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THE migHTy AmAr SingH RathoR 

Characters: 
 
Shah Jahan: The Emperor of Delhi Sultanate 
Amar Singh Rathor: The chief of army and Governor of Nagour 
Salavath Khan: Brother-in-law of Shajahan 
Arjun Singh Rathor: Minister in king’s court 
Bhallu Champavath: Brother of Amar Singh Rathor 
Ram Sing Rathor: Childhood friend of Amar Singh Rathor.  
Maharajah Gaj Singh: The king of Marwar 
Sathyavan: A loyal servant of Maharajah Gaj Singh. 
Satguru: Cousin of Sathyavan 
Saraswathi: Wife of Satguru 
Rudra Priya: Wife of Amar Singh Rathor 
Chandika: Wife of Bhallu Champavath 
Vinamratha: Companion of Chandika 
Subedar 
Ikram Ali: Personal assistant of Salavath Khan. 
Omer and Ali: Guards 
Fakir 
Soldiers 
Citizens 
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NANDI 

Sloka:  

“Om, Vakrathunda Maha kaya 
Surya koti sama prabha 
Nirvighnam kurumedeva 
Sarva kaaryeshu sarvadaa” 

English:  

O lord with curved trunk and a massive body, whose luster equals that of suns, I pray to 
thee, O lord, remove the obstacles from all the actions I perform.  

 (Country side, 
Enter,  

An aged person, singing song) 
 

Aged Person:  Ah! See thee cool womb 
Preserver of inextinguishable fire, 
Hath unseen suns 
Behind the murky sky. 
Innumerable fallen celestial bodies 
Hath birth of earth, 
For the sake of human form 
Carried out huge revolution, 
For the victory of a king  
A lot slaughtered soldiers, 
Few victims of sanctity 
In the cast and creed whirlpool. 
On the account of human prosperity 
Staked blood a lot, 
Dreadful dance of devil battle 
Fallen many worrier soles, 
Sorrowful eyes 
Grief for the loss of child, 
Maniac’s misdeeds 
Burnt life lot. 
How far is the new world? 
Of non-existing the hatred and the envy, 
Hath a season oft 
Sorrow and pain 
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Hath magma preserver 
Of inactive volcano. 
Anger the preserver  
Of the death of a patriot 
Lots tantalize future 
In the eyes of infants 
Innumerable unwritten verses 
Hath the history.     

(Enter, Vidushaka) 

Vidushaka: Aha, What a heartfelt song! Let me go ahead and see him.        (Walked further)  

Hello! Hello, who is there! 

Aged Person: Yes, who is that! 

Vidushaka: I….I…. I am the king of the world of laughter, Vidushaka, but you are alone here in 

this deserted place, why are you wandering here? Who are you? Can you say about yourself?  

Aged Person: My name is Sathyavan. I am one of the servants of Maharaja Gaj Singh of 

Marwar, I came into the service of the Majesty, when I was crossing my adolescent….. 

Vidushaka: So you know all about Rathor clan. 

Aged Person: Not all, I witnessed some, and which I know something. 

Vidushaka: Sathyavan, I heard from my grandfather, Maharajah Gaj Singh’s own son Amar 

Singh Rathor was disinherited and exiled by his family. 

 Aged Person: Yes, you are correct. 

Vidushaka: Can you tell me the whole story! 

Aged Person: Don’t you know! It is going to perform on the stage today! 

Vidushaka: Then tell me, who is the author of this play? 

Aged Person: The play is authored by Venkata Reddy Macha, professionally is an English 

lecturer, resident of Siddipet, Telangana. 

Vidushaka: You silly, what is the use of saying of all these about the author. I wanted to know 

about the play and the hero. 

Aged Person: Why do ask for a taste before to eat? You watch the play and know about it.  

Vidushaka: Certainly, certainly I will watch the play. But, do they play it very carefully, do they 

entertain the audience? 

Aged Person: Need not suspect their ability. They staged number of plays. 

Vidushaka: Oho! It is going to be the delightful feast to me. 



Ad Litteram: An English Journal of International Literati                               ISSN: 2456 6624 
  December 2017: Volume 2 
 

171 Theme: “Defiant Requiem: Contemporary Voices of Resistance” 

 

Aged Person: It is going to be the dawn, somebody sat on the throne, he is gloomy and tired, 

come lets we go there and ask him. 

Vidushaka: Ok, I will be with you, um go!  

(Both Exit) 
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ACT-I 

Scene-I 

(Maharajah Gaj Singh sat lonely in his palace;  

Nobody is daring to disturb him.  

He is disturbed and worried.  

Sathyavan his personal servant and take care of the king,  

Enter) 

Sathyavan: Your Majesty, Sathyavan is bowing to your feet. 

Gaj Singh: How dare to disturb our privacy! Don’t you know ……? 

Sathyavan: Your Majesty, I know about my limits. But…    (Bowing head) 

Gaj Singh: But, what! 

Sathyavan: But you didn’t touch food and water since last evening, sitting alone here in deep 

thought. 

Gaj Singh: You are the witness, you observer everything what had happen. If anybody questions 

me, I would like right eye or left eye. How could I answer, both are equal, as well as I cannot 

judge my sons, both are as my right and left eyes. Both are equal to me. 

Sathyavan: Then why are you allowing Prince Amar Singh Rathor to out off the palace? Why 

don’t you insist on him to remain here? 

Gaj Singh: Sathya, my sons are great worriers, neither I share my Marwar between them nor I 

rule it entire my life time. I turned untrustworthy to my Amar. I am unable to justify him. No 

father has to face perilous situation, oh god! Don’t keep a father in injstifying conditions  

Sathyavan:  Your Majesty, don’t be sorrowful. The god will show us a way. We may be happy 

with Prince Amar Singh, here in this palace itself. 

Gaj Singh: I never expected anything from the god. Now, I am expecting an amicable solution 

to it. Almighty my prayer, my plea to thee, save my family in this critical position. (Worry) 

Sathyavan: Maharajah, control yourself, control, when we born on this world as a human, we be 

prepared to face difficulties, share sorrows, enjoy luxuries, everything in the life will teach us a 

lesson, a moral lesson, to face the future with utmost dedication, a dedication to reach the 

destination, the destination of the life. 

Gaj Singh: Sathya, I am growing confidence, quite confidence, confident enough with your 

words. 
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Sathyavan: Dear Majesty since last evening you didn’t have rest, restless thoughts. It is too late 

to breakfast. You fresh up, I will serve you breakfast. 

(Enter, Soldier)  

Soldier: Maharajah, the soldier bowing to your feet 

Gaj Singh: (Nodding) what is the message? 

Soldier: Your Majesty, Prince Amar Singh is going to visit you soon with his family in the 

court. 

Gaj Singh: All right, you may take a leave.  

(Exit, Soldier) 

Sathya, I will be here in few minutes, arranging our breakfast. It is too late to court. 

(Exit) 

Sathyavan: Order, Majesty! 

(Exit) 
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ACT-I 

Scene-II 

(Maharajah Gaj Singh’s Court,  

Gaj Singh sat on thorn, 

Enter Messenger) 

Messenger: Long live Majesty! 

Gaj Singh: (Nodding) Tell me? What is the matter? 

Messenger: Maharajah, what I have to reveal, I am unable to express it with my mouth! 

Gaj Singh: Messenger, know, you are in the royal court, right, right in front of the king Gaj 

Singh. 

Messenger: Dear majesty, we dare not to exceed our limits, but... 

Gaj Singh: Then what the “but” reveal it. 

Messenger: Your highness, the prince Amar Singh Rathor is leaving the kingdom along with his 

family, at any second he may visit you. 

Gaj Singh: Right, thank very much for the message, you may leave. 

Messenger: Order Majesty!  

(Exit) 

(Gaj Singh sat on the throne, helplessly,  

He is in deep thought,  

The court is silent,  

Few minutes passed) 

Guard: In the service of the Majesty, the guard is bowing to the feet of the king. 

Gaj Singh: Tell? 

Guard: Maharajah, the prince Amar Singh Rathor is waiting out of the court for your 

permission. 

Gaj Singh: Granted. 

Guard: As your wish Majesty. 

(Enter Amar Singh Rathor with his wife) 

Amar Singh: The son of Maharajah Gaj Singh, Amar Sing Rathor is bowing to your feet. 

(Gaj Singh stood out of the throne came down to his son) 
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Gaj Singh: My son! Amar, how are! Is everything fine? For the last two day my heart is longing 

for you. Restless thoughts, worry of two nights, haunted nights, without a wink of eye. At last 

you are here. 

Amar Singh: Father, it may be hard to digest, difficult to believe the fact, so maybe it is fact, but 

it is the fact, that has to be believed. 

Gaj Singh: Amar, our hope, you are not going to take a tough, and ode decision! 

Amar Singh: Father, neither I cannot kill my instinct behaviour nor it is not my intention to 

trouble you. You have given me the personality, you taught me to stand on my feet “A Kshitriya 

for Kshitriya Dharma” 

Gaj Singh: What do you mean? 

Amar Singh: I am not enough wise to teach you, but the fact “Two Swords cannot Fit into a 

Sheath” I am not envious, my thoughts are as clear as crystal, as transparent as glass, I am 

leaving the palace. 

Gaj Singh: Son! 

Amar Singh: Father, the world is so big, it can get me food, if I deserve it can show me the 

kingdom also. 

Gaj Singh: Exceeding limits?        (Anger) 

Amar Singh: Father, I beg your pardon, it won’t suit you. 

Gaj Singh: Stop it, dared enough! 

Amar Singh: Your Majesty, is it from your heart? Is it the talk of a distinguished man of letters, 

a learned scholar? 

Gaj Singh: Oho! My teachings are taught to me? 

Amar Singh: Your Majesty, I beg your pardon, you are learned, virtuous, try to know the fact. 

Gaj Singh: Prince these are the words of a father, a common father not of a king’s, though in 

father’s place, you may hear like. Understand my anguish! 

Amar Singh: I beg your pardon, give me the chance to explore the world, as a freeman, not as 

the son of a king, leave me to live like a free, free man to explore the world. 

Gaj Singh: You are stubborn. 

Amar Singh: It is in my blood 

Gaj Singh: Is it not mine? 

Amar Singh: Though, I am your son. 
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Gaj Singh: Bold, fearlessness, where did you learn it? 

Amar Singh: Being Kshathriya my duty is to protect my people. I need not learn it anywhere it 

is an inherent one to me. Bold and courage adores the Rathor clans. Father, bother least of my 

abandonment of Marwar. I may far away from you, far away from you physically, but you are 

close, so close, close thoughts, no thought without you. I am never without you. 

Gaj Singh: So, you won’t change your mind set. 

