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NEWS FROM LAKSHMI ASHRAM 
   
           January 2006 
Dear friends, 
 
First of all I wish you a happy New Year. Here is the latest news from Lakshmi Ashram – 
SANCHAR 98 with the following articles: 
 

o “Quarterly Report on Activities of Tradition-based Water Resources Programme 
by Basanti Behn 

o “Continuing Our Efforts for Self-Sufficiency: Increasing Production of Ginger and 
Tulsi” by Basanti Behn 

o “Study Tour 2005 – The Sacred Shrine of Kedarnath” by Nandi Bisht 
o ”Gandhi Jayanti: 2nd October 2005” by Kanti Didi 
o “Welcome home, Didi” by Archana Bahuguna 
o “Divali – Festival of Lights” and the Tale: Lakshmi and the Clever Washerwoman”  

 
Just these days we are very happy because Radha Didi is in Denmark for two months. 
She is working together with a Danish writer Marie Thøger on a book about Serala 
Behn, the founder of Lakshmi Ashram. They are using Serala’s autobiography, which 
David Hopkins has been translating from Hindi to English. 
 
While Radha is here, we will arrange a meeting for the friends of Lakshmi Ashram. It will 
be on Sunday 19th February in the afternoon. 
 
Thank you for all the money for sponsorships and other contributions. I still ask you to 
support Lakshmi Ashram. Any amount of money will be received with pleasure. 
Contributions that are not earmarked are also very good. The money will be used for 
educational material, study tours, projects in the villages etc. Thank you for your co-
operation. A sponsorship for one of the girls is about 240 Euro. 
You can send money to me by cheque or to the following account: 
0270-3141861, BG Bank, Glostrup Afdeling, Hovedvejen 126, 2600 Glostrup, DK-
Denmark 
att. Lakshmi Ashrams Venner, Lone Poulsen 
 
With love, 
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SANCHAR 98 
 

Quarterly Report on Activities of Tradition-based Water Resources 
Programme (July-September 2005) 
By Basanti Behn 
 

As a result of the monsoon rains not beginning on time in June, 
the agricultural activities in the fields were delayed both in starting 
and being completed. This year the transplanting of the rice 
seedlings was not completed until early July, while the regular 
weeding and hoeing went on until the beginning of August. The 
women were regularly engaged in hoeing their millet fields until 
the middle of August. This meant that we were not able to 
construct the ‘chals’ and ‘khals’1 above their springs in July as 
planned, neither could we undertake the proposed tree-planting. It 
was only after 15th August, when the women were free, that we 
arranged meetings in the villages. 
 

Kaphari Village: 
We planned to construct 600 khals and contour trenches above their spring to prevent 
the runoff of water. As the women were busy in their work they were unable to partici-
pate, however the men of the village lent their full cooperation. Some offered voluntary 
labour, others support in other ways, and thus the ‘chals’ and ‘khals’ were dug. 
 In this village, once the work of hoeing the fields was finished, the women carried 
out planting of trees above the spring where the men had dug ‘khals’. It had been 
decided in the women’s meeting that the menfolk would construct the ‘khals’ and ‘chals’, 
while the women would do the tree planting, and this is what they did. On 24th August all 

the women of the village, some thirty in num-
ber, planted 400 saplings, including Himalayan 
oak, utis, kweral, and bamboo, all species that 
will help in increasing the fodder resources of 
the community. The saplings were obtained 
from the Harihar nursery of the Forest Depart-
ment in Bageshwar district. There was a very 
good area to plant these saplings above the 
water source in Kaphari. It was also the path for 
the villagers to go to the forest and for their 
cattle to graze. The women agreed to take the 
responsibility of protecting the saplings. During 
the days when we were planting the saplings it 
seemed that there would not be rain, and that 
the saplings would not survive. However this 
year there was heavy rain right up to the end of 

                                                 
1 ‘Chal’ & ‘Khal’ – local names for small ponds that conserve surface water runoff, a traditional local 
practice for water conservation. 
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September, and the saplings have taken root. There is a lot of water in the spring. This 
year there was a lot of damage to the crops, for after the rice had ripened there was 
heavy rain, causing the farmers a great deal of worry. 
 

