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friends, now threw them into an ecstasy of joy; I am the younger
brother of Ravana. I have been insulted and disgraced by him. (This
announced his pitiable plight). Since you have declared that even
Ravana merits your grace, you are indeed the Saviour of all beings.
You are the living embodiment of knowledge, power and every other
divine excellence. Hence I have sought refuge in you. I have
renounced Lanka, my home, my friends and all the wealth I got
through them. To serve you is for me the height of sovereignty,
the enjoyment of all desires and bliss supreme in this world and
the next. I pray for nothing but service to you’’.

Having thus renounced all desires and placed all his burdens
on Sri Rama, he prayed for nothing but service to the Lord - the
service which he counted as the highest bliss. And to this servant,
his Lord and master said, ‘“My friend, the moment you said,
‘surrender!” it was my duty to have welcomed you. Forgive me for
this long delay.”” Thus Sri Rama brought peace to the heart of
Vibhishana and joyously beheld him for a long while with unwinking
eyes. Then Vibhishana said to Rama, “Lord, tell me what service
I can do for you with my body?’’ Rama answered, Let us think
of it later. Now serve me through your speech. “‘Let me have a true
account of the strength and weakness of the rakshasas.’’ (The word

‘rakshasa’ and the avoidance of ‘your clan’ is significant. Rama
means, ‘This is no rakshasa, but a member, like myself, of the
Ikshvaku race. The butterfly transforms the grub into its own
likeness. Even so, the Lord forthwith raises his devotee to equality
with himself).

Then Vibhishana spoke out, ‘““Lord, king of kings! Ravana has
secured from Brahma the boon that he need have no fear of death
from gandharvas, uragas, rakshasas and other created beings.
Kumbhakarna my elder and Ravana’s younger brother, is endowed
with boundless might and potency; a hero like Indra in battle.
Prahasta, the Commander of Ravana’s forces, is famous as a
warrior. he worsted Manibhadra, the General of Kubera, in the
terrible fight that took place on Mount Kailasa between Ravana
and Kubera. Indrajit, the son of Ravana, can keep up a ceaseless
shower of arrows. And none can pierce his armour. He has won
the favour of Agni by oblations. And in consequence, when he
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arrays his forces and stands at their head with bent bow, he is
invisible, while his arrows deal death to his foes. Mahodara,
Mahaparsva, Akampana and the other leaders are the peers of the
World- Guardians in prowess. There are fourteen crores of rakshasas
in Lanka, whose diet is flesh and blood and who can assume what
forms they will. With these at his back, Ravana opposed the World-
Guardians and put them to rout. The hosts of heaven who came
to help them fled in terror before Ravana.”

Rama, of unshaken fortitude, listened to the words of
Vibhishana and considered calmly the steps to be taken. Then he
said, ¢I have noted carefully what you say of the valour, might
and daring deeds of the rakshasas. 1 shall slay in battle Ravana,
his counsellors, kinsmen and armies, and I shall instal you on the
throne of Lanka. Take my words as the truth. Ravana may hide
himself in Rasatala, Patala or the other under-worlds; he may take
refuge with Brahma, who granted him his boons; he cannot escape
death, wherever he may be. I shall not go back to Ayodhya without
first destroying Ravana and his sons, his kith and kin, his friends
and armies. I swear it in the names of my brothers, Lakshmana,
Bharata and Satrughna.”’

Vibhishana was troubled greatly that Rama swore to give him
the lordship over Lanka which he knew to be worthless and had
rejected in disgust. All that longed for as the highest good was service
to Rama. Hence, he saluted Rama with the utmost reverence,
knowing that Rama was the bringer of happiness to all beings, and
knowing too the infinite value of self- surrender and service to Him.
So he said, ‘‘Lord, I shall serve you, as long as life lasts, in destroying
the rakshasas and capturing Lanka. Permit me to join your army
and fight for you.”’

Rama clasped him to his breast with love and made him all his
own, for he knew that Vibhishana desired no other reward than
service to himself. So he replied, ‘“You should enjoy the fruit that
comes to you unsought and by the way. Do not cross my wish.”’
Then he turned to Lakshmana and exclaimed, ‘‘Boy, bring me water
from the sea. This friend of ours is mighty knower who knows
himself through service to me. He never desired power or kingship.
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But because he has my grace, the love I bear him should yield golden
fruit; and you should see that he enjoys it. Lose no time in crowning
him lord of Lanka and ruler of the rakshasas.”’

THE INSTALLATION OF VIBHISHANA

Forthwith Lakshmana, as bidden by Rama, fetched water from
the sea and surrounded by the monkey-heroes and in the presence
of the monkey-hosts, installed Vibhishana, the supreme devotee,
as the Lord of Lanka. The monkey-hosts witnessed the boundless
compassion and yearning of Rama towards his devotees and rent
the air with shouts of joy, ‘“Good! Good!”’.

(The crowning took place in the presence of the monkey-lords,
so that Vibhishana might not disclaim it later on and Rama bound
himself publicly to carry out his promise without fail. And this was
done at the bidding of Rama. This makes it clear that Vibhishana
accepted the crown only because he could not disobey the command
of his chosen Master).

Later, Hanuman and Sugriva took Vibhishana aside and said,
‘Friend, now are we to cross this waste of waters, the realm of
Varuna? It is not only ourselves, but these countless monkeys that
we have to take over to the other side.”’

Vibhishana replied, ‘‘Let Raghuvira throw himself at the mercy
of the Lord of the Ocean, who will then be moved to suggest a
suitable plan. This vast and unplumbed watery waste was dug by
the sons of Sagara of the Ikshvaku line. The Lord of the Ocean
is a kinsman, at it were of Rama, and will assuredly help him at
need. The Ocean-king is not one who forgets a favour.”’

Vibhishana, of ready resource, gave this advice and Sugriva and
Hanuman took it to Rama. He in turn was much pleased with it,
since virtue was his very nature. Though he could accomplish
unaided whatever he willed, he wished to pay due respect to the
timely advice of Vibhishana. He turned to Sugriva with a smile and
said, ‘““‘Sugriva! Lakshmana! I like this suggestion of Vibhishana.
Sugriva is famed for his intelligence; and you are past masters in
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planning. Let me know what seems to you expedient, after mutual
consultation.”’

They clasped their hands in reverence and said, ‘““We have no
other resource left to us. What Vibhishana suggests is easy and
conducive to our welfare. Hence, we both approve of it. Neither
gods nor demons can approach Lanka without building a causeway
across this terrible ocean. The words of Vibhishana, expert in
counsel, are true and acceptable. Therefore, let us make no delay.
Pray to the Ocean-king. There is no other means for us and our
armies to reach Lanka, the island ruled by Ravana.”

Then Sri Rama laid himself on a bed of holy grass. And he shone
like the blazing fire in the sacrificial pit.

CHAPTER 20

RAVANA SEEKS TO WIN OVER SUGRIVA

{ HEN Sardula, the rakshasa, came to the sea-shore-and beheld

the forces of Sugriva. He was the secret emissary of the wicked
Ravana. (The ruler of Lanka was wicked because he broke the rules
of kingly polity to send his emissaries at the wrong time). Sardula
observed the army carefully from all sides and, going quickly to
Ravana, cried, ‘‘Your Majesty, a huge army of monkeys is marching
towards our Lanka. Encamped on the sea-shore, it covers a space
of ten yojanas and looks like another ocean. Rama and Lakshmana,
the sons of Dasaratha, armed with noble weapons, have come in
quest of Sita. I had only a general view. It is for Your Majesty to
find out the whole truth. Send out messengers to bring you news
as soon as possible. Force cannot avail against Rama. Let us try,
in suitable ways, the other means of alliance, gifts and dissension’’.
Ravana listened, considered all that he had heard, decided what
he should do and, sending for Suka, a master of clever speech, said,
“‘Suka, go at once to Sugriva and deliver him this message of mine,
correctly, sweetly and courageously : ‘Your Majesty, you are the
son of the Lord of Day. Mighty beyond compare, you were begotten
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on earth by the vanara-hero, Riksharajas, the grandson of Brahma.
Thus you are my kinsman. You have nothing to gain by depending
on Rama; you have nothing to lose by giving him up; nor again
do you gain anything by making me your enemy. Moreover, Vali
is one of my dear friends; and so you stand to me as a younger
brother, and it is just and proper that you should join me. If I carry
away the wife of Rama, how does it concern you? What do you
lose thereby? You are no fool; think deeply over what I have said
and take your way back to Kishkindha. You may not like giving
up an action once begun. But remember, neither gods nor demons
can raise their eyes and look at Lanka. Do you think mere men
and monkeys can set foot in it?”’

Forthwith Suka took the form of a bird, crossed the ocean and,
standing in the sky above the monkey-army, delivered to Sugriva
the message of Ravana without missing a word. Meanwhile, the
monkeys sprang up into the sky, caught Suka, hit him hard, and
began tearing his flesh and breaking his bones. Unable to bear this
assault, Suka fell down from the sky. Even then the monkeys
tortured him and he cried, ‘‘Alas, Rama, call these back. Is a
messenger to be slain? He who speaks his own mind, not the
messenger of his master, he is no true messenger and he alone
deserves such punishment.”” Hearing these piteous words, Rama
said to the monkeys. ‘‘Slay him not.”” At once the rakshasa rose
into the sky and disregarding the torments he had suffered at the
hands of the monkeys who broke his wings, he cried, ‘‘Sugriva,
mightier than the mightiest! What is there for me to tell you?
Consider deeply your own strength and the prowess of Ravana, the
terror of the worlds. If I take no answer back from you, Ravana
will surely slay me.”’

Hearing this, Sugriva, of matchless might and courage, sent this
reply to Ravana : ““Oh! Rakshasa! you are no friend of mine. How
dare you call yourself my brother? There is no reason why I should
pity you. I have received no benefit at your hands nor do I love
you. Being the foe of Rama my friend, you are my enemy as well.
Further, as the friend of Vali, my enemy, you are my enemy as well.
Hence, even though you have not offended me directly, this is reason
enough for slaying you as Vali was slain. 1 shall slay you and your
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sons, your cousins and kinsfolk and have your capital reduced
to ashes with my myriad of monkeys. Fool! For your offences
your followers too will be destroyed. The gods and heavenly
rulers may guard with the utmost care; yet, Rama will not let
you escape, you may think that Rama can do nothing to you if
you flee from Lanka. But whether you hide yourself in the orbit
of the Sun or seek shelter in the worlds beneath, wherever you may
go, you cannot escape him. You being the foe of Rama, none
in all the worlds, no rakshasa, pisacha, gandharva, asura or deva,
none dare offer protection to you. Am I to be frightened by
the threat that you will kill me, as you killed Jatayu, for taking
the side of Rama? Are you proud of dealing a death-blow to
the vulture, old in years, infirm in every limb? All this won’t pass
current with me.

““You may say, Rama could do nothing when I carried away
his wife. And what can he do now? Well, if you had attempted the
deed when he was there to protect her, then you would have known
what he was capable of, why so much? It would have been enough
if Lakshmana was there. You are yet to realise the offence you have
done to Rama by stealing his beloved wife. You are yet to know
the might of his wrath. What a world of harm have you brought
upon yourself by taking Sita away from her home and keeping her
a prisoner! Immensely mighty, highly intelligent, immovable even
by the Gods, the finest flower of the Ikshvaku race, such is Rama,
but you are unaware of his real nature. His arrows will soon
drink up your life.”’

Then Angada, the son of Vali, cried fiercely, ‘‘Your Majesty!
this is no messenger, but a spy sent by the enemy to discover our
secrets. There is no sin in slaying him. Staying here, he must have
noted everything worth knowing about us. He should not be allowed
to go back to Lanka. Seize him quick. Sugriva agreed and the
monkeys sprang up into the sky, caught hold of Suka, heedless of
his cries of agony, bound him tight and tortured him cruelly. Unable
to bear this, he cried to Rama, ‘‘Son of Dasaratha, the monkeys
have broken my wings and pierced my eyes. If I die at their hands,
the burden of all my sins from the time of my birth to this moment
will have to be borne by you.’’ At those piteous words of Suka,
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Rama said to the monkeys, ‘‘Let him go in peace.”’They drove him
to the southern shore of the ocean and left him there.

CHAPTER 21

RAMA’S WRATH WITH
THE OCEAN-KING

! HEN Rama spread sacred grass on the sands and laid himself

on it. Though born of a line that offered refuge to all beings,
yet he clasped hands of prayer to the Ocean-king. With eyes turned
to the east and head resting on his right as a pillow, he lay facing
the waters like one vast ocean beside another. No one dare approach
him. Brought up in luxury by King Dasaratha, his delicate body
lay stretched on rough stones. Alas! he the refuge of all the worlds,
he was now reduced to seek refuge with the Ocean-king. When Rama
was in his seat on high, as Mahavishnu in Vaikuntha, and when
he came down to Ayodhya as a man among men, this arm was brilliant
with curiously wrought ornaments of gold and precious gems. The
arm was smeared of old sandal, aloe, saffron and other aromatic
stuff, in various patterns, during bath and decoration by the fingers
of noble ladies richly be-jewelled. Thus adorned, it used to shine
like the morning sun. Like the huge serpent Takshaka disporting
itself on the flooded Ganga, it used to rest on the fine bed filled
with swan’s feathers. It was the arm on which Sita used to rest her
head as on a pillow. Like the bolt across a fortress-gate, it barred
the approach of enemies in the battle-field. It poured oblations into
the fire of their grief and spread boundless joy among his friends.
Long and round like the trunk of an elephant, it was the stay and
support of all the world. It bore a scar caused by constant contact
with the bow-string. It was hard and strong like the revolving pillar
of an oil-press. It was the arm that had given away countless cows.

With this right arm as a pillow, Rama lay down and sought the
favour of the Ocean-king. He who offered refuge to all created
beings, Ramachandra, said to himself, ‘‘This day I will either cross
the sea or meet my death. Controlling mind, speech and body in the
prescribed manner, he propitiated and prayed to the Ocean-king.”’
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(The women referred to above were noble ladies customarily
employed in such work in olden days).

For three days and three nights did Rama lie on the sacred grass
in the prescribed manner. (Though he was omnipotent, yet sought
the help of the Ocean-king because he wanted to set an example
of propitiation and prayer. He proved by his own practice his faith
in the doctrine of self- surrender. As the Lord’s devotees seek refuge
in him, through the intercession of Mahalakshmi, so Raghava sought
refuge in the Lord of the Ocean taking the rivers as intercessors.
He could, if he chose, destroy all creation by moving his little finger;
yet he wanted to show to the world that a king should try and exhaust
friendly methods before resorting to force. He knew that he should
not punish one who was not guilty). Even though with restrained
mind and senses Sri Rama offered due worship to the Lord of the
sea, the latter, blinded by ignorance, made no response. (Why did
Rama’s surrender to the Lord of the Ocean prove fruitless? A
brahmana conducting the Rajasuya and such like rites not meant
for him gains nothing. Even so, he seeks refuge in another must
himself be helpless and unable to save himself. But Rama was
omnipotent. Why should he seek another’s help? As he was not
qualified, he failed in his attempt).

Then Rama grew wroth with the ruler of the waters; his eyes
were blood-shot. He was aware of the anger in his heart and, turning
to Lakshmana with a smile, said, ‘‘This Ocean-king is mighty proud,
is he not? He has not yet chosen to come out and meet us. Foolish
people mistake a noble forbearance for mere weakness. If a man
does not give way to wrath, or if he suffers in patience some offence,
if he is open-hearted and soft-spoken, he is put down as lacking
strength and skill. On the contrary, the boastful and cunning man,
the man who is cruel and terrible and punishes indiscriminately the
good and bad, this man is held in awe and respect. Conciliatory
means cannot secure for us the fame won by valour or victory on
the battle-field. This day shall my fiery shafts slay the monsters of
the deep and cover its surface with their floating carcases and the
maimed and mangled bodies of huge serpents and sea-elephants.
I shall dry up with my fiery arrows the sea which is the home of
conch and pearl, of fish and crocodile.



YUDDHAKANDA 1259

You may say, ‘“This does not become you, who bears patience
as a precious jewel; but even after resolving to dry up the waters,
I humbly prayed to this Ocean-king and clasped his feet. This king
looks on me as a helpless creature, me who can cross unaided his
watery waste. Patience and forbearance are entirely out of place
with such as these. He is but the watchman of a piece of water,
the dwelling place of fish, crocodiles and serpents. Yet he clean
forgets his smallness and think he is my equal and the king of
Ayodhya and Kosala.

You may say, ‘““This is not the time to lose patience.”” But
this fellow deserves no kindness. Rakshasas abide in his bossom
and, through long association with them, his mind has been
warped.

‘“Lakshmana, I waited till now in the hope that, perhaps
frightened by my angry words, he would make his appearance here.
But still he does not come. So bring me my bow fitted with guna,
so that I may bring to his senses this fellow without guna. (Here
there is a pun upon the word guna. It means bowstring and also
excellence). Bring me my bow with the three graceful bends, so that
I might make this fellow bend and bow. (The sea offers a resting
place to Adi-Sesha. Lakshmana, the incarnation of Sesha, was filled
with pity for the sea and delayed so long to hand the bow to Rama.
He noted it and said) ‘‘Son of Sumitra! Do you think proper to
obey the words of your mother and not my words. Even so, what
were the words of your mother when she parted from you at
Ayodhya? ‘Rama is hereafter Dasaratha for you; be not slack in
the service of Rama, when you are with him in the woods.” (Now
Lakshmana brought him the bow. Rama noticed it and said). Bring
me my arrows too. (Lakshmana brought some arrows used in sport,
but Rama exclaimed). Bring me arrows that are deadly and cruel
even like those serpents that kill at sight. (I.akshmana asked him,
‘““What use are these shafts to one who could cross the waters?”’
And Rama replied), This Ocean-king has not appeared before me
and given me leave to build a causeway. Now it is too late, for I
will dry up the waters to the last drop. (The arrows of Rama could
reduce to ashes anything they are sent against. But if Rama can
do so with a single arrow why should he call for more than one?
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It might be that he desired to blot out the ocean from existence,
or he spoke in wrath, unconscious of his real might).

This ocean was dug by the sons of my ancestor, King Sagara,
and he behaves with me as an envious cousin. I will give him
back the same treatment. What took sixty thousand men to dig
I shall dry up single-handed. My monkeys shall trample under-foot
the head of him who stands between me and my purpose. (He
means that there is no need for a bridge across the sea. The mon-
keys can easily walk across it, if it is dry ground). This thing called
unshakable till now, will quake and tremble before my wrath.
This thing contained within its boundaries till now, I shall drive
it to break all bounds and overflow the earth. Well, the danavas
and Varuna himself cannot save it from this fate, do what
they might.”” He grasped his bow, rolled his eyes in wrath and,
blazing like the fire on the day of dissolution, bent his bow
and drew the string to his ear. He placed keen shafts on it
and, even as Indra the unapproachable shoots his vajra, he
discharged his keen shafts at the ocean till the universe trembled
in fear.

The shafts, swift and radiant, entered the waters and filled with
fear the huge serpents therein. The waves, rising mountain high,
dashed against the shore, roaring aloud and scattering on it
crocodiles and other monsters of the deep. A dreadful storm began
to blow. The rushing waters strewed the sands with conches, pearls,
corals and gems. The water boiled and swirled, as the arrows emitted
flames and smoke. The ocean overflowed on all sides. Huge serpents
emitted sparks on fire from their eyes and mouths, unable to
bear the arrowy conflagration. The asuras and the danavas in
the nether world, were sorely afflicted. Their strength could not
prevail against Rama’s arrows. Waves, huge like Vindhya, Mandara
and Meru, chased one another with a mighty roar and dashed against
the shore the creatures of the deep. The waves swirled round,
rakshasas and nagas were dazed, the corpses of terrible sea-monsters
floated; it was a fearful sight. Rama of boundless prowess hissed
in wrath; he bent his bow, with the intent to discharge irresistible
weapons and drew the bow-string taut, when Lakshmana cried
out in entreaty, ‘‘Brother, this fury becomes you not. Forbear,
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Forbear’’. Rama paid no heed, when Lakshmana held firmly with
his hand the bow Kodanda.

CHAPTER 22
BUILDING THE CAUSEWAY

AMA sought refuge with the Ocean-king and prayed for his

help to enable the monkey-troops to cross the sea. When the
Lord of the Ocean failed to appear, he said to Lakshmana, ‘‘Bring
me my bow.” Even then the Ocean-king did not make his
appearance. Then Rama troubled the water with his arrows. Even
then there was no response. Rama, to frighten him still further, put
on a vile of uncontrollable anger: ‘‘This very moment I shall dry
you up to the nether most depth. The very name of ocean will cease
to be. My arrows will parch the whole earth with not a touch of
moisture anywhere. Dust, fine dust alone will remain, even if all
the clouds of Indra join together and pour down rain for untold
aeons. You may say, ‘‘when the waters are dried up, the underworld
patala will be exposed to view, which none can enter. Then it is
through the sky that you must take your way to Lanka. Why not
do so even now? Why, waste your rage on me?”’ [ answer, ‘“The
arrows from my Kodanda are enough to transport the vanaras to
Lanka. But you have no idea of my strength and prowess. By
association with the danavas, to whom you have offered a resting
place, you have come to share their ignorance. You have no idea
of what you suffer at the hands of the Brahmastra that I shall
employ against you.”’ So saying, he took an arrow that was never
known to fail, even like the rod of Brahma (Brahmadanda), and
placed it on the string after infusing it with the astra of Brahma,
and sped it from the noble Kodanda. (Brahmadanda means the curse
launched by Brahma or a comet with three colours and a head,
unspeakably malignant, as the Narada Samhita would have it).

(Tirtha is of opinion that the Ocean-king was entirely
unconscious of the great danger that threatened him. Rama could,
if he chose, throw a bridge of arrows over the sea; or he could freeze
the water thereof or dry it up, and make his troops walk over it.



1262 RAMAYANA

He prayed to the Ocean-king only because he wanted to observe
the traditional doctrine of surrender. Omnipotent though he was,
yet he wanted to set an example to the world and hence sought the
help of the Lord of the waters. But if the latter failed to respond,
he has to pay for it).

Then the sky and the earth seemed to explode; huge mountains
quaked to their foundations. Darkness descended on the earth; the
quarters were hidden from view; lakes and rivers were troubled;
the Sun and Moon were perversely mixed with the stars; the sky
was filled with gloom. The Sun’s rays were dull and feeble. Countless
meteors glimmered here and there. Terrible thunderclaps, of the
nature of Nirghata, fell from the sky with a mighty roar. (The Brihat
samhita of Varahamihira describes the meteor as having a short
tail and broad expanding head. Nirghata is the clashing of two winds
in the sky and their falling to the earth).

Avaha, Pravaha and the other winds were displaced from their
courses and wandered adrift. Frightful storms crashed down mighty
trees, scattered cloud-banks to the winds, tore away mountain-tops
and ground them to dust. Huge cloud-banks hid the sky and, dashing
against one another with a mighty roar, gave rise to terrible thunder
and lightning. All visible beings and likewise spirits that are unseen
quaked in terror, roared like thunder and fell on the earth in deadly
faint. The arrows of Rama caused the billows of the ocean to rise
and swell with terrible speed. When the Brahmastra was shot at the
waters, the waves surged up and it was frightful to see the nagas,
rakshasas and other creatures dashed about on all sides. The ocean
that was never known to cross its frontiers rushed over the earth
one yojana all round and hid it from view. Rama would not punish
further the waters that ran away from him in afright. He whose
arrows drank up the life-breaths of his foes felt a twinge of pity
for the haughty Ocean-king.

Then, like the Sun emerging from behind Mount Meru, the
guardian deity of the ocean rose from its depths. Huge serpents with
flaming mouths surrounded him. His body shone like an emerald
mountain. He was adorned with curiously fashioned jewels made
of gold known as Jambunada and Jatarupa and also with the
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noble gems produced in the ocean depths. He resembled the
Himalayas shining with many veins of ore. His eyes were lovely like
the petals of the lotus. A garland of red flowers was thrown about
his shoulders. He wore red garments and there was on his head a
chaplet of flowers of many kinds and colours. A rope of pearls with
a pendent of red lay on his broad chest, like the gem Kaustubha
on the breast of Mahavishnu. Huge billows swirled round him. The
ocean was disturbed by cloud-banks and fierce storms. Huge
monsters of the deep came out of their homes above.“The uragas
and rakshasas were panic-stricken.

Then the Lord of the Ocean came towards Rama quickly,
proclaiming his friendly intent by calling out to him with his palms
joined over his head. He spoke to Raghava as he leaned gracefully
on his mighty bow. ‘‘Earth, water, air, fire and ether, the five
elements, observe for ever the laws of their existence. Omnipotent
as you are, you need no help from me. What would you have?
Should the Ocean know no depth at all? Or should the waters cease
to flow and harden? Or should the things you spread on them to
build a bridge be prevented from sinking? It is my nature to be deep
and impassable. I cannot go against this and exist. I cannot deprive
myself of the quality of depth. Nor, from desire for power or
unwillingness to part from a possession or out of fear of punishment,
can I keep the waters still and cause pain and harm to the creatures
dwelling in them. King of kings, it is you who establish and sustain
the law of every order of existence. I shall serve you within the limits
of my power. Until the vanara-army has crossed over, no monkey
shall fall into the sea or suffer harm from the creatures of the deep.
I shall see to it that the causeway that you build is firm like the
very earth and no part of it is swallowed up by the waters.”’

And to him replied Rama, ‘‘But the Brahmastra that I have shot
at you can never fail. Where would you have me divert it?”” The king
of the waters listened, cast eye on the dreadful Brahmastra itself and
said, ““Lord! to the north of this place there is a lovely spot. Its name
Drumakulya is famous even as you are. Some robbers make it their
home. They come of the clan of Abhiras or Mahasudras and are
frightful alike in looks and behaviour. Their very touch sends pangs
of agony through me. Pray, direct at them and satisfy the astra.”
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Rama did so and, turned the astra towards the place indicated.
The spot where it fell like a huge bright thunderbolt became famous
as Marukantara. Pierced by the arrow, the earth roared in pain,
and through the cleft there sprang, from the nether world Rasatala,
a stream of water. Vranakupa is the name given to it. There is
difference between it and the salt water of the sea. The earth burst
with a dreadful noise where the arrow touched it; and the water
there was dried up to the last drop. Rama thus removed the curse
that hung over the place, and gave it name and fame as Marukantara
and precious boon besides. (A doubt may arise whether Rama who
was now a man among men could grant boons. But Valmiki’s
considered opinion is that Rama brings the countless worlds under
his sway through the power or truth, hence his wisdom and prowess).

At the touch of Rama’s arrow, the place was transformed into
a meadow of tender grass dear to cows. The trees were heavily laden
with leaves, flowers and fruits. Honey roots and bulbs, milk, oil,
perfumes, and potent medicinal plants, were to be had in plenty
there. Through the power of Rama’s boon, the spot became
salubrious and blessed with countless beauties.

Then the Ocean-king addressed Raghuvira, the master of all arts
and sciences and said, ‘‘There is in your troop a vanara named Nala.
He is the son of Visvakarma, the architect of the heaven-world.
He granted a boon to his wife — ‘““You will have of me a son like
unto myself in everyway.”” Nala is thus the equal of his father. Let
him construct a causeway across the waters. I shall honour him even
as I would honour Visvakarma. And I shall see that any substance
placed by him is not drowned or washed away.”” He
circumambulated Rama, bowed low before him and went back to
his own home. (The Ocean-king did right in getting his enemies
punished through Ramachandra. Yet he was mortally afraid of
Ravana and wanted to assure himself that Rama was mighty enough
to bring him to his death. This explains his otherwise unaccountable
delay — Govindaraja).

Then Nala stood forth and said to Rama, ‘I will throw a
causeway over the boundless waters. The Ocean-king has spoken
the truth. I have the same skill as my father. Verily nothing in the
80
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world is as effective as the use of force. Other policies like
conciliation, gifts and sowing discord fail utterly when directed
against one who knows no gratitude at all. This Ocean-king, of
dreadful prowess, has made our path safe and shallow, because he
is curious to see you build the causeway and because he is afraid
of your heavy hand”’.

““Once upon a time, when my father dwelt on the mountain
Mandara with my mother, he said to her, ‘“You will have of me
a son like myself in form and prowess.”” The Ocean-king has
reminded me of it. What he says is true. I knew this secret before.
But I thought that no one would believe me if I began this great
task after proclaiming my ability myself. Hence I waited until some
one else should speak of it. I can build a causeway across the ocean.
Let the monkey-heroes bring me the requisite materials.”” Rama
ordered accordingly. Thousands of monkeys ranged over mountain
and forest. They uprooted trees of mountainous bulk and dragged
them to the shore. Teak, bilva, saptaparna, mango and other trees
were brought there, some with roots, some without, and some heavy
with fruits, flowers, leaves and shoots. The lofty trees lay by the
sea-shore, like the flag-staffs of Indra set up for a festival. Mighty
monkeys tore up huge boulders like elephants and transported them
to the sea shore. The Ocean, which was naturally rough there, rose
to the skies when the trees, rocks and boulders were thrown on it.
The monkeys stirred the waters to their depth. Some took with them
long ropes to see that a causeway a hundred yojanas in length was
laid straight across the sea.

Thus, while Nala built a pathway over the sea, the monkeys
brought him huge rocks and wrought feats impossible for others
in their desire to render him help. Some busied themselves with rods
to measure the work done. Staff in hand, some monkeys supervised
the work of the others. Some examined the causeway to make sure
that it was smooth and even. Some searched out monkeys taking
rest in the shade of trees and set them again to work. In pursuance
of the orders of Sri Rama, countless monkeys helped to build the
causeway with mountain peaks huge as cloud-banks and with logs
and grass and flowering trees. (The flowers and grass were laid on
the causeway to make the road smooth and pleasant). Many
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monkeys, resembling elephants in rut, carried with speed of wind
huge boulders and mountain peaks. The roar of the waves was
drowned by the splash of falling blocks and the crashing down of
mountain peaks. Monkeys of terrible strength and bulk joyously
laid a length of fourteen yojanas on the first day, of twenty yojanas
on the second day, of twenty-one on the third day, of twenty-two
on the fourth day, and of twenty-three on the fifth day, keeping
before them mount Suvela as the point to be reached on the other
shore. Nala, the mighty son of Visvakarma, built the causeway with
all the skill of his father, and it shone in the sea like Svati in the
sky.(The Sun has three paths before him — Dakshina, Uttara and
Madhyama. The Rishabha path extends over the constellations
Purva Phalguni, Uttara Phalguni and Magha; the Madhya path
covers Hasta, Chitra and Svati. The Aja path extends over J yeshtha,
Visakha and Anuradha. These three are called the middle paths —
Vayu Purana).

Then hosts of devas, gandharvas, siddhas and maharshis
gathered in the sky above to have a look at that wonder. The cause-
way was one hundred yojanas in length and ten in breadth. No one
else could have built it. They were delighted when they saw it lie
on the waters, as an emblem of the mighty intellect of Nala.

The monkeys were overjoyed to see that the road was laid
without a hitch. Some ran, some leaped, some danced, some roared
and some stood still, stunned by the construction which was
unthinkable and impossible for anyone else. Monkeys, millions of
them, even as they rendered help to the workmen, reached the other
shore. Like the parting in the hair of a lovely lady, it lay on the
waters broad and firm, fair and flawless. There were no ups and
downs, no cracks, or holes in it; so skilfully had Nala constructed
it. On the southern shore of the sea, Vibhishana, club in hand,
surrounded by his ministers, kept watch against foes. Then Sugriva
said to Rama, ‘‘May it please you, lead the way. Let Hanuman carry
you on his shoulders and Angada carry Lakshmana. They will take
you swiftly through the sky to the other shore. Rama and Laksh-
mana, fully-armed, together with Sugriva, led the monkey-troops,
their faces lit up by the Goddess of Victory. The other monkeys
came over, some along the middle and some along the sides of the
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road, while others waited till there was room on the causeway but
some threw themselves into the sea and swam across. Others flew
through the sky like Garuda. To the roar of the ocean was added
the terrible noise they made. The monkey-troops crossed that
dreadful sea with ease and safety, along the path laid by Nala. They
reached the other shore and, under the orders of Sugriva, encamped
in a place abounding in fruits, roots, bulbs and water. The gods,
the siddhas, the charanas, and the maharshis gazed upon the work
accomplished by Rama, impossible for others to dream of, praised
him highly, for building the causeway skilfully over the waters. This
causeway was an auspicious sign that the heads of Ravana, the terror
of the worlds, were about to fall. They wished to hide their boundless
joy until Ravana was destroyed. But, unable to suppress it, they
crowded round Raghava, whom men and gods alike adorned, and
offered him their worship and praise in the ‘prescribed manner;
“Rama! Lord of the universe. You have come down among men
to save them! Destroy all your foes and rule for long ages, the broad
earth girdled by the oceans.”’

CHAPTER 23
GOOD OMENS

AMA, who was an expert in the science of signs and portents,

was glad that the long-expected war was drawing near. He
turned to Lakshmana, who was equally versed in the signs and their
meaning and said, ‘“My dear boy, station our forces in forests rich
in water and fruits and array them in the form of Garuda. We now
approach the great terror that will wipe away ordinary people.
Heroes will perish. Bears, monkeys and rakshasas will be slain. The
winds blow confusedly; the earth quakes; mountain-peaks tremble;
huge trees crash down suddenly. Cloud-banks, of the hue of wolves
bearing frightful shapes, and covered by vultures, pour down ghastly
rain mixed with blood. (Varahamihira tells us that the ruin of
kingdoms is foretold by earth-quakes at twilight, meteors falling
and stars seen during the day, thunderbolts and rain mixed with
wood, grass, and blood). The twilight sky is covered by cloud-banks
of scarlet hue. Fiery blocks break off from the sun and fall on
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the earth. Cruel beasts and birds howl and cry helplessly in piteous
tones, raising their heads to the sun. They speak of impending danger
to the worlds. The moon at night is lustreless, yet burns the earth.
Around the setting sun are seen rings, fiery red in the centre, of
light red in the middle, and utter black without. Such terrible things
unknown before are visible during he time of dissolution.

(If there are two rings round the sun, troops and armies meet
with destruction; if three, kings die; if a ring is seen round the sun
in the first quarter of the day, it bodes evil to all beings; if in the
second, it means storm, rain and battle; if in the third it indicates
good and happiness; if in the fourth it is sure to end in universal
destruction — Kasyapa). Dark spots appear on the face of the sun,
till now pure and flawless. (Except during the full and the new
moons, Rahu should not attack the sun and the moon; again there
should be no spots or cracks visible in the two spheres; if they are,
it means utter ruin of kingdoms — Varahamihira). Stars are very
dim; it seems as if the day of dissolution is at hand. Crows, vultures,
and eagles are worsted by puny birds. J ackals howl fearfully. When
the rakshasas and the monkeys engage in the battle armed with
stones, spears and swords, the earth will be a miry mass of blood
and flesh. Let us make our entry from all sides into this city of Lanka
till now defended by Ravana from the approach of any one.”’

He was the embodiment of dharma; the hero of heroes; the
extremely skilful and intelligent. His face bright with the thought
of the coming battle, his splendour illuminating the space around,
he set out towards Vibhishana and Sugriva and the monkey-heroes
were confident that they would destroy their enemies. Roaring with
joy, they set out to find a likely place for their forces to camp. Rama
had half a doubt whether, with all their strength and valour, the
monkey-forces would not be frightened and dispirited at the sight
of the dreadful ocean and the fortification of Lanka. But he was
now free from anxiety and filled with joy when he saw that they
were eagerly looking forward to the battle. Intent on fulfilling his
wishes, they jumped and roared, brandished their tails and lashed
the earth with them in sheer joy.



CHAPTER 24

RAVANA INFORMED OF
RAMA'’S ARRIVAL

& ike the full moon of the autumn, conjoined to an auspicious
constellation, the monkey-host camped in a comfortable spot
at the orders of Rama and enjoyed a spell of rest. The troops of
Sugriva, boundless like the ocean, spread over the earth which
trembled under the weight. There came to them from Lanka the
sounds of drums, kettle-drums, and other instruments of martial
music. Mixed with the roar of the rakshasa- forces, these dreadful
sounds caused one’s hair to stand on end. Filled with joy, the
monkeys could not stand this and roared loud enough to drown
the shouts of the rakshasas. Like huge cloud-banks roaring in the
sky during the rains, the monkey-hosts could be heard all over
Lanka.

At the sight of Lanka, brilliant with curious banners and flags,
Rama’s thought turned towards Sita with sadness ‘‘Alas, like the
star Rohini in the cruel grip of Mars, my Janaki, with the eyes of
a frightened deer, is held in prison here by the rakshasas. >> He heaved
a deep sigh. But reminding himself that this was inexpedient on the
eve of battle, he restrained his grief, turned to Lakshmana, standing
by, and trying to change his thoughts by descanting on the beauties
of Lanka, said, ‘‘Boy, behold how beautifully Visvakarma has
fashioned the city of Lanka on Trikuta hill! Like a thing of pure
imagination, it touches the sky. With its towers and palaces this
town looks like the sky covered with white fleecy clouds. Surrounded
by forests and groves, rich in fruits and flowers, it shines like
Chaitraratha, the garden of Kubera. Birds of many kinds sing
sweetly here. Bees, drunk with honey, and cuckoos rest on clusters
of flowers. I think that all flowers and fruits could be had in every
season in this place. The breeze blows soft and pleasant.’’ Thus did
he praise the city of Ravana.

Then he arrayed his army according to the rules laid down in
the art of war and said, ‘‘Let Angada and Nila take their places
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at the heart of this array. Rishabha on the right and Gandhamadana
like an elephant in rut, on the left, will guard the flanks. Myself
and Lakshmana will be at the head. Jambavan, Sushena and
Vegadarsi will be in its stomach. Even as the Lord Varuna protects
the western quarter of the world, Sugriva will guard the tail.” (This
shows that the army was arrayed in the shape of the bird Garuda).
The hosts that shone like huge clouds in the sky, were thus protected
by mighty heroes. Armed with peaks and huge trees, the monkeys
were ready at any moment to destroy Lanka. They said to
themselves, ‘“We shall grind this city into dust by the huge boulders
or by our bare fists.”’

Then Rama turned to Sugriva and said, we have arrayed our
troops; now let Suka be set free.”

Tortured by the monkeys and quaking in fear, Suka, like one
half-dead, ran to Ravana and fell at his feet. The Lord of Lanka,
noting his dismal state laughed and cried, ‘‘Did you fall into the
hands of the wayward monkeys? It seems that you were in their
power for a while. Why are your wings broken? What is the reply
of Sugriva?”’ But Suka was dazed and could hardly think. Yet his
fear of Ravana’s wrath made him blurt out, ‘‘Lord, at your orders
I went to the northern shore of the sea and delivered your message
to Sugriva. Though my speech was sweet and mild, those monkeys,
catching sight of me, sprang at me and trampled me under foot;
in their mad fury began to break my wings. By nature they are fierce,
malignant, cruel; it is impossible to have speech with them; much
less to get a reply to any message. Raghunatha has come here seeking
Sita; he is surrounded by hordes of monkeys who own the sway
of Sugriva. Rama is a mighty hero who has already despatched
Viradha, Kabandha, Khara and other foes. Throwing a road over
the sea, he has crossed it as if it were a little puddle caused by the
hoof of a cow. This wonder has never been heard of or seen till
now. All our rakshasas, what are they before him? He stands there
roaring like a lion, leaning upon Kodanda, his mighty bow. If such
are his anger and prowess on merely hearing of yourself and your
forces, I know not what will become of us when he meets us face
to face. Monkeys and bears hide the earth from view, huge like
mountains or cloud-banks. You may say, ‘Go back in some other
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shape and have speech with them.’But it is utterly impossible to
bring about reconciliation between the rakshasa and the monkey-
forces any more than between the gods and danavas. Restore Sita to
Rama before the army enters our city; or else be prepared to fight.”’

As he heard these words of Suka, sparks of fire flashed forth
from the eyes of Ravana, as if they would burn Suka to ashes. ‘“You
wicked wretch! What did you say? I am to restore Sita, can I? Gods,
gandharvas, danavas may face me in battle; all created beings may
join together and try to frighten me; yet I will not give back Sita.”’
When will my arrows cover the body of Rama like bees drowsily
crowding on a tree heavy with flowers and foliage in spring? When
will I discharge in a ceaseless shower the deadly arrows in my quiver,
and drive him before me with the flames of my shafts as hunters
of elephants chase them with lighted torches? As the rising sun
swallows up the lustre of the other planets, even so I shall devour
this monkey-host and the valour of this Rama whom you praise
so highly. I am mighty like the ocean and swift like the wind. Rama,
son of Dasaratha, is not yet fully aware of my prowess. Else, he
would not have thought of facing me in battle. Well, the time has
come for him to learn. He does not know that in my quiver lie my
terrible arrows, all idle and hissing fiercely like venomous serpents.
Else, he would never dream of standing against me in battle. Rama
has never witnessed my prowess on the battle-field. The armies of
the enemy are specious dancing-floor; my bow is a vine,; my arrows
are the plectrum playing on the wires. I make my appearance on
the battle-field, bend my bow, draw it to the ear, twang it with a
mighty noise; my foes quake in terror and cry piteously at my
frightful form and the speck of my arrowy shower. Those whom
my shafts torture howl in pain and agony. These dreadful sounds
resemble the skilful execution of master of the vina when he rings
upon the wires in the three octaves. Rama will have time to behold
my feats of wonderful variety, impossible for others.”’

Indra who boasts of his thousand eyes, Varuna whose sons I
have worsted in battle, Yama, the lord of departed ancestors, Kubera
my elder brother, can they ever employ their weapons against me
and hope to win? Why speak of this Rama, this mere man, the son
of Dasaratha, who trembled and fled at the sight of me?



CHAPTER 25
RAVANA SENDS SUKA AND SARANA

AKING human form, Rama came down into the world as the

son of Dasaratha; he crossed the sea with his monkey-hosts and
camped before Lanka like a spirited lion. But Ravana was nearing
his end; and proud of his strength, he turned to his ministers, Suka
and Sarana, and said, ‘“‘How wonderful! the monkeys, millions in
number, have really crossed this sea that was impassable till now.
Rama has laid a road over the waters. Have such things been seen
or heard of anywhere? Those in whom I place the utmost confidence
may assure me all this is true; but unless I see it directly with my
own eyes, I shall not believe it. Again, I must have a correct idea
of the strength of the monkey-forces. Go and enter the enemy’s
ranks unknown to any. Who are the ministers in whom Rama and
Sugriva place trust? Who stand in front on every occasion and in
every mission? Who are the heroes there? How was his causeway
thrown across the sea? Where is the enemy’s army encamped? What
is the strength and what are the weapons of Rama and Lakshmana?
What steps are we to take? Who is the general that leads these mighty
monkeys? Mark these things carefully and minutely and bring me
true news with speed.”’ ( This Suka is not the rakshasa spoken of
before).

So they entered the enemy forces in the shape of monkeys. They
found it boundless, fearful, beyond count and enough to make one’s
hair stand on end. It was encamped on mountain peaks, dark caves,
beautiful valleys, sea-shore, forests and groves. Some of them had
crossed the sea, some were crossing it; some were about to do so;
some had already selected comfortable quarters; some were asleep.
Like another ocean, it was noisy, unapproachable, and dreadful.

Inspite of their disguise Suka and Sarana were found out by
Vibhishana, who took them to Rama. ‘‘Lord, Suka and Sarana,
these two before us, are the ministers of Ravana. They have come
here from Lanka with intent to know and report everything about
us.”’ The rakshasas were sore afraid and despaired of going back



YUDDHAKANDA 1275

alive. They clasped hand in prayer and cried to Rama, ‘‘Lord! Soul
of mercy! We were sent by Ravana to discover and report to him
all about your armies. Best and bravest of the line of Raghu! Saviour
of those that seek refuge in you! Do with us as you please.”” Rama
smiled at the stupidity of Ravana and calmed their fears.
Compassion came naturally to the son of Dasaratha, adorned with
every noble quality; he was ever intent upon doing the highest good
to all beings. He was especially kind towards those who opposed
him out of ignorance. Make any inquiries you like about me. Do
the business you have come upon, obey the orders of Ravana and
go back in peace. If there is anything left for you to see, take a
second look at your leisure. Or shall I ask Vibhishana to show you
everything clearly? Have no fear for your life, because you are in
the hands of enemies. Captives in battle, those that have cast away
their weapons and messengers should never be killed. Vibhishana!
These have come to sow dissension among our forces by overtures
of peace and bribery. But they pray to us for protection. Do not
trouble them. Let them go in peace (Rama was not impelled to show
the same kindness to the other Suka). Rakshasas! go back to Lanka
and deliver correctly to Ravana these words of mine!

‘It is up to you, your kith and kin and troops, to employ the
strength that you relied upon when you carried away Sita, my
beloved wife. At dawn of day you shall behold Lanka, its palaces
and courts, its fortifications and Rakshasa-armies, being destroyed
by my arrows. Even as Indra hurls his thunderbolt at the danavas,
my dreadful wrath will hurl itself at sunrise against yourself and
your forces.” ““Go and convey this message to your master.”’

Suka and Sarana bowed before Rama, cried, ‘‘Victory to thee!”’
and went back to Lanka and reported to Ravana all that had
happened. “‘Lord, Vibhishana found us out. Death would have been
our just reward. But Rama,the radiant soul of righteousness, took
pity on us, and let us go; Rama has followed the rule of polity that
messengers ought not to be harmed. (This is a hint that Ravana’s
conduct was improper when he ordered Maruti to be put to a cruel
death). Rama’s valour is boundless. Let it not be supposed that he
let us go out of fear of you. Rama, Lakshmana, Vibhishana and
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Sugriva are like the regents of the world; mighty heroes of unshaken
valour; past masters of every kind of weapon. And among them,
Rama is the son of Dasaratha who helped the gods to defeat the
asuras. Raghava is like a light lit in a lamp. He is endowed with
the eight varieties of auspiciousness (Lakshmi). Lakshmana is his
right arm. Sugriva, the brother of Vali of matchless valour, is his
equal in every respect; he resembles his father Indra in prowess.
The valour and brilliance of Vibhishana are not unknown to you.
These four lords of men have now joined together in one place and
are of one mind. It is nothing to them to tear up Lanka by the roots
and fling it and all it holds where they choose. What need have they
of help from other monkeys? Looking at Rama and his weapons,
one would conclude that he by himself can destroy utterly this Lanka
of ours. Why then should he trouble the other three for help?

‘““You may say, ‘Rama may be a self-sufficient hero who needs
no aid; but if I managed to destroy his forces, it would damp his
enthusiasm.” Now the monkey-hosts, guarded by Rama, Lakshmana
and Sugriva, are beyond the reach of the gods, asuras and Indras,
all joined together. The anticipation of battle with the rakshasas
has filled them with joy and they are ready to fight this moment.
They are unshakable in their determination. We pray you seek not
their enmity. Put away your wrath, call patience and forbearance
to your aid and take Sita back to Rama.”’.

CHAPTER 26
THE VANARA ARMY

HUS Suka and Sarana tender salutary counsel to Ravana,

fearless of consequences. But the king of the rakshasas laughed
in rage and cried, ‘“Wretched fellows, I had no idea that you were
such cowards. Devas, gandharvas, and danavas together may oppose
me, all creatures may threaten me, yet I shall not restore Sita. You
have been in the hands of the monkeys and, frightened out of your
wits, you offer me this counsel as salutary. Is there any one who
can face me in battle and hope to win?’’
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He spoke harshly and got up to the lofty terrace of his palace,
with the height of many tall palm trees and white like fleecy clouds.
With bloodshot eyes, he saw the sea, the mountains and the forests.
The base of mount Trikuta was entirely hidden by the monkeys.
Finding that the army was boundless and past count, Ravana
exclaimed, ‘‘Sarana! Who are the heroes among these monkey-
lords? Who are the mighty ones? Who are those that stand in front
and lead the rest? Who are gifted with enthusiasm? Whose words
does Sugriva follow? Who are the generals? Tell me the truth.”’

