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INTRODUCTION 

रामा य राभद्राय रामचन्द्राय वेधसे ! 

रघुना था य ना था य सी ता या ह् पतये नमः  !! 

[1]      I bow to Rāma, the most charming personality and the most charming bestower of good luck, 
who is the great Brahma, a great Race and Lord of Sita. 

कूजन्तम् राम रामेति  मधुरं मधुराक्षरम् ! 

आरुह्या कविता  शा खा म् वन्दे वा ल्मीकि  को कि लम् !! 

[2]      I bow to Vālmeeki, who like the sweet-throated bird (Cuckoo) of the spring time, sitting on 
the tree of poesy, is warbling melodiously the charming word Rāma, Rāma. 

वेद वेध्ये परे पुम्सि  जा ते दशरथा त्मजे ! 

वेदः  प्राचेतसा  दा सेत् सा क्षात् रामा यना त्म्ना !! 

[3]      When the Supreme Being (परम पुरुष), known only to Vēdās (and obscure to the Vēdās), has 
taken form as the son of Dasaratha, the Vēdās also transformed themselves into Rāmāyana, through 
Vālmeeki, the son the Sage Prachēsta. 

 After my prayers to and prayerful invocation of the Supreme Deity, the supreme poet and 
his immortal work through the above three jewels of Slōkās, I humbly offer the following apology 
for treating the most beaten track of writing anything upon Rāmāyana. I know perfectly well that 
not an inch of space was left for explanation of any fresh thoughts. But out of devotional curiosity 
and enthusiasm I did not pause to consider either to the futility- or the superfluity of the venture. I 
am exactly in the position of the legendary squirrel, as regards the other colossal commentators. It 
brought so much and as stuck to its wet body each time, to cement the great bridge (महा  सेतु), while 
the great monkey warriors were carrying huge mountains as so many pebbles. If at all my ideas 
acquire any validity, it must be due to the grace of Rāma and Rāma alone, as the said +Squirrel was 
fortunate enough to be blessed with His Grace. 

I have left out the Slōkās (Verses) for fear of this work becoming unwieldy, but have given 
as close a translation for each Slōka as possible to bring out the full meaning and suggestiveness for 
bringing out which, my translation ran to greater length than the original, for which reason also, I 
omitted the Slōkas and my commentary is in Italics. 

 

L. ANANTA RAMA RAO 
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SUNDARA KĀNDA  

SARGA 1 

The great Hanumān dominates the whole Kānda, except a few Sargās at the end. Since 
"Rāmayana" is the story of Rāma, it is not probable, that the poet would choose the name of any 
Kānda, after any other personage, since the name of every Kānda bears and has close nexus with, 
the name of the activity or the name of the place of activity of the supreme hero, Rāma. Then how 
came this Kānda to be called Sundarā Kānda, without detracting from Rāma's eminence! 

          Bhagawān Vālmeeki, created a powerful mantra, which is a garland of 27 (an auspicious 
number 1/4x108) names of the exploits and the high qualities of the head and heart of Hanumān, 
which is known as Sundarā Hanumān mantra and he flowered forth from this Kānda. Rāma also has 
a claim to this epithet Sundarā, (beautiful). Thus serving both ways this Kānda is called Sundarā 
Kānda. In this Kānda only, all the great exploits are Hanumān's exclusively. In the next Kānda 
(Yuddha Kānda) he shared the laurels with the other mighty monkey-chiefs, except in the two 
amazing deeds of bringing the mountain having the life saving herbs for Lakshmana. It is claimed 
and proved true that by a devout reading of this Kānda, one gets all his reasonable desires fulfilled 
by the grace of Lord Hanumān. Again this Kānda contains many splendid descriptions of various 
objects the ocean, the sky, the city of Lanka, its gardens and the superb description, of Moon light, of 
the pathos of Sita Dēvi's form and situation in superb abstract similar and of the most beautiful 
physical features of Rāma, in their most ideal aspects (as if the poet was writing the Sāmudrika 
sāstra), of the splendid Rāvana's features and his court, of the terrible fights of Hanumān and of the 
hideous beauty of the great fire of Lanka and so on. Thus this Kānda fully deserves its title Sundarā 
Kānda, which is more appropriate than any other title. The Kānda, by itself, appears as a Kāvya, by 
its varied sentiments, (Rasās) in various situations created by this mighty poet in various meters 
(as scholars say). Again, there is a Slōka, said to be sung at the time of the marriage of Lord 
Hanumān with Suvarchala Dēvi, the daughter of Sun-God. It says that Hanumān is capable of 
assuming any form (Kāmaroopi) and in whatever from he assumes he is Sundarā (very beautiful). 
He is beautiful as a bachelor (at the first meeting with Rāma), as a house holder, as a Vānaprastha 
hermit (third order of life) as Yati (wandering monk), as a very old person (with Bheema in 
Mahābhārata), as a young person, or as a boy, or as a simpleton (a dark horse by curse), or in a very 
small form (in Lanka, while searching for the Dēvi Sita) or in his cosmic form; and he is most 
beautiful in the three worlds, even though he is born as a monkey. 

कमा वि न् क (small sparrow)             वि स्बरुपां तं आत्मवा न्न् ! 

ब्रह्मचा री , ग्रुहस्थस्च, वा नप्रस्थः , सभि क्षुकः  !! 

अति व्रुहो , युवा , मुग्धो , बालः , त्रैलो क्य सुन्दरः  ! 

           Again here are two picturesque strokes from the pen of the great Kamba. Standing on the 
Mahēndra mountain, great Hanumān was like the Mandhara Mouintain placed on the back of Mahā 
Vishnu, in his incarnation of आदि  कूर्म (Tortoise) for churning the milky ocean. When then mount 
Mahēndra shook under the weight of Hanumān, the tigers, in the caves, out of fear, ran out of the 
caves, holding their cubs with their mouths. 
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           (Standing on the mount Mahēndra) Hanumān, the mighty, intended to take to the skies of the 
celestial Charanās, to find the place of Sita, carried off by Rāvana. For this most difficult task of 
flying over the ocean and against all odds, he erected his head and neck and was like a powerful full 
and he freely walked about the cool green pastures there, like a great lion and killing many wild 
beasts and uprooting the trees with dash of his chest. Gandhavās, Kinnerās and Yakshās decked 
with jewels found there and celestial like snakes resided on the sides of the mount. He was like a 
huge elephant among the elephants in the lakes there. 

           It seems this Kānda, more than the other Kāndās, lends itself to allegoricala, philosophical 
thoughts by the scholars. Further the words and phrases used by this great poet occur in the sāstrās 
dealing with some occult disciplines, though they seemingly describe the attempts of the great 
Hanumān to ready himself for his great flight. A great critic sees in it a brief exposition of the most 
difficult and sacred and esoteric Kundalini Yōga (activating the dormant primordial cosmic energy - 
"serpent power" located in the person, in the plexus, (in Astral plane only) in the region where the 
legs commence). When it (Kundalini) in activated by thus Yōga (discipline), It is said to "wake up" 
and pass up through the Sushumna Nādi (an Astral nerve along the spine) through the higher 
"chakras" and finally reaches the thousand petalled chakra or Padma in the brain. (The holy union, 
resulting in samādhi, the super conscious state where mental modifications cease to exist. When 
this Kundalini is travelling up, the sādhaka will be having mystic experiences and great celestials 
will be coming into his mental vision. That is what the great Yōgi Hanumān had got. The great poet, 
thus symbolically suggests this Kundalini Yōga, by double meaning words, as the critic claims. He 
bases his opinion on the fact, among other things, that, throughout this Kānda, only two crucial 
names Hanumān and मा रुता त्मजः  of Hanumān occur, the former signifying Yogi and the latter, 

प्राणा या म,  the very basis of Kundalini Yōga. Again, this Kānda begins with ततो रावण नता यः : -the first 

letter Tat is obviously the first sacred letter (वर्ण) of the holy Gāyatri mantra, the mother of  seven 
crores of Mahā mantrās. Thus this Kānda speaks of two occult disciplines- Gāyatri and Kundalini 
Yōga - an additional reason for this Kānda being named Sundarā Kānda. The prophetic dream of 
Trijata, is obviously the mystical exposition of Mahā Gāyatri mantra (जा यत्रि देवि ). In mantra sāstra, 
Rāma is Gāyatri Dēvi (Lalithāmbika) and Lord Krishna is said to be Syāmala Dēvi. The full Gāyatri 
mantra, with the 7, instead of the 3 Vyāhrutis (भूः भुवः  etc.,) and its head (आपो  ज्योति  etc.,) is called 

प्राणा या म् मन्त्रः. 

           Turning to the east (auspicious direction), with folded hands, Hanumān bowed to Sun-god, 
God Indra, his father Wind-God, the great God Brahma and the Gods of the Elements and then 
turning to the south for flight, he began to grow, bigger and bigger like the sea at the time of high 
tide, all for the sake of Rāma. While the great, monkeys were looking in wonder at his huge form, he 
pressed down, with hands and feet the mountain as a spring board, for his intended leap. Under this 
pressure, even that great mountain shook for a while. Its trees shed their flowers and the mountain 
looked like a mount of flowers. The hill streams burst their banks and the mount looked like a huge 
elephant in heat, (discharging dirty water of silt). The ores of gold, silver and other minefals of 
various hues were squeezed out and the mountain looked like one emitting fire wit smoke. Being 
squeezed, the various denizens in the caves, gave vent to terrible shrieks, heard far and wide. 
Terrible snakes came out and in great anger, bit the stones, which split and fire broke out, such 
being their poison. Though the mount contained many anti-dotal herbs, they were of no avail 
against their poison. Fearing that the mountain was breaking, the Rishis there left it for the sky. The 
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semi-celestials, Vidyadharās, with their garlands of flowers, along with their consorts with jewels 
on took to the sky, leaving behind all their drinking vessels with their contents and their golden 
swords and shields. Some stood in the air, exhibiting their Yōgic skills. The Rishis and Siddhās, 
standing in the sky, spoke among themselves, that the mountain like Hanumān, for the sake of Rāma 
and all the monkeys, was bent on flying over the terrible ocean, with tremendous speed, to reach 
the most in accessible opposite coast the most difficult task for anyone. Hearing this, the 
Vidyadharās, looking about them, saw the gigantic Hanumān, standing on the cliff. The great 
mountain like Hanumān, vigourously shook his body, as also his long, hairy tail, like a great bird 
shaking the serpent in its claws, his hanging tail appearing like a serpent dangling from the claws of 
a great vulture. He gave vent to a thunderous cry. Tightening his mace like arms, waist and feet and 
neck and holding his breath tightly, Hanumān, roused himself to his full power and vigour and set 
his eyes on the path to be taken and on the sky. (The Prānāyāma discipline for becoming a Yōgi - 
hinted as noted above). Firmly standing on his feet and contracting his ears (all Yōgic steps for 
introspection) to keep out the external noise in his flight, he spoke to the monkey-chiefs, thus, "Like 
Rāma's arrow speeding like wind, I will fly to Rāvana's Lanka and if the Dēvi is not found there, I go 
to swarga and if she is not found even there, I will bring Rāvana as a prisoner along with his whole 
Lanka, after uprooting it easily. I shall return successfully, by bringing the Dēvi, in any event". So 
saying, with great speed and dauntlessly he rose into the sky. He thought himself to be the great 
Garuda, the celestial King of the Birds. (The poet uses the word Suparna, which is also the name of 
Gāyatri, or Parabrahma). A great many trees on the mountain were uprooted by the fierce wind 
generated by this sudden leap, of Hanumān and those trees followed him like the kith and kin 
following for some distance a person going on a long journey, or the soldiers their king. The huge 
Hanumān, flying with those huge trees, presented a wonderful sight. After being dragged for some 
distance, those huge trees, fell down and disappeared in the ocean, like the (flying) mountains in 
ancient times which plunged into the ocean from fear of being cut down by God Indra. Covered by 
the various flowers dropped from those trees, the huge Hanumān appeared like a mountain, at 
night, with glow worms swarming about it or like a large cloud with lightnings. Being lighter, after 
some more distance those flowers fell into the ocean, parting from him like relatives and friends 
and the ocean, by those flowers looked like the starry sky a fine sight. His large out stretched arms, 
with their large fingers appeared like two great five headed serpents coming out of a cliff, his huge 
body. His eyes were like two fires on a cliff or like Sun and Moon raised at the same time. When he 
soared high it seemed as if he was about to swallow the sky and when he rushed near the surface of 
the ocean, it seemed as if he was about to swallow it. His upright tail was like Indradhwaja and 
when the tail became round in the flight, it appeared like the great ring about the Sun. The wind 
generated by his speed, made a thunderous noise. With his great tail, he was like a malefic comet, 
going south, to bring disaster to Lanka. With his shadow on the waters and his body above, he was 
like a great ship, with its bottom submerged, driven by wind. Wherever he rushed, the ocean there 
became turbulent and as if maddened. With this wind (कपि  वा तः ) joined the wind from the north 

(मेधवा तः ) driving the clouds south (aiding his speed and foreboding good luck). Billows, as high as 
mounts Mēru and Mandhara rose and reached the clouds, which turned (from clear sea water) like 
the clouds at Sarat time. The ocean, thus swelling up, exposed to view, its small and big fish and 
other animals, like the limbs of a naked person being seen. Then the great sea serpents became 
scared on seeing Hanumān, taking him to be the great. Garuda. His shadow on the ocean, was like a 
great white (from sea water) cloud, 30 yōjanās long and 10 yōjanās broad. He was like a winged 
mountain. Wherever he flew, the sea before him, appeared like a huge tub, the strong wind 
generated, shoring up the waters. He flew easily like the king of the birds and dragging along with 
him large clouds of different hues, sometimes concealed by them and sometimes coming out of 
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them, like the Moon a thrilling sight and the celestials rained flowers on him and the Sun shone 
mildly on him and the wind also was cool, to help him in his mission. Seeing that he was flying 
without the least fatigue, all the celestials and Rishis praised him and some sang and danced in joy. 
This is the first feat of Hanumān, causing wonder among them. 

           Then the great God of the ocean thought thus, "I thrived through the help of the great 
Ikshwāku king Sagara (hence I bear his name and am called Sāgara). This Hanumān is the friend of 
and is on the mission of, the great scion of that Dynasty, Rāma. If I keep quiet, everyone will censure 
me. So I must help Hanumān and lessen his toil and arrange some resting place here for him for a 
short while, so that he may continue his flight completely refreshed". The sea-god, then spoke to 
Mynāka, (the presiding deity of the great mountain (Hiranya Nābham) which had immense gold in 
its bowels and which was hiding in the ocean being a winged mountain, from fear of Indra) thus, 
"Have no fear of Indra. God Indra had blocked through you the great passage from the lower Pātāla 
Lōka to this upper world and prevented the entry of the Titans there into this world and you are 
serving as a huge lid to that under-world opening. You can expand in any direction. On Rāma's 
mission the mighty Hanumān is flying over me. I owe a duty to the Ikshwāku rulers, who are 
worshipable by, me from the great benefit I got from them and more worshipable they are by you, 
since you are very happily living in my bosom. So help me to discharge my duty before it is late (as 
Hanumān is flying over me very fast). One, who fails to do his duty, incurs the censure of the good. 
Great gold cliffed Mynāka! You are worshipped by the celestials. Come up and provide a resting 
place for a short while on you cliff for the worthy guest, the great Hanumān. Think of the righteous 
Rāma, Sita's plight and the arduous task of Hanumān". Hearing this Mynāka, at once, rose up out of 
the ocean like the Sun breaking forth from the clouds, disclosing his lofty cliffs of pure gold. 
Kinnerās and celestial serpents were on the cliffs. The dark sky shone like gold and the mountain, 
with its cliffs of gold, shone like hundred Suns. The flying Hanumān, thinking it to be an obstacle 
purposely coming in his way to spoil his mission, dashed against it with his adamantine chest, like a 
fierce wind against a large cloud. The mountain staggered. Mynāka got thrilled by this might of 
Hanumān and was further glad. Mynāka, assuming a human form and standing on his cliff, 
addressed in great joy Hanumān standing aloft, thus, "Great Hanumān! I am well pleased with this, 
your most unique feat, of dashing aside my huge mountain, even when you are flying. Rest awhile 
on my cliff, without any hesitation. This ocean-god, being very much benefited by the Ikshwāku 
king Sagara and his progeny, is honouring you, engaged in the mission of Rāma, by way of worship 
of his (ocean-god's) benefactor, Sagara and his progeny and Rāma being one such. To requite a good 
deed is the ancient dharma. Since you are on the most arduous and long flight of 100 yōjanās, this 
God (ocean) requested me to provide a halting place for you for some rest, with fine fruits and roots 
for your refreshment. So kindly rest awhile here and go away refreshed, after partaking of them 
found in plenty on my mountain. Further, persons like you most virtuous and most famous in the 
three worlds, must be honoured. Even a very ordinary guest, deserves to be honoured and then 
what to say of great persons like you? You are the son of the great God of Wind and you are on par 
with him in flight. In worshipping you, I am worshipping him (by proxy). Further, your father is my 
benefactor. He saved me. It was in Krutayuga that the mountains had wings and I am also a winged 
one. Seeing the terrible danger to the world, from those wings, God Indra began to cut off the wings 
with his Vajrāyudha. Once he pursued me, but your great father (Wind-God) dumped me in this 
ocean and saved me.   Since I have a duty to honour the Wind-God, my saviour, I am honouring you, 
his son. Accept the hospitality heartily, of both of us and reward our affection for you. I am glad to 
see you. Take rest for a short while. Hanumān replied, "Great Mynāka! I am very much pleased with 
your kind words of welcome and thereby I feel I am duly honoured by you, without my further stay 
and partaking of your fruits and roots. Don't be angry with me for not doing so. My business brooks 
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no delay and the day is advanced and I must reach Lanka by nightfall. Further I have taken oath not 
to stop midway". So saying, in token of stay, Hanumān just touched with his hand the mountain in 
reverence and flew off cheerfully. The sea-god and Mynāka eyed him in adoration and blessed him 
with success. The celestials wondered at this, second unique feat of Hanumān, in thrusting aside the 
great Mynāka mountain and nor even putting his foot on it for a slight nest. The celestials praised 
him and were pleased with Mynāka. Indra, in overwhelming joy spoke to Mynāka thus, "Hiranya 
Nābha! I am very glad. Be free from fear of me and be happy. I promise you protection. Though 
Hanumān was fearlesssy flying over the ocean for 100 yōjanās, we are afraid of his breaking down 
midway from fatigue and you have done a good deed to him (though he didn't accept it). I am very 
much pleased with you, since he is doing a good turn to Rāma". Mynāka became happy from this 
boon of Indra. In a very short time, Hanumān was flying at a great distance from this spot. 

           Then all the celestials saw Hanumān, thus flying, in a gigantic form, which would be highly 
risky in Lanka. They wanted to test his calibre, his skill and presence of mind and foresight in 
dangerous situations. 

           The celestials, approached the great Goddess-Mother, Surasā, of the serpents, shining like Sun 
and spoke thus, "Mother! See this Hanumān, the son of Wind-God, flying over the ocean. Assuming 
the horrendous form of a Rakshasi, of the size of a mountain, with a mouth as vast as the sky, with 
fierce tusks and eyes, Dēvi! go and confront him in his path and test his strength and prowess. We 
want to know whether he will get the better of you or flinch in fear (since he is going on a very 
dangerous mission among the giants in Lanka"). So saying the celestials duly worshipped her. 
Immediately, she, with a fierce and hideous form, striking terror to any being, was before the 
dashing Hanumān and roared thus, "Great monkey! Gods have sent you as my food. Enter my 
mouth. I will eat you". Then Hanumān, with folded hands and a joyful face (as if it was a matter for 
joy to him to be eaten by her, but for his mission), spoke, "Rāma, the son of king Dasaratha, came to 
Dandaka forest, with his wife Sita and brother. Rāvana stole Sita, in his absence, due to Rāma being 
the great enemy of the Rākshasās. On Rāma's behalf I am going to see Sita. You also have a duty to 
help Rāma, residing as you are in his kingdom. After seeing Sita and informing Rāma about it, I will 
surely return to you to be eaten by you and I am speaking this on oath and leave me for the 
present". Desiring to test his spirit, Surasa spoke thus, "Hanumān! You must go into my mouth. God 
Brahma gave me the boon that anyone coming before me, cannot dodge me". At this, Hanumān 
became furious and suddenly becoming bigger by 10 yōjanās in height and width, asked her to 
devour him. The mother of the serpents, immediately expanded her mouth to double his. size. For 
sometime both vied with each other in expanding the body of the one and the mouth of the other, 
till Hanumān grew to 90 and her mouth to 100 yōjanās in size. Then Hanumān, in the twinkling of 
the eye, reduced himself to the size of a thumb and rushed into and out of Surasa's huge mouth 
before. She could understand his manovour and shut her huge mouth on such tiny Hanumān. Rising 
into the sky he spoke thus, "Great daughter of Daksha Prajāpati! I bow to you. I fully abide by your 
boon from Brahma. Kindly let me depart to see Sita". Surasa Dēvi, regaining her celestial form, eyed 
him in wonder, as he emerged from her mouth, like the Moon from Rāhu (Eclipse) and spoke, 
"Great and fine monkey-chief! Go in peace, blessed with success in your undertaking. Bring about 
the union of Sita with noble Rāma". She then disappeared. Seeing this third unique feat of Hanumān 
(outwitting even Surasā Dēvi) all the celestials praised Hanumān. Then Hanumān rose into the sky 
and sped like Garuda (the king of the birds).           Here follows a superb description of the aerial 
path Hanumān flew along, with rare poet's fantasy, combining philosophic thoughts, mysticism 
then nectar of poesy.           It is the path of the great rainy clouds the path of the great birds freely 
flying. It is the path for the celestial musicians, for the great elephant Irāvata of God Indra, it is the 
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path, over which shine the splendid rainbow. It is the path over which splendid, pure chariot, drawn 
by lions, tigers, elephants, birds and serpents, roll on. It is the path, where rage great fires, as 
powerful and destroying as Vajrāyudha or thunderbolt. It is the path frequented (adorned) by great 
souls, who conquered (earned) the heaven by spiritual merit gained by them while on Earth. It is 
the path of the Fire-God, carrying the sacricificial offerings of the mortals to the Gods. It is the pure 
and vast path of planets, stars, Moon, Sun, Mahā Rishis, Gandharavās, their king and other celestials. 
It is the path, the most blessed one created for all beings by God Brahma, Hanumān, like the king of 
the birds, took this path in the sky. While the celestials were looking on him, he flew like a great 
winged mountain. A terrible ogress, Simhika by name and capable of assuming any form, was living 
in that part of the ocean. She could catch her prey, by catching it's shadow and drawing it (prey) to 
herself. Hence she is also called छा या ज्रहि  (catcher through shadow) she was starving since a long 
time. Seeing the huge Hanumān, flying above, she taking it to be a windfall, grew bigger and began 
to drag down Hanumān, by catching his shadow on the water. The mighty Hanumān was surprised 
that he became powerless and could not move forward, like a large ship struck by a strong opposing 
wind. Looking out in all directions for the cause, he saw in the ocean below, the huge ogress with a 
hideous large mouth, rising above the water. Then the warning of Sugreeva about the manacing 
presence of a demoness like this flashed on his mind. He thought of a plan to destroy her. He grew 
very big, like the cloud in rainy season. Seeing him thus, the demoness also made her mouth as large 
as the entrace to Pātāla Lōka and rushed at him, making a thunderous noise. At once Hanumān (as 
in the case of Surasa) made himself as little as possible and rushed into its mouth like the full Moon 
into Rāhu, at the time of eclipse and tearing to pieces its vital parts, came out with the speed of 
mind, before she could close her huge mouth on him. The huge demoness lay dead, her huge 
sprawling body floating on the waves. Her tryst with death at the hands of Hanumān, was ordained 
by Brahma Himself. The celestials were thrilled at this another extremely difficult feat of Hanumān 
and spoke to him thus, "Great Hanumān! You have killed the most terrible ogress. With such daring, 
skill, presence of mind and ingeniousness, you have exhibited, you will succeed in your mission". 
Thus honoured by the celestials, Hanumān continued his flight and covering 100 yōjanās, reached 
the Southern coast of the ocean. He saw at a distance the Island of Lanka and the great rivers (the 
consorts of the ocean - a Poetic conceit) joining the ocean and the forests of the mount Malaya. 
Considering that his huge body would attract the notice of the Rākshasās, he shrank to his own 
small size just as a self-realized person, free from delusion becomes the supreme soul (पुनः  प्रक्रुती  

आपेदे वी ता  मो हड् व आत्मवा न् !) the supreme ब्रह्मन् (Brahman). It is like the great God Vishnu (त्रिवि क्रम] 

after subduing the great Bali, in the three cosmic strides, becoming dwarf (वामन) again, in the 
incarnation as Vāmana. (Some say that Hanumān became as small as a cat). Thus the high-souled 
(Mahāthma), Hanumān, as firm as the great cliff of huge mountain and beautiful in whatever form 
he was in, in all the four most impossible deeds he had done (सचा रु  ना नविध रू पधा नी ] crossed the 
high billowed ocean, full of terrible Rākshasās and huge serpents and flew to the Trikoota mount 
and alighted in the forests there, scaring the birds and beasts there by his colossal size. There he 
saw on the huge cliff of that mount the great Lanka (of Rāvana) as splendid as Indra's city 
Amaravati.           The poets say of Hanumān, assuming many beautiful forms, in his flight and 
adventures, an additional reason for this Kānda being called Sundara Kānda. For instance before 
Surasa there is the beauty of his utter humility and devotion and before Simhika, the beauty of his 
ferocity. Taking the cue from the great critic, who spelt the esoteric Kundalini (serpent power) 
Yōga, I offer my little thoughts as follows.           It is universally recognized in all religions, that them 
macrocosm has its reflection in the microcosm inside man but in an Astral form, the Astral 
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counterpart of the physical body of man. The Mynāka mount coming in the way of Hanumān is 
symbolic of the Brahmagrandhi in the Kundalini Yōga. (These Astral nets are psychic forces tied up 
or concentrated and are situated along the Astral counter part of the spinal column). This 
Bahmagrandhi nourishes the student of Yōga. That is exactly what Mynāka intended to do for 
Hanumān. Goddess Surasa might stand for Vishnugrandhi. It tests the students' capacity and eggs 
him on the spiritual path Simhika, the Ogress, is obviously Rudragrandhi. It prevents the student 
from further practice or even destroys him when he is wantonly guilty of a grave lapse, or sinister 
motives or becomes a demon in the making, our to vitiate the dharma and all of such ugly features 
in his practices requiring to be nipped in the bred. The micro cosmic yōgic features in man, are 
more sacrosanct thereafter, the Rudra Grandhi being near the final goal of the 1000 petalled lotus in 
the brain, in the Astral form. In the "Divine Comedy" of Dante, even the great Latin poet Virgil was 
denied entrance into "heaven", under the new dispensation after the  "Advent of Christ". The 
Sundara Hanumān (beautiful in every aspect and beauty being truth and dharma) passed through 
this Rudra Grandhi Simhika and had the beatific vision of that supreme Gāyatri Dēvi (represented 
by Sita) in the thousand petalled lotus in the brain (occult aspect).    The lotus rises magnificently 
over the miry waters.   The Gāyatri Dēvi (the Goddess-Mother) is seated in the 1000 petalled lotus 
in the brain which is worse than mire, with all kinds of hellish thoughts. Sita Dēvi was also like that 
Gāyatri Dēvi.    Kālidas says of Sita in the midst of finds as being a life-saving herb, surrounded by 
poisonous creepers 

लन्कायां  राक्षसी  व्रुता  ! 

जा नकी  विषवल्लीभि ः  परितेव महौषधि ः !! 