Khirakot Village: 
Here too, on the hillsides above the Golu water source, the members of the women’s 
group dug contour trenches to prevent runoff and increase percolation. Some of the 
village men were also involved, some giving voluntary labour, others helping in other 
ways. The grazing area for the village cattle is in this forest. Some of the area is rather 
rocky, and the cows cannot go there. The villagers undertook some tree planting in this 
particular area. If these trees take root, they want to enclose the area on all four sides 
and create a good forest. If the women’s group can get support from some source and 
an enclosing wall can be built, then the area would be well protected from grazing cattle 
and the trees would grow. There is a spring below this area that needs to be renovated, 
also another water source that used to flow even in the hot summer months. The pre-
vious year there was a cloudburst in this small, steep valley, which caused the spring to 
instead appear lower down. A large ‘khal’ is being built above the original water source 
in cooperation with the Gram Sabha, and it is hoped that the water that will collect in this 
and percolate into the soil will lead to the old water source being rejuvenated. In July 
everybody was busy in agricultural work and there was also prolonged heavy rain. In 
August construction of ‘khals’ and ‘chals’ was undertaken along with tree planting. 
Several meetings were also organised.  

Now once again the villagers are busy in their fields. As a result of the recent 
heavy rains plenty of runoff has collected in the ‘khals’ that we have constructed, and 
the surrounding slopes are moist. The trees that were planted have also taken well. The 
work undertaken in both Kaphari and Khirakot has gone off very well – both the con-
struction of water harvesting structures and the plantation activities. In this area the men 
are mainly active in their fields, however they have joined in the activities undertaken 
through the women’s groups. The women’s groups though are very active, and they 
work very hard together, taking full responsibility for whatever they undertake. 

Now some renovation work of springs remains, which will be undertaken in 
November and December. In October the villagers are very busy in their fields. An 
exposure visit will be arranged in December to Ufrainkhal in Pauri Garhwal, where 
Sachidanand Bharati has been the inspiration for some excellent work undertaken by 
the local community in traditional water management.  

The government piped water supply is quite undependable. Our springs need to 
be rejuvenated, well cared for, the surroundings kept clean and action taken to increase 
the flow. People’s attitudes are changing. It is inspiring to work with them when they are 
active and understanding, and when the fruits of their efforts are visible. 

Once the villagers have completed their harvesting and the sowing of their winter 
crops and are free from their fields, then the work of renovation of springs will be 
undertaken in Khirakot, Bijoriya, Kaphari and Raulayana. At the same time it has been 
proposed in the village meetings that the priest of Raulayana perform special worship of 
the springs in December, after the tour to Ufrainkhal. There is excellent participation by 
the local community. The village women are highly motivated, and take an extremely 
active interest in the work being undertaken. 
 



 4 

Continuing Our Efforts for Self-Sufficiency: 
Increasing Production of Ginger and Tulsi 
By Basanti Behn 
 
For the past few years all of us in Lakshmi Ashram have been making use of ginger and 
tulsi (basil) in herbal tea, which helps a lot in keeping away coughs, colds and fever, 
especially during the winter months. It is tasty as well, while its medicinal qualities keep 
us well. 

This year we sowed tulsi and ginger 
in larger quantities. In previous years 
we had only used our production 
within the Ashram family. This year 
as an experiment we had made up 
250 and 100 gram packets of dried 
tulsi which we have placed in our 
khadi bhandar (shop) for sale to the 
public. Sales have been good and it 
has won acceptance from everybody. 
The local people especially have 
bought it in quantity. Tulsi can also 
be used as a natural pesticide. We 
are also making tulsi available to 
people here and there for publicity. 

