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sun-set the Sikhs continued a fierce battle against the Turks for
the liberation of their mother land.

"It was a great holocaust, a ruthless disaster where
thousands died fighting. The Sikhs fought the combined forces
of the Turks and the Hill-Rajahs. The two allied enemies were
caught in the middle and they resisted. They fought on a battle­
field which covered almost six miles till the darkness prevailed."

When night fell, the troops of the enemy retired for rest. The
Sikhs camped on the opposite side. The other groups of Sikhs
walked and assembled in the jungle where Sardar Sukha Singh
had gone. It was a sad time for the Sikhs. Alas! Having fought
the battle in which thousands were slain and countless wounded,
the hungry and fatigued Sikhs had their painful wounds and
grievous injuries, and many calamities still looming over their
heads; the sacrifices of the Amritdhari Sikhs were really
remarkable. There was no cry or lament; the Sikhs were seen
reciting their prayers and uttering 'Waheguru'. At this time
Sundri, Dharam Kaur, Mai Sada, Beera, Dhamo and other
ladies got busy tying bandages after putting wadding soaked in
oil and ointment over the wounds. Every Sikh became busy in
assisting and comforting another. The Sikhs sighted a village
nearby. The Khalsa sent a contingent to the village and managed
to get some eatables to satisfy their hunger and then got ready
for rest. Sardar Sham Singh and Jassa Singh who were still on
their horse-backs addressed the Khalsa thus: "Our wounds
will get worse, the effect of hunger will further debilitate us, and
in the morning, the enemy will attack and finish us off. Let us
therefore get ready and flee as fast as we can."

Acting on this decision, the Khalsa marched away at mid­
night. The Turkish troops on getting this information followed
them but those who entered the jungle were killed by the Sikhs,
and those Sikhs who came out of the jungle were likewise
slaughtered by the Turks. Then the Khalsa decided that they
should march on the low-lying plain and fighting a rear-guard
battle keep up the retreat in the jungle. In this way, the Khalsa
Dal under the protection offered by the brush-wood proceeded
further and by sun-rise entered a dense jungle where they took
rest.

Lakhpat pursuing the Sikhs reached this place. First he
encamped outside the jungle and then made a plan. He
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collected forced labour and bribed the local people. He gave
them rifles and spears and forced them into the jungle so that
they may beat, loot and kill the Sikhs. These people entered the
jungle and began to harass the Sikhs. At this time, Sardar
Sukha Singh addressed the Sikh troops thus: "Brothers!
These are ordinary mercenaries and not trained soldiers. If we
do not resist we shall be killed. As they have come here fully
armed, let us fight with them." When the Sikhs made an
ordinary sortie, they all fled and thus this nuisance came to an
end. The Khalsa got a number of weapons and horses from
them. Proceeding further, the Sikhs entered the territory of
Rama. He was an enemy of the Khalsa; it was thought wise to
cross the river immediately and to avoid Rama and his men.
The Khalsa made buoys of grass and thus crossed the river.
They stayed on the other bank for sometime, so that those in
the rear might also join them. They could not help some who
were drowned in the river.

Now the Khalsa was on an open ground along the river and
the sands on the bank were getting hot. The Miserable Khalsa
now faced an arid desert. The scorching wind parched their
bodies. The layers of hot sand singed their feet. Not a trace of
greenery or a bush could be seen. The Sikh riders were moving
ahead, but those on foot or those who had lost their shoes had
a very hard time and feared death. Many tore their clothes and
bandaged their feet; they rode horses by turns and thus shared
their sorrows. The woe-stricken Khalsa struggled through the
blazing wilderness into fresh hidings so that they could recover
to fight again and relieve the oppression of the brethren who
had been ungrateful citizens of their mother-land. According to
the Panth Prakash: "They tore their clothes from the bodies;
they tied them round their feet; even so their feet suffered
burns; the Sikhs at times shouted out of pain, but moved on
without a halt; hunger and thirst made them helpless; they
suffered the scorching heat; thus facing their affliction, the
platoons of Sikhs passed over the sand dunes."

Suffering these hardships, the Sikhs now reached Manjha
(Central Doaba) region. But there they could not rest, for they
feared that Lakhpat would chase them. So the Sikhs hurried on;
they crossed the Beas river and hastily ferried the Sutlej river.
Now they entered the Malwa region. Lakhpat was disappointed,
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for he lost their trace and returned to Lahore. He brought with
himself to Lahore many fatigued, disabled and wounded Sikhs
whom he had captured in Parol and Kathua. He got all these
Sikhs murdered at Delhi Gate. Lakhpat brought with himself
also many bullock carts full of heads of martyred Sikhs, with
which he filled up the wells and erected some towers. The
place where the Sikhs groups were massacred was then a
horse-market. Now it is called Landa Bazar and also Shahid
Ganj. Bhangu wrote in this connection thus:

"All those Sikhs who had gone with the Nawab,
Had their heads cut and built into towers."
Reaching the Malwa region, the Malwa groups of the Khalsa

dispersed to their villages. The Sikhs of Malwa welcomed their
grief-stricken brethren. The wounded were treated and the
weak were nourished. In this way the Sikhs whom Lakhpat had
ruined and debilitated were tended and cared by the Sikhs of
Malwa and again they became fit and strong. The battalion of
Sardar Sham Singh reached the region of Maharaja Phul, that
of Sardar Kapur Singh at Vijhokay, of Sardar Jassa Singh at
Jaito. They got their soldiers treated and they recovered in
about five months. The Sikhs who had gone to the hills came
back in disguise and joined their groups. Within a short period,
the Sikhs were restored to health and vigour. This incident
relates to the month of Jeth 1803 Bikrami (1746 A.D.) and this
battle is known as Ghatta Ghallughara (Small Holocaust).

Many historians are of the opinion that about eight thousand
Sikhs were killed in this battle. Some extend the number to be
ten or twelve thousand, but according to Rattan Singh the
numbercould be forty to fifty thousand; in factthe correct number
could not be known. The hard fact is that the Sikhs have not
raised any monument in their memory. The other communities
of the world who had even traditionally admitted the sacrifices
of their ancestors have built memorials but the Sikhs have not
only neglected the tremendous sacrifices of their fore-fathers,
but also forgotten to record faithfully their history.