Amar Singh: I already expressed it with you, already. 

Gaj Singh: You decided to leave us. 

Amar Singh: If you don’t think it as discomfort, discompose, hope it is not disconcert of your 

thoughts, but always a person in the family and in the Rathor clan. 

Gaj Singh: Learned enough! 

Amar Singh: Father, I beg your pardon. I beg you to permit me to leave out, leave out of 

Marwar. I beg your pardon to permit to live out of the family of Maharaja Gaj Singh, believe, 

believe me, but not out of Rathor Clan. I beg your pardon to leave me out. 

(Exit,  

The disappointed king left to private room in gloom) 
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ACT-I 

Scene-III 

Vidushaka: Eh! Sathyavan, why did you stop the story in the middle of it? It is very interesting. 

Will you continue? 

Sathyavan: Really, who will not be curious to know about the mighty personality? But I am 

turned old, for a small pause I stopped it. Before to start the story I have an unresolved doubt 

since long, will you resolve it? 

Vidushaka: As I told you, I am not only the king of the laughter world but also the genius. Why 

do you delay? Exhort me. 

Sathyavan: Certainly, listen it carefully. 

   Aghast! Awake of in an early dawn, 

   A feel of thrill and annoyance, Rise, 

   Rise to see, excitement, pity of scene, 

Rain and sun, the will of rainbow 

The poor and poverty, hatred and jealous 

The rich and the luxury, love and affection 

 

Force, driving force of hunger, faith and optimism, 

 A motive of proud, elegance and satiate 

 

Scene, sight of curiosity and fear, beggar Jyeshta, 

Jyeshta arriver for alms 

In tatters, indelible patience, whip 

Whip in hand, whip hand 

A slash, slash almoner hunt, 

Arrives almoners, howl, hoot, bark, 

Bark, Hurly burly move of stray dogs 

Hide and seek of kids 

Rebuke almoner, almoner rebuke 

Long, A long line of devotees waiting 

Waiting to be blessed by the holy man 
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Holy man with boon, alms to him 

 

Behold, behold, pink cloak over, 

Turbaned, side bag to receive offerings 

 

Hung, hung around the shoulders, mark 

A mark on fore head, pious 

Wooden sneakers on feet 

Umbrella to shade, procession 

Procession of devotees to alms. 

 

On the other end, hideous drum 

Hideous drum Dum, dum, dum…. 

Ray, A ray of hopefulness for rich alms 

 

Follow, follow a procession of disciples with the Saint 

Disciples in front, go around 

Go around for alms 

 

Rush, Rush of devotees with bags of alms 

Praying devotees, Bhajan 

 

Site, A scene of astonishment 

Deny, refuse, disgust, changed 

Changed honour, alms? Bowing devotees 

 

 Contrary, Contrary wail 

Wail of Jyeshta shower no coin 

Still a ray, ray of hope, ahead 

Ahead, ahead dismay 
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Street, Street after street 

Saint followed Jyeshta 

Jyeshta followed saint                  

Question, obscured question, who followed whom? 

Question, who blessed whom,  

Who knows the real beggar?  

Who knows the real beggar is? 

 

Vidushaka: Dear learned, it is not a question to answer, but it is more than that, its life, real life. 

I understood it. Hope, you need not expect any answer from me. So, will you continue the story? 

Sathyavan: Good! The king Gaj Singh returned to the palace in dismay, losted glow, disturbed. 

He sat in his private room.  

(Exit Both) 
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ACT-I 

Scene-IV 

(Private room of Gaj Singh,  

Gaj Singh, Sat in Dismay) 

Gaj Singh:  O! Courage daren’t to leave 

  Dare not to leave me 

  Thy leave inexistence of mine 

  As a uterine friend 

  Dare not leave me 

  Thy dare inexistence of mine 

  Courage comes down to the earth 

As a beam of ray 

  A ray piercing murky sky 

   

  Gloom, gloomy life of dimness every where 

  Won’t you appear as morning star? 

  Won’t rise as morning sun! 

  Rise, rise for off gloom 

 

 

Courage, how you friendship with  

  Discourage? Discouraged me thy 

  Thy liberty, freedom, reckless act  

You are afar, courage dare not to leave me. 

 

Oh, courage! You are the ray of hope 

A hope to resist thousand elephants 

Thy born, thy rise, life to me 

Courage, sibling of confidence awake 

Awake me, awake me 

Request to thee not to leave 
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I can’t live without you. 

(Enter Sathyavan) 

Sathyavan: Maharajah, returned soon? 

Gaj Singh: Futile, futile efforts, efforts are futile.    (Throwing the things) 

Sathyavan: Futile!!! 

Gaj Singh: How do we expect! He would not listen to us. 

Sathyavan: Has he gone def? 

Gaj Singh: Um! (Nodding) 

Sathyavan: Your Majesty, what happen? 

Gaj Singh: Thought of innocence, innocent thoughts are mine. He isn’t innocent, he is matured, 

matured thoughts, matured did, failed to stop him. 

Sathyavan: Your Majesty cool down!  

Gaj Singh: How Sathya? How, he taught me a good lesson. A lesson, lesson to me, a lesson to 

father from his son, I learned today, a new lesson, the generation has the gap. I don’t think it 

would enter into my family, dare, dared to enter into the family of Maharajah Gaj Singh.  

 Sathyavan: Maharajah! 

Gaj Singh: Ha Sathyavan, ha! His needs are different, different aspirations, different ambitions, 

and ambitious life. His needs are too different! Who will stop him? O! I dared to stop him. Don’t 

we know? He is the mightiest prince in this province, mightiest! But Sathya, I have to do 

something for him. As a father I did nothing to him. I should do something for him. 

Sathyavan: What do we do to him? He is not in a position to accept our help, then how can we 

help him! How it is possible to help him? 

Gaj Singh: …………. Sathya………..Repeat it? 

Sathyavan: Majesty! 

Gaj Singh: Repeat it! 

Sathyavan: My lord, if I spoke wrong, I beg your pardon! (Panic) 

Gaj Singh: No, no repeat the sentence? 

Sathyavan: He won’t………… accept ……….our help. 

Gaj Singh: Help, …………….. I have to help him, but how? (Thought for a while) Yes, Sathya 

can you do a favor to me? 

Sathyavan: (Smile) I (Smile) me, a mice, mice to the lion. (Smile) mice to the lion. (Nodding) 
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Gaj Singh: Yes, alone you, you can only do it, no other man in this world do such help to me. It’s 

my order, give me a word.  

Sathyavan: Your Majesty, if it possible from this servant, order me, ready to scarify my life in 

the service of your highness. 

Gaj Singh: Then ready to leave the palace with my son. I don’t think my son is a helpless lad, 

though, as a father I wanted to know his well wishes. So, accept it, accompany him. Inform me 

each and every well being of his.      (Reaches Satyavan) 

Sathyavan: My lord, you shouldered me a huge responsibility. Sincerely, and honestly, 

truthfully I will perform my duty. Order my majesty to accompany the prince. 

Gaj Singh: Take care, you may leave right now. 

Sathyavan:  Thanks Majesty.  

(Exit Both) 
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ACT-I 

Scene-V 

(Outskirts of the capital city,  

Few people along with his brother-in-law,  

Arjun Singh accompanied Amar Singh,  

Enter)  

Amar Singh: Dear all, thanks to your affection. I pray thee to show the same affection here after 

on the Rathor clan. Fare well, fare well me from Marwar to a land of dreams, a land of elegance, 

elegance of dynasties, dynasties and clans. My prayer to thee all, bid me fare well, bid me to 

explore the new world, the world of excellence, the world of mystery and myth, the world of 

mastery, the mastery of ruling, diverged cultures, traditional diversity, bid me, bid me fare well 

to explore it. 

Citizen.1: My lord we will be with you. If you are not living in this kingdom, it is no more a 

living place to us.  

Citizen.2: Exactly, exactly your residing place is our home. It may forest or desert or palace. We 

wanted to be with you my lord. 

Amar Singh: I am very thankful, very thankful to your regards, but my appeal to you, don’t 

follow me, back to your homes. 

Arjun Singh: I never be away from my sister, I cannot live without seeing my sister. I will be 

with you  

Amar Singh: Arjun, it’s my own, my own problem. I am the creator of this problem, so I will 

find a solution to it, allow me suffer, allow me to bare, bare myself, and myself only. I am not 

ready to share my miseries, not ready to allow you to suffer because of my problems, I beg you 

all return, return from here to homes. Allow me to resume, a journey of new life. 

Arjun Singh: Ha, haaaa…. Amar, do I have any personal gains in my life? Except, you and my 

sister, I have none in this world. I gained your love and affection more than from my sister. I 

gained it from your company, whether it is life or death I am ready to share with you. 

Amar Singh: Arjun, you could not live in barren place. 

Arjun Singh: Then you and my sister? 

Amar Singh: A question is not an answer to a question. 

Arjun Singh: But every answer begins with a question. 
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Amar Singh: It is stupidity, childish! 

Citizen.3: My lord we never see your wealth and power, we have seen in you an idealistic 

person, an idealistic life. 

Amar Singh: Dear all, I beg your pardon, allow me to go with my family only, as I told you, I 

am not ready to trouble anybody. 

Citizen.4: My prince, we are ready to walk to the hell along with you. 

Amar Singh: No, no it is not my intention. 

Citizen.1: Your Majesty, we are not in position to leave you, and not ready to betray in this 

critical time. 

Amar Singh: Why do you think it as a critical time to me? I have chosen this critical path, of my 

own, so let me bare it myself. 

Citizen.3: Give us the chance to share your troubles in the forests. 

Amar Singh: Dear citizens of Marwar, I am ready to use your noble services in the future, till 

then fight me alone. I am very thankful to your affection, love, and great concern, so leave back 

to the city, Waite for my call. 

Citizens: Prince, thank you, thank you very much for giving us the opportunity. We take leave. 

(Exit, Citizens) 

Amar Singh: Arjun, if I am in need of your help, certainly I will inform you, so you too leave us 

to resume our journey. 

Arjun Singh: Amar, neither Marwar my maternal nor paternal place to live after you. How can 

I! I can’t live here without you. I will be with you and for you, so don’t ask me to leave you. 

Amar Singh: Arjun, I didn’t ask you to live in my, sorry, Marwar. I beg you to leave to your 

kingdom. 

Arjun Singh: If it is hard to feed me along with my sister, order me to come to toil, but don’t 

ask me to leave to my kingdom. I have nothing there, I have my sister and you in this world, and 

I want nothing. It is enough for this life. 

Amar Singh: Arjun, don’t be childish? 

Arjun Singh: Yes, even though she is married she is as child to me, so let me follow my sister. 

Amar Singh: Too much affection is not at all good. 