People have told us that tulsi is a fine medicinal plant. This year we had a very good 
harvest of tulsi, and after drying it we had three sackfuls, and we have also saved half a 
kilo for seed. Its seed is very small and fine, black in colour. We have also provided 
some seed to people for sowing. By increasing the quantity of tulsi grown, we can 
reduce illnesses. 
 This year we have purchased fifty kilos of ginger root for planting. At the time of 
sowing there was moisture in the soil, but later on in June it was very hot and there was 
no rain. In some of the fields the ginger had dried and had not grown evenly. Afterwards 
the rains came and we weeded and hoed the fields regularly. Just recently in November 
we have dug up the ginger and harvested 122 kilos. We have prepared dried ginger for 
the Ashram family, and these days we are drinking herbal tea of tulsi and ginger every 
day. We are also using ginger in the kitchen, adding it to the vegetables and lentils. This 
gives both a good taste, and eating it in winter keeps the body warm. Ginger too is a 
kind of medicinal plant. This year we have saved ginger root to be sown in the fields in 
the coming year. 
 We are also selling some ginger to local shops. If we get a good market then we 
can increase our production. The monkeys do not damage either the ginger or the tulsi. 
While we can dry turmeric and get a good price for it, however we cannot do the same 
for ginger – it takes more effort and the demand is less. 
 This year our efforts have brought us success, and we look forward to doing even 
better in the coming year. 
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Study Tour 2005 – The Sacred Shrine of Kedarnath 
By Nandi Bisht 
 
Every year Lakshmi Ashram offers us the opportunity 
to go on a study tour. As in previous years, this year 
too we had the opportunity to go on a study tour - to 
Kedarnath, a place of pilgrimage. This five-day study 
tour allows us the opportunity for recreation, at the 
same time it offers us the chance to also learn a great 
deal. This year’s tour was to the sacred pilgrimage 
place of Kedarnath, one of the four sacred spots of 
pilgrimage in Garhwal Division. Filled thus with an 
irresistible desire to see it for ourselves, we were 
impatient to go there. 
 On the morning of 24th October we set out by 
bus on our tour, reaching Rudraprayag the very same 
day, passing from Kumaun into Garhwal. On the way 
we passed through the beautiful Garur valley, with its 
little villages, each set a short distance apart, very 
charming to the eye.  

Then from Gwaldam we entered the land of 
peaks, reaching proudly to the heavens. There are 
also mountains in Kumaun, but the Garhwal peaks 
are something unique. Therefore I feel that it would not be out of place to call Garhwal 
the land of peaks, I found Garhwal very charming, with its towering mountain ranges, the 
lower slopes covered with mixed forest. One after the other standing up proud and tall, 
these peaks even today attract us towards them.  

Our first halt was in Rudraprayag. We reached there late in the day, so we had no 
chance to wander around. We set off the next morning for our next halt, arriving around 
ten o’clock at a place called Masta, where is situated an institution run by Shri Devendra 
Bahuguna. This was our destination today. 

We were not tired today, so we set out to visit the places of interest nearby. We 
came first to the village of Narayan Koti, where there was an extremely ancient temple 
from the time of the Pandavas. I had the chance in this temple to observe the art of the 
ancient sculptures. From there we went to see the Jakh Maharaja temple which was 
situated very high up, from where we could look down on the beautiful valleys all 
around. The local people have a deep faith in this temple. It is said that Jakh Maharaj 
fulfils everyone’s deepest desires. Every year in June a splendid fair takes place there, 
attracting people from far, far away. From there we went to see the Vishwanath temple 
in Guptkashi where we offered worship to Lord Vishwanath, before returning back. We 
were all tired from the long walk, but we had the joy of recalling the satisfaction of seeing 
such beautiful places. Having eaten and tidied up, we were ready to take a rest. Thus 
passed the second day of our tour, one that had given much joy to each of us. 
 Early the next morning at five o’clock we set off for Kedarnath, reaching 
Gaurikund at seven o’clock, from where our journey on foot was to begin. There was 
also a natural hot spring there, where we took a bath, before setting out on the walk. 