After this battle, the Lahore region continued to suffer like a
grief-striken bride between the rulers of Kabul and Delhi. The
fact was that the ruler of Lahore then was Nawab Zakariya
Khan whose popular name was Khan Bahadur, but the Sikhs
called him Khanu. He became the ruler of Lahore in 1783



68/SUNDRI

Bikrami (1726AD.) and died in Jeth 1802 Bikrami (1745AD.).
After him, his first son Yahiya Khan became the ruler of Lahore
and his second son-Shah Nawaz Khan-became the ruler of
Multan. The small holocaust narrated above, ended in the
regime of Yahiya Khan in Jeth 1803 Bikrami. It so happened that
Shah Nawaz Khan attacked Lahore and conquered it and
became its ruler and imprisoned his brother Yahiya Khan. But
by some strategem Yahiya Khan escaped from the prison and
reached Delhi. After getting this information, Shah Nawaz
feared that the forces of the emperor of Delhi would surely
punish him and therefore he wrote a letter to Ahmed Shah
Durrani, the King of Kabul, to visit Lahore and take over his
kingdom. As soon as Durrani learnt this, he proceeded from
Kabul to Peshawar. In the meantime, the emperor of Delhi
wrote to Shah Nawaz that he recognised Shah Nawaz as the
Nazim (Governor) of Lahore and that he should fight against
Durrani. Shah Nawaz was in a dilemma. He was appointed by
Delhi Emperor; he fought against Durrani but was defeated and
fled to Delhi. Durrani's attack occurred in Poh 1804 Bikrami
(1747 AD.). The cruel Durrani looted Lahore mercilessly and
occupied it. Lakhpat paid the ransom to Durrani, and regained
favour. After arranging the administration of Lahore, Durrani
proceeded towards Delhi. The forces of Delhi Emperor marched
to the Punjab to challenge Durrani. There was a pitched battle
near Sarhind at a place called Manupur. Durrani lost the battle
and fled to his country.

It is said that Durrani, while leaving, nominated Lakhpat as
the Governor of Lahore. However the Delhi Emperor had
already entrusted the administration of Lahore province to
Muin-ul-Mulkwho had routed Durrani. Therefore Diwan Lakhpat
was jailed and fined rupees thirty lakhs. About twenty lakhs
were recovered from his estate, but for the balance due, he
was thrown into confinement. Then Diwan Kaura Mal paid a
huge sum for his release and took him in his charge. Kaura
Mal's reputation grew on account of his fair-mindedness and
his achievement at the Lahore Court.

Let me tell you about the fate and end of Lakhpat. Kaura Mal
kept Lakhpat under strict guard, and secretly sent a word to the
Khalsa to settle their score with Lakhpat. So the Sikhs gave him
due punishment for his misdeeds and atrocities. Killing of the
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innocents, destroying thousands by torture, shedding the blood
of Sikh widows and helpless orphans never go in vain. His
captors matched his punishment with his crimes. After six
months' confinement by the Khalsa, Lakhpat faced a miserable
and agonising death. Giani Gian Singh, the author of Panth
Prakash wrote:

"After greattorments Lakhpat died; Kaura Mal died later. The
latter was a just administrator and won renown in the world."

After the holocaust of Jeth 1803 till Poh 1803, the Khalsa did
not heave a sigh of relief. Durrani proceeded to the north after
looting the city of Lahore. As he approached the Sutlej river, the
Khalsa jumped out of every branch and tree for vengeance; this
was the period of the success of the Khalsa. In Malwa, the
Singhs rose like veteran lions and their strength increased to
twenty thousand. Even though, by torture and war, a large
number of Sikhs had been decimated, their strength was made
up by the new entrants. The magic of thei r tremendous sacrifice,
their holy living and prayers, their zeal for maintaining the
freedom of their country, and the barbarity of the rulers won
them many admirers and recruits, and the Amrit baptism gave
them additional inspiration. When the rulers of Lahore and
Delhi were busy fighting, the Khalsa began punishing their
enemies. Ahmed Shah Durrani after his defeat fled away, but
the Khalsa pursued him upto the Jhelum river and recovered a
lot of the country's booty and restored it to their owners.

The Khalsa gathered at Amritsar and held a holy assembly
for taking a decision-Gurmatta-on the proposal for erection
of a fortress at Ramsar where the compilation of Sri Guru
Granth Sahib was made. This project was approved. It was
originally a mud enclosure to serve as a shelter for the troops
which was later turned into a fort and had farms around it and
was called Ram Rauni. Mir Manu had by this time taken over as
the new Governor (suba) of the Punjab and he decided to
destroy the Sikhs and committed several atrocities. In
consultation with Adina Beg-his army chief-he ordered the
arrest of Sikhs and those captured were beheaded in the
horse-market at Lahore. After committing such dreadful
outrages against the Sikhs, Mir Manu wanted to capture Ram
Rauni Fort and he assignee this work to Adina Beg. He gave
him Khan Aziz, Sadiq Beg and others for assistance and they
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proceeded to Amritsar to capture the fortress of the Sikhs.
The Khalsa was in a defiant mood. On hearing of the

expedition, the Sikhs of the neighbouring areas sent cartloads
of food and fodder to their comrades, but the authorities put
obstacles in their way. The Turkish troops laid a siege to Ram
Rauniwhich lasted for a long time, but the Turks were no near
success. The Sikhs started firing from behind the fortress and
destroying the enemy like grams in the fire. On some days, the
Khalsa came out suddenly and scared the Turks and after
looting the enemy returned inside the fortress.

There was a very brave Sikh named Jassa Singh among the
Turkish troops. Once, on suspicion of killing his infant daughter,
the Khalsa had ex-communicated him. Since that time, he had
taken employment along with his hundred Sikh retainers with
Adina Beg of Lahore. The latter, alongwith Jassa Singh and his
associates was engaged in the siege of Ram Rauni. The Turks
besieged the Sikhs for many months and nearly exhausted
their patience. Besides the rations were finished and this
caused very great hardship to the Sikhs. They thought of many
plans but none proved viable. Ultimately the Khalsa thought that
they should come out and die fighting as martyrs. This news
reached the Turkish army. Jassa Singh's patriotism and religious
fervour were roused as he thought of the proposed martyrdom
of the Sikhs and regretted his being a traitor to his community.
He reflected on his conduct and said to himself, "The Guru is
the Khalsa, and I am an enemy of the Khalsa. It would be right
for me to seek forgiveness for this lapse and find salvation
through martyrdom."