               Again the seer-poet, Vālmeeki, uses two similes in this connection. One says that Hanumān 
shed his colossal form to resume his small form, like Mahā Vishnu, after pushing Bali down into 
Pātāla Lōka, resuming is Incarnate form of Vāmana. This might be a mere figure of speech But the 
other simile which says that Hanumān resumed his original form (small) like a realized soul who 
knowing the truth about the self ब्रह्मन् (Brahman), sheds his delusions and misconceptions about 
the human body and the spirit (soul) this simile is certainly the suggestion about the Kundalini 
(Gāyatri) and Prānāyāma Yōga. The summum bonum of these occult Vidyās is this knowledge 
(realization) of the self (soul) - the knowledge that all "beings" are perishable and the "soul" is 
imperishable and pervades the "body" the form of matter, the ignorant persons thinking that soul 
(spirit) is subject to change and destruction - a mere delusion that even persons, striving spiritually, 
but not sublimated, are apt to experience. Thus the "true self of man is the "soul" and not the 
"matter" "the body" which it (soul) pervades. The "holy Gīta" says of one more divine entity, calling 
it the super soul (the super-spirit - पुरुषो त्तम), which pervades both the "perishable beings" in the 
form of hunger, thirst, Prana Apāna etc., to sustain "those beings" and also the soul (the spirit). 
Hence, he is called the "super-soul". Thus the great poet has suggested the "Gāyatri Vidya" in this 
Kānda (Sundara). As a matter of fact, the whole of "Rāmāyana" of Vālmeeki, is a subtle exposition of 
the great Gāyatri Mahāmantra. For every thousand Slōkas, there is one mystic varna of Gāyatri, Its 
24 varnas covering the 24000 Slōkas. Kānda-wise the varnas, from Tat (तत्) to यत् Yāt (यत्) are 3 
(in 1st Kānda), 4 (in 2nd), 2, 2, 3, 6 and 4 (7th Kanda) total 24 in number. Again, in my little opinion, 
तत्सवि तुः signifies (तत् Tat = Parabrahma; सवि तुः Savituhu, the Adityaha behind the visible Sun) that 

great God (तत्) is born as Rāma in the Solar Dynasty. This is Bala Kānda. Rāma, showed himself to 
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be the most perfect and adorable being by his virtues, signified by वरेण्यं in Ayōdhya Kānda. In 
Aranya and Kishkindha Kāndas, Rāma is Bhargaha, with splendour of God Rudra, destroying the 
Janasthāna garrison of Rāvana and killing Vāli and in Sundara Kānda he is Bhargaha, through his 
brotherly counterpart, Hanumān (almost alter-ego) and ob viously Bhargaha, in Yuddha Kānda. 
Rāma is देवस्य धी महि  - a worshippable great God, throughout all the Kāndās. Being a God and by 
virtue of his God-Head only, Rāma redeemed Ahalya, Kabandha, Virādha from their curses. At the 
great fire-ordeal of Sita, all the Gods appeared and worshipped Rāma as the great God "त्वं यज्ञः, त्वम् 

वषट् का रः , त्वं ॐका रः" etc., all being the aspects of Gāyatri. Further, on Rāma's mere asking, God Indra, 
restored to life all the monkeys, killed in the battle. Then the last portion (the third "feet") of Gāyatri 
- धि यो यो नः  प्रचो दया त्" 

           May he inspire our intellect (or thoughts) is illustrated throughout the epic and more so in the 
seventh Kānda (Uttara Kānda) by his exploits in peace-time and his exemplary conduct throughout 
the epic. Again Gāyatri and the Vēdās followed Rāma to the river Sarayu on his departure to his 
Abode of Vaīkuntha. Again it is inconceivable that the reading of the life history of any human being, 
however great he might be, will confer spiritual merit, beyond some enlightenment. But the great 
Vālmeeki, with raised hands, declares "Rāmāyana" to be so potent both materially and spiritually. 
Thus the "Sundara Kānda" (even the whole of Rāmāyana) is a subtle exposition of Gāyatri and other 
esoteric Vidyās. 
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SARGA 2 

           Hanumān the most mighty monkey-chief, having crossed the 100 yōjana's stretch of the 
ocean, did not show even the least sign of fatigue, as he claimed that he could fly ten-times that 
distance. From the mount on which he set his foot, he surveyed the whole scene and the Lanka 
perched on mount Trikoota and took the path to Lanka between, the hills and lakes and groves of 
various flowers. In and around Lanka he saw a great many trees full of fruits and flowers, various 
birds, royal gardens, lakes full of lotus and swans ad moats surrounding the city. The city was in 
battle readiness always with the soldiers equipped with terrible bows, fearing an attack from Rāma. 
The city was well protected by high golden walls surrounding it. Great white and prosperous 
mansions, splendid like the Moon and planet Venus (Sukra) abound in the city with golden doors 
and windows and with flags fluttering everywhere. Resting on the high mountain Trikoota, the city 
was like an ethereal city floating in the sky. The great Visvakarma created the city, as if out of his 
mind. It was like a fair Lady, the great ocean seeming to be herfine sari round her waist with all the 
fierce Rakshasās, it was like the city Bhōgavati of the kingdom of snakes, or like a huge cave 
protected by terrible serpents. Hanumān, was then at the northern gate of the city. Seeing the 
formidable inmates, the impregnable city and the terrible ocean around it, Hanumān thought 
Rāvana to be the most formidable foe to contend with and thought thus, "Even the Dēvās can not 
conquer this city. It is impossible for the monkey to cross this ocean and even if they come here, 
what can they achieve? So also what can Rāma do here, even though he is a mighty archer, at this 
impregnable city and guarded by such Rāvana? The Rākshasās here are very prosperous and are 
above being induced by money and there is no scope for war, they being very mighty. Only four 
monkey-chiefs, Sugreeva, Angada, Neela and myself and none others can come here. But now these 
thoughts are not relevant. First the Dēvi must be ascertained to be alive. Further, I should not enter 
Lanka with this great body of mine as the Rāakshasās will capture me. I must deceive them with a 
small and hard to detect shape. But with a too small a shape, I can not cover many places in the 
night, which is the proper time for the search". Thus Hanumān, deeply pondered over what form to 
take, as he was very much afraid that, in case of his capture, the wicked Rāvana would not spare 
him but kill him and his whole mission would be ruined. In the case of a foolish person, who does 
not properly assess a situation and the timing of his action, even a well-planned task assigned to 
him will get ruined as darkness after sunrise. Even a well-planned job will go awry with a self-
conceited spy. Hanumān deeply cogitated and cogitated upon how to proceed so that his great flight 
might not come to nothing and he might not be dubbed a foolish spy. Even wind could not pass into 
Lanka, so that if he assumed the form of a Rākshasa to move among the Rākshasās, they would 
easily detect him. Again he could not go inside with his own form of a big monkey. (So he decided 
upon becoming a very small monkey and enter the city only after might fall. He waited for the night. 
Night came and a wonder to behold, he became a cat sized monkey and ruining about and frisking 
about, entered the city. Even if seen by some, he would be ignored by them as a wandering innocent 
monkey that strayed into the city seeing a great many fruit gardens). The city was like the ethereal 
city of Gandharvās, with broad streets, eight storeyed mansions with golden doors and windows 
and places studded with gems. That it was well protected by mighty Rāvana with his fierce 
Rākshasās, brought about in Hanumān despair of subduing it, but soon he became glad with the 
great hope of finding out Sita. As if to help him in his search, (just as previously the ocean and the 
mount Mynāka) the Moon, in the midst of stars, rose in splendour, pure white, like milk and conch 
or stalk of Lotus. It was like a pure white Swan, flying from a lake (the sky). 

शन्कप्रभं क्षीर म्रुणा लवर्णं ! 
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उद् जगछमा नं व्यवभा समा नं !! 

ददर्श चन्द्रं सह हरि  प्रवी रः  ! 

पो प्लुयमा नं सरसी व हंसं !! 
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SARGA 3 

           The mighty and wise Hanumān, with great courage, entered the aerial like city of Rāvana and 
splendid looking at night, by its fine gardens and groves and great white mansions and streets full 
of bustle like the sea. It was like the well-guarded city of serpents Bhōgavati or like the city Alaka of 
God Kubera (Lanka also belonged to that God of Riches once) or like the splendid city, with sea-
breeze gently blowing (for fear of Rāvana). It was as beautiful as the city Vasvoūkasara of Indra 
(Alaka city of Kubēra, some say). Hanumān was struck with wonder on seeing that city. At first he 
thought that it was impenetrable for anyone and was despondent, but soon he was gladdened by 
the thought that some mighty monkey-chiefs, besides himself, like Sugreeva, Angada, Sushēna, 
Maīndha and such others, could enter it and that it would go down before the mighty Rāma and 
Lakshmana. The fine city was like a beautiful young lady with many ornaments on, to the eyes of 
Hanumān. But Lanka in the hideous form of a living demoness (the presiding guardian spirit of 
Lanka) saw him and confronted him, speaking in a thundering voice thus, "You monkey! Tell me 
truly before I kill you, who you are and why you have come here. You cannot enter the city, guarded 
by Rāvana's army". Hanumān replied, "Before I tell you truth fully about myself, first tell me who 
you are, with your ugly eyes and standing before these gates, why you are thus terrorizing me (a 
small monkey). At this (obviously nonchalant counter question from a petty monkey, Hanumān 
being in that form then), the demoness became furious and replied thus, "On the orders of the king 
of the Rākshasās, the great Rāvana, I am guarding this city. I am this city itself in this form of mine 
(the palladium of the city in that demonic form). No one can stand against me and no one can enter 
the city without vanquishing me and you cannot do so. With one blow from me, I will send you to 
eternal sleep. Now tell me who you are". The mighty Hanumān, nothing daunted and quite prepared 
for a fight, replied, "Great and good Lanka! I am very much curious to see this most beautiful city, 
with fine buildings, gardens and other wonderful things in this city. After seeing all those things I 
will go away. (I will not do any mischief. I am quite innocent"). The wicked Lanka, not minding what 
he said (and on the other hand provoked by his requesting again to be allowed inside) and saying 
that he should not go in, without defeating her, with a fierce cry, struck him with her palm, from 
which he gave vent to a great cry of pain. Then in great anger, Hanumān but not liking to kill a 
woman, gave a blow to her with his left fist. She fell down in great agony and Hanumān spared her 
from compassion towards a woman. (The blow went home and brought out remembrance of very 
ancient incident). There upon, Lanka, in great fear and in ulter humility, spoke in a very feeble voice 
thus, "Mighty Sir! I am no match to your power. Pardon me. You are great among the monkeys. I am 
the worst among the Rākshasa women. Noble persons, like you, won't kill women. Spare me and 
leave me alone. You have vanquished me. I represent the city of Lanka. Let me tell you one great 
truth. Long ago, God Brahma gave me the boon of invincibility by anyone, till after a long time, a 
monkey will defeat me, after which this city of Lanka is doomed to destruction. Now that time of 
Lanka's doom has arrived, with your subduing me. It is God's decree and nothing can stop it. By 
stealing Sita, Rāvana has brought about this disaster to the whole of Lanka. God Nandikēswara of 
Kaīlāsa, also cursed this glorious city. Freely enter this city and search for Sita". The demoness 
Lanka, left the city of Lanka to its fate and vanished. She gave place to a celestial palladium (Perhaps 
Sri Ranganādha, the deity, worshipped by Rāma and gifted by Rāma to the next righteous ruler of 
Lanka, Vibheeshana, the brother of Rāvana). 

           Hanumān, at this time was of the size of a cat. He gave a blow, not deadly, to Lanka, not 
intending to kill her. She reeled and fell down in great pain. It means, perhaps, that even in that tiny 
form, Hanumān retained his full potentiality and certainly not that, proportionate to his size or 
situation etc. Lanka, as she appeared before Hanumān, is or a flimsy symbol of the great city of 
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Lanka, but the most powerful embodiment (in demonic form) of the collective might of the whole of 
Lanka (drawing homage from the great heroes of Lanka, fist like perhaps Nikumbhala spirit. She 
says that she is the servant of Rāvana, a mere formal homage to the ruler. She is not the chief of the 
watch and ward department of Rāvana.   She is a worshippable semi-Deity). Further there is the 
boon of God Brahma, of invincibility. But she succumbed to a mild blow from Hanumān. Similarly, in 
my little opinion, Rāma had God-Head in him, even in his birth but not known to him. Because he 
was in human form, some even knowledgeable persons imputed to him human foibles and also 
weighed his celestial Kruta yuga (the most ideal age of mankind) Dharmās in the mundane scales 
and that too of the most degenerate era in this corrupt age of Kali. The demonic Lankan palladium 
disappeared and ruin followed but it was good, Vibheeshana being the king. The Vālmeekian 
palladium (Rāma) is thrown overboard, from some social injustices for which he is not responsible 
(over which he has no control) and which were brought in by the viciously changing times. The 
whole society is like a storm tossed ship, without an able and worthy captain, ready to be engulfed 
by great billows of jealousy, pride, callousness, petty self interest and the list is long ad nauseam, 
the worst feature being the dogmatic assertion for consumption of the rabble, I or we alone, not 
you, can do the needful to the society" with a rotten party system and still worse electoral system 
and ludicrous fictions "people's voice", "people's mandate" etc., no worthy and able persons coming 
out of the too huge a ballot box. Whatever all the might be, Rāma still rules as the greatest 
palladium of dharma and he suffered many a unkindest cut. He is a God-Head and is born with 
divinity. There is a soul elevating episode in Tulasidās "Rāmāyana" Even when Rāma the infant was 
crawling on his hands and knees, the great Rishi Kākabhusundi (in the form of a crow, hence he is 
called Kākabhusundi) closely observed the infant Rāma and found him to be the great God Vishnu 
in human form and worshipped him. This is not Un-Vālmeekian. Valmeeki also is suggesting in 
many places about Rāma's divinity, though constrained by the parameters of a "Kāvya", his 
"Rāmāyana" also being a Kāvya, with various sentiments (Rasās) which are the most ideal ones and 
not those of the run of the mill type, for the cynics to gloat over Rāma. One may read Shakespeare's 
"Tragedies" half a dozen times and one experiences only an intellectual ferment and nothing more. 
But the essence of Vālmeeki (or Vyāsa) is "mystery of soul, creation etc., "giving rise to spiritual 
ferment". Hence "Rāmāyana" and "Mahābhārata" are sacred epics. What has Shakespeare done 
towards mystery except few ghosts, malicious ones bent on destroying great, but tragic personages 
with morbid proclivity and kingdoms, even? Again, Kali, the presiding spirit of this fourth time 
cycle, (named after him as Kali yuga) seems to be extending his jurisdiction far beyond the the 
places, allotted to him by the king Pareekshith at the advent of Kali, which are patently evil 
breeding ones such as drinking dens, brothels, etc. But now his new territory is nor so obvious, now 
all the old institutions have become an anathema, to be rooted out, (though they have grown into 
the soul of the race) and not merely pruned of those features that really hurt. This is the major 
triumph of Kali, which even Satan will envy. Most of all and all of (one may say even) these 
institutions are concerned only with the private life of an individual, such as food, marriage and 
worship and have no existence outside the threshold of the house. Like the snail carrying its house 
over its back, those cannot and should not be carried outside. This implied constraint strikes at the 
root of exploitation and self-aggrandizement, which is so much in the air, the most potent, single 
polluting factor in the society. Everyone owes to the society a fundamental duty to live with all and 
serve the society. But he has fundamental right to dine, to worship, to marry, with or among his kith 
and kin according to social customs (going by the name of social castes) which came into existence 
for private purposes only. In public activities our Rishis intended the society to be casteless. It is 
another feather in the cap of Kālapurusha that the elected persons, that came out of the "ballot box" 
(euphemistic term for Frankensteinian monster) devised under the same inspiration of Kali are 



SUNDARA KĀNDA 
 

PAGE 15 OF 101 
 

misguided and are doing everything in their misused power to wipe out the private life and its 
ancient, fine, indispensable features altogether. In this way, Rāma is dethroned, the Vēdas, the 
Smritis treated as mere vapourings of a set of exploiters of the society. Further, under this 
dispensation of Kali, slavery, sycophancy, mortgaging self respect, intellectual and other talents to a 
individual or a small coterie of persons (mostly scheming ones), brutal ignorance, or perverse half 
baked knowledge sophistry and capped by violence at the drop of the feat became the all pervading 
phenomena. Perhaps Kali will thus rule for a long time, keeping the people in blissful ignorance that 
their own "caste people" are exploiting them and tremendously gaining at their expense, in a far 
greater manner than by "other castes". In my little opinion nothing explains this better than the 
following. For thousand years, a certain "community" (to adopt the press jargon) ruled this vast 
country of vast resources ("Pagoda tree" called so by foreigners and everyone of that community 
patted his back as belonging to the ruling class and did all sorts of things by way of exploitation. But 
now most of the common persons there of are suffering the worst form of penury. It is not that their 
fortunes melted away. The bitter truth is that fortune never reached their threshold and they 
remained as before the same "hewers of wood, and drawers of water". Instead of their bare 
necessaries in concrete form, being given to them they were asked to pray to God for them (and not 
work far them) and for that purpose mumerous places of worship were built for them as a sop to 
keep them in perpetual loyalty (euphemism for slavery) to their powers that be and their progeny. 
To preempt any disturbance to their (Ruler's) perpetuity by these persons joining hand, with the 
conquered, those places of worship were mostly built on the demolished ones, of the vanquished, 
the more sacred to the latter, the better as serving their ends (as many historians said). 
Unfortunately the wide chasm, thus created, between the "so called different communities" is still 
persisting now. A wag might counter this thought, by saying that the subsequent British rulers 
created the present penurious state of that "community". Though the British rulers were capable of 
doing that, they didn't do so and on the other hand, pampered and pampered them, as best serving 
their (British) Imperial interests, when the Khilaphat Movement "was given quietus at its source 
(Turkey) itself. The same story of exploitation by their own people (near the seat of power) and the 
iron fetters of ignorance etc. It is the miracle of this age for all the "communities" not to realize that', 
friends -fast sworn! Whose double bosoms seem to wear one heart! Whose house, whose bed, 
whose meal and exercise! Are still together, who twin, as it were, in love! Unseperable, shall within 
this hour! On dissension of a idiot, break out! To bitterest enmity; so fellest foes...". ("Coriolanus" 
Shakespeare). 

           Another great truth forgotten or brain washed so, by the communities is that Rāma was 
worshipped by all (before they split into separate groups as their supreme God and they 
constituted the same entity). 
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SARGA 4 

The mighty Hanumān, having vanquished Lanka (the demoness) entered the city of Lanka by 
leaping over the wall (as it was a hostile city ad so should not be entered through the gate, for good 
luck to himself and bad luck to the city) and put his left leg first as if on the head of Rāvana (both in 
contempt of Rāvana and to invoke evil on Rāvana). It was night, he took the royal street strewn with 
pearls and flowers.   It was full of fierce Rākshasās, guarding it, with great weapons. On either side 
were high white and auspiciously built mansions, studded with gems and echoing with laughter 
from drink of the inmates and music like that of nymphs. Every where were seen garlands of 
flowers. The fine street was like the sky with clouds with lightnings. He became clated that at last he 
entered the city and was sure of success. The soldiers were making roaring noises. Spies were 
there. He entered house after house. In some houses, the Rākshasa priests were reciting Vēdās (All 
Rākshasās were Aryans only). He saw various kinds of people, from the Pundits to the soldiers, 
from the hideous to the most beautiful persons. Some had more than two eyes, two ears and some 
were revolting to look at. There were hermits, some were naked (a discipline). Some persons were 
wearing precious ornaments, some were experts in black magic and various rituals. They could 
destroy foes by mantrās. Some were wielding great spears and Vajrāyudhas and thunderbolts. In 
the interior there were one lakh, most vigilant soldiers. There was the great golden mansion of 
Rāvana, on a cliff and surrounded by a great moat full of lilies and with great battlements. Mighty 
soldiers were at the gate. Hanumān entered, quite unnoticed. Inside he saw four tusked mammoth 
elephants, horses of celestial breed and various animals and birds and splendid chariots. The whole 
ground was wet with scented waters. 
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SARGA 5 

           Hanumān was in high spirits for entering that impregnable city. Then the Moon was high in 
the sky, seeing which he imagined the Moon thus, which Vālmeeki put in fine Slōkas with choice 
diction and rhyme and varied meter. It is the imagination of the mighty Hanumān, in an elated 
mood, rather than the poets imagination, worthy of a perfect celibate as Hanumān was (though 
married, his spouse being Suvarchalā Dēvi, daughter of the Sun-God). The same Moon, in the 
company of cool breeze and Bacchus, the Wine-God, gives rise to the most voluptuous scenes in the 
whole of Lanka. 

            Hanumān saw the Moon, at the zenith, leavening every thing with its 'silvery' beams. It 
appeared to him as a fine white bull in the midst of the herd of cows. This cool Moon was moving in 
the sky, destroying the sins of mankind, (alleviating the sufferings). It swelled the ocean and 
brightened everything. Whatever splendour is there on the mount Mandhara, or on the ocean at 
twilight after Sunset, or in the lilies in the lakes, more of such splendour was there in the Moon. It 
shone more splendid by than a royal white swan in a silvery cage, or a great lion before the cave of 
Mandhara, or a warrior on a huge elephant, or a great horny white bull, or a white mount with 
grand cliffs, or a great white elephant with white tusks and carrying a golden umbrella or a majestic 
lion on a hill side, or a huge elephant in a fight (attacking the army) or a king newly crowned. Thus 
shone greatly the God-Like Moon (Bhagawān) mistless and withdrawing to himself the brilliance of 
the planets (ie., out shining them). It was the time for the lovers to indulge in sensual pleasures. 
Some ladies were playing on veenās and some were happy with their Lords. Some Rākshasās were 
strolling in the streets, doing terrible deeds. All houses were full of riches. Everywhere were seen 
by Hanumān chariots, horses, great elephants and golden seats. Mighty warriors were yearning for 
battles. The city was like a vast lake, full of great hissing serpents. Hanumān also saw good and 
intelligent and fine speaking and religious great Rākshasās among the rough ones. He also saw 
chaste ladies, decked in rich ornaments and serving their Lords and were like great stars. He also 
saw numerous scenes of people indulging in love-pastimes. He saw many most beautiful ladies, 
with various ornaments on. Hanumān vainly tried to find Sita by means of tallying those ornaments 
with those of the Dēvi dropped by her on the Rushyamooka mount. (He observed and moved 
among, those voluptuous scenes, like a Yōgi). The Dēvi could not be found in those places and 
among those ladies. Sita was beauty personified.   She was born in the most righteous line of kings 
(Janaka's). She was born of her own free will (like incarnation to take revenge on Rāvana, being 
Vēdavathi in her previous birth -this thought (मनसा भि जा तं) could not be Hanumān's, it was only the 
poet's). She was most beautiful and learnt like a beautiful creeper, though emaciated. She was 
firmly established in supreme chastity, with single minded devotion to Rāma and was the gem 
among the chaste ladies and was in great agony for the seperation, shedding tears always, but still 
beautiful as a peacock in the wood, as a crescent Moon, as a dust-covered golden wire and was 
internally suffering from grief as from a would from an arrow and lean and emaciated like a wind-
scattered cloud. Hanumān was at his wits end and was struck with grief for not finding there, the 
consort of the great Rāma, the most truthful speaker. 
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SARGA 6-7  

           Hanumān, again resumed his search, with greater vigour. He saw and wondered at the great 
palace of Rāvana, surrounded by a wall as splendid as the Sun. It was guarded by fierce Rākshasās, 
like a great forest by lions and impossible to enter. It had fine arches and gates of gold and silver 
and well decorated mighty warriors, on a great elephants, were on guard. It was full of clatter, of the 
numerous, huge chariots of gold, silver or ivory and studded with gems, with seats covered with 
lion skins drawn by mighty, invulnerable horses and ridden only by mighty archers. There were 
thousands of various animals and birds. Numerous royal families, with precious ornaments on and 
with royal umbrellas were bustling about the streets. It was all like great forests with royal lions 
moving about. The whole place was echoing with sounds of drums, conches, trumpets. There were 
sacrificial altārs, always with the fires. The whole place was full of perfume. In some places, it was 
like a silent sea, the people there being fast asleep. The mansion of Rāvana had a huge dome, 
studded with precious stones. Hanumān thought the palace to be 'gem of Lanka'. He thought that he 
can find out the Dēvi only by guessing by her behaviour only and not by her personal appearance 
since he had not seen her before. 

            Then he searched the palaces and the adjoining gardens of the mighty Rakshasa-Chiefs 
(Prahasta etc.,) and was thrilled at their prosperity. The he entered the mansion of Rāvana. It was a 
grand conglomeration of various types of splendid mansions, some for day-time pastimes only, with 
various palanquins, artificial wooden small hills for recreation, halls with splendid paintings. 
Amidst them stood the most splendid mansion of Rāvana, like the mount Mandhara, or like the 
house of God Siva. It appeared as if it was the reward for his (Rāvana's) great Tapās. It was shining 
like no earthly mansion could compare with them. There Hanumān saw the celestial aerial chariot 
of Kubēra (Pushpaka vimāna) and grabbed from him by Rāvana, in battle with him (Rāvana's half 
brother). It was like heaven on earth, with the carved images, of a great variety of flowery trees and 
so looking like a cliff covered with flowers and of swans (as if the swans were carrying it) and 
studded with gems (and shining like a cliff with various minerals). It was like a great cloud with 
rainbow. It was full of the painted scenes of mountains with various flowery trees lakes with lotus 
flowers and it had bird serpents and horses made of gems, as also finely carved horses of ideal 
shapes and studded with gems. There was the fine picture of Goddess Lakshmi, holding lilies in her 
(four) hands, with the two elephants on either side of her and worshipping her with lotus. The 
whole place was like a mountain in full bloom the spring season and he was struck with wonder at 
its vastness. Thus Hanumān searched for Sita the whole of Lanka, most meticulously and with high 
morality in voluptuous scenes, that night-time.  But there was no sign of Sita and he became very 
sad. 
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SARGA 8 

           There is further description of Pushpaka chariot, either in continuation of previous one or to 
indicate that Hanumān wanted to search it more carefully again, on account of its vastness 

            The Pushpaka chariot was most uniquely made by Viswakarma and decorated by gold and 
gems. It can expand and accommodate any number of persons in it. It can fly in the high skies and 
by its splendour then looked like the sign-post on Sun's path. Such a wonder was very rare even in 
the houses of celestials. Only persons of great Tapās could ride it and it flew knowing their mind 
(without any express command of theirs) and nothing can obstruct its flight and it can fly with the 
speed of Wind-God. Thousands of figures of powerful looking flying Rākshasās were carved on it 
and it seemed as if they were carrying it. It was like the swarga of Indra. 
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SARGA 9 

           The chariot was like a palace within the palace of Rāvana, which latter was one yōjana long 
and half yōjana wide. It was constructed the divine Architect Viswakarma for great God Brahma, 
from whom, God Kubēra of Rāvana, superbly dressed in gold and rare gems, with its windows of 
gold, pillars of gold and diamonds, like a chariot about to rise into the skies, with the warbling rotes 
of various birds, with various perfumes and appearing at one place like a royal swan and at another 
like the splendid picture of various colours. It was like the birth-place of the Goddess Lakshmi. The 
whole place drove away the gloom of Hanumān, as mother does to her son. He wondered whether 
that place was the city, Amaravati of Indra or the world of God Brahma. The lights were steady 
(without flickering) like the gamblers losing the game and were full of shame and silently brooding 
over their ill-luck. It was as if the whole place was on fire, from the brilliance of the lights, of the 
jewels and from the splendour of Rāvana's person. It was the splendid bed-chamber of Rāvana. 
There were a thousand most handsome ladies, richly dressed, fast asleep, on a splendid carpet, in 
various lewd postures, being exhausted in cupid's pastimes with Rāvana. With such fairy-like ladies, 
with perfumes and jewels on, the whole chamber was like a large sweet-smelling lotus-field, with 
silent bees and the sleeping royal swans. The bees, intoxicated with honey from flowers, were 
blindly hovering about the scented fair faces of the ladies taking them to be lotuses, so fair and 
fragrant their faces were. Hanumān also thought so. 

            The highly moral Hanumān like a Yōgi surveyed such voluptuous scenes, where some 
sleeping ladies were even half-naked. But his high sanity took back-seat and thought like a common 
monkey in searching for the holy Dēvi amidst those ladies. 

            With their over-lord (and husband) Rāvana, the whole chamber was like the full-Moon night 
(with stars) in the Sarat season (after the rainy season). Hanumān thought those ladies to be stars 
fallen to the earth after their spiritual merit was exhausted and became those ladies. They were like 
mares rolling on the ground for relaxation. Some ladies with their jewels in disarray and their 
garlands snapped, were like the flowery creepers, trampled upon by an elephant in a forest. Some 
ladies were fine like rivers, their buttocks being sand-dunes and their garlands of pearls, being 
various birds of the river, their fair bodies being the banks, the gold jewels being lilies. With their 
breath, they seemed to be fanning their Lord Rāvana. Sleeping close to each other, they were like a 
garland of flowers, or like so many flowery creepers. The lamps on stands of gold, were steadily 
burning as if they were staring at those bevy of nymphs which they dared not do when Rāvana 
awake. Some of those ladies belonged to the families of Raja Rishis, some were celestial and semi-
celestial ladies and some were Rākshasa ladies and all of them loved Rāvana (and not forced by 
him). Rāvana kidnapped some ladies only itching for a battle, with their relatives and not to marry 
them, forcibly. All of them resorted to him, out of love and none among them was married to anyone 
previously and all of them were of noble birth. In the case of Sita only Rāvana resorted to force and 
fraud. 
 

            It seems to me that the poet's idea is not that Rāvana was not a sinner in this aspect, but that 
his pomp, splendour and prosperity was so seductive as to attract so much harem. His aggressive 
prosperity quite answered his immoral caliber in that aspect, which slowly siphoned off his unique 
spiritual powers, for which reason God Vishnu delayed his incarnation (giving him -Rāvana - the 
longest rope to hang himself as it were). 



SUNDARA KĀNDA 
 

PAGE 21 OF 101 
 

            Hanumān was surprised (with some sympathy for Rāvana) that such Rāvana should resort to 
such a depraved act towards Sita, the paragon among women. Hanumān also thought variously. It 
would be a fitting reply to Rāvana's felony if Sugreeva also carried off Rāvana's wives, without any 
blemish attaching to Sugreeva. Again Rāvana would prosper if he would honourably restore Sita to 
Rāma or else Rāvana would be doomed to die. Hanumān also thought that it would be his rare 
fortune if he could find out Sita and he became sad again 
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SARGA 10 

           Hanumān was in the bed-chamber of Rāvana, as splendid as the bed-chamber of Indra with 
magnificent seats and couches of gold and precious stones and cushions. The royal umbrella was 
there, as splendid as full Moon. There on a royal couch was Rāvana sleeping. dark in colour as a 
cloud, with diamond ear rings, clad in gold cloth and with red sandal wood paste on his body and 
precious ornaments being like the red cloud with lightnings at Sunset and like the motionless 
Mandhara mount with its woods, after the great churning of milky ocean was over Rāvana was 
there fast asleep on the royal couch. He was the cynosure of and source of happiness for, all the 
Rākshasās and the ladies loved him greatly. He was breathing like a great serpent. Hanumān 
approached his couch, but immediately shrank back in fear (from his splendour) and from a 
distance began observing him. No one dared approach him though sleeping, as a majestic elephant 
would keep at bay (by its smell) all other elephants at a mountain-stream. His powerful arms were 
long (upto his knees) and were like the trunk of a mighty elephant, the hands (with the fingers) 
being like the five-hooded snakes. He could assume any form and for the conjugal pleasures, he had 
only one head and two hands, instead of ten heads and twenty arms. His shoulders bore royal 
insignia of gold and gems. His shoulders bore the scars of the wounds from the dash of the great 
Chakrāyudha (discus) of God Vishnu and the thrust of the tusks of the mighty elephant Iravatha of 
Indra (the poet says it was a mere scratch) in the great battles with Dēvās. Those shoulders were 
like the flag-staff of Indra and had powerful and auspicious looking nails and nails and palms. It was 
those shoulders, that humbled the Dēvās, Gandharvās and other celestials and extorted wails from 
them. He was like a mountain with two great cliffs (shoulders). His fragrant breath (from various 
dishes taken in by him) filled the whole chamber. He (being black) was like a mighty elephant 
sleeping in the waters (dark) of river Ganga and was breathing like a mighty serpent. His many 
beautiful consorts, in dazzling jewels, were sleeping at his feet. One lady slept with the Veena still in 
her embrace, from intoxication and exhaustion. The whole bevy of ladies fully drunk, were fast 
asleep each taking the other to be her Lord Rāvana. The whole chamber was like the starry sky, 
with Full-Moon (Rāvana). There on a separate royal couch, Hanumān saw a lady sleeping. She 
appeared the most beautiful of all of them. At that sight the monkey in Hanumān, taking her to be 
Dēvi Sita, became overjoyed bursting out "Eureka! I have seen the Dēvi". He jumped in ecstasy, 
kissed his tail and behaved like a simple monkey with many antics. Immediately another disgusting 
and absurd thought (that Sita might have succumbed to the wiles of Rāvana) drove away his joy and 
he got disgusted with his joy and he got disgusted with his imaginary sight. (Most probably, the 
Slōka is an interpolation). 
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SARGA 11 

           Better sense prevailed on Hanumān, who thought thus, "She cannot be the Dēvi. Being away 
from Rāma she would not sleep or take any food, unlike the lady sleeping there. She would not even 
comb her hair or take any drink. None can equal Rāma and so she would not even look at any 
mortal or even Indra among celestials. So that lady can not be Sita". So Hanumān began searching 
the drinking hall for Sita (to see if she was confined there). 

