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Other Contributions:
1. Grammar Practice activities (A text book i grammar for Bed students)
2. SUNDARAKANDA (in English poetry)
3. RAMAYANA (A true translation into English — Valmiki RAMAYANA)

Born on 27th August, 1950 at Nellore and educated at Kavali. I had the privilege of
studying under distinguished teachers of English at Jawahar Bharathi, Kavali,
SPSR Nellore Dt.

I developed early in life an avid taste for English literature and particularly love for
Shakespeare’s plays. This latest offering makes a distinct land mark in great voyage
of writing books.

I tried in this book the recapture for the benefit of the younger generation our
ancient heritage of spiritual inspiration and nourishment “Ramo Vigrahavan
Dhramaha’.

Ramayana’s heroic characters have helpedto mould Hindu characters namely
“Rama, Sita and Hanuman” to inspire millions of our people high or low in the
social economic scale with the deepest tenderest and honest love, reverence and
devotion.



Foreward

‘The Ramayana is the encyclopedia of the ancient Aryan life and
wisdom,portraying an ideal civilization which humanity has yet it aspire after’

The Ramayana has been the perennial source of spiritual,cultural and
artistic inspirationfor these thousands of years, not only to the people of India but
also to the people of Southeast Asian countries. It has enriched the national
literaturesof these countries and has also provided themes for envy four of their
out-dance,drama,music,painting and sculpture. Its heroic characters have helped to
mould the Hindu character and its great characters namely Rama,Sita and
Hanuman have inspired millions of the people high or low in the socio economic
scale with the deepest,tenderest and holiest love, reverence and devotion.

All Hindu spiritual teachers,ancient and modern have responded
ecstatically to this great book and its heroes.

“Rama, the ancient idol of the heroic ages, the embodiment of truth,
of morality,the ideal son, ideal husband.the ideal father and above all the ideal
king this Rama has been presented before us by the sage Valmiki.No Language can
he purer,none,Chaster, none more beautiful and at the same time sampler, than the
language in which great pet has depicted the life of Rama”.

Sita 1s unique. There may have been several Ramas perhaps, but never
more than Sita. “Sita is the bery like of the true Indian woman, for all the India
ideals if a perfected woman have grown out of that one life of Sita”.

My Special Thanks to Chi|| Bodapati Sreenivas for his personal
contribution for printing this immortal book. When I informed him about this
Book his pholonthrophic outlook is highlylaudable.

May Lord SriRama, Lakshmana, Sita and Hanuman shower their
blessings on Sreenivas and his family.

D.V.Nagaraja Sarma
28-04-2015
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VALMIKI RAMAYANAM

OM NAMO SRI MARUTHIM

PRAYER (LORD GANAPATHI)

SUKLAMBARADHARAM VISHNUM SASIVARNAM CHATHURBHUJAM
PRASANNA VADANAM DHYAYETH SARVAVIGHNOPA SANTHAYE

PRAYER TO LORD RAMA

Peaceful without any sins, one who gives liberation BRAHMA
AND SAMBHU have served you always greatest of all Devathas, one who can
be seen in human form by Maya.

Best among the Raghuvamsi and greatest of all kings,

Oh! Rama I salute you,

Give all your divine blessings so that | can fulfill this Herculean
task of making a great work of translation into English your holy story and the
greatest work of a greatest writer.

PRAYER TO LORD MARUTHI

Oh, Lord, God of great strength, your body is like iron, good
qualities are present in you. Oh, king of monkeys, dearest devotee of Sri Rama
| salute you, Oh son of Vayu, the wind god, make my venture a success.

PRAYER TO PARENTS

| pray the blessings of my mothers Lakshmi Devi and Venkata
Subbamma and | also pray the blessings of my father Narayanaiah.

Who gave me this human form to serve my fellowmen
And lastly to make this great work of translating the greatest epic
the RAMAYANA.



PRAYER TO GURU

Gurur Brahma, Gurur Vishnu: Gururdevo Maheswara
Guru Sakshath Parabhrahma, Thasmi Sri Guravenamaha

My hearly pranamams to those who taught me English as well as
other subjects and to all who provoked and inspired to attempt this stupendous
task of this venture.

The epics and Puranas epitomize our culture. They are suffused
with spiritual fervour. Their heroes and heroines are exemplars of nobility
sublimity, valour, heroism, steadfastness and chivalry. And anybody by reading
them find them himself a little better. They have moulded our outlook, our way
of life from times immemorial.