Sarana, who had carefully noted every detail about the army,
replied readily, ‘‘Your Majesty! the monkey there, that never takes
his eye off Lanka, but roars frightfully, he is Nila, the General.
He is surrounded by many thousands of monkey-captains. With
his war-cries reverberate Lanka, its palaces and mansions, and the
hills and woods around.

There again, look at that other monkey that walks on his hind
legs, with hands raised aloft. Often, he turns to Lanka and yawns.
Huge as a mountain peak, golden-hued like the filaments of a lotus,
he lashes the earth again and again with his tail and sets the quarters
trembling. He has been installed as prince regent by Sugriva; he
is Angada, the son of Vali and equal to his father in every respect.
Sugriva loves him dearly. Even as Varuna is ever concerned with
the welfare of Indra, this Angada has set his heart on the welfare
of Rama. Maruti, following the counsel of Angada, discovered Sita.
Maruti devoted to the interests of Rama, follows the orders of this
youth. It is hard to defeat him, surrounded as he is by countless
armies led by mighty heroes. Behold him challenging you to mortal
fight even now.

Behind Angada stands another monkey-hero. He is the death
of his foes; and this is Nala that threw the causeway across the seas.
He leaps fury; he yawns dreadfully and stretches his limbs. Round
him surge countless monkeys roaring like lions, a thousand crores
and eight lakhs of valiant monkeys, dwellers in the sandalwood
forests, follow Nala. He is resolved, with his own forces, to destroy
Lanka.

And there walks a monkey of terrible prowess, white like mount
Kailasa and moving about restlessly. He is Svetana, famed through
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the worlds for his intelligence. Most earnestly he prays to Sugriva
for permission to pull down Lanka, this very moment. His master
counsels patience, calms him and promises to grant his request a
little later. And he returns sullen and wrathful. He marshalls his
troops and keeps up their enthusiasm by skilful speech.

There stands another hero with a very long tail covered with
hair red, white, black and yellow mixed together, and of the length
of many vyamas ( A vyama is the space of one’s arms stretched out
on either side). This is Kumuda the General. He is uncontrollable,
easily offended. Eager to meet you in the battle. He too has resolved
to destroy Lanka with the help of his troops. His kingdom extends
along the banks of the river Gomati with its dense and lovely woods,
as also over the mountain Sankochana and the forests around. He
has come here at the orders of Sugriva. He is the lord of countless
millions of valiant monkeys.

Look there, at that monkey, bushy like a lion, with his eyes
intently fixed on our capital as if he would consume it to ashes.
Yellow in hue and with eyes long and wide, he is the master of thirty
crores of monkeys. He rules over the Vindhyas, Krishnagiri, Sakya,
and Sudarsana mountains. The forces of this Rambha of dreadful
prowess are ready to reduce Lanka to dust.

And there is another monkey who yawns often, pricks up his
ears and shakes with wrath. He views things with the corner of his
eye; now and then he glances at his tail and roars like a lion. He
is Sarabha, king of the mountain Salveya. Mighty in strength and
energy, he knows no fear. Death has no terror for him. He never
turns his back on the battle-field and his swiftness is great. Forty
lakhs of captains of the name of Viharas follow him.

There, in the midst of the monkey-hewes stands Panasa like a
huge cloud-bank that hides the sky from view or like Indra
surrounded by his gods. His roar is like the noise of mighty war
drums. Of all the monkeys there that thirst for the moment of battle,
he is the most terrible. The mountain Pariyatra is his kingdom. It
is hard to face him in a fight. Fifty lakhs of captains obey him.
There in the midst of the ardent monkey-army, big like another
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ocean beside the mighty ocean, Vinata moves about, huge in bulk
like the mountain Dardara. The river Parnata is his abode; the Sixty
lakhs of troops are at his call.

Behold yonder the general Krodhana who defies you to fight
right now. Every one among his troops is a mighty hero. With his
body like a vein of red ore on the mountain side, Gavaya makes
little of his brother monkeys but roams apart. He waits for you
in furious wrath. Seventy lakhs at his back, he has sworn to destroy
Lanka all by himself. Cast your eyes yonder over Sugriva, Angada
and the other leaders and the forces at their command. Strong
beyond imagination, they can assume what forms they will. No one
can stand against them on the battle-field.

CHAPTER 27
THE VANARA ARMY (Continued)

EHOLD the monkey-leaders who make light of their lives and

use their strength, prowess and every other gift in the service
of Raghava. That is Hara, who stands there with his immensely
long tail. It is covered with hair many vyamas long and coloured
curiously red, yellow, white and black. Note the radiance that
emanates from him on all sides like the rays of the sun. Now, he
tosses his tail aloft. Now, he drags it along the ground. He is terrible
on the battle-field. He is followed by crores of captains, who drag
lofty trees behind them in order to lay Lanka low. There again
behold the bands of innumerable bears on mountains, valleys and
river banks. One cannot count them, describe them one by one.
Like a huge ocean, they are boundless; their bodies are dark like
rain-clouds or mountains of black collyrium. Their prowess is
irresistible. Cruel and fierce, they eagerly wait for the time when they
will be let loose on you. And among them there shines of dreadful
shape and dreadful eyes, like the god Parjanya in the midst of his
clouds, he stands there, Dhumra, king of the bears. The mountain
Rikshavan is his domain and he roams along the banks of the river
Narmada.
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Terrible like in form and more terrible than he in prowess, there
stands his younger brother, like a huge mountain in bulk. Know
him as Jambavan, the general, of matchless might, reverent towards
his elders, jealous in battle. This wise one rendered special help to
Indra in the fight of the gods against the asuras and secured rare
boons; the bears that follow him fling huge boulders in a ceaseless
shower on the foe. The very god of death cannot frighten them.
Thickly coverd with hair all over, they make light of rakshasas and
pisachas and put them to rout. In radiance they resemble Agni, the
God of Fire.

And there stands Dambha, the general, ever about to take a
tremendous leap, as if he cannot control his wrath. All the monkey-
hosts gaze at him in wonder. His valour has been praised by Indra
himself.

Sannadana there is rightly acknowledged as peerless among the
four-footed creation; he is the oldest among the monkeys and their
ancestor. At one stride he reaches the mountain one yojana away
from him; he himself is a yojana in height. In the battle between
the gods and the asuras, the latter tried their best to foil him and
failed; as a general, he had achieved matchless fame. Again, the
god of fair, begot him on a Gandharva maid, since the Gods wanted
one like Indra in prowess to help them in the war against the asuras.

The general there, round whom millions of monkeys crowd, is
Krodhana, who never boasts on the battle-field, but is strong and
radiant. He is resolved to destroy Lanka with the help of his army.
The mountain where he dwells abounds in Jambu trees. It is one
of the favourite haunts of your brother Kubera; and this monkey-
chief is its king.

Like a huge cloud-bank, tossed by a storm, stands Pramathi,
the general whom none dare face in battle. He keeps in mind the
ancient enmity between the elephants and the monkeys and drives
away the elephants on the banks of the Ganges. (Once upon a time
Sambasadana, the asura took the form of an elephant and troubled
sorely the rishis and hermits. They entreated Kesari the monkey-
hero to come to their help. And he fought the asura and killed him.
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From that time there began a deadly feud between the elephants
and the monkeys). He dwells in mountain caves. His enemies are
ground to dust even as he walks. He takes delight in dashing and
destroying trees with elephants and elephants with trees. Even as
Indra reigns in Svarga, he holds royal sway over the mountain
Usirabija on the banks of the Ganges. Lakhs of monkeys, proud
of their valour and prowess, follow him. Look at the cloud of red
dust raised by troops as they leap wildly in their uncontrollable
wrath.

There behold Gavaksha, the general who is famed for his
swiftness. When Nala threw a causeway over the sea, the millions
of monkeys under Gavaksha surrounded him and pleaded for
permission to demolish Lanka at once. Again, behold Kesari, the
renowned monkey-leader. He rules over the mountain Kanchana.
The trees on it are ever covered with flowers and fruits. The bees,
drunken with honey, hum sweetly. The sun rejoices as he passes
over it daily. Maharshis abide there ever in bliss. Under the sun’s
rays the mountain and the beasts and birds thereon shine with golden
lustre.

And look there at Satabali, the monkey-leader. A hero among
heroes, most intelligent, mighty in prowess, valiant beyond measure,
he daily offers worship to the sun so that he may defeat you in battle.
He counts his life as dust and is ready to lay it down in carrying
out the wishes of Rama. Even as the rakshasas surround you, sixty
thousand mountains of gold surround their Lord, mount Meru west
of the sunset Mountain. And there, on that hill of gold, roam at
will the monkeys that follow this leader. Red, white, yellow and
brown are they in hue; sharp nails and teeth are their only weapons
like lions they have strong teeth; they are unapproachable like fierce
tigers; like huge serpents, they blaze in their wrath; their tails are
immensely long; they are huge in bulk like elephants in rut and hard
in body like lordly mountains they roar like the thunder of huge
clouds; their eyes are red, and round and yellow, while their voices
are terrible. Setting eyes on Lanka, they are eager to grind it to dust.

Gaja, Gavaksha, Gavaya, Nala, every one of them is the leader
%{ crores of monkeys. There are too many brave monkeys that live
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on the Vindhya mountains. It is impossible to count them. ‘‘Every
one of them is of boundless skill and prowess. In a moment they
can reduce to dust the mountains on the earth. And one might
mistake them for mountains.’’

CHAPTER 28
THE VANARA ARMY (Continued)

OW Suka, thinking that Sarana’s description was incomplete,

began to supplement it. ‘““Your Majesty! do you see those
monkeys that tower aloft like elephants in rut or the tall banians
on the banks of the Ganges or the lofty sala trees on the Himalayas?
None can meet them in battle. Immeasurably strong, they take forms
at will and resemble like daityas and danavas in might and the gods
in valour. These number 21 thousand crores, many thousands of
Sankhas and many hundreds of Brindas. They serve Sugriva and
dwell in Kishkindha. They change their shapes at will and are born
of gods and gandharvas.

Behold those two youths, like gods in beauty; they are the famous
Mainda and Dvivida. The very gods are not equal to them on the
battle-field. Brahma allowed them to drink of the waters of
immortality. They too are resolved to destroy Lanka by themselves.

I pray you behold that monkey-lord that stands there like a lordly
elephant in rut. When enraged, he troubles the very oceans to their
depths. It is he that came here searching for Sita and entered your
well-guarded capital. Once before you have seen him. And now,
here he is again. He is the eldest son of Kesari and born of Vayu,
the Wind God. He is famed on earth as Hanuman. He crossed the
sea on a former occasion. He can assume what form he wills. The
foremost of the vanaras, his strength and appearance are alike
wonderful. Even like Vayu his father, he can go unhindered
everywhere. One day while yet an infant in arms, he felt the pangs
of hunger and, seeing the rising sun, he said, ‘‘I shall catch and
eat this bright thing,”” and proud of his boundless strength he flew
through the sky a distance of three thousand yojanas. But the
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scorching rays of Surya, whom gods, maharshis and danavas could
not approach, were too much for him and he fell down in a faint
on the mountain of sunrise. His jaw struck a rock and broke in
consequence. That gave him the name Hanuman. I heard this tale
from my elders. (Kesari dwelt on Kanakachala, the mountain. Its
peaks are said to be three thousand yojanas from the solar orbit.
The Puranas tell us that one lakh of yojanas lie between the sun
and the earth. So this three thousand yojanas should be taken to
stand for many. Further we read in the Uttarakanda of the
Ramayana that Maruti fell, struck down by the vajra of Indra).
It is impossible to describe his form, strength or prowess. He has
resolved all by himself to lay your capital in ruins.

Behold the hero who sits so gracefully on his shoulders. Like
a black rain-bearing cloud resting lightly on the peak of a golden
mountain, he is endowed with the most lovely and auspicious form.
He is Sri Rama. His eyes are like the petals of the red lotus, opening
to the sun in a lovely pool. He is not like Anaranya and the others
who fell before you in battle. Of the kings of the Ikshvaku line,
he is the one whom his enemies dare not approach. All this the whole
world knows. And to this Khara, Dushana, Trisiras, your enemy
Vali, Kabandha, Viradha, Subahu, Maricha, Tataka and the others
bear witness. Not only manliness, but the noblest dharma dwells
in him. Nothing and no one can shake it; such is its firmness. (In
the Ayodhyakanda, Jabali’s atheistic arguments made no impression
on him). He never transgresses the bounds of dhorma. (Despite
Bharata’s pleas and protests, he did not break his pledge to keep
the word of his father. Again, despite Sita’s objection, he fulfilled
the promise of protection to the rishis of the Dandaka forest. If
during his fight with Khara, he drew back a little, it was simply
because he had no space to draw the bow and shoot his arrows.
Nor did he violate dharma when he slew Vali by craft. He had given
his word to Sugriva and had to carry it out at any cost). Not only
his manliness and virtue, but his mastery of every weapon, human
and divine, is beyond measure. He knows well the use of astra of
Brahma and the mystic literature thereon. He is the best of those
who know the inner import of the Vedas. (He stands above Vasishtha
and the others who claim to be the spiritual preceptors of the world).
His arrows can tear to pieces the firmament; they can pierce
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mountains. Enraged, he is like the god of death. In prowess he equals
the king of the gods. Since you carried away his beloved wife,
Sita, while they dwelt in Janasthana, he is filled with uncontrollable
anger against you. He has come here seeking you to give you
terrible battle.

On his right side, there stands one who is of the hue of that pure
gold, by name Jambunada. Broad of chest, his eyes aflame with
wrath against you with dark clustering curls of hair on his head,
stands Lakshmana, the younger brother of Rama. Nay, he is the
very life and soul of Rama, extremely dear to him. A past master
is he in the arts of war and government and in every accomplish-
ment. In prowess he tolerates no equal; he has never known defeat;
boundless is his manliness. Intelligent and strong, he is the right
arm of Rama, his life-breaths coursing outside his body. When it
comes to serving Rama, his life is nothing to him. He is resolved
all by himself, to annihilate the whole rakshasa-race.

To the right of Rama there stands one surrounded by some of
our rakshasas. He is Vibhishana, who has been declared as king
over realms that you rule now. Sri Rama has no design on your
kingdom, for all his wishes have been fulfilled and he has nothing
to desire. Hence he has crowned Vibhishana as king of Lanka. He
has come here to fight with you, moved by uncontrollable anger
against you.

Between Rama and Vibhishana there stands one who is
immovable like a mighty mountain. He is the ruler of the monkey-
world, and has never known defeat. As the Himalaya soars above
all the mountains upon earth, even so he stands high above the
monkeys in his radiance, fame, innate wisdom, and learning, as
also by his noble ancestry. Sugriva who rules his subjects from
Kishkindha, adorned with caves and woods dwells with his chief
ministers and generals in a mountain fortress curiously wrought and
altogether unapproachable. There on his shoulders hangs a garland
of gold adorned with countless golden lotuses. It is the envy of gods
and men; it is the abode of the goddess of victory. (One who wears
this garland can never be vanquished by a foe. Hence Rama was
obliged to slay Vali from behind the trees). Slaying Vali, Rama
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gave to Sugriva this garland, Tara, that gem among women, and
stable sovereignty over the monkey-world.

A hundred thousands make a lakh. A hundred lakhs make a
koti. A lakh of kotis make a sankha. A lakh of sankhas make a
mahasankha. A lakh of these make a brinda; A lakh of these make
a mahabrinda. A lakh of these make a padma. A lakh of these make
a mahapadma, A lakh of these make a kharva. A lakh of these make
a mahakharva. A lakh of these make a samudra. A lakh of these
make a ogha and lakh of oghas make a maha-ogha.

Now a koti of maha-oghas, a hundred samudras, a hundred
kharvas, athousand mahapadmas, a hundred padmas, one thousand
mahabrindas, one hundred brindas, one thousand mahasankhas,
one hundred sankhas, and one thousand kotis — this is the count,
the ocean-like vastness of the monkey-army that stands round
Sugriva. He has secured the help of Vibhishana, another vast ocean,
with his four ministers. And this Sugriva challenges you to mortal
fight. Boundless in strength and prowess and with boundless forces,
he stands in splendour. Observe the monkey-army approaching us,
blazing like a malificent planet. We should not suffer defeat at the
hands of our foes; on the other hand, we should achieve victory.
For this, I pray you to take the proper measures and that quickly.”’

CHAPTER 29
RAVANA DESPATCHES SPIES

AVANA was a little taken back by what Suka and Sarana

pointed out. The redoubtable monkey-heroes; Vibhishana, his
brother; Lakshmana, the right arm of Rama and a hero of heroes;
and Sugriva the ruler of the monkey-world endowed with terrible
strength and valour — these stood round their lord and master
Sri Rama. Then furious to hear his foes praised to his face he looked
at Suka and Sarana as they stood before him with clasped hands
and bowed head, and said, his words faltering with wrath, ‘““What
audacity! Here am I your lord and master able to make and to mar.
You depend on him for everything; and yet you dare to speak words
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that are hateful to him. What is the rule of polity you follow, I
wonder. Our foes have resolved to destroy us, and are here already
to give us battle. And you praise them to the sky without reason.
I ask you again, what is the rule of polity you follow? Would it
not damp the spirits of our troops to hear praises of the foe on the
very eve of battle? The essence of the science of polity consists in
the way in which counsellors should behave to their king. And it
is plain you do not know it. You have gained nothing from your
contact with the teachers and practitioners of the science of
government, with great men old in years, ripe in wisdom and
righteous in conduct. Or else you have forgotten what you learnt.
Or, instead of putting your learning into practice, you only carry
it as a beast its burden. Only thus can I account for the name you
have had till now as men of knowledge. I must thank my own
accumulated merit that I rule this kingdom or even that I am alive,
seeing that my counsellors are thus innocent of the science of
government. Are you not afraid of losing your lives for speaking
so harshly to me? Your welfare and your ruin tremble at the tip
of your ruler’s tongue. The trees in the forest can catch fire and
survive; but never a wretch who has incurred the wrath of a king.”

Then he said to himself, *“To slay them out of hand is the proper
regard for these wretches that praise my enemy. But when I think
of the service that they have rendered to me, my anger subsides.”

Then he said to them, ‘“Wretches! this moment I dismiss you
from my service. Go away somewhere. Let me not set eyes on you
again. I have not forgotten the services you have rendered to me
so far. Hence I refrain from slaying you. Your own ingratitude
and the loss of my friendship will be for you a punishment crueller
than death.”” Hanging down their heads in shame and giving the
royal salute, “Victory, victory to thee!”’ they departed hence.

Then Ravana turned to Mahodara who stood by and said, ‘‘Send
here at once some experts in the art of espionage and the science
of polity.”” They came to him accordingly, bowed low, saluted him
with ““Victory, victory to thee!”” and stood with folded palms,
awaiting his orders. Knowing them to be faithful, valiant and
devoted to him and at the same time entirely unafraid of any foe,
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he said to them, ‘‘Go and find entry into the enemy’s camp. Bring
me news of Rama’s plans. If there is any defect in them, let us
conquer him by threats. Who are his confidential ministers? Who
are his friends? If opportunity offers, we shall alienate them from
him. Does he sleep with guards around him or alone? If the latter,
we shall fight him at night. How does he spend his time when awake?
Is he free from care or beset by it? If the latter, I shall kill him
by deceit. Is he about to lay siege to Lanka now or later on? If the
latter, we shall deceive him in course of time. Be hidden and
somehow gather and bring me full information on all these points.
Wise rulers, through good spies, learn everything about the enemies
and easily defeat them in battle.”’

The spies, under the lead of Sardula, circumambulated the ruler
of Lanka, bowed low at his feet, and took leave of him. They
proceeded joyfully to where Rama and Lakshmana were. When they
neared mount Suvela, they disguised themselves and observed
minutely Rama, Lakshmana, Sugriva, Vibhishana and others. Fear
came upon them more and more and their hearts sank, as they had
a closer look at the monkey-army. Meanwhile Vibhishana, the soul
of dharma found them out, took them to Rama, and said, ‘‘Lord,
this is Sardula, the head of the spies sent by Ravana.’’ The monkeys
cried, ““This wicked wretch shall not be allowed to go alive’’ and
they attempted to torture and kill him. Then Rama ordered them
to desist and let him go. Then they drove him out with blows and
curses and began to torture the other spies, whom also Sri Rama
saved from their hands. With their minds dazed and their senses
confused they went back to Lanka heaving sighs of pain. Since it
was their function to visit other countries in disguise and bring
information about them, they came and said to Ravana, ‘your
Majesty, Rama and Lakshmana, with an immeasurable force, have
encamped on mount Suvela.’’



CHAPTER 30
VANARA ARMY

OMEWHAT excited, Ravana said to Sardula, ‘“You seem to
I have been roughly handled by some one. Your face has changed
colour! Did you fall into the hands of fierce foes?

Then Sardula managed to reply, trembling with fear and in a
weak voice, ‘Your Majesty! It is impossible to learn in secret the
facts about those monkey-heroes. They are strong and valiant and
are under the protection of Rama. Why, we could not gain speech
with them; How could we enquire and know their hearts? Monkeys,
mountainous in bulk, guard each path most carefully. The moment
I made my way into the monkey-forces, which none of our spies
could do, they found me out. The ministers of Vibhishana caught
us, threw us down and rolled us on the earth. Meanwhile the
monkeys, gathered round us, pounded us with their fists and hands,
kneaded us with their knees and tore us to pieces with their teeth
and nails. Those impetuous monkeys dragged us along everywhere
crying, ‘‘Here are the spies that have come to discover our secrets.
Then drenched in blood, and bereft of our senses, we fainted away.
When we regained consciousness, they began to torture us again.
At last they took us to Rama. We cried ‘“This is too much for us.
Save us from death.’” At our earnest entreaty, he took pity on us and
ordered our release. We owe our life to his compassion and have
come to you in this plight. With rocks and mountains, Rama has
built a causeway across the sea; and having led his monkey-hosts
over it, he stands at the gates of Lanka armed to the teeth. He has
arrayed his army in the form of Garuda, and having sent me away,
he is marching towards Lanka blazing in his lustre. Take Sita back
to him before he enters the city; or else be prepared to fight him.”’

Ravana thought a little and said, ‘‘Devas, gandharvas, danavas,
and the rest may band themselves against me, all created beings may
try to frighten me, yet Sita shall not go back. I will fight the enemy
as you said. So give me all the information that I ought to know
and that you have been able to collect. Who are the renowned
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warriors, in the monkey-army? What forms do they take? Who are
irresistible on the battle-field? Whose grandsons speak the truth?
Let me know their strength and weakness and take appropriate steps.
We must have an idea of the numbers, the strength and weakness
of those that would fight with us.

Then Sardula ventured to reply, ‘Your Majesty! Sugriva, the
king of the monkeys, is the son of Riksharajas. He is unconquerable
in battle. Gadgada had two sons, Dhumra and Jambavan by name.
Jambavan emerged from the mouth of Brahma, as he yawned. He
was brought up later on by Gadgada. Kesari was begotten by
Brihaspati. His son Hanuman, slew Aksha and other rakshasa
heroes. Sushena is the son of god, Dharma. (It is said in the
Balakdnda, that the god Varuna begot Sushena. But Sardula might
have mixed up things in his terror). Dadhimukha is the son of Soma.
Sumukha, Durmukha and Vegadarsi might verily be called death
walking in the shape of monkeys. Brahma created them for this
very purpose. Nila, the Generalissimo, was begotten by the god
Agni. Hanuman is the son of the god Vayu, while Angada is the
grandson of Indra and equal to him in youthful strength and pride.
Mainda and Dvivida were begotten by the twin gods Asvins.
Gavaksha, Gavaya, Sarabha, Gandhamadana were begotten by the
god Yama and are equal to him in all respects. There are ten crores
of monkey-heroes of matchless radiance, all begotten by the gods.
And no one can say what the origin or abode of the others may
be. The mighty Being that protects them all is the son of Dasaratha.
Handsome in every limb like a lordly lion, he is in the prime of
youth. He is the slayer of Khara, Dushana, Trisiras, Maricha,
Subahu and Tataka. In all the worlds there is none like in valour
and prowess. Has he not killed Viradha and Kabandha who were
themselves like the god of death? None can describe the excellences
and perfections of Rama. Of all the rakshasas who opposed him
at Janasthana, does one survive? His brother Lakshmana is the soul
of righteousness and like unto a lordly elephant in rut the very ruler
of the gods cannot escape with his life once he becomes the mark
of Lakshmana’s arrow. Sveta and Jyotirmukha, are the sons of
Surya. Hemakuta is the son born to Varuna. Nala that redoubtable
hero is the son of Visvakarman. Durdhara, the valiant monkey is
the son of the Vasu gods. Your brother Vibhishana has received
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from Rama this’kingdom of Lanka and works and prays for Rama’s
welfare. Thus far, have I reported the facts that I gathered during
my visit, what is expedient now it is for you to decide and do.

CHAPTER 31
RAVANA THROWS AN ILLUSION OVER SITA

HEN the spies told Ravana of the monkey-hosts,

unapproachable to foes, and Rama encamped on mount
Suvela, the ruler of Lanka was a little upset thereby and said to
the ministers standing by him, ‘‘Rakshasas, now is the time for us
to takc counsel together. Fetch here all my ministers, who are experts
in the science of polity.”’ Soon they came there accordingly and he
took counsel with them at great length about the steps to be taken.
Then he gave them leave to depart and himself retired into his palace.

There he sent for the rakshasa Vidyujjihva (lightning-tongue),
‘“Friend, you are the master of illusion. There is nothing of magic
that you do not know; you are strong, courageous and valiant. Let
us throw an illusion over Sita. Fashion by your art a likeness of
the head of Rama and of Kodanda, his bow.’’ The rakshasa said
humbly ‘Your orders shall be obeyed’. Ravana was pleased and
rewarded him amply with coin and ornaments. Then, moved by
a strong desire to behold Sita once more, the mighty king went to
the Asoka grove and found Sita bowed down with grief, still seated
on the bare earth. Ill-fitted to endure suffering, she sat there helpless
in the midst of terrible rakshasis, and meditating all the time on
her Lord. Ravana drew near her and, as if he brought her some
joyful news, he cried audaciously, ‘‘Sita, despite my best efforts
to win you over, you trusted Rama for help and you put me to shame
with cruel words, did you not? That warrior, who by a stroke of
luck killed my generals Khara and Dushana, he himself has been
slain in battle by my troops. The thing upon which you depended
for support has now been uprooted. I have brought your pride to
the dust, have I not? This calamity will of itself bring you to me
as my wife without any word of request from me. Cast away from
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you this foolish obstinacy. Rama is dead. What use can he be to
you now? You shall be the queen and mistress of all my wives. Oh!
you have gathered little merit in the past! You have gone without
wealth and the pleasures of love, the supreme ends of life. Fool
that you are, you are proud of your fancied wisdom. Let me tell
you how Rama met his death, even as Vritra, the asura, met his
death at the hands of Indra.

Intending to kill me, he had come to the northern shores of the
ocean and was encamped there with the army of Sugriva. At the
night, when they were deep asleep, after their long and weary travel,
my spies visited the camp secretly and discovered every detail that
I wanted. My rakshasa — forces led by Prahasta, has annihilated
from the face of the earth the army of Rama and Lakshmana with
broad swords, iron wheels, clubs, bolts, sticks, loaded with molton
metals, with cudgels and pestles and other weapons, my rakshasas
worked havoc among the monkeys. Then Prahasta, the terror of his
foes came upon Rama where he lay sound asleep and deftly cut off
with his sword the head of your husband. Vibhishana was caught
as he was trying to escape. Lakshmana and the monkey-troops have
been scattered to the various quarters of the earth. Sugriva lies there
with his neck broken, Hanuman with his jaw shattered, Jambavan,
with his legs cut off, is stretched on the ground like a tree uprooted.
Mainda and Dvivida are swimming in a pool of blood, heaving deep
sighs and dismal groans. They are severely cut at the loins and can
hardly survive. Panasa lies on the ground, pierced like a jack fruit
by my rakshasas. Dadhimukha too lies there, cloven to pieces by
many narachas. Kumuda of mighty lustre lies silenced by arrows.
Like the cloud-banks being shattered by a storm, some monkeys
were trampled to death by elephants and chariots. Some were caught
as they fled; some ran here and there in terror; some were hit from
behind and taken prisoners. Like a herd of elephants chased by
mighty lions, the monkey-army was thrown into confusion in a
moment. Some fell into the sea; some sprang into the sky; bears
clambered up the trees like monkeys and so escaped. The monkeys
could not make out friends from foes in the darkness of the night
and so they fought one another to death on mountains and sea-
shore and in the woods. Thus your husband and his army have been
utterly destroyed by my forces. And now you shall see the head
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of Rama, covered with dust and blood.’’ He called a rakshasi and
said to her, loud enough for Sita to hear, ‘‘Fetch Vidyujjihva. He
has brought the head of Rama from the field of battle.”’

Forthwith Vidyujjihva brought the head and bow of Rama,
bowed before his lord and stood there awaiting orders. Then Ravana
said to him, ‘“Place in front of Sita the head of her husband. Let
her see with her own eyes and know that Rama is dead. Then that
rakshasa placed before her the lovely head of Sri Rama. Ravana
took the bow of Rama from the hands of Vidyujjihva and said to
Sita, ‘Lo! the bow of your husband. Prahasta my General slew him
at midnight and brought this to me.”’ He pointed to the head and
the bow and cried to Sita, ‘““Now at least will you yield to me and
do my will?”’ (The geneology of the monkeys given in this chapter
differs from that given in the Balakanda. Chapters 31, 32 and 33
are held by some to be not Valmiki’s since the story runs smooth
without them).

CHAPTER 32

THE LAMENT OF SITA

ANAKI gazed on the head and the noble bow. She called to

mind the alliance established between Rama and Sugriva of
which Hanuman had told her. The eyes, the complexion of the face,
the hair, the forehead, the crest-jewel, all of them, she saw, were
Rama’s. She concluded that it was the head of Rama and that Rama
was now dead. Like a Krauncha bird that had lost her mate, she
gave way to her grief and cried aloud, ‘‘Mother Kaikeyi! Are you
happy now at last? Have your wishes been fulfilled? You have cut
off the root of the Ikshvaku race, have you not, you who delight
in sowing discord. When you banished to the woods Ramachandra,
the brightest jewel of the Ikshvaku line, your intention was that
he should not return to Ayodhya to claim the kingdom; but should
perish in some misadventure. Raghunatha is dead. Rama, who was
the living root of the Ikshvaku tree, is now no more. Lakshmana,
Bharata and Satrughna, whose lives are planted in Rama, will give
up their bodies. And all this sin you did for the sake of Bharata,
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your son, did you not? And if he dies, what becomes of your plans?
What have you gained? Nothing but mischief. What harm did Rama
do to you, Rama who crowned with magnanimity? You have earned
for yourself the heinous sin of driving Rama and me into the forest,
clad in the bark of trees.”” Like an uprooted plantain tree she fell
upon the earth and fainted. When she came back to herself, tears
blinded her eyes; she laid the head of Rama on her lap, kissed it
and cried, ‘‘Alas, I am lost.”’ Noble one! Is it thus you have fulfilled
your vow not to return to Ayodhya without destroying the foe?
What sin have I committed that I should see you dead? I am branded
with the name of a widow. Some say that the sin of the wife kills
her husband, but you were ever virtuous in conduct, and I too have
tried my best to be a true and loyal wife. How then is it right that
you should die before me? First, I was driven to the forest from
the kingdom; then Ravana carried me away. While mounting
misfortunes came thick upon me, this terrible fate has overtaken
you who took pity on me, and tried to save me. Now I sink into
an unfavourable ocean of grief. I have no hope of coming out or
reaching the shore again.

Why, this sorrow is not mine alone. The lady Kausalya, so
innocent, so good, why should she suffer this misfortune? She would
cry like a cow parted from her calf. She has no other son but you.
The best of brahmanas, reading your stars fore-told a long life for
you. Their words have proved false. Or did they give this assurance
seeing only your mighty strength and valour? If they knew and
studied the books, and spoken the truth, they should have predicted
for you this early death, should they not? And yet they could never
speak an untruth?.

“Well, could it be that their fortune was changing for the worse
and this confused their intellects? Or it may be that the Supreme
Being, in whom all creatures have their origin, manifests himself
as time brings about the results of action. But he may have cast
a veil of confusion over the intellects of the seers, who know the
past, present and future as one eternal vow, and made them read
your wrong. (This is an indirect hint that the intellect of Sita was
confused). You are an expert in polity; you are a master of the
art of war, you know the shape of every peril and the way of
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meeting it. Then, how did you come to be killed unawares in sleep?
Did the cruel woman, the Night of dissolution clasp you tight in
her arms and carry you away? Yes, charmed by the loveliness of
your lotus eyes, she has carried you away? Ghastly sins I must have
committed to be thus widowed in my youth. And you met an
untimely death because you chanced to marry this most sinful
wretch.

It ill - becomes you, the noblest of men, to behave like a mean-
natured husband. Here am I, suffering unspeakable agony; my
sorrow melts the hearts of all that behold me. Forsaking me in this
condition, you fall in love with the woman Earth and clasp her in
your arms. I ask you, is it fair and just, is it dharma? Alas that
I should live to see this mighty bow, decked curiously with gold
and gems, lovingly worshipped by both of us with rare perfumes
and garlands, now lying masterless, like me, in the hands of enemies!
You lack nothing. My dear father-in-law, your father, the great king
Dasaratha, and all your noble ancestors, you see them all in heaven
and enjoy their company. Yes, you are a star in the firmament. But
this Tkshvaku line in which the most meritorious souls desire to be
born, this line you have now left without a lord. Lord, will you
not open your eyes once and look at me? I cry and sob like this
and yet you will not utter a word of solace to me. I am but a girl;
I am not old. What do I know of the pleasure of this world? I
became your wife when I was very young. And do I not deserve
your protection at all times? Have I not shared your joys and
sorrows? Have I left your side any more than your shadow? Have
I not followed your foot-steps most faithfully on the path of virtue.
And what greater calamity could befall me than this? When you
clasped my hand in marriage, you said that you would never part
from me till breath was in this body. How could you forget the
promise you so solemnly made? Wherever you go, take me with
you. While I am here longing for you and sorely stricken by grief,
how is it just to leave me behind and go all by yourself to the worlds
on high and revel in joy? I used to adorn your lovely body with
auspicious articles, rare perfumes and bright jewels. I would allow
no one else to do this service and I feasted my eyes with the bliss
of it. Now it has come to this that dogs, vultures and eagles make
a feast on that lovely body.
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To go back to Ayodhya after the term of exile, to perform with
pomp and splendour many yagas like agnishtoma, to offer worship
to the gods; to have your funeral pyre kindled by fire sanctified
by use in all these vedic rights — this would have been right and
proper. But why die this unworthy death and pass out without a
single religious rite performed over you? Did you die in the battle-
field at the hands of your enemies and after having destroyed many
of them? Why where you denied the end that awaits every kshatriya-
hero? (We learn from this that Rama had not performed any yaga
or yajna before this). We came to the forest, the three of us, and
now you have gone away from me and in a moment I shall join
you where you are. If Lakshmana alone returns to Ayodhya what
reply would he give to the lady Kausalya that eats out her heart
in sorrow after sending you to the pathless woods? He should tell
her that your enemies fell upon you, when you and your armies
where fast asleep, and slew you. And the lady Kausalya would die
of a broken heart when he hears of your violent death and my being
a prisoner in the hands of the rakshasas. You went to un-heard-of
trouble, all on account of my wicked and sinful self. You crossed
the fearful waste of waters for my sake. You slew as if in play Khara,
Dushana, Trisiras, Viradha, Kabandha, Vali, Maricha, Subahu, and
Tataka. And yet you, who did all this you were killed by pitiful
wretch Prahasta. How wonderful. Nay, it is as if one who crossed
the mighty ocean were to drown to death in the puddle crossed by
a cow’s hoof.

I am a sinful wretch who has come to defile the house I was
born in and the house I married into. And Raghava took me to
wife without knowing this. Was it ordained by fate that I, the
beloved wife of Rama, should prove his death? Did I, in some past
birth, prevent the gift of a girl in marriage? Why should I, having
the saviour of the worlds for my husband, suffer the fate of a
helpless destitute? Ravana, slay me too and cast my body on that
of Rama. You will earn the high merit of joining wife and husband.
Put my head by his head, my body by his body and I will share
the noble destiny of my great-souled master.”’

Thus did Janaki wail out of a grief-laden heart, looking again
and again at the head and bow of Rama, like an ordinary woman.
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(One may wonder how Sita continued to live, even after she heard
of her husband’s death. Rama and Sita were the eternal father and
mother. Neither Rama nor Sita can cease to live).

Then there rushed into the presence of Ravana a warden of the
gate. ““Victory, ever Victory to thee’’ he said with hands clasped
over his heads. ‘‘Prahasta the general is at the gate, and Majesty!
He and all the ministers are here. They pray for an audience. I must
be excused for troubling you at this inopportune moment. You have
given them leave to conduct the affairs of state at their discretion.
Yet his respect for you demands that he should place the facts before
you and take your orders. Endowed with all auspicious excellences,
it behoves you to grant them an interview. Something serious seems
to have happened.”’

Ravana came out of the asoka grove, listened to an account of
the valour and warlike arrangements of Rama and took his way
to the council hall. Thereafter taking the advice of his ministers,
he decided on the arrangements to be made. No sooner did he leave
the place than the false head and bow of Rama vanished from sight.

Then the lord of Lanka addressed the generals standing about
him who had his welfare in heart, ‘‘Order that all our forces are
brought here. Call them up with beat of drums. Give no reasons.”’
If the reasons were made public, it might reach Sita too and she
might discover that his claims to have killed Rama and the armies
were false. The generals gathered their troops and came back to
Ravana with the news. ‘““Your majesty, all your forces are here as
you ordered.”’

(It does not become the character of Sita to speak of Kaikeyi
as she did. In the presence of Sita, Rama has rebuked Lakshmana
for blaming Kaikeyi. Further, she knew the real reason why
Dasaratha granted the boons to Kaikeyi; she was present during
the talk between Rama and Bharata. Dasaratha was to blame; then
why make Kaikeyi the scape goat? We can only explain that Sita
behaved as most women in the world behave on such occasions.
Like Rama, she too has taken mortal shape and was descended.
As Mahalakshmi there was nothing for her to know).



CHAPTER 33
SARAMA CONSOLES SITA

HUS misled by the illusion cast upon her by Ravana, Sita

lamented over Sri Rama. Then her dear friend Sarama, the wife
of Vibhishana, came over and consoled Sita with soft and sweet
words. She was placed there by Ravana to keep watch over Sita
and look after her comforts. She was by nature merciful; and so
she moved with Sita on friendly terms and loved her dearly. Firm
of mind she was constant in friendship. She saw Sita distracted in
mind and writhing like a mare, in the dust. She ran forward, raised
her gently, wiped away the tears from her eyes and said ‘“My child
Janaki, do not mind. I overheard everything that Ravana said to
you and also your lament. My heart melted with pity, for I love
you dearly. Lying hidden in the hollow of a tree, heard everything
that passed between you and Ravana. I am not in the least afraid
of Ravana; I count my life as but a straw, where your interests
are concerned. This is no wonder. Who can see the beauty of your
eyes and remain unenchanted? How can I to stand by and witness
your grief?

I went out to know the reason why Ravana left this place in
such a hurry. Even without inquiry, it was clear to me that every
word he said to you was false. Is it possible for any one to slay
Rama awake or asleep? Let that be. Is it possible to deceive an all-
knowing seer? Further, can Rama, the Supreme person, ever meet
with such a death? And the monkeys, are they ordinary folk?
Besides, Raghava protects them, even as Indra protects the gods.
And their foes, can they even stand to windward of them.

Again, think for a while on the manly excellence of Rama. Could
such a fate befall him? He is gifted with long and powerful arms.
His splendour is immeasurable. His limbs are fashioned most
auspiciously; his chest is broad and strong; the bow in his hands,
Kodanda, is a formidable weapon; he is the embodiment of dharma;
his fame is imcomparable; his prowess is unequalled. With

[akshmana he watches over those that belong to him and the
82
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enemies that have surrendered to him, even as the eyelids guard the
eyes. In the science and art of government, he is a past master; he
is a veteran in all warlike affairs. Skilful and of infinite resource,
he destroys his foes as if in play. His strength and manliness are
beyond thought. He is the terror of the race of his enemies. In him
the Goddess of victory has her home. And to such a one, this
untimely and unnatural death can never come. Ravana is an adept
in the arts of illusion. Cruel by nature, he is the foe of all created
beings. He practised this deceit upon you, simply because his heart
is drawn towards mean and unworthy deeds.

You have come to the end of your sorrows. All happiness will
be yours hereafter. Wealth, joy and victory are waiting to join you.
I shall tell you something to increase your joy. Listen, Rama has
crossed the ocean with his monkey-forces and along with Lakshmana
is now encamped along the southern shore of the ocean; he is
surrounded by myriads of valiant monkeys. All his plans have
succeeded; I speak from direct knowledge. The spies sent by Ravana
have brought news that Rama and Lakshmana and the monkey-
forces are here. And he is taking counsel with all his ministers as
to what to do.

Then there fell upon their ears the terrible noice like that of lions
roaring caused by rakshasa-forces starting towards the battle-field.
The huge war drums beaten by big rods of gold, reverberated like
black cloud-banks. Then, Sarama said to Sita ‘‘Child this dreadful
beat of the war drums tells us that the rakshasa-forces are getting
ready for battle. Elephants in rut are covered with ornaments and
howdahs. Noble steeds are being yoked to the chariots. Countless
cavalrymen riding on horses of noble breed rejoice at the thought
of approaching battle. Foot-soldiers fully armed, assemble in
companies. Like swift rivers flowing into the ocean, the chariots,
elephants, horses and foot-soldiers, all curiously decked gather
together and move along the high roads. The many- -coloured
splendour of weapons, shields and armour carried by the four
divisions of the army spine like the flame of a forest-fire in summer.
The hollow sounds of the elephants’ bells, the clash of chariot-
wheels, the neighing horses — fall upon our ears like the music of
many instruments. The preparation for war of rakshasa-heroes that
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follow the ruler of Lanka is a grand sight that makes the beholders’
hair stand on end.

The goddess of victory, who ends all grief is now waiting upon
you. The time has come for the destruction of the rakshasas. The
goddess of victory never leaves the side of even an ordinary man,
if the corner of his eye is red. And she abides for ever with Sri Rama
who is lotus-eyed. His prowess is unimaginable. He has not seen
Ravana before him on the battle-field; hence, he keeps back his
wrath. As the asuras fared at the hands of Indra, so will Ravana
and his rakshasa-troops fare at the hands of Rama; and then he
will take you with him. As in the far past, Mahavishnu and Indra
destroyed the daityas, your lord and Lakshmana use against the
rakshasas their strength and valour. All your enemies fallen, all your
wishes fulfilled, you will sit on the lap of Rama.

My eyes will behold your happy face, you jewel of wifely virtue
and purity : they will behold the happy face of Rama re-united to
you after long parting and mighty efforts. And the joy of this sight
shall be for all that I now do for your sake. Soon I shall see you
with your husband; you will embrace him and shed tears of joy on
his broad bosom. He will loosen your hair that has all these months
gathered in a single plait, unadorned and covered with dust.
Beholding his noble face, like unto the full moon at its rising, you
will wash away your grief and tears as a noble serpent casts off its
slough. Annihilating Ravana, Rama will soon fulfil all the wishes
of his friends. Formed to enjoy everything that life can offer, the
son of Dasaratha will enjoy with you all happiness. Even as the
earth filled with standing crops rejoices when the showers descend,
you will soon join Rama, the great soul; and will rejoice to behold
his prowess. Offer your salutations to Surya who like a noble steed
runs in thirty muhurtas, his course round Meru, the mountain of
gold. Grief and trouble will fall away from you. He is the dispenser
of light and life to all living beings. Is he not their only source?



CHAPTER 34

SARAMA FINDS THE INTENTION
OF RAVANA

VEN as the clouds in the sky gladden the earth with welcome

showers, Sarama by her soft and gentle speech, consoled Sita
whose mind had been confused by the words of Ravana. Then she
thought of doing something more to comfort Sita. Being very
intelligent, she waited for a good occasion and said with a smile,
“‘Lady, it is easy for me to go unseen from here to Rama, give him
good news of you and come back safe. When I course freely, through
the sky I defy Garuda, or Vayu to follow me. Have I your leave
to go?”’

Sita, her voice no longer faint with sorrow — but in accent glad
and sweet, prevented Sarama. It might harm the friendship existing
between them if she objected to the voluntary offer of help by the
rakshasa-lady when she said, ¢I shall go and give news of you to
Rama’’. Sita knew that the only proper thing was for Rama to slay
Ravana and the rakshasas in battle and take her back in the presence
of all. So it was not proper for her to send news of herself mean-
while. (Rama knew well enough how miserable she was in Lanka;
he would bend all his energies to deliver her from her prison. Thus,
there was no need for her to send him news). Therefore she stopped
Sarama skilfully from her purpose by giving her another reason.
““Lady, I know full well that you can course freely through the sky
and the underworld and elsewhere. I also know full well that you
are capable of giving me such a help, as none else can even dream.
But, if you would do to please me, go and bring me news of what
Ravana is doing now. He is mighty in the arts of illusion; cruel
and malignant by nature, he takes delight in wringing the hearts
of his foes. Wicked beyond compare, he causes confusion in my
mind even as the drug Varuni. The rakshasis that are placed round
me by his orders touch their nose-tips with their fingers, roll their
eyes about and glare at me, grin horribly, and frighten me with other
monstrous contortions. They cry to me, ‘‘He will kill you. He will
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eat you. He will burn you”’ I tremble at the sight of him. I am filled
with grave doubts because he has placed me here all alone in the
asoka grove. It will be a great help if you can bring me news of
his doings and of his real intent.”’

Hearing this, Sarama of sweet speech wiped the tears of Sita
and said, ‘‘Child! if you would have it so, I shall be back in
no time with the news of the secret intent of Ravana.’’ She went
accordingly to where Ravana was, overheard his talk with his
ministers and the final decisions reached and came back to the asoka
grove; There she found Sita like Lakshmi deprived of her lotus-
throne with grief and anxiety. Sita clasped Sarama fondly to her
heart, gave her a seat and said, ‘‘Lady! be seated comfortably and
tell the truth about the plans and decisions of that cruel rakshasa.”’
Then fearing that Sarama had brought some terrible news, she
sat shivering.

““Then Sarama said to her ‘“‘Child Janaki! Kaikasi, the mother
of Ravana, and Aviddha his old and venerable minister, counselled
him many times to take you back to Rama. They said ‘Render unto
him due reverence and respect and take Sita and give her back to
him. The very fact that in Janasthana, in the space of one muhurta,
Khara and Dushana and their countless followers were slain by him
as if in play is quite enough to show what is in store for the
rakshasas. Leave alone Rama. A monkey, a puny messenger of his
crossed the sea, entered your capital, passed unknown to any
through your guards and had speech in secret with Sita. He made
short work of our rakshasa-warriors and brought disgrace upon us
all. Which man can do such things? He is by himself quite enough
to destroy all the rakshasas. Is he not? And Rama who caused all
these things to be done through a servant of his, can he be called
a mere man? They tried in various ways to turn him from his purpose
and they failed. Like an avaricious man who would sooner part with
his life than his wealth he would never agree to restore you back
to Rama. He who has come to this final decision after taking counsel
with his ministers, cannot be turned from his purpose as long as
there is breath in his body. The thread of his life is about to snap;
death has laid his hands upon him; that is why he is resolved on
his course. It is not fear that will make him restore you to Rama,
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but only the death in battle of himself and all his rakshasas. But
Rama will despatch Ravana with his sharp arrows and take you
back to Ayodhya. Dark-eyed Janaki, all this flows from your
boundless grace.

