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he truth is not for all men, but 

only for those who seek it.’ 

- Ayn Rand 
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mong the tens of thousands of names 

of monarchs accumulated of the files 

of history, the name Ashoka, shines 

almost alone, like a star.’ 

‘Outline of History’ – HG Wells  
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PROLOGUE 

Dauli Hills (Kalinga – Present Day), Orissa, India 261 BC 

 

Ashoka the Great emerged slowly out of his tent, to greet the rising 

sun. The garish orange sun shone with breathtaking brilliance, shining 

in its golden glory. Ashoka looked at it; squinting his eyes and he 

inhaled the cold misty morning air. He gazed up at the partially visible 

moon and folded his hands into a formal Namaste, and sent up a silent 

prayer to the gods. He thought over the plans for the day of battle. 

He had never thought of the consequences of the battle at but now 

his face now betrayed a sense of foreboding. This was going to be the 

last day of battle. Hopefully. This battle was supposed to be a quick in 

and out operation, conquering the rich land of Kalinga. But the battle 

had stretched on for days together, mounting number of casualties on 

either side. This had been the only city that remained independent 

outside the Mauryan Empire under him. It was also a matter of pride; 

his grandfather had been unable to conquer this land. He, the 

grandson would have to do it as it would permanently secure his 

position as king forever. Soon, he saw soldiers rising, one by one at 

first then the multitude. Within an hour, his commander-in-chief 

reported to Ashoka, “Maharaj, the soldiers are in position. Should we 

go into battle?” 

Ashoka gazed towards the north, his eyes grim, facing the land of 

Kalinga. He nodded his brow in a tight furrow. Ashoka then donned 



his silver chainmail over his steel breastplate and placed his crown on 

his head. He strapped on his pure leather belt attaching his gold 

scabbard to his waist. He pulled out the sword out of his smooth 

velvet scabbard, holding it from the bejewelled hilt and swung it 

gracefully, cutting the air with a whistle. He sheathed his sword and 

gazed into the distance. Soon his army assembled in front of him, 

dressed in their regal attires, looking resplendent in the sun. 

Soon, they rode into battle, with him on the lead. The battle wore 

on as the sun glided over the sky towards the opposite horizon. The 

piles of dead bodies rose higher and higher as the hours passed by in 

the relentless brutal political murders of kinsmen, brothers and 

husbands and sons from people sharing the same land, just different 

kings. The clangs as two swords met in all ferociousness, the gurgle as 

a sharp arrow pierced the fragile human body, trumpets of the huge 

war elephants as they stampeded through the ranks of the enemy 

trampling them beyond recognition, the sound of explosions as 

mortars blew resounded for miles around, striking fear into the hearts 

of one and all. 

Soon, as the day came to an end, so did the battle. Rotten 

carcasses, mutilated underfoot lay here and there, waiting for the 

vultures to feed upon. Blood of those slain soaked into the earth, and 

turned nearby rivers crimson. Soon an unfamiliar noise rose from 

among the bloody mess. It was the collective wail of pain and loss 

from thousands of women all across the land. 

„Oh! What have I done?‟ Ashoka exclaimed, amidst all the rejoicing 

around him, letting his sword drop to the floor of the chariot he was 

in. It clattered loudly, diverting the attention of those rejoicing around 

their king. 

Ashoka got down from his chariot, walked some distance and 

kneeled down in front of a woman wailing, clasping her dead son‟s 

head in her bosom. As he approached and kneeled down, the woman 

spoke up, her voice broken by the sobs, „Oh king! Your war has taken 



away my brother, husband and son. Now what do I have left to live 

for?‟ 

Tears sprang forth from the great king‟s eyes as his eyes caressed 

the dead son. I might have won a great war but I have lost something far more 

valuable, Ashoka thought, love. The weight of the hundreds of 

thousands of lives lost fell upon his bare shoulders. His body felt 

heavy, his mind balancing on the brink insanity, almost tipping over. 

He could feel the penetrating and boring gazes of the mothers and 

wives, young sons and daughters pierce through him wordlessly like a 

sword through their tear rimmed eyes, curse him through their voices, 

choked with emotion. 

On that day, the king underwent a change in heart. Never again 

would this king kill and subdue others in order to acquire. This was 

the birth of a new king, a king whose deeds would be proudly 

documented in the annals history as the greatest monarch to have 

ever lived in the entire history of the human race. 

And on that day, he took a decision. A decision that would change 

his entire life and the course of history for the entire nation and the 

world for years to come.  



Couple of years back 

 

This was it! 

