
I N D I A  U N F O L D E D

MY JODHPUR
A Journey Through the Blue City

T H E  M E H R A  FA M I LY

A  S A M P L E  E D I T I O N



T H E  K I N G D O M  B E H I N D  T H E  B L U E  C I T Y

JODHPUR
In 1459, Rao Jodha moved his capital from Mandore to a bare rock 120
metres above the plain — and Marwar never looked back.
The city that grew beneath Mehrangarh painted itself indigo, taxed opium, silk and sandalwood on

the caravan road beneath its walls, and became one of the most powerful kingdoms in Rajasthan.

You walked through it for three days. This book is that walk — your photographs, in the order the

city gave them to you, and the five centuries of story that each one stands in front of.

How to read this book: the photographs are yours. The history is ours. Neither is complete without

the other.
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The walls of Mehrangarh from the ramp inside Jai Pol.
Kipling wrote of a palace that “might have been built by Titans and coloured by the morning sun”. Begun in 1459, it was never taken by direct

assault — the closest anyone came left cannonball scars on the old gate behind this one, kept unrepaired as a boast.



Navchokiya, the first morning.
The bluest quarter of the old city lies under the fort's west face; the indigo is deepest in the two hours after sunrise, before the sun climbs in and

bleaches it. You went at eight. It shows.



A C T  I  ·  T H E  C U R S E  ·  1 4 5 9

The king who moved a city
Mandore, the old Rathore capital nine kilometres north, had proven impossible to hold, so Rao

Jodha moved his seat to a hill of birds — evicting the hermit who lived there. The story goes that

the old man cursed the rock with drought, and that a villager, Raja Ram Meghwal, volunteered to be

buried alive in the foundations to soften it. What is certain: the crown honours his family's land to

this day.

The city that grew beneath the rock painted itself blue, and nobody can fully prove why. One telling

says the colour marked Brahmin households and the fashion spread outward; another that copper

sulphate, added to limewash against termites, left the tint behind; a third that a blue wall simply

keeps a house cooler under a desert sun. Each theory has evidence and each has holes. The

grandmothers of Navchokiya renew the indigo every spring regardless — which is the answer that

may be truest of all.

1459
Rao Jodha begins Mehrangarh. The curse, the sacrifice and the colour all enter the telling within a generation.
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From the cannon terrace, the fort's last hour.
Everything Mehrangarh was built to protect, in one look down: the city pressed to the walls like it is still seeking shelter. The cannons along this

rampart faced the only directions an army could come from — which is to say, all of them.



A C T  I I  ·  T H E  L A N D  O F  D E A T H

Why the desert made Jodhpur rich
Marwar means, by the common reading, “the land of death” — the dry country between the

Aravalli hills and the deep Thar. That name is the key to everything you looked down on. A land this

hard could not feed a kingdom, so the kingdom fed on movement instead: the caravan road from

Central Asia to Gujarat's ports ran under these walls, and Marwar taxed everything that walked it

— opium, silk, copper, sandalwood, dates.

MA RWA R

Jodhpur

Jaipur

Udaipur

Jaisalmer

Marwar within Rajasthan — the Rathore kingdom, its capital at Jodhpur from

1459, astride the road from the north to the sea.

The Rathores, who trace their line to the sun, arrived as refugees from the Gangetic plain and out-fought everyone

who held the ground before them. Their genius was to be indispensable: too fierce to conquer cheaply, too useful

to destroy. So read the fort as the whole equation at once — rock because the land gives nothing softer, height

because wealth needs watching, splendour because the desert road paid for all of it.
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Through the gate.
Jodhpur organises itself by gates — seven of them into the fort alone, each built to mark a victory or a marriage. Jai Pol, the “victory gate”,

went up after the siege of 1807; Loha Pol, the iron gate, carries the handprints. You passed through an old-city pol at ten in the morning, when

the arch is in shade and the street beyond is lit.



I N S I D E  M E H R A N G A R H  ·  L O O K  C L O S E R

What the plaques won't tell you

The carved courts. Whole walls here are lattice — the court watched the city through them without ever being seen,

which is the idea of Mehrangarh in one detail. Behind you: Moti Mahal's periwinkle chambers, the palanquins and

howdahs that tell you who rode, who carried, who travelled hidden.

The handprints. On the left-hand wall beside Loha Pol, at palm height: small handprints pressed into the stone,

smeared with vermilion. Sati marks, traditionally attributed to the widows of Maharaja Man Singh, who died in

1843. Most visitors walk straight past. You didn't.

The cannonball scars. Dedh Kangra Pol, the old gate behind Jai Pol, is pocked with the strikes of the Jaipur-led

siege of 1807 — never repaired, and the victory gate built in front of them as a boast in stone.