At that moment, as if the voice of heaven confirmed her words,
there fell upon their ears the sounds of war drums being struck from
the monkey-camps, heightened by the blare of conches that made
the earth tremble in affright. The rakshasas in Lanka heard it too
and grew dispirited, confused and sad as they thought of how they
and their kinsfolk stood to loose their happiness, wealth, fame and
lives for the sin of their king.

CHAPTER 35
MALYAVAN COUNSELS RAVANA

AGHUVIRA, the terror of his foes, marched to battle to the

sound of war drums, conches, and other warlike instruments.
Hearing this noise, Ravana the king of the rakshasas, thought deeply
for a muhurta as to what he should do. Then he looked intently
at the ministers around him, roared in anger till the hall of audience
shook to its foundations and hurled insults at them. The mighty
king of all the rakshasas, cruel by nature, he used to make all cry
in terror. Thus it was only natural that he should speak thus; “‘Dust,
and chaff of the rakshasa-clan! I have heard your descriptions of
the crossing of the sea by Rama and his besieging Lanka with his
huge army; I have listened to your praises of his prowess and
valour. I know also that you are veterans in war and that your
valour never goes to waste. The accounts you have heard of Rama’s
heroism have depressed you and you gaze at one another helplessly,
and disspiritedly.”’

Then Malyavan, the grandfather of Ravana, being supremely
wise, decided within himself ‘‘Rama is endowed with boundless
strength; it is good that Ravana should make friends with him’’.
He addressed his grandson and said ‘‘Child! the king who has
mastered the four sciences of Anvikshiki, Trayi, Varta and Dandaniti
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and puts in practice the rules laid down therein, he alone lives long,
rules over all the earth and brings his foes under his sway. (Sumali,
Mali and Malyavan were three brothers. Kaikasi the mother of
Ravana was the daughter of Sumali. Hence Malyavan stands as
grandfather to Ravana).

(The science of self-knowledge is Anvikshiki. The Trayi explains
the secrets of dharma and adharma. Varta tells us about what are
the right ends of life and what are not. Dandaniti treats of the science
of government. These four sciences are the sure means to one’s
realising all one’s wishes and preserving what one has acquired. No
trouble befalls the king who is a master of these sciences -
KAMANDAKINITI)

A king should know when his strength wanes, and then he must
seek the alliance of his foes. But when his strength waxes, he must
fight his foes. Thus he can attain to undisputed and boundless power
and bring all good to those that depend on him. If his foe is equal
or superior to him in strength, then the best thing to do is to make
peace. The enemy who is less mighty than oneself should not be
disregarded, but should be defeated in battle. Now your strength
is on the wane; Raghava waxes in strength. It is expedient to make
peace with him. But when you seek the alliance of one which is
stronger, it is proper to offer him a tribute. And to Rama the most
fitting tribute you could offer is that Sita who is the cause of
estrangement between him and you.

The rishis in heavenly world, the gandharvas and all others pray
for Rama’s victory. So his strength waxes more and more. Let him
no longer be your foe. Make friends with him. Brahma, the
omniscient, created in the beginning the devas and the asuras and
ordained that the devas should hold to dharma, and asuras and the
rakshasas to adharma. The highsouled devas being thus naturally
inclined to dharma, they stand by Rama, the embodiment of
dharma, and pray for his success. During the kritayuga, dharma
prevails over adharma. 1t is only during the kaliyuga that adharma
prevails over dharma. During your tour of world-conquest, you
carried off by force the women of others; you violated dharma and
adopted adharma. Dharma the god of kritayuga, abides with Rama;



1304 RAMAYANA

Adharma, the god of the kaliyuga, abides with you. The krita-
yuga, god is more powerful than kali; Raghunatha is more power-
ful than you. If the sin that a man has committed exceeds the
merit he has laid up, evil befalls him. Because you chose to follow
the path of evil, defeat shall be your portion. Because Rama
has chosen the path of righteousness, victory shall be his. The
adharma that you practise increases daily through ignorance
and cuts at the root of the rakshasa-clan, and adds to the strength
and splendour of our enemies, the devas. You may say, ‘“‘How can
any sin of mine add to the strength of my enemies?’” “‘But I answer,
‘absorbed in the pleasures of the senses and failing to distinguish
between right and wrong, you carried away by force the wives
of others and thus enraged the hearts of maharshis, resplendant
like fire. Like tongues of flame, their greatness is irresistible. Their
hearts are pure because of their fapas, they are ever intent of
promoting dharma’.

They perform daily in the prescribed manner, the agnihotra and
other sacrifices; they make offerings in the fire as laid down.
Disregarding the rakshasas, they chant with loud pitch and correct
intonation. Hence the rakshasas are scattered in all directions like
clouds chased by the strong winds of summer. The smoke arising
from the sacrificial fires, fed by the maharshis of fierce radiance
spreads in all directions and robs the rakshasas of their splendour.
The strict austerities performed by the rishis in holy places, their
steadfast penances and observance, sap the rakshasas’ energy.
Brahma granted you the boon of immunity from gods, danavas,
yakshas and gandharvas. But those not included in this category,
men, monkeys, bears and ape, have found their way to your capital
and roar frightfully in strength and pride.

Further observing the evil omens and portents one can conclude
that the time has come for the destruction of the rakshasa-race.
Mules wail frightfully, clouds of fearful shapes shower hot blood
all over Lanka. Elephants and horses shed tears. Flags are covered
with dust, and have lost their former lustre. Wild beasts, jackals
and vultures have entered the city in crowds and with their noises
strike terror into the hearts of those that listen. In our dreams are
seen dark women grinning and displaying their white teeth; brow-
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beating men, stealing the articles in our houses, and laughing in
tones of thunder.

(This is a reference to Puthana and the other elementals of the
middle world that haunt places, like Lanka, where wrong prevails
over right). The offerings to the gods are eaten by dogs. Mules are
born of cows, mice of mangooses, cats of wolves, dogs of pigs and
kinnaras and men of rakshasas. Doves with snow-white bodies and
blood-red feet are found within Lanka by pure accident. The parrots
and linnets kept in houses, shriek and scream. Crows and beasts
gather in crowds all over Lanka and cry most woefully against the
sun; and come back again and again as often as they are driven
away. A certain figure like the god of death walks through Lanka.
His complexion is a mixture of black and yellow. Morning and evening
he thrusts his hairless head into every house and stares most frightfully
at everything he meets. Looking at these and other evil omens knowing
that the time is against us at present, seek counsel and find out how
we can secure our welfare. Thus spoke Malyavan in the highest interest
of Ravana. But the best and the wisest of his ministers observed the
looks and gestures of the ruler of Lanka and guessed that he did not
like and would not accept such good advice.

CHAPTER 36
RAVANA SETS GUARDS OVER LANKA

AVANA, approaching the hour of his destruction, could not

stand the well-meant counsel of Malyavan. But seized with
a fit of mad fury, he knit his brows frightfully, rolled his eyes all
around and cried. The words you utter as most conducive to my
good fall unpleasantly upon my ears. They will never do me good.
They pierce my ears like sharp arrows. It seems that your heart
inclines towards the enemy. It is unworthy of you. Rama is but a
man; strength is things unknown to that class of beings. Further
he is weak by nature, single and unaided; he depends help on puny
monkeys and bears. Driven away from the kingdom by his father,
he has made the forest his only home, and this fellow seems to you
a hero when none can stand against. I am the lord and master of
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all the rakshasas; the very devas tremble at my sight. I am endowed
with all the noble excellences of a great warrior; and I am in your
eyes weak and puny. It is not expedient for you to speak to me such
harsh words. Perhaps you envy me, born as your kith and kin, and
pure and pearless as a warrior. Or is your heart partial towards
Rama, my enemy? Do you speak thus harshly to me at the very
bidding of my foe? How otherwise can one of high intellect and
erudition dare to speak to me thus rudely and offensively?

What you say may be true, it may be conducive to my highest
interests. Even so is Sita an object to be easily secured. Sita who
is like the goddess Lakshmi come down from her lotus throne how
shall I bring myself to take her back to Rama simply out of fear
that he might harm me? A few days more; and you will see that
I destroy Rama and Lakshmana together with them, Sugriva and
his army that trusted in their might. Yes, none of them shall leave
a trace behind. Indra and his devas dare not face me, on the battle-
field. And I, am I to be afraid of meeting your Rama in battle?
You are old and grey; you are my grandfather; you wish me well.
It is painful for me to speak to you thus harshly. You advise me
to restore Sita to Rama, simply because you stand in fear of him.

Let that be; any kind of harm may befall me; I may be cut
in twain; yet it is not in my nature to bow to another, whether it
is Ramaior dany one infinitely more powerful than he.

You said, ‘The present is not favourable to you. You are weak;
and so I advise you to befriend your foe’’. Never shall I do so. It
may be against the science of polity. Still I cannot do it. It is a fault
that is born with me. How can a man put away his nature? Can
the leaves of the neem tree turn into honey?

Amazement and fear fill your heart when you see the cause-way
built by Rama across the sea. It is a matter of chance, a mere
coincidence like the crow sitting on a palm tree and the fruit falling
therefrom. This is nothing special! Would any one be frightened
at this? Rama has crossed this little span of water and has come
here with his forces. And this suits me nicely. It saves me the trouble
of going in search of all these foes in order to kill them. Massed
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together they have come where I am, so that I may destroy
them easily and all at once. But one of them will go back alive.
I swear it.”’

Malyavan saw that the ruler of Lanka was angry with him; he
was ashamed that his well-meant counsel had proved fruitless; he
answered not a word. He saluted the king with ¢‘Victory, ever victory
to thee”’, and taking leave of Ravana went back to his palace.

Then Ravana took deep counsel with his ministers; he gave
careful thought by himself to their advice and took the necessary
measures to guard his capital. Prahasta was posted at the eastern
gate; Mahaparsva and Mahodara at the southern gate; Indrajit,
master of illusions was placed in charge of the western gate; Suka
and Sarana were stationed at the northern gate. Ravana stayed in
his palace. Virupaksha one of the bravest and best of the rakshasa-
warriors, was placed in command over the forces at the centre of
the city. Having thus staioned guards all round Lanka, he rejoiced
to think that there was nothing more left for him to do. This view
was entirely consonant to his changed fortunes. Then he gave leave
for his ministers and counsellors to depart and with the salute of
““Victory, and ever victory to thee’’, ringing in his ears, he entered
into the inner apartments.

CHAPTER 37
RAMA ARRAYS HIS TROOPS

AMA, Sugriva, Hanuman, Jambavan, Dhumra, Vibhishana,

Angada, Lakshmana, Sarabha, Sushena and his kin, Mainda,
Dvivida, Gaja, Gavaksha, Kumuda, Anala, Panasa and others
entered the region of the enemies and held consultations about the
further action they had to take.

“This is the capital of the rakshasas impregnable to asuras,
uragas, gandharvas, and devas. Bearinng in mind very carefully the
details reported by Hanuman we should take necessary measures
to achieve our ends. Ravana, the ruler of the rakshasas makes this
place his permanent abode’’.
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Then Vibhishana spoke clearly in the presence of all and his
words were pregnant with meaning. Anala, Sarabha, Praghasa, and
Sampati, my four ministers, went in the form of birds to Lanka,
entered the camp of the enemies and have come back with news
of the warlike preparations of Ravana. Prahasta guards the eastern
gate, Mahodara and Mahaparsva stand at the southern gate, the
western gate is in charge of Indrajit; and Ravana, to whom fear
is unknown guards the northern gate. Everywhere there are stationed
countless rakshasa-warriors of wide renown, all armed to the teeth.
Virupaksha is at the head of the forces stationed in the centre of
the capital. The contingent is most devoted to Ravana and it consists
of one thousand elephant warriors, ten thousand chariots, twenty
thousand cavalry and a crore of infantry. They enjoy the boundless
confidence of Ravana. Every one of these has at his back ten lakhs
of followers trained and ready for war. These rakshasa-warriors
are valiant, strong, cruel and never turn back in battle’’. And he
asked his ministers to speak upon the subject in more detail.
‘“‘Raghuvira! Sixty lakhs of heroes, each like Ravana himself in
valour, prowess, splendour, strength and pride, followed him when
he marched to battle against his brother Kubera. And the forces
that are now mustered against us are larger. My Lord, it is not
meet that I should describe at length of the strength of the foe in
your presence. I speak not to bring fear to your heart. I speak thus
to rouse your indignation. You can annihilate in an instant all the
devas and asuras. I request you to array your monkey-forces four-
square even as Ravana has arrayed his; and utterly destroy the
rakshasas’’ .

Raghuvira heard this and said, ‘‘Let Nila our generalssimo,
encounter Prahasta at the eastern gate, Angada will meet and
vanquish Mahodara and Mahaparsva at the southern gate. Maruti,
the son of the Lord Vayu, of boundless valour, he alone is worthy
to stand upto Indrajit, the master of illusions, at the western gate.
I myself with Lakshmana by my side shall meet and destroy Ravana
at the northern gate. He is a constant trouble to daityas, danavas,
maharshis and great souls; mean-minded, he is proud of the rare
boons he has secured and he ranges through the world bringing
misery to all beings; I shall slay him and enter Lanka. Sugriva,
Jambavan, and Vibhishana will stay between myself and Hanuman
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with countless monkey-troops. In the coming battle only myself,
Lakshmana, Vibhishana and his four ministers will wear human
shape.

Let the monkeys retain their original shape and fight with the
enemies. This shall be the sign that they belong to our army. The
rakshasas can take any form at will and they might take human
shapes. The monkeys too can take any forms they choose. If they
assume human shapes, this would cause confusion between the two
forces. The followers of Ravana would think it beneath themselves
to assume the forms of monkeys. Even if they do we shall kill out
of hand any one that fights against us — in the form of a monkey.
Except the seven persons mentioned above any one that takes
the form of a man and comes against us shall meet with instant
death.”” He took these measures to achieve his ends. And then
finding that the summit of Suvela was inaccessible and pleasant
withal, he decided to camp there for the night. Sri Rama having
thus covered the earth with his forces, applied his mind on the
destruction of his enemies and marched towards Lanka glad in the
certainty of success.

CHAPTER 38
RAMA CAMPS ON MOUNT SUVELA

EXT running to Sugriva and Vibhishana who were utterly

devoted to him, loved dharma, wise.in council and did the right
actions at the right time and said ‘‘Friends, behold the mount Suvela,
shining with the various herbs. Tonight, we shall camp here and
feast our eyes on its beauty. We shall see from here the city of Lanka
where abides that wicked one who carried away my wife and called
down death upon himself. When we consider the rules of conduct
laid down by the great ones and the traditions and nobility of his
race, his conduct is inexplicable. Owing to his mean rakshasa nature,
he has brought upon himself this dreadful sin that is condemned
by all. At the mere mention of his name, I am beside myself with
rage. The sin of this wretch has brought ruin and destruction to
all the rakshasas. One single person commits a sin through the
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mighty power of Time and this sin brings death and destruction
upon his entire clan’’. So saying he went up mount Suvela with wrath
at his heart against Ravana. Lakshmana followed him fully armed
and guarding him carefully. Gaja, Gavaksha, Gavaya, Sarabha,
Gandhamadana, Panasa, Kumuda, Hara, Rambha, Jambavan,
Sushena, Rishabha, Durmukha, Satabali, Mainda, Dvivida, Nila,
Angada, Hanuman, Sugriva and his ministers and Vibhishana and
others — all followed Rama. These monkey-heroes, swift like Vayu,
reached the mountain top quickly and beheld Lanka built on the
summit Trikuta and hanging as it were, from the sky. Looking at
the city with its beautiful fortress gates and corriders, filled with
auspicious crowds of rakshasas, they were struck by wonder. The
rakshasa-warriors that guarded the fortress walls were beyond count
and dark of hue; they appeared as if they were another corridor.
The monkeys, eager for battle, were filled with enthusiasm and
warlike spirit. Catching sight of the rakshasas, they roared like wild
lions. Meanwhile, twilight came on and the sun descended, the moon
lovely in radiance took his place in the sky. Thus Rama spent that
night on mount Suvela, waited upon by Vibhishana and guarded
by Lakshmana and the monkey-generals.

CHAPTER 39
THE MONKEYS BEHOLD LANKA

HE next morning, Rama, Lakshmana and the monkeys had a

good view of Lanka from the top of mount Suvela. (This took
place on the day when they crossed the ocean. What has been
described in brief is now given fuller treatment. It was full moon
that day and battle began the very next day, the first of the dark
fortnight). They were struck with wonder when they saw the groves
and gardens, broad, smooth and even and free from wild beasts.
Champaka, asoka, ingudi, teak, palm, tamala, jack, nipa, saptaparna
“and other curious trees abounded there heavy with lovely flowers,
fruits, shoots and creeper. The place resembled Nandana, the grove
of Indra, or the Chaitraratha of Kubera. All fruits and flowers were
found there in every season. Peacocks, cuckoos and other birds
cooed sweetly; swan, duck, chakravaka and other water fowl, sailed
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over the lakes, tanks and wells covered with lotus, lily and menuphar.
The bees, drunk with honey, filled the groves with their music. The
monkeys marched forward, glad and curious feasting their eyes on
those wonderful sights. The breeze blew soft and pleasant, wafting
the fragrance of fruit and flower. Some warriors got permission
from Sugriva to walk towards Lanka; the birds and beasts that
beheld them trembled with fear. The capital shook to its very base
as they roared like lions, the broad earth quaked at their speed;
the dust that they raised hid the sky from view. The bears and lions,
boars and elephants, oxen and deer heard them in their forest haunts
and fled in fear in all directions. (Suvela, the first of the three peaks
of mount Trikuta, has been described so far. The second peak is
now described). The middle peak of mount Trikuta was loftier than
the other too; it touched the sky and shone like silver, with its trees
draped gaily with flowers. It was lovely to behold; one hundred
yojanas in extent, it was not accessible even to birds. No human
being would climb it even in thought. Visvakarma built Lanka, the
capital of Ravana, on the top of this resplendant mountain. It was
thirty yojanas in length and a hundred yojanas in extent. Lofty
towers like white cloud-banks, walls of gold, and palaces and castles
adorned it. The houses shone like clouds that fill the autumn sky.
And like Kailasa among the Himalayas, a building stood out among
those houses. It was a lofty mansion erected in the centre of the
capital, where the four high roads met. Adorned with countless
pillars, it shone like an ornament to the city and seemed to touch
the sky. Countless rakshasa-warriors kept ceaseless watch over it.
(The monkeys that went in advance saw Lanka thus. What follows
is how Rama himself saw it). Raghuvira and the monkey-warriors
saw Lanka, made of artificial mountains covered with various veins
of ore and beasts and birds of infinite variety gaily sporting
themselves, and filled with wealth of every kind. Their amazement
grew apace as they beheld lofty mansions, priceless gems, pearls,
coral and other objects of value, skilfully fashioned palaces, guard
houses, huge machines, fortress gates and rows of castles.
Raghuvira, the master of all wealth and the god of gods, beheld
with wonder Lanka endowed with everything auspicious and good.
(The monkeys were struck with wonder because they had never
beheld till now such wealth and magnificience. But the surprise of
Rama was due to another cause. Ravana had won for himself,
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through the merit laid up in the past, this high status, happiness
and power, but he yielded to sin and was about to lose his all. Rama
marvelled at the course of karma).

CHAPTER 40

WRESTLING BETWEEN RAVANA
AND SUGRIVA

HEN Raghunatha went up to crest of Mount Suvela which was

two yojanas in circumference, stayed there for the space of a
muhurta with Sugriva and the other generals, and took a good view
of the country around. On the middle peak of mount Trikuta, Lanka
had been built more skilfully by Visvakarma, the divine architect.
Lovely woods compassed it all round. A closer view revealed a lofty
tower on top of which sat Ravana, the terror of the worlds,
surrounded by his ministers and retinue. A white umbrella, like the
full moon, was held over his head by a few rakshasas. Others waved
over him, from either side, chowries with golden shafts. He was
adorned with precious jewels set with gems and covered with ruddy
sandal paste; he was clad in silk garments of spotless white curiously
worked with gold. On his spacious chest, dark like a surcharged
cloud, there shone like reflected moons the scar of the tusks of the
elephant Iravata, where it hit him and broke off. (Ravana chose
to retain the broken ends on his chest, and planed off the stumps
and had them encased in gold and set with gems). His upper garment
was red like the blood of a hare; and he himself had the appearance
of a scarlet cloud-bank during twilight.

At the sight of him, Sugriva was beside himself with fury, could
not brook to see the sinful wretch seated in all the splendour of
royalty in the very presence of his Lord Rama. Hence, with mighty
strength of mind he sprang into the sky and, alighting on the tower
where Ravana sat and faced him straight. He had sworn before
Rama, ‘‘That wretch of a rakshasa has but to come within the range
of my eyes and he will be no more. Take it from me as true!”’ He
had been eagerly awaiting the moment when his promise could be
fulfilled. He gazed at Ravana intently for a while and without the
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least fear, for he regarded him as a wisp of straw, and he bellowed
into his ears words which pierced them like keen shafts : ‘““You puny
rakshasa!black sinner! know you who I am? Ramamurti, the Lord
of the worlds, is pleased to call me a friend. But in truth I am his
humble slave. Through the grace of this mighty here, I shall see
that you do not escape alive today!”’ He sprang upon the ruler of
Lanka and dashed down on the earth his gem-set crown.

The king of the rakshasas saw him coming and roared, ‘Till
now the world has known you as Sugriva (one with lovely neck and
shoulders); but you have come within my range of vision and
henceforth the world will know you as the neckless one! He stood
up to receive Sugriva, caught him in his arms, lifted him aloft and
flung him down on the earth. But the monkey-king touched the earth
only to rebound from it like a ball and in his turn sent Ravana
whirling aloft in the blue sky. They found their arms round one
another like steel clamps and they were both bathed in sweat. They
tore at each other with nails, till blood poured profusely from their
bodies. They stood motionless for a while clasped in each other’s
arm. Then they parted and stood bathed in blood like lofty trees
covered with red flowers. They struck at each other with clenched
fists and then with open palms; they pieced each other with their
finger nails; each brought his clenched fist down upon the head of
the other. Thus did those mighty rakshasa and monkey-king fight
with each other; the sight was too terrible for any one to behold.
Long did they wrestle and box on the terrace of the tower. They
changed their tactics; they stopped hitting and threw each other aloft
into the sky; they dashed each other to the earth; they crushed the
neck and bent the limbs; they showed curious patterns of footwork
to and fro; they hugged each other tight to break the bones. They
slipped from the terrace into the ground between the moat and the
wall. Both being skilful, they sprang aloft before they touched the
earth and stood for a while breathing heavily. They kneaded their
limbs, sprang at each other and crushed the body with mighty arms
like the noose of Yama himself. Like a lion and a tiger in their
strength, like two elephants in the prime, they tried to lay each other
low. Natural strength and trained skill made them display every
device, every twist and turn known on earth. Their chests collided
and they fell down together. They sprang up, crashed down again,
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and used all their skill and cunning. They knew no weariness and
no weakness, thanks to their military training and strength acquired
by practising the art of archery. Like majestic elephants in rut, they
barred the progress of each other, with their arms, hard and stout
like the pillows to which the elephants are tethered. Long did they
fight in this wise, displaying all the known points of wrestling and
boxing. Resolved to fight to death, like two wild cats intent upon
taking a dainty, they often stood motionless. Circles, curious stances,
holds, hugs, catches, advance, retreat, side hits, cross cuts, and other
devices like Parimoksha, Vajra, Paridhavana, Adhidravana, were
brought into use; it was a rare fight to see. Then Ravana decided
that it was utterly impossible for him to defeat Sugriva by fair means,
so he employed his arts of magic and illusions; he was seen in many
places at once. Then Sugriva concluded that it was not expedient
to continue the fight. His face shone with the success he had won.
Though he wrestled long and hard with Ravana of mighty strength,
he was not tired at all, but sprang aloft in the sky and came back
to Rama.

When Ravana least expected, Sugriva sprang to where he was,
defeated him after a hard fight, eluded him skilfully and returned
to his place. The monkey-monarch had forces that could slay Ravana
in a moment. Yet through devotion to Rama he would not use them;
but without the permission of his master, he himself went and fought
with the king of the rakshasas and gave to Sri Rama the glory he
had won. There were many among the rakshasas who were equal
to Ravana; but disregarding them all, he set his eye upon the king
of Lanka; and vanquished him. He did not use unfair means like
Ravana, but observing the rules of war he fought straight and clean
and yet gave Ravana a tougher time than he had ever known before.
That was what the rakshasa got out of the encounter. But boundless
good was the mead of Sugriva. A child of the Sun-god he went swift
like his father, through the pathway of the sky, brought wonderful
deeds and came back safe and victorious. He came and stood, a
humble monkey among the other monkeys. He said to himself,
‘“‘Alas! I have not brought the head of Ravana to lay at the feet
of my master. Now shall I stand in his presence’’? He came and
stood by the side of Rama, as if shame overpowered him. Raghava
had vowed that he himself would slay Ravana; and Sugriva had
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refrained from killing the rakshasa simply because he did not want
the word of his master to be falsified. It was not as if Sugriva was
ignorant of the arts of illusion. He came away without employing
them because he knew that Rama would be angry with him if he,
like Ravana, used such tricks. Thus, Sugriva, son of Surya after
achieving this wonderful feat, came back with the speed of wind to
his monkey-hosts with boundless joy in his heart. And boundless
too were the joy and warlike enthusiasm of Raghunatha. And the
monkey-lords praised their master mightily. (Chari is the name given
to the movement when the fighter with one foot firmly fixed moves
about the other. Moving with both feet is charana. A number of these
charanas taken together is a kanda and three or four such make a
mandala. They may be towards right or left, or both, or partly one and
partly the other. Sthana is the name given to the movement of the feet,
forward, backward and sideways they are of six kinds, Vaishnava,
Samapada, Visakha, Mandala, Pratyali, and Alidha (Bharata).
Resting one’s weight on the left leg advanced is Pratilidha; and Alidha
is when the right leg is used. Samapada is when both feet bear the
weight equally. Visakha is when there is a span of ground between
the feet. Mandala is when one stands with the feet placed in a circle
— Dhanurveda). The stance includes such movements as when one
takes a leap or springs like a tiger or a lion. Gomutra is the name
given, to the movement when one walks, as a cow passing urine while
walking. Parimoksha is foiling the enemy by changing one’s place.
To meet and escape similar movements of the enemy is Pariharana.
Paridhavana s circling round the enemy who stands still. Very quick
movements in front of the foe is Abhidravana. Aplava is when one
takes leaps like a frog. Vigrahasthanais when one springs at the enemy
without preliminary couching. Marching away from the enemy with
one’s back turned to him is Paravrita. The same movement taken
facing the enemy is Apavrita. Contracting one’s limbs and moving
with the idea of taking the enemy captive is Avadruta. When one
springs upon the enemy with head hung low, intending to strike at
him with the feet, it is Avapluta. Stretching one’s arms to catch hold
of the enemy’s arms is Upanyasta. Suddenly lowering one’s arms
to foil the enemy’s grip is Apanyasta (Govindaraja).

Apavrita is movement to the right and the left. Hugging one’s
arms to the breast so that the enemy might not get hold thereon
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is known as Upanyasta. Shooting one’s arms to get a grip of the
enemy is Apanyasta (Tilaka).

CHAPTER 41
THE SIEGE OF LANKA

AGHUVIRA noticed on the body of Sugriva the marks of his

terrible fight with Ravana. He was glad to see that his friend
had come back safe. He clasped him to his breast and said, ‘‘Friend,
without taking counsel with me, how could you set out on this
foolhardy adventure? Kings as a rule depute persons who like to
do such jobs, but they do not themselves undertake them. You
should not do such things, so long as we are here with. You are
fond of such daring feats. But is it right for you to place in a state
of ignorance and anxiety myself, Vibhishana and this monkey-army?
Pray do not do such things without first consulting us. If you suffer
harm, what can I hope for from Sita or Bharata, Lakshmana or
Satrughna, or even from my own self? (A cow pours out all her
love on the youngest calf, disregarding those born before. Sri Rama
disregards Mahalakshmi who is ever with him, but places above
her a monkey that joined him only the other day. Is there any limit
to the parental love of Raghava? The Vedas lay down that the wife
is the half of one’s self and yet Rama places a devotee higher than
his consort, such is the greatness. Brothers and his own body, Sri
Rama was prepared to give up for the sake of his bhaktas. One
sacrifices wife, child and wealth where one’s life is at stake. But
Rama counts his own life as but a straw in the interests of his
devotees). During your absence I came to certain resolutions.
Though I know your strength and courage, yet my heart was filled
with care because of my great love for you. I resolved to kill in battle
Ravana and all his kindred, to instal Vibhishana as the Lord of
Lanka and so may make fruitful his surrender to me; to place
Bharata in charge of the Kosala Kingdom (else the family tradition
would be ruined) and then to quit my hold upon this body.’’ And
Sugriva hastened to reply ‘“The moment I set my eyes on that sinful
wretch that carried away your beloved wife, I was clean beside myself
with rage. I am your slave; this is my duty, no foolhardy adventure.”’
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Raghava applauded the sentiment and said to Lakshmana,
““Child, Let us camp on a spot abounding with fruits, roots and
cool water and array our forces. Behold the omens that indicate
the impending ruin of creatures, monkeys and rakshasa-heroes, both
will perish. The wind blows fierce; the earth quakes; the mountain
peaks stir; huge trees crash down. Clouds form the abode of eagles,
vultures and other cruel creatures, and with frightful roar and ghastly
shapes shower down blood. This foretells the ruin of beings. The
evening sky is fearful to look at, as if smeared with red sandal paste.
Blocks of fire fall flaming from the solar orb. Mean beasts and birds
look up at the sun and cry with piteous howls; and this strikes terror
into the heart of all. The moon shines not at nights; on the other
hand, it burns fiercely with hot rays; as happens at the time of
dissolution, it is surrounded by rings red at the centre and black
at the edges. The circle narrows, an unfailing sign portending
dreadful dangers and disasters. Black spots appear on the face of
the sun. Constellations shine not as before. The sight of these evil
omens makes one think that yugas have come to an end and the
last day is at hand. Crows, eagles and vultures are worsted by puny
birds. Jackals howl dreadfully. Let us, with our armies, enter this
very moment into Lanka guarded so carefully by Ravana.”” He came
down from mount Suvela, gazed intently at his forces that no enemy
dare approach. Himself and Sugriva put cheer and spirit into the
hearts of the monkeys and encouraged them to face the battle with
heroic ardour.

Then at an auspicious hour, Raghuvira, bow in hand, led the
monkey-forces towards Lanka. Vibhishana, Sugriva, Hanuman,
Jambavan, Nala, Dhumra, Nila, Lakshmana and others followed
him. The monkey-hosts came behind, like a mighty ocean covering
the earth. The vanara-heroes, like huge elephants in rut, the death
of their foes, carried with them mountain peaks and lofty trees.
Thus Rama and Lakshmana, drew near Lanka. It was a splendid
sight, with flags and banners. Countless gardens of rare beauty were
laid out on all sides. Fortress walls of curious design touched the
sky; no enemy dare approach the corridors and gates of the city.

Following the orders of Raghava, the monkeys took up their
places and laid siege to Lanka that the very gods dare not approach.



YUDDHAKANDA 1319

Rama and Lakshmana stood fully armed before the northern gate,
lofty as a mountain peak. Even as the lord Varuna guards the ocean,
Ravana, kept watch over the place himself. How could any one
except Rama stand here and command the situation? Jealously
guarded on all sides by dreadful rakshasas armed from head to foot,
it was full of peril. Like Patala, the nether world, where the vanaras
have their abode, it struck terror into ordinary creatures. On
platforms erected by the side of it, the weapons, armours and flags
of the rakshasa-warriors were neatly piled.

Nila, the commander-in-chief of the monkey-forces, camped
at the eastern gate with Mainda and Dvivida to aid him. Rishaba,
Gavaksha, Gaja, and Gavaya helped Angada who besieged the
southern gate. Hanuman stood before the western gate, assisted by
Prahasa. Sugriva, surrounded by other heroes, ever hissing like the
lord Garuda, camped between the north gate in charge of Ravana
and Indrajit and the west gate to render necessary help to Rama
and Hanuman. Thirty-six crores of renowned warriors stood round
Sugriva. Under the orders of Rama, one crore of monkeys were
stationed by Lakshmana and Vibhishana at each gate. Sugriva and
Jambavan stood to the west of Rama. Endowed with the strength
of tigers, these monkeys carried trees and boulders; they took
frightful leaps; their nails and teeth were their weapons; with cheerful
hearts they awaited the moment of battle. Some had the strength
of ten elephants, some of a hundred, some of a thousand, some
of an ogha, some of a mahaugha, while others were of infinite
strength. Monkeys, baboons, bears, of various hues, of various
features, of various cries, encompassed Lanka. It was a wonderful
and curious sight, as if it were an endless swarm of locusts or like
a cloud-bank hiding the earth and sky from view. The earth was
hid by the monkeys camped there; while the sky was hid by the
monkeys that jumped up. Several crores of monkeys laid siege to
the fortress of Lanka, while others stood ready for battle. On the
slopes of mount Trikuta and all round Lanka, countless monkeys,
armed with boulders and trees, barred the way so that not even a
whiff of air could enter. Of vast bulk like serried cloud-banks and
mighty like Devendra himself, the monkey-heroes surrounded Lanka
all on a sudden; the rakshasas were filled with wonder. Like the
sea that has broken its bounds, the monkey-forces raised a huge
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roar. Mount Trikuta, with its woods and groves, and the City of
Lanka with its houses and fortress walls, shook with the noise. Not
even gods and asuras and Indra dare oppose that monkey-host
protected by Rama, Lakshmana, and Sugriva.

Then Rama arrayed his forces following the principles laid
down in the books, took counsel with his ministers about the means
of destroying the rakshasas, carefully examined the advice of others
in his own mind, and came to a conclusion. He was a master of
the arts of negotiation, he knew the nature and effects of every
policy. Hence he followed the rule that, when one lays siege to the
city of a foe, one should send through a messenger the call to battle.
With the approval of Vibhishana, he said to Angada :-

“Boy, leap lightly over the courts and make your way into
Lanka. Give this message of mine to Ravana, manfully and without
fear: ‘You, who have lost the grace of Mahalakshmi! You, who
have lost your power! You, whose end draws near! You of clouded
mind! Proud of the boons you have secured from Brahma, you have
troubled and insulted rishis, gods, gandharvas, apsarasas, nagas,,
yakshas, and kings. Out of sheer ignorance you have gathered for
yourself a heavy burden of sin. That pride will end today. You
carried away my wife by stealth and have incurred my wrath.
Destined to punish you for it, I have placed, on my bow, weapons
of divine potency and stand here before your fortress gate. If you
fight with me and meet death at my hands, you will attain the high
worlds where gods and maharshis and other great souls go; you will
be freed from all your sins. Come, then, quickly to the battle. You
deceived me by an illusion with the aid of Maricha; you led me far
away from the cottage, and you carried away Sita. Now is the time
for you to prove that strength on which you depended when you
dared to do that deed. He who steals a piece of gold is not qualified
to atone and be purged, unless he restores it. In the same way, restore
Sita to me and take refuge with me. I shall forgive you all your
sins. Or else, my keen shafts will rid the world of the rakshasa-race
and leave not a trace behind. (If Ravana should surrender to him
Rama meant to give him the kingdom of Kosala that was his by
right). ‘Vibhishana, the noblest of the rakshasas and the very soul
of righteousness, has taken refuge with me. And so, enjoying for
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ever this kingdom of Lanka, untroubled by foes, he shines with
unparalleled lustre. He is gifted with all the qualities needed for
ruling over the kingdom. But you are utterly unqualified for it; you
have stayed far away from the path of right; you are a great sinner;
you have no control over your senses; you are surrounded by fools;
between this kingdom and yourself, there is a yawning gulf. If you
bring Sita back and take refuge in me, I shall give Vibhishana some
other kingdom and let you go alive. Else, come out and fight me.
If you meet me in fair fight relying upon your strength and valour,
you will be delivered from all your sins by my arrows; and you will
attain the heroes’ heaven reserved for those who never turn back
to the enemy and perish in battle. Should you seek to escape from
me and taking the form of a bird fly with the speed of thought,
to hide yourself in some other world, you can never survive once
you have come within the range of my sight. Now, listen, I shall
tell you what is for your highest good. I have your life in the hollow
of my hand. I can kill you the moment I am so minded. None among
the rakshasa-race shall survive. You will have no one to perform
your funeral rites. Hence, perform them yourself now. Those about
to meet their death, long to take a last look at their children, friends,
and kinsfolk and other objects dear to them. Even so, take a last
look at the Lanka that you have guarded so lovingly.”’

Angada took leave of Rama and like the god of fire in human
form, coursed swiftly through the sky and alighted on the palace
of Ravana. He found him taking counsel with his ministers. He drew
near, announced himself and delivered the message of Rama, adding
nothing and omitting nothing, while Ravana’s ministers sat and
listened. ‘‘I have been sent here by Sri Rama, the king of Kosala,
who does good to all beings. I am the son of Vali and my name
is Angada. All this is no news to you. Raghuvira has ordered me
to convey this message to you. ‘Oh you of cruel heart, if you call
yourself a man, come out of Lanka and meet me in fight. When
I see your unwillingness to do so, even after I have laid siege to
your capital, it seems to me you are the refuse of creation. I mean
to slay you and your ministers, your sons, kith and kin. Let all the
worlds breath freely and without fear. Today I shall annihilate you,
the eternal foe of devas, danavas, yakshas, gandharvas, uragas,
rakshasas and rishis. (The rakshasas are included here because even
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among them there are good and righteous souls like Akampana,
Malyavan, Mandodari, Vibhishana, his ministers, his wife, and his
daughter). If you wish to avoid such a fate, bring Janaki back to
me and seek refuge with me.” This is the message I have been ordered
to deliver to you.”’

The ruler of the rakshasas, hearing these harsh words, was
beside himself with wrath and blazed like the god of fire; his eyes
were bloodshot and emitted sparks of fire. He cried to his ministers,
“‘Seize this wretch and slay him out of hand.’”’ Four rakshasas,
obeying these orders, fell upon Angada. Angada wanted to show
his strength in the midst of the rakshasas. So he bore with them
for a while, and with two rakshasas hanging on each of his arms,
he sprang into the air lightly and shook them off from him on his
way. And they fell dead senseless at the feet of Ravana himself.
Next he smashed to pieces with a mighty kick the lofty tower of
Ravana’s palace, that was hid by clouds like a huge mountain peak.
And the broken part was but a mass of dust even like the peak of
the Himalayas struck down by the vajra of Indra. Thus he demo-
lished the mansion of Dasamukha, roared out his name and fame
like a lordly lion, came back through the sky and took his place
among the monkeys close to Sri Rama. At this sight, the rakshasas
were grief-stricken, while the monkeys rent the sky with shouts of
joy. Ravana was filled with boundless wrath when he saw his palace
ruined before his very eyes. He heaved deep sighs at the thought
that it was a portent of his impending destruction. (Vibhishana had
at heart the idea that Ravana should be given the kingdom of Lanka
if he would surrender himself to Rama. Rama agreed to it and said
‘My kingdom is yours’).

Meanwhile Rama, surrounded by his monkey-hosts, began the
fight with intent to slay Ravana. Sushena, huge of bulk like a moun-
tain top, had taken permission from Sugriva and accompanied by
monkeys that could assume forms at will went round the fortress
gates, even like the moon making the round of the zodiacal signs.
The bravest among the rakshasas were filled with wonder when they
saw the countless monkeys encompass Lanka, while the timid
trembled in terror. Some were glad at the prospect of a hand to
hand fight with valiant monkeys. Some rakshasas went mad with
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fear at the signt of the monkeys massed thick between the walls
and the moat, so that there was no room for a needle to enter. And
they cried ‘‘Ha, Ha’’. Thus loud war cries increased in the city.
The rakshasa-heroes wielding arms moved to and fro like the
dreadful winds on the day of dissolution.

CHAPTER 42
BATTLE BEGINS

HEN the rakshasas went and informed Ravana of the seige of

Lanka by the monkey-forces. He was furious and strengthened
the measures he had taken to guard the capital. He went up to the
top of his palace and looked around : the hills, mountains and woods
round Lanka were hidden from view by monkeys, eager for a fight.
He was filled with anxiety as to how he could destroy them. He
thought over it long and plucking up courage, gazed with wonder
at Rama and the monkey-hosts. Meanwhile, Rama approached the
walls with his monkeys and saw the joint quarters of Lanka guarded
well by rakshasa-heroes. As soon as Rama set eyes on Lanka
adorned with curious flags and banners, the memory of Sita over-
powered him. He said sadly, ‘‘Alas! my Janaki whose eyes are like
those of a frightened dove, she is too delicate to endure hardship.
Here in Lanka, she lies stretched on the ground tortured by ghastly
rakshasis, consumed by grief. All this was brought about by me
and all this she endures for my sake.’”” Because of his infinite
compassion, he controlled his swelling wrath and ordered the
monkeys to begin the battle.

At this the monkeys vied with one another in roaring like lions.
Each said to himself ‘‘With mountain peaks and with our fists, hard
like diamonds, we shall reduce this Lanka to dust.”’

Armed with rocks and boulders and uprooted trees, the warriors
got ready for battle. Before the very eyes of Ravana and utterly
disregarding him, the monkey-army began to cross the fortress walls
at many points, as ordered by the chiefs. Observing this, Raghava
was glad. Ready to give up their lives for Rama’s sake, the monkeys
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with red faces and golden bodies surrounded Lanka, carrying trees
and rocks as weapons. With trees, rocks, and fists, they destroyed
walls, groves and gateways. With logs, grass, boulders, trees and
earth, they filled the moats which had once held clean, sweat water.
THe leaders swarmed over the fortress walls, followed by a million
monkeys. They pulled down the golden gateways and the towers
that looked like the summit of Mount Kailasa. From all the four
quarters they entered Lanka, roaring, jumping and going hither and
tither. Able to assume what forms they would, they roared like lions,
shouting ‘‘Long live the mighty Rama and Lakshmana and their
ally Sugriva!”’, laughed uproaringly and marched towards Lanka.
Meantime, the monkey-leaders, Virabahu, Subahu, Nala and others,
crossed the walls and arrayed their forces in various places. At the
eastern gate stood Kumuda with ten crore monkeys. Prahasa and
Panasa were stationed there to assist him. At the southern gate stood
Satabali with twenty crore monkeys. Sushena, the father of Tara,
stood at the western gate with sixty crores of monkeys. Sugriva,
the king of the monkeys, stayed with Jambavan, near the northern
gate where Rama and Lakshmana were. Gavaksha, the chief, with
terrible eyes and mountain-like body stood, with a crore of monkeys
to the right of Rama. Dhumra, the king of the bears, terrible in
his swiftness, stood to the left of Rama with a crore of monkeys.
Vibhishana, peerless in strength and valour, stood, mace in hand,
near Rama. Gaja, Gavaksha, Gavaya, Sarabha and Gandhamadana
moved from place to place and guarded the army.

Enraged by this sight, Ravana ordered all his forces to start
for the battle. The rakshasas rejoiced thereat and raised terrible
shouts. They beat with golden rods their war-drums white like the
moon and blew their conches. With their black bodies adorned with
priceless jewels, and with their conches making deafening music,
they looked like rain-clouds surrounded by storks and pierced by
lightning. As the rivers fall into the ocean at the time of moonrise
and on the day of dissolution, the rakshasa-forces mingled together
shouting and roaring in mad glee. The monkeys roared and shouted
in return; so that the mountain Trikuta and its slopes and caves
echoed with the din. Conch, kettle-drum, war drum and other instru-
ments of martial music mingled with the trumpeting of elephants,
and neigh of horses, the crash and thunder of chariots, and the war
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cries and shouts of the soldiers, to shake the earth and sky to
their foundations.

Meanwhile the battle began between the monkeys and the
rakshasas, like the fight between the devas and the asuras in the
far past. The rakshasas shouted out their names and prowess and
achievements, as they struck at the monkeys with clubs, swords,
tridents, and hatches. The cries ‘“Victory, to our Majesty!’’ from
the rakshasas were answered with cries of ‘‘Victory to our Lord
Sugriva!”’ from the monkeys. The rakshasas were slain in countless
numbers by the monkeys with trees and rocks, with nails and teeth.
From the battlements the rakshasas struck and stabbed and tore
the monkey-forces wtih swords, tridents and sticks. The enraged
monkeys sprang at them and pushed them down. Thus a river of
blood flowed above the bodies of the dead and dying. The fight
between the rakshasas and the monkey-forces was unique and
incomparable.

CHAPTER 43
CLOSE FIGHT

S the monkeys and the rakshasas fought, mad fury took hold

of both sides. With horses of noble breed decked with gold
ornaments, banners and flags like lambent flame, chariots like solar
orbs and beautiful armour, the rakshasas set out for war and the
quarters reverberated with their lion-like roaring. Doing terrible
deeds, they ever sought the victory for their lord and master, Ravana.
The monkey-forces too were determined to defeat them and sprang
at the rakshasas who could assume what form they would.
Meanwhile there began a series of hand to hand fight between the
famed warriors on either side. Like the lord Rudra and Yama in
the far past, did Angada and Indrajit meet each other on the battle-
field. Prajankha, the rakshasa, faced Sampati, the minister of
Vibhishana, Jambumali and Hanuman; Vibhishana and Mitraghna,
Gaja and Tapana, Nila and Nikumbha, Sugriva and Prahasta,
Lakshmana and Virupaksha, Sri Rama and Agniketu, Rasmiketu,
Suptaghna and Yajnakopa; Samanta, and Vajramushti, Dvivida
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and Asaniprabha, Nala and Pratapana, Sushena, the son of the god
Dharma, and Vidyunmali; and other veterans were pitted against
in dreadful fight. Streams of blood flowed through the battle-field,
carrying with them the bodies of the monkeys and rakshasas like
logs of wood and covered with hair like tender grass.

Indrajit hit Angada with his club like the vajra of Indra.
Angada, in his turn, smashed the splendid chariot, horses, and
the drivers of Ravana’s son. Prajankha pierced Sampati with
three keen shafts; Sampati struck Prajankha dead with a lofty
tree. Jambumali from his place in the chariot aimed the weapon
Sakti, right at the breast of Hanuman. Maruti ground him
and his chariot to dust. Pratapana sprang upon Nala with a frightful
roar; but the monkey-lord, cloven as he was with the keen arrows
of the rakshasa, tore out the eyes of his enemy. Praghasa consumed
the monkey-forces as if he sent them down his huge throat;
whereat Sugriva felled him down to the earth with a huge tree.
Agniketu, Rasmiketu, Suptaghna and Yajnakopa hit Rama
with their sharp arrows; while the son of Dasaratha shore off their
heads lightly with his flame-like arrows. With a blow of his fist
Samanta struck down Vajramushti, his car and horses. Even as
the sun pierces a cloud with his rays, Nikumbha pierced the
black body of Nila. He followed it up most skilfully by a shower
of arrows, clove the limbs of his enemy and roared out in mad glee.
But even as Mahavishnu slew of old the asuras with his chakra
(disc), Nila plucked the chariot-wheel of Nikumbha and cut down
the head of the driver. Dvivida, with his limbs hard like the vajra
of Indra or the thunderbolt, hit Asaniprabha with a mountain-top;
and the rakshasa pierced Dvivida with his arrows hard like
thunderbolt. Thereat the monkey mad with wrath, struck down with
a huge sala tree the rakshasa and his car and horses. Vidyun-
mali, seated in his car, hit Sushena with gold-bound shafts and
roared again and again; but the monkey with a huge mountain-top
ground to dust his car. Vidyunmali foiled the blow most skilfully and
leapt down with his club. Then Sushena sprang upon him with
a big boulder. The rakshasa hit the foe with his mace. Yet the
monkey paid no heed to it, but brought down the boulders
upon the head of Vidyunmali, who fell dead upon the earth with
a cloven heart.
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Even as the daityas of old were defeated by the devas, the
rakshasa-heroes were foiled by the monkey-warriors in this hand
to hand fight. The battle-field was a frightful sight, with its broken
swords, maces, saktis, tomaras, broad swords, and crashed cars,
dead war-horses, elephants, monkeys and rakshasas; cars with their
axles, wheels and yokes broken and jackals and vultures feasting
joyfully on the corpses. Headless trunks of monkeys and rakshasas
bobbed up and down along the rivers of blood. In that battle that
resembled the fight between the devas and the asuras, the rakshasas,
torn by the nails and teeth of the monkeys and with bodies covered
with blood, awaited the setting of the sun, to renew the fight. (The
rakshasa strength waxes during the night and it was the best time
to practise magic).

