Duryodhana thumped Karna on the back. It might have led to a gory encounter between the two arch rivals. Meanwhile, Kunti, recognizing her firstborn, was mortally afraid that one of her sons would be killed in the fight, and she fainted.


Kripacharya looked at Karna and said, ‘You may want to fight Arjuna, young man, but princes do not fight with commoners! To which royal family do you belong? Better tell us that.’


Karna hung down his head in silence, but Duryodhana reacted instantly.


‘If being a king is the only criterion for fighting, Karna shall be crowned the king of Angadesh immediately,’ said Duryodhana.


Duryodhana sent for a priest to perform the necessary rituals and Karna was thus crowned. From that moment Karna swore eternal friendship with Duryodhana. Just then Adhiratha, hearing the news of Karna’s fight, rushed into the arena and Karna stood up to touch his feet while wearing his crown and royal robe. Adhiratha embraced him, tears of joy streaming down his cheek.


Looking on, Bhima said, ‘Why do you want to die at the hands of Arjuna? Better go and drive chariots like your father.’


Duryodhana was enraged by Bhima’s words, but it was already very late so the display was concluded and there was no time for fights.


When the princes asked Drona what he wanted for his guru dakshina as their training was now complete, he said, ‘Capture the king of Panchala and bring him to me. That’s all.’


They all set off at once, Duryodhana and Karna leading the way, eager to hog the limelight. The Pandavas quietly followed. Despite Duryodhana’s best efforts, they were unable to defeat the Panchala army, which threatened to drive them off their land.


Seeing their plight, Arjuna led the Pandavas and valiantly fought Drupada, killing his men with no remorse. Drupada praised them for their skill and fought harder, but finally it was Arjuna who won. Most Panchala soldiers fled for their lives while the rest were killed. Only Drupada was left, bereft of his bow, arrows, flag and charioteer. Arjuna threw down his own weapons, dragged Drupada from his empty chariot, bound him and took him to Drona.


Drona said, ‘Drupada, you have lost your kingdom and everything you once possessed. Your life itself is in my hands right now. Tell me, for the sake of our past friendship, what would you like to save for yourself?’


Seeing him silent, Drona broke into a laugh and said, ‘Don’t worry, I am a Brahmin to whom forgiveness comes naturally. Besides, I have been fond of you since childhood. I want to remain your friend even now. As your kingdom now belongs to me, I shall retain half of it and return the other half to you. Or else you might refuse to be the friend of a beggar! From now, the land to the south of the Ganga shall be yours and the land to the north of the river, mine. What do you say?’


What could Drupada say in such a situation? He thanked Drona and returned home furious. From that moment killing Drona became the only mission of his life.


A year passed by, Dhritarashtra was forced to declare Yudhishthira the Prince Regent as he was the eldest. Being kind, soft-spoken and just by nature, he soon won the hearts of the people. Arjuna along with Bhima, Nakula and Sahadeva were vigilant and ensured that their kingdom was safe from all intruders.


Dhritarashtra was jealous and lost his night’s sleep! Finally, he sent for Kanik, one of his ministers, and said, ‘I can’t bear the Pandavas anymore! Isn’t there any way of getting rid of them?’


Kanik said, ‘Yes, there is and it should be done immediately.’


Duryodhana also grew restless seeing the entire kingdom singing Yudhishthira’s praises. As Dhritarashtra was blind and Bheeshma led a retired life, they wanted Yudhishthira to be crowned immediately. This knowledge always hurt Duryodhana like a thorn. He summoned his uncle Shakuni, Dushasana and Karna to conspire to kill the Pandavas.


He asked Dhritarashtra, ‘Father, is it true that the people want Yudhishthira to be king although you are alive? Do we have to spend the rest of our lives at the mercy of the Pandavas? The prospect is worse than hell! Is there nothing we can do?’


Duryodhana whispered, ‘If only you could send them off to Varanavata, we’d find a way to get rid of them.’
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