Arjun Singh: Yes, the vulnerable affection of my sister afar me my kingdom, even Marwar 

now, I am not ready. 
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Amar Singh: Won’t you think about your life? 

Arjun Singh: Now I am busy in that work. As Laxmana did follow his brother to exile forests, I 

am along with you. 

Amar Singh: Why you are the selfless? 

Arjun Singh: Who said I am unselfishness? Is it not selfish thinking about my sister? Is it not 

selfish thinking about my brother-in-law? Is it not selfish abandoning all of mine for you? Is he a 

person to follow you selflessly, selfishness, for my happiness, my happiness made me to follow 

you? 

Amar Singh: Arjun, it is not a test to your honesty. I know you. (Interrupted) 

Arjun Singh: When you know, why this hide and seek? Come, we have to reach a safe place by 

the dusk. 

(Exit All) 
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ACT-II 

Scene-I 

(Enter,  

Sathyavan, Started a deserted Journey to  

Reach Amar Singh Rathor) 

Sathyavan: I have to reach the prince by evening. At any cost I have to reach him. If walk 

slowly, how can I reach him? Let me walk briskly, briskly to reach the prince through this 

Aravalli Ranges. Aha! The god made the world so beautiful. Oh! But man is the only wicked 

animal in his creation. 

(He is walking fat to reach the prince,  

After few minute walk) 

Somebody are walking far, let me reach them to enquire about the prince. 

(He ran to reach them) 

He is appearing like the prince Amar Sing. I will reach him soon. 

(Rushed) 

(Enter, Amar Singh 

 Along with his wife and brother-in-law) 

Amar Singh: Arjun, look there, how beautiful is this Aravalli Range? 

  

Arjun Singh: Yes, but look at there, somebody are rushing towards us, aren’t they enemy? 

Anyhow, let me defend him. 

Amar Singh: Arjun, wait, wait a minute, he is not enemy.  

(Few minutes after Sathyavan appears in front of them) 

Sathyavan: My lord the honest servant of the Rathor clan, Sathyavan is bowing to you feet. 

Amar Singh: What a sudden appearance of you! Is everything fine there at Marwar! 

Sathyavan: Yes my lord everything is fine.            (Gasping) 

Amar Singh: Is any problem with father? 

Sathyavan: By the god’s grace he is fine, except the worry of you. 

Amar Singh: Do we have any threat of invasions of enemy? 

Sathyavan: Marwar never has enmity with neighbors, and till Amar Singh is alive no invations 

on Marwar, no enemy dare. 
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Amar Singh: Then, what made you to come here! 

Sathyavan: No...thing, nothing, (Stammer) but … 

Amar Singh: Um …but? 

Sathyavan: But, I left the palace. 

Amar Singh: Why? 

Sathyavan: I am unable to serve the Majesty, guiltiness, in me, so I left the palace. 

 Amar Singh:  Guiltiness! I am unable to understand, can you clear it? 

Sathyavan: When you exiled I am unable to tolerate it. Since my childhood I am in the royal 

service, but I never see a disastrous situation to your clan. So I decided to quit my service in the 

palace. 

Amar Singh: But why are you back to us? 

Sathyavan: I too abandon Marwar. I wanted to be with you, in your service, so I am here. 

Amar Singh: Sathyavan, it is stupidity, a crazy decision, but it won’t feed you. 

Sathyavan: Yes majesty it is a crazy decision, but not of a stupid. It is a craze of you. Let,…… 

let me drench,……. wet in sun and rain with you. I never had a thought of bread and butter in the 

service of king, hope, no scarcity for it in your presence.  

Amar Singh: Your need … (Interrupt by Sathyavan) 

Sathyavan: Your Majesty, needs never come, we have to create needs. 

Amar Singh: So you created your need. 

Sathyavan: No, no my lord it is not created. It may be the will of the god. 

Amar Singh: You are learned. 

Sathyavan: My lord it’s your affection only. 

Arjun Singh: It means, did we accept Sathyavan to accompany us? 

Amar Singh: Yes, he can. He can accompany with us. 

Sathyavan: Thank you my lord, thank you. 

Arjun Singh: Amar, what is our destination? Since morning we traveled all the way here without 

a destination how far can we travel? 

Amar Singh: First we have to take shelter at night somewhere, and then reveal you where do we 

go? 

Sathyavan: My lord, I beg your pardon; I have relatives in the neighbor village, if we walk few 

miles we can reach, but if you don’t have any objection. 
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Arjun Singh: Can we believe you? Exactly, can they shelter us? 

Sathyavan: My lord we may be poor, but you cannot find any poverty in our hosting, that to 

with the royal family why should I push myself into troubles. Your majesty trust me, there is no 

deficiency to the arrangements. We feel it is our fortune. 

Amar Singh: Sathya, do as your wish, Arjun you have to know one thing that all the good are 

not the bad, but all the bad are not the good. We never look at the wealth and money, no use with 

it, just inclination to the society, to help the people. 

Arjun Singh: Ok, ok, we go. 

Sathyavan: Thank my lord, come, let us go. Follow me carefully. 

(Exit All) 
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ACT-II 

Scene-II 

(Evening, Outskirts of a village,  

House of Satguru,  

Enters Satguru) 

Satguru: Saraswathi, Saraswathi, where are you? 

(Enter  

Saraswathi wife of Sathyavan) 

Saraswathi: Ah, clamour! Why do you shout like a crow? 

Satguru: Ha, haaaaaaa….. I remembered,…….. remembered, since morning two, three times I 

heard caw from the top of our house.  

Saraswathi: So, ……….so what! 

Satguru: I mean somebody may come to our house. 

Saraswathi: Aha! Who will come to our house in this evening time, but listen,…… listening? 

Satguru: Ha, ha listening, ………tell? 

Saraswathi: I forgot to tell you. 

Satguru: What? 

Saraswathi: The sole of my foot is too itching. 

Satguru: So, so what? 

Saraswathi: If it itches ………. I mean somebody may come to our house. 

Satguru: Aha! Who will come to our house in this evening time, but list, listening……….. 

(All of sudden both rushed out of the house) 

Satguru: Somebody is coming. 

Saraswathi: Ha, ha somebody is coming 

Satguru: Who is that, he seems to be like my cousin Sathyavan, doesn’t he? 

Saraswathi: Yes, yes he is your cousin, our Sathyavan. 

(Enter Sathyavan) 

Sathyavan: Good evening brother! 

Satguru: Good evening Sathya! Come. How are you? 

Sathyavan: I am fine. Good evening sister-in-law. 
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Saraswathi: Good evening Sathya. What made you to come here? Is everything fine there at 

Marwar? 

Sathyavan: Yes, yes everything is fine. 

Satguru: Come, we get into the house. 

Saraswathi: Come, ……… after a long time we have seen you. 

Sathyavan: Brother, I have a word with you. 

Saraswathi: Word! 

Satguru: Word with me? 

Sathyavan: Yes, I have to reveal you some …. Some news. 

Satguru: Why do you hesitate to reveal us? 

Saraswathi: Reveal us. 

Satguru: Do we have secrecy? So without any hesitation, whether it is good or bad, you can. 

Sathyavan: I am accompanied some other people. 

Saraswathi: Some other people! 

Satguru: Who are they? Where are they? Call them here, …………..  (Interrupted) 

Sathyavan: I will call them here but you have to know about them.  

Satguru: Who are they? 

Saraswathi: Who! 

Sathyavan: They are from Marwar? They are the prince Amar Singh Rathor, his wife Rudra 

Priya and his brother-in-law Arjun Singh?  

Satguru: The prince, the queen……..  ! 

Saraswathi: Wow! 

Sathyavan: Yes, because of their exile they left the kingdom and they are here. I beg your pardon 

you should not ask their personal details and just give them the shelter to this night. I beg your 

pardon it may be difficult to serve them but seeking the shelter for this night only. I beg your 

pardon. 

Satguru: Sathya, but ….we…… we may not be rich to shelter the prince at his level, but we can 

serve them. Why do you hesitate to call them immediately! 

Sathyavan: I am very grateful to you. I will call them immediately. 

(Sathyavan Exit, 

 Enter, 
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 Amar Singh, His wife, His brother-in-law) 

 

Satguru and Saraswathi: Your Majesty we bow to your feet. We welcome, we welcome you to 

the house of Satguru and Saraswathi. 

Saraswathi: (Whisper to Sathyavan) We are unable to believe our eyes! 

Satguru: Come my lord, we welcome you to our house. 

Amar Singh: Satguru, we don’t expect any special service from you. Treat us as your relative. 

Saraswathi: My lord it’s our responsibility. We feel it is as our fortune to serve your the 

highness.  

Satguru: Yes my lord it is our fortune, yes, come, wash your feet, come my lord. (Excitement) 

 (Amar Singh washes his feet turns to Sathyavan side) 

Amar Singh: Thanks Sathya. 

Sathyavan: My lord it’s my duty. I did it. 

Satguru: (Whispers to his wife) Saraswathi listen, arrange for dinner. 

(She went into the kitchen happily) 

Amar Singh: Arjun tomorrow early in the morning we are starting to Delhi. 

Arjun Singh: To Delhi! 

Amar Singh: Yes, we are starting to Delhi, to meet the emperor. 

Arjun Singh: (Surprise) To meet the emperor! 

Arjun Singh: Yes that is our next destination. 

Arjun Sing: So, we have to take good rest to this night. 

Amar Singh: Why? 

Arjun Singh: We have to travel all the way from here to Delhi so I said. 

Amar Singh: (Laugh)    

Satguru: Your Majesty dinner is ready.    (Exit all to Dinner) 
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ACT-II 

Scene-III 

(Amar Singh has dined, washed his hand) 

Amar Singh: Satguru, you provided us good dinner “Anna Dhaatha Sukhibhava” live happily. 

Satguru: My Majesty it is my luck to serve you.      (Joy) 

Amar Singh: It is an indebted service, we never forget in our life for both of you, we are 

indebted. 

Satguru: Your Majesty how many families will get the chance to serve the royal, so far our 

Sathyavan only the person got the chance to serve you; no other person got the chance to serve 

the lord? Today because of him, mere because of my brother I too got the chance serve the lord 

in my family. I am very grateful to for accepting our hosting and blessed us.   

        (Enter Arjun Singh washed his hand) 

Arjun Singh: What the discussion is going on here? 

Satguru: Nothing, nothing my lord. 

Arjun Singh: Satguru you provided us good meal, the god may bless you with full of dairy 

forming and cultivation. 

Satguru: Thank you my lord.      (Bowing his head Exit) 

(Both Arjun Singh and Amar Singh Sat on a nearby height) 

Arjun Singh: Since you revealed the news of journey to Delhi, I am haunted with a doubt, dared 

to ask you. Why are we going to Delhi? It is not a place to reach so easily and moreover the ruler 

is Mughal Emperor. 