CHAPTER 44
NOCTURNAL BATTLE

HE sun set as the two forces were thus engaged in fight; and

night came in that was fatal to the monkeys; rakshasas and
monkeys with relentless ferocity and equal ardour for victory fought
at night more dreadfully than before. Nothing was visible in the
darkness; the rakshasas and the monkeys slew their own comrades,
mistaking them for enemies. ‘‘Hold, kill, cut, cut, flee, flee;”’ such
dreadful cries alone were heard. The rakshasas, nocturnal wanderers,
were themselves confused by the darkness. Their black bodies, set
off by flashing ornaments of gold, resembled huge mountains
covered with forests put up by rare herbs. In the ghastly darkness,
the rakshasas, mad with fury tore and ate the monkeys. In their
turn, the monkeys sprang upon horses with golden saddles, upon
flags flaming like fire, upon elephants, elephant drivers, and
chariots, dragged them down in mad fury and tore them with their
teeth and nails. Rama and Lakshmana, with arrows like hissing
snakes, stuck down the rakshasas, whether visible or hidden. The
dust raised by the horses and chariot-wheels filled the nose and ears.
Thus as the battle raged dreadfully and one’s hair stood on end,
blood flowed in torrents. Huge drums, kettle drums, conches, flutes
and other instruments produced a wonderful harmony. The cries
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of the wounded were terrible to hear. Monkey-warriors killed by
sword, trident and other weapons, and rakshasas slain by mountain-
tops were the offerings made to the goddess of earth; weapons were
the flowers used in this worship. The battle-field had no visible
landmarks and was utterly impassable, because it was all covered
with blood and flesh. Like the Black Night that swallows up all
created beings, this night carried death and destruction to the
rakshasas and the monkeys (Bhimarathi is the night that brings fear
to all beings. Or the name might be interpreted to mean the saktis
known as Gananayikas — Sati, Kalaratri, and Bhairavi). In that
frightful darkness, the rakshasas hid Rama from view under showers
of arrows. The roaring noise of their onset was like the seven oceans
surging up on the day of dissolution. Observing this, Rama sent
against them in a moment arrows like flames which pierced their
vitals. From these Yamasatru, Mahaparsva, Mahodara, Vajradam-
shtra, Mahakaya, Suka and Sarama escaped with their lives. Then
the arrows of Rama, brilliant with golden bands, made the night
like an autumn night lit up with fire-flies. The ghastly night was
made ghastly by the roars of rakshasas and the neighing of horses.
Mount Trikuta seemed to speak through all her caves; such was
the increasing noise that rose from all sides. Baboons and langurs,
huge and dark of body, crushed the rakshasas between their mighty
arms and made a feast of them.

Then Angada decided to slay Indrajit and struck at him, his
driver and his horses. Then Indrajit was forced to leave the
battlefield deprived of his car and his steads. Rama, Lakshmana,
the gods and the rishis praised Angada mightily. Since the valour
and might of Indrajit were well-known, they extolled highly the
wonderful feat of Angada in driving this hero from the field.
Sugriva, Vibhishana and the monkeys cried, ‘‘Excellent, excellent’’.
Indrajit was beside himself with anger at being so foiled.

Then Rama said to the monkeys, ‘‘Rest calm and free from
fear, all of you with Sugriva. This rakshasa troubles the three
worlds because of the mighty boons granted to him by Brahma.
He will defeat you now since the time is favourable to him. I
have to honour the word of Brahma and should put up with this
for a while.”’
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Then the wicked rakshasa, the unconquered hero, from where
he was hid, discharged some arrows hard and sharp like thunder-
bolts. They fell in the shape of mighty serpents upon Rama and
Lakshmana and pierced their limbs.

He made them unconscious through his magic arts and bound
them with the Naga cords. All the monkeys saw Indrajit in his fury
strike down with his serpent weapons and bind and render senseless
those lords of humanity. That wicked wretch, unable to defeat them
in fair fight during the day, bound these princes through his magic
art at night.

CHAPTER 45

RAMA AND LAKSHMANA BOUND
BY NAGAPASA

HEN Rama despatched the two mighty sons of Sushena with

Nila and Angada, Vinata, Jambavan, Sanuprastha, Rishaba,
Rishabhaskanda, and Sarabha, to find out where Indrajit stood.
They sprang into the sky in great joy with large uprooted trees as
weapons and searched most carefully all round. Indrajit reduced
their matchless speed by powerful arrows and displayed his
wonderful skill in the art of magic weapons. Their bodies cut with
iron nails, they could not see Indrajit, as one could not see the sun
hemmed in by dark clouds; those monkey-heroes for all their
frightful speed were unable to find out where he was. Then the son
of Ravana pierced the bodies of Rama and Lakshmana with showers
of arrows and there was not space enough for a pin to enter.

Blood flowed in torrents from the wounds; Rama and
Lakshmana shone like lofty trees covered with scarlet flowers. Then
Indrajit, black like cloven mountain of collyrium and with bloodred
eyes, made himself invisible through his magic arts and said to Rama
and Lakshmana, ‘““When I choose to fight rendering myself invisible,
the king of the devas, Mahendra himself, cannot find me out. Who
can approach me? You, puny men, are beneath notice. I will make

‘you a prey to my wrath through my arrows decked with the feathers
84
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of vultures and send you straight to the world of Yama.’’ He clove
with sharp arrows the princes who never strayed from virtue and
roared with delight like a lion. He bent his bow huge like a mountain
and from it discharged arrows unceasingly. Knowing as he did the
secrets of weapons and the vital spots in the human body, he aimed
his keen arrows at those spots and roared again and again. Rama
and Lakshmana were fair fighters; hence they would not strike at
the enemy, following the sound made by him, according to the rules
of Sabdaveda. They were bound and bitten by arrows in the form
of serpents; and in a moment their eyes were closed. Like the banners
of Indra, which comes down when the strong cords that held it aloft
are loosened, the princes fell on the earth, their vital spots pierced
with the arrows shot by the son of Ravana. Covered with gushing
blood, bound tight with the serpent arrow, tortured by unbearable
pain, they lay as it were on a bed of arrows. There was not a little
finger’s width in their bodies where arrows were not embedded; nor
was there a spot from head to foot not bound and pierced by those
serpent shafts; nor a limb that was not clamped tight and rendered
motionless. The wicked rakshasa who could take forms at will
tortured them thus; and like streams that rush down mountain
slopes, torrents of blood coursed down from their bodies. Indrajit,
who once had taken Indra captive in battle, was beside himself with
wrath as he struck the princes again and again in their vital spots.
Rama was the first to fall down. Narachas with golden bands and
keen heads, ardha-narachas, bhallas, anjalikas, vatsadantas, simha-
damshtras, and kshuras, were despatched by Indrajit to pierce them
again. (Arrows with round heads are narachas; the same with a cleft
in the middle is an ardha-naracha. An arrow with the head of a
hatchet is a bhalla; a shaft with the head fashioned like clasped hand
in appeal is an anjalika; while a vatsadanta resembles the teeth of
a horse; and simhadamshtra, the tusks of the lion, and pits point.
Kshura was like a sharp razor). The redoubtable bow of Rama,
inlaid with gold and with three curves, was broken at the grasp;
and Sri Rama sank on the earth leaning on the bow, with loosened
bowstring. Lakshmana turned and saw his brother lying on the earth,
unconscious on the bed of arrows; and he gave him up for lost.
Grief overcame him as he cast his eyes on Rama who lay stretched
on the earth with his body pierced by the shafts that bound him
tight. His eyes, lovely as the petals of a blown red lotus were closed.
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And all the monkey writhed with unspeakable sorrow. Hanuman
and the other monkey-warriors stood round them, dazed by grief.
The sight of the princes bound by the serpent bonds, pierced all
over and lying helpless, was too much for them. (Why should Rama
and Lakshmana allow themselves to be bound by the serpent-arrows
of Indrajit? Sri Rama was the lord of the worlds who had but to
move an eyelid to consume to ashes the boundless Universe. It was
all because he wanted to do honour to the word of Brahma and
abide by it. He himself should not break the law he had laid down
for the conduct of the worlds).

There is a text that says ‘‘the bodies that the Lord takes on
are not formed of the five elements. They are not made up, like
other bodies, of flesh, fat and bones. The bodies of Rama and
Lakshmana were not like those of mortals. The wounds and the
bleeding were only apparent. What does an avatara gain by under-
going such limitations and acting like a man? Otherwise people
would say, ‘‘He is not a man, but a god. How can we follow him
in his life? He is far above us and his virtues are not meant for us”’.
But if he lives as a man among other men, his example will lead
many on the path trodden by great souls. Again Rama had to honour
the boon granted to Ravana by Brahma that the rakshasa should
meet his death at the hands of none but men. From this incident
of the serpent bonds we should learn the lesson that even those that
ever walk on the path of dharma cannot meet at times difficulties
and dangers; but these will soon pass).



CHAPTER 46

RAMA AND LAKSHMANA BOUND
BY NAGAPASA — (Continued)

HEN, the monkeys saw that Rama, Lakshmana, the earth and

the sky were all hid from view by the arrows of Indrajit. After
his arrowy shower was over, as when the clouds have spent
themselves, Vibhishana came there with Sugriva, Nila, Dvivida,
Mainda, Sushena, Kumuda, Angada, Hanuman and the rest were
there sunk in grief. Rama and Lakshmana lay motionless, breathing
softly; their bodies covered with blood and pierced with sharp shafts.
Sighing heavily for a while; still for a while; their limbs moving
slightly to and fro hissing like angry serpents, they lay drooping
like golden banners. Monkey-warriors stood round them, shedding
copious tears. Vibhishana and the warriors were filled with grief,
when they beheld their master Sri Rama and his brother lying
unconscious on the battle-field. Though they searched all earth and
the sky quarters, they could not discover Indrajit who was hidden
by his magic arts. Only Vibhishana, who knew the ways of the
rakshasa saw the son of Ravana. Indrajit, resplendent in prowess
and glory beheld with joy Rama and Lakshmana bound by his
serpent arrows and lying unconscious on the earth; and he cheered
the hearts of his troops : ‘‘Behold those who slew Khara, Dushana,
Trisiras and the other rakshasa-heroes these mighty warriors, lie
here struck down by my arrows; the devas and asuras together
cannot release them from these serpent bonds. They on whose
account my father spends sleepless nights; they whom the inhabitants
of Lanka fear and dread like the rivers in flood during the rains,
those very Rama and Lakshmana have been slain by my magic
weapons. These vowed to destroy us, root and branch. Like the
clouds of autumn, the valour of Rama and Lakshmana and their
monkey-forces has been utterly washed.”” And he pierced the
monkey-lords further with keen arrows. Fifty of them hit Nila,
Mainda and Dvivida, received three each. Jambavan was left with
a single shaft in his chest. Hanuman had ten in his body; Gavaksha,
the leader of baboons, Angada and the others had countless arrows
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all over them. Thus did that mighty hero cleave the monkeys with
his flaming shafts; they shook in terror; and the rakshasa roared
so that the quarters echoed and laughing like thunder, he said,
“Rakshasas, behold Rama and Lakshmana lying there on the battle-
field unconscious and bound by my dreadful arrows. The rakshasas,
used to foul deceit applauded his wonderful feat and roared like
lions or black clouds on all sides. They concluded that the princes
were dead, since they lay there without breath or motion and they
sang the praises of the son of Ravana.

Then Indrajit was delighted beyond measure and returned to
Lanka; the rakshasa-forces were beside themselves with joy. Sugriva
was filled with dire terror when he beheld the bodies of Rama and
Lakshmana riddled with arrows from head to foot with no space
for a needle to enter. Looking at the monkey-king, with pale face
and tearfilled eyes, and overwhelmed by fear and grief, Vibhishana
said, ‘‘Sugriva, fear not. Stay your hot tears. Victory cannot be
the lot of any one for ever. This is the way of battles. If we had
done anything good in our past lives these sons of Dasaratha, will
revive; the cloud that hangs over them will clear and they will shine
as before in strength and valour. Pluck up courage. Put cheer and
spirit into my heart too. I have none to look up to. Those whose
hearts are ever turned towards truth and righteousness have no fear
of death. He consoled him thus; and to ward off evil and to relieve
him of fatigue, the rakshasa wiped the eyes of Sugriva with water.
He uttered over the water some charms that enabled one to pierce
the illusions of the rakshasas and sprinkled it over Sugriva’s eyes
and face. Then he spoke to him apt and timely words so that he
might not give way to grief; ‘“This is not the time to grieve. To
display too much friendship at the wrong time often leads to death.
Hence cast off fear from you; it spoils every good attempt. Think
what is good for this monkey-host that depends on Rama? Keep
watch over Raghuvira until he comes back to himself. These princes
only take a spell of rest; soon they will rise and put an end to all
our sorrow. These serpent bonds what are they to Rama? Why
should you have the shadow of a doubt that he will meet with death?
Does the grace of goddess Lakshmi shine on the face of one whose
death is near? And are not the faces of these princes radiant with
her grace? Hence you and your forces may rest free from care.
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I shall make arrangements for the action that needs to be taken and
shall soon return. Till then keep watch here most carefully. Lo, our
monkey-heroes whisper to one another about taking to flight, their
hair on end with fear. When Indrajit was fighting with us, I ran
here and there to put courage into the hearts of our friends; but
they took me for Indrajit and quaked with terror. As a man casts
away a used and faded garland, let our troops cast fear away from
them.’’ He consoled Sugriva and encouraged the monkeys saying,
“I am not Indrajit. I am Vibhishana, your best friend and the worst
enemy of Ravana. Fear not.”

Meanwhile Indrajit, that master of magic, went to Lanka
surrounded by his armies, laid his head at the feet of Ravana and
spoke with joined palms, ‘“Your Majesty! Rama and Lakshmana
are no more.”’ Thereat the Lord of Lanka, beside himself with joy,
with a mighty roar sprang from his throne, clasped that best of
heroes fondly to his breast, kissed his head and asked him to recount
at length how his enemies perished. Then Indrajit described most
vividly how he bound Rama and Lakshmana with serpent bonds;
how he crashed them down and they lay on the earth, pale and still.
The heart of Ravana swelled with joy; he was now relieved of all
anxiety and fear about Rama; and he praised highly the valour of
his son. (The first day of the fortnight was over by that night).

CHAPTER 47
RAMA AND LAKSHMANA SHOWN TO SITA

WHEN the monkey-lords stood round Raghava and kept careful
watch over him. Hanuman, Angada, Nila, Sushena, Kumuda,
Nala, Gavaksha, Gavaya, Sarabha, Gandhamadana, Jambavan,
Rishaba, Kanda, Rambha, Satabali, and others arrayed the forces;
they tore up huge trees, looked intently up and down and on all
sides; they were startled even by the movement of a blade of grass;
such was their dread of the approach of the rakshasas.

Meanwhile Ravana gave leave to Indrajit to withdraw and sent
for the rakshasas that guarded Sita and also for Trijata. He said
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to them ‘‘Let Sita know that Rama and Lakshmana have been slain
by Indrajit. Take her in the car Pushpaka and show her these puny
warriors lying dead on the battle-field. Relying on the prowess of
that husband of hers and his brother she was so haughty, and
disdainful to me, was she not?

Both of them are lying dead on the field. Now, she will be free
from care and anxiety. With no thought of going back to Rama,
she will come to me of her own accord. She has no one else to lean
on and will gladly choose me. She will be adorned with garments
and jewels to her heart’s content.”” Those rakshasa women took
her on the car Pushpaka; it was nothing to them that her mind was
distracted and dazed with sorrow; they took her to the battle-field
to show her Rama and Lakshmana. Ravana adorned his capital with
flags and banners and garlands and made proclamation that Rama
and Lakshmana had been slain by Indrajit. Sita went with Trijata
in the car Pushpaka to the battle-field. She beheld the entire monkey-
army struck down; the monkey-lords were sunk in grief as they stood
around Rama and Lakshmana. The sons of Dasaratha all
unconscious, lay stretched on a bed of arrows. Their armour was
broken, their bows slipped away from their hands; and their limbs
were riddled with arrows; they looked like two bed rests of arrows.
Like Skanda and Visakha, the sons of Agni, those mighty men lay
there in that plight, their eyes closed that resembled the petals of
the red lotus. The sight was too much for her and she moaned long
and grievously. Janaki of matchless beauty and grace wailed aloud
as she beheld Rama and Lakshmana stretched in the dust. As the
brothers once radiant like unto the very gods, lay there motionless,
tears blinded her eyes. She thought that they were no more.



CHAPTER 48

SITA’S LAMENT

66 LAS, experts in the science of body marks and prognosti-

cation pretold that I would bear sons and never be a widow.
The words of these wise ones have now proved false. (The significant
marks on the bodies of men and women are many. Women have
sixty-six. She whose bosom is hairless, level and symmetrical, is born
to have wealth, love of her husband and a long married life. She
whose fingers and hair are long will have length of years and many
sons). They said that I would be the queen of an Emperor who
performs many sacrifices to the gods; ‘now those words are all false,
because my husband is no more. You are thrice fortunate; you will
be the wife of a king, a hero of heroes’. How can these words come
true when my lord Raghuvira has lost his life? ‘Lady, all things
auspicious are yours for ever.” This blessing of the good and the
great has gone along with my Raghava (A lovely smile, bright open
eyes, level, round and small nostrils — these in a woman signify
that she will be the source of happiness). Lo, the lines on my feet,
patterned like a lotus, were said to be sure marks that I would be
crowned the wife of an Emperor. But, no one has ever found in
me any of the marks that indicate widowhood. (She whose toes are
laid one upon another will survive two husbands and will be under
the control of others. She whose little toe does not touch the ground
when she walks will bring about the death of three husbands. If
a single hair grows in a sac, she will be a queen; if there are two,
she will lead a life of happiness; but if there are three she will be
a widow). The word Padma means one who has the marks of
happiness and wealth on her feet. My feet are adorned with such
lotus lines. And it follows that I should enjoy wealth and happiness.
But all this will be true only if my Dasarathi is alive. My hair is
soft and level and black. My brows do not meet. My knees are round
and smooth; my teeth also do not touch one another; the sides of
my head, my eyes, hands, feet, and knees and thighs are high and
full. (She whose knees are hairless, round, lovely and smooth, will
be the wife of a king — Skanda). My fingers are straight and with
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round nails. My breasts are close set and full and my nipples low.

My naval is majestic and raised all round My sides and breast are
fashioned correctly. My complexion is lovely like the sheen of gems.

My toes, feet, and heels are evenly placed as I walk. All the world
praises me as one endowed with every kind of auspicious mark and
sign. My hands and feet are covered with lines like the grain of
barley. My fingers placed together show no gap; and they are red
like saffron. Experts in the science of body-marks have always
praised me as one with the most charming smile. But what the best
astrologers said, that I and my husband should be installed on the
throne of the world it is all proved false. (The Skandapurana state
that the toe-nails should be prominent and round and lovely. The
fingers must be proportionate to the hand, neither too long nor too
short, and of the same length in either hand. The lines known as
Nandyavartta and Pradakshina adorn the palms of her who will
be a queen). Rama and Lakshmana sought me far and wide over
Janasthana and discovered my whereabouts. They crossed this ocean
for my sake and yet have met their death in a puddle caused by
a cow’s hoof. They who have been the death of Kabandha, Viradha,
Vali, Khara, Dushana, and many others have now fallen victims
to the magic arts of Indrajit. Alas, have you not in your quivers
the mighty magic weapons of Varuna, Agneya, Indra, Vayavya,
and Brahmasiras? Rama and Lakshmana, like Indra and Upendra,
have fallen before Indrajit who strikes unseen through his arts of
illusion; and they have left me lonely and helpless! No enemy,
though he be endowed with the speed of thought, can ever return
alive once Rama’s eyes have fallen on him on the field of battle.
But nothing is impossible to Time and Fate is inexorable. Else, could
Rama and Lakshmana be struck down by a rakshasa? 1 do not grieve
so much for Rama or Lakshmana, for myself or my mother. But
my mother-in-law, the good lady Kausalya, artless and simple, when
I think of her, I cannot bear my grief. She is ever expecting us; she
is ever on the watch for us. ‘“‘Rama, Lakshmana, and Sita, my dear
children, when will they return? When shall I see them and be happy
again’’; Thus in many ways did Sita lament over the princes.

Then Trijata said to her, Lady, Why do you grieve? Your
husband is alive. I have good reason for saying this. If the general
of any army is dead, the troops lose their spirit; they are dozed,
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and like a ship without a pilot, fall into disorder and confusion.
Now, such is not the plight of this monkey-host. Behold their faces
bright with joy and their eyes blazing with wrath. Again, with calm,
untroubled hearts, these keep watch over Rama and Lakshmana
till they should come back to their senses. I tell you this out of my
love for you. Assure yourself that Rama and Lakshmana are alive
and that no danger can come to them; these auspicious signs are
proof enough. Never till now have I spoken an untruth; nor would
I do so in the future. Your noble conduct and pure life have won
my heart. I have said all this through my love for you. Indra and
his devas can never hope to defeat Rama. The reasons I have stated
and the dream I had are the grounds of my faith. Let this be. Observe
the faces of Rama and Lakshmana. Though unconscious, they
preserve the lustre of their form and features; the grace of Lakshmi
still shines on them. The face of deadmen and of cowards are
horribly ugly. Janaki! put away grief and doubt concerning these
princes. How can they be other than alive?”’

Sita listened to these words, sweet as streams of nectar; Sorrow
fell away from her and she spoke over joined palms, ‘‘Lady, may
your words prove true.’’ (They who tell us of the goodness and glory
of the Lord, should be honoured as teachers, no matter who they
are). Sita and Trijata returned to Asoka grove on the car Pushpaka.
But for all that Trijata had spoken to give her courage, Sita could
not but think of Rama and Lakshmana, as she was back in her place
of confinement, with the rakshasis around her. She imagined that
the princes were there before her and was plunged in unspeakable
grief at the plight they were in.



CHAPTER 49
RAMA COMES BACK TO SENSES

UGRIVA and the other mighty monkey-heroes overwhelmed

by grief, stood round Rama and Lakshmana, bound with terrible
serpent arrows; their bodies covered with blood, stretched on the
ground and breathing hard like serpents hissing. Meanwhile, Rama
came out of the faint and opened his eyes. Was he not matchless
in manly courage and strength. He found Lakshmana lying by his
side riddled with arrows, covered with blood, his face faded and
dusty. In deep sorrow he lamented over him ‘‘Should I cling to life
even after I have seen you, my brother, struck down by a puny
rakshasa and lying on the ground? What do I gain now even if I
get Sita back? Searching far and wide one may come upon another
woman like Sita, but one can never hope to have again a mighty
hero like Lakshmana for one’s brother. If he, the dear child of
Sumitra, should die, I shall give up my life in the presence of these
monkeys. She, his mother Sumitra, entrusted him to me and sent
him to help me. How can I face her, myself alone alive, and
Lakshmana lost to us. When the ladies Kausalya, Kaikeyi and
Sumitra ask me, ‘“Where is Lakshmana?’’ What answer shall I give?
How can I console the lady Sumitra as she wails and writhes in agony
for the loss of her son? How can I meet the scornful question of
the mother: “Why did you return alone, leaving behind Lakshmana,
who went into the forest with yourself?”’ How will I tell my brothers
Bharata and Satruguna this terrible news? Well, I shall quit this
body straightaway; I have no wish to live. It was wicked of me to
have brought with me Lakshmana to the forest. No good man would
have done a thing like this. Dasaratha bade me go to the forest;
but what right had I to take Lakshmana with me? There he lies
on the ground having thrown away his life for me. Fie upon myself!
My boy, you used to console me when I gave way to grief. But now
I wail for you. And you have no life to wipe away my tears. How
did it happen that you were struck down by your enemies in this
very field where you have stuck down countless rakshasas? As the
sun descends on the mountain of the west, you have sunk on the
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bed of arrows surrounded by arrows like rays and hidden by torrents
of blood, red like the evening twlight. (The sun of the solar race now
takes his rest. Perhaps you do not speak to me, because of the pain
caused by the arrows piercing your vitals. You ever proclaim the
boundless love you have for me. With eager joy you came with me to
the woods; even so shall I go with you to the halls of Death. You are
the dearest of my kinsfolk. All your actions tend towards my highest
good. And you have come to this pass solely through my wickedness.
Lakshmana, the mighty hero, never spoke to me harshly or against
my interests even when he was in the grip of wrath. Before Kartavirya,
Arjuna could shoot five hundred arrows with his thousand hands;
but my Lakshmana could do the same with his two hands. The hero
whose weapons could meet and master the magic weapons of Indra
himself, how could he be overcome by a puny rakshasa? You, for
whom no bed is enough, is it right for you to lie on this bare ground?

I have given my word, Sugriva, that I shall crown Vibhishana
as the king of the rakshasas; if 1 fail to fulfil it, the grief will burn
me quite. Hence 1 have to stay here. Go back to Kishkinda this
very moment and take your forces over the sea. Perhaps the mighty
Ravana may come here and give you trouble, when he knows that
I am not here, Hanuman, Jambavan, Dhumra, Angada, Mainda,
Dvivida, Kesari, Sampati, Gavaya, Gaja and Sarabha and the other
monkey-heroes, who were all ready to throw away their lives for
me, the prowess they have displayed and the feats they performed
in the battle and the fame they have won to themselves — all this
is impossible for others. Sugriva, you have done to the uttermost
everything that the best of friends and the dearest of comrades
should do. Is it not your sole-concern to discharge the duties and
responsibilities of a friend? And ye, monkey-warriors, all of you
have rendered without fear and afraid of dharma, the highest service
that best and the dearest of friends can render. Now I give you leave
to go where you will.”” Hearing this, the monkeys, red-eyed with
grief, shed tears like mountain streams during the rains. Then
Vibhishana stationed the troops at their places and armed with his
club ran up to where Raghava was. As he approached, black of
hue like a mountain of collyrium, monkeys mistook him for Indrajit;
and fled in afright in all directions.



CHAPTER 50

RAMA AND LAKSHMANA LIBERATED
FROM NAGAPASA

HEN Sugriva cried out, ‘““Wonder of Wonders”’, like a ship

struck by a storm in mid-ocean, our ranks are seized with panic;
I would know why. ‘““And Angada replied, ‘‘Do you not see the
Raghu heroes struck down by arrows and lying stretched on a bed
of arrows, their bodies covered with blood. What other reason is
needed?’’ But Sugriva rejoined, ‘‘Not so, some great terror has fallen
upon them. Look at these monkeys throwing away their weapons
and running in all directions. With terror in their eyes and not daring
to look back, they flee fast dragging one another long. Not in the
least ashamed of it, not heeding those that are struck down, they
leap forward in their wild course.”’

Meanwhile Vibhishana came, armed with his club; he blessed
Sugriva and saw Rama recovered from his swoon. Then Sugriva
turned to Jambavan standing his side and said, ‘‘O! our forces run
in blind terror mistaking our dearest friend Vibhishana for Indrajit.
The thing to do now is tell them the truth, stop the retreat and put
cheer into their hearts. ‘‘Jambavan did so; the monkey-hosts put
faith in his words and took a good look at Vibhishana; fear fell
from them, and they came back to their places. Vibhishana,
observing the bodies of Rama and Lakshmana riddled with arrows,
became agitated, wiped their eyes with water and wailed aloud in
uncontrollable grief :

““Most mighty and most valiant, ever fond of battle, these
heroes have come to this pass, because of the foul methods of war
adopted by the rakshasas. My brother is a monster of cruelty and
his son more wicked than he. That wretch, with his rakshasa
meanness and magic arts, has deceived these princes. And thereby
he has brought undying infamy to his father. These princes are
innocent of guile. I curse my fate that I have to see them writhing
on the ground like porcupines, riddled with arrows and drenched
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in blood. I placed my hopes of prosperity on their valour and now
they lie stretched on the ground, unconscious and about to die. Alas!
I am alive alone and those are gone. I have lost all my expectations;
and the kingdom too. My enemy Ravana has fulfilled his word and
is happy now!”’ Sugriva clasped to his breast most fondly that best
of devotees and consoled him, saying: ‘‘Most righteous one! doubt
not that the kingdom of Lanka will be yours. Ravana, his sons,
his kith and kin, will not live in happiness; believe me. Our protectors
can suffer no harm from these serpent bonds. The worst that can
come to them is that they will be unconscious for a while. Soon
they will recover their senses and destroy Ravana and all his
rakshasas,’’ Then he turned to Sushena, his father-in-law, who was
standing near, and said “‘Go straight to Kishkindha with Rama and
Lakshmana and our monkeys. I shall dispose of Ravana, his sons,
his kith and kin, and bring back Janaki to the side of Rama even
as Indra of old brought back Lakshmi that had parted from him’’.

Hearing this, Sushena replied, ¢‘I was present at that dreadful
battle between the gods and asuras of yore. Then the danavas, most
skilful of archers struck and hit the devas again and again with their
wonderful weapons. Some devas writhed in agony unbearable; some
lay senseless; some lost their lives; then Brihaspati saved them from
the danger that threatened them, using wonderful arts like Mrita-
sanjivini and other charms and herbs. Sampati, Panasa and the other
monkeys know the mountain where these herbs are found. Where
the gods and the asuras churned the ocean of milk in the far past,
in those very mountains of Chandragiri and Dronagiri, they have
been planted and nurtured by the gods. Despatch forthwith some
monkey-warriors to bring us the potent herbs Sanjivikarani, and
Visalyakarani. Let the son of Vayu here undertake the mission.”

Meanwhile the clouds were lashed with lightning and roared
dreadfully. A fierce wind had in its mighty grip those clouds and
‘the waters of the ocean. The earth quaked in affright. Lofty trees
fell uprooted into the sea. Serpents with huge bodies that lived in
Lanka and all creatures of the deep sought refuge into the depths
of the ocean. Some time later, the Lord Garuda appeared before
the monkeys. The mighty son of Vinata blazed like a fire; at the
sight of him the serpent bonds that bound Rama and Lakshmana
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were no more to be seen. The Lord Garuda looked on those mighty
princes and passed his hands over their faces like the full moon.
At once the wounds on their bodies disappeared, and they shone
with the lustre of molten gold. The power to overcome foes, the
sensitiveness to dishonour strength of body, radiance, firmness of
purpose in mighty ventures, keenness of intellect to pierce into
subtleties, the faculty of memory, all these qualities were redoubled.
The Lord Garuda clasped to his breast most fondly the two princes
who were like Indra and Upendra.

Then Rama turned to the king of birds, and said ‘‘Through
your grace, we have escaped from the great danger that Indrajit
threatened us with and we have been restored to our strength, valour
and energy. When I see you it is as if I saw Dasaratha, my father
and Aja, my grandfather and my heart rejoices. May I know who
you are, wonderful in form and adorned with perfumes and flowers,
garments and ornaments of the world of gods.”” And to him replied,
the Lord Garuda, tears of joy blinding his eyes, ‘‘Raghuvira, I am
a dear comrade of yours. (This is so, since the lord has chosen him
for his conveyance). Believe me, I am your life-breaths assuming
form and walking about. They know me as Garuda. I came here
to be of help to you. None can free you from these serpent bonds,
created by the magic of Indrajit, the cruel monster, not even the
most valiant and mighty danavas, not even Indra himself guarded
by his gods. These serpents come of the line of Kadru, sharp of
fangs and deadly of venom are they. The magic of the son of Ravana
gave them the form of serpents with which to torture you. Knower
of dharma! hero of unfailing prowess! You and your brother
Lakshmana, the terror of his foes, are fortunate indeed. Hearing
of the danger that befell you, I came here swiftly, out of my
friendship for you and impelled by a sense of duty. You are freed
from the bonds of this dreadful weapon. You should be most careful
at all times. It is natural for the rakshasas, it is the tradition of their
race, to use fraud and magic in battle. But to heroes like you, pure
of conduct, strength lies in straightness. Never take the rakshasa
on trust when you fight with them. From what took place now,
know that the rakshasas are cunning and deceitful.”’ ‘‘Garuda
embraced Rama close and said, ‘‘Friend, Raghunatha, Embodiment
of dharma , ocean of compassion even for your worst enemies!
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I take leave of you. Ask not now how I am your comrade. When
you lay now your foes on the battle-field, you will know it all
yourself. Your fiery arrows will consume Lanka and all its rakshasas,
except infants and old men in it. You will slay Ravana and recover
Janaki”’. After delivering Rama and Lakshmana from the danger
that hung over them, the king of birds circumambulated and
embraced them most fondly and coursed back quickly through the
sky even like the Lord Vayu. The monkey-lords, seeing that the
danger loomed over the Raghava princes had been removed by the
grace of the Almighty, waved their tails aloft in sheer joy and roared
like lions. As war drums, kettle drums, conches and other auspicious
instruments sounded on all sides; some roared; some slapped their
shoulders; and others took mighty leaps. They uprooted lofty trees
and broke off mountain tops and stood ready for battle. They
battered down the gates of Lanka and shouted in glee. At this the
rakshasas were struck with wonder and fear; as clouds roar and
thunder dreadfully at night about the end of summer, the monkey-
warriors challenged their enemies to battle, roaring loud enough
to split their hearts.

(Q. Raghuvira declared that he could destroy all beings in this
Universe, if he but lifted his little finger. His might and wisdom
are boundless. How then did he like an impotent fool lie on the
ground, foiled by Indrajit and drenched in blood?).

A. He did so in order to sustain dharma and right conduct in
the world. Though good men may meet with deadly dangers, yet
they are not destroyed. Sinners and wicked wretches may rejoice
that their hopes have been realised, they will be disappointed and
will meet with destruction themselves. This is the lesson taught by
the episode of the serpent bonds.

Q. The gods prayed to the Lord to slay Ravana; and assenting
to it, He came down as Rama, did he not?

A. True. The incarnation compassed not only the destruction
of the wicked but also the establishment of dharma. If his purpose
was limited to the slaying of Ravana there was no call for him to
take all this trouble. He has to lead all the four orders of society
to live according to their respective dharma.
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Q. Could He not teach these truths clearly and directly?

A. Why, the srutis and smritis have tried to do so and failed.
It was necessary for Him to teach them by example. And he took
human shape for this very purpose’’).

CHAPTER 51
DHUMRAKSHA GOES OUT TO FIGHT

AVANA and his rakshasas were surprised to hear the monkey-

warriors shout for joy. ‘“Ministers! there must be some reason
for this untimely joy which makes these monkeys roar like clouds
during the rain. The seas are troubled by their shouts. Rama and
Lakshmana lie unconscious bound with keen arrows and the
monkeys shout with joy; this rouses grave doubts in me. Messengers
go hence as swiftly as you can and bring me news why the monkeys
rejoice when they have lost their leaders and should be plunged in
grief”’. Forthwith countless rakshasas clambered up the fortress walls
and observed what took place in the monkey camp. Sugriva was
marshalling his troops, and making arrangements for their safety;
Rama and Lakshmana, freed from the serpent bonds, had regained
consciousness and were leading the monkeys as before. With
troubled hearts and faded faces, they took back the news to Ravana.
““Your Majesty! Indrajit bound Rama and Lakshmana by his arrows
and threw them senseless on the ground. Like mad elephants
breaking asunder the ropes that bind them, these men have got rid
of their serpent bonds; and move about like lions in their pride of
strength.’’ Ravana was filled with anxiety and his face was pale as
he said. ‘‘By the grace of the gods, these serpent arrows shine like
the sun and they never go in vain. With these did Indrajit, matchless
in skill, bind Rama and Lakshmana. If they should free themselves
from these arrwos, it portends, I fear, great danger to our army.
These arrows, are as potent as the mighty serpents Vasuki,
Takshaka, and Karkotaka. None so far have escaped their bonds.
And if these fail, I do not know what we should do.”” And he was
sad and thoughtful. After a while, furious with anger, he hissed
gcs)rth like a terrible serpent, ‘‘Hear you, Dhumraksha! what need
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have I for anxiety so long as you are with me ? Take what troops
you want, go forth now and deal instant death to Rama, Lakshmana
and the monkeys.”’

Dhumraksha was mightily pleased at being the first of the
generals, chosen to fight with the enemies; he went round Ravana
in reverence and coming out addressed the leader of his troops;
““Why delay yet? Let our troops be ready to march forth.”” Knowing
it to be, the order of His Majesty, the captains obeyed and countless
rakshasas marched forth from all quarters and hid the earth from
view. They were decked with war bells in their waists and armed
from head to foot. With frightful forms and boundless strength,
they resembled huge cloud-banks during the rains roaring frightfully.
Some were cased in fine armour; others drove on cars adorned with
flags, and golden windows and drawn by mules with diverse faces.
Some were mounted on horses swift as thought; some on mad
elephants; and they marched forth to battle like fierce tigers. The
car of Dhumraksha was drawn by mules with the faces of wolves,
tigers, and lions and decked with every kind of ornament. He
laughed like thunder and, surrouned by dreadful rakshasas, came
to the western fortress gate where Hanuman stood expectant. On
his way he was warned by many evil omens. A huge and terrible
vulture fell on top of his car. Many vultures fell in a mass on the
top of his banner. A headless trunk, white and dreadful, covered
with blood and crying aloud, fell in front of Dhumraksha. The
clouds showered blood; the earth quaked in terror; strong winds
blew against him and rumbled like mighty thunder; the quarters
were covered with darkness and nothing could be seen. At those
dreadful portents, Dhumraksha was filled with sadness. His
rakshasas were in the grip of fear and confusion. Thus did that
rakshasa, Dhumraksha of boundless strength and dreadful valour,
issue forth from the city with his rakshasa-heroes, eager for a fight
with the monkeys. He beheld the monkey-troops protected by Rama
and boundless like the ocean.



CHAPTER 52
DEATH OF DHUMRAKSHA

EEING Dhumraksha, of terrible prowess, marching forth to

battle accompanied by his rakshasas, the monkey-warriors
shouted in joy, eager for the prey. Then a dreadful battle ensued
between the monkeys and the rakshasas. The rakshasas were hit
with trees, mountain peaks, and blocks of stone. On the other hand,
the monkeys were struck with tridents, swords, hatchets and arrows.
Countless rakshasas slew the monkeys with keen arrows carrying
eagle feathers with maces, bars and other weapons. Riddled with
shafts, cloven with tridents, the monkeys were enraged; and without
the least fear, performed wondrous deeds of valour with trees and
stones for weapons. Shouting their names and deeds of fame,
they sprang on the rakshasas, dragged them down, and roared
like lions. Some rakshasas were ground to dust by trees and
mountain peaks. Some vomited blood. Some lay with torn flanks,
some crushed by huge slabs. Some were bit to shreds. Banners and
flags broken to pieces, wheels shattered, axles cloven and the yoked
mules killed, the cars were strewn over the ground. Elephants of
mountainous bulk; rakshasa-heroes like elephants in their madness;
huge mountain tops pushed by the monkeys; heaps of dead horses,
elephant drivers with headless trunk and horsemen hid the battle-
field from view.

The monkey-heroes of dreadful valour leapt upon the rakshasas
and tore at their faces most frightfully. And those rangers of the
night, wan of face and with dishevelled hair, fainted away on the
earth, unable to stand-the stench of blood. Some shouted dreadfully
in their mad fury and struck at the monkeys with their hands, hand
as adamant. In their turn, the monkeys sprang at them with agility
and slew the rakshasas with fists, feet, teeth and trees. Unable to
bear that onslaught, the enemy began to flee in all directions.

At this, Dhumuraksha, the great hero, was beside himself with
rage, and began to slay innumerable monkeys. Some, ground down
by huge spears, vomited blood; some were hit by iron bars and lay
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stretched on the ground; some had their limbs broken by whirl
sticks, some were struck by smooth-headed rods and lay dead, their
senses in a whirl. Some were pierced with tridents. Some were hit
by the rakshasas and driven from the field; some lay with hearts
cloven. Some lay with their bowels protruding. Thus did the
combatants on both side fight most fearfully. That dreadful sound,
intensified by the noise of falling mountains and trees, made the
hearts of all beings quake in terror. In that battle the bows took
the place of the vina (Indian lute). The bow strings were the wires
stretched upon it. The spasmodic hiccough of the wounded men
kept time; the song was but the dying whispers of spent men; such
was the music of battle.

Dhumraksha bent his bow, struck the monkeys with arrowy
showers, scattered them all round and laughed at them. Seeing the
monkeys sore confused and staggering to and fro, Anjaneya ran
forth quickly with a huge boulder in his hands. Valiant as God Vayu
himself, his eyes afire with anger, he threw the boulder on the car
of Dhumraksha Seeing this the rakshasa jumped out of the car,
mace in hand. “And the stone smashed the car, the horses, the
banners, the bow, the weapons and the driver. Maruti, with uprooted
trees, struck down the rakshasas in crowds. He caused a stream of
blood to roll over the field as he brought down the rakshasas with
broken heads and limbs. He made the rakshasa-forces disappear
from the battle-ground; next he ran towards Dhumraksha with a
mountain peak in his hand. Therupon the rakshasa whirled aloft
his mace bristling with iron spikes, and sprang at Maruti whom he
struck on the head with terrible wrath. But Hanuman, endowed
with matchless strength, even like the Lord Vayu, made light of
it and struck straight at the head of Dhumraksha with that huge
block. His limbs broken, he fell like a lofty mountain crashing down
and gave up life. At the sight of their leader thus done to death,
the rakshasas fled in terror and ran towards Lanka for refuge; and
the monkeys chased them and slew many. Thus did Anjaneya slay
Dhumraksha and his troops, causing streams of blood to course
over the ground. Though tired he was glad at the slaughter of his
enemies. The monkeys lauded and praised the hero. (The death of
Dhumraksha falls on the second day of the fortnight).



CHAPTER 53
VAJRADAMSHTRA GOES OUT TO FIGHT

AVANA was wild with wrath at the news of the death of

Dhumraksha; in his excitement he hissed like the serpent of
Time and roared out an order to the mighty Vajradamshtra,
‘““‘Bravest of heroes, the brave, take with you what troops you will
and rid the earth of Rama, Lakshmana and the monkeys’’.

“Your Majesty’s orders shall be obeyed’’ replied Vajra-
damshtra; he went round the king, bowed down to him with
reverence, and marched forth to battle surrounded by countless
rakshasas. Countless chariots drawn by elephants, horses, mules
and camels; and graced by banners and flags, footsoldiers armed
with rods, ftomaras, tridents, bars, spears, nooses, swords, saktis,
wheels, maces, axes and other weapons; decked with curious
garments and ornaments and wielding wonderful magic missiles —
all these followed Vajradamshtra. He himself shone resplendent with
rare armlets, earrings, cases in fine armour quivers on his back and
mighty bow in hand, he circumambulated the car before ascending
it. Well-trained elephants moved gracefully like lofty mountains,
and renowned warriors armed to the teeth rode on them. The black-
hued rakshasa-forces shone in their bright garments and ornaments;
and marched on with shouts and roars, like black storm clouds,
during the rains, with lightning and thunder. As they came out
through the southern gate besieged by Angada, from the bright,
clear and cloudless sky descended blazing meteors; jackals howled
fearfully, belching out flames; the inauspicious cries of dreadful
beasts foretold the destruction of the rakshasas, who were struck
with fear and confusion thereat; but Vajradamshtra heeded nothing.
Strong, lustrous and skilled in magic, he never lost his courage, but
eager for battle marched at the head of his troops. The monkeys,
beholding the enemy, roared with joy and made the quarters tremble.

Then the two forces, assuming frightful shapes joined in fierce
battle each intent on defeating the other. Some rushed forward in
mad haste and soon lay stretched on the ground, their heads broken,
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their bodies cleft and blood issuing from their wounds. Some kept
on a ceaseless discharge of weapons and fought most skilfully
retracing never a step. The noise of falling trees, mountains, blocks,
and weapons shook the earth and sky. The twang of bent bows
drawn to the ear, the blare of martial instruments like conch, drum
and kettle-drum joined in a loud, indistinct noise. Some had shot
all their weapons and took to fighting with hands and fists. Some
rakshasas, hit by hands, feet and knees, lay on the ground with
broken limbs. Maddened monkeys threw huge boulders at the
rakshasas and ground them to dust.Vajradamshtra made the
monkeys flee in terror by his keen arrows and walked up and down
the battle-field like the god of death blazing with his noose in hand
on the day of universal destruction. The rakshasas, skilful in the
use of every weapon were beside themselves with fury and struck
down innumerable monkeys. Angada in uncontrollable wrath, hissed
frightfully like the storm Samvartaka on the day of dissoulution
and, uprooting a huge tree, destroyed the rakshasas as a lion destroys
the smaller beasts of the forest. Those that stood up and faced the
monkey-hero, whose body shone and eyes flashed fire, were for
all their valour struck down like uprooted trees with broken heads
and shattered limbs. The battle-ground was completely covered with
cars, horses, curious banners, rakshasas, and monkeys; it was
decorated with ornaments and weapons; blood ran in torrents over
it; and it shone like the night in autumn. Like serried clouds scattered
by a mighty wind, the rakshasa-host swayed and staggered under
the dreadful onslaught of Angada.



CHAPTER 54
DEATH OF VAJRADAMSHTRA

HE triumph of Angada and destruction of his forces infuriated

Vajradamshtra, the mighty hero. He bent his dreadful bow,
twanged it in tones of thunder and covered the monkeys with an
arrowy shower. His warriors struck at them with every kind of
weapon. In their turn, the monkey-heroes hit the rakshasas with
trees, mountain tops and blocks of stone. The rakshasas discharged
countless weapons at the monkeys who met these missiles in a shower
of trees, boulders and mountain peaks. Both sides fought dreadfully
without retreating an inch. Broken heads, broken legs, shorn arms,
bodies riddled with arrows and drenched with blood covered all the
battle-field without the distinction of friend or foe. Crowds of eagles,
vultures, crows and jackals roamed freely among them. Some ran
away in terror at the sight of headless trunks. Severed hands, arms,
heads, legs and limbs kept falling down. Thus did the monkeys
attack the rakshasa-forces and made them take to their heels in
terror. Thereat Vajradamshtra shot fire from his eyes, sprang among
the monkeys, bent his bow and clove them asunder with his keen
shafts decked with eagle-feathers. With great skill he with a single
arrow pierced five, six,seven,eight, nine or ten monkeys at a time.
Some had their arms cut down; some had their bodies cloven; some
had their heads shattered; and like created beings taking refuge with
Brahma, they ran towards Angada. That monkey-hero, seeing his
forces thus sore beset, gazed intently at Vajradamshtra with eyes
red with fury. :

Then Vajradamshtra and Angada sprang at each other like mad
elephants. The rakshasa pierced Angada with many an arrow in
the vital parts till blood flowed in torrents from his wounds and
he stood there like an elephant in rut pierced by javelins. Then the
son of Vali tore up by the roots a lofty tree and with all his strength
hit Vajradamshtra on the head. Unperturbed, the rakshasa-hero
splintered the tree with his shafts. Angada threw at him a huge stone
and roared aloud. Before it could reach the car, the rakshasa, club
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in hand, leaped down to the ground. It crushed to powder the car,
the horses and the driver. Then Angada tore off a tree-covered
mountain and hurled it at the head of Vajradamshtra. Blood flowed
from his mouth; his mind was in confusion; he leaned upon his club
and swooned away for a while. Then he came back to himself,
whirled his club aloft and hit Angada in his breast in mad wrath.
Then he threw away the weapon and they fought each other with
their fists. They hit at each other, grew tired for a while, and vomited
blood, as they fought like the planets, Mars and Mercury. Again
taking up keen swords and strong shields covered with the skin of
oxen, they fought in uncontrollable fury and used curious patterns
of footwork each, intent on defeating the other, each struck and
hit and tore the other mercilessly. Wounded all over, and drenched
with blood, they shone like tall trees, adorned with red flowers.
Fatigued by this hard fight, they rested for a while on their knees.
Then like a deadly cobra struck on the head by a rod, Angada hissed
at his foe, sprang at the rakshasa and in a moment shore off the
head of Vajradamshtra with his keen blade. The head, its eyes rolling
in anger and moustaches bristling with wrath, fell far away. Seeing
this, the rakshasas, overcome with terror and dazed, ran towards
Lanka with wan faces and heads hanging down. As they ran, the
monkeys chased and struck them dead. The son of Vali, equal in
valour to his grandfather, Indra, engaged Vajradamshtra in a terrible
duel before the eyes of the monkey-hosts and sent him to his death.
And he rejoiced mightily. Then even as the gods praised on high
their king with a thousand eyes when he returned victorious over
the daityas, the whole monkey-army croud round Angada and
welcomed him with shouts of praise.