This was the moment he had so longed and waited for! 

The forty five year old man shifted his weight. He, along with a 

huge congregation of men and women stood in the dark chamber lit 

up by over a hundred candles perched upon the high walls. All the 

candles in the room, the man noticed, were festooned in the exact 

same way. All of them had a particular snake like design winding its 

way up.  As was the two millennia old tradition, he had begun his 

journey into the brotherhood, wearing nothing but a white dhoti, 

which symbolized purity in its highest form. He had progressed 

through the hierarchy, now wearing a silk dhoti but purple in colour, 

revealing his ripped six feet physique. Nobody has ever been able to 

guess his age correctly, his strict fitness routine took care of that. He 

also had the customary jewel hilted sword sheathed in pure leather 

rimmed and velvet body scabbard wound around his broad waist. 

There was a man, dressed in a similar fashion, standing on a raised 

platform in the middle of the cavernous room. He was tenderly 

holding an unrolled piece of laminated parchment with gloved hands 

and singing out the contents. The entire congregation stood staring at 

him, as if transfixed and hypnotised by some mystical power that the 

singer wielded. 

The initiate, however, felt no such thing.  

The congregation of men and women around him were too 

adorned in similar regalia. Most of these men and women were 

people who wielded enormous influence and power. The collective 

strength of the congregation in the room could easily topple entire 

nations, both in terms of financial resources or political power. Yet 

the man knew these materialistic power and influence in the outer 



world had little significance within the four walls of this chamber. In 

here, they were nothing but brothers and sisters, united to protect a 

cause. 

Four years had passed since he had been brought into his secret 

community as an initiate. And not even a day in those four years had 

he been admitted into this room. The room was cavernous, the walls 

rose straight up to fifteen feet of height, and six monolithic pillars 

were placed perfectly in the shape of a star, one of the most ancient 

of all symbols, made from two oppositely ended overlapping 

equilateral triangles to support the weight of the immense ceiling. The 

initiate, for a moment, caught a whiff of claustrophobia with the idea 

of imagining the several tons of rock debris that could crush all the 

scurrying human worms in a fraction of a second. But the feeling 

soon subsided. 

After all, this place has endured two millennia under the ground. It could take 

on the burden for at least a few more hours. The initiate cared very little for 

what might happen later to the ancient fortress. He inhaled deeply 

and waited for the moment. He could feel the air in the room tighten, 

as the musical crescendo rose both melodiously and ominously. 

Though he couldn‟t understand what was being conveyed, he knew 

that it was the old almost forgotten language of Pali. 

A quarter of an hour later, the song ended and nine people from 

the front row of the congregation ascended the raised platform and 

encircled the singer. They too were dressed in similar apparel as his. 

Their heads were low and were murmuring something, almost 

praying. Suddenly, all the nine men took four measured steps back, 

placed their hands on the hilts of their swords and drew them with 

the hands of a practiced swordsman. A fraction of a moment later, 

their swords clanged in the air. The entire congregation erupted into a 

roar of praise and applause. 

Soon the nine men parted, revealing the singer in the middle, 

gently holding the rolled parchment in his hands. The clamour died a 



little later, everybody waited with baited breath for the final event of 

the evening. A minute later, when complete silence ensued in the 

room, the man with the parchment pronounced his name. The 

initiate could feel glances turn towards him and crowd parted in front 

of him, clearing his path to the platform. He took another deep 

breath in and started walking towards the platform in slow measured 

steps, ignoring the stares of the people around. He gracefully climbed 

up the stairs and stood, facing all the ten men in front of him. He 

gazed intently at their faces and even recognized one‟s face from the 

cover of some famous business magazines and investment journals he 

so often saw at newspaper stalls in the mornings. It was unnerving to 

see him up close suddenly but it didn‟t surprise him. A minute later, 

the man in the centre walked a step forward and held up the rolled 

parchment to the initiate. 

The initiate‟s heart began to flutter. This was the moment he had 

been waiting for years. Quietly steadying his nerves, he raised his 

hands and clutched the two red velvet rimmed, gold encrusted ends 

of the parchment. It was time for the oath.  

„Are you, in your full consciousness, willing to take the oath of 

utter secrecy and devotion to the brotherhood‟s purpose and 

endeavours? Are you willing to leave behind all traces of your old life 

and join the secret ranks of this community and serve it with your 

life? Will you preserve the secrets that will be bestowed upon you?‟ 

the old man asked. 