            The lady, he had seen was Mandōdari, the chief-queen of Rāvana. She was the chastest lady, 
Mandōdari, like Dēvi Sita, a name to conjure with. In beauty also she vied with Sita. The whole 
chamber was lit, as it were, by her beautiful form and in addition she was dressed in jewels, 
befitting her status as the chief-queen of the palace (अन्तःपुरेश्वरि). The poet says she was sleeping 
on a separate royal couch. The idea seems to be that she (a virtuous lady) did not indulge in, nor 
used by Rāvana for crude sensual pleasures unlike the other ladies in the chamber. 

            Hanumān moved about the hall, which contained numerous large vessels of gold, full of meat 
of various birds (some rare ones) and animals all well-cooked and some vessels were full of curds 
and other sweet preparations. Unearthly drinks made from fruits and flowers and intoxicating 
drinks were there in vessels and pots of gold and silver and other precious stones. The whole place 
looked brialliant with all that drinking ware and various perfumes filled the air there. Hanumān 
saw the ladies of Rāvana's harem, fast asleep, being exhausted in amorous plays and intoxicated 
with various drinks. They were sleeping in semi-naked postures even and were like lotuses. But Sita 
was not found there to his great grief. Further his conscience pricked him very much for being in 
such lewd scenes, among the sleeping ladies. He thought thus, "Mine is an immoral transgression, 
for being in other's house and observing the sleeping ladies. But I am not looking at them, with any 
lustful eyes or with a sinful motive. Still is it not wrong on my part?" Soon he regained his 
equanimity when he thought thus, "I have observed carefully all the ladies of Rāvana, but my mind 
has not strayed from the right path in looking on them. Mind is the cause of all the good or bad 
actions of a person and my mind is firm and pure. Sita can be found only among ladies and I must 
search for her only among ladies and not among deer and other animals. Any animal can only be 
found among those of the same species. I searched for Sita with a pure mind among these ladies, but 
she is not found by me". He searched for her among the celestial ladies and Nāga ladies and other 
great non-celestial ladies, but in vain. So he decided to search again the palace and its environs, 
leaving the hall of drinks. 
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SARGA 12 

           With renewed enthusiasm, Hanumān began to search the various houses of creepers, houses 
with numerous pictures, night-resorts (for lovers), in the precincts of Rāvana's palace, with no Sita 
being found and gloomy thoughts assailed him thus, "The most beloved wife of the great Rāma is 
still not found by me. Is she still living? Rāvana might have killed her, for defying him to protect her 
chastity. This might be true in view of that villain. Or she might have lost her life, out of fear, for 
being surrounded by devilish women of Rāvana, with hideous forms. Sugreeva is a severe king. 
There is no question of myself going back to him, with all my followers, but without knowing 
anything about Sita and that too after so much delay. Let alone Sugreeva, what answer can I give 
when the monkeys at home would ask me what I have done about finding Sita? Again, by this time, 
they might have died of fasting for my failure to return in time. I will appear as one of no 
consequence before Jāmbavān and Angada (before whom I boasted so much). But I must not give 
way despondency. Self-confidence is the mother of prosperity. It gives happiness and gives success 
in one's undertakings. Now I will strive for success, without giving way to grief. I will search all 
those places not covered by me. Not only Lanka, but also those countries ruled by Rāvana". Then he 
searched all the places, including the distant ones and all kinds of houses, those of recreation, or 
halls of pictures, or underground houses, jumping from house to house and opening and closing the 
doors of houses leaving not an inch of space all within the citadel of Rāvana. He did not leave even 
wells and lakes and pavilions. He found hideous Rākshasa women and celestial and semi-celestial 
ladies forcibly brought by Rāvana but not Dēvi Sita. He was struck with grief, with the though that 
his crossing the great ocean became futile. 
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SARGA 13 

           After searching every place, Hanumān again ascended the Pushpaka and surveyed the whole 
scene, to see if there was any place left out by him and finding none, he, with lightning speed, flew 
to the other most wall of the fort of Rāvana. On leaving the palace-fortress of Rāvana, with no 
success, Hanumān thought thus, "I have searched every place, woods, lakes, impenetrable 
mountains, streams and rivers. But I could not find Dēvi Sita. The bird king Sampati said that Sita is 
confined in Rāvana's palace. But I could not find here there. Her birth was extra-ordinary being in a 
furrow, she is of the lineage of the great Mithila kings, her father is the great king Janaka and her 
Lord is noble Rāma and it is inconceivable that she would yield to the villain Rāvana. Can it be that 
she felt from the sky, while Rāvana was carrying her with great speed from fear of Rāma? Seeing the 
great ocean below and out of fright, she might have tumbled down and drowned in the ocean. Or 
she might have died of suffocation, being in the strong grip of Rāvana, in the flight. Or Rāvana might 
have devoured the helpless Dēvi, for resisting Rāvana, to preserve her chastity. Or the wicked wives 
of Rāvana might have eaten her and she must have died, with "Oh Rāma! Lakshmana! Oh! Ayodhya!" 
on her lips. Or she might be weeping bitterly in the custody of Rāvana, somewhere, like a bird in a 
cage for its mate. She might have been confined in secret subterranean houses. How can I break the 
news of the disappearance, loss or even death of his most beloved wife to Rāma? It is a sin. It is also 
a sin not do to so. I don't know how to solve this impasse. But I must do something, though what is 
inevitable cannot be avoided. Of what use is my crossing the ocean? If I return to Kishkinda, without 
any tidings about Sita, what will all those monkeys followed me, think of me? Will not Sugreeva and 
the princes take me to talk? Further Rāma must be anxiously waiting for a happy discovery of Sita 
and when I say that I have not found her, it will certainly break his heart. His death will be followed 
by the death of Lakshmana. When the news of their death reaches Ayōdhya, Bharata, Satrughna and 
the queens, will give up their lives. At Kishkinda Sugreeva will die of broken heart from broken 
promise to Rāma. His consort Ruma will die, Tara will die, as also Angada. All the loyal subjects, the 
ministers, of Sugreeva will end their lives in various ways. Then, if I go back I will be the cause of 
this kind of holocaust at Ayōdhya and Kishkinda. But if I stay here, all of them will hold on to life in 
expectation of joyful tidings from me about Sita (without any immediate self-immolation in case I 
go now). So sustain myself I will stay here, living by whatever I get by way of fruits and roots, just to 
like a hermit. Or I may even give up my life by fasting. Let the vultures and animals eat my dead 
body. But this kind of giving up life is permitted only to great Rishis. This night began for me with 
an auspicious note, but alas it is to end thus tragically for me, without Sita being seen. I won't return 
without seeing her. I will resort to Tapās and won't die forcibly, which is both a sin and is attended 
with gave consequences. One can see many good things by living. 

विना शे बहवे दो षा  ! 

जी वन् भद्रणि  पस्यति !! 

           So I will hold on to life. "Thus thinking, Hanumān could see no end to his sorrow. Soon he 
braced himself up and thought thus, "I will keep aside my concern for Sita, but as tit for tat, I will kill 
Rāvana. Or I will catch hold of Rāvana and lead him to Rāma, as a sacrificial animal to the altar. Or I 
will never give up the search for Sita and I will again and again search the whole of Lanka till I find 
her. Relying on the words of Sampāti, that Sita is in Lanka, had I brought Rāma here, on finding no 
Sita here, in fury and grief Rāma would have destroyed all the monkeys. (Thinking that I misled 
him). I will stay here only, so that the princes and the monkeys are saved from the catastrophe on 
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my account. There I see a fine guarded Asōka vana and I have not searched there before. I will do so 
now praying to the Gods Vasus, Rudrās, Adityās, Asuris, Maruts (Wind-Gods) to favour me with 
success in my search. After vanquishing all the Rākshasās, I shall, by the grace of those Gods, unite 
Sita, the light of Ikshwāku Dynasty, with Rāma, who will receive her as the fruit of the penance he is 
doing all these days. Then he prayed thus, "I bow to Rāma and Lakshmana and to Dēvi Sita, the 
daughter of Janaka. I bow to Gods Rudra, Indra, Yama, Wind-God, the Moon-God, The Sun-God and 
other Wind-Gods (Maruts). He also bowed to Sugreeva, his king. 

           Perhaps for the firt time, Hanumān worshipped Rāma as God. He previously served him out of 
admiration for his might and Dhārmic calibre, which now got sublimated into devotion as to a great 
God like Mahā Vishnu.1 think that this devotion on his part was rewarded by Rāma's latent divinity 
(unknown to human Rāma) by Asōka vana being revealed to him (Hanumān) and prevented him 
from self-destruction or some brinkmanship of attacking Rāvana in the fury of frustration. In this 
later event, he (Hanumān) would be crushed (though can not be killed) by the military machine of 
Rāvana with grave consequences. There were some Rākshasās, like Māreecha, Prahasta, or the 
great monkey-king Vāli mightier than Rāvana, individually but it is the bottle-machine of Rāvana 
that counts. Most probably it is not the play of destiny in revealing Asōka vana. It is Rāma's divinity 
(Rāma not being aware of it) that lost his Devotee, Hanumān on the right path, just as Rāma's God-
Hood only redeemed Ahalya and others from their curses, without the human Rāma not being 
aware of it. 

           Hanumān revolved in his mind what to do on entering that glorious garden. He thought thus, 
"This fine garden is being very carefully tended and well protected. There are many Rāksasās for 
those purposes.   Even Wind-God dare not blow at his pleasure and freely. I chose this little form, 
for fear of detection. I pray again to Gods and great Rishis to bless me with success in my task. I also 
pray for the same to great God Brahma (self-born). Indra, Fire-God, Wind-God, Varuna, Moon and 
Sun-gods, Aswins (Twin-Gods), Wind-Gods (Maruts), God Rudra, all Nature-Gods and their Lords 
and other Gods, presiding over all streets and paths. The Villain Rāvana very much humiliated the 
great lady Sita who is always doing Tapās. When can I see that mild always smiling Moon-Like face 
of the most respectable Sita?" 
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SARGA 14 

           Stationing himself n the encircling wall of that pleasure garden, Asōka vana of Rāvana, 
Hanumān surveyed the whole garden, which presented a splendid sight. It was full of various trees 
in full bloom, as in spring season. He was there in a still smaller shape. When he flew to the trees, 
with the speed of an arrow and waking up the sleeping birds. When the birds became ruffled, the 
trees shed their flowers of various colours, with which he was fully covered. The garden was full of 
various animals, birds, peacocks, many fine smaller groves and trees of the colour of gold and silver 
and was splendid like the sun just risen. There were seen happy persons flying from tree to tree, he 
was like the God of Spring. With the fallen flowers on the ground, the earth looked like a lady fully 
adorned. But the trees, denuded of their fruits and flowers, on being shaken by him, looked like 
gamblers, who lost all their ornaments which they bet in the game or like an exhausted person, or a 
ravished lay. (In his anger or zeal) he destroyed the creepers and broke the branches of trees, like 
the wind scattering the clouds on Vindhya mount in rainy season. There were fine pools of water 
with royal swans swimming and other birds, making fine warbling sounds. There were fine 
recreation grounds, with artificial mounds and creeper-houses and arbours and an artificial stream, 
from those mounds, which flowing for some distance, returned to their source by a different route, 
like an angry lady, leaving her husband and going away but joining him again after becoming cool. 
Even the steps of the ponds were of precious stones. The ground was covered with slabs of gold and 
silver. Small mounds for recreation and seating were gold studded with precious stones. There 
were many fine houses of stone also, magnificently built by great architect Viswakarma and 
surrounded by splendid gardens. When Hanumān approached some golden trees, he looked like a 
golden monkey like the Sun near mount Mēru. Near the artificial stream, Hanumān saw a fine 
Sinsupa tree, with densely grown branches and leaves and surrounded by trees shining like gold. 
He wondered at the fine twinkling sounds made by the small bells in that tree, when moved by 
wind. He climbed into that tree as it afforded a safe hiding place for its thick foliage as also a good 
observation post. He thought thus, "From here I shall be able to find out Sita. She must be moving 
about this, as one who has lost her senses from grief for Rāma. This is a very beautiful spot, with 
various fine trees and birds (swans) making fine noises, about those beautiful lotuses. Sita is fond of 
these scenes and she is sure to come here to find some temporary peace from her very consuming 
grief for Rāma, for which reason also, this place might be her daily routine resort. Further she will 
certainly come to their place for bath and for her holy rituals in that stream. Dawn is approaching 
and she is sure to come here then, provided that she is still alive. She is the most virtuous lady. She 
is the daughter of the great king Janaka and the consort of the great Rāma. She has the welfare all of 
the monkeys heart. For all these things, she is sure to come here to worship God". Thus thinking 
Hanumān waited for dawn and Sita hiding himself in that great. 
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SARGA 15 

           The poet resorts to another bout of fine descriptive Poetry about the heavenly beauty of this 
great Asōka garden. There is almost no new thought, but the diction is charming. But this time, it is 
more like a peroration to a great speech and more charming than before. The idea seems to be that 
just pride goes before a fall, the pomp and splendour of a highly blame worthy prosperity, shine 
greater before ruin. Also the idea is that whereas even the celestial ladies succumbed to Rāvana's 
pomp, the Dēvi, looked up him as a mere blade of grass and provoked him so even before his own 
people. 

            From his hiding place in the great Sinsupa tree, Hanumān cast his eyes on all sides. The Asōka 
vana rivalled the great pleasure-garden (Nandānavana) of Indra. It had various birds, animals, great 
mansions of rich and noble persons, flowery trees of all seasons various trees, bright Asōka trees, 
with which the garden seemed to be on fire, birds with their flapping wings seeming to be bent on 
denuding the trees of their leaves. It was like the starry sky, with its bright flowers like stars or like 
another ocean (fifth ocean) with the flowers like the pearls in the ocean. It was like the second 
Gandhamādana mountain, with various sweet smelling flowers and trees. The great garden beggars 
description like the celestial gardens of Indra and Kubēra, the Nandanavana with various smaller 
gardens and the wonderful Chaītra Ratha, respectively of those Gods. Then Hanumān saw, at a little 
distance from his tree, a very dazzling high domed building reaching to the sky, on thousand pillars, 
white as mount Kaīlās, with platforms of gold and stairs of pearls. Nearby Hanumān saw a lady, 
wearing a single dirty but royal sari with a wasted body from fasting and hence like the crescent 
Moon and though beautiful, being emaciated she was like fire enveloped by smoke and so hard to 
be recognized and she bring chaste, nor caring for bodily cleanliness, was like a lotus pond with no 
lotus, with down-cast eyes and sorrowful face, exciting pity and grief in those who saw her and she 
was like the Star Rōhini tormented by the malefic planet Mars (Angāraka) or like a strayed deer, 
tormented by dogs, she being surrounded by hideous Rākshasa women and her beautiful hair being 
neglected, got twisted into a rope hanging about her plates like a black snake or like a long stretch 
of forest on the earth. She appeared as one who never tasted adversity. From all these indications, 
Hanumān thought her to be Sita herself. She resembled the lady, he had seen, being carried by 
Rāvana, over the Rushyamooka mountain. 

            Again, another fine description of the Dēvi, with abstract and philosophical similes befilting a 
great didactic and seered epic. 

            She appeared an unshaken chaste lady. For beauty she could compare with Rati Dēvi, the 
divine consort of the God of Love, Manmadha. But from her emaciated body, she appeared like a 
hermitess doing severe and austere rites. By her sighs, she was like a serpent queen of the serpent 
world, or a flame with in smoke. She was more over like a Smriti with a dubious meaning (when it 
should be authoritative), or like prosperity fallen on evil days, mere formal practice of a 
(recognized, traditional) discipline, without faith in its efficacy, or like frustrated desire, or a 
fruitless endeavour, or like an immoral character, or like a good name spoiled by a bad rumour, or 
like a Vēdic study lost from lack of practice, or like the words of an illiterate fellow which give a 
meaning nor clear or different from the intended one. The Dēvi appeared likewise changed in her 
original appearance, from her grief for Rāma, her face being constantly defaced by tears and sighs 
and her dirty body having no washing or make up, which were completely neglected. She was like 
Moon light, hidden behind dark clouds and though Hanumān at one stage doubted her identity, he 
was convinced that she was Sita. At the start of the journey by Hanumān, Rāma described to him all 
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the jewels Sita had on her body, when she was lost and Hanumān saw some of them, tied in a cloth 
to a branch of the tree, she was sitting under (as a chaste lady should nor wear moments when her 
husband is nor near). Those she had dropped on the Rushyamooka mount were not seen by 
Hanumān now but he had seen the impression on her body, those ornaments would most likely 
make from friction and pressure due to constant wear. By way of further confirmation of her 
identity, the piece of cloth, in which she dropped those jewels on the mount (Hanumān was there) 
greatly fitted with the sari she was wearing (now) both in colour and texture, though dirty (now) 
being unwashed. Hanumān thought thus, "She must be the Dēvi Sita, Rāma is constantly viewing in 
his mental vision, though physically she disappeared surely the lady there in Sita, for whom Rāma is 
in great agony, for being unable to protect her, as in duty bound to do so, she being in the eye of 
dharma, his half body symbolically. For this lady, Rāma is being tormented by love for her, by grief 
from seperation from her and by great commiseration for her adversity away from him. For beauty, 
each is worthy of the other, notwithstanding the seperation, they are living being close to each 
other in mental plane. Sita, being a married lady, has no freedom to do anything on her own and 
hence one need not wonder that she has not given up her life. But Rāma is a man and is free to do 
any thing and it is a wonder that he is holding on to life though faced with such grief and the 
tragedy of seperation from such a wife as Sita is, who is a Nymph in beauty and a paragon of every 
virtue". Hanumān became glad to see Sita and praised great Rāma for his stout heart and other 
qualities. 
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SARGA 16 

           Tears filled the eyes of Hanumān on seeing the pathetic state of Sita and on recollecting the 
noble nature of Rāma. He further mused thus, "How supreme is fate, when even Sita, who received 
homage from even such a virtuous soul as Lakshmana, is grieving thus! 

            But being highly sanguine that the mighty Rāma, aided by mighty Lakshmana, would one day, 
rescue her, after routing the enemy, she is not at all agitated like river Ganga by rains. For high 
birth, age, virtues and other traits of good fortune, she is worthy of Rāma, as Rāma is worthy of her.   
It is for her, who resembled Goddess Lakshmi, that Rāma killed Kabandha, who was as mighty as 
Rāvana and killed Virādha, a Rākshasa of monstrous strength, like God Indra killing Sanbara and 
destroyed the mighty host of 14,000 terrible Rākshasās at Janasthāna by fiery arrows. Sugreeva got 
the impossible kingship when Vāli was killed by Rāma, for her sake only and I crossed the great 
ocean for her sake only (Rāma has sent me for her sake only). It is no surprise if Rāma, for her sake, 
would choose to upset all the all the worlds, as the rulership of the three worlds is not worth a 
sixteenth part of her worth. Hers is not a human birth, she being found in the furrow of a field, tilled 
for a Yagna by Janaka, the most virtuous king of Mithila and adopted as his daughter and she is the 
daughter-in-law of the righteous, great warrior king Dasaratha and she is the consort of most wise, 
virtuous and self realized Rāma. Such Sita, is now confined in the midst of Rākshasa women. How is 
she, never knowing any trouble and very happily living with her Lord in the forests, able to undure 
all this misfortune? She is living only in great hope that someday she will see her Lord. Rāma also is 
as anxious for her (she deserves such attention on the part of Rāma as a thirsty person for a place of 
cool waters). She must be thinking of Rāma only, as she is not casting one look at the most beautiful 
trees around which appear disagreeable in  Rāma's absence, or on the repulsive Rākshasa women 
around her. Previously she was guarded by Rāma and Lakshmana, but now (ironically) those 
hideous women are doing the same.   She was like a bird separated from its mate, or like a lotus-
creeper, blighted by snow.   In the absence of Rāma, the pleasurable, elements for lovers, the 
assistants to the God of Love, Manmadha as the court-poets especially, say such as bright flowery 
trees, especially Asōka trees, spring season, cool and bright Moon-light and cool wind must be 
aggravating her grief for Rāma".   Thus thinking, Hanumān sat concealed in the tree and observing 
the lady who was no other than the Dēvi, as he was fully convinced so. 

           I have, in the context of Chitrakoota, noted my little ideas, about the love Rāma and Sita 
cherished towards each other.   Their love was a highly sublimated type and not of the kind, the 
favourite theme of court-poets. Briefly, it can be said that while the love motif of "Rāmāyana" 
regarding Rāma and Sita is like a consecrated idol in a famed shrine, the same motif in the hands of 
court-poets, is like sculptured statue admired (not worshipped) according its perfection. Vālmeeki 
puts this ideal and holy sentiment of the love of Rāma and Sita in the mouth of the supreme celibate 
Hanumān for more effect than them in a detached Slōka of his. Hence, my above idea. 
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SARGA 17 

           Like a royal swan flying to waters looking like black, the Moon came to the middle of the blue 
sky and comforted Hanumān with its cool light. In that light, Sita appeared to him like a sinking 
ship, under the weight of her sorrow. Then he saw Rākshasa women about Sita. It was a repulsive 
sight. They were hideous beyond description. There were one eyed women, some had one ear, or 
had no ears, some had crooked bodies, some faces were hideous, some had the faces of pigs, of 
tigers, of foxes, of asses, some were armed with spears, others with iron maces. In the midst of such 
grisly terrors, Sita sat full of grief, with a faded appearance and was like a fallen star and estranged 
from all relations, like a elephant that strayed from her herd and was harassed by a lion (Rāvana in 
her case) and like the Moon partially hidden by fleecy (rainless) clouds in Sarat season (after the 
rains are over, not thick rainy clouds) and like the musical instrument Veena, without her 
ornaments like a creeper without its beautiful flowers. She was like an embodiment of grief and her 
hot sighs seemed to burn up the tender leaves of the trees around and she was like a forlorn deer 
quaking in fear. Though Hanumān was very much moved to pity by her plight he became glad that 
he at last found her and he shed tears of joy and bowed to Rāma. 

            At first sight, the joy of Hanumān may appear to be out of place. But I think, it is a master-
stroke of the poet by thus suggesting that once the Dēvi was found, Rāvana was doomed. Rāma's 
tragedy, almost all these ten months was the fact that not only Sita's where abouts, but also 
whether she was alive or not was not know to him. Again I want to refer to two fine lines of poetry 
from two great poets, but very briefly. Kālidās says (in his Raghuvamsa) that Sita, surrounded by 
demoness, was like a life saving herb, with a poisonous creeper winding itself round it. 

जा नकी             विषवल्लीभि ः  परतेव महौषधि ः  

            Kamba says that even God Rudra was afraid of those Rākshasa women. Again in "Kamba" Sita 
scolds herself for her scolding the most virtuous Lakshmana in such vile terms and thinks that her 
present plight was the stroke of nemesis. But, in this aspect, I think Vālmeeki carried off the palm, 
though Kamba, in his vernacular, crossed swords with him in numerous instances, to the 
admiration of the literary world. By all accounts Sita's outburst was most natural and quite 
innocent. So he forgot it quite ndturally with no question of remorse. But in Kamba, there is the 
sence of guilt haunting her as days pass on, with Rāma apparently not taking any action. Chastity 
implies that the woman is above board, regarding this kind of conduct also and Sita is an 
embodiment of all virtues. Thus Vālmeeki does not allow her to repent for no real wrong on her 
part nor allow her to imagine it. It seems a past-master-stroke of Vālmeeki to hint that Sita was 
playing the part of Vēdavati, whom Rāvana humiliated. 
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SARGA 18 

           While Hanumān was closely observing the Dēvi from his hiding, day broke and he heard the 
chanting of the Vēdic hymns by Bārhmin-Rākshasa (ब्रह्मरक्ष्सम्). Great Rāvana woke up to the sweet 
and auspicious sounds of musical instruments. (As fates would have it) That day he thought of Sita. 
He was possessed by an over-powering passion for her. Donning royal dress, with precious gems, 
with a rare splendour he set out for the splendid Asōka garden to see Sita and entered the garden 
through the gates of gold studded with gems and passed through the fine avenues of trees 
ladenwith fruits. He was followed by a hundred queens, like Indra by celestial ladies. One queen 
held a lamp with a golden handily and another had a vessel of gems containing drink. Another held 
the royal umbrella over his head. They all followed him, like lightnings after the cloud. With his 
thoughts completely occupied with Sita, Rāvana walked like a foolish person. But his might was 
mind-boggling and he did many unique feats of valour. He was beautiful like the God of Love, 
Manmadha, without his bow of flowers. Hanumān was taken aback by the splendour of Rāvana, 
who, though at a distance, appeared to be near Hanumān, by virtue of his splendour. For fear of 
detection, Hanumān covered himself more with foliage and began observing him surrounded by 
them all. He was the same person Hanumān saw in his bed, the same night. Thus identifying the 
great Rāvana, the son of Visravasa Brahma, Hanumān got down to a lower branch to watch him, 
more, as he (Rāvana) came near to Sita. 
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SARGA 19 

           Seeing Rāvana, even at a distance, the chaste princess, Sita, shaking like a delicate plantain 
tree in a great wing, sat weeping covering her exposed body with her arms and the scant cloth on 
her body. In her grief she was like a sunken ship and sitting on the bare earth was like a fallen 
branch of a fine tree, or like the muddy stalk of a lotus and always weeping for Rāma, being lonely 
and sometimes appearing as if she joined great Rāma in her mind, or she was like a great serpent 
bound by a spell or like the star troubled by a comet, or like a woman who though born in a 
virtuous family with high traditions, was married to a bad person of a bad family, or like a worship 
without flowers and other articles, like an order disobeyed, like a worship spoiled by wicked 
persons, like a lotus blighted by snow, or an army panic-stricken on the loss of their chief, like light 
with darkness creeping, like the Moon in eclipse, like a lotus pond, spoiled by an elephant, like 
dwindled, like the sacred altar polluted by unclean persons, like a smoldering fire, like the river, all 
its waters having run off, from breach of its banks; like the waning Moon-Light in dark-fortnight, 
like a plucked lotus drying up, like a female elephant captured by hunters, weeping for its mate, 
such was Sita, sitting on bare ground, though fit to live in splendid palaces. She was emaciated from 
taking negligible food or fasting from grief, from fear and from richest Tapas (तपो धनं being the 
practice of highest chastity ever known to virtuous womanhood). She appeared as if she was 
praying to her favourite God, for the humiliation of Rāvana at the hands of Rāma. Rāvana 
approached such a Dēvi, to tempt her to accept his hand by show of his riches, but really for his 
doom (प्रलो भया मा स वधा य रावणा ः ). 

            The Dēvi was Tapōdhana. Before her riches, Rāvana's mundane and immoral riches were 
mere dust. Again there is the curse of God Brahma, hanging over his head (heads) like the sword of 
Damocles. It is that Rāvana will die if he ravishes any woman, but the curse will not operate if the 
women submits. So Rāvana came to Asōka garden to coax Sita, to agree to a marriage. The Dēvi 
could curse him, but did not do so. Destiny had a plan, which she was bound to obey. Only Rāma 
should kill Rāvana and at the same time Rāma was bound to suffer the curse of divine Rishi Bhrugu 
and suffer the pangs of seperation from his consort. So Sita in Asōka garden and Rāma in far away 
Dandaka and Kishkindha must suffer from their separation. So Sita wept like an ordinary woman 
before Rāvana, her capacity to punish Rāvana, by curse being never allowed to enter her thoughts, 
by destiny. Or according to some "Rāmāyanās" both Rāma and Sita were beigning seperation, which 
they (those epics) say was a fake. Vālmeeki chose the former theme, with just a suggestion of the 
latter. Destiny is the supreme doctrine of the Vēdās, which is equated by half baked fellows with 
blind superstition. 
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SARGA 20 

           Approaching the pathetic-looking joyless, chastiest, Dēvi, doing Tapās, Rāvana, with sinister 
intent, spoke sweetly thus, "Fair Sita! Out of fear from me you want to hide your beautiful limbs 
from my sight. I am fond of you. Your beauty charms all the worlds. My dear Sita! Reward my love 
for you by reciprocating it. Here there is no one, among men or Rākshasās, who can put you in fear 
and since I love you, discard all fear from me. It is the traditional right, even dharma of the 
Rākshasās, to ravish women or forcibly kidnap them for lust (hence my behaviour towards you is 
not a sin). But since you have no love for me, I won't force you to do so and I won't touch you even 
and I will restrain my passion for you within me, only. Trust me, have no fear and give up weeping 
and love me. Give up this dirty sari and this neglect of your body and this fasting and lying on bare 
earth. They ill suit you. Become mine and have all royal comforts. You can have choice drinks, rare 
ornaments and everything you are the jewel among women. Don't be like this. Being with me, how 
can you be without jewels? Your splendid youth is going to waste. If missed now it neither will nor 
return like water that has flowed away. So with me enjoy all the sensual pleasures. After creating 
you, God Brahma, the great creator, must have stopped creating another beauty like you, because, 
in all the worlds, I see no second like you. Even the creator Brahma will become enamoured of you, 
then what to say of others! On whatever part of your body, my eye falls, I cannot withdraw it. Be my 
consort. I will make you the chief queen among all the other queens of mine. All of them are of noble 
birth and I brought them from many places. All the richest treasures I forcibly got from all the 
worlds and even my kingdom are yours and I am yours, your slave. I will conquer the whole world 
and give it to your father Janaka. Till now there is no one in this whole world, who can stand against 
me in fight. In my battles, with Dēvās and Asurās, many times I routed them and they took to their 
heels and so what about others? Love me and to please me, decorate yourself with all ornaments 
and live with me, enjoying all pleasures, you are free to use my riches and all. You can command me 
to do your bidding and I will do it (as a slave). All your relatives will envy you for this good luck. I 
doubt whether Rāma is still alive. He lost his prosperity, his good luck and is living like an ascetic, 
lying on bare ground. He cannot even see you, like the birds flying in the sky, which cannot see the 
Moon light hidden behind the black clouds. Even if he begs me, I will not give you to him. On 
Nārada's request, to Indra, Hiranyakasipa got back his consort, in custody of Indra. But I won't 
oblige Rāma so. Sita! You have captured my heart, by your rare beauty like the bird Garutmān 
capturing the (great) serpent. On seeing you now even in this your miserable state, I lose every 
interest in my queens. What can I say, when you adorn your self in fine clothes and jewels? You will 
have command over all my consorts and they all will serve you like the celestial beauties, serving 
the Goddess Lakshmi Dēvi. Rāma is not fit to hold a candle to me in the matter of Tapās, might or 
prowess. So Sita! Love me and enjoy every pleasure in my company, wearing fine gold chains 
drinking and roaming in the fine pleasure garden by the sea-side. All your relatives will gather 
round you and they too will be happy. I will give you all the earth and all riches". 

