KESARI


There was a city named Kamarup ruled by king Vijaychandra. In the same city, there lived a rich merchant named Sanghdatt, who had a son named Kesari.  The merchant was famous for his honesty and munificence, but the son was the reverse of it.  He had developed into a notorious thief.  The merchant tried his best to improve his son, but it was all a useless effort. Then, at last, he brought the matter to the notice of the king.


“Your Majesty! I have nothing to do with this boy. I have tried my best to improve him, but he is incorrigible.  If, in future, he commits a theft, let the law take its own course.”


The king sent for the boy and asked him to get out of his kingdom at once.  He told him that he would kill him if he saw his face again.


Kesari left the kingdom. While wandering through a forest, he reached a lake and drank water from it. Then, as he was seated in a corner, taking stock of his situation, he saw a man descending from the sky. He further saw that the man had a pair of magic sandals which helped him to fly, and he hid these in a part of the forest and entered into the lake.


Kesari now silently stood up, picked up the sandals and flew away into the sky.  He spent the whole day flying, reaching home after sunset.  Here his first task was to chastise his father who had reported him to the king.  He bit him so severely that the poor man died.


Already a veteran thief, Kesari was now equipped with the pair of sandals which could take him anywhere he liked.  So now he could extend his activities over wider regions, and there was hardly a rich man in the lands far and near who was not a victim.  He would commit theft at night and come to the forest to hide his booty.


He soon became a source of great terror to everybody.  The leading citizens came to the king who, in turn, sent for the head of police. The police chief said to the king,  “Your Majesty !  This thief is somewhat different from the usual ones.  He comes through the sky and goes back through the sky, and so he is beyond anybody’s catch.  Your Majesty may be gracious enough to determine my duty in this situation.”


The king sat silent, immersed in thought.  At last, he said,  “A king who can’t catch a thief and ensure the safety of life and property of his people is a bad king.  I must see what I can do in this matter.”  Then, attended by a few competent men, the king set out himself.


The party searched every corner of the kingdom, but could find no trace of the thief.  One day, after the search, the king was taking rest under the shade of a tree when he smelt a fine fragrance that came floating in the air.  He stood up, and then moving in the direction from which the fragrance came, the king at last reached a temple dedicated to Goddess Chandika.  When he entered inside, he saw that the idol was adorned with fragrant objects like sandalwood and deer-musk, and there stood a devotee offering worship.  On being asked by the king, he gave an account of himself:


“I am the son of a merchant but am very poor and miserable. I worship this goddess daily in the expectation of wealth and happiness. The goddess is pleased with my devotion.  When in the morning I come here, I find lying at her feet precious stones and gems.  This has turned my fortune, and so I worship the goddess with fragrant objects every day.”


The king was now almost sure about the presence of the thief in that temple every night.  He returned to the forest and waited there until evening.  At night, he moved to the temple precincts along with his men and hid there waiting for the thief.  At the dead of night, Kesari came through the sky and descended there.  With the sandals in his left hand, he entered into the temple.  The king silently shut the door from behind.


Having finished his worship, as Kesari came to the door, he was chased by the king.  Quickly, he placed the sandals on the floor, but he had no time to put them on.  So he left them behind, opened the door and ran out at top speed.  The king’s men followed him.


As Kesari was running, there came a sudden change in him. He was now thinking of his bad deeds and accumulated sins.  A timely reaction may even change the cruelest of men and build a bright future for him.


As Kesari penetrated into the deepest part of the forest, he came across a Muni immersed in meditation. He stopped there and thought of desisting himself from malice and greed.


He thought of the transitoriness of life, of its sure end.  Soon his evil Karmas were destroyed and he became enlightened.  This metamorphosis took no time to work out and was complete by the time the king entered into the arena to arrest him.


The king now could not lay his hand on him; instead, he bowed at his feet and said,  “My dear friend ! How is it that the thief Kesari has changed into Kesari the enlightened ?”


Kesari responded,  “Sire !  It is true that my whole life is a long story of misdeeds; but in the midst of them, I never forgot to sit for one Samayik per day.  That is why the bondage of Karmas could not ensnare me very fast.  Know it for certain, Oh king, that as much Karma is tranquilized by a short equanimity as by a long drawn penance.  That is the charm of equanimity.  It is this short course that has helped me in my enlightenment.


The king came back to his city while Kesari courted the life of a wanderer indicating the path of liberation to the worldly beings.





