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“ Free to Be You, Free to Be Me ” 

Disclaimer: This story is a fictionalised account of the epic Mahabharata. Names, characters, businesses, places, 

events, locales, and incidents are used in a fictitious manner and no offence to any mythological figure is 

intended.  

 

PROLOGUE 

3102 BCE, Outskirts of Dwarka 

“Are you sure about this, brother?”, asked Dushasana yet again as he cradled his eight glass of wine between his 

fingers. He shouldn’t be drinking while making crucial decisions, after all, the importance of being at his best 

game in situations like these was drilled into his head since he was ten. But, right now, he wanted- needed- to 

escape into oblivion even if it were for a few minutes. 

“Enough with your doubts. We are doing this. In order to beat those sons of bitches, we need Krishna and we 

need him before those Pandavas get to him.”, snapped Duryodhana as he paced in circles. He stopped to look 

around the magnificence of the palace. People were right indeed, the city of Dwarka had something about it. 

Some called it the abode of the divine but Duryodhana knew better. There was nothing divine about Krishna. He 

was all flesh and bones just like him and he very well knew, what he was about to do will result in his victory or 

he will be doomed till eternity.  

A knock on his door announced the entry of a servant. “Sss...Sir, she is creating a nuisance again. I tried to control 

her but…she is wrathful.” 

“Brother, think about this again. If we go down on this path, there is no coming back.”, implored Dushasana. 

“Shhh. It’s time. I’ll handle her. Discard your worries, little brother. The throne of Hastinapur is ours.”, laughed 

Duryodhana maniacally as he stepped out of his room for a midnight stroll. Tomorrow morning will, in a sense, 

determine the fate of the war. He just had to get to Dwarka before Arjuna. He had to. 
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Kurukshetra, Day 1 

“Any moment now”, breathed Bhishma as his eyes swiped over his army for the millionth time. He had been a 

part of many wars over the years. He had seen countless dead bodies in his time. He has watched his loved ones 

die gruesomely over the years. But never he thought that the Kshatriya body of his will stand in a war without its 

soul. 

“Pitamah, this war will end even before it begins. We have the Narayani Sena that will crush their soldiers like 

faggots.”, gritted Duryodhana. 

“My dear nephew, keep calm. We have the greatest soldiers on our sides. Not so long before Ganga Putra brings 

you Bhima’s head.”, smirked Shakuni as he took yet another swig from his flask. He was no warrior and moreover 

he had already played his part in the Dharma Yuddha He had already ripped the Pandavas of their dignity and 

pride. All that was needed now was severe their shameless heads from their bodies. 

“NO!”, screamed Duryodhana. “Bhima’s head is mine. My mace is desperately waiting to taste that pig’s blood. 

He is mine. No one will lay a finger on him” 

“Our army cannot be defeated. Yuvraja’s warfare skills are admirable. According to his wish, our army is facing 

west. We have covered all sides: elephants, kings and the steeds form the body, head and wings respectively. 

Although, our prime concern is to protect Bhishma. Ten akshauhinis will follow me while the eleventh one will 

follow Ganga Putra led by Yuvraja.”, said Drona. 

He turned to look over where Duryodhana was mounted on his horse and started “Bhishma is our only hope if 

we want to win this war and I want you to…” he stopped as he noticed that Dhritrashta putra was paying no heed 

to his command. He was about to reprimand him but he couldn’t help but followed his gaze which led him to the 

enemy’s Vajra Vyuha. Duryodhana’s eyes were fixed upon Arjuna’s charioteer and an unspoken understanding 

passed between Krishna and him. Before he could enquire about the same, he saw that the sun was rising. 

“In the name of Lord Shiva, CHARGE!”, called Bhishma as the battle began. 

 

Kurukshetra War, Day 16, Kaurva Camp 

“Slipped again from my hands, that wretched Yudhisthira!”, yelled Duryodhana as he looked upon the miniature 

army plans. They had done everything right yet, once again, failed to capture Yudhisthira. Karna was himself 
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positioned at the beak of their Garuda Vyuha with Duryodhana and Dushasana being the eyes but the Pandavas 

formed the Krauncha Vyuha and destroyed four akshauhinis of their army. 

