
Badrinath 

 

Do you have a pet or ever had a pet that you cherished? Well, this is the story 

of me- Prince Raj. I lived in India when the country was covered with dry desert 

and the population was increasing at an alarming rate.  One day, my wife gave me 

a tiger called Dhruv as a present to mark our 10th wedding anniversary. Dhruv 

adored me and was the kindest, most gentle of animals. 

 

Now my eldest son had died tragically at an early age (the reasons for which you 

do not need to know at the moment) and my only heir was my son: Adi.  Dhruv 

loved my son too and would spend hours playing games in the palace grounds with 

him, playing games inside the palace, playing games anywhere they could- it was 

beautiful to see.  

 

One afternoon, my wife and I left the palace for a reason to this day that I still 

cannot recall. We left Dhruv with my son, knowing that he would protect him 

from intruders and any potential danger. 

 

Hours later, as the evening sun set, we returned.  To my surprise, Dhruv limped 

towards me and collapsed at my feet, fatigued.  I knelt down to pat my faithful 

friend, but I pulled my hand away for Dhruv was covered in blood. 

 

With a shout of anguish, I rushed to my son’s room and there met a terrible 

sight.  The curtains were torn, the Persian rug was covered in blood, and my son 

was nowhere to be seen. 

 

I seized the tiger, drew my sword and in my grief I killed Dhruv.  “Murderer!” I 

screamed.  “You have killed my only heir!”  Dhruv stared up at me with those 

eyes that you could stare at for ages and he didn’t once blink as his life slipped 

away. 

 

As Dhruv’s body stilled, I heard a noise from the palace courtyard.  Running 

outside, I flung open the doors to find my precious son, and beside him lay the 

body of a man. 

  

I knew instantly what had happened: Dhruv had attacked and killed the palace 

intruder to protect my son.  With a howl of disbelief and repentance, I turned 

back to Dhruv, but my faithful friend lay quite dead. 

 

Now even to this day you can see Dhruv’s grave near the Himalayan mountains in 

the town of Badrinath.  There in the valley of flowers, you will find the small 



stone that I used to mark the memory of my greatest friends that by my own 

hand I slew.  Killed in haste. Killed… by me.  