 Amar Singh: Arjun I cannot fight with my father for my share in Marwar. I don’t want to 

change as an ungrateful son to my father. He provided me good education, taught me culture and 

more of the inheritance of Rathor clan. I should be grateful to that. It’s enough to my life. If I 

want to become a ruler I will prove my ability and hold the power, it’s on my own but not as 

succession. 

Amar Singh: Oho! You want to test your luck in Delhi, in the capital of Mughal Emperor, in the 

Durbar of Shah Jahan. (Smile) 

Amar Singh: Stop it. Why should I test my luck? I don’t believe luck. I believe in my hardships, 

hardships only. (Interrupted by Arjun Singh) 
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Arjun Singh: Ok, you have belief in your hardships, but who will introduce us in the royal court 

of Delhi? What is the proof to our ability? How can we stand in front of the Mughal Emperor? 

Neither he nor we ever know each other. 

Amar Singh: (Smile) 

Arjun Singh: Why do you laugh? Did I ask you a wrong question or it is a wrong time to ask 

this question. 

Arjun Singh: No, you are correct. You expressed your doubt. To an incapable person need an 

introduction and recommendation by some body, but to a competent person like me nothing. We, 

we ourselves introduce and recommend. I am confident, certainly I would be getting a position in 

the Delhi Sultanate. 

Arjun Singh: Ha, ha is it not testing luck, testing mere luck. 

Amar Singh: Confidence and optimism in life is not testing luck. It is a hope, it is the hope in 

future.  

Arjun Singh: But Amar…. (Interrupted) 

Amar Singh: Enough …………I understood your doubt. But if I think like you we cannot go 

further. You may have the doubt that what do we there in the court of the Emperor. At last we do 

get some job to live with self respect. 

Arjun Singh: Amar I know about you your ability. It is a simple test to test your confidence. I 

thought you might have lost your confidence when you left the palace, but an iron wills, strong 

confidence is the driving force in you, firmness no relaxation in it. Go ahead with it go a head 

Amar Singh: Thank you Arjun. There should be somebody who is watching carefully then only 

we will be coming to know about our draw backs. As a man he can’t see his back, he forgot to 

see his back also,  

Arjun Singh: But does the emperor have the similar thought like you? 

Amar Singh: What is the use of it whether he possess it or not, but he is eager to expand his 

kingdom in the north and south. But I came to about him is less liberal and orthodox, though I 

bother about less. I trust my sword, my companion is my dare, I love it, and I like it even I die 

for it. Any how it is too late to sleep.         (Yawn) 

Arjun Singh:  (Yawn) Oho! Then let us waite for a new dawn.  

(Exit Both) 
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ACT-III 

Scene-I 

(The Durbar of Shah Jahan, the door keeper announcement) 

Door keeper: Attention, attention, the king of the kings, the emperor, the slave of the lord, the 

ever victorious, the generous Sultan of Delhi Shahensha Shahab Ud-din Muhammad Shah Jahan 

arrives to the court.                 (The door keeper bows,  

Enter,  

The Emperor Shah Jahan,  

The Emperor sat on thrown) 

Shah Jahan: Good morning to all, today we intended to know from the courtiers that what the 

people think about our ruling. We wanted to listen from all of our Subedars.(Governors) 

Salavath Khan: Your Majesty it is not my personal opinion, it is the pinion of the public, it is 

the pinion from the nook and corner of the kingdom is flourishing with monuments. 

Shah Jahan: Um, still we wanted to listen from our courtiers. 

Subedar: My Lord it is hailed as the golden era of the Gupt’s Period, it as the golden era for 

architecture of the era of A’la Azad Abdul Muzaffar Shahab Ud-Din Mohammad Khurram (Shah 

Jahan full name). 

 Shah Jahan: Wah! What a good news feasting words to ears, so our name ever lasts in the 

history, for generations together , generations together it ever lasts our name and fame, but… 

(Interrupted by Salavath khan) 

Salavath Khan: My lord, slowly the problems are setting down. We need not bother about 

anything. We have to concentrate on taxes to produce more income. 

Shah Jahan: Yes, I do agree with you. We have to concentrate on collection of taxes. 

Concentrate on administration; we wanted to establish a centralized administration for the 

stabled ruling. It is an essential one to the stable ruling of the vast kingdom. I have to think about 

these issues which can make our ruling stable and even to expand we need it. We need stable 

kingdom and stable ruling. 

Soldier: A’la Azad Abdul Muzaffar Shahab Ud-Din Mohammad Khurram ka iqbal buland ho. 

(Long Live Majesty). 

Shah Jahan: Um, tell (nodding) 
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Soldier: Your Majesty, two people are awaiting for your permission. They wanted to meet you 

my lord. 

Shah Jahan: (Surprise) send them inside. 

Soldier: (Bows and exits) 

(A deadly silence in the court for few minutes,  

Enter  

Amar Singh, Arjun Singh) 

Amar Singh: Your Majesty, the prince of Marwar Amar Singh Rathor is saluting you. He is my 

brother-in-law, Arjun Singh.               (Both bows to the king) 

Shah Jahan: We welcome you, welcome to the Durbar of A’la Azad Abdul Muzaffar Shahab 

Ud-Din Mohammad Khurram, the Delhi sultan. 

Amar Singh: I am most honoured my lord,  

Shah Jahan: Tell? Tell us the reasons for your arrival to our durbar.   

Amar Singh: My lord I came here in search, with an intention to serve the imperial emperor of 

Delhi, to serve in the service of Delhi Sultanate. 

Shah Jahan: Good! We heard that you are the prince of Marwar. Being the elder of the family 

how did you disinherit to the throne? 

Amar Singh: My lord I am not disinherited to my throne. I wanted to grow, but not inherently. I 

wanted to earn my own but not inherently. I hope I am an able, I wanted to earn by my own. I 

wanted to create my own so left Marwar, but I don’t have any other mal intention. With this 

intention I differ with father, with this disagreement I left my palace. 

Shah Jahan: Dear Prince, we are impressed, ………..still,……. still we want to know more 

about you. 

Amar Singh: My father Gaj Singh is the ruler of Marwar under your region. I am the elder son 

of him. I took my ritualistic education along with horse riding, sword fighting and wrestling. I 

like Marwari horses. As I believe my sword even I don’t believe my neighbor. 

Shah Jahan: Wah! Wonderful, a wondrous personality, impressed, impressed us immensely, 

impressed us. I this happy moment express us your wish, express your wish to satisfy you, to 

satisfy you before to change our opinion.  

(Stretched his left hand as a sign to permit him to ask for any alms) 
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Amar Singh: My lord I am not here with any other intention, transparently I beg you help your 

help to serve in the Delhi Sultanate. Since your grandfathers’ you are quite helpful and friendly 

with Rajpuths, so with that intention I came here to serve in your court. 

Shah Jahan: Um... (Nodding) We give you a chance to prove your honesty, honesty towards the 

Majesty, so hard work for the fame of the emperor.  

Salavath Khan: My Lord we do know nothing about him. He is an alien to us and more over 

Mewar Rajpuths made conspiracy on us, so how do we believe him? 

Shah Jahan: Dear courtiers we do believe in the words of the prince Amar Singh Rathor, hope, 

an enemy who made conspiracy on us, ha, ha (Laugh) dare to stand in front of us. 

Salavath khan: Rajpuths are not simple persons they are the statues of courage. 

Shah Jahan: Yes Salavath Khan, yes we need courageous persons not the cowardice. What is 

the use of those people? 

Salavath khan: You mean… (Shah Jahan interrupted by showing hand) 

Shah Jahan: I understood and I didn’t underestimate you or even it is not my intention to 

discourage any one of the honourable courtiers. I mean we need, we need the courageous to 

crush our enemy, we need the courageous for the expansion of Delhi Sultanate, and we need the 

courageous to make the Mughal emperor stable, the stable emperor, so I don’t want any more 

suggestions in this regard. 

Amar Singh: Your Majesty I don’t confined to express my gratitude to mere words, I will show 

in my deed, with dedication, thank you my lord, thank you for giving me chance to serve you. 

Shah Jahan: Salavath Khan, provide him the facilities for his stay at Agra.  

Salavath Khan: As your wish majesty.  

(Exit,  

Amar Singh, Arjun Singh, Salavath Khan) 

Gate Keeper: Attention, attention everybody, it is the time for Zohar. 

(All Exit to Afternoon prayer) 
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ACT-III 

Scene-II 

(Private room of Salavath Khan,  

He is smoking hukka,  

Enter, Ikram Ali) 

Ikram Ali: As-salamu alyakum, my lord you are alone here today. 

 (He bowed to Salavath Khan) 

Salavath Khan: What do you mean? 

Ikram Ali: I mean, my intention is a good one, but queer, you are alone here in this evening 

time. 

Salavath Khan: Stupid, I did, I didn’t mean whether it is good or bad. I mean why, why did you 

feel so that I am alone here? 

Ikram Ali: It is my general and regular observation, never; I didn’t see you alone in deep 

thought, so I asked. 

Salavath Khan: Yes you are correct. Today I am comfortable in loneliness only. I don’t know 

why I felt so? 

Ikram Ali: It means you are suffering internally within yourself. Am I correct? 

Salavath Khan: No, no, nothing to worry. I am happy, quite happy, as usual I am, nothing to feel 

any day.  

Ikram Ali: Is it from your heart or lips? 

Salavath Khan: What made you think so? Its, it’s from my heart exactly, but why this stupid 

interrogation? 

Ikram Ali: My lord it’s not an interrogation and I know you lay, because one word is enough to 

know it. You are not ready to reveal, unwilling to revel. Am I not your well wisher? Won’t you 

share your anguish with me? I will keep it as a confidential one. I don’t disclose it to anybody. I 

promise you.                   (Stretched his hand as a sigh of promise) 

Salavath Khan: No, no I am not unwilling, but… (Interrupted) 

Ikram Ali: I know your heart my lord. You are worrying, worrying about Amar Singh Rathor, 

aren’t you? 

Salavath Khan: (Nodding) But how do you know? 
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Ikram Ali: As we know the lord’s heart no other person knows. (Smile) It was said by somebody 

the new born horns are sharper than the aged ears. Since the day one of the arrival of Amar Singh 

I am observed each and everything. 

Salavath Khan: Useless fellow, useless fellow what did you observed? Just shut up and go away 

from here? 

Ikram Ali: (Smile)………. I can go away from here. I close my mouth, but, can the lord shut the 

thoughts in his mind? 