“Brother, I will say it again. We have the best assassins of the land on hand. What is the use of this warfare when 

we can end it in one night? Just one drop of poison and those bastards would be at the feet of Lord Yamraj!”, said 

Dushasana as he looked at the tensed brother hunched upon the board with permanent worry lines etched on his 

forehead. “Now that Pitamaha and Gurudev are dead, what is stopping us from serving our own justice and get 

back everything which is rightfully ours?” he argued. 

“No! Poison is a woman’s weapon. I want to kill them with my own hands. I want to feel Bheema’s bones 

breaking under my fingers. I want to see the light go out of the eyes of Arjuna. I want to see Yudhisthira cry over 

the dead bodies of his younger brothers he swore to protect,” hissed Duryodhana.  

“Don’t worry Yuvraj, we will win, we just need to –” began Ashwatthama 

“WHEN? I HAVE DONE MY WAITING. HASTINAPUR HAS DONE IT’S WAITING. WHY SHALL I WAIT 

TO GET WHAT’S MINE. I AM THE SON OF DHRITRASHTRA AND I AM DESTINED TO BE THE RULER 

OF PLACE”, shouted Duryodhana as he upturned the table? Every little dummy soldier was taunting him, 

reminding him of the kingdom that was so close yet out of his grasp. As each day passed with no outcome of the 

war, the gnawing feeling inside him intensified.  

“My dear friend, anger has proven to be the destroyer of well laid plans and the harbinger of defeat. I implore 

you to calm down.”, said Karna calmly. He had been listening to the conversation silently while tending to his 

Vijaya. “Wars aren’t won in one days. We just have to stick to our strategy and if Lord Shiva be willing, the 

victory will be ours. I think…” 

“That’s all you do, don’t you? Angaraja Karna.”, said Shakuni as he stumbled into the tent one hand clutching 

the ever-bleeding wound in his thigh. “Thinking, making strategies, that’s all you have done. We made you 

commander in chief after the death of Bhisma because we had faith in you and your warship skills but it seems 

your time off the battlefield has made you rusty?” he said boring his eyes “with all due respect, Angaraja Karna!” 

he smiled deviously baring the rotting blackened teeth.  

“And what is it exactly you’re suggesting, Mamashree?” gritted Karna as he tightened his hold on his Vijaya.  

Shakuni walked towards Karna, still smiling ____ until he was inches away from his face. Karna could smell the 

wine and the meat on his breath. “Don’t you think I have noticed? Somehow except Arjuna you are never able to 
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defeat the Pandavas. Bheema and Yudhisthira might be a match for you, but the youngest twins? How is it that 

they slip from your hands every time?” 

Karna gulped. “We have talked about this before. I won’t raise arms against an unarmed warrior.” 

“Lies”, hissed Shakuni. “I have heard the rumors and I have seen the way you look at Nakula and Sahadeva. It’s 

the same way by nephew looked at his younger brothers. The same younger brothers they mercilessly 

slaughtered.” There was a shadow of emotion in his eyes but before Karna could detect it, it was gone, his face 

schooled into a neutral, calm expression with a deviant smile.  

“One might wonder where do your true loyalties lie, Angraja?”, said Shakuni.  

“You know them as well as I do. I have sworn my life and allegiance to Duryodhana. All the devas and Lord 

Shiva himself knows that any enemy of my beloved friend has to get to him over my dead body.” 

“And I have never doubted that for a second, Karna.”, intervened Duryodhana who had been listening quietly to 

the exchange between the two. He exchanged a look with Shakuni and chuckled lightly.  

“It’s just…”, he continued as he placed his hand on Karna’s shoulder, “it’s high time we see some results. It we 

are not able to capture Yudhishthira tomorrow, I might have to go after Nakula and Sahadeva. The eldest should 

know the pain of losing the youngest while he is still breathing. I want Arjuna and Bhima to cry over the bodies 

of Madri sons, knowing very well they couldn’t save them.” 

