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Disclaimer

This volume is a work of historical reconstruction and interpretive scholarship. It draws upon a wide array of traditional narratives, oral histories, community records, folklores, religious texts, archaeological reports, epigraphic references, and secondary scholarship that collectively shape the cultural memory of Samrat Agrasen and the Kingdom of Agroha.

While every effort has been made to consult reliable sources and to present information with accuracy and respect, it must be acknowledged that the historical record pertaining to Maharaja Agrasen is fragmentary and largely derived from oral traditions and regional manuscripts, many of which lack formal textual authentication. Consequently, portions of this work necessarily rest on interpretation, comparative study, and reasonable inference rather than on incontrovertible historical documentation.

The authors and the publishers expressly state that no part of this book purports to assert unverifiable historical claims as established fact, nor is it intended to promote or challenge any religious, social, or community belief. All representations of events, personalities, or institutions have been compiled in good faith and for the purposes of cultural preservation, academic discussion, and intellectual exploration.

The opinions and interpretations expressed herein are those of the authors, based on their research, dialogue with community scholars and elders, and study of available literature and artefacts. Neither the authors nor the publishers shall bear any liability for interpretations, conclusions, or any subsequent use of the material presented.
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When Vaibhav Agrawal joined my business, Frontier India Technology, as a media intern a few years ago, I had no idea that our professional relationship would eventually evolve to a long-term bond and mutual learning. He kept a positive relationship with me even after his internship ended. During one of our discussions, I pushed him to seek a law degree. Ironically, with his encouragement, I ventured on a similar academic road myself. 

Vaibhav approached me some weeks ago with a request: publish the book he had written about Maharaja Agrasen and, more broadly, the history and legacy of the Agarwal community. He also asked me to write a foreword. Initially, I was hesitant to write it because I do not belong to the community. I trust that the readers will appreciate it.

I had long assumed that I knew only one Agrawal. This book educated me that the community includes not only Agrawals but also Guptas, Jains, and more than thirty other surnames, many of which I know personally or have worked with. It made me realize that I had been surrounded by members of this wonderful community for far longer than I realized. 

Growing up in a military family, I was constantly aware of India's cultural and ethnic diversity. This exposure has allowed me to respect and work well with people from various areas of life. I have especially happy memories of working with the Jains in Mumbai's Zaveri Bazaar, where their business ethics, discipline, and humanistic approach left an indelible impression on me. Their influence, together with that of the Sindhi business community, has impacted many of my own entrepreneurial instincts and practices. 

Reading Vaibhav's book on Maharaja Agrasen, I discovered many familiar ideas and principles that echoed what I've witnessed in practice among Jains and Agrawals alike. The book also helped me comprehend the philosophical and historical roots of these economic traditions, which are founded on ethical trade, social harmony, and charity. One of my favorite lessons, which I have frequently used personally, is the concept of "spending ten paisas to trace the loss of one paisa," which is a metaphor for diligence and integrity in business.

For me, this book was a journey of discovery. It has cleared up many misconceptions about the Agrawal community, and I hope it does the same for outsiders. Communities like the Agrawals have long been admired—and even misunderstood—for their entrepreneurial prowess. However, as this book demonstrates, their success stems not from business but from a deeply ingrained culture of altruism, discipline, and personal compassion.

I applaud Vaibhav Agrawal for his intelligent and thoroughly researched work. Through his work, he has preserved Maharaja Agrasen's heritage and provided readers with a glimpse inside one of India's most illustrious business societies, recognized for both their entrepreneurship and their generosity.

Joseph P. Chacko
Author of Foxtrot to Arihant—The Story of the Indian Navy’s Submarine Arm
and Co-author of Warring Navies: India and Pakistan
Founder, Frontier India Technology
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	Samrat Vallabhsen with Maharani Bhagwati Devi
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​​Prologue
The Forgotten King Remembered
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There are kings who leave behind towering monuments of stone including pyramids, palaces, fortresses that scrape the sky, and then there are kings who live not in stone but in the breathing memory of their people. Samrat Agrasen, remembered as the founder of Agroha and the progenitor of the Agrawal community, belongs to the second category. His palace walls may have crumbled, his throne turned to dust, but his ideals, his stories, and his name still echo across centuries, carried in rituals, genealogies, and the living practices of millions.