Salavath Khan: (Irritation) Ikram, …… I do agree with you, but what do we do? My glory, my 

glory is fading in the court, mere because of Amar Singh. He is growing in the court, growing 

like a banyan tree day by day. The queen’s brother is defamed in the court. Once my words are 

the words of Sultan, no opposition to me in the court, defamed. I have to put and to his growth. 

Ikram Ali: Yes my lord we can put an end to his growth. 

Salavath Khan: But how? 

Ikram Ali: We have to think and act carefully. 

Salavath Khan: Yes. 

Ikram Ali: Yes, we have to waite. 

Salavath Khan: Waite! 

Ikram Ali: Yes my lord we have to waite for the right time, waite for the opportunity. Till to 

then we should have patient, our patience can check his upper hand. The patience, only the 

patience can win him. 

Salavath Khan: But, how and, when do we get the chance? 

Ikram Ali: My lord you watch him and waite for the right moment. 

Salavath Khan: Ikram, can we stand in front of him? What do we by watching him all the time? 

Is it not the wasting of time? 

Ikram Ali: Yes, you said correct we cannot stand in front of his sword, but trick, trickery, 

trickster can stand.  

Salavath Khan: But, we don’t know any of his weaknesses. How, how would our tricks work 

out on him? 

Ikram Ali: My lord here I am in for service. I will tell you what do we do, but now we have to 

waite for an opportunity and right time with patience. 

Salavath Khan: Shahabash Ikram Ali, Shahabash.  
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Ikram Ali: Thank you my lord, thank you. 

Salavath Khan: Take it. 

Ikram Ali: (Held his hands) 

Salavath Khan: Enjoy with this bag of coins. Take it. (Throws bag of Ashrfies) 

Ikram Ali: (Caught the bag of coins bows and Exit) 

(Salavath Khan Thought for a while Exit) 
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ACT-III 

Scene-III 

 

(The Durbar of Shah Jahan, the door keeper announcement) 

Door keeper: Attention, attention, the king of the kings, the emperor, the slave of the lord, the 

ever victorious, the generous Sultan of Delhi Shahensha Shahab Ud-din Muhammad Shah Jahan 

arrives to the court. 

(The door keeper bows,  

Enter,  

The Emperor Shah Jahan,  

The Emperor sat on thrown 

The Courtiers slogan, Long Live Majesty, Long live) 

Shah Jahan:  Amar Singh. 

(Shah Jahan has shown his hand to Amar Singh Rathor as a sign to start the Durbar) 

Amar Singh: Your majesty there is no opposition to the ever victorious Sultan and nobody is 

daring to stand in front of the mighty sword of the Delhi Sultanate. 

Shah Jahan: Shahabash Amar Singh Shahabash, you proved, proved your ability and the belief 

on you is not veined, you brought us the victory. 

Amar Singh: My lord it proved. It is proved that you have given us the chance to prove our 

ability so we did. 

Shah Jahan: Hope it you affection, but you have to do a lot to us. 

Amar Singh: Order Majesty. We are ready to obey you. 

Shah Jahan: (Nodding) We are going to shoulder you some more responsibilities. You ought to 

perform it with dedication and be obedient to the emperor. 

Amar Singh: Certainly my lord. Order me. 

Shah Jahan: My lord I am sorry to interrupt you. In general his plans and actions are being wild. 

If we are shoulder him additional responsibilities, he may not be in our control. It is very difficult 

to control him. 

Shah Jahan: Um … (Nodding)  

Amar Singh: Salavath Khan, what is this it a gossip or a conspiracy on us. 
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Salavath Khan: Why, …. why do I? I don’t have any mal intention on you. I said true only. 

Don’t you? 

Amar Singh: It seems, if you have not any mal intention why, why did speak like. Is it not mal 

intention? 

Salavath Khan: You are trying to blackmail me. 

Amar Singh: How should I if your intention is not be blamed? You might speak correct. 

Salavath Khan: You proved. You intended to blame me. No, no you already blamed me it is 

proved now, now itself. 

Amar Singh: I am sorry never,……. never I have any mal intention not only on you but also on 

anybody. I did my work. I wanted to be fair, fair in my work, fair in my walk, fair in my talk 

believe or not it is fact. 

Shah Jahan: Enough, enough if you are left ready to wrestle here itself. Salavath Khan did you 

forget it as durbar! It is not the scene to wrestle here. It is Durbar not the battle field. We have a 

system but unsystematically, we are not ready to listen your words. 

Salavath Khan: My lord it is humiliation, humiliation to the brother of the queen. 

Shah Jahan: Salavath Khan, it is not my intention and you have to know that there is no place to 

reactions in the court all is equal here. 

Salavath Khan: My lord you are unable to understand him. 

Shah Jahan: You are mistaken; I did, so I am shouldering him the new responsibility. 

Salavath Khan: New! New responsibility to him. 

Shah Jahan: Yes, we are assigning additional responsibility to Amar Singh Rathor. 

Salavath Khan: My lord it is over confidence, the over confidence on him veiled your eyes. My 

lord open, open your eye, see his original personality.  

Shah Jahan: Do you prove your allegation or do you have any evidence for it? 

Salavath Khan: My lord I may not prove it now, but my lord I would be getting the chance to 

prove it. I will open your eye, I will open your eye soon, soon I will prove it, but I cannot stay a 

minute here.          (Exit Salavath Khan) 

Shah Jahan: Still, still anybody to speak.            (Silence in the Durbar) 

Is the silence is acceptable?      (Still Silence in the Durbar) 

We are proud, we are proud to announce that here onwards Amar Singh Rathor is the Jagirdar of 

Nagur.          (The Court echoed with long live Shah Jahan, long live Shah Jahan) 
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Amar Singh: Thank you my lord, thank you. You shouldered me huge responsibility, a 

responsibility to prove as Jagirdar. I will prove, I will prove my ability and I will prove 

obedience to the throne. 

Shah Jahan: Um … (Nodding) You have to generate more revenue which will helpful in the 

development of the kingdom. 

Amar Singh: Certainly my lord, certainly I will prove it. 

Shajahan: Good. 

Amar Singh: My lord with your permission I wanted to take a leave. 

Shah Jahan: Granted. 

Amar Singh: Thank you my lord.      (Exit Amar Singh) 

Door Keeper: Attention, Attention, it is the time to the Majesty for his Asar. 

(Along with Shah Jahan everybody stood all are exit to Evening Prayer) 
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ACT-III 

Scene-IV 

(Evening time, private room of Salavath Khan,  

He is Smoking Hukka. Ikram Ali his personal Attendant  

Enter) 

Ikram Ali: As-salamu alyakum. 

(Ikram Ali bowed to Salavath Khan, but he did not care him) 

My lord, my lord. 

Salavath Khan:  Hey, Allah what a difficult situation, unable to tolerate it. O…. unable to 

tolerate this worst situation. What a worst situation to queen’s brother! 

Ikram Ali: My lord, what happen! 

Salavath Khan: Um … how can I reveal it with my moth, I cont I can’t reveal it by myself. 

Ikram Ali: My lord! 

Salavath Khan: Yes Ikram how can I reveal by myself, humiliation, humiliation to queen’s 

brother. 

Ikram Ali: Humiliation, are you humiliated? 

Salavath Khan: Yes Ikram, yes it is shameful to me. 

Ikram Ali: Who did dare to humiliate you? 

Salavath Khan: Who will dare in the court? Tell? 

Ikram Ali: Is it not the Emperor? 

Salavath Khan: Ha!......... It is the emperor, the emperor. 

Ikram Ali: I didn’t understand… but my lord is it happen for fun in the durbar or it is really the 

serious one. 

Salavath Khan: Yes Ikram I never face such humiliation by the Emperor. 

Ikram Ali: is it really the Emperor? Why did he humiliate in the Durbar? 

(Salavath Khan stood walking here and there of the room) 

Salavath Khan: The king’s words bothered me less, but he is giving most importance to the 

trickery. 

Ikram Ali: Oho, trickery! Ha, ha, my lord who is that trickery, if not you? 

Salavath Khan: Stupid, Stupid are you praising or pocking me? 

Ikram Ali: No, no my lord I am eating you salt. 
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Salavath Khan: Then be in my favour. 

Ikram Ali: Am I not my lord? Am I not in your favour my lord! 

Salavath Khan: Why this stupidity now, leave me alone for few minutes. 

Ikram Ali: My lord! 

Salavath Khan: Didn’t you understand? Leave alone for few minutes. 

Ikram Ali: Believe if you have a problem, I will leave you alone, do you get rid of … your 

problem? 

Salavath Khan:  (Horizontally nodded his head) 

Ikram Ali: So don’t ask me to go out?  

Salavath Khan: But, but what is the use with it? 

Ikram Ali: Listen my lord if we are sharing our pains the stress will be released, so reveal me to 

relax the stress. What happen in the court? 

Salavath Khan: (Nodded horizontally) 

Ikram Ali: Do you think that I am unable to give a suggestion in this regard? I will listen you, if 

possible give you a suggestion at my level, if you satisfy you can follow or leave it. It cost 

nothing. 

Salavath Khan: (A deep inhale and exhale) Ikram, I am unable to protest the growth of Amar 

Singh. Unprotestable growth to him in the king’s court, the king is giving him high importance to 

the alien. He didn’t care my words, moreover today he is given promotion as the Subedar of 

Nagaur. He is growing, growing fast. I have to hinder his growth, but how, how I can hinder 

him? 

Ikram Ali: It is very simple task, you can my lord you can hinder him. 

Salavath Khan: Really, how? How I can protest him? 

Ikram Ali: You said his fame is growing. 

Salavath Khan: Yes. 

Ikram Ali: Simple, stain it, it will decrease automatically. 

Salavath Khan: Stain!.......... Stupid explain it clearly. 

Ikram Ali: Um, my lord, defame his fame with a stain. 

Salavath Khan: Yes, but how, what I can do for it? 

Ikram Ali: I will tell you. 

Salavath Khan: Tell, tell fast. (Curiosity) 
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Ikram Ali: It is the best chance to you, so don’t miss the opportunity. 

Salavath Khan: Sure I will utilize the opportunity; I don’t miss the opportunity, but tell it fast. 

Ikram Ali: Remember you cannot face him directly. 

Salavath Khan: Yes I know it. 

Salavath Khan: So you have to come in bypass, waite for the chance, be patient, try to pollute 

the mind of the Emperor whenever you get the chance. Use the opportunities of the absence of 

Amar Singh fill the king’s mind with cock and bull stories. He may not listen you in the 

beginning, but don’t lose your heart, be patience, be bold if you run away from the scene you are 

the loser. Slander on him only in his absence; wait for the chance to prove it. Certainly the king 

will listen you. You will be winner of intricate politics. You are the winner, yes you are the 

winner. 