Karna looked helplessly as his friend tightened his claw like hold on his shoulder. Before he could answer, he 

was interrupted by a hooded figure entering the tent. He immediately reached for his weapons perceiving him to 

be an agent of the enemy who had entered the camp.  

Duryodhana eyed his movements before turning to face the intruder. He scrutinized him suspiciously before his 

face broke into a smile.  

“Welcome, O great Maharathi, Welcome! What news you bring?”  

“They have recognized your strategy. Their sole focus would be protecting Yudhisthira now. Arjuna and Bhima 

will personally guard him.”, said the hooded figure.  

“Well then we will have to act faster. They don’t know we know their defense plan. We will have to isolate 

Yudhisthira and capture him in the second prahar itself.”, said Duryodhana.  
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Karna tried to get a clear look at the hooded figure. He knew of all their spies and this one resembled none. Had 

Duryodhana appointed another without his knowledge? And how did he manage to procure knowledge consisting 

of the defense plan of Pandavas without getting caught? he thought.  

Before he could give voice to his questions, his eye caught something glistening underneath the hood of the man. 

He looked more closely saw the bright green blue tail feather of a peacock. No. Nono. It couldn’t be. Never in a 

million years, he thought as started walking towards him to reveal his face. But before he could do so, the hood 

slipped and so did the ground beneath Karna’s feet. 

Karna couldn’t say anything. He couldn’t move. He just looked around the room searching for something, 

anything that would prove this was nothing but a fever dream. He looked at the spy who had his eyes casted 

downwards with a dejected look on his face.  

“What’s the matter, Angaraja? Why do you look like a someone knocked the breath out of you? Definitely bhaiya 

told you of our loyal spy in the enemy camp?”, sneered Dushasana.  

“No. This can’t be true. Not him. Surely this must be a foil. Yuvraj, beware!”, said Karna.  

“Hahahahaha! Easy, my friend. I may not know the Brahmastra like you but I am no fool. Put your mind at ease”, 

said Duryodhana placatingly before turning towards his spy again. 

“Are you sure you were not followed?”, he asked. After the other man nodded in agreement, he continued, “I 

must say I am impressed. My poor cousins will never know what hit them. You are the best spy there is. Telling 

us the weak points of their strategic formation, feeding our false information right into their mouths and all 

without lifting a finger. People are right about you, you know? A man of many talents. Isn’t that right, 

KRISHNA?” 

“You have gone too far from the reservation Duryodhana. I beg you in the name of Lord Shiva, put an end to this 

now. Free my Radhe! She has nothing to do with this. I am doing whatever you are asking of me. Just let her 

go!”, cried Krishna.  

“Begging me, are you?”, drawled out Duryodhana “I must confess, this feels so good. The alleged omniscient 

one begging me. All in good time, Krishna. You play your cards right and you’ll be reunited with your beloved 

in no time.”  

“What-what is going on? Madhav, is this true?”, said Karna. 
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“Are you saying you doubt the Yuvraj of Hastinapur, Angraja?”, piped in Ashwatthama who had been listening 

to the exchange quietly. “Although, I can’t blame you for that. It is often the loyalty of a friend that bids farewell 

when the road darkens.” 

Karna gritted his teeth but refrained from saying anything. He did not want to add fuel to the fire with Shakuni 

right there, eyeing him like a hawk. 

Sensing Karna’s defenselessness, Ashwatthama smiled crookedly, “And while you have been busy giving your 

divine earrings and armor breastplate to charity, I have been following Duryodhana to the ends of the earth- 

gathering allies, deploying soldiers and”, he said “Getting the king of Dwarka to do our bidding” smiling sinfully 

at Krishna.  

“You see, my allegiance like my loyalty is as unshakeable as Angada’s leg in Ravana’s court. My devotion to 

our friend is thicker than the blood that runs in my veins. It isn’t conditioned on the discovery of an old kin.” 

“Ashwatthama! How dare you?”, snarled Karna. 

“Uh. Uh…What I mean is…I mean on Yuvraj’s insistence, I have kept this a secret from my father too because 

we can’t afford moral dilemmas at this stage. My loyalty to my friend is above everything.” 