            This is the most vicious talk of Rāvana, speaking to the embodiment of chastity, Sita Dēvi. But 
by some great critics, supported by legends also, in every word of this talk of Rāvana, an exactly 
opposite meaning is spelt out by splitting the phrases or words etymologically and from some 
grammars. From this Rāvana is made out as a great devotee of Rāma and Sita and his prayer to Dēvi 
to love him is a prayer to Goddess mother (Sita Lakshmi) a holy plea to treat him as her son, though 
a sinner.   But he chose this path of hostility, as he chose his redemption from his curse through 
hostility (God Vishnu-Rāma) and he was born with that trait. Vālmeeki, also endorses this view, but 
some what differently thus. Once Nārada told Rāvana that even a person killed by Rāma, would get 
salvation. This quite agreed with his Rākshasa nature and he readily adopted the course of enmity 



SUNDARA KĀNDA 
 

PAGE 35 OF 101 
 

as in "Macbeth" of Shakespeare, the Witches' declaration, galvanized the hibernating vicious 
ambitions of Macbeth and set him on a murderous course. So also was the effect of Nārada's words 
on Rāvana. Of course an odious comparison, but almost true psychologically. Thus, Rāvana, 
according this view, kidnapped Sita not out of lust, but to bring Rāma to Lanka for a battle. But 
Vālmeeki did not choose this, theme, as it conflicts with the Kāvya spirit. 
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SARGA 21 

           Hearing this wild talk of the fearful Rāvana, Sita was gripped with fear and a sense of 
helplessness and shivering and crying, thought only of Rāma. (She was the proud princess of a high 
royal lineage). She picked up a blade of grass and looking at it only and as if speaking to it only (as if 
she considered Rāvana as nothing better than that blade of grass) and with a contemptuous smile, 
even while weeping, spoke thus. (As a model of chastity she chose not to speak directly face to face 
to a stranger and to such a one as Rāvana). She spoke, "Withdraw your mind from me and devote 
yourself wholly to your queens. It is highly improper and futile for you to desire me, as it is so for a 
great sinner to covet salvation. My birth is in a high family, equally so my marriage in a noble family 
and I am very chaste and I won't stoop to this vicious act". Then fully turning about with her back to 
him a further show, of contempt for Rāvana Sita continued, "I am the wife of another person and 
cannot be yours, think of dharma and follow the example of the virtuous. Rāvana! Don't you desire 
your consorts to be chaste? So also have the same attitude towards the wives of others. Like you, 
others also desire that their wives should be chaste. Imagine yourself to be in their position and 
cohabit with your wives only. Not satisfied with his own wife, whoever has sexual affair with others 
wife, will lose fame, prosperity and everything and a great part of his longevity, besides incurring a 
deadly sin. Have you no elders to teach you Dharmās? Or are you defying them or have they kept 
quiet or have no concern for you, seeing you so devoid of good conduct and intellect? Even if they 
have given you, a wise advice, from your outward regard for them, you must have thrown it 
(advise) away, as all the Rākshasās are doomed to die on account of you. The whole country will be 
ruined by a foolish and wicked ruler. So also the whole of Lanka with all its prosperity will get 
ruined soon solely by your wicked acts. When a villain is struck by a tragedy, all people will rejoice. 
In that case (of your ruin) all those who suffered at your hands, will consider your ruin as their 
good luck. It is impossible for you to allure me with your prosperity and riches. As Sun-Llight 
cannot leave the Sun, I cannot be without Rāma. Rāma is the Lord of all the world and I hold his 
hand, but you are a non-entity and how can I hold you (and a stanger's at that) hand? I am fit to be 
the spouse of Rāma only, as the Vedic learning is an ornament only to a Brahmin, who has 
knowledge of self and performed duly all the rites enjoined in the sāstrās. Rāvana! I am miserable 
being separated from Rāma. Join me with him as a languishing elephant is joined with its mates. 
That is noble on your part. If you want to live peacefully, make friends with Rāma and he will 
condone your wrong. Rāma earned the name in all the worlds as being the most virtuous wisest and 
as one who loves all who asks for his mercy. To earn his good will, you must return me to him, with 
a contrite heart and he will then forgive you (and I will also plead for you). If you fail to do all this, 
Rāma is sure to kill you. Indra's missile Vajrāyudha when hurled against you may leave you free. 
God Yama may stay his hand against you for a long time. But you cannot likewise escape the angry 
Rāma, who will surely will you and nor leave a wicked one like you free. Soon you will be hearing 
the terrible sound of the twanging of Rāma's bow, similar to the sound of Indra's Vajrāyudha. The 
fiery and terrible as serpents, arrows with the names of Rāma and Lakshmana on them will soon 
engulf the whole of Lanka, killing the Rākshasās. The great bird king called Rāma will kill the great 
serpent king called Rāvana. Just as Mahā Vishnu, with just three steps, took away the prosperity of 
Asurās by subduing Bali, Rāma will take me from you. Being afraid of Rāma, when he destroyed 
your great army, you stole me like a thief, without facing him. Then the brothers were away from 
the cottage. Like a dog running away on scenting the tigers near by, you would likewise have run 
away if you had known the brothers were in the neighbour hood. Being such a weakling and 
coward, how can you fight against the combined might of the brothers? Indra, having two hands, 
defeated Vruthra who had only one hand. Like the Sun evaporating the small water, your life will be 
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drawn off by the brothers, Rāma and Lakshmana and you cannot escape them, even by running 
away to Kubēra's city, or to Varuna's kingdom. A tree cannot escape a falling thunderbolt. So also 
you seem to have a date with death at the hands of the brothers". 
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SARGA 22 

           The Rākshasa supremo could not tolerate this harsh talk of Sita, charming though she was to 
him and sternly warned her thus, "In the measure a person treats his wife (sweet heart) softly, she 
becomes dominant and Lords over him in the same measure. My love for you is controlling my 
anger as a skilful charioteer controls the wild horses. Love is a bad thing as it shows mercy and 
kindness towards the loved one though fit to be punished. That is why I am going to not kill you 
though you deserve death from insulting me by loving a fake hermit like Rāma, before me. For every 
harsh word you used against me, you deserve to be put to death most cruelly". In greater fury, 
Rāvana spoke, "There are still two months more to run according to my promise to you to leave you 
alone. If, after that period, you don't choose me as your husband, the very next morning after that, 
you will be killed and my cook will make a breakfast for me, with you flesh". At this threat, the 
celestial and semi-celestial consorts of Rāvana, accompanying him, shed filter tears. Some, with 
signs by their eyes, consoled Sita. From her confidence in her strength of chastity and from this 
silent support from the queens, Sita spoke to. Rāvana thus further, "Evidently, there is no well 
wisher for you, to advise you against this immoral act of harassing a chaste lady. In all the three 
worlds, no one but you will covet the wife of the most righteous Rāma. As Dēvi Sachi is to Indra, I 
am to Rāma. You, the worst of the Rākshasās, have thus insulted me, for which you cannot escape 
punishment from mighty Rāma, wherever you go. In a fight, you are before Rāma, like a petty hare 
before a mighty elephant. By thus looking on me in lust, why is it that your eyes have not dropped 
to the ground and also your tongue likewise, for this your foul talk? I am not going to reduce you to 
ashes, by my chastity (though capable to do so) since I have no permission from my Lord to do so. 
You could not have carried me away thus, when my Lord was by my side. For your death destiny 
without doubt played this trick on you by keeping my Lord away from me and you did it by stealth 
and what about your boast that you have no equal in fight and have no fear and that you are the 
brother of Lord Kubēra? Hearing this, Rāvana looked daggers at Sita. He became fierce to look at. 
His crown of gems shook. His eyes became fiery red and he was like a hissing serpent.   His girdle 
studded with the most previous blue sapphires, was like the great Snake-king (Vāsuki) used as a 
rope by the Dēvās and Asurās round the great Mandhara mount to churn the milky ocean for 
Amruta, Rāvana looking like that great Mandhara mount. Though with all ornaments and garlands 
being fully. He addressed Sita terribly thus, "You have not heeded my words and you are loving 
decorated he looked as if the presiding God of the spring season, Vasanta had come in that form, yet 
from his fierce appearance, he was like a large building in the cremation ground a wretch and an 
immoral one like Rāma. I can now destroy you as the rising Sun destroys the darkness at dawn". 
Then turning to the hideous Rakshasa women, (some with the face of a pig, some with huge 
abdomen, some with the elephant legs and others of monstrous shapes or deformity) Rāvana 
ordered them to make Sita love him, by force or by any gentle means. He again, in a surge of lust 
and fury, threatened Sita with dire consequences. At this, Dhānyamālini, the youngest consort of 
Rāvana, went up to him and embracing him cajoled him thus, "Sir! You are the Lord of the 
Rākshasās. Love me. Why do you want her of a human species a miserable one and further of ugly 
colour?  God Brahma had denied her the rare fortune of being your wife and enjoying the heavenly 
pleasures with you. Why do you torture your body and mind for an unwilling lady? You can derive 
real pleasure, with ladies who love you and I here greatly love you. Be happy with me". At this (silly 
intervention and talk) Rāvana smiled and went away, shaking the earth with his furious strides and 
still possessed by lust for Sita. All his consorts went after him to his great mansion. 
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SARGA 23-24 

           The great poet seems to run on the sharp edge of a sword as freely as on even ground. He 
creates mighty situations, which appear to take a disastrous plunge into an abyss. A dangerous 
situation is most dramatically evolved and averted. Perhaps for the first time, in all those ten 
months, Rāvana descends on the scene. The Dēvi's strength of character is pitted against brutal 
strength of Rāvana. He is overwhelmed by fury and is on the point of even killing Sita. Great 
Hanumān is watching and no one knows what he will have done then. Then most drastically 
Dhānyamālani, the pet consort of Rāvana next to Mandōdari, (and the mother of the mightiest 
Aatikāya) intervenes with her silly talk. The great danger passed off and the great poet says that 
Rāvana went away smiling at this fantastic action of Dhānyamālani, all his fury having gone. The 
Rakshasa women began to pester Sita in various ways. One abused her for rejecting the hand of the 
supremo of the Rākshasās, who was also the great grandson of the great God Brahma (Brahma's 
son by will [मा नसि क] is Pulastya Prajāpati - the fourth Prajāpati of the six - his (of Pulastya) great 
son by will is Visravasa, whose son is Rāvana). The hideous Devils Ekajātā, Praghasa, Vikatā, 
Durmukhi and others took up the theme of praising the glory and might of Rāvana (whom 
everything in nature obey) and harrassed Sita. Some in great fury threatened her, some called her a 
foolish and silly woman, for foregoing the rare pleasures in the society of Rāvana. Some abused 
Rāma as a miserable human being and an exile at that and a frustrated weakling. Stung to the quick, 
Sita, with tears in her eyes, spoke thus, "Has it not occurred to you that this hateful talk of yours is a 
great sin? A woman of the human species can never marry a Rākshasa. You may eat me freely, I 
would not do your will. Even if Rāma is, as you say, a little person having lost the kingdom, he 
continues to be my Lord and I love him as Suvarchala, the divine consort of the Sun loves her Lord 
Sun-God. I am devoted to Rāma, as Sachi to Indra, as Arundhati to Vasishta, as Rohini to Moon as 
Lopamudra to Agastya, as Sukanya to Chyavana, as Sāvitri to Satyavanta, as Srīmati to Kapila, as 
Damayanti to Nala, as Kēsini to Sagara". This declaration of Sita provoked those demons very much 
and some took up into their hands great axes in a threatening manner, saying that she was not fit to 
be the wife of Rāvana (and so deserved to be killed). Hanumān was silently (and with great 
restraint) watching all this. Sita quaked with fear when they surrounded her thus and slowly 
walked to the tree, in which Hanumān was hiding himself. She seemed engulfed in the sea of 
sorrow. There also the devils did not stop to persuade her at first peacefully, to discard the petty 
Rāma and be the wife of Rāvana as being her most suitable husband as Fire-God to Swāha Dēvi or 
Indra to Sachi Dēvi, saying further that Rāma, being the enemy of Rāvana could not live long and 
that no one could cross the great ocean to take her back and that not even Indra could rescue her 
from the terrible home of Rāvana and further guarded by those devils. Some devils threatened to 
pluck her heart and eat it, if she refused to submit to Rāvana. One said that she was yearning, even 
since Sita was kept in that garden, to eat the flesh, the bowels and the head of Sita. One wanted to 
kill Sita and report to Rāvana that Sita died a natural death, being a human being and that Rāvana 
would then permit them to eat her. Another wanted to devour her and after taking liquor (a 
panacea, as she said) dance in joy before the Goddess Nikumbhila (the palladium, so to say, of 
Lanka) to get boons from her. (In consonance with their devilish "estate", the Rākshasa women 
indulged in such sadistic out-burst of anger against Sita, but without in any way injuring her, as 
ordered by Rāvana till two months were over. 
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SARGA 25 

           Thus harassed by the Rākshasa women, Sita, declared that come what may she being of the 
human race, would never choose Rāvana, a Rākshasa and that they were free to kill her. She wept 
having lost all hopes and shivered like strayed a deer, surrounded by wolves and fell down from 
fear like a plantain by a strong wind. Rising up a clutching a branch of the Asōka tree and calling 
upon Rāma, Lakshmana, Koūsalya and Sumitra (but not Kaīka) poured forth her heart brimming 
with distress thus, "Wise people say that death comes to a being only at its own time and not on 
ones own volition. It is true in my own case, as death is not coming to me, though persecuted thus 
terribly by wicked Rākshasa women and though I cannot live for one moment without Rāma. I am 
an unfortunate wretch and I will die in destitution, like a loaded ship foundering in the sea by a gale, 
or like the bank of a stream, destroyed by its strong current, or like one dying through taking a 
strong poison. Only fortunate people and not my unfortunate self will now be seeing such Rāma, a 
lotus-eyed one, who walks most majestically like a lion, who always shows gratitude for any good 
done to him, a self-realised one and who always speaks pleasant news. For this great suffering I am 
undergoing, what sin did I commit in my previous births? With these devils guarding me, I can 
never meet Rāma. I want to die, but without the permission of my Lord, I cannot forcibly take away 
my life by ire and other means. Subordination to others is a detestable thing, as also this human 
condition of no death at will". 
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SARGA 26 

           The poet continues the Rasa of Grief (शो क) and pathos (करुण) and at the same time creates 
the justification for the burning of Lanka by Hanumān going beyond that his mission would 
warrant. 

            Like one gone mad or one in an intoxicated state, or like a mare rolling about on the ground 
to relax itself, the Dēvi lying on the ground continued to wail thus, "I cannot not live without seeing 
Rāma and further constantly faced with the fearful threats of these devils, nor have I any use with 
my life. My heart is of stone, as otherwise it should have broken under a stress like this. I must be a 
sinner and a wicked one, to hold on to life without Rāma, who is not only my Lord, but also the Lord 
of the whole earth and beloved of all. You devils! I have no desire to live. You may freely cut me to 
pieces and devour them. I do not even touch Rāvana with my left foot. There is no use of your 
howling and making noises to make me submit to him. You may throw me into the fire or do 
anything with my body. Rāvana is blind to the impending disaster of not only himself, but also of his 
whole family". Then Sita began to muse thus, "Rāma is highly renowned, wise, kind, righteous and 
the guardian and the embodiment in himself of dharma and paragon of every virtue. It is my 
misfortune that such a person should be thus merciless and cruel towards me by not saving me till 
now. He is mighty, having singly liquidated the large host of mighty Rākshasās of Janasthāna in no 
time and who is this petty Rāvana before him in battle? Rāma had also killed the mighty Virādha. No 
doubt Lanka is protected by the great ocean. But his great arrows know no impediment. Then why 
is he so supine in the matter of the theft of his beloved wife by Rāvana? The reason must be that he 
does not know that I am here in Lanka. The only being, who knew that Rāvana did that felony, was 
Jatāyu, but he was killed by Rāvana. Though very old, the noble Jatāyu fought with him to rescue 
me. Thus, as soon as Rāma gets wind of my being confined here, he will wipe out all the Rākshasās 
in the whole world by his arrows. He can dry up even the great ocean and wipe out Lanka (by mere 
puff form his mouth) and destroy wicked Rāvana and erase his name and fame. Soon Lanka will 
turn into a huge graveyard, with vultures hovering everywhere feeding on the dead bodies of the 
Rākshasās killed by the brothers. Some from the pyres will fill the whole of Lanka. The widowed 
Rākshasa women will weep more bitterly for their lost husbands, than I am doing in my present 
agony. That is my earnest desire, which will soon be fulfilled, as evil omens are appearing in Lanka 
and Lanka will fade away soon. But the period fixed the wicked Rāvana is coming to a close and he 
would not hesitate to do any wicked act and may even kill me and eat me for his breakfast.  These 
Rākshasās, eating human flesh do not know any dharma. It is better for me to die than live with this 
agony of separation from Rāma. If anyone offers me poison I will take it and go to Yama's Lōka 
(Land) and if Rāma also was dead already I will see him there in the other world and I will be 
blessed. For the matter of that even the celestials, Gandharvās, Siddhās and great Rishis of the 
heaven will be blessed to see Rāma in their midst. Rāma must have still living, but being a Rājarshi 
must have been stoical and so perhaps does not search for me. For friendship to be kept green, the 
friends should be near each other, as by separation, the bond breaks off. But this is true in the case 
of ungrateful persons and not of noble Rāma who still loves me. Is it possible that the brothers had 
become hermits, having thrown away their weapons? Or were they killed by Rāvana by guile? I 
cannot live with this mental torture. Only the saints are unaffected by either pain or pleasure and 
they are blessed and I bow to such high souled sages. I will give up my life". Thus Sita wept bitterly 
(Janaka is one such Yōgi and this philosophical thought is very apt in the mouth of Sita, his 
daughter). 
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SARGA 27 

           Just as this "Kānda" (Sundarā Kānda) is the crown of the Rāmāyana", this Sarga "The dream of 
Trijata", appears to me that dreams produced world class literature, a few select examples being 
Dante's "Divine Comedy", John Bunyan's "Pilgrim's Progress" and "Kubla Khan" a fragment of 
Coleridge, apart from "Bhāsa", "Shakespeare", "Kālidāsa", "Vyāsa", "Shelley's", "Queen Mab", whose 
holy spirit is taken from the sleeping beauty and shown them mysteries and the events of the world, 
just like the vicious spirit of Duryōdhana is taken to the lower world, when he chose to die by 
prāyōpavesa in "Aranya Parva" of "Mahābhārata". This dream of Trijata is very mysterious apart 
from its ordinary significance that the dreams of pure persons at dawn will come true and in a short 
time according to the sāstra on dreams. A great critic thinks that it is a symbolical exposition of the 
great mantra, Gāyatri, with its mysterious fourth foot [च्थुर्त पा द परोरजसि  सा वदो ]  consisting of 32 
varnās (sacred words) denoted by Mahā Gaja = 32, plain meaning being the great elephant with 
four tusks. In my little view, there is more to it besides this. It is that great Gāyatri is Rāma (and 
Sita) himself. Obviously Gāyatri is listening to Trijata. Previously Hanumān as worshipping Rāma as 
the greatest ruler of the world. After hearing Trijata he worships Rāma was the supreme God-Head 
and Trijata is so to say his guru initiating him into the mysterious aspect of Rāma. It must be noted 
that Trijata is a rare exception of a righteous women like Vibheeshana, in that devilish estate of 
Lanka. Again it is said that some Slōkās are an interpolation. But I considered them also for the 
mysticism. 

            Hearing Sita's declaration that she was bent on ending her life, some women ran to Rāvana to 
inform him of that. But the others became very aggressive and even threatened to kill her. Just then, 
Trijata, an old and good Rākshasa woman woke up from sleep and spoke to them  thus. "Don't harm 
her, but instead kill me. She is the daughter of the great king Janaka and the daughter-in-law of the 
great king Dasaratha and is adored by all. Just now I have got a night-marish dream, presaging the 
destruction of all our Rākshasās and the great triumph of Rāma. In my dream I saw Rāma, in pure 
white clothes and decked with garlands of white flowers and riding a celestial aerial palanquin, of 
ivory, with a thousand carved figures of royal swans in it, coming to Lanka, with Lakshmana by his 
side. I also saw Sita in white sari on the white muntain, in the ocean. Then I saw Rāma and 
Lakshmana, mounted on a huge mountain elephant with four great tusks (said to be Gāyatri 
mantra) and riding in the air over Lanka. Then the elephant with the brothers on its back came to 
Sita on the cliff of the white mountain and Sita joined Rāma who appeared as Sun and Moon in the 
sky. Next time I saw Rāma and Sita with Lakshmana in pure white dress, in a chariot drawn by eight 
white oxen. At one stage, it appeared to me as if Rāma has swallowed up all the worlds, with all the 
mountains and forests and all living beings. I saw Rāma, on the back of a huge white elephant with 
four tusks, in the great milky ocean and I saw his Dēvi leaping on to the lap of Rāma. At another 
place I saw Rāma sitting on a sacred wonderful seat facing east. All Dēvās and great Rishis came and 
did ablutions to Rāma, with various sacred waters of holy places. Sita, splendidly dressed in pure 
white dress, presented a beatific vision. I saw God Brahma followed by all Dēvās worshipping  
Rāma. Then I saw the most pleasing Rāma transforming himself as the great God Vishnu himself on 
a celestial throne [वि ष्णु येवस्वयं भुत्वा]. He is the supreme Brahma, the great ultimate creator 

[परंब्रह्म], the supreme rinciple, the supreme wisdom, the all-Destroyer, the supreme source (seed), 

the great world-of-plurality (परं क्षेत्रं) the supreme causation of the cause and the most invincible 
and everlasting. 
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           The splendourous Rāma, appeared as the great Lord of all the worlds. He was having then his 
great conch (of Vishnu), the great chakra, the great mace, the great Diamond on his chest and every 
everlasting emblems of divine prosperity (all those that Mahā Vishnu had on him). All the Dēvās, 
with folded hands bowed to him and all Heavenly singers and dancers sang, to the accompaniment 
of veena and flute and other instruments and dancing sacred hymns and hallelujahs, in praise of 
Rāma. The last thing I saw of Rāma was he sailed away northwards, with Sita and Lakshmana, 
seated in the celestial aerial chariot, Pushpaka splendid like the Sun. The splendid Rāma is as 
mighty as Vishnu and even Dēvās and Asurās cannot cope with him battle and more so the 
Rākshasās, as a sinner cannot gain the swarga". (Then the old lady described her dream about 
Rāvana and other Rākshasa-Chiefs. It is like the ell of, Dante's "Divine Comedy", soul-chilling and 
mysterious). Trijata continued, "Then I saw in my dream Rāvana, smearing himself with oil, 
wearing a blood-red cloth and a garland of red flowers and having drunk oil, lying on the ground 
like one intoxicated. At another time I saw him fallen from the Pushpaka aerial chariot. He had no 
hair on his head and he was wearing a black cloth. A female (devil) was seen dragging him. Again I 
saw him on a chariot drawn by asses. With red garlands on the paste of red sandal-wood on his 
body, he was drinking oil and laughing and dancing as one not in his senses. In another scene he 
was riding an ass and going south, but he fell down from the ass, head over heels and in terror, but 
immediately rising up and in great terror, faltering and like one insane, gave vent to horribly filthy 
words and going south, got drowned in the hell-like, foul-smelling and terribly dark miry slough, he 
being dragged to that place by a halter round his necek by a dark female, covered all over with mud 
and wearing a black cloth (a demon or a ghost). Similar fate struck Kumbhakarna, have their bodies 
smeared with oil. I saw Rāvana on a pig's back, Indrajit on the back of a crocodile and Kumbhakarna 
on a camel - all going south. I saw only Vibheeshana and his four ministers, all dressed in pure white 
and wearing white garlands of flowers and their bodies with white paste of sandal-wood sitting on 
a huge elephant with four tusks, (which can fly in the sky) to the accompaniment of music and 
dancing and the blowing of conches and sound of cymbals. Then I saw that the whole of Lanka with 
elephants, horses and chariots and all caved into the great ocean and disappeared. At another time, 
I saw great monkey sent by Rāma, setting fire to the whole of Lanka and the Rākshasa women, 
having drunk oil and dancing and making wild noises, going about the burnt city, but could not 
enter the city due to the huge ashes the city turned into. You Rākshasa women, get away from here. 
Rāma will surely skill you, along with all the Rākshasās. Stop harassing Sita and pray to her to 
pardon you. She can save us all from the wrath of Rāma. This dream will come true. This kind of 
dream of a woman while suffering great distress, will come true and she will be happy. So also my 
dream while she was in great distress, will ensure Sita great happiness and wipe out all her tears. 
This is evident also from her appearance which is ever auspicious, but which is now only a shade 
less due to her present sorrow. Royal comforts and pleasures are her due and this dream assures 
that to her and the great triumph to Rāma and also the doom of the Rākshasa supreme, Rāvana. I 
see also her lotus-like eye (left) and left shoulder jerking (an auspicious omen for Ladies) and 
further by way of fortuitous coincidence you see that auspicious bird, making round of its tree and 
perching on a branch cooing sweetly as if to indicate that Rāma is coming soon". Sita said "If what 
Trijata said, comes true I will protect you all from the wrath of Rāma".  

           This dream gives an esoteric explanation of the great Gāyatri mantra of four feet and 
containing 32 words (holy units of sound) being symbolically represented by a great elephant [महा  
गज] with four tusks (Mahā Gaja = 32 words, four tusks representing the four feet [पा द] of the 
mantra). It seems to me that the dream deals with the four aspects of Gāyatri, viewed by Trijata in 
four different scenes. In the first scene, Rāma in a palanquin with a thousand swans, might be 
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Hamsa Gāyatri (Ajapā Gāyatri). It is said that man repeats this Gāyatri, without his knowledge and 
conscious effort, through his breath. In the second scene, Rāma rides a great elephant with four 
tusks, symbolic of the full (Sampooma) Gāyatri with four feet (Pada), each foot having 8 sacred 
letters, total 32 denoted by Mahā Gaja = 32. In the third scene, Rāma is riding a chariot drawn by 8 
oxen. Eight oxen symbolize the eight "Oms" (Om), One (Om) before each Vyāhruti, seven in number 
and one "Om" before the Gāyatri mantra 

           ॐ भुः, ॐ भुवः , ॐ सुवः , ॐ महः , ॐ जनः , ॐ तपः , ॐ सत्यं, ॐ तत्स वि तुः ...........या त् 

           The old sacred bull on which God Siva rides, is symbolic of Vēdic dharma, presided over by 
God Siva, "Old Bull" meaning the most ancient dharma. One of the 1000 sacred names of Vishnu is 
स्प्त वा हना ः  = one whose chariot is drawn by 7 horses, the seven being the seven "Oms" or 7 metres -
Seven Chandas, Gāyatri Chandas etc. Gāyatri is both a mantra and a metre in poetry. In the fourth 
scene, Rāma is seen riding the Pushpaka chariot which is brilliant like the Sun [आरुह्य पुष्पकं दि व्यं 

विमा नं सूर्य सत्रिभं]. This is Gāyatri which is the driving force behind the Sun - described in a hymn as 

सुर्यस्य जी वेस्वरि  and as a Sandhya mantra "असा वा दि त्यो  ब्रह्म and असा वा दि त्यो  परमपुरुषः . That परमपुरुषः  -
the soul supreme is Rāma. 

           Thus the great poet Vālmeeki establishes the all-acknowledged fact that Rāma is the supreme 
God- Head and the great Gāyatri at that. He did this, through this dream of Trijata, as it may militate 
against the spirit of a Kāvya, if mentioned otherwise directly in the story proper, where he chose 
suggestions only. 
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SARGA 28 

           Hearing Rāvana's threats, Sita became miserable and was struck with fear like an elephant 
near a lion. She wept like a girl that missed her way in a forest. She wept like a prisoner weeping 
throughout the night who was to be hanged at day-break. She wept at the thought that Rāvana 
would destroy her after two months as a surgeon would destroy a dead foetus to take it out. She 
most pathetically called upon Rāma, Lakshmana, Sumitra and Koūsalya (not Kaīkeyee) crying that 
she was like a ship foundering in the sea in a storm. She wept that all her dharma and chastity had 
become futile like a good deed done to an ungrateful wretch. She became desperate and wanted to 
end her life. She cursed her ill LUCK that her great love towards, Rāma should entail so much 
suffering by way of fasting and austerities and finally ruin (by way of violent death) to her. She even 
thought that Rāma must have returned to Ayōdhya with no thought for her. She walked to the 
Sinsupa tree to end her life by hanging from its branch by her sari and stood catching a branch. 
Then suddenly she experienced many well-recognised auspicious omens on her person and became 
inspired. 

            Except the fine diction, nearly all the sentiments here expressed were already expressed in 
the previous Sargās. Perhaps, in her overwhelming grief, Sita might not have heard Trijata narrating 
her dream. On possibly the poet intended by the repetition, to show those sentiments were 
tormenting her and driving her to the point of suicide and rouse the indecisive Hanumān to some 
action, concerning his mission. 
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SARGA 29 

           Sita stood under the Sinsupā tree, grasping a branch (for hanging herself). Then suddenly the 
lucky omens informed the woe-begone person of Sita, like numerous needy persons resorting to a 
wealthy person. She felt that her Lord was before her only. Her left eye jerked like a lily struck by a 
fish (signifying her lily like eyes when the greatest poet, Kālidāsa (eg., Mēgha Sandēsa) bowed to 
Vālmeeki for this imagery, among others, it is needless to speak of other fry). Likewise her left arm, 
which served as a pillow for her Lord, shook, as also her left thigh did shiver, to her surprise and 
elation. It is aso if all those signs pointed out to her that Rāma was before her only. Her face became 
bright like the waxing Moon, or like the Moon coming out of the mouth of Rāhu, after the eclipse or 
like a small plant, which withered in summer, becoming fresh again, with the rains. 
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SARGA 30 

           All these Sargās show that the poet is a great master of human nature and holds the field even 
now. The misery and agony of the Dēvi seemed to have shifted to Hanumān, who was hiding in the 
same tree and above the Dēvi. Seemingly insuperable obstacles confront him now, in his mission. 
Firstly the Rākshasa women should not be aware of his presence. Then the Dēvi must be taken into 
his confidence, as in that state, she might take him to be Rāvana's agent. Most important of all, in 
that miserable state of Sita, it would not be sufficient for him to go away and report to Rāma that 
Sita was found. She must be further comforted by the tidings that Rāma was ready to her rescue 
when once her whereabouts were known. Lastly, how to converse with her, without rousing the 
suspicion of the devils there, even if they chanced to see him, required great tact and deliberation 
on his part. They must be hoodwinked into believing that a petty monkey made some funny noises 
with Sita and went away to their apparent amusement. The great poet builds up these ideas in a 
superb and most natural way. 