CHAPTER 55
AKAMPANA GOES OUT TO FIGHT

EARING the news of the death of Vajradamshtra at the hands

of Angada, Ravana turned to Prahasta that stood by with
joined palms and said, ‘‘Akampana, expert in every kind of fight,
let him march forth with troops of dreadful prowess. He will make
our foes beg for mercy and shield our armies from all danger. He
is a general of great renown; he is ever intent upon my welfare;
he is ever eager for battle. He will defeat Rama, Lakshmana and
Sugriva and destroy the other terrible monkeys’’.

Prahasta carried out the orders of Ravana and very soon the
forces were ready. They marched forth to battle with frightful eyes
and faces and armed with every kind of weapon. Akampana led
them in a huge car. He was dark and lustrous like a cloud, his voice
was like thunder; frightful rakshasas surrounded him; and pricelss
ornaments decked his limbs. He derived his name Akampana
(unshakable) from his firmness in many dreadful battles. Like the
sun amoung the planets, he shone in splendour amoung the
rakshasas. Even as he marched forth for battle, the noble steeds
yoked to his car grew wan and weary all at once. His left eye
throbbed; the clear sky was covered with black clouds and torn with
lightning, rain and storm. Birds and beasts, cried dreadfully. With
the shoulders of a lion and the gait of a tiger, Akampana disregarded
those omens and came to the field of battle.

Then the rakshasas roared with joy till the seas were stirred.
Hearing this, the monkey-forces grew confused, piled up trees,
mountains and blocks of stone and awaited the foes. Then the
monkeys and the rakshasas began again a dreadful fight making
light of their lives for the sake of Rama and Ravana; Both sides
were strong, valiant, of mountainous build and determined to win.
Their angry roars and trumpetings were carried far and wide. Red
dust rose from the earth, fearful to behold, and hid from view
monkeys, rakshasas and the four quarters, banners, flags, armour,
horses, weapons, cars, nothing was visible. As they sprang at each
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other, their shouts and war cries alone could be heard; but no forms
were seen. In that utter darkness both sides struck blindly and killed
their own men, in mad fury. Friend or foe, they fought on and made
the earth miry with flowing blood. That laid the dust and then the
battle-field came to view, covered with corpses. Trees, saktis (a kind
of magic weapon), blocks of stone, spears, and other weapons, bare
hands and fists, were freely used in that fight between the monkeys
and the rakshasas. The monkeys hit the rakshasas with trees and
stones; the enemy met them with sharp tridents, keen swords, spears
and other weapons. Akampana, enraged, put courage into the hearts
of the rakshasas and urged them to perform frightful feats. Then
Kumuda, Nala, Mainda and Dvivida came there quickly and
destroyed the rakshasas in crowds with trees as large as mountains.

CHAPTER 56
DEATH OF AKAMPANA

HE sight was too much for Akampana, the redoubtable warrior;

he waved his bow aloft and said to his driver, ‘‘Look at those
monkeys, destroying our forces beyond count. Take my car there;
where many a monkey-warriors, strong and frightful of bulk and
armed with trees and mountain peaks await me there. I cannot keep
refrain from killing those so eager for battle. If I neglect them now,
they will despatch the entire rakshasa-forces to the hall of death.
Then he drove his car amidst the monkeys and pierced them with
his cruel arrows, as he went. They were riddled with them and unable
to bear the pain, ran away in all directions. They could not stand
against him for a moment. No need to speak of fighting with him.

Thus did the monkey-hosts fall a prey to Akampana’s arrows,
as if they were in the grip of Yama. Thereat Hanuman came forward
to help the monkeys. And they surrounded him most gladly.
Endowed with natural strength, they were led by Anjaneya the
mightiest of the mighty. Akampana cast his eyes on Maruti that
towered aloft like a huge mountain, and, seized with a frantic rage,
he riddled him with his arrows that fell on him like heavy showers
on mount Mahendra. But unperturbed, Hanuman pondered over
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the means of staying the rakshasa. Suddenly, he sprang upon him;
the impact was so terrific that the earth quaked. The figure of the
monkey-lord, shining in splendour and roaring frightfully, blinded
the eyes of all beholders, like the sun surrounded by his thousand
rays. Realising that he had no weapon in hand he quickly tore up
a mountain, whirled it aloft with one hand and hit Akampana with
it, roaring aloud the while. Seeing that Anjaneya faced him even
as Indra faced the asura Namuchi with his vajra in battle, the
rakshasa intercepted the mountain, and ground it to powder with
many ardhachandra arrows. Then Hanuman, beside himself with
wrath, uprooted a tall tree that had grown like a mountain, and
whirled it round and round with its branches and laughed in tones
of thunder. Huge trees crashed down with the speed of his thighs,
as he ran towards the rakshasa. His feet clove the earth. And with
that tree he slew elephants, elephant drivers, cars, car warriors and
foot-soldiers. Like the god of death who brings destruction to all
created beings, Anjaneya scoured the ground in mad fury; and at
the sight of him the rakshasas fled in terror. Then Akampana roared
with wrath and pierced Maruti with fourteen keen arrows. But
Maruti only shone with greater lustre, like a lofty mountain covered
with trees or an Asoka tree in full blossom or like fire without its
smoke. The son of Vayu, huge of body and boundless.in valour
and intelligence, suddenly tore up another tree and dealt a terrific
blow on Akampana’s head. Unable to bear the frightful blow that
Maruti delivered in his wrath, Akampana fell down on the earth
and breathed his last.

The rakshasas shook with fear as they beheld it, even like lofty
trees in the grip of an earthquake. They cast off their weapons and
ran towards Lanka, while the monkeys chased and slew them in
crowds. With dishevelled hair, disgraced, discomfited, dazed and
sweating, they ran panting. They entered the city, trampling one
another. They turned back often to see if they were followed and
took shelter in Lanka.

Then the Monkey-hosts gathered round Anjaneya and showered
praises upon him. And he returned the compliment. The monkeys
were utterly beside themselves with exultation; they shouted until
they were hoarse; and they dragged out and tormented forth the
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rakshasas that were yet alive. Thus did Hanuman slay Akampana
and the rakshasa-warriors; and win glory, even as Mahavishnu in
the far past did by defeating Bali, the asura. And the gods on high,
with Rama and Lakshmana, Vibhishana, Sugriva and the other
monkey-lords, extolled Anjaneya, the son of Vayu.

CHAPTER 57
PRAHASTA SETS OUT TO FIGHT

EARING the news of the death of Akampana, Ravana was

furious; his face grew wan and he looked intently at his
ministers. He thought for a while, took counsel with his ministers
and decided to review that morning the troops stationed in the city.
It was decked with flags, banners and garlands. Bands of rakshasas
guarded it most carefully. Battalions of troops were stationed all
over their camp. Seeing the capital besieged by the monkeys on all
sides, Ravana said to Prahasta, ‘It is impossible to raise this siege
unless we destroy our foes in battle. Either I or Kumbhakarna,
yourself, Indrajit or Nikumba must take up this task. Collect what
forces you will, go forth to where the monkeys are and come back
with victory. The monkey-hosts will take to flight when they see
you approaching them; they are fickle of temper. Will they stay
on the battle-field once they hear the roar of the rakshasa-warriors?
Unsteady of mind, untrained in warfare they cannot stay at a place
for long. They will die of sheer fright, like elephants when they hear
the roar of lions. If their armies are scattered in all directions, Rama
and Lakshamana will be distracted in mind and fall into your hands
with none to support them, It is not a rule that those that go out
to fight meet with death. Even if death befalls us, we would have
earned undying fame and the heavenly worlds. But if we do not
fight, we are sure to die at the hands of our foes. And such a death
brings with it disgrace and hell. Tell me what you think for or against
this view.”’

Thereat, Prahasta counselled Ravana even as Brihaspati
counsels the king of the devas, ‘“Your Majesty! What has now come
upon us, is the very thing that Vibhishana, myself, and others have
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discussed and concluded long ago. But there was no agreement
among us. We held conflicting opinions and quarrelled. That was
why the decision was not acted on. Was it not decided that welfare
and glory would be ours, if we restored Sita to Rama, and that ruin
and infamy would be our portion if we did not do so? Now, I have
received at your hands countless gifts, honours and benefits. You
have exalted me with your kind words and precious praise. It is my
duty at all times to fulfil your wishes. I have no other joy in life
than that. My life, my wife, my children, my wealth, I count as
straw, where your interests are concerned. Today I will offer up
my life as an oblation in the fire of battle.”

Then he turned to the generals that stood by and said, ‘‘Let
a huge rakshasa-force be ready here soon. Like the thunderbolt of
Indra will my arrows fall upon the monkeys and prepare a
sumptuous feast for the eagles, vultures and other birds of prey’’.
The rakshasa-troops got ready accordingly. With the sheen of their
weapons and the noise of their shouting, the city was like a rut.
Some poured oblations in the sacred fire for victory and safe return;
some bowed before the Brahamanas with flowers and perfumes.
The breeze blew soft, wafting the scent of ghee, flowers and other
perfumes. The rakshasas, eager for battle, wore garlands that
charged with enchantment to ensure them victory. Armed with fine
armour and bows, they came forward quickly, saluted Ravana and
gathered round Prahasta.

He took leave of his master, caused the terrible war-drums to
be beaten and ascended his magnificent chariot. It was furnished
with every kind of weapon. Horses swift as the wind, were harnessed
to it. They were guided by an expert driver. Brilliant like the sun,
and charming like the moon, fitted with excellent wheels, axles, and
spokes, it was effectively guarded against attack. Shining with golden
windows, it seemed to smile on all beholders. ascending his chariot
and receiving Ravana’s orders for battle, Prahasta emerged from
Lanka, surrounded by the rakshasa-forces that surged like the ocean.
Then the noise of the kettle-drums joined to the softer notes of lutes
and other musical instruments, and the blast of conches spread over
the waters like the rumblings of dark clouds. The rakshasas that
marched before Prahasta, huge of bulk like mountains and frightful
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in shape, raised terrible war cries. Narantaka, Kumbhahanu,
Mahanada and Samunnata, the ministers of Prahasta, marched
behind him.

Surrounded by rakshasas like mad elephants, he resembled the
ocean-king surrounded by the dreadful monsters of the deep as he
came out of the eastern gate. As he issued from the city, even as
the god of death that destroys all creatures at the time of dissolution,
all beings in Lanka trembled and howled at the shouts that followed
the rakshasa-general and the roar of the armies. In the clear sky,
birds flew inauspiciously round the car in flocks from left to right
and rejoiced at the thought of the rich repast they would have that
day of flesh and blood. Frightful jackals vomited flames and howled;
meteors fell, storms blew; the planets contended with one another
and grew dim; clouds roaring dreadfully showered blood on the
car of Prahasta and on the rakshasas that went before. On the top
of his banner a huge vulture sat facing the south and scratched his
wings with his beak. Thereat Prahasta’s face grew pale. His chario-
teer, of noble lineage and wonderful skill, let fall his whip by
accident. The matchless radiance and lustre and spirit that Prahasta
had when he started for battle waned very soon. The horses stumbled
in level places. The monkey-forces saw Prahasta, renowned for
strength and valour, coming against them; and they faced him with
trees, mountain tops, and blocks and frightful war-cries. Both the
sides were beside themselves in ardour of fight and shouted so that
the quarters trembled. They were of matchless speed, of wonderful
skill in warfare, intent upon slaying one another. They filled the
earth and the sky with their cries of defiance and slaps on the
shoulders. Thus did that black-hearted Prahasta deciding to destroy
the monkey-hosts and defeat Rama and Lakshmana, make his way
into the ever increasing.monkey-armies like a moth falling into a
blazing flame.



CHAPTER 58
DEATH OF PRAHASTA

EEING Prahasta the valiant hero coming forth to fight, Rama

turned with smile, to Vibhishana and said, ‘‘Lo! there comes
towards us a rakshasa with a huge body and countless forces behind
him. Who is that hero??” (The sight of a powerful enemy brought
forth joy and a smile from Rama. Prahasta came out of the eastern
gate. But Rama stood at the northern gate. How was he able to
know what was happening at the distance of many yojanas? Trusted
messengers brought him news and he speaks as if he had direct
knowledge). And to him replied Vibhishana, ‘‘Lord! this is the
commander of the forces of Ravana; he is known as Prahasta and
is the leader of one-third of the troops in Lanka, strong, expert in
weapons, undaunted in battle and the hero of a hundred fights.”’

Then roaring fearfully like thunder in summer and followed
by rakshasas like mountains of collyrium, Prahasta came out to
battle with bulk and shape that struck terror into the hearts of his
foes. And his valour was equal to his strength. In the flush of their
strength and anger, the monkeys roared aloud. The rakshasas ran
towards the monkeys, intent on killing them brandishing swords,
tridents, spears, bars, bows, and other weapons of war. The monkey-
lords, armed with trees in fruit and flower and long and broad
boulders, sprang at their foes. Both sides kept up an incessant shower
of stones and arrows and fought dreadfuly at close quarters.
Countless monkey-warriors met their death at the hands of the
rakshasas. Countless rakshasa-warriors were slain by the vanaras.
Some were pierced by tridents; some were sawn by wheels: some
were cloven by axes; some fell down dead; some died of cloven
hearts; some were strung on strings of arrows and perished; some
cut by broad swords, writhed on the ground and passed away; some
had their sides ripped open by tridents and met their death. The
monkeys, mad with fury, ground to dust crowds of rakshasas with
trees and mountain peaks. Struck with fists and palms, hard like
adamant, their teeth broken and eyeballs forced out, the rakshasas
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vomited blood. Some cried with agony; some roared like lions in
joy; thus there was one mighty defeaning uproar. The heroes o
both sides showed all their skill. Rolling their eyes fiercely without
a touch of fear, they performed deeds of valour with relentless fury.

Narantaka, Kumbhahanu, Mahanada and Samunnata, the
ministers of Prahasta, sprang at their enemies on all sides and slew
them. Thereat Dvivida killed Narantaka with a mountain top;
Durmukha, Samunnata with a huge tree. Jambavan smashed
Mahanada with a big block of stone; and Tara sent Kumbhahanu
to his death with a blow from a lofty tree. Prahasta could not bear
this sight and he destroyed with his arrows the monkeys in crowds.
The two armies joined hands and moved to and fro and staggered
like a huge whirlpool in the ocean. There arose a frightful sound
like waters being lashed by a storm. Prahasta, in his rage, kept up
a ceaseless downpour of arrows and displayed his wonderful skill
in fight. That field of battle was frightful to see, covered as it was
with the mountainous heaps of rakshasas and monkeys slain in fight.
The ground was hid beneath a torrent of blood and looked like a
large forest hid by Palasa flowers in summer.

That battle-ground was a large river; the two ridges of slain
warriors were its banks; the broken weapons were the trees; blood
was the water that flowed in it. The Lord Yama, that gathered to
himself the lives of the combatants, was the ocean; the flesh on either
side of the heart was the mire; the protruding entrails were the moss.
Severed heads and limbs were the fish; hands, legs and trunks were
the lender green grass on the banks; vultures and eagles were the
swans and water ducks; the fat was the foam, the cries of the
wounded were the noise of falling waters; cowards dare not cross
it. A river bright with swans, and water fowls at the end of the rains,
the monkeys and the rakshasas leapt over it, waded through it
and swam in it, like mad elephants entering a lovely lotus pool,
troubling its waters and crossing to the other bank covered with
lotus stalks; the warriors were bathed in blood and came out of
the river red of hue.

Nila, the commander of the monkey-forces, beheld Prahasta
destroying the monkey-troops by the arrowy shower he kept up from
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his car. Like a fierce wind driving the cloud-banks before it, Nila
drove the rakshasas in panic before him. But Prahasta guided his
car, shining like the noonday sun, to where he was. Best of archers,
he bent his bow, strung it, twanged it, and riddled Nila with countless
shafts. They passed through his body and entered the earth, hissing
like infuriated serpents. Pierced by arrows that burned like flames,
Nila tore up a lofty tree and hit with it the rakshasa rushing towards
him. Prahasta roared in fury and kept up his arrowy downpour upon
the monkey hero. Unable to stop it, Nila closed his eyes and stood
there motionless like a huge bull suddenly caught in an autumnal
shower. Then he plucked off a huge sal tree and struck down the
swift horses yoked to the car of Prahasta, broke his bow and roared
in triumph. Prahasta, his horses dead and his bow broken, jumped
on the ground and snatched a bar of iron. Both of them were
commanders of troops; mighty in speed; implacable in hatred; and
like elephantss in rut they bit and tore each other’s, their bodies
drenched with blood. They were strong and agile like lions and tigers;
never till then had either known defeat; famous warriors both who
had never retraced a step in battle; each tried to defeat the other
and win boundless fame. They were like the god Indra and the asura
Vritra. With all his strength Prahasta struck Nila on the forehead
with the iron bar. Nila covered with blood, tore up a mighty tree
and struck Prahasta with it on the chest. Prahasta made light of
it and sprang upon the monkey-hero with the huge bar in his hand.
Then Nila took a huge boulder and brought it down with force and
speed upon Prahasta’s head. It was smashed to pulp. Bereft of sense,
he fell on the earth lifeless, and lustreless, like a large tree uprooted.
And from his body and head there flowed torrents of blood like
cataracts down a mountain slope.

At the sight of their commander slain by Nila, the rakshasa-
forces, till then undaunted, lost spirit and joy. They were dazed
and could not stand.
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CHAPTER 59

RAMA SHATTERS THE CROWN
OF RAVANA

WHEN the general Prahasta was thus slain by the commander
of the monkey-hosts, the rakshasa-troops endowed with the
speed of the raging seas and armed with every kind of dreadful
weapon, were routed and, seeking the presence of Ravana, told him
how Prahasta had met his death at the hands of the son of Agni.
Never even in his wildest dreams had Ravana thought that such a
thing could happen. Hence, he turned to the rakshasa- warriors that
stood round him like the heavenly heroes round the throne of Indra,
and cried, “Look! Our commander Prahasta is no ordinary warrior.
He could make Indra cry for mercy. And now he and his countless
rakshasa-troops lie slain by these wretched monkeys. Here is a lesson
for us; we should not underrate the foe. I shall myself go out to
fight and come back victorious, consuming in the fire of my arrows
Rama, and Lakshmana and their monkey-hosts, even as a forest
fire burns down the trees.”’” And he ascended his car that blazed
like a flame. Horses of the noblest breed were yoked to it; its splen-
dour illumined all the quarters. When the Lord of the rakshasas
went out to battle, the sound of conches, drums, kettle-drums, war-
drums, tom-toms and other martial instruments, the slaps of
warriors on their shoulders, their defiant cries and shouts and the
solemn music of purifactory religious chants filled the atmosphere.
The Lord of Lanka went forth crowned with the blessings of elders
and the praises of his subjects. Surrounded by rakshasa-braves, with
bodies hard like mountains, able to change at will their forms like
cloud-banks, their eyes blazing like fierce flames, he resembled the
Lord Rudra, the leader of asuras, surrounded by his hosts of bhutas
(elementals). (The Maitrayaniya Upanishad tells us that the tamasa
or the dark aspect of the Almighty is known as Rudra; hence it
follows that he is the Lord of the asuras).

Then Ravana, the shining one, came out of the city and found
the monkey-forces armed with trees and mountains, dreadful to
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look at and roaring like the ocean and the rain-clouds. At the sight
of the rakshasa-forces marching furiously against him, Rama’s arms
grew longer with ardour for battle; the goddess of heroism shone
forth from him. As he stood there in the midst of the boundless
armies, his eye fell on Vibhishana who knew the strength and
weakness of the rakshasa-warriors and he said, ‘“‘Oh! brother of -
Ravana, this vast rakshasa-host — who leads it? It is furnished with
banners, flags, bows, tridents, spears and other weapons of war;
elephants, huge like mountains, and fearless warriors grace it. It
seems impossible to rout it. Vibhishana, brave like Indra, then
described in detail the names and valour of the rakshasa-heroes.
““‘See you there a warrior with a huge body and his face red like
the rising sun? He is seated on the shoulders of that rutting elephant
and by the weight of his body causes his mount to tremble. He is
AKAMPANA, the son of Ravana.

And that other warrior there, whose car flies the lion-banner
and who whirls his mighty bow aloft like the rainbow in the sky,
out of the sheer strength of his arm, he is none other than
INDRAJIT, the first born son of Ravana. His strength is that of
an elephant in rut; his front teeth are deformed and project
dreadfully; thanks to the boons he has won from Brahma, he can
make himself invisible at will.

That warrior there, whose body is huge like the mountains
Vindhya, Mahendra and Astagiri (the mountain of sunset) — he
is ATIKAYA. He twirls between his fingers his enormous bow and
he comes towards us in a car drawn by a thousand horses. Though
he has not the magic art of Indrajit, he is a more mighty hero.

And look there where that other rakshasa stands with eyes red
like the rising sun; he rides a noble elephant and his dreadful roaring
harmonises with the sounds of the bells on his mount; he is
MAHODARA.

Yonder comes PISACHA, mounted on a horse adorned with
priceless ornaments and trappings; he whirls aloft a spear blazing
with splendour. Mark his course that shines like a mountain covered
with clouds at sunset and his speed like rolling thunder.
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Again, cast your eyes upon another renowned warrior that
stands there, TRISIRAS by name. He is mounted upon a bull that
looks like a mountain on feet and in his hand shines a trident with
sharp points, blinding like lightning and swifter than the thunderbolt.

And there comes KUMBHA like a huge cloud in shape; his
chest is broad and high and hard; there is a serpent on his banner
and he waves aloft his bow, eager for the battle.

NIKUMBHA is there, armed with an iron-bound rod, inlaid
with gold and gems and emitting fire and smoke. The most promi-
nent among the rakshasa- hosts, he does the most dreadful deeds.

NARANTAKA drives towards us with lightning speed in his
car shining like a flaming fire and furnished with bow, sword, arrows
and other weapons of war and with a fine banner. Finding none
to stand up to him to fight, he vents his strength by battling with
the mountains.

And last there comes one who has curbed the pride and strength
of the gods themselves. Round him crowd elementals with rolling
eyes and faces like tigers, camels, serpents, stags, horses and other
dreadful shapes. Above his head is held a large moon-like white
umbrella with delicate wires. Seated beneath it is the ruler of the
countless millions of rakshasas, like Rudra surrounded by his
elementals. His face is lit up with the lustre of his noble crown
and ear-rings; his body is huge like the Himalayas or the Vindhyas.
He is the Lord of Lanka who has vanquished Indra, Yama and thc
other regents of the quarters. Behold him in his radiance like the
blazing sun.”

Hearing this, Rama said, ‘‘Vibhishana, what brilliance! Ravana,
the king of the rakshasas, is glorious to behold; one’s eyes
are blinded as they gaze at his, even as they are by the sun in his
noonday splendour. I see that his body is enveloped in lustre. I have
never seen such splendour about the gods or danava warriors. Every
one in his ranks is of mountainous bulk; mountains are his missiles;
with keen weapons he comes towards us, surrounded by his chosen
warriors like Yama in the midst of his terrible elementals. It is good
that this sinful wretch has come within my ken today. Till now
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I have controlled within myself my anger at the abduction of Sita.
Now I shall turn it upon him.”” Raghuvira bent his redoubtable bow,
twanged it with a dreadful noise, fitted to it a most powerful arrow
and, with Lakshmana by his side, waited for Ravana.

Then Ravana turned towards the rakshasas around him and
said, ‘““Cast off all care and guard most carefully the inner fortifi-
cations, the gates and towers of Lanka, and the quarters for the
troops built on either side. If our foe should come to know that
you are here with me, he would make his way into Lanka, subdue
the handful that we have left there and gain control of the city.”’
He ordered them away and, like a huge whale that makes its way
lightly through surging seas, he moved through the monkey-host.

Sugriva saw him coming to destroy the monkeys with a bright
bow and arrows in his hand, like the Lord of Death with his noose
of Time. And he tore up a mountain top, rushed towards the
rakshasa and threw it at him. Ravana beheld it as it came towards
him with its trees and torents, and cut it to bits with his gold-bound
arrows. Hissing like a huge serpent, he chose an arrow with which
to slay the king of the monkeys. It was swift like the vajra of
Mahendra; it shone like the Lord of Fire emitting a shower of sparks
around; it could destroy the universe like the Lord of Death himself.
This shaft, like the Sakti sent by Lord Subrahmanya against the
mount Krauncha, pierced Sugriva through and through. Unable to
bear the agony, the monkey-king lost his senses and fell on the earth
with a woeful cry. The rakshasas roared with joy as they saw him
stretched unconscious on the ground. Gavaksha, Gavaya,
Sudamshtra, Rishabha, Jyotirmukha and Nala at once sprang at
Ravana increasing the bulk of their bodies and uprooting mountains
for their weapons. But he foiled their strokes with keen arrows and
pierced them with other shafts curiously bound in gold. They were
dazed and fell upon the ground with frightful contortions of hands
and feet; and Ravana hid the monkey-hosts under heaps of arrows.
Struck by his shafts and unable to bear the torture, some were
howling dreadfully; others whimpered under the strokes of another
weapon, FEAR. Some crashed down to the earth by the mere impact
of the speed of the rakshasa-ruler; the rangers in the wood shouted
in terror since they had never before beheld such foes and weapons;
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but all took refuge with Sri Rama to whom the worlds look for
protection. (Surrender requires no other motive or reason than the
experience of some pain or grief that cannot be put away. Time,
place, fitness, strength or preparation need not be enquired into).

Raghava who knew the mystery of this doctrine and who is
the only one to whom such a surrender is due, grasped his mighty
bow, strung it and confronted Ravana. When a person comes to
us in the grip of sorrow or danger, we are bound to give him prompt
relief. Hence Raghunatha, was afraid that Lakshmana would
perhaps march forth to battle without asking leave of him and he
himself set out armed with bow and arrows. As Rama hastened
forward to save those who looked to him for protection, Lakshmana
with folded hands barred his way and addressed a PRAYER TO
HIM. (Lakshmana, the devoted servant of Rama, shone in the glory
of this service, as he folded his hands in prayer that his words might
find acceptance. The service of the Lord of all is the highest reward
and final fulfilment of his servants). ‘‘Brother, it is but right that
you and no one else should slay this wicked wretch who dared to
carry away your wife. And it is but child’s play to you. But it is
not seemly that you, endowed with boundless strength and prowess,
should do battle with this puny rakshasa. Give me leave and let me
slay him”’. (It might be asked, ‘“Why not go and do it if you can?’’.
Another would be, ¢“I am the servant and you my Lord; I am a
part and you the whole. For me to do anything without your leave
is against my nature, as a dependant on my Master). And to him
replied Rama, the hero of unfailing prowess, “Well, go if you will.
Do not think lightly of your foe. Be as cautious as you keep to fight.
Ravana is a mighty warrior; his prowess is wonderful. He seems
to choose one weapon but in reality chooses another; he seems about
to fit it to his bow, but fits another; he seems to discharge this but
in fact shoots another. The fire of his wrath will consume to ashes
all the beings in the three worlds. So mark well his defects and rid
yourself of your own defects. Protect yourself well by your bow
and eye”’. Lakshmana embraced his brother, circumambulated and
saluted him with reverence and marched forth to fight armed with
the consent of Rama. And there he found Ravana, bending his
shining bow, covering and decimating the monkey-forces with his
arrowy showers.
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Meanwhile, Anjaneya ran up to him and cried, ‘‘How unfair!
Here am I, your humble servant. How could you come out like
this?”’. He thrust aside the flights of arrows and sprang at Ravana.
He drew near his car, raised his right hand and shouted menacingly.
“You and your rakshasas have put to rout devas, danavas,
gandharvas and yakshas. But do you not know that you will meet
with death at the hands of the monkeys? It was a fault to have
allowed you to live so long. Look here, like a lofty tree with five
branches, this my right hand will drink your life’s breath’’. And
to him replied Ravana, his eyes red with anger and laughing like
thunder in his peerless prowess, ‘“You monkey! strike quick! do
not hesitate. You desire the glory of having struck Ravana in fight.
Why should I deny you this? I shall gauge your strength thereby
and then kill you with just a force needed and no more.’’ But Maruti
answered, ‘“You wicked wretch! killing me can wait. It is yet to
come. But it is a fact, it is not, that I slew your son Aksha?’’ Then
Ravana, the shining one, struck the son of Vayu a terrible blow
on his chest. At this Hanuman shivered again and again and then
stood motionless for the space of a muhurta. But most intelligent
as he was, he recovered courage and gave Ravana an angry blow
with his fist. Ravana shivered as a lofty mountain does rock during
an earthquake. Seeing this, sages, monkeys, siddhas, gods and asuras
raised shouts of joy. Then Ravana, when his pain subsided a little,
cried, ‘‘Well done, you monkey? I admire your prowess. You are
a foe worthy of myself.”” But Anjaneya was sorely disappointed
and cried, ‘I should curse my valour. You are still alive even after
being struck by me. How can my valour be praised when it has not
killed you? You strike me once again. Let me see. Do not boast
in vain. I will despatch you to the world of Yama with my fist.
Wicked fellow! You have survived because of my carelessness. You
won’t escape now’’. Ravana heard these words and his eyes turned
red on account of wrath. He folded his right fist and dealt a severe
blow on the chest of Maruti with all his strength. Being struck again
on the chest Hanuman shook violently. Noticing the mighty
Anjaneya standing confused Ravana drove his chariot towards Nila.

The mighty and valiant Ravana struck Nila at his vital points
with shafts resembling dreadful serpents and caused him suffering.
Nila got annoyed and held back the shafts with one hand, plucked
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a mountain peak with the other hand and threw it on Ravana.
Hanuman who excelled in his splendour, intellect and valour, got
rid of his fatigue in the meanwhile. Getting interested in the fight,
he noticed Ravana fighting with Nila. With wrath he said, “‘O vile
rakshasa! 1 am letting you off this time because you have been
fighting with some other person”’. Ravana pierced to pieces the block
of stone that was falling on him with seven sharp shafts. Nila noticed
that and struck him with many flower trees plucked together with
their roots. The demon-chief made them to pieces with his shafts
and pierced the body of Nila with a shower of arrows. Nila remained
unperturbed by the shower of arrows like a mountain, contracted
his form and jumped on the tip of the banner of Ravana. Ravana
became infuriated on seeing that. Nila roared. He was moving from
the banner to the tip of his bow, and again to the top of his crown,
Nila was quite at ease. Rama, Lakshmana and Maruti wondered
at it. Ravana admired the agility and skill of the monkey; he took
up a blazing magic weapon, wonderful in its might, dedicated to
the Lord of Fire. The monkeys, observing that Ravana was confused
by the quick movement of Nila, shouted for joy. But this only added
to the confusion of Ravana who remained for a while lost in thought.
Then he chose an arrow, chanted over it the charm of the Lord
of Fire, turned his eyes towards Nila who sat on the top of the
banner, and cried, ‘‘Monkey! with your speed and skill, you seem
to take any form at will, as if by magic. Your wiles are all in vain.
This arrow in my hand will drink up your life-breaths. Save yourself
if you can.”” With this threat, he discharged the magic weapon of
Agni at the head of Nila. The commander of the monkey-troops,
hit in the chest by that magic missile, felt his whole body burning
and sank to earth in agony. But being endowed with great lustre
and by the grace of his father, the Lord of Fire, he escaped death.
He fell on his knees resting on the ground.

When he saw Nila stretched senseless on the earth, Ravana was
afire with the lust of battle and drove his car, rumbling like a black
rain-cloud, to where Lakshmana was. He thrust aside Sugriva and
others; he shone like a raging fire in the midst of the troops; he
bent his bow, strung it, twanged the string till the earth trembled,
and waved it over his head. Lakshmana, of matchless might, cried,
“King of the rakshasas! these monkeys are no match for you. Come
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to me. Do not go elsewhere.”” Ravana heard his words, his lionlike
roar and the terrible twang of his bow. He drew near and cried in
wrath, ¢““With confused mind and seeking your own death, you have
come within my ken. Good, very good, Behold, I will cut you to
pieces with my arrows and despatch you to the halls of Yama.”
Unperturbed by these words of Ravana, as he roared exposing his
deformed white teeth, Lakshmana said, ‘‘Ruler of the rakshasas!
the truly great do not brag. But you are the prince of wicked
wretches; you trumpet your empty vaunts. Know I not your strength
and fame, your valour and prowess. You are the mighty hero, are
you not, who in the guise of a holy ascetic carried away Sita when
she was all alone? Here I have come, bow in hand, to face you in
battle. Let me see what you do now. No empty bragging, please.’’
Ravana, infuriated, struck Lakshmana with seven keen shafts. And
the latter cut them to pieces, which made the rakshasa madder yet.
He shot other sharp arrows at LLakshmana. The prince kept up a
ceaseless shower of arrows upon the rakshasa and cut down the
arrows of Ravana with ardhachandra, bhalla, karni and other
weapons. The Lord of Lanka admired the skill of Lakshmana and
employed many new weapons against him. Lakshmana discharged
again some arrows of boundless potency at the rakshasa with intent
to slay him. They were sharp, swift and strong, like vajra , and
bright like fire. But Ravana cut them down lightly and struck
Lakshmana on his face with an arrow blazing like the fire of
dissolution, a gift to him from Brahma. Then Lakshmana let fall
his bow and shivered. Then recovering himself, he broke the bow
of the rakshasa-king and hit him with three arrows. The force of
its impact caused intolerable pain to the rakshasa and in his turn
he shook dreadfully.

He came back to himself soon and finding himself with his bow
riddled by the arrows of the foe and covered with blood and fat
all over, the Lord of Lanka took up a mighty weapon named Sakti
that had been given to him in the past by Brahma. The monkey-
troops trembled at the sight of it. Ravana sent it, blazing like
smokeless fire, at Lakshmana with the intent to slay him outright.
The brother of Rama struck it with many an arrow emitting lambent
flames, but nevertheless it hit Lakshmana’s chest and pierced him
through. The young prince, endowed with matchless might, was
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struck down by the SAKTI of Ravana and staggered senseless,
surrounded by flames. At once Ravana sprang forward and tried
to lift him up with his twenty hands.

The Himalayas, the standard of comparison for firmness and
fortitude may perhaps be lifted up; for Ravana had once displaced
Kailasa, a portion of it. One may uproot with one’s arms the mount
Mandara that was found fit to churn the ocean of milk, the most
mighty of its kind; for the Lord of Lanka had defeated many times
the asuras and devas that churned it. One may uproot even Meru
that shines as the central jewel of all the lofty mountains of the
earth, for once Lord Vayu crashed down its top and it fell into the
sea that surrounds Lanka; and that Lord Vayu was mortally afraid
of Ravana. It is not difficult to tear up the world, fifty kotis
of yojanas in extent. For Hiranyaksha had, once before, carried
away under his arms a portion of it, the earth, and he was but
a previous incarnation of Kumbhakarna. It is possible to bear aloft
the three worlds and the gods that rule it, for the son of Ravana
had defeated the Lord of the gods and thrown him in prison. But
Lakshmana, younger than Bharata who was younger than Rama,
was a fourth of the essence of Mahavishnu. Ravana could not move
or lift him up. With but two hands, the rakshasa shook Mount
Kailasa, but even with his twenty hands he could not move
Lakshmana. The ruler of the rakshasa and all his armies together
could do nothing here.

Lakshmana, pierced in the heart by Ravana’s Sakti, granted
to him by Brahma, reminded himself of his nature as a ray of
Mahavishnu that passeth thought and speech. (Since he did nothing
else, there could be no other reason for his body becoming preter-
naturally heavy, except his reminding himself of his divine essence
— Tirtha. This cannot be; it is not allowed by the words and their
order. There are no facts to support the above view — Govindaraja.
He thought of Mahavishnu from whom he came, to free himself
from the danger that had befallen him. Otherwise, if this memory
was ever with him, it would follow that he did not at any time
manifest the human mind in his actions. And in that state it was
impossible for him to have performed what he is credited with, like
the slaying of Ravana —- Tirtha. Not so; himself being Vishnu,
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there is no one else to call upon to free him from danger. The
heaviness of body is quite natural to him, though it might be contrary
to the nature of things in the mortal world. But no one could know
what Lakshmana thought at that time. Even so his acting out his
part as a mortal man might have been in tune. The expression —
‘beyond thought’ — means that he was wet clay in the hands of
those devoted to him and adamant in the hands of those that had
turned their hearts away from him — Govindaraja. Ravana found
it utterly impossible to move a hair on the body of Rama’s brother,
who was a terror to the pride of his enemies, though the rakshasa
brought into use all his arms. Was not Lakshmana a ray of
Mahavishnu that manifested itself in the mortal world?) (It might
be questioned how Mahavishnu who was above time and space and
without parts, could have a ray proceeding from him. His innate
essence might be so, but his divine qualities as they manifest them-
selves in the Universe, come out in sequence and appear as rays
different from one another).

Then Anjaneya, beside himself with wrath, sprang upon
Ravana and gave him a punch on his chest with his clenched fist
hard as adamant. The force was so terrible that the rakshasa-king
fell kneeling on the floor on his car and shook like a leaf. Blood
flowed from his eyes, ears and mouth. Dazed for a while, he lent
motionless on the floor of the car. Then he swooned away. After
some time he came back to himself; still he could not stand firmly
on his feet. Seeing the mighty Ravana lying senseless, the sages,
monkeys, gods and Indra shouted in joy. Hanuman gently lifted
the body of Lakshmana, who was sore afflicted by Ravana, and
placed it before Sri Rama. Lakshmana, whom Ravana and his
retinue could not move at all, was easily lifted by an ordinary
monkey who was friendly and devoted. (Lakshmana, even when
he fainted away, retained his might and memory. This proves that,
though Rama and Lakshmana appeared at times to be ignorant and
helpless, this was only in consonance with the human roles they
assumed on earth. It was not merely to slay Ravana that the Lord
came down on earth as a man. He wanted to teach by example the
duties of men to one another. Else how could he grieve at parting
from Sita and Lakshmana since he was omniscient, omnipotent
and the soul of bliss? — Suka). Finding that Lakshmana was
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unconquerable in battle, the weapon Sakti let him go and come back
to its place in the car of Ravana. Lakshmana, reminding himself
of his essential nature as a ray beyond thought and speech from
Mahavishnu who could destroy all obstacles and all foes, was healed
of his wounds and became as strong as before.

Meanwhile Ravana, endowed with splendour, came out of his
swoon, bent his bow and troubled the monkeys with his keen shafts.
Raghava, seeing the monkey-heroes being slain and the army being
scattered in all directions, hastened towards Ravana. Then Hanuman
bowed low before him and said, ‘‘Lord! be seated on my back and
do battle with the rakshasa, even as Mahavishnu, bestriding Garuda
the mighty, slew the wicked asuras’’. Raghuvira complied with his
prayer and, beside himself with wrath at seeing Ravana proudly
seated in his car, he was like Mahavishnu who in the far past rushed
upon Mahabali to slay him. He bent his mighty bow, twanged it
like thunder, drew near Ravana and told him in a majestic tone,
‘‘Best and bravest of the rakshasas! Stay, stay; flee not. You carried
away my beloved wife and so incurred my wrath. Where can you
g0 and how can you escape? You may seek refuge with Indra, Yama,
Surya, Brahma, Agni or Sankara; you may run and hide yourself
in the ten quarters; but having come within my ken, you cannot
escape with your life. Here comes my brother, who is Death to you
and all your men. Did you try to kill him with your Sak#i? Do not
gloat because you struck him down and made him senseless. If you
think, ‘Lakshmana could not touch me. How could you?’’ Do you
know that with these very weapons, I destroyed, within a muhurta,
the fourteen thousand rakshasa-heroes that dwelt in Janasthana,
besides Khara, Dushana and Trisiras?’’ Hearing this, the ruler of
Lanka struck the mighty Anjaneya with his keen arrows, flaming
like the fire of universal destruction. The monkey that had struck
him down was now coming back with Rama on his back. This
maddened him and he pierced Maruti again and again but only
heightened his natural lustre.

Seeing the son of Vayu thus wounded all over by Ravana, Rama
was enraged; and with his terrible arrows he destroyed the car of
Ravana, its wheels, its flags and banners, the umbrella and weapons
in it, and the driver. Like Indra’s thunderbolt shattering mount
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Meru, the arrow shot by Raghunatha struck the broad and hand-
some chest of Ravana. Neither vajra nor the thunderbolt could hurt
Ravana till then; but now, afflicted sore by Rama’s shaft, he shook
fearfully and his bow slipped from his hand. Finding that he was
fainting away, Rama aimed a half-moon-shaft at him and severed
his lofty crown shining like the sun. (Ravana cast away the bow
that guarded him till then; he cast away along with the proud thought
that he could defend himself. Raghunatha alone could now save
him and he had no other refuge. This was what the Lord understood
from the situation of Ravana. The rakshasa did not say this in words.
Hence the all-compassionate Lord of the world did not end his life
then, but only humbled his pride; The old saying proved true —
what threatened the head took only the head- dress. One need make
no effort to protect oneself; It is quite enough to trust the Lord.
This ensures his grace and protection).

Like a fangless serpent or spent fire, his bow flung aside, dull
and lustreless like the sun without his rays, deprived of the grace
of the Goddess of fortune, stood there the rakshasa-king, piteous
to see with his crown shattered to pieces. And unto him spoke
Sri Rama, ‘‘Ravana! you have today done deeds of valour
impossible for others. You have struck down countless monkey-
heroes and also my brother. I fear that you are too tired to wield
your weapons and continue the fight. I shall let you go now. I shall
not take your life because I do not want the infamy of slaying one
who is weary after a long, hard fight. You need not feel, ‘“‘How
shall T turn my back to the enemy?’’ I consent and give you leave
to go. Fighter, false and foul; all your magic arts could not prevail
against me that fight fair. You are now fatigued after long fighting.
Go back to Lanka, rest a while and come tomorrow with another
car and other weapons’’. Ravana listened. Without pride or joy,
his bow broken, his horses and driver slain, his body riddled with
arrows and his crown shattered, he entered Lanka in great haste.

When Ravana of matchless might, the terror of gods and
asuras, retired from the field, devas and danavas rejoiced and
celebrated the event. Then from Lakshmana and the monkeys Rama
removed the arrows that had pierced them, caused their wounds
to be healed and led his forces to another spot. When they beheld
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the ten-headed Ravana, the eternal foe of the gods, put to rout,
gods, asuras, elementals, rulers of the quarters, creatures of the deep,
sages, uragas (gods with the heads of serpents) and the denizens
of the earth, cast away their fear and exclaimed with joy, ‘‘Ravana,
that monster of vice, has atlast met defeat at the hands of Rama.
Now the time draws near when he shall perish and we will see our
sorrows end.”’

CHAPTER 60

KUMBHAKARNA ROUSED FROM
HIS SLEEP

AVANA entered Lanka; he turned back again and again; for

he was afraid that the arrows of Rama might chase him even
there. He was shorn of his pride and his heart was troubled mightily.
Like an elephant pursued by a lion, like a serpent pursued by
Garuda, he was defeated by Raghuvira the mighty and was put
to disgrace.

‘““Wonder of wonders! arrows like these, I never dreamt that
there were such. They blazed like the rod of Brahma; They blinded
one with their lightning splendour.’’ This thought came upon him
again and again and made his heart heavier with sorrow. He reclined
on his throne of purest gold and spoke to the rakshasas round, ‘‘All
my tapas, laid up with indescribable effort and trouble has now
gone to waste. I who put to rout again and again the gods, the
asuras, and Indra himself (and it was child’s play to me), have now
met with defeat and disgrace at the hands of a puny mortal, is it
not? The terrible curse that Brahma laid upor me in the past, would
it go for nothing? He said, ‘Fear and danger comes to you from
men.”’ And those words have now proved true with me. I prayed
of his that I should not meet my death at the hands of gods, danavas,
gandharvas, yakshas, rakshasas, pannagas, and the others; that
much and no more. But I counted not men along with them; they
were too insignificant in my estimate. In the far past, Anaranya,
king of the Ikshvaku race, was defeated and slain by me. His last
words were ‘‘Wretch! meanest of the rakshasa-race! wilful and
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wicked! there comes in my line a mighty hero who will slay in fair
fight yourself, sons, kith and kin and the entire rakshasa-brood.”
Now this Rama, the son of Dasaratha, has he taken human shape
to send me to my death? When I laid violent hands on Vedavati
of peerless chastity, she has laid upon me a dreadful curse. ‘I will
be your Fate.” And to make good her word, has she come back
as Sita, the daughter of Janaka? Parvati, Nandi, Rambha, the
daughter of Varuna, these four are endowed with extra-ordinary
might of tapas; and their words will not go fruitless. (When Ravana
tried to tear up the mount Kailasa, Parvati was sore afflicted with
fear and cried, ‘““Wretch! you dare to intrude upon the privacy of
myself and my lord and put fear upon me. So a woman like myself
will place you in fear of death.” The daughter of Varuna spoken
of here is probably the same as the apsaras Punjikasthala. These
details are found in the Uttarakanda — Tirtha). I should ponder
deeply on these points, and take measures to defeat my foe. Let
all our rakshasas guard the inner fortifications, towers and the
houses adjoining them.

Kumbhakarna, my brother is of matchless might and strength;
he extinguishes the pride of the gods and the asuras and he is now
sunk in deep sleep, through the curse of Brahma. Awake him.
Sometimes he sleeps on free of care through nine or six or seven,
or eight months. But, on the other hand sleep does not visit my
tired eyes; every step I take is foiled; my plans go for nothing; and
care and anxiety lie heavy in my heart. (‘‘Lord, grant me that I sleep
soundly through many years,”” was the boon that Kumbhakarna
craved of Brahma without mentioning any time limits; this is what
the Uttarakanda tells us. ‘‘But Vibhishana said to Rama, ‘‘He sleeps
for six months at a stretch and wakes up but for a day. It is to be
taken that the period is not less than six months). It is only some
nine days ago that he was present at our counsel chamber before
he went to his sleep. So it is easy for us to rouse him. What do
we lack since we have such a man of might as he. He is a past master
in battle. He towers like a lofty peak on the mountain of the
rakshasa-race itself. He will slay out of hand in a moment Rama,
Lakshmana and the monkeys. Like unto the army that is filled with
enthusiasm and courage at the sight of the commander on the field
of battle, our rakshasa-forces have but to catch sight of this
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crest-jewel of the rakshasa-race on the field of battle to grow in
strength and courage and energy. But it is a pity he is not conscious
of his own greatness and spends his intellect in small things and
delights in long sleep. Else he would have achieved many a deed
of fame and valour. I have been put to disgrace sorely in this
dreadful battle. If Kumbhakarna were awake I have no call to be
anxious. Alas! it is a pity that I have to rouse him from his sleep.
What shall I do? I see no other way. I am beset by these troubles;
I am put to disgrace; I have a brother like unto the king of the gods
in strength and valour; yet I grieve without receiving any kind of
assistance from him. So take the necessary steps to rouse him as
soon as you can.”’ ;

(Kumbhakarna comes out of his long sleep and attends the
business during a single day. So he ought to have begun his sleep
on the morrow of the day when the council met. And it was on
the self same day that Vibhishana took refuge with Rama and was
accepted. And from that day onwards, Rama laid himself on the
bed of holy grass, seeking the assistance of the king of the waters,
and that for three days in succession. Then the bridge was laid over
the sea during five days. The evening before that Rama went up
the mount Suvela. That night saw the duel between Sugriva and
Ravana. The two forces joined in battle the next day. That very
night Rama and Lakshmana were bound by the nagapasa and freed
therefrom. Dhumraksha, Vajradamshtra and Akampana were slain.
Prahasta met his death the very next day when the crown of Ravana
was shattered by Rama. Thus passed away nine days according
to some).