“And that is why you should not doubt bhaiya’s plans and his ability to coerce…I mean convince your Madhav 

to do our bidding”, said Dushasana.  

Duryodhana chuckled and put his arm around Krishna’s shoulder while the latter looked at Karna, ashamed. “It 

might surprise you, O great one, what people can do if provided with the right incentive. And when it comes to 

love of a woman, even the mighty Gods take a knee.”  

“That’s enough of small talk. We have to get to business before the Pandavas notice that Krishna is gone. After 

all, they do have a habit of following him around like a tail.”, snorted Shakuni. “We have to capture Yudhisthira 

tomorrow by any means. Tell us what have you in that plotting mind of yours Krishna?” 

“The Kamala formation. It is the most complex and almost impenetrable formation. You can use it to trap the 

Pandavas and capture Yudhisthira.”, said Krishna with a voice devoid of any emotion.  

“Almost being the operative word. What’s to say this ‘almost impenetrable’ formation of yours won’t cost us 

akshauhinis of our army”, said Shakuni. “Not to forget the Pandavas and their allies especially Drupada’s army 

are well trained and extremely experienced in warfare. They might be able to break it.” 
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“No, they won’t. Only Arjuna and I know how to break that formation. You will have to create a distraction so 

that I can keep Parth away from it.” 

“The Samsaptakas can do that for us. Led by Susharma, they will challenge Arjuna and lead him to a remote part 

of the battlefield”, said Duryodhana. “That will clear the field for us.” 

“And what about Abhimanyu? He has been trained by you and your son; you might have surely taught him how 

to break any formation. Don’t you dare lie to us because you know who will bear the consequences for it.”, 

warned Shakuni.  

“I. am. Not. Lying.”, gritted Krishna. “The son of Arjuna only learned how to enter the Kamala while he was in 

his mother’s womb. Before he could hear the strategy to exit, Subhadra fell asleep. Even if he enters, you all can 

trap him and…” 

“Very well then. Karna and Aswatthama, you both go ahead and brief our commanders about our plan for 

tomorrow. Dushasana and I will personally talk to Susharma.”, said Duryodhana.  

The brothers exited the tent followed by Drona’s son. Karna stood immobile on his spot, staring at Krishna. He 

could not recognize the man standing in front of him. The man he respected; the man whole nation worshipped 

betraying his friends like a coward.  

“I knew you to be Rannchhod, Madhav. I did not know you were a traitor too.”, said Karna as he stormed off 

without a backward glance.  

Traitor. This was the first time someone had called Krishna that out loud. The Kauravas always referred to him 

as the “spy” or “friend”. He had not even admitted that to himself, thinking that if he did not say it, it would 

somehow turn out to be a nightmare. A nightmare he would wake from any minute in his bed in Dwarka.  

It did not surprise him that Karna was the first one to say it. The epitome of loyalty showing him the mirror. He 

tried to say something, to defend himself in front of the dharmatama but he couldn’t form words. He wanted to 

tell him how he had no choice, how his duty and love for Radha was above everything else but he had no right to 

do so. Wasn’t he the one who tried to convince Karna to abandon the Kauravas and join his brothers? When 

Karna had said how he had no choice, how he had to upheld his promise of friendship till his dying breath, he 

had preached him about free will. Freedom to choose, freedom to side with Dharma and a chance to be reunited 

with his blood kin. But Karna did not bulge. He was ready to die and watch the people he loved die but he was 

not ready to be disloyal. Karna was everything Krishna could never be. 
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“After everything you did, all the planning, plotting to get the Pandavas the throne of Hastinapur, how does it 

feel to be here, Krishna?”, said Shakuni after being left alone with him. 

“You still have time, Shakuni. Recognize dharma and the inherent evil of your actions. Surrender to the Pandavas 

and I will make sure that your life is spared. You still have a choice.” 

“My life will be spared? How very kind of you, O Krishna but it isn’t my life that needs saving. I died the day 

my dear sister blinded herself for Dhritarashtra. It is only revenge I desire now and revenge is what I will finally 

get after years of waiting, bleeding from my thigh.” 