Sita Rama guna grama punyaranya viharinau
Vande vishuddha, vijnanou kavishvara kapishvarau
‘I salute the master of kavis, 1.e., poets (Valmiki) and the master of

Kapis i.e., monkeys (Hanuman) who are endowed with pure reason and who
move freely and joyously in the sacred grove of the myriad virtues and graces of
Rama and Sita’.



Bala Kaanda




BALAKANDA

VALMIKI AND NARADA

Tamasa was the river on the banks of which was built the ashrama
of Valmiki the great sage. He was famed the World over for his great Tapas,
for his gurukula which had many disciples learning the sacred lore under him.

Once the sage was sunk in the reverie and to him came Narada, the
Divine Rishi: Narada the son of Brahma, the creater of Universe. Watching
Narada’s fingers strumming the strings of the Veena, Valmiki sat without
speaking a word. Narada asked him what his thoughts were and the rishi
replied. “You are the son of Brahma and like the God of Vayu. You can enter
anywhere, enter anywhere, even into the hearts of all men. You can know the
thoughts of men. You must be knowing what has been teasing me my heart. |
wonder if there is in this world of men, a single individual blessed with all the
many best qualities with which one can think of.

“Tell me what these qualities are” said Narada, “and I will try and
tell you if there is one endowed with all of them and thus satisfy your curiosity.

“Valmiki said “Integrity, bravery, righteousness, gratitude,
truthfulness, dedication to one’s principles, character without blemish, concern
for all human beings, learning, skill, beauty, a pleasing appearance, courage
radiance, ability to control anger, perfect control, a lack of jealousy at all times
undaunted heroism which can frighten even the celestials™.

Valmiki paused for a while after enumerating all these many
qualities and then said with a smile: “I know I am expecting perfection in a
human being. But | wonder if there is such a person! Is it possible for a single
man to have all these qualities? Even Gods have not been able to possess them
and how can a human being aspire to perfection? Yet this mind of mine has
been aching to know of such a person: hoping that there is a perfect man™.

Narada, a Trikalavedi (who knew the past, the present and the
future) was very pleased with the speculation of Valmiki and he replied “Listen
to me carefully. I happen to know of such a man”. He looked thoughtful as
though he were trying to collect his memories and said”. As you rightly
observed, it is very hard to find a single individual endowed with all these
glorious qualities which you have enumerated. But | will tell you about one
who can be said to have attained perfection in the world of men.



In the time of Ishwakus there is a king by name Rama. He is the
man you are looking for. He is unruffled by the sway of emotions. He is
powerful and has a attractive personality. He has charm, and at the same time,
he is firm in his mind. He is highly intelligent and just. He has no foes since he
has subdued all of them. As for his looks he is broad shouldered with long arms
a wide chest, a large and beautiful forehead and a very attractive gait. He is
neither too tall nor too short. He has large and liquid eyes. He is well versed in
the Sastras and very jealous of his personal honour. He is a great archer and he
IS even pondering on the great. Truth beyond the comprehension of all human
thought. He is dean to every one. All gentle people gravitate towards him like
the rivers flow continuously towards the ocean.

Rama knows no partiality and he is ever gentle and pleasant in his
speech. All the good and great qualities which you are tooking for in a man are
found in this king who is the son of Kausalya. In nobility he resembles the
mighty ocean and he is firm in his convictions like the great Himavan. In
prowess he is like Narayana and he is as pleasing to the sight as the Moon. If
his anger is aroused he will be like the fire which burns up the universe at the
end of Time. Patient like Mother Earth he is generous like Kubera. He is like
Dharma the Lord of righteousness in truthfulness, and in short, he is a paragon
of all the virtues which adorn the human being’s.

Valmiki, who had been sitting quiet all the while, became greatly
excited at the words of Narada and his eyes flashed with a great happiness.
Loth to interrupt the flow of words from the lips of Narada, his eyes beseeched
the Divine rishi to tell him more. Sensing his eagerness, Narada, with a smile
lighting his young face, continued his talk “Dasaradha the father of Rama” said
Narada was very eager to crown his eldest son Rama as the prince of the
Kingdom: Rama who was noble and the home of all virtues, the great qualities,
we spoke of just now. The king began to make all preparations for the
coronation. His younger wife Kaikayi, however was against the coronation.
With the help of two boons which she had been granted long ago, she made the
king agree to her stipulations one of them was the crowning of her son Bharatha
as the king and the other was the banishment of Rama to the dreaded
Dandakaranya forest. The unfortunate king bound as he was by his promise,
had to confirm to her wishes and he banished Rama to the forest. The noble
Prince Rama agreed to go away to please his father and to fulfill the promise of
the King. Rama’s brother Lakshmana who was born of Sumithra was devoted
to Rama and he decided to accompany Rama in exile.