Who runs it. Mehrangarh never passed to the state. The royal family's trust, founded in 1972, turned a garrison

into one of India's finest museums.
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A C T  I I I  ·  A  H A N D F U L  O F  M I L L E T  ·  1 5 4 4

“I had nearly lost the empire of Hindustan for a handful of
millet.”
Sher Shah Suri — the Afghan who had driven the Mughals out of India — took Marwar in 1544, at a

price he is said to have rued in exactly those words. The Rathores took their desert back within a

year of his death. They would need the trick again: in 1679 Aurangzeb seized Marwar, and Durgadas

Rathore's thirty-year fight to restore the infant heir to the throne became one of the great loyalty

legends of Rajput India.

The fort was never taken by direct assault. Every army that came to Jodhpur learned the same thing Sher Shah

learned: the rock could be bought, briefly, but never cheaply.

1679
Aurangzeb seizes Marwar; Durgadas Rathore's guerrilla war keeps the dynasty alive until 1707.
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The city from the rooftop — the first look, and the one you keep.
A fortress needs a city to protect and a city needs a fortress to shelter under. Jodhpur grew in the rock's shadow — traders, priests, the

painters of blue walls — until the old walls could not hold it and it spilled across the plain.



Toorji Ka Jhalra, the first hour after sunrise.
An 18th-century stepwell — a jhalra — built, by the city's tradition, under a queen of Maharaja Abhay Singh in the 1740s, in the old Rajput

custom that royal women commissioned the public waterworks.



W A T E R  I N  T H E  D E S E R T  ·  1 7 4 0 s

Why a desert city digs down
Marwar's water is underground. A stepwell is the desert's answer: a shaft cut to the water table,

wrapped in stairs so the whole city could walk down to wherever the water stood that year, and

walls thick enough to keep the cool in. They were social rooms too — the one place women

gathered daily outside the home — which is part of why queens built them.

When piped water came, the stepwells lost their purpose and became pits for rubbish. Toorji's

disappeared under silt and refuse so completely that the neighbourhood forgot the water was

there. Its clearing in the 2010s brought out the geometry in your photograph: pink-and-gold

sandstone steps descending in interlocking triangles to a pool that still fills from the aquifer. On hot

afternoons local boys dive from the walls; it is their well, and has been for nearly three centuries.

2010s
Dug out from under decades of silt by the people restoring the lane around it.
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Sardar Market at dusk, the lights coming on.
The clock tower was raised by Maharaja Sardar Singh, who ruled from 1895 to 1911; the market beneath it is older than the tower and louder

than the fort.



T H E  H E A R T  O F  J O D H P U R

Some monuments tell you who ruled a city.
Markets tell you how it lives.

Spices stacked in cones — the caravan trade in miniature. Bandhani, the tie-

dye Marwar has knotted and dipped by hand for centuries, still made in the

lanes off the square. And at the clock tower gate, a lassi counter whose family

counts back to the 1920s, making makhania lassi the same way every morning:

thick cream, saffron, a crust you eat with a spoon. You had one. Everyone does.

T H E  H E A R T 1 5  ·  I N D I A  U N F O L D E D  ·  T H E  M E M O R Y  B O O K



Back through the lanes at blue hour.
The monuments close at five. The city doesn't. The hour after sunset is when Jodhpur belongs to the people who live in it — and, for a while, to

the four of you.



A C T  I V  ·  T H E  B R E E C H E S  &  T H E  R A J  ·  1 8 1 8

The trousers Jodhpur gave the world
A treaty in 1818 kept the throne under the British: the wars stopped, the trade routes hummed. In

1897 the regent Sir Pratap Singh rode through London in Jodhpur's riding cut — England copied

him, and “jodhpurs” entered the world's wardrobes. When famine struck in the 1930s, the palace of

Umaid Bhawan was built largely to employ three thousand of the starving, for fifteen years.

Jaswant Thada, at midday. The Rathore memorial ground: a cenotaph of white Makrana marble — the Taj Mahal's quarry

— begun in 1899 by Sardar Singh for his father Jaswant Singh II, whose reign (1873–95) brought railways, irrigation and

courts to Marwar. The marble is worked so thin that at noon the walls glow from within. That is why you went at the one

hour everyone else avoids.
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T H E  L I G H TT H E  L I G H T



C H A N G E SC H A N G E S

The one hour the city changes colour.
Below the fort's west walls lies Rao Jodha Desert Rock Park — volcanic rock and restored thorn forest, the land as it was before the city. The

sun sets over it; the blue goes violet, then grey, then lamp-lit. You planned for it.