The initiate took the parchment with his left hand and unsheathed 

his sword with his right, held it up high in the air and spoke, „May this 

sword that I now hold so proudly be at my throat should I ever 

knowingly or willingly violate the sacred vow of secrecy and 

protection of this community.‟ 

His voice echoed through the cavernous room. Pin drop silence 

ensued. 



The initiate exhaled heavily as he kneeled down to hand back the 

parchment to the man in the centre. Then he looked up at the man 

and smiled. 

You have got no idea what’s coming for you. 
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The man stood before the intricately designed doorway of the 

mansion, going over his plan for one last time. The way he saw it, 

there wasn‟t any flaw in the entire scheme. If everything went well, 

nobody would even suspect him. He entered through the door and 

walked along the princely hall of the mansion.  

The others in the family had gone out for a party, which was going 

to end abruptly. And he had ordered the servants to take an early day 

off so the entire house was completely devoid of human presence 

except for an old man lying in his bed in a corner of the mansion, 

attached to several life support systems and several bottles dripping 

nutrition directly into his bloodstream. This man was being kept alive. 

There wasn‟t any use of doing so; every person had his or her time to 

enjoy the pleasures of this materialistic world. Then it is time for 

them to leave. 

He tightened the latex gloves over his hand, rubbing his fingers 

with fierce anticipation. He walked over the tile carefully, not to make 

any noise even though he knew his rubber soled shoes would take 

care of that. He walked up the steps, careful not to bump against 

anything here and there. He patted his sweatshirt pocket to ensure the 

filled syringe was still in there. He soon reached the top of the stairs 

and stood in front of the door where his victim lay. 



He rubbed his fingers yet once again, placed his right hand over 

the doorknob and turned it ever so slowly. A little squeak cut through 

the quiet house and he just stood there, paralyzed, wondering if the 

noise had woken the old man. He peeked through the little crevice 

and heaved a sigh of relief as he saw the old man under his sheets, a 

contended smile on his face. One of the bedside lamps was switched 

on, but the old man‟s eyes were closed, a gently snoring away. 

The man walked inside and went up to the nutrition IV bag. It was 

half way done dumping its content into the old man‟s bloodstream. 

He pulled out the pre-prepared syringe from his pocket and 

uncapped it. He then pierced the thin plastic of the bottle and pushed 

the back of the syringe, emptying the colourless liquid into the bag. 

He then recapped the syringe, placed it back in his pocket and smiled. 

 

No one would be able to suspect anything until it was too late. 

Toxicology results took at least a week to come out. And even if, by 

chance the little hole was noticed, there wasn‟t anything that could be 

done to save the old man. One of the world‟s best kept secrets would 

die with him. 

He cast a glance over the peaceful old face of the man lying on the 

bed. 

All hell was about to break lose. 

And he would be there to witness it all. 
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Aditya Tiwari sat at his table at the Taj Hotel, Mumbai, drumming 

his fingers impatiently against the table. This was his first date he had 

ever attended in his lifetime of twenty years and he was excited. He 

had enough reasons to be so. He gingerly fingered the exquisite 

Bormioli Rocco wine glasses laid out in front of him, impatiently 

waiting for her to arrive. 

He had a hundred questions bouncing about in his mind and he 

absentmindedly checked his watch. 

8:45 pm. She was supposed to have come by 8:30 pm. 

He slipped his phone out, fingered it for a minute or two, unable 

to rest on one object. He slipped the phone back inside and 

straightened the collar and cuff of his shirt, shyly wondering if she 

would like his choice of colour. He toyed with the cold fork placed 

tangentially to the white plate in front of him. 

He finally pulled his phone out for the second time and dialled the 

familiar number. The line was busy and it went into call waiting. 

Frustrated, he hung up and was about to leave when suddenly his 

phone rang. His spirits lifted as he pulled out his phone for the third 

time out of his pocket in an interval of five minutes. But almost 

immediately, his spirits dampened. 

It wasn‟t her. It was his uncle. Crestfallen, he picked up the call and 

said, „Hello?‟ 



„Aditya?‟ replied an urgent voice. 

„Yes, uncle, what is it?‟ 

„This is an emergency. Your grandfather has passed away. Come 

here as quickly as possible!‟ 

Aditya‟s own parents, both father and mother, had passed away 

long before, just after his birth when their plane had crashed when 

they were arriving back from a business trip from Australia. His 

grandfather had taken on the responsibility of fathering him and had 

become their godfather. He had brought him up like his own son 

since he himself had lost his son. And for Aditya too, he had become 

his world, catering to each and every of his whim and fancy, never 

letting him feel the loss of his parents. 