Repenting over his conduct, he sent a letter tied to an arrow
to the Khalsa, expressing his love for them and requesting a
suitable reply in the same manner. After getting a satisfactory
response, Jassa Singh alongwith Sikh retainers fled from the
Turkish Camp and joined the Khalsa with the intention of
seeking forgiveness for his action and intending to die with
them, fighting against the Turks.

It has already been mentioned that even before the attack on
Ram Rauni, Mir Manu had started the genocide of the Sikhs. He
had also encircled the Sikhs in Ram Rauni. On the other hand,
he had sent letters to the Hill-Rajahs to capture the Sikhs who
had taken shelter in the hills. Hundreds of Sikhs were, thus,
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captured daily and brought to the animal market at Lahore for
slaughter.

Adina Beg had by some strategem planed to call the Sikhs
for peace-parley, but somehow the Sikhs doubted his intentions
and kept away. In the meantime, he got reinforcements from
Lahore. Manu sent troops under the charge of Diwan Kaura
Mal. Now Kaura Mal was in a real tight corner. On the one hand
he did not want to crush the power of the Sikhs and on other
hand waging war with Sikhs was the compulsion of his official
duty. It is said that Sardar Jassa Singh wrote to Diwan Kaura
Mal thus: "This is an opportunity to help the Khalsa. You are our
friend and please come to our aid." The Diwan, therefore,
thought of negotiating peace between the parties. He decided
that the Sikhs and Mir Manu's forces should join hands together
to repel the attack of the foreign invader-Ahmed Shah Durrani­
so that the Pathans may not gain a foothold in the Punjab. So
he proceeded to Lahore and succeeded in getting the consent
of Manu and thus established peace between the Sikhs and the
Lahore ruler. The Sikhs felt happy because they got about six
months for rest and recuperation and their recruits also
increased. After about a year Durrani led his troops for attack
on the Punjab in Maghar 1805 Bikrami (1749 A.D.).

To repel the attack of Ahmed Shah Durrani, Manu marched
to Shodhran on the bank of river Chenab. But Manu's troops
were no match for Durrani's army and therefore, he bought
peace by agreeing to pay the revenue of four districts amounting
to about Rs. 14 Lakhs a year. Thus, Durrani without any serious
fighting went back to Kabul, while Manu returned to Lahore in
a relaxed mood. After Manu's defeat, the Sikhs of Lahore did
create a local disturbance. So, Manu ordered the genocide of
the Sikhs again. The reward for killing a Sikh was ten rupees.
This horrendous massacre continued for sometime. In the
meanwhile, Shah Nawaz who was in Delhi and obtained for
himself the Governorship of Multan, occupied Multan, After
strengthening his position he started recruitment of soldiers for
the invasions of Lahore in order to wrest the region from Manu.
Somehow Manu got the news and after considering the
situation, decided to attack Multan. He deputed Diwan Kaura
Mal for this expedition. The Diwan led the troops and arranged
with Jassa Singh Ahluwalia to bring ten thousand Sikh troops
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with him to participate in the attack on Multan.
It is not possible to give an account of this war but the result

was that Diwan's and Sikh forces jointly shared the victory. This
war began in Maghar 1806 Bikrami and lasted for seven to eight
months. The Diwan occupied Multan on Rakhi day in Sravan
1806.

For this victory Diwan Kaura Mal was rewarded with the title
of Maharaja and given sovereignty over Multan and South
Punjab region. Maharaja Kaura Mal-the Guru's Sikh-amply
rewarded the Sikhs and donated liberally for the renovation of
Harmander Sahib. Earlier Lakhpat in collusion with the then
Nawab had got the AmritsarTank filled up with clay. So Maharaja
Kaura Mal had the Tank excavated and cleaned and then got it
filled with water. Kaura Mal was a real Sikh and helped the
Panth at every stage. The Khalsa rightly called him Mitha Mal.
All this happened during 1806-7 Bikrami.

15
For sometime peace prevailed in the Punjab. The Sikhs were
happy and comfortable. There was peace in Lahore, Multan and
Doaba. But there was no peace of mind for the Nawab who
wanted to possess Sundri. He thought of many plans to kidnap
her but to no avail. Sometimes, he would be on friendly terms
with the Sikhs, and sometimes hostile to them. Even when he
cultivated friendship with them he sent many spies after Sundri,
who was spotless in virtue like the Sun, now beyond their reach.

After a year or so, Mir Manu did not pay the agreed amount
of tribute to the ruler of Kabul and so Durrani came with his
army to the Punjab for the third time in 1807 Samvat.
Preparations for war were made by Mir Manu by calling the
forces of Maharaja Kaura Mal from Multan, of Adina Beg from
Jullundur and of others rulers. On the recommendations of
Maharaja Kaura Mal, reinforcements were made from Khalsa.
It is said that thirty thousand Sikh soldiers were deputed to
Lahore. The confrontation continued for four to five months and
occasional fighting flared up between the opposing armies.
One morning opposing forces got locked in a fierce battle. By
noon, the intensity of the fighting increased and it looked it
would be a decisive battle. The heroism displayed by Kaura Mal
was outstanding; the Khalsa soldiers also distinguished
~hemselves. Sundri was among the Sikh forces, busy in
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serving the wounded. The Muslim Nawab who was enamoured
of Sundri was also fighting alongwith the forces of Lahore
against Durrani. As the Sikhs and the ruler's troops were
fighting for the same cause, the Muslim Nawab had many
opportunities of watching and hearing about Sundri being busy
with several welfare and altruistic tasks. He was amazed at
seeing Sundri facing hardships on the battlefield in her welfare
work on five or six occasions. He was more astonished when
he learnt that she was serving the wounded soldiers-both of
the allies and of the enemy-without any discrimination.

