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 My

Ancestry

I was born on 20th September 1928, in Bangalore, and was the offspring of
two dynastic families. My father was the heir to the Arni Jagir, and my
mother came from another well known ‘Purniah’ family from Mysore.

The Arni Jagir was granted to my ancestor, Vedaji Bhaskar Pant, in
1640 by the great Mahratta emperor Shahjee for services rendered during
his conquest of South India. The Jagir was later ratified by his son Shivaji
who also invaded the South. The extent of the Jagir was 211 sq miles and
consisted of 192 villages.



My mother’s ancestor was Dewan K. Purniah (1746–1812) who served
as a Dewan for both Hyder Ali in 1776 and his famous son Tipoo Sultan.
Purniah later served as the first Dewan to the Maharaja of Mysore and, as
a result, was made the Jagirdar of Yelandur.

Both the jagirs were abolished by the Zamindari Abolition Acts, passed
in 1948 after India got her independence.

Prior to our independence, the first born son of a jagirdar inherited the
bulk of the estate, leaving very little for the other offspring and nothing
for the female members. As such my mother did not inherit any real estate
though she belonged to a Jagir family.

Before the grant of the jagir to Vedaji Bhaskar Pant in 1640, our
ancestors were known as Pants. Vedaji’s grandfather was Tula Pant, who
was born in 1502. Vedaji was the 1st Jagirdar of Arni, and my father was
the 12th and last Jagirdar of Arni. After the Jagir was granted, our family
name was changed from that of Pant to Rao Sahib, which was a hereditary
title conferred on the Jagirdars of Arni.



The Madras Estates (Abolition and Conversion into Ryotwari) Act,
1948 (Madras Act XXVI of 1948) was implemented by the Madras
Government that included both the states of Tamil Nadu and Andhra
Pradesh. Our Jagir was abolished by the Government on Jan 3rd 1951 and
Rs 12.5 lakhs was awarded as compensation to our family. This was
woefully inadequate as the Jagir was earning Rs. 2 lakhs per annum!

Under Section 54-B the Government is still under obligation to pay
12.5 crores under the Act if the monies distributed falls short of this
figure. It has been estimated that only half of this has been distributed. So
the claims have been made. The Government’s excuse is that since the
original Act covered both Andhra Pradesh and Tamil Nadu as one entity,
they would have to determine the figure jointly, which could never be
realized.

My father’s name is Srinivasa Rao Sahib and my mother’s name
Sushila Bai Purnaiya. My father had one younger brother named
Gopalswamy Rao Sahib. Both the brothers were educated at Newington
House, a finishing school for sons of Maharajahs and Zamindars.
Gopalswamy then went to London and qualified as a barrister. He



committed suicide when the Madras Government took over the “Arni
House”.

I had 2 brothers; my elder brother was Venkat Rao Sahib (Pom) and my
younger Ranganatha Rao Sahib (Babu). We spent our entire childhood in
Madras. Apart from a short stay in “Arni House” in Egmore, we spent our
childhood living in rented bungalows, one of which was the famous
Abbotsbury house. This was because my father refused to invest in a home
in Madras, as he was more interested in buying cars and horses!

The Jagir estate owned 2 Palaces in the town of Arni; the Divan Khana
and Srivilas.

There was also one palatial hunting lodge in Poosamallikukkam a few
kilometers from Arni town.

Divan Khana palace housed the women, children and guests. Srivilas
was meant solely for the Jagirdar and his Durbars. These buildings were
all sold to the Government of Tamil Nadu by my father after the jagir was
abolished. These are currently in a deplorable condition and uninhabitable.



The hunting lodge at Poosamallikukkam is however in a very decent
shape and with some renovation, it can become a heritage site.

Apart from these palaces, we owned a palatial bungalow called Arni
House in Egmore Madras. As mentioned earlier, this property was
acquired by the Government by a state law, which lead to my uncle
committing suicide. It was later demolished to house new buildings.

Another property in Ooty, named Woodlands, was sold in 1950 to
provide additional funds for the family as the Jagir was abolished in 1948.

We also possessed a property in Bangalore, referred to as Arni Hall.
This was given to the Maharaja of Mysore by my grandfather to repay a
debt. The Mysore Maharaja in turn sold it to the Maharaja of Gondal.
Presently known as the Jai Mahal Palace hotel.

I have described all the palaces and real estate our family owned for in
the end when the jagir was dissolved, we three brothers (Pom, Babu and
myself) and our mother were left with no home or real estate from the
Jagir. Such is the irony of life!

My mother married my father at a very young age, and had 3 sons
before she was 20 years old! In her 20’s she developed TB and was housed



in a nursing home in Madanpalle. It was during that period that my father
got attracted to another woman by the name of Ivy Brown.