„I‟ll be there in a minute, uncle.‟ Aditya promised. 

He got up from his table, paid a little tip for occupying the table 

for so long and dashed out. A chauffeur brought out his Audi from 

the parking lot and stood in front of him. He jumped inside, kicked 

the throttle and burst out of the place, closely evading one of those 

horse drawn rides along the Arabian Sea coast. He shifted to top gear 

as he wound through the narrow streets of Colaba in central Mumbai. 

He nearly dashed into another man who jumped aside and before he 

could even think of his abuses to hurl, Aditya was out of earshot. 

Soon he reached his home and saw that he was a little too late. 

Over ten police vehicles had surrounded the gates; security had been 

tripled in the past half an hour. He was immediately granted entry 

into the vast estate of the Tiwari family. He got out of his car and ran 

inside. His uncle was waiting at the door. He pushed him aside and 

stepped in when his uncle grasped his arm from behind. 

„I do not think you will want to see it.‟ 

Aditya was horrified. „Why wouldn‟t I?‟ 



His uncle left the grasp over his arm and said, „It is too horrible.‟ 

But Aditya had made up his mind. He shook his head and said 

nothing. He turned around and ran towards his grandfather‟s 

bedchamber. He pushed open the door and burst in. An unfamiliar 

stench had begun to spread throughout the otherwise perfectly 

ventilated air conditioned room. His grandfather lay there on the bed, 

completely immobile in his bed, unlike the usual enthusiasm he 

usually was welcomed with by his grandfather. His grandfather‟s face 

had become pale, drained of his usual cheerful pink colour and his 

lifeless eyes wide open staring at the ceiling. It was as if his body had 

shrunk down, had Aditya almost felt like he was looking at a different 

man. 

There were half a dozen men milling about in the room. There was 

one taking high resolution photographs of the scene. Forensic experts 

were snooping around for any traces that the murderer might have 

left behind. A doctor was busy fiddling with several IV tubes. Two 

more policemen were talking to each other when they noticed Aditya 

in the room. One of them came up and gently tried to push him out 

of the room saying, „Official investigation is underway and we don‟t 

want any intruders. It would be appreciated if you could stand 

outside.‟ 

This ticked Aditya off. „He‟s my grandfather for God‟s sakes and 

you are pushing me out? What do you think of yourself, huh?‟ Aditya 

whipped back ferociously, pushing the police officer back. „I will 

stand here all night if I have to and you just shut up!‟ 

His uncle huddled into the room and gently coaxed him, „Aditya, it 

is okay. He doesn‟t know who you are. Please forgive him and come 

out, there are more important things to be talked about than fighting 

uselessly here.‟ 

Aditya left the room and sat down on an intricately carved 

mahogany sofa, burying his face into his palms, barely able to control 



his tears. His uncle sat down beside him and laid an affectionate arm 

over his shoulder. 

Aditya sat up suddenly, his eyes red. „Why is the police force here 

instead of the doctors?‟ 

„We suspect murder. The doctors initially were sure of a cardiac 

arrest but on further inspection of the surroundings, the doctors 

noticed a small puncture on the IV nutrition bag hanging beside his 

bed which led us to believe that he might have been murdered, thus 

the presence of the police. The doctor says that it was very quick, 

with minimum amount of pain. So at least the murderer was 

considerate enough.‟ Aditya‟s uncle wiped a tear from his face. 

Aditya buried his face into his palms. A minute later, he sat up. The 

gaze of his eyes was painful. „I am going to find him and I am going 

to make him pay.‟ 

He jumped up from his seat and stormed out of the place. 
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The killer smiled inwardly as he saw the grandson jump up and 

stomp away from the place. He could feel for the young lad. He had 

lost the only man he loved most, the one who had brought him up; 

the old man was the only parent he had known. So it was only natural 

to be distressed. There were also a multitude of far and distant family 

relatives that had come in at such a short notice. 

But it also made him a threat. If he became too determined, things 

might turn sour and he might have to do something. But the killer 

didn‟t want to do anything to the lad. He had no antagonism against 

the boy, but against his grandfather. 

Such men had no rights to live. They deserved to die. 

To keep such a secret from the world, is a heinous crime and 

punishable by death, if not anything mightier. 

His plan was slowly and steadily starting to fall into place. Killing 

the old man had been his first step. Others were yet to die in his 

intricately woven plan. But they wouldn‟t die in vain. Their deaths 

would bring him glory beyond this world. 

Only if the boy stayed out of this, everything would work out just 

fine. 