In this battle, Kaura Mal made such a terrible charge from
one side that the Pathans lost the ground and were about to
flee. At that time, Adina Beg-the Nawab of Doaba -deliberately
delayed sending reinforcements to the Diwan's aid, because
he did not like that the crown of victory to go to Raja Kaura Mal.
Adina Beg according to the strategy was in charge of
reinforcements. Kaura Mal along with his forces swooped
down on the enemy furiously, but unfortunately a bullet pierced
his head and his fearless soul departed from his body. It is
mentioned in Twarikh-Khalsa that with the death of this brave
and honourable leader, not only Manu lost his heart, but also the
entire army suffered a set-back and fled away. Other historians
also attribute the cause of defeat to Diwan Kaura Mal's death
on the battle-field. Manu rushed to Lahore. The Sikhs seeing,
their friend (Kaura Mal) killed and Manu fleeing, became dejected.
In fact it was the wisdom of Kaura Mal which had protected a
tyrant like Manu from the clutches of the Sikhs on many
occasions-just like a tongue which is secure in the midst of
teeth-and prevented his downfall.

History tells us that after Kaura Mal's death, Mir Manu
committed such atrocities against the Sikhs, that one shudders
to think of them, and perhaps these could be mentioned at
some later stage. The situation might be summed up with this
thought in mind: 'when the plaintiff fled away, what could the
witnesses do.' With their minds full of apprehensions, the Sikhs
also dispersed and left the battle-field.

At this time Sundri and Dharam Kaur were bandaging the
thigh of Bijla Singh which had been injured by a bullet. Even so
Bijla Singh with determination rode on his horse and left. The
Sikh ladies also mounted their horses and followed their



74/SUNDRI

brothers. The horse of Sundri was moving slowly on account
of some injury; he was able to carry the fair rider. However,
Sundri could not keep pace and was left behind. While in flight
Sundri spotted the body of a wounded Pathan covered with
blood, lying in a ditch. He was hovering between life and death
and was writhing in pain and utterly exhausted like one fatally
wounded and crying, "Water! For God's sake!" Sundri like a
compassionate Sikh took pity on his serious condition. She
could not but attend to the needs of a person in such a sad
plight. Realising her own helplessness and sacrificing her
personal safety, she dismounted and took out her aluminium
vessel and poured two handfuls into the victim's mouth. For the
wounded man, this was not ordinary water. It was the much­
needed life-giving water-Amrit. The Pathan gained
consciousness. He opened his eyes and said in Persian, "A
thousand thanks to you!" Sundri saw that he had sword-injuries
on his knee and thighsand one more on his chest. She tore off
his turban and removed the blood and dressed the wounds.
When the Pathan saw this, he felt extremely grateful. Joyfully
he asked her, "Are you a Muslim, a person of faith? Tell me who
are you-a Muslim! How can anyone else do such a good
deed? It is not possible for non-Muslims-the Kafirs-to do any
goodness. Who are you? Are you a Muslim or a Kafir? How can
Kafirs be benevolent? Surely, you must be a Muslim?" Sundri
did not understand his Persian, but only sensed that he wanted
to know who she was. Naturally she shook her head to indicate
that she was not a Muslim, and uttered "Singhni (Sikh lady)". In
fact Sundri's mind was tense because she was away from her
companions. As soon as Sundri uttered the word "Singhni", the
Pathan got furious. He took up his sword from the ground and
thrust it with great force against the helpless Sundri-the
goddess of compassion. He then fell down and expired.

Sundri-the gem of the Khalsa-fell down after receiving the
terrible blow from the Pathan. A fountain of blood gushed from
her body; she became unconscious; her breathing became
slow; her face grew pale and she appeared like an idol made
of marble. Alas, Sundri! Your compassion became your killer.
You had been warned by Sham Singh earlier: "0 sister! Do not
trust your foes; they are friends of nobody. The enemy and the
snake are alike. There is no remedy against their sting. But
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innocent Sundri; you are na"ive; you do not know diplomacy. You
are indeed an embodiment of charity and pity." Look, how you
are lying low alone! There is no help. Ah, your loving horse looks
at you again and again; he comes to sniff you and then he looks
around as if he is expecting a Sikh to turn up and help.
Sometimes he stares at the Pathan. But what can he do? He
is a tongueless animal! 0 Sundri; blessed are you and your
faith which have inspired love even among animals. Lie down,
dear Sundri, in this deserted place for centuries. Alas! Who can
tell about the ways of Providence?

"0 Sikh maidens of today, born with a silver spoon in your
mouth and liVing in luxury and comfort! The daughters, sisters
and mothers of the poor and rich Sikhs! Look at the faith and the
plight of your forerunner Sundri. She never loses her faith. She
takes a risk with her life, but does not give up her virtue. In times
of trouble and calamity, she remains firm and sticks to the
doctrines of Sikhs religion. Just took at yourselves and find out
for yourself if your are damaging the Sikh community or not!

Abandoning your God and Satguru, you worship stones,
idols, trees, monasteries and spiritual guides. Being indifferent
to Sikh religion, you stray into other religions. Being
unresponsive to your Gurus, your are imparting knowledge of
alien religions to your own children. Your children when they
grow up will be half-Sikhs. They will be outwardly Sikhs but
argumentative like Brahmins and even dressed as Muslims.
The trunk and foliage will be of the Mulberry-tree standing on a
supporting leg of a Neem-tree. You have abandoned the Arnrit
and regarded the left-overs of robed Sadhus as part of Sikh
religion. You have kept your sons away from Arnrit and made
them wear the sacred thread and dhoti; You have followed the
customs of others for your marriage and funeral. You have
patronised Siyaapa (prolonged mourning after death) and
thereby made your body unhealthy and your mind weak. By
sitting on rags and wearing dirty clothes to mourn, you have
caused your husbands much trouble and nuisance; you rode
on young animals alongwith your sons and husbands and
loitered far and wide and wasted time and money; you have
looted your own house and given the contents to greedy
exploiters of religion. You have given up the" recitation of Sri
Guru Granth Sahib and disgraced your intellect by wearing
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threads said to be sanctified by mantras (talismans). You have
become the butt of ridicule by replacing clean and thick garments
with thin and flashy dresses. Neglecting the living God, you
have nurtured snakes with fried cakes. The true and unique
Immortal God has been abandoned and you have taken the
road to hell and persuaded your husbands and sons to follow
the same foolish path.