            Hanumān, from his hiding in that tree, was watching the whole situation. He began to think 
thus, "Now I am seeing the Dēvi here. Without being seen by the enemies, I learnt all about them 
and the greatness of their king, Rāvana. Sita is in great distress and she must be comforted with the 
glad news about Rāma. It would be a great wrong on my part, if I just go away to Rāma, without 
doing so and it (my neglect) may even turn a fatal mistake if Sita, would choose to end her life to 
end her distress and humiliation she being a great princess and of great fame and having no one to 
protect her here. So, I must speak to her and comfort her now. The devils are alert around her and I 
should not speak to her, within their hearing and I am in a fix, whether I should speak to her or go 
away without doing so and if the former in which safe way. I must act before sunrise, as she is sure 
to take a desperate step. If I go away without speaking to her and if Rāma asks me what is Sita's 
message to him, what reply can I give to Rāma and if I say that I came away without speaking to her, 
Rāma is sure to burn me with his angry eyes. Without comforting her I go away but bring Rāma and 
Sugreeva with all his army to Lanka, Sita might not be living till that time, with such grief. So I will 
speak to her secretly at the first opportunity when these devils would be sleeping, or go away from 
here for a short interval. Even if they are here, I will speak in a low voice and they cannot find me 
out, I being in the small form and a monkey to boot. I can use the Sanskrit language not known to 
these Rākshasa women. But seeing a monkey speaking Sanskrit, Sita may suspect me to be Rāvana 
in my disguise. So I will have to speak only the common language of men and not Sanskrit of the 
Brāhmins. But even this is not free from risk. Seeing a monkey speaking the language of man (an 
unusual thing). Sita, acquainted with all the various tricks of the Rākshasās, will take me to be 
Rāvana himself and may, in her panic, even cry aloud, with the result that all these devils will rush 
at me. But I can beat them back. But my assailants will swell in great numbers being requisitioned 
from Rāvana's palace and it will develop soon into a big fight. Though I can crush thousands of 
them, I being exhausted may not be able to fly back to Rāma. In a battle, one is not sure of victory. 
The swift-flying Rākshasās, may even capture me in my retreat and Sita might not know anything 
about Rāma. In their fury and wickedness they may even kill Sita. Whether I am in captivity or even 
killed, I can think of no person, in our tribe who can cross and re-cross this great ocean to inform 
Rāma that Sita is here in this far-off, secret well guarded place and unknown to all monkeys. The 
whole mission of Rāma and Sugreeva will be ruined. A foolish person precipitates the matters and 
ruins his master's cause though near success. So I must proceed with great caution and 
circumspection and the purpose of my crossing the ocean should not be ruined like darkness by 
Sunrise. I will softly, within the hearing of Sita only, speak without-scaring her. I will praise Rāma 
and speak of his great qualities and excite her curiosity and trust in my words and she will not be 
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afraid, since she is always immersed in the thoughts about Rāma. I will softly convey to her the 
sweet and Dhārmic and auspicious words Rāma asked me to do so". Then Hanumān still concealing 
himself from Sita, spoke sweetly, mostly relevantly and absolutely without any redundant words, 
for the Dēvi below to hear. ("मधुरं अवितथं जगा दवा क्यं" - this also applies to the poet). 
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SARGA 31 

           The great Hanumān spoke sweetly thus, "Dasaratha was a great Ikshwāku king. He was 
foremost among Rajarshi's. He was as mighty as Indra and in Tapas, he rivalled the Rishis and 
earned great name for charity and benevolence and as a king ruler. He was mighty and prosperous 
and greatly prospered all those resorting to him. He was most royal in every way, in person and in 
every trait and was famous throughout the whole world. His eldest son Rāma is the greatest archer, 
very wise and loved by all. He is the protector of his dharma and of all his relatives and equally so of 
all beings. In obedience to the orders of his old and truth-abiding father the mighty Rāma came to 
the forests, along with his wife Sita and brother Lakshmana. In the forests, Rāma killed many 
Rākshasās and Khara and Dhooshana of Janasthāna. Then Rāvana, in anger for that, stole Sita, 
playing fraud on Rāma, in the form of a fake deer. In searching for Sita, Rāma met the great monkey-
chief Sugreeva and they became friends. Rāma, killing the mighty monkey-king Vāli, gave the 
kingdom to Sugreeva. On the orders of Sugreeva, thousands of mighty monkeys are searching for 
Sita, in all directions. I came here, searching for Sita crossing the great ocean on the advice of the 
Bird-king Sampāti. I am seeing here the lady exactly resembling Sita as described to me by Rāma". 

            Then Hanumān stopped speaking constantly thinking of Rāma and very much surprised as 
also glad to hear all this, Sita looked up to know who was speaking like that and saw Hanumān like 
the rising Sun. She had round her neck her tress as a halter to end her life. 
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SARGA 32 

           Sita saw on a branch Hanumān in white loin-cloth and fair like Asōka flower and with eyes of 
golden colour and speaking pleasingly. She became a little afraid (taking it as a trick of Rāvana) and 
very much surprised (poet uses भी म रु पं to suggest he was God Rudra). She was very much agitated 

for seeing a fearful [भी मां ] monkey, as it was inauspicious and most likely to bring about ill-luck to 
her. In that condition Sita appeared as one witless and cried out "Rāma! Lakshmana!" She wept 
uncontrollably, but silently lest the devils would hear. She most naturally thought that this 
panegyric on Dasaratha and his son Rāma (human beings) would be quite unnatural and of sinister 
purpose in an enemy territory and a Rākshasa territory at that. So she thought that she was only 
dreaming and that the sight was not real. Swooning (from grief and from fear on seeing the 
crooked-jawed monkey Hanumān) for a short time and recovering she thought, (still believing the 
sight to be a dream) thus, "Now I saw in my dream an ugly monkey and the sāstrās say that a great 
tragedy is in store. My prayer is that Rāma, Lakshmana and my father be safe and happy. I am 
doubly tormented from separation from my Lord and by these devils. How is it possible for me to 
have one wink of sleep? Then how can I have a dream? So I am not dreaming. Since, I am wholly 
immersed in the contemplation of my Lord only, what I am seeing and hearing is quite answering to 
my mental occupation and is only the delusion of my senses. Still this idea is not correct. In the case 
of hallucination there can be no form. But I am now seeing clearly the form of a monkey and 
speaking those words. Further a monkey is never in my thoughts, then how come this stranger 
monkey into my vision. So hallucination is out of question. Some real monkey must be here. But 
whether it is delusion of a dream, I earnestly pray to God Indra, Bruhaspati, Brahma and God of 
Fire, to make it true". 
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SARGA 33 

           (Now wise Hanumān thought it not proper to prolong Sita's agony, any further delay on his 
part). Hanumān jumped down from his hiding and with folded hands and with a mild innocent face 
(such mild face was not seen among the devils there by Sita all those days) bowed to her with a bent 
head and approaching her a little spoke thus sweetly. He was splendid to look at with a red face. He 
spoke "Dēvi! You are very chaste. You are wearing (oddly) a worn-out silk sari and why are you 
holding that branch in your hands and with what intent? (suggests suicide attempt slyly). Whey are 
you shedding tears so profusely like water drops from the lotus? Auspicious Dēvi! Do you belong to 
Dēvās, Asurās, Nāgās or any other celestials? You appear to me as a Dēvata. Are you the Star Rōhini, 
coming to the earth, leaving your Lord Vasishta from a tiff? Who are your father, brother and 
husband? Are you weeping for the death of a relative? You do not belong to the celestials as your 
feet and touching the ground. You must be a great princess, the prime queen of a ruler, from your 
auspicious aspect. I am asking you whether you are the Dēvi Sita kidnapped by Rāvana from 
Janasthāna. Tell me quickly and be blessed. Surely you are Sita, no doubt about it". Sita became very 
glad and replied thus, "It is true I am the daughter-in-law of the great king Dasaratha, my father is 
the mighty ruler of Vidēha, king Janaka. My husband is wise Rāma, my name is Sita. After my 
marriage, Rāma and myself lived very happily for 12 years in Ayōhya. Then in the thirteenth year, 
Dasaratha planned to crown my husband as king, but my step mother-in-law Kaīkēyee defeated it 
and wanted Rāma to go to forests and her son Bharata to be crowned king. To sustain his father's 
promise to her, Rāma agreed to go to the forests. Rāma gives to any one whatever is asked of him 
(also as a supreme God). He will never accept anything from anyone under any circumstances and 
even in a critical situation for him. He never speaks things that hurt others. Gladly exchanging the 
coronation robes for the hermit's dress, Rāma came to the forests. Knowing my determination not 
to stay even in heavens without him, he allowed me to be with him. While we were living in the 
terrible forests, the wicked Rāvana kidnapped me. He has given me the option to be his in two 
months time, after which he will kill me on my refusal and I will die after that". (Unlike Rāma, Sita 
was not kindly disposed towards Kaīkēyee. Sita said that Kaīkēeyee got her boons granted by 
Dasaratha by threat of suicide). 
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SARGA 34 

           Hearing these pathetic words of Sita, Hanumān also became sad, but wanted to comfort her 
telling her about his mission. He spoke, "Dēvi! On the orders of Rāma, I came here. Rāma is faring 
well and asked me to convey that to you and he wants know your welfare through me. Rāma knows 
all the Vēdās and can use the greatest missile Brahmāstra". (Hanumān says this as a proof that he is 
fully acquainted with Rāma, to induce trust in Sita towards him {Hanumān}). Rāma's beloved 
brother, mighty Lakshmana, greatly weeping has bowed to you with bent head. (Lakshmana looks 
upon Sita as his own mother - मां  वि ध्वि जनका त्मजं). Hearing this, Sita in 

over-whelming and rapturous joy said, "The wise adage that if a person lives for hundred years, he 
will surely taste happiness (येति  जी वन्तं आनंदोनरं वर्षशता दपि ) has come true in my case. It is my 
fortune". A tremendous affection for Hanumān coming as he was from Rāma arose in the bosom of 
Sita and they began to converse in mutual confidence. But after a short while, when Hanumān (in all 
innocence) made a slight move towards her, she got alarmed, very much doubting whether Rāvana 
has not come in such form and cursed herself for dilvulging to him, most improperly her secret 
thoughts and sat down weeping and in great fear. Hanumān understanding her agitated mood 
humbly bowed to her. But she did not even look at him and sighing spoke thus, "If you are Rāvana in 
this disguise, it is not good to torment me thus. You did the same to me in the disguise of a sanyāsi 
at Janasthāna. Now you are doing the same to me in this disguise of a monkey and it is not good to 
you as I am emaciated with fastings and grieving deeply. But on seeing you, I feel some joy and I 
don't know why (a fine sentiment also highly poetical). If you have really come from Rāma be 
blessed and give me the description of Rāma". 

           Rāvana could not do so, as he had not seen Rāma yet. He only heard of Rāma's qualities and 
appearance from Soorpanakha and Māreecha - a very intelligent test by Sita. 

           She was definitely of the view that Rāvana was before her, after considering that she was 
neither dreaming, nor under any hallucination nor having any mental aberration, nor made, nor 
pursuing a mirage. Then she held no converse with Hanumān, as a right royal princess of Janaka. 
Then Hanumān spoke thus and to demonstrate his integrity, described Rāma as one thoroughly 
knowing him (Rāma) he, "Rāma is as splendid as Sun and as charming as Moon to all the world. He 
is the king of kings like Kubēra and mighty as Vishnu, like Brihaspati in speaking truth and like 
Manmadha in beauty. He is angry in the most righteous context only. He is the greatest person and 
archer and on his chariot can fight with 11,000 archers. Like Indra to the celestials, Rāma is the 
palladium of the whole world. Playing fraud on such a personage and by a fake deer, decoying him 
to a great distance from the cottage, Rāvana stole you and you will see that he will soon suffer the 
consequence of death from the fiery arrows of Rāma and I come now from such Rāma. He is 
suffering greatly from grief of separation from you and he is asking for your well-being through me 
and likewise mighty Lakshmana is asking for your welfare, bowing to you. Our supremo Sugreeva 
also is anxious for your well being. All those three are always thinking of you. Soon you will see here 
Rāma, Lakshmana and Sugreeva in the midst of crores upon crores of monkeys. I am the minister to 
Sugreeva and have come here crossing the vast ocean to see you and I will place my foot on the 
head of Rāvana. Believe me I am no Rākshasa, I have no intention to deceive you". 
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SARGA 35 

           Sita wanted to know more about Hanumān's story of Rāma's friendship with Sugreeva and 
other incidents to test him further and wanted to know more about the personal aspect of Rāma 
and Lakshmana. Hanumān being extremely happy to have to recount the glorious features of the 
mighty brothers, spoke thus, Dēvi! Rāma is most beautiful in every limit. He is born with every 
beauty of aspect and the beauty of the qualities of head and heart. He rivals the Sun in splendour, in 
patience the earth, in intellect Brihaspati and in fame Indra. He is the protector of every dharma, of 
the four castes. He practices every good usage and makes every one follow him. Elders adore him. 
He practices celibacy. He is perfectly aware of the law of Karma. He is proficient in all the disciplines 
of the ruling class. He serves the holy Brāhmins. He is very humble. He knows perfectly the 
Dhanurvēda (of warfare) as also other Vēdās. Vēdic scholars adore him. He is the most ideal 
illustration of the sastra on bodily features (moles, marks etc., on the body - सा मुद्रिक शा स्त्र) having 
long arms, neck like conch, prominent shoulders, chest, red palms and soles, trumpet-like voice, all 
limbs even and smooth, well-proportioned and fine. He is truth-abiding and is interest in every 
dharma, very charitable and freely gives away the money to the needy. He perfectly knows what 
things should be done at that time and at what places. He is very mild and soft-spoken. In all these 
qualities, his brother Lakshmana resembles him. Lakshmana is golden in colour, while Rāma is 
blue". Then Hanumān recounted Rāma's meeting Sugreeva on the Rushyamooka mountain, their 
mutual pledge of friendship before the fire, killing of Vali by Rāma and Rāma giving the throne to 
Sugreeva, Sugreeva sending search-parties in all directions, Vali's son Angada leading the search-
party to the south, he (Hanumān) being a member of that party, the story of Sampāti, Hanumān 
undertaking to cross the ocean, Hanumān entering Lanka and his searching the whole of Lanka and 
at last by great fortune finding Sita in Asōka garden. The most crucial fact narrated by Hanumān is 
about the jewels dropped by Sita in the midst of Sugreeva and his ministers on the Rushyamooka 
mount, which went a long way in convincing Sita about the veraciity of Hanumān's profession of his 
being Rāma's agent and which dispelled her gloomy thought that Rāma had forgotten her. Hanumān 
most beautifully presented it thus. "Dēvi! The ornaments you dropped in our midst, while Rāvana 
was carrying you away were shown to Rāma, who immediately swooned on seeing them and those 
ornaments dropped down with a tinkling sound a I myself gathered them up and gave them to him. 
The God like Rāma [देव प्रका शेन] placing them on his lap burst into weeping most pathetically, 
looking at them often. Those jewels greatly stocked his agony and he lay on the ground weeping for 
a long time. With great difficulty, Lakshmana, Sugreeva, myself and other moneky-chiefs consoled 
him. But we could not tell him where you were taken, we not knowing it. After looking at those 
jewels many times he gave them back to Sugreeva. Lakshmana also looked at them often. From grief 
Rāma is like volcano, is trembling like a mountain in an earthquake, or like a house with numerous 
altārs of fire. Fine forests, rivers and mountain streams, which were his delight in your company are 
now not so. Dēvi! Very soon mighty Rāma will get you back after killing Rāvana and all his friends 
and relatives. I am telling you truthfully all about Rāma. I am the messenger sent by Rāma only and 
am no stranger. Don't suspect me. I am the minister of Sugreeva and have come here for you only. 
Be assured I am no deceitful person nor a Rākshasa. You may freely talk to me. Rāma is safe, as also 
Lakshmana, who is very devoted by serving his brother. Of all the monkey-chiefs I alone had 
crossed the ocean at the instance of Sugreeva and for Rāma's welfareand wandering here changing 
my shapes at will, by my good fortune, I have found you, to my great fame and to the great relief of 
all the monkeys who are weeping for not finding you. My mission of crossing the vast ocean has not 
gone in vain. My father, is the monkey-chief Kēsari, living in the mount Mālyavanta. A giant 
Sambasāda, was destroying the sacred pilgrim center at mount Gōkarna on the sea coast. Ordered 
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by the Dēva Rishis to save the place, my father went there to kill the Rākshasa and my father killed 
him in a long drawn battle. During his absence, I was born to my mother, Anjana Dēvi, the wife of 
Kēsari, by the boon of the God of Wind. So I am the son of Wind-God also. So I am hailed a mighty as 
Wind-God. I am also called Hanumān from a rare exploit done by me, while I was yet an infant only". 

           I have some little thoughts in this connection. The most thrilling event, when Sita's jewels 
were shown to Rāma, on the Rushyamooka mount, was Lakshmana saying that he could not 
recognize any jewels other than those worn on her feet. Hanumān now omitted to mention this to 
Sita. Perhaps any mention of it may revive her memory of her rash behaviour towards noble 
Lakshmana and will terribly aggravate her misery which is already driving her to suicide. It was 
only an innocent out-burst on her part, long forgotten by her from sheer innocence. There was no 
royal pride on her part to merit any criticism of her. It is a trick of destiny and is not even a 
peccadillo on her part. 

           It seems to me that Rāma, in Vālmeeki's conception, is ideal in every "sheath" of his 
personality from the physical to the intellectual to the moral and to spiritual "sheath". It means that 
the combination of all the elements, point to only one personage, who is Rāma only. There is no 
second Rāma. Some critics very oddly think that Rāma will appear more striking, if he has in 
addition one or two small foibles by way of contrast and intensely search for them. I think this 
theory of contrast does not hold good in the most ideal personages like Rāma. It may be applied to 
lesser persons. The Sun or the Moon does not shine brighter in the vicinity of a cloud. They require 
no foil to appear better, unlike other lesser things. So also the most ideal Rāma. These "exotic" 
"isms" do not apply to Rāma. They are only relevant to tragic heroes, who succumb to some 
temptations and in their ruin excite sympathy from their otherwise good qualities. They are 
Dr.Jekyll and Mr.Hyde in one person. It is sheer blasphemy to seen even an atom of Hyde in Rāma or 
it may be in sheer ignorance to grasp the most subtle Dharmās (applicable to Dēvās also) of Rāma. 
Truth will persist in the midst of untruth, but there is no question of its being a greater truth. No 
doubt Dasaratha saw some bad sings on the body of Rāma. They foreshow some adversity, like loss 
of wife etc. But they had nothing to do with Rāma's character. It is well-known that the curse of 
Sage Bhrughu entered the soul of Rāma as it were and did not interfere with his ideal physical 
features. Hence the ideal physical features of Rāma. 

           In this connection, I want to put down some small thoughts of mine of course not knowing 
their validity. 

           Truth (dharma) has two aspects, the two sides of the same coin only. One is that which is 
absolutely relevant to mankind in general and the other, impracticable for the common persons. 
Only the great and the very great persons practice this second and for the good of the mankind 
[लो क संग्र] and among these latter personages, Rāma and Krishna top the list. One can say that there 
can be no second Rāma and Krisha. No blemish, whatever attaches to them, when viewed properly 
or atleast in the following prospect. When the dharma (order) of the mankind, goes out of order, 
seers, sages are born and they can set it right. But they cannot do anything when the cosmic order 
(this cosmic dharma though applicable to the celestials, also affects the world order - dharma) lies 
in ruins by evil and great Incarnations of the great God Mahā Vishnu like Rāma, Krishna take place. 
They being God-Head, every act of theirs should be judged as such and in the light of the cosmic 
dharma [रु तं] which the run-of-the-mill people cannot comprehend. Rāma signified self-sacrifice 

(sacrifice of everything, even life) for the good of mankind [लो क संज्रः) and Krishna signified self-
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realisation also for the good of mankind eventually. The cosmic dharma in ruins has far greater 
disastrous consequences for 20 mankind than in the case of wordly dharma in the same straits. In 
the latter case, the damage done is like that of a bomb dropped in a place, which is confined to the 
locality. In the former case, it is like the oil spreading over the whole surface of water and killing all 
life beneath the surface by preventing the vital air. In consequence Rāma is misinterpreted. As a 
sample one odd idea is this. Rāma used the great Gandharvāstra to destroy the vast hordes of the 
reserve army (मूल बल) Rāvana had thrown into the battle. By this great missile (known only to God 
Siva) Rāma appeared in myriad forms to the Rākshasās. So this missile is equated to black-magic 
missiles, polluted and degenerated ones used by Rāvana and his heroes. It is not māya Yuddha. The 
cosmic dharma is called रु तं and the wordly dharma is truth. Both are the two sides of the same coin 
but the difference between them is incomprehensible to the common people, especially when it is 
obliterated by exotic ideas. Rāma is more concerned about the cosmic dharma (रु तं) lying prostrate 
at the feet of Rāvana, as this state of this dharma has far graver ramifications to the dharma (truth - 
सत्यं) know to the mankind. So Rāma chose to kill only three giants, Rāvana, Kumbhakama and 
Makarāksha, leaving Lakshmana and the monkey-chiefs to deal with other giants. His other 
doubtlessly miraculous exploits, are meant to consolidate and prop this main exploit. In all 
reverence, I must say, it is an absolutely Un-Vālmeekian and destructive of our most ancient ethos 
not to recognize that the supreme God-Head from his heaven set his foot on the highest rung by 
severe discipline. On the other hand, the last Sargās of Uttara Kānda show (to me) that he got divine 
awareness and penetrated the self-imposed veil of māya that separated him from his God-Head. 
Generations upon generations of our country derived more benefit, more pleasure, more benefit, 
more spiritual solace, from Vālmeeki and his hero in this kind of presentation, they would have 
done if Vālmeeki had started his hero as common man. All this is like missing the wood for trees on 
account of the poet's elaborate delineation of Rāma's moods, grief, anger etc. If Rāma had not 
experienced such moods, he would appear as a mere robot and not fit to be the hero of a Kāvya, the 
poet intended him to be. Moreover those moods are like flitting clouds across the Sun, unlike the 
darkest nights with the common people. One being a saint does not mean that he should not cry for 
a short time when a scorpion stings him. Again Rāma took on fate of Brughu's curse voluntarily and 
the fate, as the most obedient vassal to Rāma, clouded his divine consciousness on his orders. But 
fate drags the common person as by a halter round his neck to his doom. This is the crucial 
difference between Rāma as the highest man and the common man. fate is a toy to Rāma, while the 
common man is worse than a toy to fate, while the common man is worse than a toy to fate. 
Dasaratha greatly loved him as a son, (not as God), Hanumān as great master, Rāma's brothers 
loved him as the noblest brother. But this kind of evaluating Rāma as having some foibles of the 
common man has no place in the nine kinds of devotion (नव भक्ति). Sublimated friendship and 
foible-seeking friendship are, poles apart. All these elements have been thrown over board to get 
some ticklish, ephemeral literary and some such pleasure. (Are such elements of ancient rational 
Ethos so negotiable?). But all this is not to say that Rāma is beginning like a human being. Rāma 
genuinely believed himself to be a human being, the son of Dasaratha. 
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SARGA 36 

           Then the mighty Hanumān produced the ring with the name of Rāma on it, given by Rāma to 
him and gave it to Sita in all humility saying, "Dēvi! Rāma gave this ring to me to be given to you to 
command me for your trust in me. You are blessed, Dēvi! And your misfortunes have ended". 

            Hanumān is very wise and he only knows perfectly the reason to hold back the ring till then. 
The ring is not the most crucial piece of evidence, as before Sita is fully convinced about Hanumān's 
integrity, she may take the ring as some magic of Rāvana. The ring only tilted the scales in favour of 
Hanumān Just to dispel a lingering doubt. 

            The ring produced a magical effect. She took the ring and began to look at it in ecstasy, as if 
she was looking on Rāma himself. Her face shone like the Moon after the eclipse by Rāhu. She felt a 
little shy for her excessive joy before Hanumān and praised him thus, "Great Hanumān! You are 
most mighty, bold and intelligent. Singly you have entered this Lanka caring little for the numerous 
Rākshasās. How can I praise you adequately? The hundred yōjanās wide ocean, infested with 
crocodiles, you leapt over, as over the space covered by a cow's foot (गो ष्पादि  क्रुतः ) You are not an 
ordinary monkey, since you have no fear for even Rāvana, the terror of all beings. Rāma is very 
intelligent. His very choice of you for this mission, speaks volumes about your unique power. It is 
my great fortune that Rāma and Lakshmana are safe. When Rāma is safe, is he not furious for the 
Rākshasās kidnapping me, even to burn up the whole world like the great primordial fire at the end 
of the yuga? Perhaps he has no such power or else he would not have remained so supine. But those 
brothers are very powerful and can vanquish even Dēvās. But since by my misfortune only there is 
no end to my sorrow, they (the brothers) are not bestirring themselves for me". Then Sita asked of 
Hanumān many questions (more emotional and exciting pity than anything else) and wanted to 
know more about Rāma. She spoke thus "Is Rāma wasting himself from grief for me or doing 
anything to get me back? He is a royal prince and is too manly to remain indolent and he must be 
seeking ways and means of destroying his enemies. Is he acquiring new friends and if so are they 
not adoring him? Is Rāma receiving good news about the welfare of Koūsalya, Sumitra and Bharata? 
(No mention of Kaikeyee). Bharata will surely send for my sake a vast army (अक्षौहिणि ) to his 
beloved brother Rāma, under able ministers to aid him. Will not the monkey-king, come here, with 
the vast hordes of powerful monkey-chiefs, along with Rāma? The mighty Lakshmana will rout the 
Rākshasās. Will I see such a fiery ruin of Rāvana in the near future, from the fiery arrows of the 
great brothers? Rāma's mother or father or his kith and kin do not love him more than I love him 
and their love for him is not even equal to my love for him. I will live so long as he wishes to take me 
and I will give up my life when he no longer comes to my rescue". Then the great Hanumān, with 
folded hands bowed to her and spoke thus, dispelling her incredulity about her Lord, "Dēvi! Rāma 
does not know that you are here. When I return to tell him about you immediately he will take you 
back like Indra taking back his consort Sachi Dēvi, as soon as he came to know that she was with 
Anuhlādha. Hearing my information, he will reach here with the vast army of monkeys and bears, 
after crossing the vast ocean by controlling it with his arrows and destroy all the Rākshasās here. 
He can even kill death and the celestials, if they come in his way and it is needless to speak of the 
Rākshasās. Like an elephant tormented by a lion, Rāma is tormented by grief for you. Dēvi! You will 
surely see the face of Rāma as fair as the full Moon. In this speaking I am swearing on our very 
means of living, namely the fruits and roots and also on our haunts, ie., the mounts of Malaya, 
Vindhya, Mēru and Mandhara". 
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            A fine and superb and most natural oath a true monkey will take through instinct, which is 
impossible for a fake monkey - a Rākshasa in such disguise. This oath by itself is sufficient to dispel 
any doubt of Sita that the monkey might be Rāvana. 

            Rāma is now and all these days on the mount Prasravana like Indra on his elephant Iravatha 
and you will soon see him. Everyday only once in the evening he takes only the fruits the hermits 
eat. He is always thinking of you, not caring even for the flies, or the insects crawling on his body, or 
even the snakes. He has no mind even to brush them aside. So deeply he is absorbed in thoughts 
about you. In his sleep, he calls, "Sita, Sita". Whenever, he chances to see a fine sight, he sighs 
uttering your name. He is never remiss to find you out". Hearing all this, Sita gave up her sorrow. 
But she was not happy to hear Rāma's sorrow. She was like the Moon behind the clouds, in the night 
at the beginning of Sarat season. 
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SARGA 37 

           Sita spoke thus to Hanumān, "Hanumān! Your tidings about my Lord, is a mixed joy to me, like 
nectar mixed with poison, as it contains the distress of my Lord for me. Man is a slave to fate, both 
in prosperity or great adversity. He cannot help being dragged as by a rope by fate. See how we 
three (Rāma, Lakshmana and myself) are suffering". 

            As regards the dictum about man being a slave to fate - steering clear of a the slough of 
malicious criticism, ignorant criticism, snobbish criticism etc. and apart from its supreme truth, it 
simply means that, in the case of prosperity, it (that State) goes to the head the subject holding the 
society to ransom, for the satisfaction of his whims, vicious ambitions or vices even of all sorts. As 
regards misfortune, like poverty and squalor man sells his soul to the Dēvi for a mess of pottage and 
sinks in sin and crime. 

