
Vṛtrāsura – A Demon or Devotee? 
 

 

 

Śrī Śukadeva Gosvāmī said: O King, 

Vṛtrāsura, the commander in chief of the 

demons, advised his lieutenants in the 

principles of religion, but the cowardly 

demoniac commanders, intent upon fleeing 

the battlefield, were so disturbed by fear that 

they could not accept his words. 

O King Parīkṣit, the demigods, taking 

advantage of a favorable opportunity 



presented by time, attacked the army of the 

demons from the rear and began driving away 

the demoniac soldiers, scattering them here 

and there as if their army had no leader. 

Seeing the pitiable condition of his soldiers, 

Vṛtrāsura, the best of the asuras, who was 

called Indraśatru, the enemy of Indra, was 

very much aggrieved. Unable to tolerate such 

reverses, he stopped and forcefully rebuked 

the demigods, speaking the following words 

in an angry mood. 

“O demigods, these demoniac soldiers have 

taken birth uselessly. Indeed, they have come 

from the bodies of their mothers exactly like 



stool. What is the benefit of killing such 

enemies from behind while they are running 

in fear? One who considers himself a hero 

should not kill an enemy who is afraid of 

losing his life.  

O insignificant demigods, if you truly have 

faith in your heroism, if you have patience in 

the cores of your hearts and if you are not 

ambitious for sense gratification, please stand 

before me for a moment.” 

When all the demigods heard Vṛtrāsura’s 

tumultuous roar, which resembled that of a 

lion, they fainted and fell to the ground as if 

struck by thunderbolts. As the demigods 



closed their eyes in fear, Vṛtrāsura, taking up 

his trident and making the earth tremble with 

his great strength, trampled the demigods 

beneath his feet on the battlefield the way a 

mad elephant tramples hollow bamboos in the 

forest. 

Seeing Vṛtrāsura’s disposition, Indra, the 

King of heaven, became intolerant and threw 

at him one of his great clubs, which are 

extremely difficult to counteract. However, as 

the club flew toward him, Vṛtrāsura easily 

caught it with his left hand. 

Vṛtrāsura, the enemy of King Indra, angrily 

struck the head of Indra’s elephant with that 



club, making a tumultuous sound on the 

battlefield. For this heroic deed, the soldiers 

on both sides glorified him. Struck with the 

club by Vṛtrāsura like a mountain struck by a 

thunderbolt, the elephant Airāvata fell, with 

Indra on its back. 

When he saw Indra’s carrier elephant thus 

fatigued and injured and when he saw Indra 

morose because his carrier had been harmed 

in that way, the great soul Vṛtrāsura, 

following religious principles, refrained from 

again striking Indra with the club. Taking this 

opportunity, Indra touched the elephant with 

his nectar-producing hand, thus relieving the 



animal’s pain and curing its injuries. Then the 

elephant and Indra both stood silently. 

O King, when the great hero Vṛtrāsura saw 

Indra, his enemy, the killer of his brother, 

standing before him with a thunderbolt in his 

hand, desiring to fight, Vṛtrāsura remembered 

how Indra had cruelly killed his brother. 

Thinking of Indra’s sinful activities, he 

became mad with lamentation and 

forgetfulness. Laughing sarcastically, he 

spoke as follows. 

Śrī Vṛtrāsura said: He who has killed a 

brāhmaṇa, he who has killed his spiritual 

master — indeed, he who has killed my 



brother — is now, by good fortune, standing 

before me face to face as my enemy. Only for 

the sake of living in the heavenly planets, you 

killed my elder brother — a self-realized, 

sinless, qualified brāhmaṇa who had been 

appointed your chief priest. He was your 

spiritual master, but although you entrusted 

him with the performance of your sacrifice, 

you later mercilessly severed his heads from 

his body the way one butchers an animal. 

Indra, you are bereft of all shame, mercy, 

glory and good fortune. Deprived of these 

good qualities by the reactions of your 

fruitive activities, you are to be condemned 



even by the man-eaters [Rākṣasas]. Now I 

shall pierce your body with my trident, and 

after you die with great pain, even fire will 

not touch you; only the vultures will eat your 

body. If the other demigods, unaware of my 

prowess, follow you by attacking me with 

raised weapons, I shall sever their heads with 

this sharp trident.  

But if in this battle you cut off my head with 

your thunderbolt and kill my soldiers, O 

Indra, O great hero, I shall take great pleasure 

in offering my body to other living entities 

[such as jackals and vultures].  

O King of the demigods, since I, your enemy, 



am standing before you, why don’t you hurl 

your thunderbolt at me? Although your attack 

upon me with your club was certainly useless, 

like a request of money from a miser, the 

thunderbolt you carry will not be useless. You 

need have no doubts about this. 

O Indra, King of heaven, the thunderbolt you 

carry to kill me has been empowered by the 

prowess of Lord Viṣṇu and the strength of 

Dadhīci’s austerities. Since you have come 

here to kill me in accordance with Lord 

Viṣṇu’s order, there is no doubt that I shall be 

killed by the release of your thunderbolt. 

Lord Viṣṇu has sided with you. Therefore 



your victory, opulence and all good qualities 

are assured. 

By the force of your thunderbolt, I shall be 

freed of material bondage and shall give up 

this body and this world of material desires. 

Fixing my mind upon the lotus feet of Lord 

Saṅkarṣaṇa, I shall attain the destination of 

such great sages as Nārada Muni. 

 