� � � � ��� �� 	 
�
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There were many people going 
with us along the path, every-
one looking very joyful. The 
path wended its way through 
beautiful forest. One kilometre 
on from Gaurikund was 
Rambara, where we stopped 
for breakfast, giving us all 
renewed energy to carry on. 
Now the Himalayan peaks 
seemed close at hand. The 
cold winds from the snow-
covered peaks were filling us 
with enthusiasm. At half past 
eleven we reached our goal – 
standing in the courtyard of the 
temple, the peace and joy that I 
felt I cannot express in words. 
Entering into the temple I could 
not control my feelings and I 
wept with tears of joy. All 
around was a feeling of purity, 
of sanctity. I was somewhat 
saddened though to see the 
temple priests – their attention 
was entirely focused on what 

the devotees were offering in worship! Because of a lack of time we had to quickly return 
down, however in my mind I did not want to leave.  

The following day we set off to return, and spent that night in Gwaldam. There too 
we had ‘darshan’ of a hilltop temple. From all around Nature was shining in her splen-
dour. From the high summit could be seen valley upon valley. Looking out over this 
panorama all our fatigue just melted away. I had no desire to leave behind these 
beautiful forest paths. Nevertheless, even though not wanting to, we returned back to 
the road. Reaching Kausani we found ourselves recalling all those whom we had met on 
our tour, and all that we had seen. All in all this study tour was in every respect a true 
study tour. I learned a great deal. It was the first time I had seen Mother Nature so close 
at hand. Throughout the tour the following lines were going over and over in my mind: 
 
“Sachmuch adbhut hai yah prakriti 
Sunder aur manohari hai. 
Koi shabdon men badh nahin sakta 
Aisi sarvopari satta hai yah prakriti.” 
 
“Truly marvelous is this Nature, 
Beautiful and captivating the heart; 
Unable to be captured in words, 
Such a Supreme Power is this Nature.” 

� � � �� �� � 	 �
� ���� � 
�� ��� � � � �� � 
� �� � � 	 �� �
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Gandhi Jayanti: 2nd October 2005 
By Kanti Didi 
 

Preparations in our Ashram for Gandhi Jayanti (Gandhi’s birthday), 
both at the intellectual and the practical level, are a continual 
ongoing process. The very life and soul of the Ashram is in the 
practical realisation of Basic Education, Bapu’s gift to us. However 
Gandhi Jayanti has its own special importance. Impatiently we wait 
for 2nd October. In preparing for it we seek to understand Gandhi in 
depth; every child in the Ashram knows who Gandhi was, what his childhood was like, 
what message is hidden in each and every incident in his life. From starting out in life as 
an ordinary individual, how did he eventually become such a great personality? To study 
these and other issues in depth we have already read together Gandhi’s ‘My Experi-
ments With Truth’ and the novel in Hindi based on Gandhi’s life in South Africa, ‘Pahla 
Girmitiya’ (= The Leading Indentured Labourer) at the end of our morning community 
prayers. Through this those living in the Ashram already have a profound respect and 
reverence for Gandhi, as well as a deep understanding. In singing songs about him, in 
performing plays depicting incidents from his life, they come even closer to him. 

Impatiently awaiting 2nd October, everyone was filled with enthusiasm and great 
joy in anticipation of taking part in the procession. The day finally arrived; everyone was 
up by five in the pure hour of dawn. At first light the girls lined up in the hostel courtyard, 
singing beautiful songs welcoming the new day and, accompanied by the sweet sounds 
of the dholak (a small drum) and majir (cymbals), then set off from our gate walking in 
step two by two, the atmosphere was filled with enthusiasm and joy. From ‘Devi Udyan’ 
where we had ‘darshan’ of the Himalaya, the descent down to the village began. Singing 
these songs of Gandhi, “De Di Hamen Azadi” (‘He gave Us Freedom’), “Bina Kharag 
Bina Dhal” (‘Without a Sword, Without a Shield’), “Sabarmati Ke Sant Tu Ne Kar Diya 
Kamal” (‘Saint of Sabarmati, You Have Brought About a Miracle’) and his favorite hymn 
“Raghupati Raghava Raja Ram”, our rally reached the bazaar in Kausani.  