            Sita spoke, "As told by you, Rāma is full of sorrow and in his sorrow must be like one 
exhausted with swimming in the sea, when his ship has sunk. When will Rāma be free from his 
sorrow? And when I will he see him after destroying Lanka and Rāvana? After two months Rāvana 
will kill me. You must inform Rāma that he should come here before that time. Rāvana will never 
give me back to Rāma. His brother Vibheeshana unsuccessfully persuaded him to give me up. By fat 
driven, he is seeking death in battle. The eldest daughter of Vibheeshana, Analā by her mother, told 
me this. A wise and old Rākshasa, Avindhya, also warned Rāvana, that he will meet his doom at the 
hands of Rāma. But the villain did not heed it. My mind is calm and clear, which means that my Lord 
will soon rescue me. He has many virtues and won't let me down and he is mighty. He singly wiped 
out 14,000 mighty Rākshasās". Hearing Sita with eyes full of tears, speaking thus, Hanumān was 
very much moved and he spoke thus, "Dēvi! When I return and tell Rāma about you, he will soon 
come here with the vast army of monkeys and bears. Dēvi! Without such suspense, you sit on my 
back, I will even now take you to Rāma, crossing the ocean. Don't doubt my capacity. I can even 
carry this whole Lanka, along with Rāvana. Like the God of Fire taking the sacrificial oblation to 
Indra, I will take you to Rāma on the mount Prasravana. You join Rāma as Rōhini with her Moon. 
Rāma is there making preparations to destroy the Rākshasās, like God Vishnu who planned the 
destruction of the Daītyās and you can see Rāma now. I can carry you on high, close to the path of 
the Sun and Moon as if to enable you to converse with them (Sun and Moon). Do not fear the pursuit 
of the Rākshasās, as none in the Lanka can equal me in the flight across the sky and I can as easily 
re-cross the ocean with you, as I came here". Sita looked at him in incredulous wonder, saying, 
"Hanumān, you want to carry me to such a great distances to Rāma. But you are so small. I think 
that you are talking like one of your tribe, a wiltless monkey". Hanumān was a little displeased with 
this gibe of Sita, but taking it as an innocent one due to her not knowing his full potentiality, he 
grew to his full stature. He looked like mounts Mēru and Mandhra and was like Fire-God. His face 
was red and his teeth like Vajra (adamant) and nails powerful and he was fearful to look at. He 
declared that he could uproot the whole Lanka and take it along with Rāvana to Rāma and asked 
her to not be afraid of him and to sit on his back to be taken to Rāma. Then Sita spoke thus, "Great 
Hanumān, I already knew your might and power and you are equal to the God of Wind in speed and 
God of Fire in splendour or else how can you cross the vast ocean (and in small body)? I know you 
can carry me to Rāma, defying the Rākshasās. But you will be spoiling the cause of Rāma. In your 
great speed, I may fall off you, as also from fear of the ocean below. When I am with you, you have to 
protect me and also yourself, which is perilous for you, mighty though you are. You have to contend 
with numerous mighty Rākshasās terribly armed, pursuing you on the orders of wicked Rāvana and 
you being with no weapon. Then I may slip off you, to be killed by the demons or taken away as 



SUNDARA KĀNDA 
 

PAGE 60 OF 101 
 

captive. No doubt you can kill all the Rākshasās, but you are depriving Rāma of the chance of 
winning glory. If I am caught I may be confined in a new secret place and your present effort of 
finding me will be futile. Rāma, Lakshmana and his other brothers, your king Sugreeva and his 
family and even the monkeys and bears - all are living for my sake - and if I perish, all of you also 
will perish. It is better, you go back alone and bring Rāma here. Again I should not touch a stranger. 
When Rāvana carried me here by force, I was helpless and was not in my senses. The most proper 
thing is for Rāma to come here and take me away after slaughtering Rāvana and all his hosts. (The 
Vēdavati sprit (of revenge) of Sita's past birth, has become active). No one even among Dēvās, 
Gandharvās, Nāgās and Rākshasās can equal Rāma in battle. All of them cannot even look at him, 
holding his great bow, along with mighty Lakshmana and blazing forth as a great fire and assisted 
by wind. Rāma can shoot arrows, vying with the fierce rays of the Sun at the end of the world. Great 
Hanumān! Make me, pining away with grief, glad by bringing here Rāma soon". 
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SARGA 38 

           Hanumān was thrilled to hear these wise words of Sita and spoke thus, "Dēvi! What you spoke 
quite answers your high chastity, virtues and humility.  It is true that it is not safe for you to be with 
me, while crossing the vast ocean.   Your second objection is very thrilling.   Of all the chaste women, 
you only can speak like this, namely that you will not touch a man other than Rāma. You spoke as 
Rāma's consort will speak. I will tell Rāma all I saw here (you speaking to a blade of grass, in facing 
Rāvana and your desperate bid to end your life and all that). Dēvi! I proposed to carry you on my 
back being moved by your sorrow and out of my great desire to do some good to Rāma and also to 
show my power. I said so only out of my devotion towards Rāma and never to would your 
sensibilities. Dēvi! Give me some token for Rāma to believe that I have seen you". Then Sita, in grief, 
faltering in speech spoke, "Hanumān! I will tell you a very convincing proof of your visit here for 
Rāma. It was about an incident that happened to me near river Ganga at Siddhāsrama where we put 
up about 13 years back (the incident known only to Rāma and not even to Lakshmana). One day, I 
sat near Rāma, I being exhausted by roaming about the wood there. A rogue crow flew to me and 
began to peck at my breast. Not caring for the earthern balls, I threw at it, it persisted to fly at my 
breasts. When it began to do hit and run with me, I rose up to drive it away, with the upper part of 
my sari, displaced in my confusion, Rāma laughed to my great shame and mortification and tears 
stood in my eyes. The crow flew away and I became very angry with Rāma and the crow. He then 
pacified me and I slept on his lap for some time being exhausted and then woke up. Then Rāma 
slept on my lap, seeing which the crow came again and persistently wounded my breasts which 
bled and the blood wetted Rāma In my helplessness I woke him up. Seeing my bleeding breasts, he 
became furious like a great five-headed serpent and looking round saw the rogue crow in front of 
me with its claws red with my blood. He told me that it might be Indra's son, the mightiest of the 
birds, living in the mountains and equal to Wind-God in the speed of flight. In great fury, Rāma, 
plucking a small kusa-grass piece from his kusa-grass mat and charging it with the power of the 
terrible of the terrible Brahmāstra, by holy incantation (the grass-piece serving as an arrow) and 
threw it at the crow. Seing that missile terribly flaring up like the primordial fire, in great panic, the 
rogue crow took to flight, with the terrible missile not leaving it, but closely pursuing it. In great 
fear it flew all over the three worlds. It rushed to its father Indra, who was afraid to interfere, so 
also all the celestials and great Rishis left it to its fate. In great remorse, it thought that only Rāma 
can save him and flew to Rāma and fell at his feet. Rāma relented, his very psycho being to protect 
anyone who takes refuge in him. He spared its life, but, according to the dharma of Astrās, he 
wanted it to pacify the Astra and to expiate its great sin by a small penalty. The crow readily agreed 
to forego the sight of its right eye and the missile took away the sight of the right eye, permanently 
of the species of crows. 

           The progeny of that crow only suffered that as a genetic defect and not the pre-existing crows. 
Bowing to Rāma and to Dasaratha in heaven mentally, the crow flew away to its abode. 

           Hanumān! Plead thus for me before Rāma. Rāma! Sita is entreating you thus. "You have 
chosen to use the great missile Brahmāstra on a petty crow, but you seem to be excusing the great 
culprit Rāvana, who kidnapped me. Have mercy on me. You used to tell me that kindness and mercy 
are the highest virtues. Can you give a go-by to them thus, in my case. You are very powerful, never 
indolent you are noble, unshaken by any adversity, equal to Indra. You are ruler of the whole world, 
the great archer, most truthful, you are more than a match to all the celestials in battle. Still why 
don't you choose to let fly Astrās on the Rākshasās who are thus tormenting me? Even if you have a 
small zeal for me, you would have killed them. Why is it that the mighty Lakshmana also kept 
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quiet"? Hanumān! Tell all this to Rāma. Doubtless it is all due to my sin that the brothers have thus 
no thought for me". Hearing these pathetic words of Sita, Hanumān spoke thus, "Dēvi! I am speaking 
the truth on oath. On account of grief for you, Rāma is indifferent to everything. When he weeps 
Lakshmana also weeps. With great difficulty I found you. It is a matter for joy for you. You should 
not weep. Soon all your troubles will end. The brothers will destroy Lanka soon and Rāma will take 
you to Ayōdhya, after killing Rāvana and his people. Tell me what message of yours should I give to 
the brothers, to Sugreeva and to other anxious monkeys". Then Sita replied, "Tell Rāma that I asked 
about his welfare and that I prostrated to him in obeisance. The virtuous Lakshmana, the blessed 
son of Sumitra, leaving all royal pleasures, behind, followed Rāma to the forests, out of love for 
Rāma, to look after him in the forests. He looks on Rāma as his father and me as his mother. This 
tragedy would not have struck me, if he had seen Rāvana carrying me away. He would then and 
there have killed Rāvana. He is most righteous and auspicious looking and equals his father 
Dasaratha in all respects. Rāma has ceased to grieve for his father's death as Lakshmana (stands to 
him) stands to him in his father's place and on account of the loving services of Lakshmana (like his 
father) who is always at the beck and call of Rāma. He (Lakshmana) is gentle, guileless and very 
able and Rāma loves him (even more than me). I am also affectionate towards him. Hanumān! Tell 
Lakshmana that I asked for his welfare. Hanumān! You alone can do all for my succour and you 
alone can induce Rāma to make preparations to take me back and wipe my tears. Tell Rāma again 
and again that I won't live for more than one month. I am speaking this on oath. Tell Rāma that he 
must rescue me from this humiliating state of confinement by the sinful Rāvana, like the great God 
Vishnu, restoring to God Indra his prosperity which was in the lower world (पा ता ल लो क)". So saying 

Sita, taking out her crest-jewel (चूडामणि ) tied in her sari and gave it to Hanumān as a token for 
Rāma. The jewel was very auspicious and of super-naturally magnificent. Hanumān took it and 
placed it on his finger as he assumed again (after showing her his gigantic form) his tiny form, in 
which he searched for Sita. Making a worshipful round of her, he stood, with great humility, beside 
her. Being very glad, he mentally flew to Rāma. He became calm like a mountain when a gale 
flowing over it had subsided. 

           The event of the Asura crow (Kākāsura) is a secret known only to Sita and Rāma and serves as 
the best, testimony to Hanumān meeting Sita and there is no impropriety on the part of Sita in 
disclosing it to Hanumān, as at the time she cherished motherly feelings towards him. Some critics 
put this even at Ayōdhya before the exile of Rāma, instead of at mount Chitrakoota. But the place is 
immaterial, as the secrecy alone of the eventis important, by which alone, its disclosure to Hanumān 
is the best proof of Hanumān meeting Sita, when conveyed to Rāma, by Hanumān. 

           Again it is very odd that Rāma used the king of the Astrās, Brahmāstra to kill a petty crow. But, 
instead of using Brahmāstra in the form of an arrow, he used a mere blade of Kusa grass as the 
Astra, which proves his most extra-ordinary powers of skill and invention. But in my little view, 
there is another reason. The crow injured the breasts of Sita and no one witnessed it. It must be 
kept secret and the crow punished similarly. Only great missiles can do it. If Brahmāstra as an 
arrow is used, it well terrify the whole world and the intended secrecy is lost. Again Rāma used the 
Brahmāstra as he knew that the crow was the son of Indra, who may choose to oppose it by his 
great Vajrāyudha to save his son, sinner though he was. To prevent that confrontation, Rāma chose 
the highest Astra, but in the form of a blade of grass, though his bow would be within his easy reach. 
Further, he acted thus not to kill Indra's son, but just to punish him (the crow) as one critic thinks. 
Sita was very intelligent. Ten months had passed by and she had no word from Rāma, though she 
left a trail behind by way of dropping her rare ornaments. In her grief, she thought that Rāma might 
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not be inclined to search for her. So she chose even to disclose this secret even to pick the 
(supposedly sleeping) conscience of Rāma and saying that Rāma chose to use the greatest Astra on 
a petty crow for an injury to her, which can be cured in a few hours by application of poultices, 
which the whole prestige of the whole Ikshwāku Dynastry was at stake by the most humiliating 
kidnapping of Rāma's consort (and the princess of Vidēha) by a cowardly Rākshasa. She knew that 
Rāma was mighty and equally so was Lakshmana. Further she was sure (as she spoke specifically) 
that Bharata on mere word reaching him, would rush to Rāma with one Akshoūhini archers. With 
all this Rāma was a riddle in his supineness to Sita. So she chose this very delicate incident for Rāma 
to be reminded of through Hanumān, wise and virtuous. Again the crow, Jayanta went away after 
bowing to Rāma and also to Dasaratha (दशरथा यच). Jayanta might have bowed to Dasaratha 
mentally since Dasaratha was very noble and Rāma must have inherited that virtue from his father. 
One critic very aptly thinks that when Jayanta in great panic rushed to his father Indra, Dasaratha in 
heaven might have rebuked Jayanta and advised him to go and fall at the feet of Rāma as he alone 
(and no God) can save him - another suggestion of Rāma's divinity by the poet. Again she most 
innocently and most pathetically says that Rāma's supposed neglect of her must have been from 
some past sin on her past and in my view, it has no reference to her outburst against Lakshmana on 
hearing Māreecha's cry, as she was a noble soul and treated Lakshmana as his mother Sumitra Dēvi. 
It was only a remark about fate, most natural to persons in adversity. There is not even an iota of 
self-accusation on that score (ie., of rebuking Lakshmana). That pathetic remark (of her past sin) of 
hers so moved Hanumān that he set Lanka on fire. 
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SARGA 39  

           After giving the Choodamani to Hanumān, Sita spoke thus, "Hanumān! Rāma knows this jewel 
very well. It was my wedding present, worn by me at my wedding with the blessings of Dasaratha 
and my mother and so it is very emotive as on seeing which Rāma will think of his father (then 
present at the time of the wedding) my mother and me". 

            Why is Janaka not mentioned?   It seems Dasaratha gifted it to Sita, through Sita's mother, 
who decorated her daughter's head with the jewel with her own hands. 

            "Hanumān! I request you again and again to activate Rāma. You alone can do that and make 
me happy. You will certainly succeed if you carefully think of the method". The mighty Hanumān 
swore that he will do all that and bowing to her, was about to take leave of her. Again Sita, 
emotionally requested him to convey to the royal brothers, to Sugreeva and every one of the 
monkey-chiefs her best wishes for their welfare. She told Hanumān that he will earn great merit by 
inducing Rāma through rousing his martial spirit to rescue her, while she was yet alive. Hearing this 
Hanumān bowed to her and said, "Dēvi! Rāma will soon come here with the vast hordes of mighty 
monkeys and bears. He can conquer even the Sun, Indra and Yama in battle. He is very zealous of 
ruling the whole world (and establish great dharma)". Sita was very much pleased and looked 
constantly at Hanumān as he was about to go away (leaving her again alone). She spoke, "Mighty 
Hanumān! If you don't mind, just stay here for one day more, hiding yourself in some place here. It 
will be of some solace to me. When you go away the fears of my doubtful survival will again assail 
me. Further, I know that only three, if the Bird-King (वैनतेय), God of Wind and yourself, can cross 
the vast ocean. Then what about the royal brothers and their army? If you alone can kill Rāvana and 
take me to Rāma, you alone will earn fame, but it is no credit for me, but which (the credit for me) 
will be when Rāma, with his might, kills Rāvana, after raining the whole of Lanka with his arrows 
and then takes me away and that becomes Rāma, the scion of the Kākuthsa Dynasty. You should do 
the things conducive to Rāma's glory and prestige and not the reverse". Wise Hanumān thus 
replied, "Dēvi! Sugreeva can alone kill all these Rākshasās and he will soon come here with his 
countless army and he is itching to do so. Among his army there are numerous heroes, who can 
freely fly in all directions and scour the skies. Many among them, flew all over the world in many 
rounds and I am the least among them. So I am sent to do this task. Will any one send the best of his 
men to do a thing? When I am the least of them, can cross the ocean, needless to say of the others, 
far mightier than myself. They can cross it in just one leap. Dēvi! The brothers will soon be here, 
sitting on my back splendid like the rising Sun and Moon. Be comforted, all will be well soon. Just be 
counting the days. Like the God of Fire, you will see Rāma burning Lanka and you will see Rāvana 
killed. Then you will join Rāma, like Rōhini joining her Moon. You will see mountain-like monkey-
chiefs at the gates of Lanka and roaring like great lions. Dēvi! You should not weep thus helplessly. 
You have a Lord Rāma, like great Indra to Sachi Dēvi. In all the world, who excels Rāma and who 
equals Lakshmana? They equal the Gods of Fire and Wind and they are your own people. Just have 
patience for a few days in this dreaded place among the devils. I bring them here, the very moment I 
reach their place". 

            The humility of Hanumān is very striking. Though he accomplished the greatest exploit, he 
says to Sita, that he is the least of all monkey warriors. It is real humility itself and not one merely to 
boost the sinking spirits of Sita. But at one place, in mood of despair he thought, if he was caught by 
the Rākshasās, that there was none in his whole tribe who could tell Rāma the whereabouts of Sita. 
There was absolutely no self-praise in this thought. He had in his mind the two months time given 
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by Rāvana to Sita. By the time the waiting monkey-chief on the other coast of the ocean, having 
concluded that he was lost, plan a fresh search by an able monkey-chief the period still remaining 
might be too short or it may even be over, with every tragic chance of Sita being no more. Infact he 
was more than a match for even Vāli or Rāvana, but he did not know his powers from a curse. He is 
said to be an incarnation of great God Rudra the Eleven. 
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SARGA 40 

           Sita spoke, "Hanumān! On seeing you, who gave me the good news, I am glad as the earth after 
the rain, smiles with sprouted seeds, as if has half the full crop. I feel as if half of my desires are 
fulfilled. I tell you another secret as a credential to you before Rāma. Once, when the vermilion 
mark (तिलक) on my forehead got erased, Rāma made another, but, instead of placing it on my 
forehead, he applied it to my cheek and laughed. Remind Rāma of this and he will believe you fully". 

            Sita divulged this to Hanumān, with the freedom of a mother towards a son. Again this is the 
idiom and a sentiment of a Kāvya, the mother of Kāvyās at that, "Vālmeeki's Rāmāyana" is like the 
Triveni, where three great and holy rivers, Ganga, Yamuna and the invisible subterranean river 
Saraswati meet, the God-Head of Rāma being this hidden river Saraswati. Rāma as the hero of a 
Kāvya being the visible Yamuna and Rāma, the most unique, the most perfect human being without 
a parallel in all ages, except Krishna, being the world-famous Ganga. His so-called foibles are due to 
exotic premises, ignoring the most crucial opening Sarga of the epic (Bāla Rāmāyana as told by 
Nārada to Vālmeeki and claimed to be as holy and revealing as all the Vēdās combined). 

           Sita continued, "This holy jewel (made from the gems of the ocean - वा रि  संभवः  - Sita also is the 
daughter of the ocean-God) is my talisman in this tragedy of mine. I derive some comfort, in my 
gloomy hours, on looking at it, as if I am seeing Rāma. I preserved it as my life. Now since I am 
parting with it, who is to comfort me hereafter? I can live no more with this grief. Clinging to the 
hope that one day I can see Rāma I am putting up with all the insults and abuses of these 
demonesses. I cannot live a moment beyond one month, in the absence of Rāma. Rāvana is terrible 
Rākshasa king and I cannot expect any soft attitude in him towards me. On hearing that Rāma is 
also grieving, I cannot live beyond one month. (Another reading: On hearing that Rāma is not keen 
to come to my succour soon, I cannot live beyond one month). Hanumān! Tell all these things to 
Rāma". So saying Sita burst into weeping. Hanumān consoled her. 

           The poet, repeats the words of comfort Hanumān spoke previously, with slightly different 
diction. That is the way of the epic poets, Homer verbatim repeats his long passages. 

           Hanumān began to grow in size to return. Poor, innocent Sita again reminded Hanumān of her 
entreaties to Rāma and saying that her Choodamani will induce in Rāma on just seeing it faith in 
him (Hanumān) blessed him on his return flight. Hanumān bowed to her and in great joy, pondered 
over the small thing that still remained to be done there in Lanka by him before returning. 
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SARGA 41 

           Hanumān left that place and thought thus, I have succeeded in finding the Dēvi. I must know 
all about Rāvana, for which only a violent (fight) effort is the remedy and must be made by me. If I 
kill some mighty ones among the Rākshasās, they may shed some of their Rākshasa nature and 
become a little gentle. A person of average talent, assigned a task by his Lord, can only do that alone 
aright. But a talented person, not satisfied with finishing his job successfully, will also look for and 
successfully perform other tasks in support of his main assignment, though not contemplated by his 
Lord. Instead of returning to report to Sugreeva about my finding Sita, if I, in addition, find out the 
strength of the enemies, their methods of warfare, I will be more effectively fulfilling my Lord's 
orders. For this a fight with the Rākshasās is the only way and I must think of how to bring it about 
and make Rāvana know my strength. By starting a fight I can meet Rāvana face to face and know his 
mind". He hit upon a plan, which was to provoke the Rākshasās to a battle. The Asōka garden was a 
splendid one on par with the celestial Nandana garden. It was Rāvana's favourite and Hanumān 
wanted to destroy it to provoke Rāvana. So he set about breaking the branches of the trees and 
uprooting them and the creepers and destroying the various houses and pools and lakes. Soon the 
garden looked like ladies weeping, having lost all its glory. It looked as if destroyed by a forest-fire. 
It was the great pleasure-garden of the queens of Rāvana.  Ready to face any challenge, Hanumān 
stood at the gate. 
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SARGA 42 

           The birds and beasts got searched. Evil omens portending disaster for the Rākshasās 
appeared. The Rākshasa women woke up from their sleep and saw to their horror the ruined 
garden and the terrible and the colossal form of Hanumān. They demanded of Sita who that monkey 
was, that was so lately speaking to her. Some asked her mildly to speak the truth. Sita replied, "How 
can I recognize the various forms your terrible Rākshasās assume? You only can recognize them. I 
don't know who that monkey is? He may be your Rākshasa in that form. You only know him. On 
seeing him I was also afraid. You tell me truly what Rākshasa is that monkey. The snake only can 
know its feet (the feet of its species)". Those Rākshasa women got scared. Some ran to inform 
Rāvana about this and some stayed there to keep watch over Sita. They told Rāvana thus, "Sir! A 
great and mighty monkey came to our garden and spoke to Sita for sometime. He appeared to be a 
messenger from Indra or Kubēra, or even from Rāma. He destroyed every part of your great garden, 
but very surprisingly he did not touch the tree of Sita, perhaps from fatigue or with a desire to 
protect her. This latter guess is true. He wanted to protect her. He is terrible in form and fatigue is 
out of question. Sir! Punish him. He should not live for daring to speak to Sita and destroying the 
garden". Rāvana in his fury was like fire fed with ghee. He ordered eighty thousand warriors, each 
one as mighty as himself, to go and kill the monkey. 

            Either out of great fury for the damage done to his most favourite garden, or from his 
apprehension that the monkey might be an extra-ordinary one Rāvana sent so many mighty 
warriors and also from his Janasthāna army debacle from a human being, monkey being another 
thorn in his "Achillie's heel". 

            This huge army, armed with terrible iron maces reached the garden and seeing Hanumān, 
rushed at him like locusts into a great fire and surrounding him attacked him with their deadly 
weapons. With a thunderous roar, filling the whole of Lanka and making the flying birds drop to the 
earth. Hanumān grew bigger and gave vent to his great war-cry thus, "Victory to most mighty 
(आतिबलः ) Rāma. Victory to mighty Lakshmana (महाबलः ). Victory to my kind Sugreeva, ruled by 
Rāma. 

जयथ्वति बलो  रामौ , लक्ष्मणशच महाबलः  ! 

राजा  जयति  सुग्रीवो , राघवेणा भि पा लि तः !! 

            I am the servant of Rāma, the ruler of Kōsala, who can accomplish any great exploit easily. I 
am Hanumān, destroyer of enemy hordes, the son of Wind-God. A thousand Rāvanās cannot match 
me in a fight and I fight with huge stones and trees. I will destroy the whole of Lanka, while all the 
Rākshasās are looking on helplessly and I go away to Rāma, after bowing to his Dēvi, having 
satisfied my ambition fully in such manner". Hearing this great cry and seeing the huge Hanumān, 
red like the great cloud at dusk, the whole army lost heart, but being duty bound, attacked him from 
a distance with their various weapons. Hanumān, picking up a huge iron rod, like the bird Garuda 
grasping a serpent and flying above them killed them all, like Indra destroying the Rākshasās. Then 
he took up his position as before at the gate, ready for another bout of massacre. A few ran away to 
report to Rāvana about the rout. 

            A true criticism goes by the record of the author (poet) or by the plain intention of the poet. A 
critic should not read his mind into the record, nor create a different one to suit his ideas. On the 
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face of it Sita lied regarding Hanumān, to the Rākshasa women. It is plain she wanted to save 
Hanumān and also herself. Obviously the poet intended rather to show Sita's presence of mind and 
tact than hint even remotely the falsity of her statement to the Rākshasa women. From my point of 
view, it is not even a lie and no question of it being an excusable lie on the part of Sita. Some critics 
tilting at Rāma in a crusaders' spirit and some in a quixotic spirit of tilting at windmills, say that 
Rāma had a lower nature but that it was under check by his higher nature. Now Sita is their target 
and they say that Sita spoke a lie, but it was justified. But this view is sufficient to bring her down, 
from the highest pedestal, Vālmeeki, in my view, placed her on. 

            Previously many times, even ad nauseam, I gave my little thoughts on Rāma's moral and 
spiritual caliber. I think it very odd that the critics say that, that kind of Rāma has in his gene, as it 
were, small foibles, along side his most superior nature, by which one can imagine a crude curve, 
which touches the level of the run-of-the mill person and which curve soon reaches the apex of 
human excellence, all to derive some literary pleasure of contrasts in the art of Poesy etc., as if 
Vālmeeki intended to write a Kāvya for the royal courts. Great God Brahma came down from his 
high heavens to bless the epic, as it opens new avenues or rare dharma, governing not only the 
mundane society, but also all kinds of celestial societies. The great Sage-Poet would not have 
wasted his unique Tapās, to present his hero, his great Idol, Rāma in such low light and superb 
splendour, as the two sides of the same coin. His "Rāmāyana" had also and mainly also, a lesson to 
the celestials. For instance it says that the great Indra suffered Incarceration at the hands of 
Rāvana's great son Mēghanātha (who thereafter was called Indrajit, conqueror of great Indra, the 
chief of all celestials) and nemesis for Indra's illicit relationship with Ahalya, whom Rāma (as God-
Head and certainly not as a Kāvya-hero) redeemed from her curse. A Kāvya hero may perform 
Herculean feats but not this kind of exploit of Rāma. As a matter of fact the Sage Goūtama impliedly 
linked her redemption to such Rāma to be born at some future most indefinite time and not a 
contemporary hero. Rāma's moods were never the result of any so-called low nature in him, but the 
circumstances, in which he happened to be (the play of destiny) were the only cause. Even his 
marital relationship with Sita is of a sublimated one and not of the mundane type. A legend says 
that the Goddess Sati (the so-called first consort of Lord Sita) got jealous of such relationship. But 
Vālmeeki, in the most superb manner, concealed all these celestial qualities of Rāma and Sita. But 
now, the critics trained their guns on Sita. But fortunately, they left her free, after forging into a 
forest of Isms. For this critics built up their theory clutching at a mere straw that she many times 
showed her pride of Vidēha royalty. But it is only an attitude and posture of royal dignity. It is 
absurd for a king to go through the royal streets with a bent back and in common dress. 

            Again Vālmeeki is a past master of the art of suggestion. When Hanumān was about to take 
leave of the Dēvi, the Dēvi used the epithet "अरिं दमः " (slayer of foes) for him (Sarga-39, Slōka-20). 
Obviously she thought that he left the shores of Lanka. It is a fine intuitive suggestion through Sita 
of the great massacre of many mighty Rākshasās by Hanumān, which was impending and of which 
Sita was ignorant. 
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           Hearing the rout, Rāvana ordered the invincible Rākshasa warrior Jambumāli, the son of the 
mighty Rākshasa-Chief Prahasta, to go and kill the great monkey. Meanwhile Hanumān jumped on 
to the lofty temple-like structure and looked like a second Sun. He demolished it and assuming a 
still more huge body, gave vent to a roar, which scared the whole of Lanka. The mighty guards, on 
hundred in number surrounding him, like a whirlpool in Ganga assaulted him with their powerful 
weapons. Hanumān, pulling up a great golden pillar and furiously whirled it, producing a great fire, 
which consumed the whole structure. With that pillar like Indra wielding his Vajrāudha, he killed all 
those hundred guards. Taking to the sky, he roared out that Sugreeva with countless mighty 
monkeys, some as strong as 1,000 elephants was, going to invade Lanka shortly and that no enemy 
of the great Rāma would hope to live and Rāvana along with Lanka would be no more. 
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           On the orders of Rāvana, Jambumāli, the son of Prahasta rode in a great chariot to do battle 
with Hanumān. He was a fierce and invincible archer and having worn red dress and red garlands 
and with his huge red body he was like a cliff on fire. the twang from his great bow filled all the 
quarters of the earth. With terrible cries he rushed at Hanumān and shot at him several powerful 
arrows. From the blood from the wounds thus caused Hanumān's face was like a Sunlit red lotus. 
Hanumān, in great fury, lifted up a large stone and hurled it on Jambumāli, who however thrust it 
aside (or broke it to pieces) by the arrows. Likewise he cut a huge tree, hurled against him by 
Hanumān, to pieces and wounded him in many places all over his body. Infuriated by the arrows all 
over his body, Hanumān picking up the huge-iron rod (used previously by him against the guards) 
hurled it against the chest of Jambumāli, who died, instantly his body being shattered to pieces 
beyond recognition and all his previous ornaments (great warriors wore them, as a mark of 
prestige) being pounded. On hearing this tragedy (of losing a great hero) Rāvana was both 
surprised and furious and ordered the most famous seven sons of his ministers to go the battle. 
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           These seven were great archers. Breathing fire and looking like fire, they set out for the battle, 
in their great chariots with royal flags and with rattling sound like great thunder. They indulged in 
proud talk of to be the first among them to kill Hanumān. A vast army followed them. But their kith 
and kin at home wept that they were going to their doom. Reaching the battlefield they rained 
arrows on Hanumān, who looked like Himalaya in rain. Then Hanumān flew up into the sky and 
rushed about dodging every arrow of theirs and with tremendous speed like the Wind-God, began 
to kill them all in various ways. He kicked some to death, tore others with his nails. Some died of 
shock from his roars. In a short time, the whole field presented a ghastly appearance with the over 
flowing blood of the warriors, elephants and horses and broken chariots and the whole city filled 
with the hideous cries of dying animals and soldiers. Hanumān retreated to the gate, expecting 
another struggle. 
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           Rāvana became afraid but concealing his fears, he ordered his five most famous commanders, 
to go and kill the great monkey. He counseled them (for the first time, though they were capable of 
conquering the whole world - a masterly exposition by the poet, of Rāvana's mind then), thus, 
"Mighty commanders! Take all your chariots, elephants, horses and army and punish the monkey. 
You must proceed with great caution, according to the situation. On thinking of this monkey, I have 
no peace of mind. I do not think it is a monkey at all. It seems to me to be a great elemental spirit 
(महा द्तं भूतं). Perhaps, Indra might have done some Tapās and created this to destroy us. Alongwith 
you I have defeated all celestials, celestial serpents, Yakshās, Gandharvās, Asurās and great Rishis. 
Perhaps, they might have created this in revenge. Don't underestimate this dreadfully mighty 
monkey. Use all your force to catch him. I have seen mighty monkeys, Vāli, Sugreeva, Jambavān the 
mighty bear, Neela, Dwividha and others. But this monkey seems to surpass them all in might, in 
form and in dash. All the three worlds, with Indra cannot stand before you. But in war, victory is 
unpredictable. So you must proceed with great caution and defend yourself with great effort". The 
mighty five leading commanders Viroopāksha, Yoopāksha, Durdhara, Praghasa and Bhāsakarna - 
(their names indicatve of their wiked forms and wicked nature in addition of their superlative 
might) - set out for the battle, with chariots, elephants, horses and a great army with various deadly 
weapons. Seeing the mighty Hanumān, Durdhara discharged five powerful arrows at the head of 
Hanumān. He (Hanumān) gave vent to a great cry of pain, but immediately took to the sky. 
Durdhara also along with his chariot rushed up after him and rained arrows at him. Hanumān 
growing larger and larger, suddenly jumped on his chariot, like a thunder-bolt. Durdhara dropped 
down dead, with his wrecked chariot. Seeing this Viroopāksha, Yoopāksha rushed up and struck 
Hanumān with their huge iron maces on his chest; Suddenly Hanumān plummeted to the earth, 
before the two and uprooted a huge tree and with it struck them dead. Seeing this Praghasa with a 
sword and Bhāsakarna. With a spear standing side by side, attacked Hanumān, who fled very much 
like the red Rising Sun. In great fury, Hanumān, tearing off a mountain-cliff, struck them dead with 
it. Then he worked havoc among the army and wiped it out hurling elephant against elephant, horse 
against horse, chariot against chariot and fighter against fighter. The whole field was covered with 
corpses of the Rākshasās, wrecked chariots, dead horses and elephants. The Hanumān retreated to 
the gate and looked like Yama, God of Death, at the end of the world [प्रजक्क्षये].              
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           The poet leaves the readers to guess what was taking place in the mind of Rāvana, when he 
heard that his most mighty five commanders were killed by a monkey. Most probably, his conceit of 
invincibility suppressed all other emotions and he wanted to retrieve the situation at any cost. So 
he just looked at his youngest son Aksha, suggestively, to take up the challenge, as Aksha was best 
suited far it. He (Aksha) was a war-maniac, quite unlike his cool-headed elder brother Mēghanātha. 