We 3 boys were very young and were in living in Bangalore at that
time. My father subsequently sent us to live Madras as this was a better
place for our education. He rented a 3 room suite for himself at the posh
Westend hotel in Bangalore and spent 40 plus years living there. Ivy lived
with her family.

Later in life, when his money ran out, he rented a 2 storied house in
Primrose Road where he occupied the ground floor and Ivy, the top floor.
He lived there till his death.

My father spent most of his money (or shall we say the revenue from
the Jagir!) on buying cars and horses and in gambling. He did not save
anything for his family to purchase a home in a big city like Madras. My
father loved cars so much, that he asked for them as part of his dowry. He
had bought and sold 182 cars in his lifetime, for which he maintained a
meticulous ledger!

Despite his indulgence in cars, racing and gambling, he gave my
mother sufficient money for our family to live very well with several
servants, including a car.

We three brothers had our schooling in a ‘so called’ European school
called Doveton Corrie in Vepery. Thereafter, Madras Christian College,
Tambaram was our residential college, where we completed our
Intermediate Examination. We were boarders in St. Thomas hall and had
the famous A. J. Boyd as our Principal and Prof. Macphail as warden.



Pom, myself and Babu were born in 1926, 1928 and 1930 respectively.

In my school days I always stood 1st in class whereas my brothers were
quite happy to be in the first ten! Pom was a voracious reader and Hi-fi
equipment enthusiast, whereas Babu liked sports and played the Piano
very well.

Around 1943, when I was about fifteen years old, I was influenced, by
the Gandhian movement that was sweeping across the whole country. I
took to spinning the Charaka wheel, making cotton into yarn and taking
these to the khadi centers for weaving by other members.

I started wearing Khadi clothes whenever possible. I got hold of banned
books edited by Gandhi, and read everything that was written by him. I
was so influenced by Gandhi, that it alarmed my family.

In my lifetime I have had the good fortune of seeing Gandhi at very
close quarters, in a Khadi centre in Madras. He was wearing only a



loincloth, and in my eyes his skin was gleaming like bronze and was not
brown as normally described.

Again in 1946–47 several students including me walked from our hostel
at Tambaram along the railway tracks to Central station (Trains were not
running because of a general strike). We were shouting slogans, “Quit
India” and praising Gandhi and Subhas Chandra Bose in particular. We
were a group of 15, had joined a procession of other freedom fighters and
had already walked 25 kms. We were tired and hungry. Night was falling. I
offered them food and shelter.  
We walked to my home. My mother was shocked but she got the food
made and arranged mats for sleeping. My brothers Pom and Babu did not
like what I had done.

After we finished our intermediate exams, we branched off to whatever
line we wanted to specialize in. Pom (elder brother) and Babu (younger
brother) went to Loyola college and thereafter to the Alagappa college of
Chemical Engineering.

I decided on Presidency College (1947–1951) to do my MSc in organic
chemistry.

Incidentally, our great grandfather Srinivas Rao Sahib had instituted a
Jagirdar of ARNI Gold Medal for Physics and Chemistry in 1877 in the
Madras Presidency College to be awarded to an outstanding student in the
subject. This medal has been won by the great scientists C.V. Raman and
S.C. Chandrasekhar before they won the Nobel Prize. I was totally
incapable of reaching such heights but the subject interested me possibly
because of the visual representations of the chemicals and chemical
equations! I did my MSc under the tutelage of Professors Seetharaman and
famous T.R. Govindachari.



During the period 1939 to 1950 we stayed in a bungalow called
Brooklands in Pycrofts Garden road, Nungambakkam, Madras. We built a
Tennis court in our compound and also had a cricket net for practice.
Several of our college and school friends spent their spare time in our
house which became a meeting ground for heated debates and for sports.

The names of my friends that readily come to my mind are George
Keir, Rads Radhakrishnan, Chellaiah Peter, C.V. Seshadri, C.K.
Karunakaran, Sonny Thomas, Vishy, Venu and Che cha.

We had a car and we would often go to the Marina Beach in the
evenings.

During our summer holidays, we would go to Bombay and stay with
mother’s sister and her children. It was a meeting ground for all our
cousins. Since we stayed in the heart of Bombay, at Churchgate, we were
within walking distance of eating places and cinema theaters. On the
whole, our life during our childhood and teenage years was filled with
activities and was fun.

It was around 1948, that a major rift took place in our family, with all
of us splitting from our father! My father decreased the monthly
allowance to our mother and us children because he had less funds at his
disposal due to the Zamindari being abolished. During that time Pom,
wanted to pursue higher studies in the US. Our father was hesitant to fund
the trip.