“I have said it before”, gritted Krishna. “We have free will, it was Gandhari’s choice –”  

“Like it is your choice to be our spy? Did we not coerce you to do our bidding by holding hostage the one you 

love? Tell me honestly Krishna, do you not feel helpless in this scheme of ours, doing something you would 

never do, for love?”, said Shakuni with his temper rising, tears spilling out of his eyes, tears he did not know were 

left in him. “Do you not have a wound similar to mine on your heart, knowing that your innocent Radha is 

suffering with no fault of hers? Do you not burn every minute thinking how your beloved is reduced to a pawn 

in the game of men?” 

“Yes”, murmured Krishna. 

“Then you know how I have been feeling all these decades. The mighty Bhishma came to Gandhara and took my 

sister as a bride for the blind prince because she had a boon for bearing a hundred sons. But you’re right.”, 

chuckled Shakuni. “We had a choice to refuse the alliance with the whole army of Hastinapur at our door.” 

“Shakuni, I-” 

“My sister was promised that she would be the Queen of Hastinapur and her sons after her. But then came the 

dharmatma Pandu and swooped everything leaving my blind sister to wander the halls of palace as the Queen 

who never was.”, said Shakuni fisting his angavastra.  

“This fire of your revenge will burn down the nation, Shakuni”, pleaded Krishna. 

“THEN LET IT BURN! Do you think I care about the nation that was so unjust to my family? I want to see my 

nephew on the throne that is rightfully his, come what may.”, said scraping his wound until it oozing blood. “So, 

tell me, O Lord, do you still think we have free will? Are we not, including you, tied by the bonds of love?” 
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“We are. But to navigate through the evil in this world, we must make dharma the basis of our life.”, said Krishna; 

more to himself than Shakuni.  

“Dharma is created by people like you who are too coward to admit that love and desire are the driving forces of 

this universe. You have always used this dharma of yours to do what you think is right. Creating my own dharma 

is the only agency I have ever had”, argued Shakuni as he picked his sword. “And I will follow it to death.” 

 

 

Kurukshetra War, Day 17 

“ABHIMANYU! They killed my son, Madhav. Killed him through deceit. Six experienced warriors against one 

boy. I shall kill them all!”, bellowed Arjuna. His eyes were bloodshot with tears streaming down his face mixing 

with blood from a head wound. Matted hair falling over face, it was as if Lord Rudra had ascended onto the 

battlefield to wipe out the even the memory of Kauravas. 

“Calm down, Parth. I know that every fiber of your being is ablaze but do not forget you are a Kshatriya. It is 

unbecoming of you to lose your cool and take reckless decisions in the midst of the battle.”, said Krishna 

patronizing his protegee.  

“He was my son, Madhav. Your nephew, a brave warrior. How do you expect me to keep my cool? My Gandiv 

is thirsty for the killers of my son and blood is what it shall have!” 

“Arjuna, my dear friend, deliberate on what I am about to say and then take a decision.”, said Krishna. “You have 

to renounce all undertakings. Imbibe the spirit of detachment and perform your duty towards dharma. Slay the 

armies of Kauravas but not for personal revenge; do it for justice and eradication of adharma.” 

Arjuna took a deep breath in an effort to collect himself as his body shook with sobs. All he could think off was 

the bloody, battered body of his son, killed mercilessly. However, he couldn’t let the heart of a father take over 

the mind of a warrior on the battlefield. The future of the Kuru clan rested on his shoulders and he was not to lose 

the sight of the bigger goal- the establishment of Dharma.  

“O infallible one, I place my faith in you. Guide me in fulfilling the purpose of my life and getting justice for my 

son. It is only your instructions I shall follow.”, said Arjuna with folded hands.  
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“Very well. Parth, along with your brothers, ride for north at once, away from your army. Karna, blind with 

desire to defeat you at any cost, will follow you and then we will have the perfect opportunity for a one-on-one 

battle and to end him for good.”, said Krishna internally hoping that the five wise brothers will follow this unwise 

advice of his without question. 

“As you command, Keshav. We shall set for North at once.” said Arjuna as he picked up his Gandiv. 