            Having heard that his great five chiefs were killed, Rāvana cast a glance at his youngest son 
Aksha sitting in front of him, suggesting that he should go next against the monkey. Aksha took it as 
a rare privilege, as he always was itching for battle. He rose up from his seat at once, with his great 
golden bow and was like the sacrificial flame fed by priests in the altar, with ghee and other things. 
He was as mighty as Dēvās and rode a golden and gem-studded chariot with all royal ensigns, 
drawn by eight great war steeds swift as mind without touching the ground and fully equipped with 
all kinds of terrible weapons and fully decorated with garlands of gold and shining like Sun and 
Moon. He got it by great Tapās and even celestials dared not look at it. Followed by a vast army he 
reached the garden gate. 

            He wondered at the terrible form of Hanumān, like the great elemental fire at the end of the 
world. He (Aksha) regarded him (Hanumān) as a worthy opponent. Proceeding very cautiously, he 
discharged powerful arrows at Hanumān to immobilize him and they fought terribly. Even Dēvās 
and Asurās became anxious (about the safety of the world) and were frightened. the earth groaned, 
the Sun did not shine as usual, the wind did not move, mountains shook and ocean was in 
commotion. 

            The great archer as he was, Aksha discharged three powerful, arrows, like three serpents at 
the head of Hanumān and which arrows drew much blood from Hanumān, who, admiring the skill 
of Aksha, grew bigger in size and surveyed the army in great fury. Arrows after arrows from the 
bow of Aksha fell on Hanumān, like rain on a mountain. But Aksha was like an elephant, blindly 
rushing over a great well, hidden under thickly grown grass. Hanumān with a sudden terrific 
spring, took to the skies and rushed about avoiding the arrows. Aksha also rose up, with his chariot 
at first Hanumān had a soft corner in his heart for Aksha, who was a boy and so he hesitated to kill 
him. But seeing the great onslaught of Aksha on him Hanumān pondered over thus, "Though a boy, 
still on account of his military skill, daring and other martial qualities even the celestials admire 
him. the speed of his assault and his might will excite terror even in Dēvās and Asurās. If I spare him 
now, in future he will be a great danger to us (when Rāma invades Lanka). Even now he is 
formidable and so as time passes he will be more formidable and intractable. Even now, in a short 
while, he may grow much strongest and more menacing. So, I think it prudent to get rid of him now. 
A growing fire should not be overlooked". Then Hanumān thought of a plan to kill Aksha. He 
suddenly with a powerful blow of his hand, killed the seven great steeds of the chariot, which was 
also broken and the dead horses and the chariot crumbled to the earth.  

           But the great archer Aksha, jumped out and rose to the sky like the disembodied soul of a 
Rishi rising to the heavens. Then by another, manoeuvre, he suddenly caught hold of the feet of 
Aksha, like Garuda seizing a great serpent and whirling him furiously dashed him to the ground. 
Aksha died, broken to pieces. All the celestials, including Indra and great Rishis in the starry 
heavens, wondered at this feat of Hanumān, who then retreated to the gate and looking like Yama at 
deluge (प्रलय). 



SUNDARA KĀNDA 
 

PAGE 75 OF 101 
 

  



SUNDARA KĀNDA 
 

PAGE 76 OF 101 
 

SARGA 48 

           Hanumān thinks that he is compelled to kill Aksha, the boy-hero, as he (Aksha) might pose a 
far greater danger in the final battle, than that to him then. But he seems to have forgotten Angada, 
who might as easily as Hanumān, have killed Aksha and added one more feather in his cap. But the 
real reason is that Aksha was rather bent on killing Hanumān, than to net him and take him to his 
father Rāvana, who might possibly try to wean him away from Rāma, through his (Rāvana's) 
alliance with Vāli. Hanumān was, thus left with no option but to kill Aksha. His brother Mēghanātha 
on the other hand, saw that Hanumān can only be captured and cannot be killed and even then he 
used the king of the Astrās (Brahmāstra) for that purpose. Again, I have written already (Sargas 19 
to 23 of Aranya Kānda) about the poet's art of battle, quite different from the battles in 
Mahābhārata described by various poets, from Vyāsa downwards, which the critics hail as better 
than "Vālmeeki's" ignoring his peculiar beautiful and thrilling aspects. No doubt in the latter epic 
and its vernacular works, there were army-formations (व्यूह), but they soon faded away at the 
height of the battle. Again the "Rāmāyana-battles" are purely between dharma and vice and dharma 
having received so many defeats previously at the hands of vice, uses in final battle (the final 
assertion of power). Whatever means, crude or refined by stones, or trees or arrows for the 
inevitable victory of dharma. But in latter age (द्वापर) battles, mighty warriors (but not fit to hold a 
candle to those of "Vālmeeki") not completely sinful, but by some faulty judgment or fate (generally 
a curse) take sides with and against evil and by their brilliant feasts against each other, wipe out all 
the sins (sinners) on both sides, along with themselves. This naturally gives scope for the poets to 
present different types of battle. In my little opinion, the most crucial thing of beauty in Rāmāyana 
battles is they are Titanic battles, like the cosmic forces in conflict, mystifying Astrās playing the 
chief role threatening all the worlds with destructions. We see a vision of the great mystery beyond 
often. Often celestials gathered in the skies and admired and also became afraid of the battle. But in 
Vyāsa and other works, except on the day of Arjuna killing Saīndhava, where do we find that mystic 
beauty, thrill and awe (the Art of Vālmeeki)?    The missiles (Astrās) in Mahābhārata are far inferior 
to those in Vālmeeki. 

           Hearing the death of his son, Aksha, Rāvana, suppressing his agony and in anger ordered his 
son, Indrajit (as mighty as Indra) thus. "You are the best among the archers. Even Dēvās and Asurās 
are afraid of you. You have defeated Indra and other Dēvās. Worshipping God Brahma, you acquired 
many divine missiles. There is no one in all the three worlds who can oppose you in fight. You are 
protecting us all by your might and the strength of your Tapās. Nothing is impossible for you in the 
battle. You equal me in every way, in Tapās, in warfare, in the use of missiles. In many anxious 
moments in battles, I used to derive strength and inspiration on thinking that you are ready at 
hand. Jambumāli, the seven ministers' sons, five commanders with all their armies were killed. Even 
your beloved brother Aksha was killed. But I value you more than all of them. You are very 
intelligent. Protecting your army carefully confront that monkey. The monkey is like great fire and 
he seems to be immune to any weapon, even adamantine weapon (Vajrāyudha). So you need not 
take that weapon with you. Rely only on Astrās. Don't resort to wrestling with the monkey. I know 
it is not proper to send you against that monkey. It is only out of our Kshatreeya duty (क्षती य धर्म]. I 
am sending you to the battle. You are an expert in all kinds of warfare. Hence, my choice of you". 
Bowing to his father, the mighty Indrajit, with great enthusiasm, like the sea at full tide, started for 
the battle, riding a royal chariot, drawn by four fierce lions (elephants?), as swift as Garuda, the 
kind of the birds. Hearing the twanging sounds of his bow and the railing sounds of his chariot, 
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Hanumān became overjoyed at another chance of battle and waited in readiness at the gate. Bad 
omens appeared. All the quarters of the earth seemed murky and covered with dust. Wild animals 
made various noises. Many celestials came to witness the battle. Numerous birds freely circled 
above, in joyful expedition of a lot of corpses to feed on. On reaching the battlefield, Indrajit 
twanged his great bow, like the sound of thunder-bolt and Hanumān answered it by a terrific roar 
and grew in size. Soon they were locked in a deadly combat. Hanumān rose to the sky and there 
rushed about and with speed and skill avoided the terrible arrows shot by Indrajit with great noise. 
Indrajit was one of the greatest archers and he was famous for his unerring skill and aim. But all 
that came to naught before Hanumān. Both were invincible and the celestials in the sky wondered 
at their combat. Though they fought for a long time, they could not know each other's weak spot. 
Indrajit despaired of killing Hanumān but thought of atleast capturing him. For this latter thing he 
thought that only Brahmāstra, the kind of the Astras. So he used it against Hanumān and 
immediately Hanumān fell down and became unconscious. After a short while he regained his 
senses and knew that it was Brahmāstra. He thought of the boon of Brahma that his Astra would not 
harm him but would only bind him for a short while and that he (Hanumān) could free himself from 
it (after his nominal submission to it). But Hanumān did not choose to do so, but as a mark of 
devotion to Brahma and his Astra he remained bound by the Astra. He thought that he would not 
come to any harm, as God Brahma, God Indra and his father Wind-God would be protecting him. 
Further, he wanted to see Rāvana, as the Rākshasās would certainly take him there. So he lay 
quietly as one helpless. Slowly the Rākshasās gathered round him and began to terrify him in 
various ways and Hanumān feigned fear by (pathetic) sounds (नना द). Then the Rākshasās, bound 
him all over with strong ropes. At once (the divinely prestigious) Brahmāstra left Hanumān free, as 
it cannot tolerate any further fetters along with it, as being highly humiliating to it, all other fetters 
being far inferior to it. To his great disappointment, Indrajit, all his great effort became futile. He 
knew about this nature of that Astra. But before he could prevent this, the mischief was already 
done by the enraged but ignorant Rākshasās, who pounced on him to find him further with more 
powerful (as they thought) tangible ropes. 

           Indrajit became anxious that Hanumān, thus free, would pose far greater danger than before 
to all, including Rāvana, as after the failure of Brahmāstra, all other Astrās would be useless. The 
Rākshasās, beating Hanumān with sticks and fists, dragged him to the court of Rāvana, Hanumān 
patiently putting up with all that. In that splendid hall, Hanumān saw the Rākshasās supremo like 
mid-day Sun high on the throne and his ministers at his feet. Rāvana saw Hanumān in fetters and 
being roughly handled by hideous Rākshasās. Some among the assembly were curious to know who 
that monkey was and who sent him, while some talked among themselves of killing him. 
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           For the third time, the poet describes Rāvana, presently a new appearance to the almost same 
ideas, by new diction. In their different context, some kind of suggestion by the poet can be spelt 
out, showing that the repetition is meaningful. the poet describes Rāvana, sitting magnificently on 
his throne, when Soorpanakha broke the news of Janasthāna tragedy, the Waterloo of his 
Janasthāna aspirations. The next description of Rāvana was when he was sleeping in his royal 
couch, as he appeared to Hanumān while searching all the palaces for Sita. Now Rāvana was 
anxiously waiting for the return of Indrajit and the situation also was warning him that war-clouds 
were about to appear over Lanka and thus the description of Rāvana is apt. 

            Again, on seeing the splendour of Rāvana Hanumān was struck with wonder and also at the 
fact that, though Hanumān by his most violent efforts expected Rāvana himself fight with him 
(Hanumān) at the Asōka garden, Rāvana, without stirring from his throne, captured him 
(Hanumān) by what he (Hanumān) thought to be lesser warriors. 

ततः  सकर्मणा  ततस्थ वस्मिते भी म वि क्रमः     (a great critic thinks so). 

            By destroying the Asōka vana, the highly treasured pleasure-garden of Rāvana, Hanumān 
hoped to draw Rāvana himself into the battle and teach him a lesson, but he was surprised to see 
Rāvana in all majesty on his throne and he (Hanumān) was dragged to him by Rāvana's men. It 
speaks volumes about the unique personality of Rāvana. 

            But Hanumān looked daggers at Rāvana for his wickedness. Rāvana with his fierce ten heads 
was like the Mandhara mountain with cliff infested with wild beasts. With his four great ministers, 
Prahasta, Durdhara, Mahāparsva, Nikhumbha he was like the Earth surrounded by the four oceans 
and was like the great Indra attended by the Dēvās. Hanumān was dazzled by the splendour of 
Rāvana and thought thus. The appearance, courage, power, splendour and his many auspicious 
features - all the inspiring awe and wonder. But he is evil and unrighteous, without which he is fit to 
be the Lord of even Indra and the heaven. He had done many wicked and sinful deeds, to the 
terrible suffering of the world. Even the Dēvās and Dānavās are afraid of him.  If he is angry, he can 
flood the whole world with all the four oceans combined. 

            This is the central message of our epics and scriptures. Many a gem of the purest ray, serene 
among humans get lost in mire (of infamy) crime and sin, by succumbing to greed, avarice etc. In 
their relations with the society to be served by them and gain real glory they queer the pitch and 
even destroy their souls, to their terribly damned existence after death, in an entirely different 
medium, (which they are found to enter, as all religions declare almost unanimously, with slight 
differences), deceiving themselves with many self-deceiving fictions - the most potent of which is 
that "I am holier than thou and I and our small coterie alone can do all good to the society and none 
others". Further, when this fiction is bolstered up by all kinds of violence and temptations and 
gullibility of the society, the society groans in misery. This condition obtained under Rāvana and is 
current now. When Rāvana captured Lanka, all the Asurās driven by the great God Vishnu, into the 
lower world, again gathered round him and evil became much stronger than dharma. 
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           Rāvana, also, wondered at the splendour of Hanumān. His heart throbbed with doubt and fear 
as he contemplated on Hanumān thus, "Is this monkey, the divine Nandi, who cursed me and said 
that he would punish me in this form, when I shook the great mount Kaīlāsa long ago?" (A legend 
says that once Rāvana, while at Kaīlāsa to have darsan of Lord Siva, saw Nandi and laughed at his 
(Nandi's) monkey-like face and incurred the wrath of that God). "Or is he the great Asurā Bāna, 
come in this form to punish me?" (The boon of Brahma protects Rāvana if Bānāsura would attack 
him in his original Asurā form. Only the highest man and monkey could defeat him). But Rāvana, 
thinking of the great havoc done by Hanumān, became furious and ordered his chief minister 
Prahasta (as a king should not directly speak to an alien) to find out who he was and all his 
antecedents. Then Prahasta, questioned Hanumān thus, "You monkey! Tell truly all about yourself 
and you will be let free. If you speak untruth, you will be killed. Are you an emissary of Indra, or 
Kubēra or Yama or Varuna? Has God Vishnu sent you to defeat our Lord? Tell the truth and we 
won't harm you. From your splendour you are not a monkey. your monkey form is only a mask. 
Why have you entered this city, threatened our women at the garden, spoiled it and fought with so 
may of us?" Then Hanumān spoke directly to Rāvana, non-chalantly thus, "I have nothing to do with 
any of the Gods you mentioned. I am a monkey by birth. I wanted to see you. Finding no other way, I 
destroyed a few trees. I killed some Rākshasās in self-defense. No Astra can do me any harm. God 
Brahma gave that boon to me just as you got your boons from him. To see you, I allowed myself to 
be found by your people. I came as an emissary of the mighty Rāma. I have some message to you, 
which is for your great good.  Here me". 
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           Hanumān was now speaking not absolute truth. It is only a pedantic and fastidious criticism to 
apply the high standards of truth in every context. Hanumān's words show his tact and presence of 
mind, which only is relevant. It is not out of any cowardice that Hanumān invented some 
explanation of his conduct at the garden. Latter on he vehemently defied Rāvana. If he had done so 
even at the outset, what he wanted to say about Rāma would be drowned in the pandemonium 
resulting. He wanted to catch the ears of the assembly and prolong their attention, by some 
statements (of self-defense, innocent intention to gain the audience of the supreme etc., with truth 
and untruth mingled. It is only humour and not untruth. 

            Hanumān addressed Rāvana thus, "Sir! Sugreeva, my king sent me to you, with greetings to 
you as from your brother (again false). The message he sent through being from your brother 
(Sugreeva) is full of dharma, ensuring happiness to you here and in the next world. It is this. 
Dasaratha was a king like Indra. His eldest son, mighty and beloved of all, is Rāma, who on the 
orders of his father, went to the forests, along with his much devoted wife Sita and brother 
Lakshmana. While in the forest, Sita was lost. While searching for her, the brothers met Sugreeva in 
Rushyamooka mount. Rāma killed Vāli and made Sugreeva king in return for the promise of 
Sugreeva to find out Sita. you know who Vāli was and Rāma killed him, with a single arrow. King 
Sugreeva sent search-parties all over the world to find out Sita. All of them are very powerful 
monkeys, some have the speed of wind or the king of birds. I am the son of the God of Wind and I 
came hereafter crossing the vast ocean. Sir! While searching for Sita, I found her in your house.  Sir! 
you know every dharma. you did great Tapās". 

            From now on the tone of meekness of Hanumān changes to one of defiance. The diction is 
superb and is like a Vēdic hymn in praise of Rāma. 

            "It is a great sin to restrain in one's house other women. Wise persons like you don't stoop to 
such ruinous deeds. Dēvās and Asurās cannot stand before the arrows of the angry brothers. No one 
in all the three worlds can feel secure after wronging Rāma. The message of Sugreeva to be 
conveyed by me to you is that for you welfare and prosperity, give Sita to Rāma, the great 
(Naradēvāya). I have done (easily) the most difficult task of finding Sita. My task is done. It is for 
Rāma to do the rest and I have no authority to do it (though capable of doing it). you have not 
realized that in keeping the Dēvi in your house, you are keeping a terrible five-headed snake with 
you. It is like trying to digest a poison. Even Dēvās and Asurās combined cannot keep Sita with 
them, from Rāma. You are destroying your longevity gained by you by great Tapās. The boon of 
Brahma, by which you are boasting of invincibility, has a loophole in favour of man and monkey. 
How can you, then, save yourself from Rāma, a man and Sugreeva, a monkey? Some of the dharma, 
gained by you by your Tapās, is enjoyed by you and so was spent and the rest of the dharma is lost 
by your misdeeds (in countering your sins and getting diminished in the process) and nothing 
remains of your past dharma, to counter and save you from this great sin of stealing Sita and 
thenemesis will soon overtake you. Consider the massacre at Janasthāna, single-handed by Rāma, 
his killing of Vāli, by a single arrow and the fact of (the coming together of) the friendship between - 
great human being Rāma and a great monkey king (whom your boon cannot reach). But for the fact 
that Rāma does not countenance it, I can singly destroy your whole Lanka, with all its horses, 
elephants, chariots and all. Rāma swore before us all that he only would kill the enemy who stole 
his Sita. Even Indra, if he has wronged Rāma, cannot escape being punished by Rāma and what to 
say persons like you! Know Rāvana, that Sita is the angel of great night [का ल रा त्रि death] to the 
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whole of Lanka. Lanka is already as good as destroyed by the splendour of (the chastity of) Sita and 
Rāma's wrath will further reduce it to ashes. Don't allow it to happen to your kith and kin and your 
beloved wives. I know fully the power of Rāma as I am his servant. I speak impartially as I am 
neither a man, or a Rāvana, but a monkey of a different race (with no predilection for Rāma, nor 
prejudice against you). The highly celebrated Rāma, is capable of destroying the whole creation, all 
the worlds with all beings moving and stationary and of re-creating the whole as before 

सर्वान् लो का न् सुसंह्रुत्य सभूता न् सचराचरान् ! 

पुनरेवतधा स्रष्टंु, शक्तो रामेमहायशा ः  !! 

            The votaries of Rāma regard this Slōka as a mantra of Rāma and since it came from Vālmeeki, 
it is as sacred as a Vēdic mantra. 

            "Rāma is as mighty as Vishnu and in a battle no one among Dēvās, Asurās, kings of this world, 
yakshās, Rākshasās, Vidyādharās, Gandharvās, celestial serpents, Siddhās, Kinnarās, Kings of Birds 
or all kinds of beings in any place and in any age can stand against Rāma. He is the leader of all the 
worlds and you have done great wrong to such a personage, with the result that you cannot hope to 
live. When Rāma is bent on killing any one, even Brahma, of four faces, though born of his own 
accord (self-Existant, beyond birth) or Rudra, with three eyes and the slayer of Tripuarāsurās, or 
Indra, though he is great Indra and the Lord of Dēvās, can not protect that intended victim". Thus, 
spoke Hanumān very boldly, which (though perfectly just) provoked great Rāvana to great anger 
and he ordered Hanumān to be put to death. 

            Hanumān, one of the wisest among the monkeys (even humans) gives new orientation to 
dharma and its opposite (Adharma-sin) in their fruits 

नतुधर्मौपसंहा रं अधर्म फा ल सा म्हितम्! 

तदेव फलमन्वेति  धर्मस्च अधर्म ना शनः !! 

प्राप्तं धर्म फा लं ता वत् भवता  ना त्र संशयः ! 

           The fund of dharma one earns, gets diminished and gets lost in two ways. Dharma encounters 
Ahdarma (sin etc.,) and abolishes its evil effects and in this process dharma gets diminished and 
finally lost, if the sin, the dharma being neutralized, is very powerful. The other way, by which 
dharma gets diminished is by enjoyment of the fruits of dharma, (prosperity comforts power and 
happiness etc.,) and dharma also gets lost completely, if its beneficiary indulges in highly 
orientations highly selfish enjoyment and at the expense of the society, to which he owes a sacred 
duty (dharma) of sharing some of his rewards with atleast the less fortunate, with misunderstood 
isms like Epicureanism and highly mundane Isms and fictions. Again man cannot know how much 
fund of dharma, he possessed and in that ignorance even in the absence of any positive sin on his 
part, gets lost in his pleasures, his merit being expended, though without any further sin on his part. 
Again, this aspect I adverted to in the previous Kānda. It is that when Hanumān mentioned that 
Rāma killed Vāli with a single arrow, (and this news must have reached Lanka through spies 
immediately), no one in the whole assembly (which won't tolerate the praise of an enemy) raised a 
single voice that Vāli could not be killed but by the treacherous act of Rāma hiding behind a tree. 
Rāvana also kept quiet, without hearing at Hanumān's claim of Rāma's power etc., as even if there 
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was in iota of blemish on the part of Rāma in killing Vāli, Rāvana, the inveterate enemy of Rāma, 
would certainly have jeered at Hanumān, a captive before him. 
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           In great fury wicked Rāvana ordered the killing of noble Hanumān. But Vibheeshina, the 
brother of Rāvana did not like this and he pleaded with his revered brother Rāvana thus justly, "Sir! 
Pardon me and give up anger. Wise and virtuous won't kill Ambassadors. Your order of killing 
Hanumān is against dharma of royalty and is against the traditions of the royal courts. It ill-suits 
great persons like you. You know every dharma you are wise you know fully well the good and the 
bad things. If wise people lost their temper openly and in Assembly, of what use is learning all 
sāstrās? you are invincible (why do you care for others' malicious talk to do wrong?). So give up 
anger and after due deliberation, order a proper punishment for this monkey". then Rāvana in great 
fury did not relent and Vibheeshana again pleaded against this barbarous sentence of Rāvana thus, 
"Sir! Elders declare that at any time and among any people, an ambassador should not be killed. No 
doubt he killed our Aksha Kumāra and also posed a danger to us. Still he is an ambassador who 
cannot be killed. If he has over-stepped his limits as an ambassador, he can be punished adequately 
by various methods recognized by the kings. They can be whipped, maimed in a limb, or humiliated 
etc. But killing him is not recognized. There is no one equal to you in intellect and you are better 
than all the Dēvās and Asurās and you are a terror to all of them. Instead of killing this monkey, kill 
his Lord, who sent him. This monkey is not free and he is found to speak what he is ordered to 
speak by his king. If he is killed in my view, there can be no one, who can cross the ocean and come 
here. If so who can bring those proud brothers, Rāma and Lakshmana here to fight with you? they 
must be fools, who, in their blindness and pride not knowing your worth have sent this petty 
monkey. It is they you must try to kill and not this monkey. If this monkey is killed everyone will 
find fault with you and bad name will be your lot. You should not miss a fight by defeating them, by 
killing this monkey. you have crores upon crores of mighty and loyal and of high pedigree warriors. 
Send some of them with an army and let them show their might against the fools. Rāma and his 
brother and punish them and win laurels". Rāvana was convinced by these words of Vibheeshana, 
not to kill Hanumān. He stared at Hanumān most attentively and thought thus, "This is not monkey. 
God is Vishnu, superior Brahma, truth final, the great seed (source) of everything. He is the God of 
Gods. It is his great effulgence that has taken this form of this monkey, for sure". 

किं वा नरं ब्रह्मपरंच सत्यं सर्वस्यभी जं जगतो  असय वि ष्णोः ! 

यहेवा देवस्य परन्चतेजः  तदेवतेजः  कपि रेषवी रः !! 

           Thus thinking Rāvana was furious but suppressing his emotion, spoke to Vibheeshana thus. 

           Curiously this fine Slōka is, though by critics, to be not Vālmeeki's not only it is fine diction, 
but also appears to me as a master-stroke of the poet with a very dramatic sentiment of Rāvana like 
this. From his thinking that Hanumān was an incarnation of Vishnu as monkey, we expect that he 
should totter on his throne. But he instead, became furious. He was blindly confident of defeating 
Rāma and his monkey-hordes, though not by is personal strength, but by his mind-boggling military 
machine manned by numerous earth-shaking heroes. He was furious that the Dēvās, had conspired 
to send the invincible Hanumān, while those Dēvās, were standing in homage about his throne. He 
treated it as their futile conspiracy and wanted to punish them. Hence the wrath of Rāvana, instead 
of cutting a sorry figure on his throne. Perhaps for fear of persecution by Rāvana, of the Dēvās, 
Indra did not choose to see Rāma, at the Asram of Sarabhanga, when Rāma entered Dhandaka 
forest. Indra secretly (unknown to the spies of Rāvana) gave a divine sword and two divine and 
inexhaustible cases for arrows to Sage Agasthya, to be given to Rāma. He (Indra) dared not give 
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them directly to Rāma, for fear of detection by Rāvana, especially when the most powerful and 
renegade Vāli found himself to protect Rāvana. Thus, though Rāvana was afraid of Hanumān, 
Rāvana might have thought of nullifying Hanumān, by putting pressure on the Dēvās. 
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           Rāvana spoke to his brother thus, "It is true that an ambassador should not be killed. the 
monkeys are fond of their tails. So let his tail be set on fire and then let him with his tail burning be 
paraded throughout the city, for our people to see". At once the Rākshasas wrapped Hanumān's tail 
with pieces of cloth and soaking them with oil, set the tail on fire. In anger Hanumān, with his 
burning tail very severely lashed them. Many young and old persons and women gathered  to  see  
the  fun. Again  the wicked  Rākshasas,  added  fetters on him and Hanumān submitted to it thinking 
thus, "I can easily break all these fetters and kill them one and all. They cannot do any detriment to 
me. I am submitting to all these things, as they will parade me everywhere in the city, which gives 
me an opportunity of knowing all the secrets of the city in daylight, which I could not know in the 
night. I can singly kill all the Rākshasās in a battle, but I won't do so to please Rāma, who swore by 
himself kill the Rākshasās". the Rākshasās, blowing conches, beating the drums and with roars, took 
him to all the places in the city, which he was carefully noting in his mind. He saw huge mansions, as 
also small houses and secret store-houses for military wares. Meanwhile the Rākshasa women 
carried this tragic news of Hanumān being torched in his tail to Sita, who was stunned as if lifeless. 
In great grief most earnestly she prayed to God of Fire for the safety of Hanumān, "If I am wholly 
devoted to the service of my husband, if I had done Tapās, if I am chaste, Oh! God of Fire! Be cool to 
Hanumān. If the great Rāma has even a small mercy towards me, if I have in store even a small luck 
to be enjoyed by me, if the virtuous Rāma has some thought for me in my misery, if the most 
respectable and truth abiding Sugreeva, can relieve me from my distress, Oh! God of Fire, be cool to 
Hanumān". the Fire-God heeded her prayer and to alleviate her fears, a cool breeze blew. As for 
Hanumān the Fire-God just circled round him, (without touching his body, but giving the 
impression to the wicked on-lookers that it was consuming him). Hanumān was surprised that he 
did not feel the great fire and thought thus, "Why is my tail as cool as sandal-paste or snow? When I 
was flying over the ocean, I was surprised to see a great mountain. It is Rāma's grace and this also is 
Rāma's grace. Just as the ocean and mount Maīnāka, were earnest to help Rāma, the Fire-God also 
must be vying with them to become cool - all Rāma's grace, the grace of Sita and the friendship 
between my father Wind-God and the Fire-God". Then he wanted to teach those wicked and petty 
Rākshasās, a lesson. At once he shrank to a small size and the fetters dropped down. With a great 
roar he sprang up and became as huge as a mountain. Quickly reaching the deserted city-gate, high 
a mountain-cliff and taking up a huge iron mace there, killed all the guards around him and with the 
flames of his tail he was like the great Sun with all its fiery rays. 
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           Hanumān pondered over in what way to inflict the maximum possible damage to the 
Rākshasās. He thought, "I have destroyed the Asōka garden, I killed some most mighty Rākshasās. 
There remains his impregnable city. If I destroy it, my act will be rewarding the great foil I had 
undergone in crossing the ocean and doing other exploits. I must feed the Fire-God in my tail with 
some good mansions". With his burning tail, he was like a cloud with lightnings. He fearlessly 
roamed about the houses of the Rākshasās, setting fire to them. The mansions of great Rākshasā 
chiefs Prahasta, Indrajit, Jambumāli and many others, went up in flames along with all their 
hoarded fortunes, gems etc., (all pillaged from great royal houses of this world and from those of 
the celestials). Hanumān fearlessly did the same with even Rāvana's palaces and the God of Fire and 
God of Wind, (shedding their previous fear of Rāvana) worked fiery havoc everywhere. Then 
Hanumān gave vent to a roar, like the thunder of the great cloud at dooms-Day. The great fire 
spread over the whole of Lanka. Great mansions crumbled down, like the celestial chariots of 
Siddhās, when their spiritual merit was exhausted. Many mothers, wailing greatly, with their 
babies, jumped off the burning mansions and those women looked like lightening from the clouds. 
God of Fire seemed satisfied with this inferno and the earth also not satisfied with the numerous 
burning corpses, their fat, very much stoking the fire. The great fire of Lanka presented various 
hues from the objects consumed. The whole of Lanka presented a ghastly appearance as if cursed 
by a great Rishi. Some Rākshasās attacked Hanumān with deadly weapons to be killed by him. The 
roaring fire like a crore of Suns reached the skies, as if bent on destroying the world. the wails of the 
Rākshasās, for the loss of their kith and kin and their prosperous lives, rose to the skies. they talked 
about Hanumān in various ways. Some took him to be great Indra or God Yama or Varuna or God of 
Wind or great God Rudra, or Fire-God or Sun-God or Kubēra or Moon-God in the form of monkey 
and not a common monkey. Some thought that the wrath of the great God Brahma assumed the 
form of a monkey to destroy the Rākshasās. Some took him to be the unique effulgence of the great 
God Vishnu in the form of a monkey. 