From there we followed the road up the hill to the entrance to the Anasakti 
Ashram and entered its grounds. The line comprising our young students and older 
workers was a long one, the green dress and white dupattas of our girls looking very 
beautiful to the eye. Some tourists were walking here and there in the grounds of the 
Ashram, admiring the sunrise. We reached the prayer hall of the Ashram, where photos 

�� �� � � � � � 

�� � � �� � �
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hanging on the walls illustrated Gandhi’s life, while at the front was a life-sized picture of 
Gandhi garlanded with flowers. All the members of our Ashram sat quietly down, and the 
tourists from outside also joined us, so that the prayer hall was completely full. This 
morning the renowned Gandhian worker, Shri Kameshwar Bahuguna, also joined us in 
the prayer meeting.  

Our prayer meeting began with the All-Faiths Prayer, “Le Ja Asatya Se Satya Ke 
Prati”, ‘Lead us from the unreal to the Real’. The sweet and melodious, emotionally 
moving, sounds of Gandhi’s favourite devotional hymn, “Vaishnava Jane To Tene 
Kahiye” and his beloved dhun, “Raghupati Raghava Raja Ram”, resonated through the 
prayer hall. The atmosphere became filled with those deepest qualities of Gandhi – 
compassion, love and tenderness. In our hearts we longed that this atmosphere 
continue on and on, so that we might lose ourselves in it. 

After the prayers, Kameshwar Bahuguna, emotionally moved to tears, addressed 
those present. Listening to his words, all those present were deeply moved. The prayer 
meeting over, breakfast was served to everyone in the dining hall of the Ashram. 

Our early morning 2nd October programme went off very well. 
 
 

Welcome Home, Didi! 
By Archana Bahuguna 
 
All of you know that Lakshmi Ashram’s 
fountain of inspiration, our respected Radha 
Didi has for a good number of years been 
responsible, as General Secretary, for the 
activities of the Kasturba Trust in Indore. 
With Radha Didi’s guidance and direction 
the various activities of our ashram con-
tinued to flourish. Nevertheless there was at 
the same time a continuous void felt, 
because of her not being physically present 
among us. We were also aware that, in the 
absence of such an immense talent, anyone 
in India would suffer. Our tireless efforts to 
bring Radha Didi back among us must have 
undoubtedly brought sadness to the 
Kasturba Trust, because to be denied 
contact with Didi’s activities, her demeanor 
and spirit, brings sadness to one and all. 
Even so we always understood it to be a 
priority for Didi to return amidst us – to 
provide us with a firm ideological foundation, to bring dexterity to our conduct, a sparkle 
and grace to our feelings. And finally our dreams came true! 

 On 30th October 2005 Radha Didi returned to be permanently among us. There 
was no limit to the joy everyone felt. All were ecstatic with heartfelt delight. Everyone 

� � � � � �� 
� 
��� � � 
� 
� � �� 
�
� �
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had poured out his or her feelings on her arrival informally by warming embracing Didi. 
However, even though it was not too formal, a function to welcome Didi back home was 
organised on 13th November, with all those present expressing their enthusiasm and 
feelings in various ways. The function got off to an auspicious start with a song wel-
coming Didi back home. The children sang with great zest and enthusiasm, and then 
presented a sketch expressing the joyous theme of this special day. Each of the classes 
had produced their own magazine, in which the children had expressed themselves 
beautifully through essays, poems and letters on Didi’s homecoming. Some workers too 
had contributed to the children’s magazines, pouring out their feelings in verse. 

In addition all the workers had together composed a letter addressed to Didi, and 
presented her with a woollen rug. Then again some of the workers, as well as two close 
friends of the Ashram who were present on the occasion – Ramashish Ray and Pamela 
Chatterjee – expressed in words their deeply felt thoughts and feelings. Some gave Didi 
some beautiful gifts that they had made themselves – greeting cards, landscape 
paintings, and pieces of embroidery. As well as Bari Did everyone extended an emo-
tional welcome to Gita Behn, a former Ashram trainee who had returned along with Didi 
from Indore. 