Just reflect for a moment on the calamities faced by Sundri
and the miseries and sufferings undergone by Sikh ladies for
the protection of your Dharma. Remove the confusion from
your mind and become pure Sikh women. For the sake of
wealth, do not give your daughters in marriage to non-Sikhs.
The non-Sikhs-both male and female -ridicule your prolonged
mourning, but you are so thick-headed that you do not mind
their insults and you are losing your Sikhs character. Do a little
good to yourself and to your children. Be brave and truthful
Sikhs ladies like Sundri; be virtuous like her and make yourself
and children true Sikhs, otherwise you will prove to be, for your
husband, the pernicious creeper which dries up the plant and
then itself perishes.

Dear reader, Sundri got into other troubles; let us find out
more about her.

When the army of Mir Manu fled, the Nawab also escaped,
so that he might not get into any trouble. He, according to his
own scheme was proceeding to a place of safety when he
happened to pass a ditch in which Sundri was lying. Seeing a
rider-less horse, he guessed that probably a man of his own
army might be lying wounded here. He spurred his horse
towards the ditch and what did he find? He found his beloved
Sundri covered with mud. Feeling nervous, he dismounted his
horse and saw that the victim was still breathing. He felt a bit
hopeful and with the help of his two horse-men, he washed the
wound which ran from shoulder to chest and placing some
cotton pads on her chest, he bandaged the wound. Now he
began to think of getting a palanquin for her, but it was nowhere
to be found. Under compulsion, a Rajput put Sundri on his own
horse. From a distant village, he got a palanquin and called a
Brahmin physician for her treatment. The physician did not
open the wound but gave some medicine and tonic. The
Brahmin was treated like a bonded labourer and asked to do
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free service and he dared not disobey.
The Nawab according to his plan went to Lahore as he had

to do some important tasks, but he sent Sundri to his town.
Sundri was lodged in a beautiful room in his palace; many good
physicians were collected for her treatment; she had numerous
Hindu slave-girls to serve her. Sundri was unconscious, but
whenever she opened her eyes and looked around, she did not
utter a single word. The physician examined the wounds and
cleaned them with care; then he stitched them with silk-thread
and bandaged them. She was given medicines for gaining
vigour.

Slowly and steadily, Sundri's condition improved. After a
month, she could only ask: "Where am I? Where is my brother?
Where is Dharam Kaur?" The reply given to her queries was as
follows: "This is a city conquered by the Sikhs. You are now
living in the palace of the ruler, and your brother and others have
gone for some work to Lahore." Sundri kept quiet. The Muslim
ruler returned after some days, but he visited her at a time when
she was asleep, because he realised that if Sundri somehow
came to know that she was confined in the Nawab's palace,
she would worry herself to death.

After many months, Sundri regained her health. Her wounds
were healed; she felt invigorated; her face looked cheerful, but
sometimes she suffered from fever. Slowly Sundri began to
know about her situation and the ruler would also visit her every
third or fourth day and tell her about his love and then she would
feel sick again. After a few days when she would improve in
health, the tyrant ruler paid a visit with the result that her health
suffered a setback. The physicians told the ruler not to visit her,
but he did not listen to them. On the contrary, he blamed them
that their medical treatment was not upto the mark.

Let me now return to the story of the Khalsa Oal. They went
to Lahore and later proceeded to Amritsar for rest. Here also
they found no trace of Sundri. They searched a lot, but did not
get any clue. Some Sikhs went to the battlefield in disguise to
search for her dead body, but they found no trace of her. On the
other hand, there was another calamity facing the Khalsa. Mir
Manu made peace with Durrani and sent him back to Kabul.
Now he began to rule the country on his own. Maharaja Kaura
Mal was dead and there was no sympathiser of the Sikhs at the
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Lahore Court; therefore everything went against them. Again
the genocide of the Sikhs began. Mobile troops marched
through the Punjab hunting the Sikhs. At several places, police
stations were established and mud-fortresses erected to
capture and torture the Sikhs. The village representatives were
forced to furnish sureties to guarantee that they would never
allow any Sikh to stay in their neighbourhood. The result was
that civilian Sikhs like agriculturists, traders and labourers were
captured and killed. They were beheaded in the horse-market
in Lahore.

For the Sikhs, it was a doomsday. They were once again
forced to live in the jungles and forests. After the male Sikhs had
sought shelter in jungles, the spies got the families of these
Sikhs arrested. Mir Manu was a cynical tyrant. Volumes could
be written about his atrocities, but his treatment of the Sikhs
ladies was brutal, to say the least. Many Sikh ladies who were
captured and brought to Lahore refused conversion to Islam,
inspite of Manu's great efforts. Then began a series of tortures.
First, they were starved; then they were forced to grind one and
a quarter maund (about 45 Kilos) of corn everyday and given
other punishments. Their children were captured and speared
to death in front of them; then they were forced to grind corn with
the dead bodies of their children in their laps, but these dear
Sikh ladies of Guru Gobind Singh did not give up their faith. In
this way, Mir Manu wrought havoc, without any fear of God.

So during this troublesome period, it was very difficult for the
Sikhs to find Sundri. Nevertheless the affection of Dharam
Kaur, the devotion of the Sikhs, who at one time had got comfort
at the hands of Sundri, and the lovers of the Panth left no stone
unturned to seek her. Spies like Bijla Singh and Binod Singh
were sent out and they visited many places but only brought the
news that Sundri was ill and under medical treatment in the
custody of the Nawab. However, they could not make any
arrangement for her release from captivity.

16
"In the company of friends, be ready to share whatever you
have". Though Sundri's wounds had healed, she could not
regain her health because slow fever persisted for a long time.
In addition, the pang of separation from her brethren, the fear
of loss of chastity, the rigour and severity of imprisonment with
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the enemy created in her a severe mental tension and she did
not improve in her physical health. She would recall again and
again the following lines from Gurbani:

"Firstly, I feel the pain of separation; another pain is of
hunger; another pain is the fear of the powerful demons of
death; another pain is that infested with disease, my body will
perish. 0 ignorant physician, minister no medicine to me!" (AG,
p.1256).