Ikram Ali: Thank you Ikram, thank you. I understood your preach. I understood, what happen 

so far. Ikram accept this token. 

(He has thrown a bag of Ashrfies, Ikram caught)) 

Salavath Khan: I am ever grateful to you my lord. My lord it is late if you are granted 

permission to leave me, I can leave. 

Salavath Khan: (waved his hand as a sign to leave him) 

Ikram Ali: Bowed and Exit. 

(Salavath Khan thought for a while, Exit) 
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ACT-III 

Scene-V 

(Agra, the Durbar of Shah Jahan, the door keeper announcement) 

Door keeper: Attention, attention, the king of the kings, the emperor, the slave of the lord, the 

ever victorious, the generous Sultan of Delhi Shahensha Shahab Ud-din Muhammad Shah Jahan 

arrives to the court. 

(The door keeper bows,  

Enter,  

The Emperor Shah Jahan,  

The Emperor sat on thrown, signed all the Courtiers to sit) 

Shah Jahan: Dear all hope everything fine. What do you say? 

Salavath Khan: Ha, my lord ha, everything appears as good to you. (Irritation) 

Shah Jahan: What? ……What do you mean! 

Salavath Khan: We think, you are unable to see, what happens around you. 

Shah Jahan: Will you clear us! 

Salavath Khan: Did you observe ever you courtier’s behaviour for the last few days? 

Shah Jahan: Ha! Ha-ha who will dare to misbehave in the court? 

Salavath Khan: It means you didn’t observe anything?  

Shah Jahan: Salavath khan, come to the point? 

Salavath Khan: Didn’t you observe him? 

Shah Jahan: Whom! 

Salavath Khan: He, ……… Jagirdar. 

Shah Jahan: Ha-ha, ha-ha Jagirdar (Irritation) who is that, can you clear me! 

Salavath Khan: My lord he is Amar Singh. 

Shah Jahan: Amar Singh! What happen to him? 

Salavath Khan: Nothing, nothing happen to him, but …. (Interrupted by Shah Jahan) 

Shah Jahan: But what? 

Salavath Khan: My lord within a short span he proved his obedience as disobedience and he 

paid you gratitude as ingratitude. He exhibited his reckless behaviour in the court. He didn’t have 

the consciousness to get the Emperors permission to go out. Such simple one is it not ingratitude, 

is not recklessness, it not the proud of the power? 
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Shah Jahan: Salavath Khan. 

Salavath Khan: Yes my lord, he is reckless, rash and boor. Yes my lord when he was appointed 

as the Jagirdar of Nagaur, exhibited his originality. He is exhibiting it. Boor. 

Shah Jahan: Salavath Khan. 

Salavath Khan: Yes my lord you are good so he seem to appear to be good, but you are unable 

to see his original behaviour. Come out of that meekness. For the last few days he is irregular to 

the Durbar it not dishonoring the majesty. Even today you have seen it with you own eye, he 

absent without your permission, if we leave him he won’t listen to us.  

Shah Jahan: Um… but (Interrupted by Salavath Khan) 

Salavath Khan: I will tackle with him my lord. Let him come. 

(They waited for few minutes. He did not come) 

Shah Jahan: How long have we been waited for him? 

Salavath Khan: My lord it’s his routine time. 

Shah Jahan: What do we do? 

Salavath Khan: My lord, give me one chance. Today give me the chance to correct him. I will 

put him in the correct way. 

Shah Jahan: (Nodding his head raised his hand as a sign of granting him the permission) 

(They waited for few more minutes) 

(Enter Amar Singh) 

Salavath Khan: See, see my lord. See his majestic walk. 

Amar Singh: Amar Singh Rathor is saluting to the Emperor. 

Shah Jahan: Welcome, welcome Amar Singh… (Interrupted by Salavath Khan) 

Salavath Khan: My lord why he is late to the Durbar? He should give explanation and… 

(Interrupted by Amar Singh) 

Amar Singh: Salavath Khan, I am answerable to the Emperor only. You are not my king and I 

am not answerable to you and your questions. 

Salavath Khan: See….. See my lord, how reckless he is. He is uncared, boor behaviour proved 

his disobedience. 

Amar Singh: Salavath Khan, mind you language. 

Salavath Khan: You crazy stock living at our mercy, how dare you to speak like! 
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Amar Singh: Ye Salavath Khan! I am not, I am not living at the mercy of the king. That is you, 

you are living he at the mercy of the king. You have been living on kindness and generosity of 

the emperor. Know yourself.  

Salavath Khan: Ingratitude. 

Amar Singh: Enough, enough Salavath Khan, stop your rambling. 

Salavath Khan: Am I rambling? Aren’t you the rambler if you might not get the shelter at the 

emperor? My lord he is late without permission, disobedient and disobeys the majesty so he has 

to pay the fine.  

Amar Singh: You stray dog, indulging me to crime. 

Salavath Khan: Indulging you to crime, dog, for you disobedience you have to pay the fine right, 

right now. 

Amar Singh: You unprincipled dog, how dare you to ask me to pay the fine. It is my sword 

filled your valets? Is it not my sword mercilessly collected the fines from the poor deserters? Is it 

not my sword prevailed peaceful sleeping to you? Is it not the mighty Amar Singh Rathor did for 

you? If not see the sharpness of the sword, the word did all to you. 

(Amar Singh take out his sword stabbed Salavath Khan twice. His limp body falls to the 

ground. Everybody along with emperor stunned to the sudden change in the Durbar) 

Amar Singh: (To Him) I should not stay here any longer; I should get out of this fort. 

(He started out in a span of seconds) 

Bahadur, Bahadur  

(Amar Singh shouted twice, seconds his Marwari horse stood in front him) 

(Shah Jahan came out of the shock) 

Shah Jahan: (Clapped) imprison him, imprison the betrayer. 

Amar Singh: Ha-ha ha ha, catch me if you can. Catch me if you have manliness. 

(Amar Singh Started waving his sword in seconds he jumped on to his horse, disappeared 

from the scene but the soldiers hunt him, soon they returned to the Durbar) 

Soldiers:   We bow to the feet of lord. 

Shah Jahan: Tell, did you imprison him? 

Soldiers: My lord we beg your pardon. We are unable to catch him. 

Shah Jahan: How did he get out of the fort? 
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Soldiers: My lord he didn’t go through the gate. He has jumped from the fort along with his 

horse. He has escaped. 

Shah Jahan: Cowardice, cowardice, get lost from here. 

(Exit Soldiers) 

(Shah Jahan held his head in shame, remain silent for few minutes) 

Who is there (Clapped his hands) announce in our kingdom, if anybody imprisons Amar Singh 

to them we reward, we reward them money, lands, jewels anything, anything beyond their 

expectation. Herald it soon. 

(Exit Shah Jahan) 
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ACT-IV 

Scene-I 

(Private room of Shah Jahan, he is gloomy, bothering about the loss of his brother-in-law 

Salavath Khan) 

Shah Jahan: (He sat for few minutes, stood, walk here and there of the room) 

(To Himself) I must do something, I should, is should take revenge. I should take revenge for the 

death of my brother-in law. I must. How did he escape from the fort? Such a huge fort, jumped 

from the fort. Is it possible to me to catch him? How … how can I catch him? 

(Clapped) 

Who are there? 

(Enter Soldier) 

Soldier: Yes my lord. (Bowed to the Emperor) 

Shah Jahan: Are anybody responded to the announcement? 

Soldier: My lord we beg your pardon, nobody responded. 

(Soldier Bows Exit) 

Shah Jahan: (To Himself) how can I trap him? God, show me the way to trap him. 

(Shah Jahan moves here and there of the room for few minutes) 

(Clapped) who are there?  

(Enter Soldier) 

 

Soldier: Bowing to the feet of majesty. (Bowed) 

Shah Jahan: It is my order, bring Arjun Sing here immediately. 

Soldier: Your order my lord. 

(Soldier Bows Exit, 

Few minutes passed, 

Enter Soldier) 

Soldier: In the name of Allah, the soldier bowing to your feet. (He Bows) 

Shah Jahan: Tell. 

Soldier: My lord Arjun Singh is waiting outside to meet you. 

Shah Jahan: Call him immediately. 

Soldier: Thank you my lord. 
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(Soldier Bows Exit 

Arjun Singh Enter) 

Arjun Singh: Long live Your Majesty, long live. 

Shah Jahan: Um… (Nodded) Do you know it? 

Arjun Singh: My lord! 

Shah Jahan: That the death of my brother-in-law. 

Arjun Singh: Yes, my lord (Panicked) but my lord I am not involved in the crime. 

Shah Jahan: We know. (Nodded) Brutally he killed my brother-in-law in open court he killed. 

He killed without hesitation that he was in the Royal Durbar. Since his death we didn’t show our 

face the Durbar. 

Arjun Singh: Yes my lord we know. 

Shah Jahan: Humiliation, humiliation is burning me. 

Arjun Singh: My lord. (Confusion in him) 

Shah Jahan: Yes Arjun Singh yes. Can you do a favour to me? 

Arjun Singh: Favour, I, (Confusion in him) a mice to the lion. Forgive me my lord I didn’t 

understand. 

Shah Jahan: Alone you only do, no other person can do it. It is highly impossible to anybody so 

we called you. 

Arjun Singh: My lord I am belittling. 

Shah Jahan: Mere stones and bricks cannot build wall, so everything is not possible with the 

king. Sometimes we too need the service of people like you. 

Arjun Singh: My lord. (Surprise) 

Shah Jahan: Yes I am in need of your help. 

Arjun Singh: Still I am unable to understand, but how can I help you my lord? 

Shah Jahan: We will tell you but you have to promise us. 

Arjun Singh: Promise! 

Shah Jahan: Yes, you have to promise us. We will reward you land money jewels… 

(Interrupted) 

Arjun Singh: Tell, how I would? 

Shah Jahan: Amar Singh, promise me.  

Arjun Singh: My lord I am unable to deny you, tell how can I help you? 
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Shah Jahan: We will tell you but first promise us. 

Arjun Singh: My lord, I am giving you the word, I may lose my life but I will keep my word, 

it’s my promise. 

Shah Jahan: Won’t you change your mind after listening it? 

Arjun Singh: My lord you need not suspect me. If once I have given the word even I am ready 

to cut mu head. 

Shah Jahan:  Shahabash, come closer to me. 

Arjun Singh: (Very close to Shah Jahan) 

Shah Jahan: (Whispered something in the ears of Arjun Singh) 

Arjun Singh: (Arjun Singh should be leaned to the ground) 

Shah Jahan: Arjun Singh, I will keep my word. Will you keep your word? I promised you there 

is no change in my offer. Are you ready? What do you say, won’t you? 