A C T  V  ·  T H E  L I V I N G  C I T Y  ·  1 9 4 7  —

The history belongs to Jodhpur.
This moment belongs to you.
Jodhpur joined the Union in 1947; the royal family stayed on in half a palace-hotel. Mehrangarh

became one of India's finest museums, run by the family trust — and when Hollywood needed a

fortress beyond imagining, The Dark Knight Rises came here to film in 2012. The courtyard in your

photograph has been a coronation ground, a garrison, a museum gallery and a film set. On that

morning it was the place your children looked up.

The Mehra Family · Mehrangarh Fort · the carved courts
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A fort-view rooftop, an hour after sunset.
Mehrangarh floodlit above the old city — the image every guesthouse roof in Jodhpur is built to face.



T H E  L A S T  E V E N I N G

The trip ending.
The fort continuing.

Five hundred and sixty years on the rock. Never taken by storm. A hermit's

curse, a handful of millet, an infant heir, a pair of trousers, a famine palace, a

museum, a film. You leave tomorrow — and on this one evening, with the edge

of your table in the frame, it was lit for you.
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W H A T  Y O U ' L L  R E M E M B E R

Five things

The blue lanes.
Caste, termites or heat — nobody can prove which.

The fort above the city.
1459. A bare rock, a curse, a man in the foundations.

The geometry of water.
A queen's well, the 1740s, lost and found.

The market at dusk.
Sardar Singh's tower, the caravan trade in cones.

The last light on Mehrangarh.
Never taken by storm.
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S A Y  I T  A T  D I N N E R

Your riding trousers were invented here — “jodhpurs” entered English after Sir Pratap Singh wore Jodhpur's cut

through London in 1897. · Umaid Bhawan, one of the world's largest private residences, was built substantially as

famine relief. · Sher Shah Suri, who actually beat the Rathores, said the victory had nearly cost him Hindustan “for

a handful of millet.”

R E M E M B E R 2 5  ·  I N D I A  U N F O L D E D  ·  T H E  M E M O R Y  B O O K



J O D H P U R  I N  D A T E S

The spine of the story
1459 Rao Jodha moves the Rathore seat from Mandore to a bare rock above the plain

1544 Sher Shah Suri takes Marwar at a price he famously rued; the Rathores are back within a year of his

death

1679 Aurangzeb seizes Marwar; Durgadas Rathore's long fight to restore the infant heir becomes legend

1740s A queen of Abhay Singh has Toorji Ka Jhalra dug

1807 The Jaipur-led siege scars the old gate; Jai Pol rises in front of it

1818 The treaty with the British — the throne stays, the wars stop

1897 Sir Pratap Singh rides through London; “jodhpurs” enter the language

1899 Jaswant Thada begun in Makrana marble

1929 Umaid Bhawan begins — fifteen years of wages for three thousand workers

1947 Jodhpur joins the Union

1972 The Mehrangarh Museum Trust is founded

2012 The Dark Knight Rises shows Mehrangarh to the world
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J O D H P U R  I N  Y O U R  I N D I A  J O U R N E Y

One chapter of five
Every city story joins the one before it. Delhi's ten moments, Agra's eight, Jaipur's twelve, Jodhpur's twelve,

Udaipur's nine — five chapters, one journey, one book: My India. From here the road runs south to Udaipur by way

of Ranakpur's marble temple — the best transit day in India, and the next chapter.

Delhi

Agra

Jaipur

Jodhpur

Udaipur
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Y O U R  M O M E N T S

The ones we didn't plan
The twelve are the spine. These are yours — the rooftop breakfast on day one, the thali that

changed your mind about dal, the man who sold you the scarf and his three daughters, her first

camel. We leave the pages; you fill them.
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Y O U R  P H O T O G R A P H

The rooftop breakfast, day one
Y O U R  P H O T O G R A P H

The thali that changed your mind

Y O U R  P H O T O G R A P H

The man who sold you the scarf
Y O U R  P H O T O G R A P H

Her first camel
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You came to see Jodhpur.
You left understanding it.
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I N D I A  U N F O L D E D

India, beautifully explained.

The Memory Book · a sample edition · Shot on the India Unfolded Shot List™ — directed by us,

photographed by you. History checked against the sources behind The Jodhpur Guide.

india-unfolded.com