One day the physician told the ruler that if a cheerful and
happy-go-lucky maid-servant is made available to Sundri, her
fever may vanish and she may recover quickly. The maid­
servants belonging to the hills were like dumb creatures. They
selected two of them, but Sundri did not like them. They found
a Punjabi maid-servant who was both beautiful and prudent.
Her name was Radha. Sundri approved of her because she
knew a lot of Gurbani (Guru's hymns) by heart. Sundri never
forgot to repeat silently the Holy Name. She remembered God
every moment. Whenever the new maid recited Gurbani,
Sundri would feel very happy. From dawn to late in the day the
recitation of Gurbani continued but fever persisted to the
detriment of her health. Some physicians diagnosed that it was
tubercular fever; some thought that it was seasonal fever
which was then prevalent in some cities. But unfortunately no
medicine proved effective to cure Sundri.

One day the ruler asked Radha in private as follows; "Tell me
what is Sundri missing so that I can provide it for her. I know she
is a Sikh lady and is not prepared to renounce her religion at any
cost. If by my adoption of Sikhism inwardly she will regain her
health; I am ready to do so." The maid servant replied: "I shall
find out the answer in due course from Sundri, but still I feel that
her malady is mental. Excuse me, can I make a request?" ''Tell
me", the Nawab answered, "be not afraid."

Radha : "You are getting Sundri treated by well-known
physicians, but they have not been successful so far. You do
not consult traditional Vaidyas who also have some good
remedies. I have seen worse cases than Sundri's being cured
by a physician who is called Bawariya Walla. He lives in a
garden near Nathu-di-Tibbi. All the people suffering from fever
go to him and he cures them by just one dose of medicine. You
must try his treatment for Sundri."
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Nawab; "I do not mind doing so."
The Nawab made enquiries in due course and he came to

know that there was a Bawariya Walla physician who offered
a guaranteed cure for any fever. The next day he called this
physician. The latter felt the pulse of Sundri and said: "She is
suffering from the fever of tension, which is a psychological
condition." Then he examined the nerves of the foot, then her
sputum and then he remarked: "It is nerve fever. I can cure her
butthe environment of the city is filthy. If you take herto an open
and spacious place on the water-front, I am sure she will
recover her health."

Nawab: "I can send her to any place you desire".
Physician: "The sea-coast will be an ideal environment; the

next best place is the bank of a lake and if that is not possible,
at least a visit to the bank of the river Beas can be arranged."
Then the physician burnt real pearls worth about one hundred
rupees along with a desert herb and made a sandal-wood
paste and pounded some kernels and mixed some of his own
medicines and then made three doses. With that medicine, the
fever of Sundri lessened. The physician won completely the
confidence of the ruler. The very next day, tents, tarpaulins and
other, paraphernalia, a number of riders, the ruler himself,
Sundri and her maid-servant reached the bank of river Beas.
On account of better and healthier environment of open
countryside, Sundri recovered her health in three days. The
physician then advised that if she was removed to some place
on a lake she would feel much better. After some thought, it was
decided to remove her to the lake near Kahnuwan. On the third
day, the camp was shifted there. Here Sundri felt that she had
regained her normal health.

One day seeing Sundri in happy mood, the ruler came and
sat beside her and began to talk of various things. Sundri heard
him patiently like an astute judge listening to a plaintiff. Then she
said: "Nawab Sahib! I am not an ungrateful person like many
other people. You may get me treated in prison and I shall
accept your goodness with thanks, but your intention to marry
me is impractical, because, look and listen, I am like your own
daughters. You are the ruler, you should show compassion to
you subjects". But the Nawab made a lot of entreaties and they
were not free from hints of threats. Then Sundri replied: "Now
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that you have been so kind to me, be a little more accommodating.
Wait for three days and then I shall give you a definite reply. I
want some time for serious thin~(ing". The ruler did not want to
displease Sundri and so he agreed to it.

The next day at noon when the ruler was playing chess, his
servant suddenly came and said to him: "Sir, there is a cloud
of dust rising from yonder direction. Perhaps this indicates the
movement of an approaching army." The ruler answered: "It
may be a dust-storm". Again after some minutes the servant
came back and remarked: "Sir, I can see distinctly now the
horsemen in the distance." Immediately the Nawab got up to
check things for himself. He recognised they were Sikhs riders.
His soldiers got ready to face the approaching Sikhs. The ruler
got nervous and before he could get ready to meet them,
almost one hundred Sikh riders reached the spot. Almost thirty
of them surrounded the mound on which the tent of Sundri was
pitched; the remaining riders combated with the soldiers.
Balwant Singh challenged and shouted to them: "You are two
hundred Turks and we are just one hundred Sikhs. Let us fight
to the finish." The Turks acted as if they were very keen on
defending themselves and saving their skins. Sundri was
disturbed by the tumult outside and rushed out of her tent.
When she saw the Sikh riders, her brethren, her joy knew no
bounds. This was just the time for quick action and agility for
every one. Radha-the maid of Sundri who was in fact Dharam
Kaur-brought a horse near Sundri and the Bawariya-walla
physician-who in reality was Bijla Singh-put a saddle on the
horse. Sundri immediately mounted the horse. Another horse
was snatched from a Turk; it came handy for Dharam Kaur. So
they tried to escape from the arena of the battle, leaving the
remaining Sikhs busy in the fight with the Turkish soldiers.