 Finally Radha Didi, choked with emotion, said a few words – words bestowing 
love and energy, interspersed with uplifting thoughts. Full of motherly affection, Bari Didi 
said that where, on the one hand Kasturba Trust had given her a loving though tearful 
farewell, Lakshmi Ashram had welcomed her with tears full of love. The love that both 
had expressed so profusely, being a reflection of Didi’s outstanding personality. The 
eyes of all those present were moist with joy.  

 After distributing sweets to everyone the function to welcome Didi home was 
formally concluded. 

 
 

Divali – Festival of Lights 
 

Madhur Jaffrey has written “Seasons of Splendour”: Tales, Myths and Legends of India. 
She writes among many other things about Divali – Festival of Lights. Divali was this 
year celebrated on 1st November. 

 
“Lakshmi, the goddess of wealth and good fortune, lives with the stars in the sky but she 
loves to look down and see lights twinkling on earth as well. So to please her, once a 
year on Divali day – which fell on a dark moonless day in November, we were in the 
habit of decorating the outside of our home with tiny oil lamps. 

Divali day was a holiday for the whole country. While I tied a fresh ribbon in my 
hair, thousands of tiny oil lamps were lined along the parapet of our roof and on every 
window sill, doorway and ledge. Nothing was lit until after evening prayers – and after 
my mother had told us the Divali story. By this time it would be quite dark. We would run 
outside and begin lighting the lamps, one by one. 

Soon the whole house would be glittering, as would our neighbour’s house and the 
house next to that. The whole country was probably glittering. Then it was time for the 
fireworks.” 
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Lakshmi and the Clever Washerwoman 
 

“Once upon a time, a king and a queen lived in a beautiful palace. The Queen was 
rather spoiled and vain. Every Divali she would ask her husband for the most expensive 
presents. Each year the King gave her whatever she asked for, however difficult it was 
for him to get it. 

One particular year, the Queen had asked for a seven-string necklace of large 
pearls. 

The King sent a thousand divers to the far corners of the earth searching for those 
pearls. Just before Divali, the divers returned. They had, a great peril to their own lives, 
found just the right oysters and, from them, pulled out only those rare pearls that were 
large and perfect. 

 
The grateful King thanked the 
divers profusely and gave them 
large sums of money for their 
labours, He sent the pearls to the 
royal jeweler to be strung and on 
Divali morning he was able to 
present his wife with the gift she 
desired. 

The Queen was jubilant. She 
put on the necklace and imme-

diately ran to the mirror to admire herself. She turned her head this way and that, 
convinced that she was, indeed, the most beautiful creature in the whole world. 
 It was the Queen’s custom to go to the river every morning to bathe, accom-
panied by a bevy of handmaidens. On this particular morning when she got to the river 
bank, she undressed and, just as she was poised to dive into the water, she remem-
bered that she was still wearing her seven-string necklace of the pearls. 
 She stopped and took it off, laying it on top of her clothes. “Watch my necklace,” 
she called as she dived off the rock. 
 The handmaidens watched the necklace carefully, but something happened 
which even they were unprepared for. A crow flew down from a nearby tree, picked up 
the necklace and flew away with it. The handmaidens screamed and shouted but it was 
no use. The crow had flown out of their sight. 

When the Queen found out what had happened she cried with frustration and 
anger. She went back to the palace and, still sobbing, told the King of her misadventure. 
The King tried to console her, saying that he would get her a prettier necklace but the 
Queen pouted and said that she would not be happy until her seven-string necklace was 
found. 

So the King summoned his drummers and heralds. He ordered them to go to 
every town and village in the kingdom, telling the people that a reward would be offered 
to anyone who found the Queen’s necklace. 