Arjun Singh: (Stood silently, started out) 

Shah Jahan: Ye, Arjun, is the silence acceptable? Keep your promise, I doo. 

Soldier: In the name of Allah, it the time to Magrib. 

(Exit, Shah Jahan went to the sun set prayer) 
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ACT-IV 

Scene-II 

(Rural Secret Place nearby Agra) 

(Enter Amar Singh) 

Amar Singh: (To Himself) Bahadur I lost you, you made me victorious in wars easily, to save 

me sacrificed your life. How, how can lead my life? Bahadur let me meet you in the heaven to 

express my gratitude. (Weep) Lord Krishna, show me the right path. (Heard some sound) Who is 

that? (Take out his sword) Who is that? 

Arjun Singh: Amar this is me, Arjun Singh. (Behind the curtain) 

(Enter, Arjun Singh) 

Amar Singh: Come. 

Arjun Singh: Amar, what is this? 

Amar Singh: What? (Irritation) 

Arjun Singh: Don’t you know what did you do? 

Amar Singh: Oho! Are you asking me about living in the far off from palace? 

Arjun Singh: Oh! Amar I am not asking you about this. You left the court staying here in the 

forest lonely. 

Amar Singh: Where do I stay? And who said I am alone here. I have everything here which I 

deserve for. What do I want apart from it? Leave it, why did you come here? 

Arjun Singh: Did you scare? I am single to here. 

Amar Singh: Scare! It’s not in my blood. Believe except you everything in the world where do I 

stay simple, simple breath of mine can fill confidence and courage in those, but you are panic 

striken. 

Arjun Singh: Amar. 

Amar Singh: Tell. 

Arjun Singh: Don’t misunderstand me. 

Amar Singh: If it is not trustable. 

Arjun Singh: You should trust me. 

Amar Singh: Without listening you, how would I! 

Arjun Singh: No, no. 

Amar Singh: Then. 
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Arjun Singh: I will reveal you. 

Amar Singh: When? 

Arjun Singh: Now! 

Amar Singh: So don’t beat around the bush. Straight, straight away come to the point. 

Arjun Singh: Ok, Amar, the emperor… (Interrupted) 

Amar Singh: Um … the emperor. 

Arjun Singh: Don’t snarl on me. 

Amar Singh: Arjun. (Impatience) 

Arjun Singh: I will come to the point, but listen patiently, will you? 

Amar Singh: Ok, I will listen. 

Arjun Singh: Amar, since the incident happen the emperor is unable to come to the durbar. 

Amar Singh: It’s his problem. 

Arjun Singh: Amar listen 

Amar Singh: (Nodding) 

Arjun Singh: The emperor is least bothering about the loss of his brother-in-law. 

Amar Singh: Um… (Nodding) 

Arjun Singh: He is bothering about your absence in the court. 

Amar Singh: Really. 

Arjun Singh: Amar it is fact, I have seen him. He is repenting, bothering about you and you 

absence. You come back to the court. I will inform the king. He won’t harm you. He has seen 

that no one can fill your gap in the court, so he sent me to bring you back. 

Amar Singh: Arjun, I don’t have any intention to come back to the court, so leave me.  

Arjun Singh: How do you stay here? If you don’t have any threat from the emperor what do you 

suspect for? 

Amar Singh: I am not suspecting anything. 

Arjun Singh: Then why don’t you return to the durbar with me? 

Amar Singh: But … (Interrupted) 

Arjun Singh: But what do you suspect for. Do you suspect the emperor? He hasn’t any mal 

intention on you as I told you he is repenting, think about … what do say? 

Amar Singh: (Speechless) 

Arjun Singh: Amar, we are going to meet the emperor in the Durbar tomorrow morning. 
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Amar Singh: (Just nodded) 

Arjun Singh: Come we stay in Agra to night. 

(Both, Exit) 
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ACT-IV 

Scene-III 

(Shah Jahan is too early to the Durbar) 

Shah Jahan: Who is there? (He clapped) 

(Enter soldier) 

Soldier: In the name of Allah your order majesty. 

(The soldier bowed to Shah Jahan) 

Shah Jahan: Erect a small door here in the durbar in the place of the bigger one and close the 

usual door of the durbar. 

Soldier: Your order majesty. 

(The soldier bowed to Shah Jahan, Exit,  

Within few minutes a small door is arranged, 

 The usual big door is closed) 

Fakir: Jahapana, do we know why are you erecting this small door all of sudden? 

Shah Jahan: Um … (Smile, nodding but didn’t answer) 

Fakir: We are eager; we are eagerly waiting here to know my lord. 

Shah Jahan: (He didn’t answer, remain silent) 

Fakir: My lord, break the silence. 

Shah Jahan: (Smile) With a purpose, purposively we erected it here. 

Fakir: Since the beginning of today’s durbar we are trying to know it. My lord reveal us, why 

did you erect the small door here? 

Shah Jahan: It’s for Amar Singh Rathor. 

Fakir: For Amar Singh. 

Shah Jahan: Yes it’s for him, for him I erected it here. 

Fakir: But my lord why it is? What is the purpose of it? 

Shah Jahan: It will bring us the victory a victory on unbeatable mighty, unbeatable mighty 

Amar Singh Rathor. Ha-ha ha ha victory on unbeatable, victory of intrigue, intricate victory. 

Fakir: Jahapana, what type of victory is it? 

Soldier: Long live you majesty. 

 (Enter soldier, Bows) 

Shah Jahan: Tell. 
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Soldier: Arjun Singh and Amar sing are waiting to meet you. 

Shah Jahan: Send them immediately 

Soldier: Your order my lord.  

(Bows, Exit) 

Shah Jahan: Courtiers, watch there, how my game works out. 

(The entire court is watching what is going to happen at the small door) 
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ACT-IV 

Scene-IV 

(Amar sing is outside of the erected small door but Arjun Sing is inside of it) 

Arjun Singh: Come in Amar, come in. 

Amar Singh: Arjun how can I come through this small door! I am unable to come through the 

door. It is too small. 

Arjun Singh: Why do you bother about it? Simple bent … (Interrupted) 

Amar Singh: If bent my head it is nothing but accepting my defeat, accepting the emperor’s 

superiority, so I don’t get in through this small door. 

Arjun Singh: Amar you are too serious about it. 

Amar Singh: Arjun, (Anger) I may lost my head I never bent it. I never bent it in front of the 

emperor. I didn’t do any mistake to bend my head. I too have self respect I never disown it in 

front of anybody unless I prove my guilty. I am truthful and honest, if a day comes to bend my 

head, I am ready to cut my head but I never do a shameful thing because once character is lost 

everything is losted. We could not live if we lost the character. I am here to prove my innocence 

not to prove my guilty. 

Arjun Singh: Amar. 

Amar Singh: Yes, Arjun to prevail peace, to protect my people, to protect my culture I am ready 

to fight and I am ready to fight against the emperor even. So I am not ready to bend my head in 

front of the Durbar. (He turned) 

Arjun Singh: (To Himself) He is not ready to get in through this door. I should not allow him to 

go back. I should do something. What I have to do? (Out) Amar you can get in without bending 

your head. 

Amar Singh: How,…… how it is possible? 

Arjun Singh: I will instruct you, just you follow it. 

Amar Singh: But how! (He went to the door it is too small for him to get through it) 

Arjun Singh: Amar don’t bother about it I am here to help you. First hold the top of the door with 

your hands then put your legs first inside the door. Simple you can come through the door 

bending yourself back. 

(Amar Singh thought for a while and did) 
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Amar Singh: Ok, I do.  (Amar Singh followed the instructions of Arjun. His half body came out 

of the small door) 

Arjun Singh: (To Himself) I should act fast, act fast to get the reward, reward from the emperor. 

(He took out his sword, stabbed Amar Singh in his heart once, twice, thrice brutally he stabs, till 

Amar body fall to the ground) 

Amar Singh: Cheat, unable to know the enemy, nurtured myself, can’t live, and can’t live 

happily with greed. It won’t make you happy. 

(He left his last breath) 

Arjun Singh: (To Himself) Let me go to the emperor with this blood shedding knife. 

(Within few seconds Arjun reached to the emperor with blood shedding knife) 

Shah Jahan: Fakir, did you see, how we conquer our enemies. 

Fakir: Jahapana, you are so great you escaped the danger with a trick but … 

Shah Jahan: (Clapped) Soldiers arrest that stupid coward. 

(With in no time seconds the guards surrounded Arjun Singh. They took him into the custody) 

Fakir: My lord you promised Arjun Singh to give a reward but now you did against to it. What 

did it mean? 

Shah Jahan: Which we feel good we do it. We felt it appropriate now so we did it, but how do 

you think we forget the death of our brother-in-law. Today, today we took revenge to his lose. 

We took revenge here itself. Ha ha ha we took revenge for the loss of my brother-in-law.  

Now the real game starts, let any Rajputh come to collect this carcass, we see, see the gallantry 

of Rajputs.  

(Shah Jahan clapped) 

(Enter Soldier, bow) 

Soldier: Long live majesty.  

Shah Jahan: Soldiers guard this body.  

(Exit Shah Jahan) 
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ACT-V 

Scene-I 

(Enter, Vidushaka, Sathyavan) 

Vidushaka: Sathyavan, Sathyavan why did you stop the story continue it. Speak up Sathyavan 

speak up. 

(Vidushaka has seen into the face of Sathyavan. He is weeping) 

I, ………..I am sorry Sathyavan. I am very sorry. 

Sathyavan: The emperor is the ruler of the vast, vast kingdom, he may be a good ruler but 

brutally he is ruled by his desires, ruled by desires. He acted according to his desires, unable to 

win the heart of all. Dare is not a simple word, it reached many people to their destination. He 

too reached his destination. How, how can I reveal it the king, how can we console Queen Rudra 

Priya? 

Vidushaka: Sathyavan control yourself, death is not the great loss, it is predestinated but the 

great loss is when the relationships lost when we are alive. It is the great loss it is the real loss to 

everybody. 

Sathyavan: (Whipped his tears) Yes I agree with you, there is somebody who cares for relations, 

who are ready to give the life. Listen the story. The death news of Amar Singh reached the 

Queen. It is hard to console her. 

Vidushaka: Sathyavan, how did she get her husband’s body for her Sathi? 

Sathyavan: She brought courage. She started acting fast. 

Vidushaka: What did she do? 

Sathyavan: She went to the palace, Zenana of the Queen Chandika the wife of Bhallu 

Champavath. 

Vidushaka: Why did she go there? 

Sathyavan: Because Bhallu Champavath is the childhood friend of Amar Singh Rathor and he is 

only person rescue the dead body of Amar Singh. 