According to the law relating to the Zamindari compensation, 80% of
the compensation was to be divided equally between the Jagirdar, his sons
and grandsons, if any. This meant that my 2 brothers, my father and myself
were entitled to an equal share in the compensation.



Pom asked my father for his share of the compensation. My father was
furious, and, to make matters worse, I also joined Pom and asked for my
share, and our mother supported us. He was very angry with the whole
situation; losing the jagir and on top of that giving his sons their rightful
share of the compensation. He took revenge on us by cutting my mother’s
monthly allowance.

To cut a long story short, we 3 brothers appointed King and Partridge as
our lawyers and we were granted our share in the compensation.

Pom went to Purdue university for his doctorate. I became richer due to
the compensation and could afford much more than a normal student
could!

We were also able to make funds available to my mother whenever she
needed it. She was keen on attending Queen Elizabeth II’s coronation in
1952 and we 3 brothers financed her trip. She left India and travelled to
UK first class by Ship to attend the Coronation and then left for the US to
spend some time with Pom. When she was in New York she stayed at the
well known Waldorf Astoria. We had given her a wonderful holiday.

During our working life she gave up her home in Madras and stayed
with each of us by turns. All three of us loved her very much as she trusted
us and encouraged us in whatever we pursued. Though we were Brahmins
we all married out of our caste, and were first to do so in 400 years. She
very gracefully accepted our decision and made our wives comfortable to
the extent she could. She was immensely broad minded in that she put up
with our father‘s exploits in order to keep the family intact. All our school
and college friends were very fond of her as she treated them very well.

Our father was physically and emotionally absent from our lives. Our
dear mother made up for all that. To that extent we were very fortunate.

You can read more about my ancestry at www.arnijagir.com.
After the Abolition of Zamindari in 1948, we brothers got caught up

with our education and family and children and therefore no one had
raised the subject of what became of Arni Palaces and the ARNI GOLD
MEDAL.

It was in 2005 when I was 77 years old, I became curious about the fate
of the Arni gold medal. My letters to the Principal of Presidency college,
where the ARNI GOLD MEDAL was instituted, drew a blank. The only

http://www.arnijagir.com/


person I knew who could help me out was my cousin, Padma Vibhushan
C.R. Krishnaswami Rao Sahib, ICS. He was the Cabinet Secretary in
Indira Gandhi Government, and had settled down in Madras. We
communicated, and he on his part contacted the Chief Secretary, the head
of Endowments, the college principal, the registrar etc. They all promised
but failed to act. I even sent a letter the President of India, Abdul Kalam.

In 2009 a distant relative of mine, sent me some pictures of the Arni
palaces and the Forest hunting lodge at Poosammalikuppam. Till then my
interest in the palaces lay dormant. But those photos spurred me on to act;
I once again wrote to my cousin in Madras, CRKS.

The Palatial bungalows were in such bad shape, that unless the
Government restored them quickly, they would be in ruins. My cousin
once again tried to get help from the Principal Commissioner in the
departments of Archaeology, Director, Museum, Chief Secretary, etc.

He was pursued the matter till his death in 2013. Of course nothing
came out of it.

About the same time that I had approached him, I made 2 videos and
put them on YouTube for the public to witness it pressurize the
Government to act.

With the Jagir abolished and the Palaces all sold, I have these artifacts
kept in memory of my ancestry. On the left is the mirror that I now possess
and also seen in an old picture of the durbar hall. Below that is the silver
mace, one of 16, held by the attendants in the durbar.



Moola Brindavana
The “Moola Brindavana” of Sri Sathyavijaya Swamiji is about 2 miles
from Arni. He is one of the descendants of Madhavacharya. The Brindavan
is three centuries old.

It subsequently became the headquarters of the Jaghirdars and was a
flourishing Madhava Centre of Learning with many pundits of eminence
in all branches of Sanskrit. It flourished largely due to the patronage of the
then Jaghirdars of Arni.

The daily Poojas and the annual aradhanas of the Swamiji went on
smoothly till the Zamindari system was abolished and the Jagir taken over



by the Government.
Srinivasa Rao Sahib (the 10th Jagirdar) did not have a son for a long

time and yearned for one. Despite his visits to various temples, conducting
yagnas and homams his desire for an heir remained unfulfilled. He was
then advised to seek the blessings of Sri SathyaVeeraThirtha. Though the
Jagirdar was skeptical, he met the Swami who assured him that he would
be blessed with a son. Within a year his wish was fulfilled and the 11th

jagirdar was born!
The Jagirdar then invited Sri SathyaVeeraTheertha to his court and

presented him with many gifts and donations to his mutt.
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