Meanwhile the crow had flown from the manicured palace grounds to one of the 
lowliest slum areas. Here he dropped the necklace on the doorstep of a poor washer-
woman’s hut. 
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The washerwoman did not live alone. She shared the hut with her constant 
companion, and old toothless crone, called Poverty. The two were not particularly fond 
of each other but they had been together ever since the washerwoman could remember 
and had become quite used to each other’s ways. 

As it happened, the two occupants of the hut were away when the crow flew by. 
The washerwoman was collecting dirty laundry and Poverty, as usual, was accom-
panying her. One their way home, they passed the village market where they stopped to 
hear the King’s drummers and the proclamation about the Queen’s necklace. Poverty 
began to cackle, “Oh the ways of royalty! What will they lose next? Why do they bother 
us common people with their antics!” 

But the washerwoman was thinking other thoughts. She had never owned any 
jewellery and wondered how she would look in a seven-string necklace. 

When they got home and the washerwoman put her bundles down, the first thing 
she noticed was the pearl necklace lying on her doorstep. She picked it up and was 
about to put it on when a thought occurred to her. “I have an errand to run,” she told 
Poverty. “I will be back in a minute.” So saying, she rushed off with the necklace and 
headed straight for the King’s palace. 

The guards tried to stop her but she told them what she was carrying, they 
escorted her directly to the King. 

The King was very happy to get his wife’s necklace back. He praised the washer-
woman for her honesty and then, picking up a large purse containing the reward money, 
he said, “Here, take this for your pains. It should keep you well fed and well clothed for 
the rest of your days.” 

To his surprise, the King found himself being refused. The washerwoman seemed 
to have something else in her mind. She said, “I am a poor, humble washerwoman, your 
majesty. I do not want the money which you are so kindly offering me. There is one 
favour, however, that I hope you will grant me. Today is Divali. I want you to decree that 
no one, not even you, will light any oil lamps in his home. Today I want all houses to be 
dark. All except mine. I want mine to be the only lighted house in the entire kingdom.” 

The King, grateful that he had got off so lightly, agreed. He sent out his drummers 
and heralds with the decree as he had promised. He ordered his palace servants to take 
down all the oil lamps and to put them into storage for the following year. 

The washerwoman rushed home, buying as many oil lamps along the way as she 
could afford. She arranged these carefully outside her hut and waited. 

Night fell. The washerwoman lit all her lamps and looked around. The rest of the 
kingdom to the north, south, east and west, lay in total darkness. 

Lakshmi had, of course, left the heavens and was ready to perform her yearly 
duty of going from house to house, blessing with prosperity all those that were well lit. 
This year, something was wrong. There were no lights to be seen anywhere. Poor 
Lakshmi stumbled along in the darkness, from one house to another, but nowhere could 
she see the slightest trace of a welcoming glimmer. 

Suddenly she spotted a glow of bright lights far away in the distance. She began 
running towards it. 

It was the middle of the night when a very exhausted Lakshmi got to the 
washerwoman’s hut. She began pounding on the door, crying, “Let me in, let me in!” 

This was the moment that the washerwoman had been waiting for. She called out 
to Lakshmi, saying, “I will let you in only on the condition that you stay with me for seven 
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generations.” Just then, the washerwoman looked behind her and saw Poverty trying to 
creep out through the back door. She rushed to the door and locked it. Poverty began to 
shout, “Let me out, let me out! You know there isn’t room in this hut for both Lakshmi 
and me.” 

So the washerwoman said, “All right, I will let you go but only on the condition that 
you do not return for seven generations. “ Poverty said, “Yes, yes, I will do as you ask. 
Just let me out of this place. I cannot stand the sight of Lakshmi.” At that the washer-
woman opened the backdoor and Poverty rushed out. 

Then she hurried to the front door where Lakshmi was pounding desperately and 
crying, “Let me in, let me in!”  

“Only on the condition that you stay with me for seven generations,” the washer-
woman repeated. 

“Yes, yes,” said Lakshmi, “I will do anything you ask, only let me in.” 
And so the poor washerwoman let Lakshmi into her home and it was blessed with 

wealth and prosperity for seven generations.” 
  