But it is not correct. We read that it was full-moon on the night
that Rama went up the mount Suvela. Ravana met his death on
the next new moon; so his crown ought to have been shattered on
the second day of the fortnight. From that day to the full-moon
day, Ravana ought to have fought on and that is not possible. So
omit the day when the battle began and count nine days from the
previous day; and that was the beginning of the sleep of Kumbha-
karna. The council met on the day previous. In other words the
Suvela mount incident falls on the full-moon; the battle began on

the first day of the fortnight; nine days before that comes the seventh
87’
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day of the fortnight and Kumbhakarna began his sleep then. Rama
began his penance on the bed of grass. The council met on the fifth
day of the fortnight; and Vibhishana left Lanka for good.

But thirteen years passed before the abduction of Sita. At the
beginning of the fourteenth year, Ravana carried her away. The
description of the spring in the conversation with Sampati proves
this. The rainy season is described after the death of Vali and so
it must have been in the month of Ashadha. Measures were taken
to send out search parties for Sita in the month of Asvayuja. A
long time passed over the heads of the monkeys during their stay
in the cave of Svayamprabha. Maruti entered Lanka on the
thirteenth day (Suddha) of the month of Phalguna. The trees in
full bloom during spring attests to the correctness of this conclusion.
The moon is said to rise in the sky like a bull with sharp horns and
the queen of the night must have come very near her orb, on that
day. Lanka was set on fire the morning next to the day when Maruti
searched for her, through the city. ‘I should go through Lanka most
carefully when this night is spent. This is proof enough. ‘‘Sita said
to the monkey-hero “‘if you so desire, rest here for a day before
you proceed.” And he consoled her and prepared to go back. So
Lanka was set on fire in the morning; the sea was crossed again;
Maruti met his monkey friends, the honey-garden was laid in waste;
and the monkeys came back to Rama. In the description of the
ascent of mount Arishta, we find sunrise described as, ‘‘as if roused
from happy sleep by the soft fingers of the sun’s rays.”” The omission
of a description of the sunset proves this point. That falls on the
full moon day when there yet lingered somewhat of the fourteenth
day and the troops marched out to battle then. ‘“Now comes upon
us the muhurta named Vijaya. The sun is in the centre of the sky.
It is good for us that we make a start now.”” The monkey-host
travelled night and day without taking rest; and we find that it
camped the next day on the seashore. On the day that Lanka was
set fire to Ravana held counsel for a while and sent them away to
retire into his palace. The very next morning Vibhishana gave healthy
advice to his brother for the second time. Then followed the taking
counsel again with Kumbhakarna and Vibhishana present therein.
For the third time Kumbhakarna offered his well-meant advice.
Unable to bear the cruel words of Ravana, Vibshishana sought
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refuge with Rama on the seashore. So we see that Rama came to
the seashore the very next day after the burning of Lanka. On that
day there was yet left somewhat of the full moon day in the month
of Phalguna. This is the asterism Uttaraphalguni,’’ says Chapter 4.
And the monkey-forces began their march on the day of the full
moon. Further, night fell and the day closed on the waters infested
with dreadful monsters; and the moon rose at the beginning of night;
this tells us that moon’s light began early during the evening twilight
itself. It was in one and the same day that the monkey-armies
camped on the seashore and Vibhishana took refuge with Rama;
yet they are described in order.

Rama began his vow on the sacred grass on the first day of
the fortnight; and Kumbhakarna began his sleep. The bridge was
laid on the seas on the fourth, fifth, sixth, seventh and the eighth
days. They camped on mount Suvela that night. The sentence, ‘‘the
night shone with the lamp of the full moon on mount Suvela,’’
should be understood to mean that the mount was ablaze with lamps,
torches, and lights that made it as bright as the moon in her full.
It seems that the monkey-armies were furnished with lights even
as they had instruments of martial music. The next day Lanka was
besieged. The stanza, ‘“When the rakshasas and the monkeys were
fighting, the sun set and the night began that proved fatal to the
monkeys,’’ tells us that Rama and Lakshmana were bound by the
Nagapasa and were freed therefrom. That very night, Ravana sent
Dhumraksha to the battle-field enraged by the shouts of joy from
the monkeys. Since there is no mention of their breaking upon them,
and since we read, ‘‘the monkeys roared for very joy’’, we take
it that they were killed that very night. Akampana fought and fell
the very next day; we read, ‘‘when he started for the battle-field,
the clear day was overcast with clouds and adverse wind blew
fiercely, this noting the day. Then Ravana inspected the town in
the forenoon. Prahasta fought and fell at about midday. We read,
‘“The planets fought with one another and were dim of lustre.’’;
and so some give a wrong inference from it that the battle took
place at night. The planet Budha afflicted the constellation of Rohini
and brought down evil and harm to all creatures; this statement
informs us that many things took place during the day that are
naturally invisible then. In the second day’s fight, Ravana was put
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to disgrace and roused Kumbhakarna who marched forth to battle.
We read, ‘‘during the fifth part of the day, at about sunset, sixty-
seven kotis of monkeys were slain. And along with it the death of
Kumbhakarna, the binding of Rama and Lakshmana by the
Brahmastra and their freedom from it, the second siege of Lanka
and the burning thereof, the slaying of Kumbha, Nikumbha,
Yupaksha, Sonitaksha, Prajankha, Kampana, and Makaraksha.
The sentence, ‘‘the sun set and the night fell, the monkeys marched
towards Lanka with blazing brand’’, is our authority for it. Thus
in two days all the prominent rakshasa-heroes were killed except
Indrajit, Ravana, and their mula-bala (domestic armies). Indrajit
fought on the third, fourth and fifth days and fell, as the sentence,
““he fought for three days and night at a stretch and was slain,”’
indicates. The mula-bala was destroyed on the sixth day. That
evening was the beginning of the battle between Rama and Ravana;
it went on day and night without a break and Ravana fell on the
seventh day, or one may take it that he began the fight on the seventh
day and fell on the morning of the eighth. We have two interpreta-
tions of the sentence. ‘“This is the new-moon day of the black
fortnight, when there is a slight remnant of the previous day. Go
forth to battle and come back with victory. Some take it that Ravana’
fell on the latter half of the full-moon day. As to the stanza that
Rama and Ravana fought for seven days and nights, we take that
it signifies the period of fight between the two armies. So we
conclude that we should omit the day in which Rama put Ravana
to disgrace and on the ninth day from the previous day, Kumbha-
karna began his sleep. But how to reconcile these two state-
ments — ““I will put up with this patiently for another two months,”’
from Ravana to Sita; and “‘this is the tenth month going and only
two months remain to me of the time he had fixed,”’ from Sita to
Maruti, since she has sent word to Rama, ‘I will not be in the land
of the living beyond a month.” This leads us to conclude that
Ravana allowed her only a period of two months and that he only
said so to bend her to his will. She knew that that month was the
last of the period of fourteen years and it was but right and fit that
she should not be alive for more than a month).

Thereupon, the servants of Ravana were at a loss to find means
to rouse Kumbhakarna at the wrong time; they took themselves to



YUDDHAKANDA 1381

his palace with heavy hearts. Yet they resolved to carry out the orders
of Ravana and partook plentifully of flesh and bloom that they may
be fully equipped with the might and power to rouse him. They
made ready mountainous heaps of flesh, cakes, perfumes, garlands
as also drinks and incense. The cave where the rakshasa lay asleep
was one yojana square; the gate was correspondingly large and
spacious; and the building was very skilfully constructed. The
perfume that he was adorned with carried itself very very far. The
gale rushing from his nostrils blew them out of the cave again and
again; yet they were mighty men and stood firm and made their
way into the cave with great difficulty. Many a platform large and
broad was erected within it, and they beheld him extended at his
length with his limbs tossed about in frightful disorder like a huge
mountain, toppled over. They were sore afraid and gathered together
to take measures to rouse him from his sleep. His body was covered
all over with hair, long and hard like lofty trees. Lika a huge serpent
mad with fury, he lay there breathing fiercely. The thunder of his
snoring brought terror to the hearts of all creatures. His form and
features were dreadful to behold even when he lay passively in the
arms of sleep. His nostrils were like huge mountain caves; his mouth
was large and spacious like the nether world Patala; the fat and
blood that trickled down from his mouth smelt awfully all round.
He was adorned with a crown, armlets, garlands, and flowers. He
lay in sound sleep entirely unconscious of what became of his body
and limbs. The rakshasa- servants heaped up before him huge the
flesh of stags, bulls, oxen, and boars, like mount Meru and with
vast flagons and casks of strong drinks to wash it down when he
should come out of his sleep. They placed by his side jars of blood
and liquors, adorned him with fine sandal paste, threw garlands
over his shoulders and threw perfumes on him, so as to give a sweet
and pleasant aspect all round.

Then all joined and roared like the rumbling of clouds. They
blew huge conches, like unto the moon in brightness. Finding that
their efforts were in vain, they were enraged and kept up roaring
frightfully, without a break. They shook him, rolled him over, struck
at him with open palms. The sounds of martial music (conch, drum,
and tomtoms, etc.), the sounds of the servants hitting the rakshasa
shouting like lions to rouse him spread over Lanka. Birds were sore






YUDDHAKANDA 1383

afraid at it and ran in all directions, seeking relief from it; yet it
followed them. They flew high in the sky; yet it chased them
even there. They fell down on the earth in a faint. The rakshasa-
hero of mountainous bulk of body did not come out of his sleep
for all these; the servants were mightily angry that they had nothing
in return for their pains and trouble and hit him until they
were tired with wooden bars, iron bars, maces, block of stone,
mountain peaks and lofty trees. They hit him with their hands
and fists. Yet Kumbhakarna was none the worse for it, nor was
his sleep disturbed. Those rakshasas were no weaklings; but they
could not stand before rushing breath from his nostrils. Then those
servants of dreadful valour made other preparations and banded
themselves in a group of ten thousand and kept up a continuous
uproar on their martial instruments of music; those servants
of Ravana with bodies of the hue of collyrium mountains, found
that for all their shouts and roars and blows from all sides, he
was none the worse and did not come out of his sleep, devised
other dreadful measures to effect their purpose. Countless horses,
camels and elephants were struck with rods, whips and goads and
lashed to fury and driven over him. All the instruments of martial
music were sounded with the utmost vehemence and force possible.
Whips of iron tied to huge posts, and wooden bars were freely
used on his limbs and mercilessly. The roar of it, filled the town
of Lanka; and the hills and forests round it trembled in affright.
But Kumbhakarna was not in the least roused from his sleep. Then
they struck and sounded thousands of huge war drums with golden
rods at one and the same time without taking breath. But that
rakshasa, thanks to the curse of Brahma sunk deeper and deeper
into the arms of sleep and was utterly dead to the world. Thereat
the rakshasas were beside themselves with wrath. Some hit him
with their fists; some stabbed him; some sounded huge drums; some
roared until they were hoarse; some uprooted the hairs on his face;
some bit at his ears; some poured countless jars of ice-cold water
in his ears. But he moved not a hair-breadth through the terrible
force of his sleep. Some strong men, experts in the use of sword,
sticks, hit him again and again on the head, breast and hands. Huge
maces covered with leather and strongly bound with ropes and
spike all over were in play over him from all sides sides without
rest or interval. But there was not even any touch of feeling
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or sensation on his body. Then as a last resource they drove
thousands of huge elephants over his body.

Then and then alone there was some vestige of sensation over
his body. He came out of his sleep somewhat, and thought that
some vermin were crawling over him. Then the rakshasas took
advantage of it and struck him again and again with all their might
with lofty trees and mountain tops to bring him back to conscious-
ness. But he made nothing of it and was wrath at them for rousing
him from his sleep in such an unseemly hour. Then fear touched
him, when he thought of the weighty reason that induced them to
rouse him thus. Dreadful hunger caught him in its grip. He stretched
his heads and legs and sat up. He flung out his arms long like huge
serpents, hard like mountains and strong like their peaks. He opened
his frightful mouth, like unto the mouth of the ocean fire Badava,
and yawned dreadfully. Then his mouth like unto the dark nether
world Patala, took on the look of the sun rising on the top of the
mountain Meru (one Badava is a mare that has its abode in the
waters of the sea — Kishkindhakanda 168).

(The mountain Savarnimeru, is mentioned here. It is only on
its top that the sun can meet it. His rise thereon refers only to the
countries on the northern side of it).

Kumbhakarna indulged in his yawn and woke up. Then that
rakshasa of illimitable strength, breathed fiercely and the sound
thereof was like the thunder storms that blew from lofty mountains.
As he sat there, his body decked with gold and gems resembled a
black cloud-bank discharging its refreshing rains at the end of
summer, when lines of cranes surrounded it. His eyes cruel like
blazing fires rolled fiercely all over like lambent lightnings; he was
lashing himself into fury at being roused before his time. They boded
danger and destruction to others like the planets Saturn and Mars.
Then the rakshasas drew his attention to the huge heaps of food,
flesh, and cakes, that were placed before him ready for his
consumption. He devoured hills of flesh to calm his dreadful hunger
and drank correspondingly to slake his thirst. That was not enough
for him; so he drained vessels beyond count, filled with liquor, and
fat. Then those servants noted that his hunger and thirst were
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appeased and he was satisfied and in a pleasant mood. So they came
before him but slowly and with fear in their hearts, at rousing him
at the wrong time. They dared not appear before him till then. Now,
they threw themselves at his feet and stood round him in reverence
and respect. His eyes were yet partially closed heavy with sleep. He
gazed round intently and caught sight of the rakshasas sent by
Ravana. He was surprised to find at his being roused so suddenly,
since he was not used to it at any time. He accosted the rakshasas
graciously and said, ‘‘what made you rouse me with so much trouble
to you? Is our majesty well and happy? or has fear got him in its
grip? You have roused me from my sleep so quickly and that makes
me infer that there is some fear hanging over my brother from a
foe. This very moment I will free him from it. I will thrash down
Mahendra from his lofty seat. I will destroy the Fire god beyond
recognition. My brother has some weighty reasons for thus rousing
me from my pleasant slumbers. So let me have the truth of it.”

Thus did Kumbhakarna demand of them reasons with eyes red
with wrath. Then Yupaksha, the minister, joined palms of reverence
over his head and spoke humbly, ‘‘Lord! There is no fear to you
from the gods or the asuras. Puny mortals that we passed over as
insignificant have now worked great evil to us. Daityas, and danavas
have never troubled us thus; nor were we so much afraid of them
as now. Monkeys of mountainous bulk have laid siege to Lanka
and the very air itself finds it impossible to pass through them.
Raghuvira causes us to tremble with fear, even he who is wroth at
us for having carried away Sita. Once before a puny monkey set
on fire our capital that none dared to set fire, and reduce it to ashes.
It destroyed Aksha, the prince and other heroes with their armies.
Our ruler of Lanka, the terror of the worlds, and the sole monarch
of our race, has been put to shame in battle by Rama. His car was
shattered, the horses were killed and their driver too; his bow was
broken in his hand and his armour cloven on his body. His crown
was shattered to bits and he escaped with his life. He might be the
great grand-son of the Lord Brahma; but what matters it to
Raghuvira who is invested with the splendour and brilliance of
millions of sons. The gods, the daityas, the danavas, afflicted us
not so much. Our Majesty escaped with his life from the battle-
field and it is a source of great wonder to us.
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At the news of the defeat of his brother in battle, Kumbhakarna
rolled his eyes around fiercely with wrath and like the rumbling of
huge cloud-banks cried, ‘‘Hear, you, Yupaksha! I will not meet
my brother before I have wiped out from existence, Rama and
Lakshmana and the entire monkey-hosts. I will give a feast
sumptuous to all the rakshasas of Lanka over the flesh of monkeys.
I reserve for myself the blood of Rama and Lakshmana and their
flesh. Thereat Mahodara, the rakshasa-hero noted with pleasure
that the cruel nature of Kumbhakarna took a keener edge through
pride and wrath. He joined his palms in reverence and said,
“Lord, Get at the desire of His Majesty; ponder deeply over the
pros and cons of it and deal with the foes as you will.”
Kumbhakarna assented to it and started to go to the council-hall
of Ravana. Then rakshasas adorned him with garments, ornaments,
sandal paste, flowers and garlands. Some went in advance to Ravana
and cried, “Your Majesty! your brother Kumbhakarna has been
roused from his sleep; he has appeased his hunger and thirst,
and is on his way here to wait upon you.’” Ravana was mightily
pleased thereat and replied, ‘I too am very eager to meet him. Let
him be brought here with the honour and respect due to him.”’ They
went back to Kumbhakarna and said, ‘‘Lord, the ruler of the
rakshasa-world desires to meet you. Proceed there and bring peace
and happiness to his heart.”’

He accepted the invitation of his brother that was almost a
command with him. He came down from his bed, washed his face
and ordered the servants to bring him rare drinks that will add vigour
and strength to his naturally rare constitution. They placed before
him vessels filled with various kinds of rare and wonderful liquors.
He drank two thousand of them and it had some slight effect on
him. His strength and splendour increased thereby and he was glad
of heart. He gave one the idea of Yama who took upon himself
to destroy all creation on the day of dissolution. He took his way
on foot to the palace of Ravana, followed by bands of rakshasas.
The earth trembled in affright being unable to bear his weight. Like
unto the sun irradiating the earth with his rays, he walked along
the high road illuminating the space around. The folded palms of
reverence of the subjects formed the garlands thrown over his
shoulders; and he entered the palace of the Lord of the rakshasas,
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like Mahendra entering the audience- hall of Brahma. As he walked
along the royal road, the monkey-hosts camped round Lanka cried,
““Like unto a huge mountain, scraping the sky above and causing
the earth to quake with his steps — who is this huge monster?’’;
dire fear filled their hearts thereat. Some of them took shelter with
Raghuvira to whom all beings look for protection and safety. Some
fell down utterly confused. Some ran here and there to hide
themselves; some sat themselves demented as it were with fear.
Adorned with a crown set with gems and huge as a lofty mountain
peak, he came along as if he would invade the orbit of the sun with
his splendour. At that wondrous sight the monkey-hosts were utterly
dispirited with fear and ran here and there, to hide themselves.

CHAPTER 61
THE ANTECEDENTS OF KUMBHAKARNA

T the sight of the monkeys, fleecing from the battle-field, in

affright, Rama grasped his bow and cast his eyes around to
know what caused this sudden panic, and beheld Kumbhakarna
coming along. His huge body was adorned with priceless crown that
made him look like the mount Meru, illumined with the Sun. He
looked like Mahavishnu that covered the worlds three in number with
his three steps when he came forth as Trivikrama. He was adorned with
garlands of gold, armlets, ear rings, that they lay upon his body like
lightning over rain-charged cloud-banks. He was like an axle on which
were fixed the two wheels of the earth and the sky; for hetouched both.
When that wondrous form drew near, the monkey-hosts fled in fear
and the rakshasas roared like lions with joy and enthusiasm. Rama was
surprised thereat and said to Vibhishana, ‘‘Lo! there comes towards us
a huge being like unto a huge mountain and takes its way along the
streets of Lanka. His tawny eyes resemble Mars and Saturn so cruel
is his look as it rolls about terribly. A mighty crown rests on his head
and he shines as if he were a lofty banner raised upon the earth to
glorify it. Who is this warrior moving about like masses of clouds,
lighted with lightnings? I see no other in Lanka like him. Our monkeys
flee for shelter at the sight of this monster. Who is he? Rakshasa or
asura.? 1 have never set my eves till now on such a creature.”
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And to him replied, Vibhishana most wise and intelligent.
““Lord, this is the famous warrior who defeated in battle Yama and
Indra. He is the son of the Maharshi Visravas and the brother of
Ravana; they call him Kumbhakarna. There is no rakshasa like unto
him ‘in stature. Countless are the devas, danavas, yakshas,
bhujangas, rakshasas, gandharvas, vidyadharas, kinnaras, and
pisachas, that have been defeated by him in the battle. Frightful
of look, he takes his place on the battle-field armed with trident
like Yama himself. The very gods dare not raise their eyes to him
then. They swooned away in affright, taking him for the Lord of
Time himself. Ravana and the other rakshasas derive their might
from the boons granted to them; but this one is naturally endowed
with boundless strength and splendour. Hunger afflicted him sorely
as soon as he was born; and he began to eat thousands of the
creatures that he saw around him. All creation trembled with fear
and took refuge with Indra and complained to him sorely knowing
not what to do. The king of the gods was mightily wroth and struck
him with his keen vajra. But Kumbhakarna paid no heed to it and
roared in fury so that his body quaked with it. The earth and the
creatures thereon frightened to death before at his sight trembled
with terror even more pitiably. Then the rakshasa in his mad fury
plucked out one of the tusks of Iravata, the elephant that Indra
rode on and hit the ruler of the gods with it, on his chest. Indra
was sorely afflicted and could not stand it and his anger blazed forth.
Gods, Brahmarshis, danavas, and the creatures on the face of the
earth, placed before them, Indra and sought the presence of Lord
Brahma himself and laid before him the wickedness of Kumbha-
karna, his destroying the creatures without count; his cruelty
afflicting the gods. They told him how he had laid waste the sacred
lodges of the rishis and laid violent hands on women. ‘‘Lord, if
he is allowed thus to work his will on the creatures in the worlds
it needs no saying that they will be untenanted and empty. The grand
sire sent for the son of the Visravas and beheld him for the first
time. He himself was sorely beset with fear. Then he called him
to the side, spoke to him kindly and secured an influence over him,
when he said, ‘‘Boy! Did my grandson beget you to compass the
destruction of all the worlds I have created. So from this moment,
you fall lifeless like a log.”’



YUDDHAKANDA 1389

Then Kumbhakarna fell down before him, bereft of
consciousness. Thereat Ravana was sorely troubled at heart and
said, ‘“‘Lord, you reared a mighty tree and now you seek to cut
it down when it bears fruit; is this just? The protector of all beings!
it becomes you not to curse this great grandson of yours. But
your word comes true; and this my brother will sleep on endlessly.
So I pray you in the beginning and the end of it.”” Then said
to him Brahma, ‘‘then he will sleep on for six months at a time
and keeps awake but for a day.”’ So this mighty warrior is sorely
afflicted with insatiable hunger on that one day, roams about
with his mouth gaping wide like the nether world Patala. His anger
and wrath makes him look like the Lord of Death; and he devours
all the creatures that he comes across. Ravana, put to shame
by you, and afraid of your valour and prowess, has roused
Kumbhakarna from his sleep and very soon this rakshasa will march
out from the palace and eat up the monkey-hosts past count. Then
he clean loses control over himself with the madness of anger upon
him. Our monkeys flee in terror at the sight of him. I do not
know how they could be brought to face him on the field of battle.
So let somebody tell them that this is a huge machine worked
and moved by rare engines. Then they will not be so much in terror
of him” (‘‘Lord, I have it in me that I should sleep for a very long
period, undisturbed, I pray you accept my humble petition).
And to the request of Kumbhakarna, Lord Brahma replied, ‘‘be
it so’’. And he got thereby his long spell of sleep as the result of
his dreadful fapas. But this even ought to have happened long after,
since a man lying like a log cannot perform fapas and be granted
boon thereby).

Then Rama sent forth Nila the general and said, ‘‘Array our
forces and invade and hold the walls, the road, and the fortifications.
The other mountain peaks, trees, and blocks of stone. All our
monkeys should be ready to give battle armed with sword, shield
and other weapons.’’ Nila passed the orders on to his troops.
Gavaksha, Sarabha, Hanuman, Angada and the other monkey-
heroes rooted up lofty mountain tops and blocked the gates
of Lanka. The monkeys and their leaders were filled with enthusiasm
and courage at the words of Rama, and hit with huge trees
the rakshasas that guarded the outer fortifications of Lanka. Like
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unto black storm-clouds gathering round a huge mountain, did those
fierce mornkey-troops take their place round Lanka armed with
huge blocks of stone.

CHAPTER 62
RAVANA CALMS DOWN KUMBHAKARNA

UMBHAKARNA, the best and the bravest of the rakshasas

was not free from completely the influence of sleep from which
he was so rudely roused and so untimely; the countless draughts
of liquor he had taken but increased his pride and haughtiness; and
he took his way along the royal road rich in everything rare and
priceless. Thousands of rakshasas came after him; invincible by his
foes, he was covered with the clouds of flowers showered upon him
by the citizens on his way. He came to where was built the palace
of the ruler of the rakshasas, resplendent with garlands and windows
of gold and shining like another Sun in the sky. Like unto the lord
of the day disappearing into the cloud-banks, Kumbhakarna entered
the palace and proceeded to the hall of audience and beheld Ravana,
as he reclined on his gem-encrusted throne, even as Indra beholds
the grandsire in his seat of the lotus in the world of Brahma. The
earth quaked in terror as Kumbhakarna walked along with his
rakshasa -heroes around him. He passed many a suite of apartments
and beheld his brother seated in the Pushpaka car with a faded look
and heavy heart. Ravana saw him coming and rose in eagerness;
for his heart was glad. Kumbhakarna saluted him and touched his
feet and said, ‘‘What are your Majesty’s orders? The ruler of Lanka
raised him and clasped him to his breast fondly, enquired after his
health, smelt the crown of his head and made him take his seat on
a priceless throne. Kumbhakarna of boundless strength and prowess
was not yet appeased in his anger by those marks of honour. His
eyes blazed like fire, as he said, ‘“Your Majesty! What might be
the reason of your having roused me from my sleep? I am honoured
that I am something in your eyes. Who is there that has dared to
bring fear to your doors? Who is it that passes from the land of
the living to the land of the corpses? Ravana found that his brother
was out of temper and said to himself, He shares my wheel and
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woe; rather he ought to do so. Now, he is in a bad mood at being
roused before his time. Sleep is dearer to him than my wheel.”’ That
thought roused him anger a bit in turn and he replied,’’ It is nine
days, since you began your sleep. Clasped in the arms of slumber
you are utterly dead to the concerns of this world. You know not
the fear that has come to us through Rama. This Rama, the son
of Dasaratha, who trembled at the very sight of us has secured the
alliance of Sugriva, the lord of the monkeys that feed upon roots
and fruits and leap from tree to tree in the forest. He has thrown
a bridge over the sea and has passed to Lanka with his armies and
takes means to wipe us out all from the face of the earth. Behold,
the monkeys have invaded like a billowy sea the groves, the gardens,
the glades, the forests, and the mountains, around our town. Our
famous heroes have fallen a prey to those monkeys. But I see no
means of slaying my enemies in battle. This is the fear that lies at
my doors now. Even as the Maharshi Agastya drank through his
spiritual might, the boundless ocean, I trust you to destroy this ocean
of monkeys through your valour and save Lanka. This is why I
roused you from sleep. Our capital has in it only boys and old men.
All its magnificence and splendour are a thing of the past. I trust
to you and to you alone to save us. You should do this for me,
as coming into the world together with me. Brother of mine, Death
of your foes! have I ever asked of you anything like this till now?
Is there a bound to my love, friendship and admiration for you?
Do I not know how you again and again put to rout the gods and
the asuras in battle, so that they fled in mad terror? The worlds
hold none who can stand by you in strength, courage and valour.
Take upon yourself your dreadful valour; and like a terrible storm
scattering the winds in autumn wipe off from the face of the earth
this monkey-hosts. Take from me the heavy load of anxiety and
bring peace and happiness to cool my burning heart. I know the
love you bear for me. I know the love you bear towards battle. I
trust to you to behave as befits you.



CHAPTER 63

KUMBHAKARNA COUNSELS RAVANA

UMBHAKARNA listened to the words of Ravana the lord of

the countless millions of the rakshasas and the famed ruler of
Lanka; yet like a helpless wight, he wailed out of the heaviness that
sat upon him. His brother was naturally impelled to burst in a
thunderous laughter as he said to himself, ‘“There yet remain
surprises for me like this.”” But he hastened to reply, ‘‘Brother of
mine! when we met here last time in council I gave it as my decided
opinion that danger is near you than you think; and that very same
thing has now come about. You paid no heed to the well-meant
advice of those that seek your well-being; and this is what you reap
out of it. Like unto a worker of dreadful evil who falls into the
lowest and most dreadful of hells, you carried away by force lady
Sita; and the result of that sin has found you out very quickly. You
acted then solely under the impulse of your boundless strength. Your
intellect was under a cloud; you stopped not to consider whether
that step would do us good, or evil; you did not take into considera-
tion the evils that might flow from it. One should ponder deeply
before he begins a thing, on the good and evil aspects of it, and
on the good or evil that might flow from it to ourselves. If on the
other hand you do things against the natural order setting the before
and the after in wrong places he knows not the science of polity
and what militates against it. You have acted thus against natural
order of things. Before you thought of carrying away Sita you ought
to have taken deep counsel with your ministers and alone, on the
good, the sorrow, the benefit, and the loss of the act. And it is only
then that you should give your thought the phase of action. You
carried her away by force and have now met us in counsel.

Let this be; you should slay outright and first before everything
Rama and Lakshmana that could come against you; and then alone
you should think of bringing away Sita. But you carried her away
first and now seek measures to slay Rama and Lakshmana and acts
that are highly fruitful if performed in consequence with time
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and place; on the other hand if performed at the wrong time and
place, they not only destroyed the high efficacy of it, but bring home
very great danger. Like unto offerings to the gods in vessels not
purified by the chant of holy mantras, these bring to you only results
of an undesirable kind. A king should take deep and careful counsel
with his ministers upon any measure he desires to take. It is excellent
to march forth against the foe when defeat is certain to him and
victory is unequivocally certain to us. It is middling to march forth
against the foe when he is equal to you in strength. It is utterly
ridiculous and low to march against the enemy when defeat is certain
to himself and victory is equally certain to the foe. One should
carefully secure to himself the following five priceless measures.
He should reflect deeply on the above three methods of act; He
should canvass the means of the right beginning of things; he should
furnish himself with the necessary men and materials, he should
march forth with due consideration to time and place; he should
remove from his path all obstacles; and lastly he should secure
victory in the undertaking. (These are otherwise known as place,
time, self, materials, and results). The king should take counsel with
his ministers as laid down in the rules of government; and he reaps
the golden harvest of kingly polity to the utmost if he follows these
instructions.

Dharma should be taken in hand in the morning (The best
definition of this word is : Everything that conduces to the attain-
ment as the next step in evolution). The day should be devoted to
the pursuit of artha (material prosperity). The evening and the night
form the fittest occasion for the enjoyment of life and its pleasures.
Or one may pursue the first two in the morning, the second and
the first in the noon and the third and the second in the evening.
But he comes under the lowest grade of humanity who devotes all
his time to the indulgence of pleasures of life to the exclusion of
the others ends. A king to make his learning and studies fruitful
should choose the very best of the above aims of life; he should
also decide on the separate and individual pursuit of them; and last,
but not the least should put into practice what he has heard and
studied on. (You have turned your back upon dharma the best and
the noblest of the above and have attached yourself solely and wholly

to the pleasures of the senses. It is a sheer waste of time and energy,
88
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your sitting at the feet of the learned and the wise to listen to the
science of government; it is like a man crying himself, hoarse against
the raging billows of the ocean). One should avoid indulgence and
pleasures out of season; even so one should put into action his valour
and prowess at the right time. One should seek the alliance of his
foes at the right time; and he should sow dissensions and quarrels
in his camp by lavish distribution of money and honours. He should
speak as befits the individual position of men. He should bring
enmity between them and their kith and kin. He should march
against his foe with due consideration to place and time. So he
should pursue the above aims either singly or in groups. He should
acquaint himself thoroughly with everything that goes to place
obstacles in his way; he should so manage that he has on his side
everything that goes to further the pursuit and attainment of them.
He should also take deep counsel with his ministers on these points;
and last he should live out the above keeping perfect control over
his senses and mind; and such a ruler never comes to evil. He reaps
the highest good possible who ever acts after pondering deeply over
the measures that are consonant with his well-being and also upon
the obstacles thereto; and this with the ministers who have grown
grey in the science and practice of kingly polity. (You have not done
so; and you now reap the results in trouble and danger).

One should seek to know the teachings of political science
through expert teachers; but there are some who do not follow the
above rule and yet go about as beasts in human form. They know
nothing in this world except food and drink and sleep. Witless rulers
take them into their counsel to discuss affairs of state. Then they
advise the king through bare pride and haughtiness with nothing
of intellect or skill to back them. They do not decide a point after
taking into consideration the gains and otherwise or the dangers
and the means to avoid them. The king who would seek his own
good should never follow the counsel dangerous in the extreme of
those ministers who have no such acquaintance with science or art.
He should thoroughly test such ministers who prate through conceit
what appears to be conducive to his welfare but what in reality is
dangerous to him; and then should remove them from his council.
Such men are the most likely to spoil a scheme at the very moment
of its achievement. They do not stay here. They are under the thumb



YUDDHAKANDA 1395

of foes that know how to use the means, and take the shortest way
to destroy their king by inducing him to undertake measures that
would bring him evil and woe. They are drawn away from their
legitimate ruler by the heavy bribes of the enemy; and you may easily
find them out by what they speak; it betrays on a closer acquaintance
the enemy in the guise of a friend. Verily he comes to grief and
ruin who rushes into action without previous thought thereon. He
takes counsel only with ministers, who are the workers of evil to
him. The steps that he takes are based upon what they put him on
to do; it is like the Krauncha mountains where birds pass through
a cleft made in it by Skanda.

He who spots out in time the ministers that seek his destruction,
and puts them away from him in self preservation, lends himself
to grave dangers and loses his throne. The advice of our brother
Vibhishana offered to you before is most conducive to your highest
good. You may safely adopt it. The rest I leave it to the pleasure
of Your Majesty.

Dasamukha knit his brows into a terrible frown and said, ‘I
came into the world before you; I am worthy of your respect; it
was | that set your feet on the path of knowledge. It being so, it
becomes you not to advise me taking my place. Your advice is wasted
upon me. We have now passed the stage where we should engage
ourselves in councils and deliberations and kingly policy. It is upto
us now to use our strength and valour. No need to discuss about
the past; it matters not whether reacted without discrimination of
right and wrong or through ignorance or through overweaning
confidence in strength and force. It is enough we failed to act right.
Let the dead past bury itself. The wise waste no grief over it. Let
us look to it that what is to be done is done best. If I have acted
against the canons of polity or prudence, it is upon you to rectify
by your might, if your heart beats for me truly, if you are conscious,
to some extent at least of your wonderful and boundless strength,
if it seems to you necessary and imminent that you should face your
enemies, do it so and waste no time over it. Put courage and
confidence in my heart; see you not that dangers lie heavy upon
my heart; my plans have gone awry; and I know not what to do.
He is one of my kith and kin who does not turn his back upon the



1396 RAMAYANA

enemy; he is verily by my side. He is ever intent upon helping me
to his very best. He is my best friend and he stretches out his hand
to me in help, who has gone astray from the path of wisdom,
through evil counsel.”’

Kumbhakarna noted that Ravana spoke harshly and haughtily;
he saw that his brother was angry with him; so he spoke gently and
slowly to conciliate him. ‘‘Mighty monarch of the rakshasa-world!
you have grieved enough; do not give way to wrath; calm yourself.
Bring back peace and serenity to your heart, blot out of your
memory the unwelcome past. He who causes you this care and
anxiety shall meet with his death this moment at my hands. What
call have you to grieve or regret so long as I am alive and by your
side. I came into the world with you; I am your truest and most
loyal friend. I share with you your joys and grief, gain and loss,
foul and fair weather, so I should ever give you the healthiest advice
I could. The kinsmen whose heart beats for you in affection knows
his duty at this moment; even so will I make short work of your
enemies today on the battle-field. I will send Rama and Lakshmana
in hot haste, to the halls of death and scatter to the winds the
monkey-forces; behold it. The flower of valour and prowess of
yourself will stand wonder-stricken at my achievements today. The
head of Rama shall lie under your feet to tread upon. I hope care
will take itself away from your heart. I hope that Sita will throb
and quiver with agony and grief. Our rakshasas who have witnessed
till now the death of their kith and kin and friends, will behold today
with joy their enemy Rama give up his life in shameful defeat. Lanka
will resound all over with the news of Rama’s death at my hands.
Like unto cloud-banks red with the rays of the sun, will the torrents
of blood flow from the huge mountainous bulk of Sugriva. So long
as you are guarded by these rakshasa-heroes and myself who have
vowed to take the life of Rama, what danger can draw near you
through him? He should pass over my body to come near, is it not?
My heart entertains not the least fear that any one will slay me.
So let me have your orders to march to battle this very moment;
no other shall go upon this venture. Your foes shall be wiped off
from the face of the earth. I care not who comes against me. Indra,
Yama, Agni, Marut, Kubera, Varuna, or any other, he meets his
fate in me today. The very monarch of the gods will faint away
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in mad terror at the sight of my huge teeth like unto mountain Meru
and at the sound of my terrible roars. This too is too much. I will
slay by thousands my foes with no weapon but my bare hands; then
who will come within the range of my eyes who has the least care
for his life? Sakti, mace, sword, sharp arrows, I need none of them.
Indra may attack me with his terrible vajra. Yet I will kill him with
a blow of my fist. Raghava will be knocked down first; should he
survive my arrows shall drain his heart’s blood. What call have you
to grieve so long as I am here. Let me have your orders this very
moment to root out your foes. Put away behind you any fear you
have of Rama. This very day I will fight a terrible fight; Rama,
Lakshmana, Sugriva, of wonderful strength, Hanuman, that burnt
our capital to ashes, and slew our rakshasa-warriors and every
monkey that comes within my ken will not live to tell the tale. You
need not entertain any fear even of the Lord of the devas; for 1
will secure to you boundless and undying fame today. I care not
who comes against me; not even for the Lord Brahma with his four
heads. I have but to give way to my wrath; and the very gods will
measure their length on the earth, in the agonies of death and
senseless with fear. I will curb the pride and haughtiness of Yama.
I will send down my foes to the very god of fire; I will scatter upon
the earth the sun and the stars from their homes in the sky; he who
holds his place as Devaraja through the careful performance of one
hundred horse sacrifices shall be cruelly tortured today. I quaff most
pleasantly the seven oceans in which Varuna has his abode. I will
grind to fine dust the eight lordly mountains of the earth. I will
cleave this earth in twain with a mighty kick. The might and valour
of Kumbhakarna fresh from his long sleep will be attested to by
the creatures that will form his prey today. These three worlds are
enough to appease my hunger. I go forth now to slay Rama and
Lakshmana and bring you the highest joy and happiness. Not one
monkey shall escape my hands. Your Majesty may indulge yourself
in everything that will gladden our heart; drink deep, of whatever
pleases your fancy; busy yourself with the usual affairs of state;
and put away grief and anxiety from you. Rama marches to the
world of death this very day; and then Sita will come to your side
in a moment.



CHAPTER 64
MAHODARA RIDICULES KUMBHAKARNA

AHODRA could not brook the words of Kumbhakarna. He

thought that they were the outcome of the boundless bulk,
valour and strength of the prince; so he lost his temper and cried,
“Kumbhakarna! coming as you are of the race of Maharshi
Pulastya, famed beyond compare through the worlds, you have not
yet put away from you your meanness and littleness of intellect.
You speak from mere pride and haughtiness, without any touch
of learning or study. You have lost your wits through insolent pride
and you have lost also the ability to think aright about any subject.
Our Majesty is not ignorant of the science of government and what
work against his interests. But you are a witless boy; you prate out
of overweaning self conceit. Our Majesty knows full well the time
and place of taking counsel, the obstacles to it, the relative strength
of the two sides and its growth or decrease. You have not waited
upon the good and the wise; you have not sat at their feet to learn
from them great truths; you place your entire trust on your prowess.
A man of discrimination would never take a leaf from the book
of a man of the ordinary level. Then how much more does it apply
in the case of our majesty.

You say that the aims of life, dharma, possessions, and happi-
ness are different in the matter of their results, different in the matter
of their source; you affirm that they will produce those results
unfailingly. Your intellect cannot compass their nature, nor their
basic truth. The performance of vedic rites that leads a man to the
world of the gods entail at the outset physical worry, fatigue, and
the like. Even so such acts like the acquisition by force of what
belongs to other, bring on sorrow at the end and happiness at the
outset. So you are not right in your allocation of the results to the
acts; nor are they inevitable; nor have we anything to support your
position. Our acts compass for us heaven or hell. But we see that
some special sins do bear great results. Dharma and possessions
and whatever is opposed to them, these four bring us excellent
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results; sometimes these last two cause grief. So dharma and the
like as also their opposites give us two different results. All creatures
go through actions that are helpful to them here and hereafter and
reap the results thereof. We have seen a man entirely devoted to
pleasure and happiness, enjoy the results of good deeds. Therefore
it is not just to decide that the acts enjoined by the sastras produce
happiness, when they conform to the rules laid down in the
scriptures. On the other hand acts are capable of giving every kind
of result. There is no inevitable connection between acts and their
results. Our majesty based his abduction of Sita on this principle;
and we consented to it. We never took any step without taking deep
counsel in anything relating to the foe. Kindly oblige thus by laying
your finger on any particular act — You proclaim your readiness
to fight singly and without any help and you based your assertion
on your strength and prowess. I will prove to you that your words
are but a waste of breath. The rakshasa-heroes that made Janasthana
their home, led by Khara and Dushana, do you make them out as
men of no note? Yet Rama slew them out of hand by himself within
a muhurta. Dare you defeat that warrior of warriors, hero of heroes?
The kith and kin of the rakshasas that fell on the field of Janasthana
are yet mad with terror at the very name of Rama. Rama is the
first born of king Dasaratha whose war car knows no bar to its
march in all the ten quarters of the earth. He is like unto a lion
enraged; there is no wiseacre, but yourself, who will go out of his
way to hit a sleeping black cobra and that when it is sunk in deep
sleep or in the grip of hunger. Rama is ever radiant with lustre like
the very lord of day; he is unapproachable when his wrath is up.
No one dares to lift his eyes up to Raghuvira who resembles the
lord of death come to collect the lives of the creatures in the worlds.
Our forces, all told cannot stand against him for a moment. I have
my own doubts upon it. Then what can you do, all by yourself.
A man whose strength is gradually waning cannot hope to achieve
anything when his foe whose strength is ever waxing; his utter
disregard of the foe is not the path that will lead him on to victory.
Such a counsel will impel a man to act only when life is distasteful
to him and when death is a most welcome friend. Ofcourse you
are the pride of the rakshasa-world, but Rama is likewise a pride
of the world of men. Why something more? Indra, Surya, and the
other gods have no place by him. You have not even the right or
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the ability to speak of standing upto him in battle. He turned to
Ravana and said, ‘“Your Majesty’’ why trouble yourself with varied
counsels when you have in your possession and at your easy disposal
that very Sita whom ordinary efforts and measures cannot place
in your hands. It comes to me to make a suggestion as to bend her
to your purpose and make her come to you of her own accord. If
you approve of it, I pray you put away the advice of others, and
act as you think fit in that matter. I, Dvijihva, Samhradi, Kumbha-
karna and Vitardana, will march forth to slay Rama — thus should
a proclamation be made all through Lanka. Then we give battle
to the enemy without the fort. If we win, you need not trouble
yourself with any schemes or measures discussed above. If we do
not win, we will pierce ourselves with the arrows bearing the name
of Rama, blood streaming from our wounds; we come back shouting
for very joy that we have eaten up Rama and will throw ourselves
at your feet and you will honour us befittingly. Then cause a
proclamation to be made all through Lanka by the beat of drums
on elephants back ‘‘Rama and Lakshmana and the monkey-hosts
are no more. Then make lavish presents of garments, jewels, and
gems, to your servants and delight the hearts of the rakshasa-heroes
with flowers, perfumes, garlands, meat and drink. This glad news
will spread all over Lanka — ‘‘Rama is eaten up by our rakshasas.”
Then you take your way straight to Sita, console her, for the loss
of her husband, and pray her to place her affection on you and
accede to your wishes. Lord her with gold and gems and garments
and wealth of every kind. This measure will bring fear and grief
in the heart of Sita. It matters not that she has till now entertained
no thought of love towards you. Now, she has lost her husband
and there is no one to whom she could turn for help or comfort; so
she will take refuge with you and you alone. When she comes to
know most assuredly and definitely that he who was the object of
her deepest love, is now no more, she will put away all hopes of
going back to him. She will place herself at the disposal, thanks
to the innate tendency of unsteadiness of women. She has been
brought upon the lap of royal luxury; she is fitted to go through
the life of unalloyed happiness; she has for sometime been a mark
for the arrows of misfortune and misery. It is not difficult for her
to decide that life and all that it holds of happiness and delight is
before her only through you; so she will come to you of herself.
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This is my scheme, so far as my intellect can compass. But serious
and inevitable danger lies before any one who goes out to battle
against Rama and comes within the range of his vision. So there
is no call to invite death to our homes. Happiness, joy, delight, and
everything that the heart holds dear on high is yours without stirring
from your seat and without any trouble about fight or battle. We
need not face the forces of our enemies; we need not entertain any
fears about our lives on the battle-field. We can defeat them without
the trouble of fighting him. Unparallel fame, happiness, is yours,
as also the priceless treasure of Sita, the abode of all that is good,
noble and auspicious — all these, are yours. (Mahodara hints that
Rama and Lakshmana are sure to die the very moment when Sita
has turned away her heart and placed it upon another and has
become his wife).

CHAPTER 65
KUMBHAKARNA GOES OUT TO FIGHT

HEREAT, Kumbhakarna frowned at Mahodara and put him

down roughly; he turned to Ravana and said, ‘‘I will wipe out
the fear that has come to you through that Rama, the wicked wight;
and that through his death. May you live long without the shadow
of a foe to cross your path. Heroes waste not their words like spent
clouds. My words shall be fully borne out by my acts. Heroes brook
not the insult put upon them by others; they never brag or blow
their own trumpets; they do not sing their praises, but will reveal
themselves and their valour through acts, but those that are bereft
of reason and calm judgement, those that are inwardly afraid of
the enemy, those that are hopelessly conceited as all wise, those that
are of your clan, Mahodara, to you and to ministers like you have
our majesty lent his ear and has brought himself to this pass. The
very word battle falls upon your ears like thunder and grips your
heart with terror; then you simply echo the sentiments of your master
and speak what is pleasant to him; you lend yourself unresistingly
to all his purposes. Your counsel and that of your kin has impelled
our majesty to carry away Sita and invite this terrible fight upon
us. Alas! this Lanka, perfect in every way has for its ruler one whom
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it is hard to describe; dreadful indeed must have been the karma
that it laid upon the past to win for it such a ruler. The best of
friends, to all appearances, is but in secret his worst foe and
destroyer. The people of Lanka are bound for ruin and destruction
at the hands of such a king. Our forces have been scattered to the
winds; our wealth and power have had a dire fog; and there remain
but our majesty to tell the tale. Now, here do I march to battle to
remedy the evil that you have brought upon us. I will make short
work of our foes. No one here has any call for care or anxiety.”’
Thus did he roar and shout in exultation and in lust of battle like
serried thunder-clouds.

