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Goswami Tulsidas: The Divine Poet of Ramcharitmanas and Hanuman Chalisa
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Jai Shri Ram
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This universe is far more vast and mysterious than we can ever imagine. Countless stars, planets, constellations, and galaxies exist within it. Among them lies our sacred planet Earth, home to many countries and diverse cultures. And within this Earth is our beloved India — the sacred land where Lord Shri Ram, the epitome of righteousness, incarnated to destroy evil and establish dharma.

His ideals, his character, and his devotion did not just illuminate the land of India, but the entire world. Even today, people in every corner of the globe worship Shri Ram with deep love. Through the ages, countless poets, saints, sages, and scholars have sung of His divine glory.

Among these great devotee-poets, one name shines with special reverence — Goswami Tulsidas ji, who wrote Shri Ram’s divine stories, ideals, and devotion in the simple and sweet language of the people, “Awadhi,” through his masterpiece Shri Ramcharitmanas.

This scripture is not only a literary jewel; it is known as an ocean of devotion. The emotional and devotional portrayal of Shri Ram’s divine character in it continues to guide and uplift millions of lives even today.

The renowned scholar of Kashi, Pandit Madhusudan Saraswati ji, praised Tulsidas ji with the following verse:

आनन्दकानने ह्यस्मिन् जङ्गमस्तुलसीतरुः।

कवितामञ्जरी भाति रामभ्रमरभूषिता॥

Meaning:

“In this blissful garden of Kashi, Tulsidas is like a living basil plant. His poetry blossoms beautifully, and the bee-like Lord Ram forever hovers around it.”

Shri Ramcharitmanas earned Tulsidas ji immense respect and an immortal place in the hearts of devotees. He also composed the Hanuman Chalisa, recited daily by millions of Hanuman devotees. In addition, he wrote Hanuman Bahuk and Bajrang Baan, which remain deeply cherished among devotees even today.

But the life of Tulsidas ji was far from easy. His journey was filled with struggles and hardships. Born into a respected Brahmin family after years of vows, pilgrimages, and prayers by his parents, he stayed in his mother’s womb for twelve months. When he was born with thirty-two teeth he did not cry; instead, he uttered “Ram, Ram.” His birth occurred under a rare and inauspicious constellation.

Because of old superstitions, village priests and people considered the child unlucky. Just a few days after birth, his mother passed away. His father abandoned the newborn. The nurse who raised him for five years also died from a snakebite. Now he was completely alone  no family, no shelter, no one to call his own.

The little orphan sat on the steps of a temple, chanting the name of Ram. And that same abandoned child later wrote Shri Ramcharitmanas, a divine epic filled with devotion, and became immortal in the hearts of millions.

Come, let us walk through the untold stories and struggles of Tulsidas ji’s life  from his birth to his final moments. His life not only inspires us but also teaches us how high a human being can rise through devotion, perseverance, and unwavering faith.
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Chapter 1) A Wondrous Birth: Twelve Months in the Womb and Born with 32 Teeth!

By the grace of Lord Shri Ram, India is considered one of the most divine and sacred lands on Earth. It is believed that the gods themselves dwell here. Rivers, mountains, trees, and all of nature are worshipped as the forms of the Divine. People of different languages, cultures, and traditions live together with love and harmony. Every morning, with the first rays of sunlight, the sound of aarti, conches, and temple bells fills the air, spreading spiritual energy everywhere.

In this blessed land was born the greatest devotee of Shri Ram Goswami Tulsidas ji, the saint whose Shri Ramcharitmanas and Hanuman Chalisa are still recited with deep devotion across the world. His parents spent years visiting temples, fasting, and praying to God for the blessing of a child. But on the day he was born, perhaps no one was as happy as his mother for fate had already decided a difficult path ahead.

This story goes back to the 16th century. In a beautiful village named Rajapur near Prayagraj lived Shri Atmaram Dubey and his wife, Hulsi Devi. Shri Atmaram was a Brahmin, respected for his knowledge of scriptures and astrology. The villagers held him in high regard. Though his married life was peaceful, one sorrow silently troubled him. Because of this, he once visited an old friend, a wise astrologer of the village.

Atmaram: Pranam, Pandit ji.

Pandit ji: Welcome, Atmaram. What brings you here? Is everything well?

Atmaram: By Lord Ram’s grace everything is fine... but there is one pain that has no remedy.

Pandit ji: What troubles you, Atmaram?

Atmaram: The same pain that troubled King Dashrath before the birth of Lord Ram.

Pandit ji understood his concern.

He replied gently: 

Pandit ji: I have examined your and Hulsi Devi’s horoscopes carefully. According to the signs, you are destined to receive a radiant and wise son, one whose devotion, knowledge, and character will illuminate the entire world. His name will be remembered with reverence for ages. Have faith in God.

Atmaram (sadly): Faith is all I have... but my heart is losing patience. Years of marriage have passed. Relatives whisper, people talk... Some even ask me to remarry. But how can I commit such injustice to my devoted wife? What fault is hers? If only we had one child, all these tongues would fall silent... Please tell me what to do.

The wise Pandit placed his hand on his shoulder.

Pandit ji (seriously): There is only one remedy: chant the name of Lord Shri Ram and trust Him completely. I can clearly see a divine child entering your home soon.

Hearing this, Atmaram’s sad heart filled with hope again. Overjoyed, he rushed back home to share the good news with Hulsi Devi. Together, they visited many temples, observed fasts, and prayed sincerely for a child.

A few weeks later, the auspicious news spread through the village that Hulsi Devi was pregnant. The couple’s happiness knew no bounds.