The ruler was well acquainted with the tactics of the Sikhs
for he had faced them many a time; he understood the object
of the Sikhs which was the rescue of Sundri. The ruler with
about fifty riders ready by his side stood in a corner of the field.
As soon as he observed some movement in the tent of Sundri,
he advanced towards it. There was fierce fighting at that spot
and twenty Turks and two Sikhs lost their lives in the encounter.
The ruler continued attacking the Sikhs with fury, but could not
make advance against the impregnable line of the Sikhs.
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Balwant Singh thought that the expedition might fail. Promptly
he shouted to the Khalsa to withdraw from the situation, and
turning like lightening, he and his comrades rallied to the
protection of Sundri. Now the ruler found it difficult to save his
own life, but unfortunately for the Sikhs at this moment the
remaining Turks came to the rescue of the Nawab. Now the
Sikhs got involved in a confused struggle. Balwant Singh
feared that though they may not lose the battle, they may not be
able to save Sundri. So in this situation he ordered the Khalsa
to keep grappling with the enemy. He changed the strategy in
such a way that the Sikhs, fighting and killing were still moving
like match-sticks in the centre of a whirpool; they collected
together in a circle. Now one line advanced and fought, while
the rear column retraced their steps. Then Balwant Singh
shouted: "Disperse". The Sikhs let their horses fly like the wind.
Bijla Singh and Sundri passed near the ruler; the latter gave
them a fight with his expert swordsmanship.

Bijla Singh and his horse escaped but the sword of the ruler
scraped the stomach of Sundri and struck her thigh. Though
wounded by this blow, Sundri spurred her horse and reached
her companions. She was overwhelmed by pain, but putting
her hand against the wound on her stomach, she courageously
rode forward. Balwant Singh observed the stream of blood
showing on Sundri's clothes and leaving his own he jumped on
his sister's horse to give her support. He held her firmly and
spurred the horse to keep pace with others and entered the
jungle. The riderless horse quietly followed them. The ruler was
extremely disappointed but decided to return with his retinue to
his head-quarters. Sadly regretting the result of this skirmish,
the ruler brought his wounded sepoys to the city.

In the jungle, the remaining Sikhs were anxiously awaiting
the arrival of the Khalsa rescue~party. When it reached, the
Khalsa group was much over-joyed. But seeing the seriously
wounded Sundri, they were much alarmed. Sardar Sham
Singh selected a quiet and shady spot and placed Sundri on a
bed. He put cotton pads soaked in oil on her wounds and
bandaged them. The thigh-wound was under control but the
stomach-gash-though the intestines were not cut-bled
profusely. Sundri did not lose her senses though she was
much enfeebled by the pain and loss of blood.
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Immediately some Sikhs went to the village and forcibly
brought a wise physician. This man stitched the wound and
dressed it. Though Sundri was in great physical pain, she felt
happy because she was no longer a captive. At night she had
high fever. During the next day she felt slightly better, but she
was very weak. For lack of an expert surgeon, her wounds
could not be properly treated and they got septic. Observing her
own feebleness and lack of vigour, Sundri felt her end was near.
Her friends were much alarmed by her debility. In this desparate
situation, the wise Bijla singh, so arranged that the physician
who had earlier stitched the wounds of Sundri in the Nawab's
place was forcibly brought for her treatment. Being a captive
and afraid of his own life, the physician did what he could to give
a very careful dressing to Sundri's wounds. She kept up a
cheerful appearance inspite of severe pain. She never moaned
or cried. Though she had high fever she was neither restless
nor impatient. In her face one could see her devotion to the Guru
and for this reason, she felt convinced that she belonged to the
Guru and that the guru was all the time with her and never away.
Life and death are two phases; they are not two different things
or objects. In both states, when there is devoted love, there is
no sorrow. She realised that if the body survived and continued
to remember the Holy Name, it was temple of God; when the
body had to be discarded, it was no more than a skin-cover for
what departed from it. Sundri was not worried by what happened
to her body-whether she survived or died-for she believed:

"I fear not the loss of my youth,
If my love of God departs not;
Myraids of youths, 0 Farid,
Have withered and decayed without the Lord's love."
The debility and feebleness of Sundri increased day by day

and as such her well-wishers were overwhelmed by despair.
One day Balwant Sil"!gh asked her as under:

"Dear sister, have you any desire which is not yet fulfilled?"
Sundri : "God bless you, my brother! I have no desire; neither

my mind indUlged in wordly relishes nor cravings. When I kept
away from desires, where was the question of worldly
enjoyment. What should I crave for? The Guru saved me from
any unnatural attachment to domestic life; my mind is beyond
the lure of wealth and luxury. I have no attachment except for the
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Guru and that source of bliss is within me. I am so much
absorbed in the love of the lotus-feet of the Guru that I cannot
give it up. So my dear brother, when your goal lies within you,
where can the mind wander or what desire can disturb it! I enjoy
recalling that bliss:

'The mind rides the imaginary horse of the air;
we roam in the sky;
In the sky is a strange garden,
Where we eat the fruits of immorality, luscious with nectar.
To speak sweetly and to recite the Name
Is the source of cool breeze;
The reins of the restless mind are in our control;
Then who needs a rider! (Sarab Loh)
o dear brother, there is one thought in my mind. Iwish I could

sit in the physical presence of Sri Guru Granth Sahib here and
listen attentively to the recitation of the Path and offer my
obeisance to the Guru with my feeble body, but this appears to
be very difficult. That is why I have given up the idea."

Balwant Singh; '0 sister, do not worry. This is not a difficult
task. I shall arrange it soon."

Sundri (shedding tears and in a voice choked with emotion):
"I am a worthless and insignificant person. When I am gone,
you and other Sikhs will have to face great calamities. I had
hoped to give comfort to my brethren, but I have been the cause
of so many sufferings and troubles which you had to undergo.
How shall I face Guru Gobind Singh that after taking Amrit, I
have been able to do very little service to the Panth? When the
plume-crested handsome guru will question me: '0 my
daughter, what good have you done' at that time what answer
shall my embarrassed mind give? I shall feel diffident and small
in sitting in the lap of Mata Sahib Devan and she will call me her
incompetent daughter".

On hearing these deeply emotional but humble words of
Sundri, the eyes of all were filled with tears of sheer gratitude.
Sardar Sham Singh patted her with affection and said to her: "0
my daughter, you are not a woman, you are a goddess. The
Panth is proud of pious and excellent ladies like you. The way
you have justified your Amrit is an example which everybody
should follow. You are going to your father (Guru Gobind Singh)
with great glory. Mata Sahib Devan will welcome you with open
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arms; you are indeed blessed; your very birth is blessed! The
Panth appreciates your services and all join together in
supplication for your happiness".