His words brought joy and peace and assurance to the heart.
He applauded the sentiments of Kumbhakarna; he expressed his
pleasure at the clever and considered words of his brother. He
glanced at Mahodara and said in high glee, ‘‘Brother of mine, this
fellow seems mortally afraid of Rama. Hence battle is far from his
thoughts. But no one can come upon the like of you whose heart
ever thirsts for the joy of a noble fight. There is nothing about fights
or battles or wars that you know not; likewise you have no peer
in strength, courage, and your love towards me. So I ventured to
rouse you most untimely from your sleep, only to rid myself of my
foes and fear. Now is the moment when the rakshasas that are intent
upon my well- being should express their loyalty in action. Go forth
to battle, armed with your trident, like unto Yama with his noose
of destruction; Rama and Lakshmana and the entire monkey-hosts
cannot afford you a mouthful. They might shine in the brilliance
and splendour like unto the Adityas; but what does it matter to you.
Why they have but to cast their eyes upon your wonderful bulk to
die of cloven hearts. As for the monkeys they will hide themselves
all over the earth like unto cloud-banks lashed with fierce winds
and storms. Go forth unto battle, brother of mine, and come back
crowned with victory.”” Ravana spoke thus to put fresh spirit and
enthusiasm in the heart of Kumbhakarna, whose natural strength
and valour were boundless. He felt himself in possession and
enjoyment of the life-breaths that had passed away from his body.
Full well did he know the matchless strength of body and prowess
of his brother. So his face shone like the spotless moon, free from
all care.
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Kumbhakarna grew in bulk and strength as it were from the
words of his brother and king. His heart was glad at the praise and
confidence bestowed on him; so he took leave of Ravana and
prepared to go forth to battle. He raised aloft his trident frightful
to see, forged of black iron. It was decked with gold of the most
precious kind molten and pure; it blazed like the flame of the huge
fire. It was frightful to behold like the vajra of Indra and was heavy
in proportion. It was the trident that won for him victory many
a time on the field of battle, when devas, danavas, gandharvas,
yakshas, and kinnaras, fell before him. It was ever adorned with
red flowers and vomited cruel flames through its natural spirit of
cruelty and malignity, the result of its blinding splendour. The blood
and flesh of countless foes were imbedded in it. Kumbhakarna
played with it lightly and cried, ‘“Your Majesty! I go forth to battle
with none by my side, my armies shall stay here. The lust of battle
and the wrath of it is to be upon me today; and the monkey-hosts
shall go down my throat like anything; and he roared frightfully. But
Ravana intervened and said, ‘‘My dear boy, not so; march forth
to battle in the midst of your armies and armed as becomes the hero
like yourself. The monkeys are very intelligent creatures, very highly
endowed with reason and judgement; they are bursting with
enthusiasm and preseverance. Should they come upon their foe in
careless moment, and all alone they will bite him to death. So go
to fight with forces that might keep you away from them. Send to
the halls of death every foe that seeks to stand up against the
rakshasas.’’ He came down from the throne and threw round the
shoulders of his brother a huge garland of gold encrusted with
priceless gems. He made a further present of armlets, shoulder
plates, rings, chaplets, ear pendents, and other noble ornaments;
he decked him with graceful ropes of flowers, threw scents and
perfumes over him and gave him leave to go and fight. Then
Kumbhakarna blazed forth like unto the sacrificial fire, set with
offerings and made powerful with mighty mantras. A waist band
ran round his loins decked with rare gems like Gomedaka and
Indranila; it sat upon him like the huge serpent Vasuki as it was
wound about mountain Mandara when the devas and the asuras
threw it in _the ocean of milk to churn it to get the waters of
immortality. His armour of gold made him mighty. It was proof
against the weapons of the foe and shone in its splendour like
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lightning flashes. He gave one the appearance of a huge mountain
surrounded at sunset by cloud-banks. He started towards the battle-
field gracefully adorned in every way and armed with his trident.
He resembled at that moment the Lord Narayana who came down
as Trivikrma to measure the three worlds in three feet. He clasped
his brother warmly to his breast, went round him in reverence and
bowed low before him and that mightiest of the mighty of rakshasas
took his way to the battle-field. Of boundless bulk and strength
and vigour, that hero among the rakshasas went on his way roaring
frightfully like black thunder; and Ravana sped him on his way with
powerful blessings for his success.

Conch, war drum and other martial music crashed wildly.
Armies of rakshasas followed him with weapons of rare make and
power and there followed him elephants of mountainous bulk,
horses fleet as the raging tornado, chariots and car warriors by
thousands roaring with pride and exultation like surcharged clouds.
Serpents, camels, mule, horses, lions, elephants, deer, swans, and
the like were the mounts used by the rakshasa-heroes. Kumbha-
karna, the terror of the gods and the asuras was clean hid under
the shower of flowers rained on him by the people. A spacious white
umbrella spread over his head like unto the moon in its full. He
walked long as he played lightly with his sharp trident. Endowed
with pride and haughtiness of no ordinary kind, the smell of blood
from the field of battle but made him more haughty and furious.
Infantry past count and past any chance of deafeat came after him;
of frightful shape and bloodred looks of anger of hews and thews
like unto mountains of black paint, they marched around him armed
in every possible way and rending the air with their war cries. Some
sported tridents, some short swords, some hatchets, some long
spears, and clubs and bars and palm trees and these were light
materials in their hands and fed their martial spirit. Kumbhakarna
himself took a form that turned the hearts of his foes to water and
cast their hair to stand upon end; his strength and splendour waxed
illimitably, as he set out to battle. His body looked like a huge
mountain; it was one hundred bow-lengths around and six hundred
bow-lengths in heights. His eyes struck terror into the hearts of those
that held them and were huge like unto car wheels. He walked and
the earth quaked under his feet like unto a lofty mountain with
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its woods and forests burnt down by a conflagration. He glanced
round at his rakshasas, opened his mouth like unto the dark
underworlds, laughed in tones of thunder and cried. Behold my
prowess and valour today. This monkey-host and its leader are like
moths at a flame, to fall into the fire of my wrath and be reduced
to ashes. These creatures that range the woods have till now, done
me no harm or given me any offence. They formed a pleasing
ornament to the groves, glades and gardens of Lanka. But now they
have dared to besiege the town and have to pay for the music they
have called. First and foremost I will send to their death Rama and
Lakshmana, the head and front of all this evil, and then I will rid
the earth of every vestige of the monkey-tribe. The rakshasas roared
dreadfully out of joy at these words and the waters of the sea were
sorely troubled thereby. Countless were the dreadful portents that
arose on all sides when Kumbhakarna marched to battle. His keen
intelligence failed not to read them right. Clouds taking the shapes
and colour of asses, loomed dreadfully on high with thunder and
meteor and blazing fires. Woods, mountains, oceans, and such like
quivered in agony. Frightful jackals howled fearfully, emitting
flames from their mouth. Birds circled in the wrong direction.
Vultures and eagles fell across the path of the rakshasa, as if roped
in garlands. Nay his right eye and arm throbbed painfully. A blazing
fire-brand fell in front of him with a terrible roar. The sun grew
dim; the winds blew painfully. Bound by noose of Yama,
Kumbhakarna was confused of mind and did not pay any heed to
those dreadful portents that caused the hair to stand on end. He
walked through the city and crossed the courts and came out on
the plains beyond, only to behold the monkey-host hide the earth
from view like serried cloud-banks on high; the sight filled him with
wonder. On the other hand the monkeys were clean dazed at the
sight of the rakshasa-hero coming towards them like the mountain
on foot; so they hid themselves wherever they could find a corner.
Like unto black heavy clouds lashed by a fierce whirlwind and
scattered all over, that vast monkey-host, frightful to see in itself,
took to their heels, chased by fear, thereat that rakshasa-warrior
roared in joy. It fell upon the flying monkeys like surcharged rain-
clouds called to one another in tones of thunder. Even so Kumbha-
karna black of hue like those very clouds and rending the air with
his lion like roars, caused the best and bravest among them to fall
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dead or senseless where he stood like lofty monarchs of the forest
uprooted by fierce gales. The mightiest of the mighty rakshasas,
endowed with form, strength, prowess, courage, and other heroic
excellences to an unparalleled degree, brandished his trident aloft
and rushed forth on the battle-field to wipe his foes out of existence.
The monkeys fell senseless taking it for the Lord Yama issuing forth
from his abode on the day of destruction to gather unto himself,
the worlds and all that they held, his rod of Time waiting upon him
with the words, ‘““What are thy orders?”’

CHAPTER 66
KUMBHAKARNA IN THE BATTLE-FIELD

UMBHAKARNA, stronger than the strongest of the sons of

the earth, leapt over lightly the courts and the walls of Lanka
and came out of the city like a lofty mountain peak.The waters of
the sea gave back his terrible roar, millionfold intensified; bolts fell
from the blue; mountains were consumed to ashes; Indra, Yama,
Varuna and the other regents of the worlds on high failed woefully
when they stood up against him with mortal intent and when he
came against them with his frightful eyes rolling about like comets,
the monkeys took to themselves on all directions. Then Angada said
to Nala, Nila, Gavaksha, Kumuda and the others. ‘““What are you
at now? You have clean forgot your noble ancestry, strength,
courage, prowess, and valour; you are on the grip of mad terror
and like the ordinary rut of monkeys, you take to your heels; is
it seemly? Friends! well, enough of it, come back. Life, is it so sweet
and dear? I wonder what you keep it for unless you sacrifice it in
the cause of Raghuvira. This is no rakshasa that you should fight
with. This is but a huge machine fashioned like a rakshasa, sent
here to frighten us, that is all. This is used at Lanka for a similar
purpose; and it is upto us to grind it to powder with our strength.
Come back one and all. Then the monkey-warriors took heart slowly
and gathered themselves again in bands and marched forth against
the enemy with trees and stones. They barred the way of Kumbha-
karna like maddened elephants and hit him to their hearts content,
fired by wrath. Huge mountain peaks, blocks of stone, trees with
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flower in bloom, were used most lavishly on him; but that rakshasa-
hero stood still and only laughed in tones of thunder and derision
at their fruitless efforts; such was his unparalleled strength. On the
other hand blocks of stone and trees touched his body only to fall
around him ground to dust. Like a conflagration making short work
of the forests, he clean consumed with his wrath the monkeys, no
mean warriors themselves. Heroes and warriors among the monkeys,
beyond count fell on the earth bathed in their blood; some were
clean shot for far away like lofty trees with their blood-red flowers.
Some took to their heels with grim terror after them; leapt over
everything that stood in their way and ran on and on afraid to cast
a look behind. Some took shelter in the waters of the sea; some
vanished among the clouds on high. Some were sorely handled by
the mighty Kumbhakarna and ran along the bridge laid upon the
waters.Bears ran up the trees; some hid themselves in deep valleys
and clefts; some vanished from view among the mountains; some
entered the depths of the ocean, others concealed themselves in dark
caves; others lay where they fell; yet others left behind them the
battle-field and all it held; yet others fell on the earth and craved
for mercy; some held their breath and lay on the ground like dead.
Angada beheld with such a heavy heart, the monkey-host thus put
to rout and cried, ‘‘Stay, come back, let us fight to the last. You
can go no where on this hearth and hide yourself to escape from
him. So, come back, it is your only chance. Why should you keep
your lives soiled with disgrace and shame. Monkeys whose valour
knows no stress or stay, our women have but to behold you at
present fleeing in mad terror with your arms and weapons flung
away from you; and they will have a rare laugh at it, is it not so?
Death takes no other form but this in the case of those to whom
honour and fame is dear. There is none among but comes of a noble
race and where would you flee, mad with terror like the ordinary
monkey on his perch? Such as cast away behind them their strength
and courage and take to their heels chased by fear, they are the
lowest of the low, the meanest of the mean, is it not? Your brag,
your boast, your proud and haughty estimate of yourself, your war
cries, your slogans, your holding forth on your own self before
admiring crowds where are they now? The entire creation split in
utter scorn and contempt as a trembling coward, as a mankind, him
who grabs fiercely at his life even when the world has put upon



1408 RAMAYANA

him shame and disgrace. I ask you but to tread on the noble path
of honour and fame that your ancestors trod; cast away behind you
fear and terror. We may flee for all time and through all space;
but Yama not likely to strike our men from roll; but, should we
resolve to lay down our lives on the battle-field with our faces turned
to the foe, in grim defiance, the world of Brahma is ours, where
mighty warriors, shine in glory and radiance; and that is no crown
for all the sundry to wear. Should we send our enemy to his death,
boundless fame is ours by right. Our life is the only price we have
to pay for a seat in the halls of the glorious warriors on high. It
is a trifle we have to pay while what we get in exchange is illimitable.
This Kumbhakarna, would he go to where he came from, once that
he has come within the range of our Raghava’s eyes. As well speak
of a moth that returned to tell the tale of its experience in the heart
of the flame. Should we take measures to save and guard our pitiful
life, driven forth from the battle-field by this rakshasa and we famed
till now over the earth — we lose our real life, the life of fame and
renown, is it not so?’’ But the monkeys heeded him not and his
well-meant counsel and cheer. They stayed not their course, lashed
by fear and clean bereft of their wits. Yet they managed to reply
as they ran, ‘“This Kumbhakarna kills us in dreadful torture, is this
a time for us to stay and fight. He who fights and lives may yet
see happier days; there is many a thing to his hands to eke out a
kind of existence known here. He who fights and runs away with
his life may yet live to fight many a battle and crown himself with
glory; and in a moment they vanished from view. Then Angada
tried his very best to bring cheer and courage to the hearts of
monkey-warriors who took to their heels at the sight of
Kumbhakarna of frightful bulk and form, his eyes blazing dreadfully
with the wrath that burnt within him. He managed to calm their
fears; he held before them the death of Vali at the hands of Rama;
he told them of how he managed to pierce the seven lofty trees and
mountains; he related unto them the wonderful achievements of
Rama when he threw a bridge across the frightful seas; he discoursed
unto them of the unparallel and boundless strength and prowess
and valour of Ramachandra; and managed to rally the monkey-
hosts as far as he could. They too took heart slowly and managed
to pluck up courage and enthusiasm from the depths of despair;
they obeyed the words of Angada, and returned in hot haste to fight



YUDDHAKANDA 1409

with Kumbhakarna, come what may — Rishabha, Sarabha, Mainda,
Dvivida, Dhumra, Nila, Kumuda, Gavaksha, Rambha, Tara,
Panasa, and their clan. And Anjaneya marched along with them.

CHAPTER 67
DEATH OF KUMBHAKARNA

HUS did the monkeys of mountainous bulk, listen to the words

of Angada; their innate courage and valour came back to them;
and they were eager for a fight with the monster. They shouted
their valour of deeds; they placed their hopes in their own strength
and prowess; they resolved to sacrifice their lives in the cause
of Rama and that most gladly; so they hemmed in Kumbhakarna
on all sides with joyful cries and offered him dreadful fight. They
hit him from all sides with uprooted trees and mountains. But
Kumbhakarna was beside himself with wrath; he brandished
his mace with frightful force and slew the monkeys in large crowds
at a time and threw them forth all round. Seven hundred, eight
hundred, one thousand, and thus did he crash down to the earth
the monkeys at one stroke. Eight, ten, sixteen, twenty, thirty,
and so on did he throw down his throat, the monkeys as he ran.
Like unto the serpents that pass through the throat of Garuda,
the monkeys that found a place in his stomach were past count.
Then the generals did their best to allay the panic among the
monkeys; they rallied back from all quarters and gathered round
him with trees and rocks in their hands.

Dvivida uprooted a large mountain and sent it against Kumbha-
karna like a boundless cloud-bank resting lightly upon a big hill.
But it missed him and fell upon the rakshasa-troops around him
and smashed countless horses, elephants, chariots and rakshasas.
Once again he tore up another mountain and crashed it upon the
horses and drivers of the rakshasa cars, causing a veritable deluge
of blood to flow. On the other hand the rakshasa-warriors shore
off the heads of the monkeys with their keen arrows and roared
frightfully. The monkeys in turn retaliated with huge trees and made

short work of the cars,horses, elephants, camels and soldiers.
89
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Hanuman stood in the sky above and kept up a continual
shower of mountain peaks and trees on the devoted head of
Kumbhakarna. But the latter clove them with his trident, smashed
them to powder,and rushed upon the monkey-hosts with his sharp
weapon aloft. Maddened at the destruction of his clansmen, Maruti
tore up a large mountain and barred his way and hit him frightfully.
The rakshasa shook and staggered at the terrible impact of the blow,
with his mountainous bulk of body covered with blood and fat.
Then he blazed like a mountain-peak on fire, whirled his trident
that shone like lightning and like unto Shanmuga who hit the
mountain Krauncha of yore with his dreadful weapon Sakti, landed
a terrific blow right on the chest of Hanuman. Anjaneya fared badly
at the hands of his foe. His chest was cloven;his senses were dazed
and confused; he vomited torrents of blood and roared frightfully
even like the black cloud-banks on the day of dissolution. The
rakshasas roared with joy when they saw him so beset. The monkeys
lost heart and fled from the battle in mad terror.

Then Nila ordered the troops afresh, calmed them a bit and
hit Kumbhakarna with a mountain peak. The foe clenched his fist
and struck at the rock. So terrible was the force behind it that it
crumbled into dust and fell on the earth emitting sparks of flame.
Then Vrishabha, Sarabha, Nila, Gavaksha, and Gandhamadana,
gathered round Kumbhakarna and hit him fiercely with mountains
and trees, feet and fists. But these were to him as if someone was
gently pressing his limbs to bring ease and comfort to them. In his
turn he crushed Vrishabha between the arms and the monkey had
no whole bone in his body. His eyes and tongue hung out; and he
fell on the earth vomiting blood profusely. Kumbhakarna crashed
down Sarabha with his fist, sent Nila flying with a blow of his knee;
struck with his open palm at Gavaksha and kicked Gandhamadana
aloft with his feet. Unable to withstand the blow, they fainted away
like uprooted Kimsuka trees, and measured their length upon the
earth, deluging it with their blood. Thereat thousands of monkeys
gathered round Kumbhakarna and climbed upon his mountainous
body; they bit and tore and hit at him. Finding them running all over
his body like lofty trees on a large mountain he gathered them in his
hands and like Garuda himself sending the serpents down the throat,
swallowed them in his mad fury. But the monkeys that fell into the
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abysmal depths of his throat resembling the dark underworlds came
out through his ears and nose. Thus did he make a meal of thousands
of monkeys, his fury was but increased thereby and he gathered
them between his arms in crowds and bands, crushed them into a
shapeless mass and sent them down to find a place in his voracious
maw. Covered all over with flesh, fat and blood, that ran down him
wherever he went, he roamed among his rakshasa-troops like unto
the Fire of Dissolution in the height of his wrath. Every one was
in the grip of mad terror when they beheld him brandishing aloft
his dreadful trident; they took him for Indra with his thunderbolt or
Yama with his noose of destruction. Even as a conflagration burns
down in mid-summer the dry wood of the forest, Kumbhakarna
consumed to ashes the monkey-hosts with the fire of his anger. Their
leaders lay in hopeless swoon; there was none to lead them; and they
were howling frightfully, as they trembled and shook with fear.
Crushed down by that rakshasa in crowds their hearts turned to
water; and utterly dazed and confused, they took refuge with
Raghava. Thereat Angada tore up a mountain, roared frightfully so
that the hearts of the rakshasas that followed Kumbhakarna quaked
in terror and hit the monster on the head. Kumbhakarna minded
it not in the least; he blazed all the more fiercely. He roared so that
the monkeys fell down bereft of their wits, sprang at Angada and
sent his trident at him with a dreadful whirl. But Angada, a past
master in all kinds of fight, escaped it lightly by his strength and
agility; he sprang at his foe and hit him squarely on the breast.
Kumbhakarna staggered a bit. Then he steadied himself, clenched
his right fist and hit and threw Angada far away from him. That hero
of a monkey could not stand it and fell on the earth all unconscious.

Then Kumbhakarna recovered his trident and rushed at
Sugriva. The monkey tore up a mountain peak, rolled it round to
give additional force to it and faced the rakshasa-prince. But he
bent his body and limb and stood like a rock awaiting the impact.
Sugriva addressed him as he stood there with his body smeared with
streams of blood munching the monkeys without a stay or stop.
““You have thrashed down the heroes among us; you have performed
today feats of valour impossible to others; you have devoured my
armies past count. Peerless fame you have laid to your account.
But what have you to do with these puny creatures? Come to me
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holding this mountain-peak in my hand;- dare you stand the blow
with this?’’ Kumbhakarna listened to the brave and haughty words
of Sugriva and laughed in thunderous tones and said,‘‘I know you
as the grandson of Lord Brahma; as the son of Riksharajas, you
are well-known to the world for your valour and prowess. Then
why waste your words in brag?”’ (One day Brahma chanced to yawn
frightfully; and Riksharajas, that renowned hero of a monkey,
sprang from it. He was roaming one day in the world of Brahma
and plunged into the cool waters of a lake in sport. But he was not
aware of the peculiar nature of the lake. His form changed into
that of an apsaras. Indra and Surya beheld her then, loved her at
the same time and made violent advances to her. Then their soul-
force found a way into the body of the monkey, one in the tail and
another in the neck. The result was the birth of two children known
later on as Vali and Sugriva. Lord Brahma laughed at it and said,
““Plunge again into the waters of this lake here and resume your
monkey form’’. So Vali and Sugriva are the grand-sons of Brahma
and the sons of Riksharajas. Some have it that the line runs from
Brahma, Kasyapa, Surya, and Sugriva. Kumbhakarna alludes
scornfully to the birth of Sugriva and his being chased to the ends
of death by Vali.

The lord of the monkey-world was enraged beyond control
thereat and hit Kumbhakarna on the chest with that mountain peak,
hard and cruel as the vajra in the hands of Indra. But it was smashed
to powder, when it came against the broad adamantine chest of the
rakshasa. Thereat the rakshasas shouted for joy and the monkeys
grieved sorely. The rakshasa-lord was roused to fury thereby and
opening his mouth wide that resembled a huge mountain cave, gave
a leonine roar that caused the quarters to tremble and quiver. Then
he whirled his trident aloft with incredible speed and sent it against
Sugriva with intent to kill him. Adorned with garlands of gold, fitted
with sharp points and spikes, it emitted flames as it fell on Sugriva;
but Anjaneya rushed between and snatched it away and broke it
to pieces with his bare hands .One thousand tons of black iron went
to fashion it; and Maruti broke it like a chip of wood on his knees.
It sent many a brave warrior to his death among the monkeys. They
roared lustily when they saw that Maruti made short work of it.
They took wild and frantic leaps and shouted themselves hoarse;
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gaining courage, they rushed from all sides and crowded round
Maruti whom they praised to the skies and offered reverence to.
Kumbhakarna saw that his trusted weapon was broken. He tore up
a peak of the mountain Trikuta and hit Sugriva with it. (He fought
outside the fortress gates; and one may wonder how he could tear
up the peak that was so far away. It is enough to say that his huge
bulk managed it). The lord of the monkeys measured his length on
the earth bereft of his senses. The rakshasa-host roared mightily with
joy thereat. Kumbhakarna lost no time in throwing him over his
shoulders and took his way back to Lanka with the speed of a tornado
chasing before it light cloud-banks. As he walked along with the lord
of the monkeys who was no light burden but resembled a huge cloud-
bank, it gave him the appearance of the mountain Meru walking
on the earth with its lofty peaks. The rakshasa-army praised him
to the skies and shouted their war cries. But the hosts of devas were
struck with wonder and cried ha! ha! in sorrow. If Sugriva, the king
of the monkey-world, and the intimate friend and ally of Rama and
Lakshmana is carried away there will be confusion in army. Then
it is but light work to disperse them and Rama and Lakshmana will
have to go back in despair.’’ Such was the thought of Kumbhakarna
as he concluded that the battle was practically over. On the other
hand Sugriva was in the mighty grip of the monster and failed not
to see that his army was melting away in fear. Hanuman too saw
it through his keen intelligence and said to himself, ‘“What shall I
do now? I cannot keep myself back from doing which is useful and
prudent on the occasion. Shall I take the form of a huge mountain
and crush the rakshasa to death under my weight? Or, I may bring
back spirit and courage and cheer to the hearts of these monkeys
if I kill him with my bare fist and free their king. Well, that is not
so prudent. For his majesty will free himself in a moment. The devas
and asuras combined cannot keep him in bond. But he is now
unconscious through the effects of the mountain thrown at him by
Kumbhakarna. Very soon will he recover himself and take such
measures as will conduce to the interests of himself and the monkeys.
If I precipitate matters and free him, that warrior king par excellence
will be wroth with me, for it will put upon his fair name and fame
an indelible blot. So let me wait a while. Let me see what Sugriva
does. Meanwhile I will rally the troops and calm their fears’’. So
he stayed them all round and put hope and courage in their hearts.
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Kumbhakarna made his way into Lanka carrying with him
Sugriva of blazing lustre. Clouds of flowers rained on him from
houses, aircrafts, towers, and palaces; fried rice and perfumes, fell
upon him in torrents. The royal road was cool and brazing; and
Sugriva was endowed with unparalleled strength and spirit; so he
came back to himself very soon and found himself on the chest of
Kumbhakarna of mountainous bulk and between his arms. All
around him he beheld the mansions of the rakshasas and the
inhabitants themselves crowding round. So he said to himself, “‘I
am in the power of the foe and in his grip.

Now I should set about to free myself and make adequate return
for the insult and injury he has inflicted upon me. What shall I do?
Only that, which will conduce to the well-being and joy of the
monkeys”’. Then he tore away with his keen claws the ears of
Kumbhakarna and bit off the sides of his nose. Deprived of his ears
and nose, Kumbhakarna was maddened with a torrent of blood
flowing round his body and whirled the monkey aloft, brought him
down with a terrific force on the earth and ground him beneath
his feet. Even then, the monkey somehow managed to spring up
into the sky above and reached the side of Sri Rama very soon.
(It seems that he tore at the rakshasa with his feet on his cheeks,
shoulders and stomach).

The rakshasa stood there bereft of his ears and nose, torrents
of blood raining from him, like a huge mountain with its roaring
and rushing streams. Boundless was his strength and valour; so he
heeded it not, but came back to the battle-field. He could not put
up with that insult. Vomiting forth blood, he resembled a mountain
of black paint covered with clouds of a red hue. Finding himself
without a weapon, he snatched a dreadful bar of iron and struck
down the monkey-host and threw them down his throat; and his
followers marched after him. He blazed like the Fire of Destruction
on the last day of the cycles when all beings are gathered back. Even
then his appetite was not satisfied; his craving for flesh and blood
grew apace; he grew mad with the lust of battle; and he slew and
ate without any distinction of friend or foe, rakshasas, monkeys,
demons, and bears. Like unto the lord of Death laying low all
creation on the day of universal destruction, he gathered in one hand



YUDDHAKANDA 1415

monkeys and rakshasas, crushed them out of shape and ceased not
throwing them down his bottomless mouth. Blood and fat flowing
all over his body, struck and hit with mountain-peaks but heeding
it not thanks to his extra-ordinary strength, two huge torrents of
blood ran down the corners of his mouth as he bit and munched
the monkey-hosts. Running with frightful speed he gathered together
in his hands his enemies, seven or eight hundred at a time, crushed
them to pulp and threw them down his voracious mau. Thereat the
monkeys took refuge with Sri Rama, the Lord of the worlds.

Then Lakshmana was mightily wroth. He barred Kumbhakarna’s
way, sending into his body seven keen shafts. The rakshasa paid
no heed to it; he passed by the prince and rushed at Rama while
the earth shook under his feet. Then Rama hit him on his breast
with a keen arrow into which he placed the weapon of Rudra. At
once, burning cinders fell blazing from his mouth. Hit with the
arrows of Rama, he howled dreadfully and stayed not his force as
he struck down and chased the monkeys in fury. The arrows of
Rama decked with the feathers of the peacock were imbedded in
his chest and troubled him somewhat. The bar of iron fell from
his grasp and the other weapons were scattered all around. Finding
himself weaponless, he struck to death the monkeys with his fists
and feet. Riddled all over his body with arrows, he resembled a
mountain down whose sides roared torrents and cataracts of water.
He was clean beside himself with frightful anger and lust of blood
and continued to eat the monkeys, the rakshasas and the bears.Next
he tore up a mountain peak and whirled it aloft and brought it down
upon Rama, who reduced it to powder with seven dreadful arrows.
At once two hundred monkey-heroes struck at him with shafts as
he ran along blazing in his lustre like the mount Meru. Lakshmana
of a righteous and just soul, thought over many plans to kill him
and said , ‘‘Sugriva, this monster is crazy with the smell of blood
and kills and eats the monkeys and the rakshasas without distinction.
So let our warriors get up on him from all sides. Let our generals
gather round him. May be he will crash down under their weight.
Let them take care to avoid being crushed under him in that case.”’

Thereat these monkeys cheered up and climbed up the body of
the rakshasa. He was immensely wroth at this and like an elephant
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in rut casting off his bonds, he flung away the monkeys from himself
with the speed of thought. Rama beheld it and said, ““This rakshasa
is very dangerous.’’ And he bent his bow and rushed at Kumbha-
karna with flaming eyes as if he would burn up in his wrath his
puny foe. At this the monkeys cast off their fear and plucked up
courage and joy.He allayed their fears and whirled round him his
bow, beautifully chased with gold and strung like unto the serpent
of doom. His quivers of matchless make and potency graced his
back; Lakshmana followed him close and started to give fight to
his foe surrounded by his monkey-hosts. There he beheld
Kumbhakarna who with his crown set with flowing jewels, shone
like a peak of mount Meru adorned with the rays of the sun.
Torrents of blood rolled down his body. Boundless was his strength
and might. He crashed down everything that came in his way like
the elephants that guard the regions of the earth when they are
roused to anger. Surrounded by the.rakshasas he chased the monkeys
to eat them up. He was frightful to behold even like the mountains
Vindhya and Mandara. He was adorned with garlands of gold,
armlets and ear-rings of many a curious pattern and design. Streams
of blood ran down the corners of his mouth like torrents from the
clouds. He licked it with gusto as he gathered the monkeys and ate
them up. His splendour and lustre was like a flaming fire. At the
sight of that best and bravest of the rakshasas, Rama bent his bow,
strung it and twanged it dreadfully so that the quarters trembled
in affright. That filled the rakshasa with anger and impatience and
he rushed at Rama like a black cloud lashed by a storm, with arms
long and stout like the great serpent Adisesha. He tore along like
a huge mountain on foot. Rama addressed him thus, ‘““Most mighty
of the rakshasas! come on and cast away your anxiety and care;
here am I eagerly awaiting your arrival with bow in hand. I am he
whom the world knows as Rama. In the short space of muhurta,
your life-breaths will be forfeit to me.”’ Kumbhakarna was convinced
that he was Rama; he laughed with wrath and joy like a dreadful
thunder-cloud flung away from him on all sides the monkeys that
came within his reach, roared like huge cloud-banks and clove their
hearts. Then he turned to Rama and replied, ‘‘Class me not lightly
with that puny brute of Viradha, Kabandha, Khara, Vali, and
Maricha. Know that it is he, Kumbhakarna that stands before you.
See you the dreadful iron rod in my hands. It has been the means
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of worsting countless gods and demons. It is made of hard black
iron. Would you slight me that I have lost my ears and nose? I feel
not their absence in the least. I give you leave to spend upon me
to your heart’s content and to the best of your might, your valour
and skill of hand. I will give myself an idea of your manhood and
prowess and make a meal of you later on”’

Thereat Rama pierced him with keen shafts. They fell upon him
with the speed of thought like the bolts of Indra. But he felt them
not, nor did he suffer any way. The arrows that went through the
seven sala trees at one time, the arrow that drank the life-breaths
of Vali, the mightiest of the mighty, pierced into the body of
Kumbhakarna like the vajra of Indra. Yet it affected him not. The
shafts that hit him vanished from view like rain-drops in the ocean.
Its waters are not disturbed in the least and do not overflow its shores
even though the waters of the rivers and from the clouds run into
it. That has what happened to Kumbhakarna. He whirled aloft the
dreadful bar of iron with frightful velocity and struck down the
arrows sent by Rama. Again he brought it down upon the monkey-
hosts; and it was the weapon that made to water the armies of the
gods. Then Rama discharged at him an astra dear to the god Vayu
and shore off his right arm with its weapon. Kumbhakarna was
sorely pained by it and howled and roared dreadfully that the
quarters shook in echo. That hand, huge like a mountain peak, and
the weapon like Indra’s vajra, fell upon the monkey-groups and
crushed many of them to death. Those that escaped his grasp kept
themselves far away with pale faces and wan, and watched most
anxiously the terrible duel between Rama and the rakshasa-hero.
He tore up with the other hand a mighty tree and rushed to Rama
like a mountain reft of its peak. Like a huge serpent dashing through
the sky, the rakshasa’s hand came along and Raghuriva shore it
off into two with the tree by an astra dedicated to Indra. It fell on
the earth with a mighty crash and made short work of trees,
mountains, blocks, monkeys, and rakshasas. Even then he blenched
not; he roared most frightfully and kept up his attack upon Rama.
Rama cut down his legs with two shafts known as Ardhachandra
(shaped like a crescent). The quarters, mountains, caves, the sea,
Lanka, and the armies of the monkeys and the rakshasas, shook
in afright and gave back the crash that came out of the impact of



Ik




YUDDHAKANDA 1419

the legs with the earth. Bereft of his hands and legs, that mightiest
of the mighty rakshasas paid no heed to it. He roared dreadfully
with his mouth open like the ocean fire Badava. He rolled himself
on the earth with incredible speed and came at Rama like Rahu
rushing along the sky to swallow the moon. Countless monkeys and
rakshsasas were crushed to death thereby. Kumbhakarna kept on
throwing down his throat all that came in his way. Thousands of
monkeys and rakshasas were drawn towards him by the speed of
the wind that rushed from his infuriated nostrils and gave up their
lives. Some were shot out far away and known no more among their
friends. Thereat Sri Rama filled his mouth with keen arrows. Unable
to speak clearly, Kumbhakarna gave a mighty roar and fainted away.
Deprived of hands and legs, his mouth filled with arrows, even then
he walked along on his stumps and crushed to death countless
monkeys. Raghava beheld him as he ran against him; he knew that
the moment of the death of the rakshasa drew near. He selected
an astra over which Indra presided, spoke over it the particular spells
and sent it against the rakshasa. It flamed like the noon-day sun;
none could stay it like the rod of Brahma. It was intent upon
destroying all things like Yama, the god of Time. Its force and speed
was irresistible like that of the thunder-storm on the last day. Its
joints were beautifully fitted; keen was its end. Like the lord of Day,
in the full splendour of his crown, like the fire on the sacrificial
hearth, fed to fullness by offerings and glowing in its joy, like unto
the vajra of Indra or the bolts that crash from the blue, it clove
the hearts of all that beheld it, with its speed. And Sri Rama
discharged it at Kumbhakarna; the bands of gold shone upon the
mighty rakshasa. In the far past Indra’s vajra shore off the head
of Vritrasura. Even so, the head of Kumbhakarna parted company
with its body and fell down on the earth. It gave the beholders the
idea of a huge mountain-peak coming down to visit the mortal
world. The tusks glared out frightfully from his mouth; the beautiful
ear-rings rolled upon it. The severed head of Kumbhakarna shone
high and huge in the heavens, its splendour heightened by the ear-
rings he wore. It sprang into the sky with the force that severed
it and brought to those that beheld it, the memory of the moon
shining between the two constellations — Punarvasu, ruled by the
goddess Aditi. (So we should take it that Sugriva did not bite away
that part of the ears to which the ear-rings were attached). That
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head of the rakshasa struck down by the arrow of Rama, fell down
from the sky like unto a huge mountain. The houses and towers
and lofty walls, the quarters of the vants, were destroyed thereby.
Then his body measured its length on the battle-field, bringing death
to millions of monkeys that ran to escape that fate. A portion of
it shining like the Himalayas fell into the sea near Lanka, and
countless were the crocodiles, whales, Simsumaras, sea elephants
and other monsters of the deep that were crushed to death thereby;
and even then the mighty body of Kumbhakarna sank to the depths
of the ocean and clove for itself a way through its bottom.

Thus did Kumbhakarna who was the holy terror of the
brahmanas and the gods, through his terrible deeds meet his death
at the hands of the Almighty, the Lord in his boundless mercy. The
earth, the mountains and the gods were mightily pleased and danced
and shouted for very joy. The holy sages in the world of the gods,
their brethren on earth, the pannagas, asuras, bhutas, suparnas,
guhyakas, yakshas, gandharvas, one and all were beside themselves
with delight at the illimitable prowess of Rama and sang his praises
on high. The kith and kin and the retainers of Ravana beheld
Kumbhakarna their lord and master who shone among them like
a mighty banner thus done to death by Raghupati. Even like unto
the asuras of yore who trembled at the sight of Lord Narayana,
they cried in affright at the sight of Rama as he blazed in the
radiance of war-like fury, boundless lustre and the flush of victory
upon his arms. Like unto the lord of the day emerging from the
mouth of Rahu dispelling the darkness and fear from the three
worlds through his supreme effulgence, did Raghunayaka shine in
the midst of the monkey-hosts. The monkeys with faces blooming
with joy like blown red lotuses, praised Rama who, out of his
supreme compassion, slew in battle Kumbhakarna of frightful
strength, bulk and valour. Even as the lord of Heaven rejoiced when
he slew Vritrasura who held in terror the countless worlds, did the
son of Dasaratha rejoice when he slew in battle dire the best and
the bravest of the valiant rakshasas, who routed the hosts of gods
in countless battles and who knew not fear or fatigue when he stood
up unto his foes.



CHAPTER 68
THE LAMENT OF RAVANA

HE rakshasas flew on the wings of speed to take the news of

the death of Kumbhakarna at the hands of Rama, the great
one. ‘‘Kumbhakarna our lord and master, who was death and
destruction in human form among us even he is now on his way
to the worlds on high sought after by great heros. He put to flight
as if in sport the mighty armies of Sugriva. Thousands and thousands
of monkeys found their way down his throat. For the space of a
muhurta did he hold in terror and agitation every one about him
and then he was subdued by the radiance of Rama; the fates snapped
the thread of his life; and he is now crowned with eternal fame and
glory. His huge body is shorn of its arms and legs; torrents of blood
streamed from it; it is no pleasant sight to see; like the huge tree
consumed by forest fire, one half of its lies in the waters of the ocean
and the other half blocks our fortress gates like a lofty mountain.
Your brother has been elevated to the halls of great heros on high,
thanks to the arrows of Rama.”’

Ravana heard of the death of him who came into the world after
himself; him who was his main stay and support through his supreme
loyalty and matchless strength, courage and valour. Grief unspea-
kable had him in its mighty grip; his senses left him and he fell head-
long from his lofty throne. Devantaka, Narantaka, Trisiras, Atikaya
and others received the news of the death of their father’s brother
and gave vent to their unbearable grief in cries and wails and laments.
Mahodara and Mahaparsva sank in the depths of sorrow at the news
of the death of their brother. Then Ravana came back to his senses
after a while and cried out, from a sore heart, ‘‘Alas! best and
bravest! terror to your proud and defiant foes! boundless of
strength: you have left me behind all alone and helpless while you
take your way to the halls of Yama on the wings of the resistless
time. I and our kin held on to you as our stay and support and
hope; you have not wiped away our tears; you have not brought
joy and happiness to our hearts; you have scattered your foes to
the winds; and is it just of you, is it kind of you, is it brotherly
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of you to leave me alone? The devas and the asuras were a whisp
of straw to me, thanks to my trust in you and this day has my right
arm been shorn from my body. From this moment I am dead,
though living . Wonder of wonders! matchless bulk of body,
strength, and valour; the terror of devas and danavas, the fire of
Dissolution whom his foes dared not draw near in battle and him,
did Rama slay in battle. Why, the very vajra in the hands of Indra
hit you fiercely but to be broken into splinters and it caused you
no pain, not the slightest. Then how did it come about that you
fell before the arrows of Rama and measure your length on the earth
in endless sleep? Lo! there stand in the sky the gods and rishis and
rejoice at the thought that their fear and danger are now things of
the past. And my heart burns to behold it. This day is a red letter
day in the annals of the monkeys where they may dance and sing
in the fullness of heart. Lanka, its fortress gates, its walls, are now
open to the monkeys to climb over. Without him by my side, what
have I to do with this dreary kingdom of mine? What have I to
gain by that Sita for whom I go through all this trouble and danger?
He that came into the world with me, he that is dearer to me than
life itself is now no more to gladden my eyes. Then why should
I keep hold of this wretched body mine? In truth , I should torture
infinitely him, who slew my brother; happier that that, I should
lay violent hands on myself. Living, what joy, what pleasure, what
delight, awaits me? Gladness and rejoicing for me after Kumbha-
karna has passed away! My place will be with him who shared with
me my joys and sorrows, here or anywhere. How could I bring
myself to drag on a miserable existence here all alone and without
him? The devas whom I brought to my feet with cries of terror and
abject prayers on their lips now their time is come to flout me and
hold me up to their ridicule. Boy! how shall I manage to defeat
Indra without you?

Alas! I turned a deaf ear to the well-meant counsel of Vibhi-
shana, the wisest of the wise. Gross ignorance and stupidity made
me slight it at that time; but after the death of Prahasta and
Kumbhakarna, most cruelly, that healthy advice is slowly but surely
backing away at the roots of my heart. The soul of righteousness,
my brother, I hounded him from here, thanks to my befogged mind
through anger and pride; and I reap abundantly the harvests of that
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unspeakable sin.”” Thus did the ruler of Lanka wail and lament over
the death of his brother, Kumbhakarna, out of a heart, dark and
dreary and sorely confused. He gave a terrible cry, “Indra and his
gods swooned away in affright at the very mention of his name.
Kumbhakarna, thou paragon of valour and prowess; how was it
brought about that you fell an easy prey to the lord of Death who
quaked at the very thought of you?’’. And he crashed down upon
the earth in a heavy swoon.

CHAPTER 69
ATIKAYA GOES OUT TO FIGHT

RISIRAS gave ears to the laments of Ravana and hastened to

address himself to his king and kinsmen. ‘“Your Majesty speaks
true; the countless worlds hold none that could take his place by
the side of my uncle in valour and strength. And yet, he met with
his death — an inexplicable mystery indeed. But great men like Your
Majesty are not wont to grieve so over much. You have in the hollow
of your hands the worlds three in number to protect and destroy;
and it becomes you not to give way to grief like an ordinary mortal.
You have from Brahma himself the mighty weapon, Sakti, divine
armour, bow, and arrows as the result of your stern tapas and his
grace. You ride on a car drawn by one thousand mules; it marches
alone with the roar of the mighty cloud-banks. With your bare hands
you have worsted times out of number the devas and the danavas
and sent them to death. And should you enter the battle-field fully
armed and nobly mounted, there is not the slightest shadow of doubt
that Rama will lie low before you, a headless carcass. Put away care
far behind you. I go forth to fight like unto Garuda that brings death
to the huge sea serpents, I will make short work of the foes. Even as
the king of the gods sent the asura Sambara to the halls of death,
even as the Lord Vishnu wiped off the asura Naraka from the face
of the worlds, shall T hack to bits that Rama with my dread weapons?”’

His words brought peace and gladness to the heart of Ravana,
even as he was granted a new and longer lease of life; and fate willed
it so. At the words of Trisiras, Devantaka, Narantaka and Atikaya,
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were eager to fight and rushed towards the battle-field, each trying
to be there before the other, roaring ‘mine the first’, (The asura
Naraka was one of the sons of Viprachiti, the danava, and his wife
Simhika; his brothers were Vatapi, Namuchi, Ilvala, Siruma,
Antaka, and Kalanabha. Now Naraka was the asura killed by
Krishna later on; but this was different). The rakshasas took the
words of Trisiras as including themselves and started for the battle-
field along with him like unto Indra, the ruler of the gods, in valour,
coursing at will through the sky and the heavens; adepts at the magic
art of illusion, the holy terror of the devas, never known to have
given way in battle, or ever been worsted; unparalleled in the ranks
of the mighty and illustrious heroes — they were never known to
come back from the battle-field without destroying their foes. Their
very names were enough to turn the hearts of the devas, gandharvas,
kinnaras, and uragas, to water. They were intelligent and learned,
valiant, past masters in the use of weapons, grown grey in wisdom,
gifted with wonderful tools, radiant like the noon-day sun and a
tornado in the heart of the armies of the foes. And Ravana sur-
rounded by these sons of his shone even like Mahendra in the midst
of the devas who curbed the pride of the danavas. He embraced
them fondly, uttered mighty blessings over their heads and sent them
forth to fight. With them he despatched his brothers Yuddhonmatta,
Matta, to guard them, in case of any contingency. Like unto the
planets circling round the sun, they went round in reverence Ravana
the mighty hero, saluted him and took their way to the field of battle.
Graced with every perfume of magic potency and herbs of wonderful
powers, those six rakshasa-heroes were filled with the lust of valour
and emerged from the capital. (Yuddhonmatta and Matta are but
other names for Mahodara and Mahaparsva).

Mounted upon an elephant in rut, Sudarsana by name, born
of the breed of Iravata, Mahodara came to the battle-ground like
unto the sun blazing on the top of the setting mountain. On the
turret fixed on its back were ranged in order quivers and weapons
of every kind. Trisiras rode on a car drawn by noble steeds and
fitted with every war like material. Three crowns adorned his three
heads. They gave one the idea of the Himalayas, with its golden
peaks; or like unto a huge cloud-bank resting on the top of a lofty
mountain through which played lightning chains and over the surface
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of which coursed meteors and rainbows. Atikaya that matchless
bowman rode on another car of divine make fashioned beautifully
and skillfully and furnished with all kinds of weapons and coming
upon one like the very armour of the sun a crown of molten gold
chased with gems and ornaments of every kind gave him the look
of the sun resting on the mountain Meru, resplendent with his
thousand rays. That prince followed by the rakshasa-heroes marched
forth to battle looked very much like Indra going forth to give fight
to his foes the danavas with his hosts of the heaven-world about
him. On his part, Narantaka started to go to the field of the battle
decked with gems and gold and mounted on a horse fleeter than
thought itself. It was huge of bulk; every kind of excellence went
to adorn it; and it came of the lordly breed of Ucchaisravas, the
horse that Indra bestrode. Even as Skanda himself on his peacock
marching forth with his terrible sakti playing lightly in his hand,
did Narantaka grasp a flaming spear like unto a blazing meteor itself.
Devantaka was there with a huge weapon named parigha (bolt) of
iron adorned with gems, and looked as if he was mocking the Lord
Mahavishnu himself, who bore lightly the mountain Mandara, on
the day when the gods and the asuras joined hands to churn the
ocean of milk. Mahaparsva, of prodigeous bulk of body came along
with a terrible club in his hand like the Lord Kubera with his mace.
And these rakshasa-lords were followed by troops of every kind,
infantry, cavalry, elephantry, and cars, flashing with weapons of
various kinds and boundless in their courage and enthusiasm. The
princes, radiant in the sheen of noble crowns on their heads, rivalled
the Lord of the Day in lustre and recalled to one the notion of sacred
planets coursing through the sky in their shining glory. The weapons
that they bore shone like serried swans resembling autumnal clouds.
“We go back with victorious arms or we take our way to the halls
of immortal heroes in the heaven world.’> With these resolves on
their lips did they roar and shout in their mad battle lust. They threw
their arrows aloft in the sky and caught them back skilfully. The
earth trembled in affright at the war cries of the rakshasa-heroes,
their lion roars, proud challenges and shouts of joy; the sky was
clean riven. Thus did that rakshasa-army issue forth from the
fortress gates of Lanka and come upon the monkeys that expected
them most eagerly with mountain-peaks and lofty trees and
huge slabs to welcome them. The monkey-heroes beheld the
90



1426 RAMAYANA

rakshasa-troops and boundless was their delight and surprise. The
vast array was coming towards them; countless elephants and horses
were there in evidence; their tinkling bells many thousands in number
fell sweetly on the ear; their ornaments and weapons shone on their
black frames even as chain lightnings playing amongst cloud-banks;
a smokeless fire, a radiant sun were the sights recalled to one’s mind
by the rakshasa-warriors blazing in their lustre; and the monkeys
roared most frightfully and fiercely and cried, ‘“This day, dawns
upon a most noble battle. The rakshasas were no whit behind them
and gave forth roar for roar and shout for shout.