Vidushaka: Did he accept to get back the dead body of Amar Singh? 

Sathyavan: Waite and watch it. 

(Both Exit)  
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ACT-V 

Scene-II 

(Harem of Chandika, Private room, 

 Enter Vinamratha) 

Vinamratha: Your highness, Queen Rudra Priya is waiting outside to meet you. 

(Both went out of the room to bring her in) 

Chandika: Rudra! Come you are here alone, what happened! Why are you crying! 

Rudra Priya: (She is unable to control herself. She burst out) 

Chandika: Rudra, Rudra what happen, why are you crying. Sit here. Vinamratha, Vinamratha 

bring some water, fast. 

Rudra Priya: (She goes on crying) 

Chandika: Rudra control yourself, if I know your problem, I can help you out. Control Rudra 

control. 

Vinamratha: Water. (Vinamratha brought some water) 

Chandika:  Rudra have some water. 

Rudra Priya: (She drank water) 

Chandika: Now tell. 

Rudra Priya: (Hold Chandika firmly crying loudly) 

Chandika: Rudra, Rudra. (Tried to console her) 

Rudra Priya: Sister, (Weep) My Amar. 

Chandika: What, what happen to your husband? 

Rudra Priya: He, he is no more in this world. He left us. (Weep) Rudra, (She sank into chair) 

(There is no talk for few minutes) 

Rudra Priya: Sister, I need your help. 

Chandika: Rudra, Chandika is promising you. I will keep it at anycost. 

Rudra Priya: I have confidence on you so I came here. 

Chandika: Tell Rudra tell, how can I help you? 

Rudra Priya: Sister I want my husband’s body for Sathi.     (Weep) 

Chandika: Rudra it may be a curse to us to born in Royal families. When we born as a child we 

losted everything. Everything of us is decided by somebody, we don’t have the right to live after 

husband’s death, what a pitiful life! No, no, it’s not pitiful, it is sinned, sinful life, life full of sins 
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done by some body. (Weep) Why the good has given us female life, is it to weep life time? Is it 

to face ill fates life time? Exactly it is not our life, certainly it is ill willed life, ill fated life, ill 

fated. (Weep) 

Rudra Priya: Sister, I am here with an opinion to get you support but my grief troubled you a 

lot. (Interrupted) 

Chandika: No Rudra no, I have spoken about just it is ill luck, ill luck of female, but I will help 

you, you don’t doubt about it. Vinamratha inform my husband that we are going to visit him just 

now. 

Vinamratha: Your order highness. 

(Exit, Vinamratha) 

Chandika: Rudra come let us meet my husband. 

(Exit, Both) 
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ACT-V 

Scene-III 

(Palace of Bhallu Champavath, He is waiting for the arrival of Chandika and Rudra Priya) 

(Enter, Chandika, Rudra Priya) 

Chandika: Pranam (Greet) 

Bhallu: Queen, Chandika you are here all of sudden. 

Chandika: On an important work I am here. 

Bhallu: Really tell us. 

Chandika: She is Rudra Priya. Do you know her? 

Bhallu: Why don’t I know her? I know her very well. She is my childhood friend’s wife.  

Chandika: Straight away I will come to the point, she is landed in troubles. She needs our help 

now. 

Bhallu: Chandika without my consent how did you give her a word? 

Chandika: Oh! Really, how did you marry me? Did you get my consent? We are dying with 

you, are we not killing our consent for you? 

Bhallu: Chandika! What is the relation between these two? 

Chandika: You want relation, yes, it has, and it has the relation. 

Bhallu: Chandika! 

Chandika: Your highness, can you tell us the relationship between the cloud and the earth. 

Never, never the earth requests the cloud to rain. Being my husband it’s your duty to obey mine 

as your and as well as yours as mine. When I am respecting you, you ought to respect me, and 

then only our relations prosper. 

Rudra Priya: (held Chandik’s shoulder) Sister, I am creating unnecessary chasm between you. 

Chandika: Rudra waite. 

Rudra Priya: No my sister, let me go on my way I will look for other source. 

Chandika: Rudra, I have promised you, till to the last breath I will try to keep it, I know, I too 

born in the royal clan. 

Rudra Priya: Sister leave your attempt, it is my fate. 

Chandika: Rudra waite. (Turned to her husband’s side) Tell, are you helping her or not? 

Bhallu: (Thought for a while) Tell what do I do? It’s my word I will keep it. 
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Rudra Priya: I got news from Agra, my husband Amar Singh Rathor was brutally killed. He 

was killed by the emperor with the help of my brother. I need my husband’s body for Sathi, so I 

came to you. I came for your help, I came for your favour.  

Chandika: Did you listen? I promised her, you would get her husband’s body for her. 

Bhallu: Chandika, is it a simple thing to do? 

Chandika:  Oho! Then tomorrow on wards leave your kingly duties and settle in harem along 

with me. 

Bhallu: Chandika. (Shouted at in anger) 

Chandika: Show your anger on the Delhi Sultanate if you are valiant, show your anger on the 

emperor who has thrown challenge to the Rajpuths, if you are the gallant show your gallantry to 

the Sultanate. 

Bhallu: … (Helplessly squeezing his sword) 

Chandika: Prove your gallant towards a Rajputh woman. Prove if you’re the Valliant. We will 

be in the arrangements of funeral. 

(Exit, Both) 

Bhallu: (To Himself) What I have to do? How could I get back Amar Singh dead body? How/? 

(Few minutes passed, Guard, Enter) 

Door Keeper: The guard is saluting to the feet of majesty. (He bowed) 

Bhallu: … (Looked at the door keeper with an expression, what is the matter?)  

Door Keeper: My lord the prince Ram Singh has come to meet you. 

Bhallu: Send him immediately. 

Door Keeper: Your order majesty. 

(Bow, Exit,  

Enter, Ram Singh) 

Bhallu: Come Ram Singh come.      (Bhallu went to him hugged) 

Ram Singh: Did you hear it? 

Bhallu: What? 

Ram Singh: The death news of Amar Singh Rathor and the challenge of the Emperor. 

Bhallu: Just now I heard it. 

Ram Singh: What do we do? It is the challenging task to the bravery of Rajpuths. 
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Bhallu: Ha, it is the test of a war to the knife of the Rajputs. Ram Singh we cannot fight with 

Mughal army, but we have to get the body of Amar Singh, it is the only object of our. Remember 

our mission is rescue Amar Singh body from the Agra Fort and reach it here. We are not going to 

fight with entire army. I would be seeking the help from Mewar. We don’t want army to fight. 

We need skilled soldiers to take part in the mission. 

Ram Singh: Bhallu I under stood. 

Bhallu: Thank you, but in this mission we may lost our lives also. We should be ready to scarify 

our lives to the cause. 

Ram Singh: When I aware of my surroundings I came to know I would have to loss my loss as a 

worrier. It is predestinated. I never bother to lose or to live, it is not in our hands, it is the decree 

of the all mighty. Come let us act fast. 

Bhallu: By early morning we should be in Agra Fort. Come.  

(Both, Exit) 
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ACT-V 

Scene-IV 

(Agra Fort, Early morning, few soldiers are guarding the dead body of Amar Singh Rathor) 

(Enter, Soldiers, Omer, Ali) 

Omer: Ali see how beautiful is this morning weather, beautiful fort, cool breeze, so beautiful. 

Ali: Stupid how would talk about the beauty in this grave situation? 

Omer: Grave situation! 

Ali: Yes, see there since yesterday we have been guarding here. I am in terror that what would be 

happen in the next moment. 

Omer: Why do you panic? Does anybody dare to get into the fort? Can they rescue this body? 

Ali: Believe the Rajpuths are uncommon people. We won’t know from which direction they 

would be getting into the fort. 

Omer: Did you see any sign of any clouds of war so far? 

Ali: So far I didn’t, but in next moment. What do we say? It is not in our hand.  

Omer: You scary, don’t worry, they won’t dare to cross our fort gate. 

Ali: But since yesterday I have been haunting fear, no sleep nothing 

Omer: Just shut up. Nothing will happen. 

Ali: How long do we guard here? 

Omer: Till the body is eaten by crows and vultures. 

(Few minutes passed silently) 

Ali: Omer, Omer did you see the change in the? 

Omer: What change? (Irritation) 

Ali: The change in the wind flow, isn’t it heavy? 

Omer: Crazy it is just your imagination. 

Ali: Really, is it my imagination? 

Omer: Yes, see nothing. 

(Few more minutes passed) 

Ali: Omar, Omar did you hear any sound? 

Omer: I didn’t hear any sound, but you are disturbing me a lot all the time intentionally. 

Ali: No, no it’s that sound. 

Omer: What! …………what is that! 
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Ali: Listen, …………listen, listen carefully………… 

(Inside the curtain, Haa = with stress H) 

Omer: Ali what is that sound?     (Both came together) 

Ali: It’s a war cry. 

Omer: War cry! 

Ali: Y e s, it is the war cry.      (Panic) 

Omer: War cry? 

Ali: The war cry of Bhallu Champavath 

Omer: Bhallu Champavath.         (Panicked) 

(The war cry is very closer and louder behind the curtain) 

Ali: Omer, see there, Bhallu Champavath, run, run, run away, run away from here 

(Ali run out of the scene within seconds) 

Omer: (Omer too followed Ali) 

Bhallu Champavath came like a whirl wind and disappeared like a streak of lightening 

with Amar Singh’s dead body. The Mughal soldiers turned dumb and def. they have nothing to 

do. They started throwing spears and knife some of the struck into the body of Bhallu 

Champavath, but he didn’t stop. His Marwari horse is running to wars Marwar with Bhallu 

Champavath and Amar Sing dead body. 
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ACT-V 

Scene-V 

(Marwar, sun set time, Rudra Priya is ready to Sathi along with her husband’s body, her 

relatives, family members gathered there) 

(Enter, Rudra Priya) 

 Rudra Priya: Ma Maheshwari bless me, bless me to scarify.  

(Enter, Bhallu Champavath with blood dripping body, with the dead body of Amar Singh 

Rathor)) 

Bhallu: Rudra, here, here is your husband’s body. (He is gasping) I brought, I brought him for 

you. (He collapsed to the ground) 

Rudra Priya: My Amar, (Weep) Amar (loud weep) 

(Within few seconds Amar Singh body was kept on Pyre, Rudra Priya too stepped on to the Pyre) 

Blazing of pyre on the back of curtain, Enter, Sathyavan 

Sathyavan: Your highness! Stop there. Don’t burn yourself. Don’t burn yourself. (Weep) 

 

Your sacrifice is the wakeup call 

The wakeup call to born new millennium 

A new millennium to fight against tyranny 

Fight to prevail peace 

Prevail peace 

(The CurTain Falls) 