Sundri : "0 dear father, I have made mistakes and have done
what was not right for me to do". Saying this, she sobbed and
lost her consciousness. Some water was sprinkled on her
face; soon she regained consciousness. Some Sikhs went
away to bring Sri Guru Granth Sahib.

Early next morning, Sri Guru Granth Sahib was brought into
the camp, Some ten or twelve Sikhs took a bath and then
ceremoniously installed the Granth Sahib and started the
recitation of Akhand Path (uninterrupted reading). Sundri lying
on one side listened to the Gurbani; for some time she sat up
with support; when tired she would lie down, but her mind was
always attentive; her heart was glad; her condition was as
cheerful as that of a farm full of rain-drops. Her entire mind and
body were imbued with the Holy Name and she felt she was
bathing in the ocean of bliss. After forty-eight hours the recitation
neared its end. All the Khalsas assembled in the form of a
congregation and sang hymns in chorus; then the concluding
part of Guru Granth Sahib was recited; Anand Sahib and Arti
was sung; and then Karah-Prasad (consecrated food) was
distributed. With great devotion, Sundri ate a little Karah­
Prasad and thanked God and then addressed the gathering
thus:

"Mydearbrothers and sisters! Though separation is grievous,
I am not sad for this reason because the union of souls can
never be broken up. At this moment we are,all godly persons
and the congregation is heaven itself, but I cannot resist saying
that I am grateful to the Muslim ruler who spent a lot of money
on my illness. You should repay a part of the money to him, so
that I may not remain under his debt."

Sham Singh replied; "All right. Do not worry, we shall
certainly repay him. Please do not worry about this matter any
more".

Sundri : "Dear brothers, the Guru is your Protector; you will
have to face many disasters and wage wars, but you will cross
all these hurdles and one day you will be your own masters. I
entreat you to regard your women as equal partners and never
ill-treat them. If you regard them as inferior to you, you will treat
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them with harshness and cruelty. If you look at other women
with evil intentions, your honour and glory will decline. In the
Hindu Shastras (scriptures) the woman is treated as Shudra­
an outcaste. All the Gurus have praised and commended
women. In Guru Granth Sahib, woman has been eulogized and
she has been given equal right of worship and recitation of the
Holy Name.

In the same way, the Tenth Guru has given the gift of
Amrit to women as well, and Mata Sahib Devan has
contributed the Patashas (sugar pallets) with her own hand
to the preparation of Amrit. I know that you treat us with
sympathy and compassion; you respect us and protect us
even by sacrificing your lives. It is for this reason that we
have emerged safely out of the challenges of numerous
enemies in this terrible period."

Sundri (looking at Dharam Kaur and other ladies and
addressing them): "0 sisters, as long as you remain pure Sikh
ladies, the entire Panth will be strong. If you and your husband
have differences, your condition will deteriorate. A woman
loves her children and gets so engrossed with them that she
will ignore her Guru or Pir(spiritual gUide}. If you turn yourface
against Guru Gobind Singh and adopt devious ways of
worshipping another deity, your children will be cowards like
jackals, and evil will become a part of your character. You will
lose all respect in the eyes of others and your honour will
vanish. Do not get entangled in the spectacle of Maya or the
illusions of life. They may be good for the body which is fragile
and has a temporary stay here. Just think of the good of your
soul which is long-lasting, nay imperishable".

"0 my brothers; do not neglect my exhortation. You should
uphold the dignity of woman and the high morality of the Panth
as you have done in your dealings with me. 0 brothers, when
you become kings, do not regard any Sikh inferior to you.
Amongst us, wealth is not supreme, character or high morality
is supreme. All right, bring some water forme so that I may
wash my face and hands".

At that moment, Sundri's face brightened like the full moon
and her head appeared to be surrounded by a halo of light. All
were amazed at the sight and also at her show of courage
overwhelming her physical debility. In the core of their hearts
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they felt the pang of separation, but seemed resigned to God's
Will. Dharam Kaur and other ladies-anticipating the death of
Sundri-were feeling much anguished within. A wave of
resignation swept over the entire congregation.

As soon as water was brought, Sundri washed her face and
hands. Reclining on Dharam Kaur for support, she recited the
Japji with great devotion and at its conclusion performed the
Ardas. She asked for forgiveness for her sins and gathering her
strength, she folded her hands before Sri Guru Granth Sahib
and bowed to it in reverence and recited the following verses:

"0 compassionate God! Unite me with Thee;
I have fallen at your doorway.
o merciful to the meek! Protect me;
I have wandered with my mind filled with doubts
And become tired.
It is Thy prerogative to love the saints and save the sinners;
There is no one else to help me.
I make this supplication to Thee, 0 Lord!
Take me by Thy hand, 0 Beneficient Lord!
And ferry me across the ocean of this world". (A.G., p. 709)
Sundri prostrated before Sri Guru Granth Sahib; for a long

time her head did not move. Feeling apprehensive, Balwant
Singh lifted her head and found her dead. Sundri had gone to
her Heavenly Father. There was now the empty skeleton of her
virtuous body.

At this time, the Khalsa sang Guru's hymns and consigned
the body of Sundri-the daughter of Mata Sahib Devan-to
the flames. Then they started Sahaj Path which ended on
tenth day.

Sundri's loss was felt by the entire Sikh Panth. However,
Dharam Kaur, could not bear the separation of her dear
companion. She fell seriously ill and passed away in grief on
the eleventh day after Sundri's death. It was an atmosphere
of a strange blend of mourning and resignation for the Sikh
group.

Overcome by the loss of his sister, Balwant Singh, wanted
to devote himself to meditation in a quiet place, but his friends
did not permit him to do so. They insisted that spiritualism and
activities of secular life should go hand in hand. There should
be inner renunciation of desire and regular time for devotion to
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the Holy Name. One should live in the world of action and play
one's part dispassionately.

From across the border, the news of the attack of Durrani
came to the Khalsa. For this reason, Balwant Singh following
the. Sikh doctrine of "action without desire for fruit" got busy
once again in serving the Panth.