           Supremly beautiful Slōkas, which can be taken as a hymn in praise of Hanumān, also a God. 

           But Hanumān did not touch the mansion of Vibheeshana. Standing on the (out of regard for 
his (Vibheeshana's) interceding for Hanumān with Rāvana against the death-sentence) cliff of 
Trikoota mount and stopping further havoc on his part, he wanted to go to Rāma. 

           A good natured Rāvana woman Sarāma by name comforted the Dēvi, when the latter was very 
much worried about the safety of Hanumān thus, "Dēvi! Don't fear for the safety of the monkey. He 
is not an ordinary monkey, but is very great and powerful. He is like the great God of Fire. See how 
he is jumping from one house to another setting fire to them. He is killing everyone, who are 
opposing him. All the mansions of all the mighty Rākshasās are reduced to ashes". Hearing this Sita 
became happy and was overjoyed at the holocaust of the wicked city. 

           All the celestials wondered at the great havoc done by Hanumān and their joy knew no 
bounds. All the great spirits (सर्वभूता नि ) were struck with fear, taking Hanumān to be the great 
cosmic fire at dooms-day. 

           It is very surprising that not even one among the mighty heroes of Lanka and their number 
was legion, made an attempt either to stop Hanumān in his fiery assault on the city or to extinguish 
the fires raised. All stood dazed at the most unexpected event, (like a bolt from the blue) and when 
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they recovered from the shock, all was over and Hanumān was on his return flight. In my little view 
it is all the play of inevitable destiny. But one critic thinks thus. Indrajit, after the great Brahmāstra 
failed stood helpless, followed by all heroes because all other Astrās would be ineffective against 
Hanumān and the same Brahmāstra could not be used again. But the important point, seemed to be 
missed, is that though no doubt Hanumān was immune to any Astra, the fire, the physical fire, 
cannot be so immune to rain-missile (पर्जन्य अस्त्र) etc. No doubt Hanumān would oppose by fighting 
but how long can he do so, with his tail burning? 

           Again some think that it is in bad taste for the celestials to rejoice at the destruction of a 
(celestial-like) city (as if to correct Vālmeeki and teach him what is good in poetry). Vālmeeki 
actually wrote that their joy knew no bounds (जुग्मुः परां  प्रीतिं ). The reason is evident. The most 
cruel, demoniacal nature of the Rākshasās, with the rare exception of Vibheeshana, entered the very 
bricks of their mansions, the walls, the portals, the very trees and their fruits even (so to say) 
though outwardly glorious. Gilded tombs do worms infold". That is why Rāma, in the great battle 
destroyed the gates and every structure (the second fire of Lanka). 
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           Hanumān, then went to the ocean and dipped into it his burning tail and extinguished the 
great fire (the great Kamba poet says that the ocean boiled). Then he surveyed the whole city 
turned to ashes. Suddenly he became panicky. Dēvi Sita came into his mind. He regretted with a 
feeling of self-accusation, his act thus, "What a rash act have I done in anger? Those people are 
blessed who, when anger suppresses their anger, with their wisdom, like suppressing the fire with 
water. An angry man is prone to do any sin, including killing his guru and abusing good people. A 
real man sheds his anger as a snake its slough from its body. To an angry man, no bad action is 
taboo, no bad word is taboo. Without any thought for the Dēvi, I torched the houses. The whole of 
Lanka is burnt and she also may have perished. I am a villain, a sinner and a traitor to my Lord and 
a shameless wretch. I have ruined my Lord's cause, most rashly. It is for the safety of Sita, all this 
enterprise is undertaken and she could not be saved by me when the whole of Lanka is burning and 
by my act. When everything was successfully completed by me and there remained for me only to 
return and report to my Lord about the safety of Sita, this rash act of mine cut at the root of the 
whole enterprise and ruined everything. Not a single place was left untouched by fire and if the 
Dēvi is lost, I must give up my life, by jumping into the fire, or into the ocean and feed sea-animals 
with my flesh. If not, how can I face my king Sugreeva and the great brothers? This rash act has 
proclaimed to all the world my monkey-nature, through which I did not save the Dēvi, though I am 
capable of doing so easily. The death of Sita will be followed by the death of all, leading to the ruin 
of the Ikshwāku house. What a wretch I am!" To Hanumān thus weeping, good omens appeared 
which set him on a different line of thinking. These omens were previously there, but not noticed by 
him. Now they are more palpable. He thought thus, "The Dēvi is an auspicious lady and is shielded 
by the great resplendence of her chastity, which is fire itself and fire cannot burn fire. She is the 
consort of the most righteous and most splendid Rāma and she is well protected by her chastity and 
so the Fire-God dare not even touch her. She is diety to the three great brothers (Bharata, 
Lakshmana and Satrughna) and the most beloved consort of Rāma and how can she perish by fire? 
The Fire-God could not burn my tail, and can he burn that holy lady? The Fire-God could not harm 
me only by supreme power and supreme merit (moral and spiritual) of Rāma and his Dēvi. She can 
burn the fire itself by the power of her Tapās, of her truth and of her chastity". Then he heard the 
celestials, great Charanās above speaking among themselves thus, "What a tremendous feat 
Hanuamān had done by setting fire to the whole of Lanka (full of mighty Rākshasās). No one can do 
it. It is as if the whole of Lanka is weeping. Everything, including forts, with all their gates and 
arches had turned to ashes. But the most surprising thing is Dēvi Sita is safe and we have never 
before heard of such a miracle (amidst such inferno)". These words were like nectar to him and he 
became overjoyed, considering the omens he saw and felt. Having succeeded in his mission and 
knowing for certain that the Dēvi was safe, he wanted to have darsan of her once more before 
returning. 
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           Hanumān went to Sita and bowing to her said, "Dēvi! It is my great fortune to see you safe, 
when a great fire is raging very near you". As he was about to go away, Sita looked at him again and 
again in affection (with some pathos) he being her Lord's emissary and spoke thus, "Dear 
Hanumān! If you are willing, hide yourself in some secret place for today and go tomorrow. It will 
be of some solace to me. You are mighty and can kill all the Rākshasās and take me to Rāma. But it is 
proper that Rāma should come here, kill all the enemies and take me with him and hereafter that is 
your only concern". Hanumān assured her that Rāma would soon be coming there with a vast army 
of monkeys and bears, all mighty ones and took leave of her, bowing to her again. 

            Sita's humility is as great as her chastity and purity. She never mentioned to Hanumān that 
she prayed to Fire-God to save him from being burnt. "The noisiest drum has nothing in it but air". 
Regarding Hanumān, the poet says that having killed the best of Rākshasās, having proclaimed his 
name, having comforted the Dēvi, having exhibited his unique and fierce powers, having created 
great pandemonium in the city and after humiliating the Rāvana supremo, Hanumān took leave of 
the Dēvi, after bowing to her. his proclaiming his name is not out of vanity, but to strike terror into 
the hearts of the devils, as he added that he was the servant of Rāma. This is indirectly glorifying 
Rāma and not his self. Again, most of the Slōkas, with a slight variation in diction, appeared in 
Sarga-39, when Hanumān took leave of Sita, not to cross the ocean but to teach the Lankans a bitter 
lesson. So I did not repeat them, as the thought, being more important, remained the same, though 
fine in new garb. 

            Then Hanumān went to a mountain called Arishta (near Lanka) to use it as a spring-board to 
cross the ocean, just as he used Mahēndra mount on the north coast. With its lofty woods, the 
mount appeared like a person with a cloth round his waist, the clouds between the cliff, like his 
upper cloth. With the minerals shining in the rising Sun like eyes opened, it appeared as one 
wakened by the Sun. With the sound of its streams, it appeared as if reciting the Vēdās, or singing. 
With its tall trees, it looked like a Rishi doing penance with uplifted hands. With the hissing of the 
great serpents, it seemed to be angry with Hanumān. With the deep caves, blocked by ice, it was like 
a Rishi meditating, with all his sense-organs controlled. It was the resort of all kinds of celestials, 
nymphs for their amorous sports. 

            Many such resorts and hermitages were in the neighborhood of Lanka, without any 
molestation from Rāvana. We see many such pleasure-resorts and Asrams on the way when Rāvana 
went to Māreecha's Asram for his help. 

            When Hanumān pressed the mountain to take a great leap, the great mountain, ten yōjanās in 
width and thirty yōjanās in height, went down to level of the earth. the celestials on the mount took 
to the skies (as in the former case of Mahēndra mount). 

  



SUNDARA KĀNDA 
 

PAGE 90 OF 101 
 

SARGA 57 

           When Hanumān was taking his flight in the skies, the latter appeared like a second ocean, with 
Moon like white lotus, the Sun like a duck, the clouds like the grassy lands near the coast, the great 
elephant, Iravatha being an island. Hanumān was like a big ship in that aerial ocean. On his way 
back he touched Maīnāka mount (as promised earlier to him) and rushed on like an arrow. When 
the mount Mahēndra came in sight, he gave vent to a great roar of triumph, which seemed to rend 
the sky, along with the solar system. All the monkey-chiefs, anxiously waiting for him on the sea-
coast (northern), heard the roar and became anxious to see him. The wise Jāmbavān, guessing from 
the triumphant tone of the roar, told them that Hanumān had succeeded in his mission. All the 
monkeys jumped for joy. Some climbed the trees and some the cliffs. Some shook the branches of 
the trees in welcome of him, as people waved their clothes to their dear one coming to his native 
place after a long absence. All monkeys stood with folded hands, seeing him rushing in. then 
Hanumān dropped to the cliff like a mountain whose wings were cut off (by Indra). All gathered 
around him in great joy. Some gave him fruits. Some swung from the branches of trees in ecstasy. 
Hanumān bowed to the elders, like Jāmbavāan and to the prince Angada. Duly honoured by them, 
he said "saw Sita" (द्रुष्ट सि ता ). (Two magical words for the monkey hordes there. By its (dramatic) 
order it became famous being quoted in all Rāmāyanās, even vernacular). All sat in a fine wooded 
place on that mount and Hanumān told them briefly thus. "In the Asōka vana, I saw Sita Dēvi, 
surrounded by fierce Rāvana women. She was emaciated by taking no food, her hair, twisted into 
one tress (being uncombed), her body covered with dirt, not minded by her, she always thinking of 
her Lord". Hearing these nectar-like words of Hanumān, the monkeys became wild with joy. Some 
roared like lions, some made loud noises, some bellowed like bulls. Some, with their long tails, lased 
the ground (from their monkey-nature). Some became happy on just touching him. Angada praised 
him thus, "No one can equal you in strength, you have crossed and re-crossed the vast ocean. All our 
fortunes depended on you and you have saved us. Your devotion to the Lord is unique. It is our 
fortune that you saw the Dēvi. Rāma can shed his anxiety for Sita". It was a sight to see the great 
Hanumān and the great prince Angada, sitting side by side on the mount, making it (mount) more 
splendid. 
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           The happy Jāmbavān, asked the most joyful Hanumān to tell them in detail about his exploits 
and about the condition of Sita in Lanka. Hanumān, bowing to Sita (in his mind) described all that 
happened to him from the start of his flight to his return to them. (They are like sub-titles to the 
long Sargās from the beginning of this Sundara Kānda till now. So I did not translate them, from 
pressure of space). But he did not tell them about the "wicked crow" as it was a secret between the 
royal couple. He said that he accomplished all that by the grace of Rāma and their blessings. 
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           Hanumān continued "The Dēvi is very chaste. So Rāma's efforts and Sugreeva's earnestness to 
fulfill his pledge to Rāma, will surely succeed. The moment I observed her virtues I developed great 
devotion towards her. Her rare physical beauty and her unique virtues form a very rare 
combination. But Rāvana also has a great fund of Tapās, by which he can destroy all the world and 
he was safe though he touched her (while kidnapping her). But the truth is that the most righteous 
Dēvi was not angry with him as she thought that he is more fit to be killed by Rāma than by the fire 
of her chastity and purity, which is far more fiery than fire itself provided she gives way to anger. 
(Rāvana is alive only because the Dēvi has spared him) I have an idea, after telling you all these 
things and convincing you all about my idea, to take all of you to Lanka and carry Sita to the princes 
as being more proper than unnecessarily troubling Rāma with a battle in Lanka. I can singly kill 
Rāvana and all the Rākshasās in Lanka and needless to say further, if all of you, who know Astrās, 
join in the assault, I can render useless mighty Indrajit, with all his great Astrās and kill the 
Rākshasās entirely and also Indrajit. When I rain mountains in a battle, even the celestials, claiming 
immortality by virtue of having tasted nectar, will lose their lives and what to say of those 
Rākshasās! But all that will be with your help and encouragement only, by my side. Our Angada is 
sufficient to kill all their heroes. Our mighty Panasa and Neela can pound even mount Mandhara. 
(the monkey Aswini's sons) Maīinda and Dwivida have boons of inerrability from God Brahma and 
have tasted nectar. The ocean may cross its (undefined) bund (Vēlā), the great mount Mandhara 
may shake, but our Jāmbavān will never retreat before the enemy hordes. I myself have reduced the 
whole of Lanka to ashes and my name become a terror throughout Lanka. Thinking of the Dēvi 
makes me very sad, as she is always weeping for Rāma, in the midst of those Rāvana women, never 
caring for the proud Rāvana, like Dēvi Sachi (सची ) always thinking of her Lord Indra, though she 
was harassed by Nahusha (when he became Indra). I saw her on the point of giving up her life, 
being devoted to Rāma only. Think of what is to be done for that noble lady in great distress. She is 
very much emaciated as one's study (of Vēdās) on the prohibited first day of the month (Pādyami of 
the two fortnights) will never progress. At one time, I saw her attempting suicide, out of 
helplessness, being always threatened by the women around her. Righteous conduct in her and her 
devotion to her Lord is unique. Sita won't kill Rāvana, leaving him to be killed by Rāma. But 
Rāvana's Tapās is exhausted by his sin towards Sita and by his enjoyment of all kinds of prosperity 
and power. So he must rely only on his physical might and his boons. He is then no match for us and 
the boons have loop-holes in our favour (we being monkeys). Rāma entering the battle against 
Rāvana, thus becomes a mere formality. So why should we trouble Rāma and bring him to Lanka to 
fight against a mere shadow of Rāvana, when we all can do the same?" 

नि मि त्तमा त्रं रामस्तु वा धेतस्य भा वि ष्यति  

           It seems to me that in this intriguing Slōka, Vālmeeki's art of suggestion [ध्वनि ] reaches new 
heights. Prima facie, this remark of Hanumān is born of his wrong estimate of Rāvana's military 
power, from his success in killing some mighty Rākshasās, in defying the Brahmāstra of Indrajit, the 
first-ranking hero of Lanka and the utter helplessness of all the warriors in Lanka, when he torched 
the whole of Lanka. Being a devotee of the Dēvi, he could not bear the sight of her terrible suffering. 
As in his (wrong) estimate, Rāvana has become a shadow of his former self, it is unnecessary for 
Rāma to take to the battle field at Lanka and Hanumān, with all the monkey hordes, wanted to 
invade Lanka and after killing all the Rākshasās, bring Sita and show her to Rāma. Also plainly Sita, 
as a proud princess of Vidēha was being on taking revenge. But the poet suggests some 
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metaphysical truths, regarding the incarnation of Rāma and Sita. In this work (Rāmāyana) of 
Vālimeeki, the poet suggests (in the dream of Trijata). Rāma to be the supreme God (gender 
invented for the comprehension of votaries), the great Gāyatri herself, Dēvi Sita, being subject to his 
paramountcy. Likewise, in the Adhyāthma Rāmāyana, Rāma is God of Gods. Even in Sita Upanishad, 
Rāma is of paramount authority over Sita (श्री राम सा न्निध्यवशा त् जगधा नंदका रिणि ). But in one 
"Ananda Rāmāyana" of Vālmeeki in Adbhuta Uttara Kānda, (Ānanda Rāmāyana) Rāma bows to Sita 
and praises her in 1,008 sacred names. The occasion was this. Sita killed the 1,000-head Rāvana 
[सहस्त्र कन्ट रावण) and Rāma was awe-struck at her terrific form as Durga (Kāli). On God Brahma's 
advice Rāma praises her to mollify her. Again the mighty Bhandāsurā earned from the great God 
Siva, the unique boon of creation also. God Siva granted that boon (out of sympathy) because 
Bhandāsurā rose out of the ashes of Manmadha, (whom he (Siva) burnt with his third Eye) and also 
because Bhandāsurā did great Tapās, using them. Most favourite hymn (शत रु द्रियं) Siva. Only Dēvi 
Lalita could kill him. In the great battle, Bhandāsurā, created (among many) Rāvana and 
Kumbhakama and the Dēvi immediately created out of her fingers (Nyāsa practice of a mantra) 
Rāma and Lakshmana, who immediately wiped out the creation of the Bhanda Rākshasa. The Vēdic 
idea seems to me this. The Param Brahma (the supreme Brahman) is formless, hence nameless. He 
is absolute existance, absolute knowledge and absolute bliss (सत् अचि त् आनन्द -सच्चिदा नन्द). Māya 
or Sakti or Prakruti are some of the names of his latent Sakti which is as fire in wood. (It is said that 
without this Sakti the Parambrahma cannot even move). Naturally in this state of hibernation of 
Sakti, the paramountcy rests with Param Brahma and when this Sakti issues forth (by the consent 
or command of Param Brahma) for purposes of the creation (whole nature) the dormant Sakti is in 
a galvanized state, like the fire in a wood caused by friction (but in which dormant state there is yet 
no fire to burn the wood). The paramount of Param Brahma is there. Then the Māya or Prakruti or 
the Sakti begins the creation, still subject to the will of Param Brahma. When in the course of the 
creation wicknedness prevails, incarnation of God-Head take place and those Incarnations are 
entirely subject to the paramountcy of this Sakti, Prakruti. It must be noted that Prakruti (Māya, 
Sakti etc.,) is also the supreme God-Head (placed on par with Param Brahma, the only difference 
being the fformer has form, name and other activity which Param Brahma has not). the Vidya (the 
spiritual discipline) of Param Brahma is called Brahma Vidya, which the Vidya of Prakruti is Sri 
Vidya with Sri chakra etc., for worship. This Sakti is called by various names as mother of mothers, 
Lalita, Triupra Sundari, Mahā Kāmēshwari and in Rāmāyana's Sita Dēvi. This Sakti is the most 
supreme God-Head a worshippable God-Head unlike Param Brahma. This Sakti is worshipped as 
the great mother, since for the first time she revealed in that form to no less a God than Indra and 
that tradition stuck and continued Indra hailed her as "उम, हैमवति , बहुषेभमा ना ". In her srushti 
(creation), sthithi (protection) and laya (destruction - old order changing to new) role, she created 
Hiranyagarbha who in turn, created other Gods. Thus, she is the paramount diety regarding 
Incarnations of Vishu etc., to punish the wicked and restore dharma. Thus Rāma is the cause for 
destroying Rāvana, but she (Sita here) is the causation of that cuase, making Rāma नि मि त्तमा त्र as in 
the Slōka under comment. Dēvi Sita refused to fly away with Hanumān. Thus, in my little view, the 
greatest seer-poet lays the Vēdic dharma by suggestions only, having regard to the constraining 
parameters of both an epic and a Kāvya, where the hero (and heroine) are Divinely human but 
without any cognizance of their true nature. 
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           This proposal of Hanumān of taking the Dēvi to Rāma found acceptance with the (hot 
blooded) prince Angada, who spoke thus "It is not proper on our part to go to Rāma, without taking 
the Dēvi. We have earned much renown as mighty warriors and it is not proper on our part to 
inform Rāma that we have just found out Sita, but have not brought her. I myself can kill Rāvana 
and all his hordes and what to say when all of us invade Lanka! No one among celestials or non-
celestials and in all the world, can equal us in might or flight in the skies and Hanumān made our 
task easier by killing many mighty Rākshasās. We should not see Rāma and Sugreeva without 
taking the Dēvi with us". Then the wise Jāmbavān (the Vālmeekian Nestor) spoke thus, "Angada! 
Either Rāma or Sugreeva ordered us only to find out Sita and not bring her. Again, Rāma, before all 
of us, took the pledge, staking the prestige of his family, that he will kill Rāvana and recover his 
Dēvi. We should not frustrate his vow and displease him. So all our mighty effort, in taking Sita to 
Rāma, will be a futile exercise. Without any fuss, let us go and inform Rāma and Sugreeva that we 
have found Sita. Angada! What you said is good (said by Jāmbavān to humour him) but we should 
not exceed the mandate of our Lords". 
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           This advice went home and the whole host of mighty monkeys, with tremendous enthusiasm, 
for their successful mission and for their being more fortunate than the order search parties, left 
the Mahēndra mount and took to the skies to go, to Kishkindha, with Hanumān heading them. All 
their eyes were riveted the great Hanumān as if they were carrying him by their looks. Soon they 
reached the finest garden of honey (मधुवन) as glorious as the heavenly Nandana vana. It was the 
pet garden of Sugreeva and one dared enter it, being guarded by the mighty chief Dadhimukha, the 
maternal uncle of Sugreeva with a vast army. All the monkeys prayed to Angada to permit them to 
drink the honey there. Angada (being in high spirits) agreed to their innocent request, but after 
getting a formal nod from Jāmbavān and other elders. The monkey hosts were already in high 
spirits at the success of their mission. With this permission of their prince Angada, they became 
worse than intoxicated. 

            The poet, with great insight into their simian nature, pictures their antics, which is true even 
today. It was a pandemonium of innocent fun and frolic. Their elders allowed the monkeys full 
freedom, looking on the spectacle with much amusements. 

            The monkeys drank to their fill, the honey and ate all the fruits. Some danced. Some sang. 
Some laughed merrily. They rolled over one another. Some jumped upto the high branches of the 
trees and some jumped down from the high branches. The fine garden was denuded of all its fine 
flowers and leaves and all its honey disappeared. They drank honey to such excess that they 
excreted honey itself. The chief guard of this great garden, Dadhimukha seeing all this havoc, was 
angry. He pleaded with some monkeys to leave the garden. Some he threatened with punishment 
and some he assaulted. the monkeys did not heed him and resorted to beat and bite him and even 
kick him. 
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           Added to this, Hanumān asked the monkeys to go on freely with their feasting, offering 
himself to guard them against any attack. Hearing this, Angada, to oblige Hanumān, who became a 
hero in his eyes asked the monkeys to go on freely without any fear, with their pastime. Thus 
encouraged, the monkeys resorted to drink more of the honey, beating and binding all the guards 
that tried to obstruct them and some behaving indecently towards them. The guards ran to their 
chief Dadhimukha, to report about the ruin of the garden and their failure to stop the monkeys. 
Dadhimukha, with a great uprooted tree in his hand and his thousands of followers with boulders 
and Other mighty monkeys counter-attacked them. It soon developed into a fight. Angada, in his 
intoxication, throwing all morality to the winds, attacked his grand-father Dadhimukha and 
throwing him to the ground belaboured him, who, bruised all over his body, lay there as in a faint. 
Soon recovering, he ran away. His followers also took to their heels and joined him. He spoke to 
them thus, "Let us go and report to Sugreeva about this havoc. I will tell fiery Sugreeva that all this 
is due to Angada, so that Sugreeva will order the execution of all these monkeys, as Sugreeva loves 
this garden inherited from his ancestors very much and even angels fear to enter it. In this way we 
can take revenge on them". So saying he, along with his servants, flew to where Sugreeva, with the 
princes were. He bowed to Sugreeva, with his head touching the feet of Sugreeva. 
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                      Sugreeva became anxious at this unexpected visit of Dadhimukha (and also on seeing his 
care-worn face) and. spoke thus, "Great Dadhimukha! Get up. Why have you fallen at my feet? Don't 
fear anything from me. Tell me freely what has happened. Is my Madhuvana free from trouble? 
Dadhimukha replied, "Sir! From the times of your father Ruksharāja, till now, none dared enter the 
garden. But today, Angada with monkey hordes entered it and pushing me and and my servants 
aside, are freely drinking the honey and wasting the honey not wanted by them. When we 
confronted them, they terrified us, belaboured us and chased us and much worse, they bent the 
bodies of some of us, to make the mouth and buttocks touch each other". Lakshmana wanted to 
know from Sugreeva, the complaint of the grief-stricken Dadhimukha. Sugreeva spoke thus, 
"Respected Lakshmana! Dadhimukha Is telling me that Angada and the other monkey-warriors, that 
have gone south in search of the Dēvi, have returned and entered the forbidden garden and have 
drained it of all its honey and have non-chalantly drunk the honey, besides tearing down the trees. 
They must have been successful in their mission, as otherwise they dare not even enter the garden. 
They did not even hesitate to humiliate Dadhimukha, the most powerful and most respected 
guardian of the great and most exclusive royal garden. The garden is death for trespassers. Sita 
must have been found by them. Only Hanumān and none others must have seen her. Any task 
entrusted to Hanumān, Angada and Jāmbavān will never fail. The great garden was gifted by God 
Brahma to my father and they dare not enter it unless, successful, when they are sure of pardon". 
On hearing this, the princes, Rāma and Lakshmana became happy. Then Sugreeva spoke to 
Dadhimukha thus, "Dear Sir! I pardon their transgression and I am glad that they drank the honey, 
they being successful in their mission. Go back and attend to your duties. Don't quarrel with them 
again. Communicate my order to them that they should all come here at once. The princes and 
myself want to see Hanumān and others and hear from them what they had done and experienced 
in their search". Sugreeva became glad on seeing lucky omens (signs) on the bodies of the princes. 
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           Bowing to Sugreeva, Rāma and Lakshmana, Dadhimukha along with his attendants flew back 
to the garden. Humbly approaching Angada and others, with folded hands Dadhimukha craved 
pardon from them for confronting them, out of ignorance and said, "Mighty Angada! You are the 
prince and hence you also own this garden along with Sugreeva. From ignorance we defied you. 
Kindly excuse us. I went to Sugreeva to inform him about the happening here. Sugreeva did not find 
fault with you all. On the other hand he became glad (that all of you refreshed and regaled 
yourselves with honey). He ordered me to send you all to him soon". Then Angada spoke to his 
hordes thus, "We have done our job successfully and we have fully satisfied our desire for honey 
and whey should we linger here any longer, especially when Rāma knows that we are here, as 
Dadhimukha says "We all should go to our Lord Sugreeva. All the elders here should advise me 
what to do. Though I am a prince, it is improper on my part to give orders to you as you succeeded 
in your mission". All were all praise for Angada for his humility and said, "All kings, invariably, are 
very proud, being made with power and are never humble as you. No one here, will put one step 
forward without your orders. We are all prepared to go to Sugreeva. But, you must order us to 
move. This is plain truth". Accordingly Angada formally gave the order and the whole host of 
monkeys rose to the skies and set out for Kishkindha, with Hanumān and Angada at the head, 
making thunderous noises like great clouds driven by winds. In the meanwhile Sugreeva comforted 
the despairing Rāma thus, "Rāma! Give up all grief, if Angada had failed in his mission he won't 
come here and that after the period fixed by me and moreover he would never dare destroy thus 
our exclusive royal garden, well protected and reared up carefully ever since our forefathers. 
Blessed son of Koūsalya! Be of courage. You will soon hear good news. Like the Sunlight in the Sun, 
there inheres in Hanumān, wisdom, earnestness, might, resoluteness and perfection. He along must 
have found out Sita". Hearing the exuberant roars of the on-coming hosts, Sugreeva's joy knew no 
bounds and lengthening his tail, he began to wave it. Soon the whole host of the monkeys came 
down. Hanumān bowing to Rāma, with his head pronounced the two magical words "seen Dēvi". It 
was nectar to the ears of the princes, Rāma and Lakshmana and their joy was indescribable. The 
great Trio, Sugreeva, Rāma and Lakshmana stared at Hanumān for a long time, in wonder, regard 
and affection. 
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Rāma asked the chiefs what they all knew about Sita. They asked Hanumān to tell the same 
to Rāma, as Hanumān only accomplished the king. Bowing to the south in token of homage to Sita, 
Hanumān narrated how he crossed the ocean, how he found Sita with great difficulty in the Asōka 
garden and how he gained her confidence and said, "Rāma! I saw her in the midst of the Rāvana 
women, who always threatened her. She was emaciated and was like the faded lotus lake in the 
Hemanta season (of snow-fall). She is not taking any food, always thinking of you. She told me about 
the cruel crow, while you were at Chitrakoota. 

           She gave me this crest-jewel for you (saying that she carefully preserved it, as it stood for you 
and comforted her in her extreme distress) and again and again she told me that she cannot with all 
her grief, hold out beyond one month and that you should rescue her within that period. Such cruel 
straits should not be for such a chaste and worshippable Lady, Rāma! She is highly virtuous her 
Tapās in severe, her conduct righteous and she is imprisoned by Rāvana. you must think of how to 
cross the great ocean with all our armies". 
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           The crest jewel, of Sita Hanumān gave to Rāma, brought out great grief from Rāma and 
Lakshmana. Holding it to his chest, Rāma, with eyes full of tears, spoke to Sugreeva thus, "Just as a 
cow, on seeing her calf, in her love, fills her udder with milk for its calf, (knocked off by man, but 
without acknowledging at least in principle his gratitude for the cow only, among so many milch-
cattle), my heart melts on seeing this jewel. It was the gift of king Janaka to his daughter Sita at the 
time of our marriage. Again Indra, pleased by the Yagna performed by Janaka gave this much 
worshipped jewel to him. On looking at this jewel I feel I am seeing my father and my father-in-law 
and also my beloved Sita. Lakshmana now what is there that can bring me more grief than seeing 
this jewel? Without its wearer? If she can live for just one month, she will live for a long time (as I 
will rescue her in the meanwhile). She is very timid, then how is it that she is living in the midst of 
fierce Rākshasās? Hanumān! Tell me more about Sita, I live by hearing to them, as a patient lives by 
medicine. They to me are like water to a thirsty person. 
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Hanumān tells Rāma about the wicked crow as told by Sita to him. Most of the previous 
Slōkas are repeated by Hanumān while speaking to Rāma about it. So also Sita's pleading to 
Hanumān to bring quickly Rāma and Lakshmana and all the armies of monkeys, her refusal to go 
along with Hanumān to avoid further trouble from Rāvana. Many of the Slōkas are repeated as also 
the ideas. 

SUNDARA KĀNDA ENDS  

*** 
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