If you walk today into the heart of Haryana, to a modest town called Agroha not far from Hisar, you find yourself among mounds of ancient earth and the remnants of walls long buried. Locals point to them as the soil of Agrasen’s city, the “Ther” mound, where once upon a time a king resolved that no one in his realm should sleep hungry, where a young prince hardened by exile and betrayal chose non-violence and compassion as his royal creed. The Archaeological Survey of India has dug trenches here over the last century and a half. Coins have been unearthed with the name Agrodaka stamped upon them, terracotta figurines of women and animals, shards of pottery, and layers of settlement that speak of life bustling two thousand years ago. To a scholar, these are data. To a devotee, they are relics. To both, they are fragments of a story that refuses to die.

And yet, beyond the Agrawal households and the temple shrines where his name is recited, beyond the Agroha Dham complex where pilgrims gather in devotion, Agrasen remains curiously absent in the mainstream pages of Indian history. Pick up a standard school textbook, or even many weighty academic volumes, and his name is scarcely found. The paradox is striking, here is a figure whose memory has inspired generations of merchants, philanthropists, and reformers; whose name is invoked every year on Agrasen Jayanti in cities across India; whose ethical injunctions give a brick and a coin to every newcomer, never take more than fair profit, never harm a living creature, have shaped an entire mercantile ethos. Yet for centuries, his story has remained tucked away in community narratives, devotional pamphlets, and family lore, rather than written into the central canon of Indian history.

Why?

The answer lies in the peculiar way history survives. Indian civilisation has always held a complex relationship between myth and fact, between sacred genealogy and datable evidence. For kings like Ashoka or Akbar, who left inscriptions on rock, who minted coins by the millions, who built pillars and forts and left records in the hands of chroniclers, history’s archive is visible, undeniable. Agrasen, by contrast, belongs to that liminal space where legend and archaeology brush shoulders but never fully embrace. His memory survived through oral traditions, Puranic references, genealogical lists, and the practices of his descendants, rather than through stone inscriptions. Archaeology can point us to Agroha’s flourishing town life in the early centuries BCE, but it cannot (yet) hand us a tablet that says, “Here sat Agrasen, son of Vallabhsen.”

And so, Agrasen was left in the margins, celebrated in households, neglected in textbooks.

But perhaps this neglect tells us something profound, that history is not only what is carved in stone, but also what is whispered across generations. Agrasen’s story has endured not because kings or colonial archaeologists chose to record it, but because families in bazaar towns and villages retold it at every festival, because communities bound by commerce and kinship clung to their founder’s name, and because his memory was woven into rituals of birth, marriage, and worship. His true monument is not a fort but a community, the Agrawals, spread across India and the world, whose identity begins with his name.

To write of Agrasen, then, is to take on a double task. On one hand, we must honour the legendary narrative, the genealogy that stretches back to Maryada Purushottam Bhagwan Shri Ramchandra’s son Kush, the tales of penance and boons, the swayamvara of Princess Madhavi, the founding of Agroha, the eighteen yajnas. These are not merely stories; they are vessels of meaning, coded with the moral lessons by which generations have lived. On the other hand, we must also sift through the archaeological record, the coins of Agrodaka, the pottery layers at Agroha mound, the stratigraphy noted by Rodgers in 1888, the trenches cut by Srivastava in 1938 and Sharan & Khatri in the 1970s, the latest surveys that reveal subterranean walls. This is the historian’s burden, to hold both myth and matter, reverence and reason.

The silence of mainstream historiography around Agrasen also raises a deeper question, what counts as history? Is it only that which can be pinned to carbon dating, or is it also that which lives in unbroken memory? Agrasen forces us to confront this boundary. The people of Agroha will tell you he was as real as the soil beneath your feet. The scholar will say, here are coins, here are layers, here is a settlement whose name matches the legend. And between them lies the fertile ground where culture grows, where faith becomes identity, where myth shapes behaviour, where history and heritage intermingle.