 

“Arjuna! Stop running like the coward you are. Face me in flesh and blood. Fight like a man!”, exclaimed Karna 

as he followed Arjuna. This was the final stage of the master plan; the death of the Pandavas was at the horizon. 

Karna was following the Pandavas with four of army and Krishna, playing his part was leading the five brothers 

away from their army, away from any prospective help.  

“Krishna, where are we going?” asked Nakula as he joined his elder brothers on his chariot. “The battlefield with 

our army is miles behind us now.” 

“Precisely. How far North do you we have to go? Is it even safe?”, questioned Sahadeva. 

“Perhaps we should cease to ride and fight. My mace is enough to wipe off Karna’s army like the ants they are!”, 

said Bheema.  

“Just follow me. What may seem like a foolish move now is necessary to end the battle for good. Or is it that you 

all don’t trust me?” 

“We most certainly do. Please forgive us if you thought otherwise.” said Yudhisthira as he eyed his brothers and 

signaled them to follow Krishna without any further questions. 

After the chariots ran for another eight miles or so, the Pandavas were in for a shock. From the north, Duryodhana 

was riding towards them with the Narayani sena; from the south, Karna had them and from east and west, Kripa 

and Gandhar’s army was marching towards them respectively while Ashwatthama and Dushasana along with 

their armies were busy battling the Pandavas troops in the main battlefield. 

“Madhav, what is happening? We are surrounded from all sides!”, shouted Arjuna.  

“What do we do now? Oh Lord! Please guide us.” cried Yudhisthira. 

“I am sorry. I am so sorry” sobbed Krishna as he fell in a heap on the ground. “They have Radha.” 
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Realization dawned on Arjuna’s face but there was no time to think about it. “We are on our own, brothers. In 

the name of Lord Shiva, we shall fight till our hearts are pumping blood. Our hearts in which dharma resides, 

today and forever.”, said Arjuna in a composed voice.  

With this the sons of Pandu picked up their weapons, ready to fight; each of them knowing that they did not stand 

a chance.  

 

“Radha! Radha! Oh! You are free at last. Come here, embrace me.” said Krishna as he walked towards his – now 

free- lady love. 

“Krishna would never do what you did. Betraying your own? You’re a coward.”, seethed Radha.  “I would have 

rather died in captivity than to live to see this day. They worshipped you. Your wish was their command and you 

might as well have picked up the sword in your hands and killed them.” 

“Radhe? What is it you’re saying? Your bitter words are piercing my heart like daggers.” 

“I despise you. You are responsible for the downfall of Bharatavarsha. YOU!” cried Radha as she began to walk 

away from the man who was no better than a stranger to her now.  

“No, No Radha. Not you too. I had no choice. Please don’t leave me.” begged Krishna clutching his beloved’s 

hand. 

“Everyone has a choice and you made yours.”, said Radha as she broke free of Krishna. “This is indeed the end.” 

“RADHA! I BEG YOU! RADHAAAAA!” 
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Glossary 

Akshauhinis- battle formation consisting of consisting of 21,870 chariots, 21,870 elephants, (65,610 horses, 

and 109,350 infantries. 

Angaraja- King of Anga country. 

Angavastra- traditional piece of cloth worn by men. 

Bhaiya- elder brother 

Bharatvarsha- India 

Dharmatma- saintlike 

Dharma yuddha- righteous war 

Gandiva- divine bow of Arjuna 

Garuda Vyuha- military formation in the shape of an eagle.  

Gurudev- teacher 

Krauncha Vyuha- military formation in the shape of a heron. 

Maharathi- A warrior capable of fighting 720,000 warriors simultaneously, circumspect in his mastery of all 

forms of weapons and combat skills. 

Mamshree- maternal uncle 

Narayani sena- army of Lord Krishna of Dwarka; known as the supreme army of all time. 

Parth- name given to Arjuna by Lord Krishna. 

Pitamaha- Grandsire 

Prahar- subdivision of the day (approximately three hours long) 

Putra- son 

Ranchhod- one who ran away from the battlefield. 

Vajra Vyuha- battle formation 

Vijaya- divine bow of Karna 

Yuvraja- crown prince 

 

THE END 
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