Atmaram (joyfully): Hulsi, it is true at the house of God there may be delay, but never darkness. Do you know what Pandit ji said? Our son will be so wise and radiant that his glory will shine across the world. He will be one in millions and we will have the fortune of being his parents. How merciful my Shri Ram is!

Their days passed quickly, filled with joy and devotion. Hulsi Devi dedicated herself to prayer and spiritual practices during her pregnancy. She even experienced moments that felt miraculous. Both husband and wife believed that a divine soul was soon to grace their home.

Nine months passed peacefully. But when the time for childbirth arrived, there was no labor pain. The tenth month passed... then the eleventh... yet the child did not come. People began whispering about this strange pregnancy. The baby was active and healthy, but still not born.

No healer, priest, or midwife had an explanation. Atmaram and Hulsi continued to trust God, but deep inside, fear began to grow.

Finally, when the twelfth month began, Hulsi Devi went into labor. The midwife and a maid named Chuniya were with her inside the house, while Atmaram anxiously waited outside with relatives and well-wishers. He feared for the safety of both mother and child.

And then the long-awaited sacred moment arrived.

Tulsidas ji was born.

This divine birth took place on 11 August 1497 (Samvat 1554), on the Shukla Saptami of the month of Shravan.
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पंद्रह सौ चौवन विषै, कालिंदी के तीर। 

श्रावण शुक्ला सप्तमी, तुलसी धरयौ सरीर.
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The maidservant, Chuniya, came running with joy to give this blessed news to Shri Atmaram ji. But the child’s birth was far from ordinary, and the worry on the midwife’s face was clearly visible. She stepped outside and said,

This is astonishing! Hulsi Devi has given birth to a child who already has all thirty-two teeth, and instead of crying, he is uttering ‘Ram-Ram.’ The baby is healthy, but Hulsi Devi’s condition is very delicate. She needs utmost care.

While Hulsi Devi was overwhelmed with joy on seeing her divine child, Atmaram ji being an astrologer himself—looked at the exact time of birth and realized that the child had been born under Mool Nakshatra. According to scriptures, this nakshatra is considered inauspicious for parents and family.

A strange fear settled in his heart.
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He said to Hulsi Devi:

Hulsi... What kind of test is God putting us through? We prayed for years, fasted, visited temples... but perhaps we were never destined to have a child. Maybe we forced God to give us what was not in our fate. That is why He has sent us this lifelong sorrow. After so many years we finally received a child, but he was born under Mool Nakshatra... which the scriptures say brings misfortune to the family. And look at your condition, you are so unwell...
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Hulsi Devi, with calm strength in her voice, replied:

What are you saying? After years of devotion, we finally received this blessing. Don’t call our prayer’s answer a curse just because of what people say. Place your hand lovingly on your son’s head once... all your fear will disappear.

Atmaram spoke in a trembling voice:

How can my fear disappear, Hulsi? Your health is getting worse every day... You can’t even get up from bed now. Every priest in the village says this child is dangerous for you. I cannot lose you because of this child... I will take him far away.
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Hulsi’s eyes filled with tears.

How can you even think of this? Am I the first woman to fall ill after childbirth? What fault does this innocent child have? You are such a learned man. Life and death are results of our own karma. My son is not inauspicious for anyone. And even if something happens to me, it is my fate  not the child’s fault. Promise me that after me, you will care for our son.
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Atmaram’s voice turned stern.

No, Hulsi. I cannot make that promise. I will leave the child today itself. I will place him in the lap of Mother Ganga. I cannot lose you. Never.

Hearing these words, Hulsi Devi was shaken to her core. A terrifying fear came over her.

If something happens to me... what will happen to my innocent child? Oh Lord! What disaster is about to happen? A mother alive... yet her child abandoned? A father planning to leave his newborn to die? No... no, I will never let this happen. O Lord, protect my child!

It was not that Atmaram ji felt no love for the newborn. He too had wandered from temple to temple praying for a child. His heart didn’t want to abandon the baby but fear had overtaken his wisdom.

He had examined the child’s horoscope himself and consulted the village’s most respected astrologer as well. Their warnings had settled deep inside him. He believed the child was responsible for Hulsi’s worsening health. As the head of the family, he decided painfully that abandoning the newborn was the only way to save the rest of the family.

A father often buries his own emotions to protect his loved ones.

Atmaram ji too was doing the same fulfilling his duty while hiding his inner sorrow.

But on the other side, Hulsi Devi was tormented with worry for her child’s life.

For her son’s safety, she made a very big decision.

What was that decision?

Come, let us discover this in the next chapter...

Chapter 2) A Childhood Full of Pain
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Mother Hulsi’s health was getting worse day by day. Even the Vedic medicines were no longer working. She knew her life was slipping away, and her biggest worry was her little child. She wanted to leave him in safe hands before she left this world.

One night, she called her maid Chuniya and said softly,

Chuniya... you have served me and my family with so much love. Today, I want one last favour from you. I will remain forever grateful to you.

Chuniya immediately said,

Mistress, what are you saying? Please tell me what I need to do.

Hulsi Devi continued,

I don’t know how much time I have left. And I don’t know why, but my husband, Shri Atmaram, believes this child has brought misfortune to us. He has made up his mind to abandon the child... he wants to leave him on the banks of Mother Ganga.

Chuniya replied gently,

Malkin, maybe he said this out of fear after seeing your worsening condition. Don’t worry, you will recover soon. And once you do, all his fears will disappear.

Hulsi Devi sighed,

I pray to God that you’re right. But my heart is restless. Please... take my child with you. Keep him with you until I recover. I will be at peace knowing he is safe under your care.
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