This book is, therefore, not just a biography of one king but a tapestry of a people. It is about the life of Agrasen, son of Samrat Vallabhsen Maharaj, descendent of Shri Ram, warrior at Kurukshetra, king of Agroha, philosopher of compassion. It is also about the life of Agroha itself, its soil, its coins, its markets, its temples. And it is about the life of a community, the Agrawals, whose rise in trade, philanthropy, and modern enterprise all trace back, in their own telling, to this one ruler.

And so we begin, with a king whose throne has vanished but whose ideals still rule; with a city that crumbled into mounds but still breathes in every Agrawal heart; with a story that straddles both myth and history, memory and archaeology. To remember Agrasen is not only to honour a forgotten king, it is to ask how communities craft their past, how memory becomes a monument, and how one man’s vision can echo through the ages.

​
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Chapter 1
Genealogy of Light: From Ikshvaku to Agrasen
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Every great story begins with a source of light. For Agrasen, that light was not only his own vision of justice but also the radiance of the dynasty he inherited, the Suryavansha, the Solar Dynasty.

In Indian imagination, the Suryavansha is not merely a family line, it is a river of dharma flowing across centuries. Its most dazzling jewel is Lord Rama, prince of Ayodhya, whose story became the Ramayana, whose reign became the very model of good governance. To be born in this dynasty was to inherit not only royal blood but also the burden of living up to ideals etched in every household prayer.

The story begins with Rama, but it does not end with him. After Rama’s exile and return, after his reign that Indians still invoke as Ram Rajya, the torch of the dynasty passed to his sons, Lava and Kusha. Kusha ruled over Kushasthali, and from his loins sprang generations of kings whose names now rest like beads on a string in Puranic lists. These are not household names today - Atithi, Nishadh, Pundarika, Vajranabh, but in their time, they were sovereigns who kept the flame of Rama alive.

It is in this unbroken chain that Agrasen appears, the 34th descendent of Kusha, a flicker of sunlight carried across centuries. For his community, this lineage has no dry chronology. It is the very reason Agrasen’s ideals carry weight, he is Rama’s child, the custodian of a legacy older than memory.

The Genealogical List

The Agrawal chronicles recite the names as if they were mantras, each syllable resonant with the pride of ancestry. From Atithi to Vallabhsen, each king is a step on the staircase that leads to Agrasen. The list, preserved in texts and community memory, runs as follows:

	Atithi
 

	Nishadh
 

	Nala
 

	Nabha
 

	Pundarika
 

	Kshemandhava
 

	Dewaneek
 

	Ahinagu
 

	Ruru
 

	Paripatra
 

	Bala
 

	Uktha
 

	Vajranabh
 

	Shankh
 

	Vyusitasva I
 

	Vyusitasya II
 

	Hiranyabha
 

	Pusya
 

	Dhruvasandhi
 

	Sudarshan
 

	Agnivarna
 

	Shighra
 

	Maru
 

	Prasusurita
 

	Susandhi
 

	Amarsa
 

	Mahashwat
 

	Vishok
 

	Vishrutavant
 

	Vishwsaha
 

	Presnjit
 

	Vrahtsen
 

	Vallabhsen
 

	Agrasen
 


The cadence of these names, when recited aloud, has a hypnotic rhythm. They are not merely a record of rulers, they are a rope across time, tying the bustling bazaars of present-day Agrawals to the epic court of Rama. Even if some of these kings now stand as shadows, their stories lost to the winds of history, their names remain alive in this litany.

Genealogy in Indian Culture: Social Memory and Legitimacy

Why such insistence on genealogy?

In ancient India, genealogy was a passport of legitimacy. To rule was to claim descent, and to claim descent was to prove worthiness. Kings wove their authority not only from their armies but also from their ancestors. Communities, too, wove their identities through descent: Brahmins traced their gotras back to sages, Rajputs to solar or lunar dynasties, merchants to founders like Agrasen.

For the Agrawals, genealogy is their shield against the dismissive sneer of “mere traders.” When an Agrawal recites his descent from Agrasen and through him, from Rama, he is asserting that his community is not only mercantile but royal in spirit. The ledger books of the bazaar are balanced by the lineage books of kings.

And beyond politics, genealogy served a deeper cultural function, it was memory’s architecture. In societies without birth certificates or
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