Like unto mountains in the glory of their lofty peaks did the
monkey-heroes grasp hills and mountains in their huge hands and
made their way into the frightful ranks of the rakshasas; and went
through it from end to end. Some fought from the sky and some
from the ground; and kept an unceasing downpour of trees and
rocks on the rakshasas. In their turn the rakshasas beat them back
with their arrows. The monkeys and the rakshasas roared like lions
every now and then. Huge slabs crashed down upon the devoted
heads of some rakshasas. The monkeys sprang upon the rakshasas
adorned with armour and ornaments of priceless value; some bore
down upon the warriors in their car and others took charge of yet
other rakshasas on their elephants and horses. Some of them were
frightfully crushed by mountain peaks; some were hit by the fists
of their foes and lost their eyes in consequence; many a brave warrior
was hurled down and roared in impotent anger. Yet they brought
their keen arrows to cleave the bodies of the monkeys. They struck
at them with their tridents, rods, swords, javaline, sakti, and the
like. Others were resolved in dead earnest to defeat their opponents;
blood coursed in torrents down their bodies; they hit and thrust
and pulled and fell senseless. That field of battle was in the space
of a muhurta hid from view by the mountain hurled by the monkeys
and the rakshasas. The swords were wielded and knives thrown;
and from it there poured on all sides huge torrents of blood. The
rakshasas filled with the lust of battle lay there all over the field
like mountains uprooted. Some were clean hurled aloft by the
monkeys; some were being thus punished; some had their tridents
broken and yet rushed forth to fight with bare hands. Some
rakshasas killed the monkeys by their own clansmen. Likewise some
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monkeys struck down the rakshasas with their friends as weapon,
the huge slabs hurled by the monkeys were lightly struck aside by
the rakshasas who slew the enemies thus rendered weaponless. In
return the monkeys broke to pieces the weapons discharged by the
rakshasas and slew them, smiting them terribly. They hit each other
with mountains, tridents, and magical weapons; and roared and
shouted like lions for pure joy. The rakshasas were struck down
by the monkeys and had their armour smashed to bits and vomited
torrents of blood like blood - flowing trees. Some monkeys struck.
chariots against one another and horses likewise. In fact, the
monkey-troops were filled with boundless joy and glee and fought
with the rakshasas with slabs, trees, and huge peaks. In the battle
between the monkeys and the rakshasas, terrible to behold, weapons
like ardhachandra, bhalla, kshura, sharp and keen, were freely used
by the rakshasas to cut down trees and mountains. That field of
battle was made impassable by crashing mountains blown to pieces,
falling of trees broken to bits and by the dead monkeys and
rakshasas. Gradually the monkeys grew apace in pride and
haughtiness and joy, threw aside terror and care; with boundless
courage and valour they gave fight to the rakshasas with weapons
of various kinds. While the two forces were fighting with one another
at close quarters, the monkeys roared in victory and the rakshasas
were routed all along; the great sages and the hosts of the god-worlds
praised the victors mightily and cried, ‘‘good,‘‘good’’.

Narantaka mounted upon a steed fleet as the lord of air himself
he grasped a terrible weapon named sakti and like a huge whale
entering the deep waters of the ocean, fell upon the monkey-troops
and with his flaming javelin he hit and clove the monkeys seven
hundred at a time. In a moment he put them to flight single-handed.
Why, the very lord of the gods trembled at his sight. Huge of body
mounted upon a horse huge as a lofty mountain, he marked his
passage with mire and mud made of the flesh and blood of the foes.
On his either side were piled the bodies of countless monkeys of
mountainous bulk struck down by the rakshasas. The vidyadharas
and the maharshis grieved sore to behold it. Even before the
monkeys essayed to attack him, he was upon them and clove them
to pieces. Like the forest-fire playing amidst trees and shrubs and
under-growth in the midsummer, did Narantaka roam through the
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battle-field with his blazing javaline, he verily reduced to ashes a
very large portion of the monkey-hosts. Before the monkeys had
time to discharge trees and mountains against him, they were struck
down with his blazing javline like unto mountains struck down by
the vajra of Indra. Like an angry storm crashing down black cloud-
banks during the rains, did that rakshasa make himself felt all over
the battle-field, and chased the monkeys all over. They could neither
run away nor stay nor move. He pursued those that strove to escape
by desparate leaps or stood dazed or sought to avoid him by the
fleetness of their feet and to seek cover. Thus did Narantaka drive
away behind the countless monkey-hosts with his fiery javaline to
aid him, even like the Lord of Death stalking about a dying world
with his trident. It fell upon them like the vajra of Indra himself;
and the monkey-troops cried and howled most pitiably unable to
bear with the onslaught. Like mountain peaks falling to pieces under
the strokes of Indra’s vajra, the bodies of the monkeys rained all
over the place. Meanwhile the monkeys that were cruelly punished
by Kumbhakarna sought the presence of Sugriva and were resting
for a while.

He, the ruler of the monkey-worlds beheld his forces put to rout
by Narantaka and escaping here and there in mad terror. He beheld
that rakshasa, coming towards him on his lofty horse with the fiery
javaline poised in his hands, ready to throw. He called out to
Angada, who was by and said ‘‘Boy! your valour is on a level with
that of Lord of the heavenly world, is it not? Lo! there comes that
rakshasa on his horse and afflicts our forces sore. Bar his way, fall
upon him and let his life be forfeit to you’’. The son of Vali, bowed
in obedience; like the sun emerging from the black clouds did he
march out from the midst of the black monkey-regions. That prince
with a body hard as the very mountains themselves, decked with
beautiful armlets looked like a mountain streaming with veins of
ore. He had no weapons but his peaks and claws, not that he need
any. He barred the way of Narantaka and cried,‘‘Hear, you puny
rakshasa, what are you about? What do you gain in the way of
glory and fame by wasting your might and strength on these
insignificant monkeys? Stay and hit me with the javaline in your
hand that blazes like the vajra itself”. Narantaka bit his lips at being
thus slighted by the monkey; he hissed like a mighty serpent; he
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whirled aloft his fiery javaline and struck with it at the huge chest
of the son of Vali. It came into contact with the broad breast of
the best and bravest of the monkey-world; it was hard like vajra
itself; yet it was shivered to bits. Like a serpent torn to pieces by
the lord Garuda, it met the sight of Angada and inflamed him to
fury. He laughed in thunderous tones, sprang upon the steed of
Narantaka and hit on the head. The skull was cléan cloven, the eyes
gouged out, the tongue hung from the mouth and the noble steed
gave up its life-breaths. Narantaka was mad with fury thereat and
clenching his huge fist he struck Angada on the head a terrific blow.
It crashed under the blow; torrents of blood rained over him; and
he lost his senses for a while. Recovering himself in no time he was
filled with wonder and blazed in his wrath. He brought his mighty
fist huge as a mountain against the breast of Narantaka even as
the bolt of Indra fell upon him. That rakshasa had his breast broken
to pieces, vomited torrents of blood like unto fiery flames and fell
upon the earth, a lifeless corpse drenched all over with blood, even
as a lofty mountain hit by the vajra of Indra. Thereat a mighty roar
of joy and victory came out of the monkey-host and the heavenly
spectators ranged on high.

Thus did Angada place his account a deed of valour impossible
for others to achieve and gladdened the heart of Rama. And
Raghuvira, of matchless strength and valour could not praise him
enough nor give expression to his wonder. Angada felt himself quite
a new being thanks to the appreciation of Rama; his strength and
courage and energy grew apace and he stood forth ready and eager
to give battle once more.



CHAPTER 70

DEATH OF DEVANTAKA AND
HIS FRIENDS

HE rakshasa-heroes raised a huge roar of fear and surprise when

they beheld Narantaka done to death by Angada. Devantaka,
Trisiras, Mahodara, were beside themselves with rage and fell upon
the monkey-hosts. Then Mahodara mounted upon an elephant in
rut like unto a huge cloud-bank rushed upon Angada. He could
not contain himself for wrath at the death of his brother; and so
Devantaka grasped a weapon named parigha, blazing like fire, drove
a car shining like the sun in his noon-day glory and drawn by noble
steeds. He barred the way of the monkey-prince who though brought
face to face with these rakshasas of no mean might and repute,
heeded it not. The lust of battle was upon him; and he tore up a
huge tree with its branches and hit Devantaka even as Indra hurls
his vajra at his enemy. But Trisiras cut it to pieces by keen arrows.
Angada sprang in the sky and kept up a never ending downpour
of trees, blocks and mountains. And Trisiras continued to shatter
them with his keen shafts. Devantaka hit the trees and broke them
with the point of his weapon parigha. Then Trisiras pierced Angada
in his turn with his sharp shafts. And Mahodara joined him and
drove his huge elephant against the son of Vali, and hit him on the
chest with Tomaras, dreadful as the bolt of Indra. And Devantaka
too joined in the attack and hit him sorely with his parigha and
leapt back. Thus Angada, the son of Vali, was sore beset by the
three rakshasa-heroes; yet he blenched not, he was absolutely a
stranger to weariness or fatigue or pain. Endowed with speed, by
nature, he increased it immeasurably on the occasion and hit the
huge elephant with all his might. Its eyes shot out of its head; and
it trumpeted forth in dreadful agony, unable to withstand the
tremendous blow. Then Angada tore out its tusk and hit Devantaka
with it. Like a huge tree struck down by a mighty whirl-wind, did
that rakshasa feel his limbs give way under him; and torrents of
blood rushed forth from his mouth, nose, eyes and ears. T hen he
steadied himself; his strength and lustre was a thing to wonder at;
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he whirled above his head his terrible weapon parigha and brought
it down upon the devoted head of Angada. The prince gave way
before it and fell upon the earth on his knees; but the next moment
he took a mighty leap aloft, whereat Trisiras hit him on the forehead
with three keen shafts.

Thus did Angada manage to fight single-handed to three
rakshasa-warriors of renown. He felt himself weary. So Hanuman
and Nila came up to his aid. Nila tore up a mountain-peak and
brought it down upon Trisiras. That son of Ravana cut it down
by his keen arrows and it fell on the earth covered with sparks and
flames. Then Devantaka bent his mighty bow to his ear and rushed
at Anjaneya armed with his parigha. But Maruti met him as he came
along and crashed his adamantine fist against him and caused the
hearts of the rakshasas quake with fears by his lionlike roars.
Devantaka, son of Ravana, measured his length on the earth a
lifeless corpse; his head was cloven; his teeth were shattered; his
eyes fell out and his tongue rolled out of his mouth. When that
rakshasa-hero, who drove before him the hosts of the heaven-world
was thus laid low, Trisiras was inflamed with wrath and pierced
Nila on his chest with unceasing down our of keen shafts. Meanwhile
Mahodara on his elephant of mountainous bulk clean forgot himself
in his fury and shone like the sun on the top of mount Mandara.
He struck with his continuous arrowy shower at the breast of Nila
even like a huge cloud glorious with rain-bows and lightnings opened
its discharge on a lofty mountain. The leader of the monkey-hosts
was riddled through and through by these shafts; he was unable
to move his limbs; and he stood there with his limbs tottering under
him with fatigue. Yet he recovered himself after a while, tore up
another mountain covered with forests and hit Mahodara on the
head with frightful speed. Like unto a mountain on which fell the
vajra of Indra did Mahodara fail upon the earth bereft of life with
broken limbs and hardly recognisable. Trisiras beheld his uncle thus
done to death and bending his mighty bow pierced Anjaneya with
his arrow. The son of Vayu was enraged thereat and sent a huge
mountain against the rakshasa which he broke to pieces by his
arrows. Then the son of Ravana felt himself hit all over by huge
trees. Yet Trisiras managed to meet them on their way to him and
broke them to bits and roared lustily. Maruti leapt upon him all
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on a sudden and like a lion ripping open the skull of an elephant
in rut, he hit and tore at the heads of the horses that drew the car
with his keen nails. Even as the lord of destruction sends forth on
the last day, the dreadful night of havoc, Trisiras threw a sakti at
Maruti. It came against him like a fiery meteor in broad day light
and none could stay its course; but that monkey-hero sprang up
and caught it lightly and broke it to pieces. His mighty roar of joy
was taken up by the monkey-hosts who echoed it like surcharged
clouds when they beheld that terrible sakti shattered to pieces. Then
Trisiras drew his sharp sword and brought it down upon the broad
breast of Maruti, but the monkey-lord minded it not and struck
at the rakshasa with all his might. The weapons fell from his
nerveless hands; he fell on the earth bereft of his senses and
everything it holds dear. Thereupon Maruti tore the sword from
his hands and roared mightily, at which the rakshasas trembled in
affright. That brought back Trisiras to his senses, and he hit Maruti
on his breast in mad despair. It served but to enrage him the more;
he sprang upon the rakshasa, gripped his crowned heads and even
as Visvarupa, the son of Tvashta, had his three heads shorn off
by the vajra of Indra did that son of Ravana meet his death with
his very sword that crashed through his three heads. Like unto souls
that fall down from their heaven-seats in the shape of stars when
their merit has been worked out, did those heads burden the earth,
blazing like fire and glaring with rage like huge mountains. The
monkeys shouted for joy thereat; the earth quacked in affright; and
the rakshasas took to flight all over the field. Mahaparsva beheld
the deaths of the four rakshasa heroes, Trisiras, Mahodara,
Devantaka and Narantaka; he snatched a huge mace fashioned of
hard iron and leapt forth to battle. It was decorated with golden
bands, and smeared with flesh and blood. Iravata, Mahapadma,
Sarvabhauma and other lordly elephants that bear the earth lightly
on their heads quaked in affright at the sight of it; It was steeped
in the torrents of blood from the foes that fell before it. It was
fashioned with beauty and skill; it vomited flames and sparks; red
garlands decked it all over; and it blazed like the fire of universal
destruction and shed its lustre and might on Mahaparsva himself
as he fell on his foes. He troubled it mightily. Thereat Rishaba the
monkey-hero leapt down upon the rakshasa hordes and faced
Mahaparsva. The rakshasa hit him on the breast with his mace
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hard as vajra and backed with all his mad fury. The terrific blow
clove his chest; he shook in helplessness and lost his senses for a
while. Then recovering himself with a mighty effort he rushed
upon the rakshasa to snatch the mace from his hands. And with
that weapon he put the rakshasa-troops to flight all over the field;
and followed it up by bringing down the devoted head of
Mahaparsva, having whirled it round and round. Struck by his own
weapon, the rakshasa fell upon the earth like a mountain hit by
the vajra; his teeth and eyes fell out of his head. Thus did
Mahaparsva, the brother of Ravana, meet his death. Then the
rakshasa-host like a mighty ocean threw away their weapons and
fled in mad terror to save their lives.

CHAPTER 71
DEATH OF ATIKAYA

TIKAYA of boundless lustre saw with a sore heart his terrible

rakshasa-warriors that sorely agitated; his brothers like unto
Indra in valour were no more; his uncles, renowned heroes of the
rakshasa-world, met their fate; and his wrath was something to see
and he blazed thereat. Mountainous of bulk, the holy terror of the
gods and the danavas fortified by powerful boons won from
Brahma, he rode upon his car. Refulgent with the radiance of
countless suns, blazing together and adorned with crown, armour,
and ear-rings, he swung lightly his ponderous bow and roared and
shouted his name and deeds of valour,while the quarters trembled
in affright. The hearts of the monkeys turned to water at those lion-
like roars and the dreadful twang of his bow. The monkeys were
obsessed with the notion that Kumbhakarna, came back from the
dead (such was the huge bulk of Atikaya) and clasped one another
in their mad terror. Like unto Mahavishnu when he took to stride
over the three worlds in three steps, his sight made the monkey-
heroes filled with senseless terror and they hid themselves wherever
they could find shelter. Some sought the protection of Rama, the
Lord of the countless worlds. Raghava beheld from afar Atikaya,
who sat on his car like one mountain upon another, roaring like
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the clouds on the day of destruction; wonder overcame him as he
beheld the bulk of radiance and courage of the rakshasa. He calmed
the fears of the monkeys and said to Vibhishana who stood by,
‘“Who is that mighty bowman on his car, drawn by countless steeds;
huge is his bulk like unto a mountain; and his eyes are tawney. Like
unto Lord Mahadeva among his household guards of bhutas
(elementals), I see around him shining in their lustre sharp tridents,
spears and javelins. Many a weapon known as sakfi illuminates his
car like unto the tongues of death or the chain lightnings flashing
through clouds. Even as rainbows grace lofty clouds are his bows
ranged neatly in his car all round ready strung and decked with gold.
Who is that carman, the hero that resembles the Lord of Day in
his splendour? The battle-field is brightened by his radiance. I see
the planet Rahu at the end of his banner. The quarters are lighted
up by his arrows, resembling the rays of the noon day sun. He wields
a bow like unto a rainbow with three graceful curves hard as
adamant and beautifully adorned with gold. Its twang puts to shame
the roars of mighty clouds. Four drivers are in charge of the four
horses that are yoked to the car gay with gold and flags. Two keen
swords are ready to hang on either side. They are about four spans
round the hilt; and their length is ten such measures. Red garlands
grace his shoulders; black of hue to see; his mouth is dreadful to
see even like unto that of death. And he gives one the idea of the
Lord of Day in the midst of cloud-banks. His mighty arms decked
with ornaments and clasps of gold resemble the peaks of the mount
Himalaya. His eyes are graceful and charming; and his face shining
with ear-rings, resembles the moon in her full, in the midst of the
stars of the Punarvasu constellation. The monkeys one and all flee
when they behold him. Who is he?

And to him Vibhishana, ‘‘He is the son of Ravana himself, the
younger brother of Kubera and the lord of the rakshasas, graced
with his ten heads. Of frightful deeds and boundless energy, he is
the heroic son of the Lord of Lanka. Like unto his father on the
battle-field, he is ever reverent and humble with the great and the
wise. He is adept of the adepts in the science of warfare. He is
matchless in the management of elephants and horses, a perfect
fencer and bowmen; endowed with peerless skill and ability in
council and the practical application of the four means (alliance,
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persuasions, intrigue, and war). Lanka rests in peace, depending
on the strength and valour of his arms. There is nothing he does
not know in the matter of weapons human and divine or infernal.
Countless are the foes that have fallen under him. He won the heart
of Brahma himself by his stern fapas and has been blessed with
weapons of rare and magic powers. Dhanyamali, the favourite of
Ravana, is his mother. We know him as Atikaya. One of the boons
he has from Brahma is that death comes not to him from the asuras
themselves; that divine armour and car shining like the sun were
given him on that occasion. Gods and danavas, countless in number
have fled before him. He is the matchless rakshasa-hero who stayed
the course of the vajra of Indra and the noose of Varuna by his
mighty arrows. Wise and intelligent, he has curbed the pride and
haughtiness of the gods and the asuras. We should defeat him before
he consumes quite our monkey-hosts with the fire of the arrows”’.

Meanwhile that rakshasa-hero made his way into the monkey-
hosts; he waved his terrible bow aloft and roared continuously.
Kumuda, Dvivida, Mainda, Sarabha and Nila rushed forth to give
him battle with trees and peaks; In a moment the prince reduced
them to splinters and pierced the monkeys before them with his
arrows made of iron. And they were utterly powerless before him,
their limbs cloven and their hearts weak under the arrowy shower.
Like unto a lion in the flush of his youth and might, chasing before
it herds of deer, that monkey-host was put to flight by that rakshasa-
hero. But he never hit any one who did not seek a fight with him.
He came to where Rama was and spoke in supreme haughtiness,
“Here am I in my car with bow, arrow, and other weapons. It is
beneath me to seek a fight with the ordinary ranks of your hero.
If there is any warrior of name and fame and energy among you,
let him stand upto me”’.

Lakshmana was not the man to take it calmly; he sprang at his
foe; bent his bow, strung it and twanged it so that the earth, the
mountains, the sky, the oceans, the quarters, and the rakshasas
trembled in affright. Atikaya heard it too, that terrible sound. And
he of boundless lustre and strength was filled with wonder thereat.
Then black wrath came upon him; and he snatched a keen shaft
and cried, ‘‘Lakshmana, you are but a boy; you are strange to the
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deeds of valour; go. It is not in you to aspire to measure swords
with myself like unto the Lord of Death. Why? The Himalayas,
the sky and the broad earth dreamed not of withstanding the course
of the arrows from my hands. Why, rouse the fire of destruction
that slumbers happily under its ashes? Cast your bow in despair
and go back. Why seek your death at my hands to no purpose?
Or, if you will have it otherwise and face me in fight, well, take
your place. Cast away your life behind you and take the shortest
road to the halls of death. See you my arrows that play havoc with
the pride of my foes? Like unto the trident of Rudra, decked with
molten gold, resembling mighty serpents and even as a lordly lion
cleaves the head of an elephant in its fury and drinks deep of its
blood, this arrow will bathe in your blood’’. And hissing in his wrath
he fitted it to the string.

Lakshmana was lashed to wild ungovernable fury at the words
of Atikaya in his anger and pride. Boundless of strength and lustre
in himself he could not put up with it. And so he gave back word
for word, pregnant with many a meaning ingrained in it.”’ ‘‘Hear
you rakshasa : Do you seek to achieve greatnees but through words?
Do you seek to become a hero solely through blowing your own
trumpet? Wicked wretch! here I am ready to give you battle, bow
in hand; put forth your bravest and best; a hero is he who speaks
through his prowess and valour and manliness. You have come here
in a mighty car furnished with every kind of weapon; and that shows
you are here on business. Arrows or magic weapons, it matters not
how you reveal yourself and your valour. Then I shear off your
head with my keen shafts even as a mighty wind crashes down palm
fruits. This day my arrows pierce through your vitals and drink deep
and content of the blood flowing therefrom. Slight me not in that
I am young. I am guilty indeed of that atrocious crime. But lay
this conviction to your heart that it makes me more qualified to
be your fact on the battle-field. Know you not that in the far past
a boy by the name of Vamana (and he was Lord Vishnu incarnate)
strode over the worlds three, in three, in three steps?’’ Thus spake
Lakshmana with weighty reasons and pregnant meaning therein.
It but served to enrage Atikaya the more; and he grasped a most
powerful shaft. And then there came the hosts of the vidyadharas,
bhutas, devas, daityas, maharshis, and guhyas, to see that rare fight.
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Atikaya bent his bow, strung it, fitted the arrow carefully and shot it at
Lakshmana as if he would swallow the broad expanse of the sky itself.

Lakshmana beheld it coming at him like a serpent of cruel
venom; and he cut it into two with an ardhachandra (crescent arrow).
Then Atikaya shot five arrows which Lakshmana made short work
of lightly, even before they neared him. Then he hit the rakshasa
on the forehead with a carefully chosen shaft, keen and radiant.
Like a mighty serpent making its way into the clefts of a mountain
did it pierce through the head of the rakshasa, and caused a torrent
of blood to stream from it. Like unto the cities of the three asuras,
struck by the arrows of Lord Rudra, did Atikaya tremble with the
agony thereof. Then he pulled himself up with a mighty effort and
after deep thought and consideration of his future course of action,
cried, ‘“‘Lakshmana I grant that you are a foe worthy of my steel.
I admire your skill. You are well up indeed in the science of archery’’.
With that he yawned frightfully, grasped his arms tight and set
himself up; he took his place in his car firmly and discharged a never
ceasing shower of arrows, one, ten, hundred, and so forth. Decked
with golden bands, they hid the sky aloft under a mighty sheet of
radiance and were terrible indeed like the messengers of death.
Lakshmana was in no way troubled and he cut them down lightly.
Then Atikaya selected most carefully another shaft and sent it at
his foe. It struck him just in the very centre of his breast; like an
elephant in rut streaming all over, his body was bathed in the torrents
of blood. But he tore it away from him. And choosing a very keen
shaft, he chanted upon it the magic mantra of the Lord of Fire
himself and discharged it upon Atikaya. But the rakshasa made it
square and fair with the magic weapon of the Lord of day himself.
They fought for a while in the sky aloft like mighty serpents. Then
they fell upon the earth, a heap of ashes, destroying each other.
Atikaya chose the astra known as Ishika which Lakshmana met by
the astra of Indra. The rakshasa was frightful in his wrath thereat
and shot the astra of Yama himself, the prince, who struck it down
by the astra of the Lord of Air. Then a cloud of arrows hid the
rakshasa from view, only to fall back blunted and broken from his
armour of adamant. A thousand arrows of might fell upon Atikaya
thereat and failed to make any impression upon him, thanks to the
boon the rakshasa won from Lord Brahma himself.
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It was then that Lord Vayu came to Lakshmana on the battle-
field, and said, ““This rakshasa has been blessed by the Lord Brahma
with an armour-that no weapon, human or divine, can make any
impression upon. So it is the Brahmastra and none other that will
be effective in his case’’. Then Lakshmana chose the arrow, of
unchecked course and speed; he chanted over it the magic mantra,
the Lord Brahma himself, and shot it at the rakshasa lord. Then
the quarters, the sun, the moon, the planets, the sky and the earth
quaked in terror. Decked with gold and gems, that Brahmastra came
to Atikaya like unto the vajra of Indra or the rod of Yama or the
blazing fire itself with resistless speed. The son of Ravana beheld
it calmly and sent countless arrows keen and cruel. But it swallowed
clean and drew near the prince with a mighty rush like the Lord
Garuda himself. Even then he blenched not nor was he troubled
in the least and hit with sword, club, axe, trident, and other weapons.
But it made short work of them and cut down the head of Atikaya,
the beloved son of Ravana, with its diadem of gold and gems. Like
unto the lofty peak of the Himalayas crashing down under a mighty
blow, did that head crash down on the earth shorn of its glory. Such
of the rakshasas as were spared after the mighty destruction, cried
aloud and wailed blind with hot tears. The rakshasa-hosts were wan
of face, downhearted; weary and faint and sore with the blows of
blocks, and trees and mountains, they were heartbroken at the death
of their mighty chief. They cast away behind themselves the very
thought of fight and victory and took their way to Lanka on the
wings of fear and speed. But the countenances of the monkey-host
was bright and blooming like unto a bank of lotuses when kissed
from their sleep by the rays of the morning sun. They roared
frightfully and sang the praises of Prince Lakshmana who slew out
of hand that dreadful rakshasa that came upon them with frightful
bulk of body and boundless strength and valour; for did he not
give them a long lease of life and everything that it holds happy
and dear.



CHAPTER 72

RAVANA IN DISTRESS

AVANA heard that Atikaya met his death at the hands of

Lakshmana. His heart gave way and he cried, ‘‘Alas, wonder
of wonders! the best and the bravest of bowman, a past master in
the use and management of every kind of weapon, the very sight
of a foe inflamed him quite, Dhumraksha, Akampana, Prahasta,
and Kumbhakarna, every one of them; and many a hero of heroes
among the rakshasas have gone to their fate at the hands of their
foes. Of mountainous bulk, steady, firm, unshaken, and fathomless
like the very ocean itself, boundless of strength and valour; ever
eager for battle. They never knew in their lives what it was to be
foiled by the enemy; but victory over their opponents was a matter
of daily occurrence to them. In the matter of the mystery of magic
weapons they had no peer. My son, famed through the three worlds
for his strength and valour bound Rama and Lakshmana. Indrajit
won from the powers on high the magic bonds of serpents. Devas,
asuras, yakshas, gandharvas, and kinnaras cannot escape it. And
those bonds, the two boys managed to destroy and break; I know
not whether it was through their own skill and might; or through
the magic arts of illusion that casts a spell over the foes; or through
the potent strength of occult herbs and plants and leaves. Every
one of those whom I sent to battle, my rakshasa-heroes have met
their death at the hands of monkeys, strong beyond imagination.
But I see not around me one who could defeat Rama, Lakshmana,
Sugriva, Vibhishana or the monkey-warriors in battle. Wonderful
indeed to think the might and power of that Rama, his innate
strength and one cannot have any idea of what he wields through
his magic weapons. When I come to think carefully over the fact
that everyone of the raksasas I send against him has fallen a prey
to him, I am forced to conclude that the man known as Raghava
is none other than the Lord Narayana, the eternal one. Our fortress
gates and doors in Lanka are ever closed through dire fear of him”’.

““Rakshasas! guard ever carefully invisible in yourselves at every
place and corner of this Lanka. No one passes without my order



1440 RAMAYANA

and without my knowledge into the asoka grove where I have placed
Sita; and none goes out of it, likewise. I would have you that you
be ever ready to go forth to fight, in the places assigned to you in
Lanka itself. Never for a moment dream of under-rating your
enemies, the monkeys. Are they ready for battle? Are they marching
forth to it? Are they taking rest? Are they sunk in care and anxiety?
All these things should be correctly ascertained and brought to me,
every day in the morning, noon, evening, and at other times, as
the necessity arises.”” Having thus issued his orders he saw that they
were carried to the very letter. But anger and grief gripped him
heavily and he took his way to his palace. Grief at the death of his
sons, anger at the thought that he never knew what defeat was at
any time of his life till then. This ate into his heart and deep sighs
and fear broke forth from it.

CHAPTER 73

RAMA AND LAKSHMANA BOUND
BY BRAHMASTRA

HEN the rakshasa-forces returned to Lanka from the battle-

field and informed Ravana of the death of Devantaka, Trisiras,
Atikaya and others. Hot tears of burning grief coursed down the
cheeks of Ravana; he was clean dazed and knew not what to do,
like one demented. His sons and brothers met with a dreadful fate.
And he lost himself in anxiety and gloom of heart that surged like
the sea lashed by violent storms. Then Indrajit the best and the
bravest that ever came of rakshasa line, addressed himself to his
father and cried, ‘‘Ruler of the rakshasa-world; here am I Indrajit,
born of your loins. Here am I in the might of my strength and
valour, then what call have you to grieve? Have you ever set your
eyes upon him whom the arrows of Indrajit hit in battle and returned
to tell the tale? Behold Rama and Lakshmana cloven through and
through by my weapons, their limbs hacked to bits, lifeless, their
bodies riddled all over with my keen arrows and stretched on the
bare earth never more to trouble us. I, that forced Indra himself
to cry for mercy, I have never beep approached in battle thanks
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to my innate might and thanks to the boons conferred upon me
by high powers. Pay heed most carefully to the terrible vow I take
upon myself. This very day will I pierce Rama and Lakshmana
through and through without a space to put a needle in and that
through my keen irresistible shafts. In the far past Lord Vishnu
shone in his matchless radiance in the hall of sacrifice of the Emperor
Bali. Even so shall Indra, Yama, Vishnu, Surya, the sadyas, the
Asvin, Agni, the moon and every one behold my terrible valour
and prowess that bring to play upon my foes.”” He roared and
shouted his name and fame mightily.

Then he took reverent leave of his father; his energy and fiery
enthusiasm was simply boundless. He took his seat on a lordly car
drawn by countless mules and took his way to the battle-field. And
in that car like unto the car of the sun in splendour and like unto
and even excelling the speed of Vayu himself, did Indrajit, the son
of Ravana, shine in his glory like unto the Lord of Day himself;
and him followed many rakshasa-warriors in high spirits. They were
bowmen, of matchless fame. Some on elephants; some on horses;
they were armed with swords, trident, spear, axe, and other
weapons. Conch, war drum, and other military music played all
around; the rakshasa-world showered their blessings on him and
marched along in his wake. Like unto the moon in its orb in the
sky, seated in the shade of a huge white umbrella that put to shame
the sheen of the conch or the moon, that son of Ravana, issued
forth from the gates of Lanka. On either side there waved ever two
chamaras with golden handles encrusted with gems. Why, the very
town itself was irradiated by the splendour of Indrajit, even as the
sky is illumined by the matchless splendour of Surya himself. He
came to the battle-field, placed around his car his forces as guard
over it, lit the holy fires, chanted mighty spells and offered food,
parched rice, garlands and perfumes in it. On the four sides of the
holy fire, the place of the sacred grass was taken by warlike weapons
like tomaras. The sacrificial wood ordinarily used gave way to those
made for that purpose out of the tree of Kali known as Vibhitaka.
He was dressed in garments of deep scarlet; the instruments of
sacrifice, spoons, ladles, and cups were made of block iron. Thus
did he light the fire on the battle-ground; grasped the throat of a
sheep of the purest black in colour, cut it and offered it as a welcome
91



1442 RAMAYANA

sacrifice. The wood once offered was enough to set the sacred fire
ablaze without the slightest touch of smoke and in full radiance and
lustre. The flames lapped round in auspicious circles. The Lord of
Fire took human shape and adorned with garland armlet, ear ring,
and crown, received the offerings so devoutly made to him. Then
did that rakshasa-hero offer into the fire the astra of Brahma, his
bow, his car, and last himself and everything that belonged to him.
Then the sun, the moon, the planets, the stars and the very expanse
of heaven trembled in affright. Like unto the fire in splendour, or
like unto Indra himself in valour, Indrajit vanished aloft in the sky
above with his bow, arrows, sword, car, horses, and charioteer.

Then the rakshasa-warriors came forth from Lanka mounted
on elephants, horses, or cars and fell upon the monkeys with their
keen arrows, fomaras, swords, tridents and the like. Then that son
of Ravana, fire flashing from his wrathful eyes, cried, ‘‘keep yourself
calm and cool and unshaken; bring up all your spirit, all your energy
and all your enthusiasm and make short work of these wretched
monkeys. ’’ Then that rakshasa-army was filled with an overweaning
resolve to win at any cost; they roared and shouted and cried terribly
and kept up an unceasing downpour of arrows upon the monkeys.
Indrajit on his part and his rakshasa-warriors struck down large
bodies of the monkeys with their shafts of various kinds nalika,
naracha and the like, clubs, bars, tridents, and grew more and more
furious. Then the other monkeys tore up trees, mountains and blocks
and hemmed the rakshasa-prince. But Indrajit who never knew what
it was to go back in battle, waxed wrath, and grew more and more
in strength and lustre. With one arrow he struck down in huge bodies
the monkeys, five, ten and fifteen at a stroke. The rakshasas shouted
in joy thereat. The arrows shining with the lustre of the sun and
bound with precious bands of gold clove the bodies of the monkeys;
and powerless to bear the torture and agony their pride and
haughtiness were destroyed;they lost their desire and eagerness for
fight; and like unto the asuras routed in battle by the gods in the
far past, did they take to flight in all directions. But some monkey-
heroes resolved to deal death to Indrajit who shone like the sun
in the full hallow of his rays through his arrows, fell upon him from
all sides and kept up a dreadful fight with him. But they would never
stand before him even for a moment. Their bodies hacked to pieces,
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torrents of blood coursing down them, they were clean bereft of
their senses and dazed and confused they took to flight as best as
they could. Then they resolved to offer in the service of Lord Rama
their strength, their power, their valour and their everything, even
life itself, and so the monkey-heroes came back to the battle-field
with blocks, mountains and trees in their hands. They closed round
Indrajit and kept up a terrible deluge of stone over him. But he
made short work of it in a moment and pierced the bodies of the
monkey-hosts with his keen shafts, eighteen for Gandhamadana,
nine for Nala, that was at a distance, seven for Mainda, and his
vitals, five for Gaja, were quite enough.Beside himself with wrath
like unto the Fire of Dissolution, he hit Jambavan with ten arrows,
Nila with thirty, Sugriva, Rishabha, Angada, Dvivida and the other
monkey-warriors with many a shaft, terrible of might, that he won
as rare boons from various powers; they deprived the monkeys of
their senses. He discharged most skilfully arrows that shone like
the sun himself; and they fell on thé monkey-hosts with the speed
of thought and troubled them sore. Lashed by the ceaseless
downpour, dazed and deluged with blood, that monkey-hosts were
a source of boundless delight. Then he kept up the torrent of terrible
shafts and weapons and caused his enemies unspeakable agony and
torture. He plunged into the countless myriads of monkeys before
him, leaving his troops far behind; invisible to all, his foes and like
unto a surcharged cloud he let loose upon them his arrowy deluge.
The monkeys were cloven in their bodies through the speed and force
of the arrows; his magic arts of illusion kept them senseless and
confusion. They howled most harshly; and like lofty mountains
struck down by Indra they measured their length upon the earth
covering it with their huge bulks. They but knew that the keen shafts
fell upon them; but they could not have a sight of the rakshasa-
hero that lay behind them. The prince hid from view all the quarters
with arrows bright as so many suns; the sky and the earth were wiped
out of sight. The best and bravest of the monkeys cried in despair
and fear. Trident, sakti, axe, and other weapons blazing with sparks,
and flames, his weapons were whirled aloft and brought down by
the monkeys rendering them utterly motionless. Those arrows like
unto tongues of fire went clean in their bodies and caused torrents
of blood to burst. The monkeys, huge of bulk, gave the appearance
of huge simsupa trees in full blossom. They clasped one another
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in fear, cried harshly and fell upon the earth like some who looked
above were hit on the eyes; some utterly powerless to escape the
arrows fell upon one another. Hanuman, Sugriva, Angada,
Gandhamadana, Jambavan, Sushena, Mainda, Vegadarsi, Dvivida,
Nila, Gavaksha, Gaja, Gomukha, Kesari, Hariloman, Viddyud-
damshtra, Suryamukha, Jyotirmukha, Dadhimukha, Pavakaksha,
Nala, Kumuda, and the other heroes of fame and renown were
struck down senseless with spear, javelin, trident and other weapons.
Further Rama and Lakshmana too came in for their share and were
hit under a cloud of arrows like unto the fierce rays of the sun.

Raghuvira of boundless courage heeded not the shower as if they
were so many drops that fell on a lofty mountain. Lakshmana!
““This rakshasa-prince bases his hopes on the Brahmastra won by
hard tapas. That enables him to harass the monkey-troops and put
them to rout; further he troubles us with his cruel shafts. Thanks
to the boon granted by him by Brahma, this mighty hero keeps
himself invisible in the sky and destroys our forces. And our heroes,
how could they fight him knowing not where he is, how could they
defeat him? You base yourself on your innate greatness and ability
to foil that all powerful weapon; but it is no good. The Lord Brahma
that is the ruling deity of it and endows it with such a potency, is
of boundless strength and prowess even beyond the power of
thought. So bear with it most patiently even as I do the force of
his arrows with unshaken fortitude. He hides the quarters from view
with his arrowy deluge. And our forces have lost their leaders and
take to flight all over the field, shorn off their lustre. So let us cease
to fight and lie on the ground senseless and in a swoon. Beholding
which this rakshasa will go back to Lanka very quickly with the
crown of victory on his brows. Having warned his brother thus they
were sorely hit with the cloud of arrows shot by Indrajit and
measured their length on the earth. Thereat, the foe of Indra, was
besides himself with joy and roared long and lustily. Having thus
tormented the monkey-hosts, Rama and Lakshmana, he went back
to Lanka to carry himself the first news of that supreme victory
of his.



CHAPTER 74

RAMA AND LAKSHMANA LIBERATED
FROM THE BRAHMASTRA

T the sight of Rama and Lakshmana struck by the Brahmastra

and utterly powerless, Sugriva, Nila, Angada, Jambavan and
the other monkey-heroes knew not what to do; their troops were
sunk in despair, as if demented. Then Vibhishana of matchless
intelligence , calmed the fears of the monkey-heroes with sweet words
and pleasant. ‘‘Fear not; our protectors are struck down senseless;
yet there is no call to grieve over it. It is only out of respect and
reverence to the weapon of the Lord Brahma that they seemed bound
by the astra. The rakshasa-prince won the heart of Brahma by
matchless and hard fapas; and received in return this astra of
unimpeded force. And Rama and Lakshmana keep themselves
bound by its bonds, through their reverence to the grand sire; within
the space of a muhurta they will be alright even as before. There
is no call for you to be in the least anxious over this.”” Maruti agreed
with him, since he was once under the same mighty influence and
said, let us pass over those that have been slain among us till now,
and bring courage and hope to the hearts of those that yet remain
alive.”” He took Sugriva with him and scoured the battle-field in
the darknes$ relieved by glowing torches.

Monkeys and rakshasas shorn of tails, hands, feet, fingers,
necks, and other limbs were there. Others too deluged with blood;
others that in their abject fear wallowed in their urine ordure; yet
others lay there dead of mountainous bulk; and others who fell
before the terrible weapons of the enemy. There was not space for
one to move about. Sugriva, Angada, Nila, Sarabha, Gandha-
madana, Gavaksha, Sushena, Vegadarsi, Ahuka, Mainda, Nala,
Jyotirmukha, Dvivida, Panasa, and other monkey-warriors of fame
lay there scattered all over as if they were reft of their lives. In the
short space of two hours were sent to their doom some thing like
sixty-seven crores of monkeys by that redoubted rakshasa-prince,
behind whom were the boons granted him by Brahma. That vast
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monkey-hosts like unto great ocean, were lashed to fury by the
storms brought down upon them by the arrows of Indrajit and in
that darkness and destruction did Maruti and Vibhishana seek
Jambavan.

Old beyond words, riddled with arrows like unto a spent fire
that son of Brahma came under the eyes of Vibhishana who said
to him, ‘‘Alas; are you alive and free from death and danger at
the hands of the keen shafts shot by the rakshasas? And to him
did the monkey-warrior reply, ‘‘Lord of the rakshasas; of boundless
might, know not where you were and it is only through your voice
that I made you out. I am riddled with arrows and am not able
to keep my senses together. Let that be. Is he alive and well and
safe, that mighty Hanuman, born unto the Lord Vayu in that thrice
fortunate lady Anjana?’’

And this he spake with great difficulty unable to bring himself
to it. And to him replied the rakshasa, ‘‘Sir, wonder! no enquiry
or care about Rama or Lakshmana nor of His Majesty Sugriva,
or prince Angada, whether they are alive or dead. Why so much
attached and devoted to the son of Vayu?’’ Then said Jambavan,
“‘Brave rakshasa, it is absolutely necessary that I should have news
of Maruti. If he were alive we might take it that our armies are alive
too, though they be destroyed utterly. If he were not alive we are
dead, every one of us, though we are alive to all purposes. We can
hope to live somewhat if he, the equal to the Lord of Air in strength
and fierce of prowess like unto the Lord of Fire, is free from
danger”’.

Then Hanuman touched the feet of Jambavan reverently bowed
himself before him and gave out his name and antecedents.
Jambavan thought on the tones of Maruti; and though himself sorely
confused in mind and senses, he rejoiced greatly as if his vital breaths
had come back to him. ‘‘Best and bravest.of monkeys; come to me;
it is upto you now to extend your protection over our dispirited
forces. I see here none that is endowed with the requisite valour and
courage therefor. You alone have it in you to render the greatest help
to these. This is the time when you should put forth your strength
and valour with the utmost. And I see no other that could do it
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as well. Put away from Rama and Lakshmana the danger that has
befallen them through the arrows of Indrajit and bring back joy
and hope to the monkey-hosts. Take your course straight from here
above the ocean through the sky; go far till you come to the
Himalayas, the monarch of the mountains. Beyond that you find
the mountain Rishabha with lofty peaks of gold and far beyond
that the tops of mount Kailasa. Between these two there is the
mountain of magic herbs of plants. It is the home of potent
medicinal products; and blazes in radiance thereby even like unto
the Lord of Fire. On the top of it there could be found the
Mritasanjivani, Visalyakarani, Sandhanakarani and Savarnakarani,
four medicines of boundless potency, irradiating all the quarters
with their lustre. Bring them unto me and I restore life to the
monkeys, we have lost them”’. (Mritasanjivani revives the dead;
Visalyakarani then expells the arrows from the body and makes him
neat; Sandhanakarani then makes a whole from the broken parts
and the cloven; Savarnakarani finishes the work by restoring the
natural colour and aspect of the body to the places wounded and
scarred).

At these words of Jambavan the son of Vayu waxed in strength,
and energy and courage even as the ocean when the roaring waters
of the rivers fall into it from all lands. He stood on the top of the
mount Trikuta and pressed it with his feet to give him the impetus
and force to course through the sky; and it gave him the look of
one mountain placed upon another. The mount could hardly bear
the impact of his feet; it clove and sank into the earth. Its tops were
shattered by his force and huge blocks rolled down from it, lapped
in tongues of flames. Lofty trees crashed down its sides; blocks were
ground to dust; and the monkeys could scarcely keep their stand
on it as it shook and trembled mightily. Towers and turrets in Lanka
and the houses near them fell in ruins. The huge fortress gates shook
in affright. The whole extent of the capital seemed trembling in terror
all through that night. With mountainous bulk did he spring from
Trikuta mount; and the earth and the seas were troubled sore. Then
he went up the mountain that bordered the capital of Ravana. It
was lofty like unto the mountains Meru and Mandara; it was glad
to look at with its water-falls, woods, creepers, lotus pools, caves,
and beasts. It was the home of countless gods, gandharvas,
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vidyadharas, rishis, and apsarasas, who lead a happy life there. Sixty
yojanas was it in height and the dwellers thereon were struck with
dread as they beheld his mighty form and fiery energy. He grew
and grew apace; he opened his mouth wide like unto the horse
Badava in the boundless waters. (It is a mythical volcano in the sea
dangerous to approach and shaped like a horse). He roared lustily
so that the rakshasas in the city dared not come out of their houses
till he came back. All creatures in Lanka were filled with wonder
and rendered motionless with fear. Then Maruti bowed himself in
reverence, in thought before Sri Rama, and prayed to him that he
should come back with his purpose accomplished and did a deed
of valour wonderful to behold as a piece of humble service to his
master. He waved aloft his mighty tail like unto a huge serpent of
the mountains. He laid back his ears; he opened his mouth like unto
the mare Badava in the sea; and he sprang into the sky with fearful
speed. (Boundless energy was the result of the waving aloft of his
tail; he restrained his pranas in his chest to enable him coursing
through the sky and in consequence bent his back; the ears were
folded that he might increase his strength infinitely; he opened his
mouth wide, as a mark of intense concentration on the object he
had in view). He carried with him in his frightful speed groves,
glades, blocks and the very monkeys on that mountain. They were
sorely beset by the speed of his hands and legs, followed him a long
way and fell head-long into the waves as the speed lessened. He
stretched his arms before him like unto huge serpents; the Lord
Garuda shared with him in prowess; he seemed to drag in his wake
the very quarters themselves, so fierce was the speed of his course;
and thus he took his way to mount Meru the loftiest of the group.
There is close to mount Kailasa a peak called Meru itself that belongs
to the mountains Himalayas. Or we may take it that it is the
Himalaya mountains in the direction of which the Meru reels itself
aloft; or we might read it that he took his way along the northern
quarter, where stands mount Meru; or it may mean the Himalaya
mountains lofty even like Meru). He beheld on his way the
fathomless deep, surging with mountainous waves and the monsters
of the deep discoursing themselves therein. He sped along like the
chakra shot from the hands of Mahavishnu, mountain, mountain-
peaks, lakes, rivers, tanks, cities, countries, forests, passed under
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him in rapid survey, as he proceeded lightly and without the least
fatigue though keeping up a uniform speed like unto his father, the
Lord of Air. The quarters were filled with the roar of his flight.
He kept in mind the words of Jambavan. And lessened his speed
gradually that he may not pass beyond the mountain of magic herbs.

In short time, the Himalayas came into view, cataracts, water-
falls, torrents, caves, and peaks fleecy white like cloud-banks, woods
of varied form and hue adorned it bravely. He beheld its peaks and
sides dotted with holy resorts and the rishis of the heaven-world
that dwells therein. The abode of the four-faced Brahma; mount
Kailasa, the abode of Indra himself; the place where Rudra shoots
his arrows in sport, the spot where Lord Hayagriva is adored, the
place where fell the head of Brahma cut by Rudra himself the resting
places appointed for the benefit of the gramanis that attend upon
the sun every month of the year, the spot where Indra got his vajra
from Brahma, the abode of Kubera, radiant like the sun itself, the
place where Visvakarma tied the sun on his lathe to hew or shear
off a portion of his rays to please the lady Chaya; the place
appointed for the gods to offer worship to Brahma and have a sight
of him, the place where the bow of Siva is kept, the way that leads
to the under-worlds, the huge slab Himavatsaila near mount Kailasa,
the mountain Rishabha covered with magic herbs, the mount Meru
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