“Rama had a wife by name site. She was dear to him as his very
life. She was the daughter of Janaka. Born, as she was of a noble race this



jewel among women followed her Lord Rama even as the star Rohini does the
Moon.

“On the banks of the river Ganga dwelt a hunter by name Gubha.
Rama spent the first night of his exile in Shringiberapura, the capital of the
hunter king. After sending the charioteer, Sumanthra back to Ayodhya, the
capital of Ishvaku kings, Rama Lakshmana and Sita crossed the river Ganges
with help of Guha. They then arrived at the ashrama of Bharadwaja. The rishi
advised them to go to the hill by name Chitrakuta and build a hermitage there.
They crossed many coppices and fords and small rivers and finally arrived at the
hill by name Chitrakuta. Lakshmana built a hermitage and the three of them
were dwelling happily there in the midst of so much natural beauty.

“Even as Rama was approaching Chitrakuta Dasaradha his father,
unable to bear the separation from his beloved son Rama, abandoned his mortal
frame and was gathered to his forefathers. Bharatha had all the while been with
his uncle Yudhajit, the brother of Kaikayi. Vasishta the royal preceptor sent for
him and when the funeral obsequies were completed, the wise man told
Bharatha about the danger of a country which was without a ruler and asked
Bharatha to take up the reigns of the Kingdom and rule it as his father had
done”.

Bharatha refused to do so. Instead he made up his mind to go to
the forest, meet Rama and bring him back to Ayodhya. He went to Chitrakuta
accompanied by his subjects and the ministers and Vasistha. He met Rama and
beseeched him to accept the kingdom. He said “My Lord, you are the king and
you must come back and take up the responsibility of ruling the kingdom. But
Rama who was ever famed for granting any one his wish was firm in this one
instance and refused to grant Bharatha his wish. He would not accept the
kingdom since that would falsify his father’s promise. Finally as a compromise,
Bharatha asked for the sandals of Rama, as his representative. Rama agreed to
it Bharatha took an oath that he would enter Ayodhya only with Rama. He
therefore stayed in a small village by name Nandigrama which was on the fringe
of the city of Ayodhya. Thee he stayed dressed in tree bark and dark skin and
with his hair matted even as Rama’s and Lakshmana’s were. He was governing
the country waiting for the coming of Rama.

Rama in the meantime, felt that he would abandon Chitrakuta since
the people of Ayodhya knew his whereabouts.  Therefore he decided to
penetrate into the Dandaka. The first event in the Dandaka was his slaying of
the Rakshasa by name Virodha. He then proceeded to the Ashramas of Sara
Bhanga, Sutheekshna, Agastya and the brother of Agastya. Agastya made a gift



of the great bow of Indra to Rama. He also gave him a beautiful sword and two
quivers which were inexhaustible.

The rishis in the forest approached Rama with a request. They told
him about their being harassed by the Rakshasas who were dwelling in their
midst and asked Rama to protect them. Rama listened to them and told them
that he would do so. He said that he would destroy all the rakshasas. It was a
solemn promise made by Rama.

They went to a spot by name Panchavati. It was on the banks of
the river Godavari and it was beautiful. There Lakshman built an ashrama and
they spent a happy time there. By now, thirteen years had been spent in exile.

When they were in Panchavati, Surpanakha a rakshasi who was
dwelling in the Janasthana came to Rama and expressed her love for him.
Incensed at this Rama caused her to be disfigured Lakshmana took up his sword
and cut off her nose and ears. She went to her brother Khara and complained to
him about her insult to herself by two mere men. At her instigation Khara,
Dhushana and Thrisiras with an army made up of fourteen thousand rakshasas
accosted Rama. Rama killed all of them single handed and thus aid Janasthanas
of all the rakshasas.

Khara and other two were conscious of Ravana, the Lord of Lanka.
Hearing about the incidents in Janasthana, Ravana decided to avenge the deaths
of his cousins and the destruction of the army and also the insult of Surpanakha.
He went to Maricha, a rakshasa for assistance. Maricha tried in many ways to
convince Ravana of the prowess of Rama and the dangers of arousing his anger.
But Ravana paid no need to his words prodded as he was, by fate, Ravana took
Maricha with him and arrived in the neighbourhood of the ashrama of Rama
with the help of his maya at which he was an adept, Maricha lured Rama and
later Lakshmana away from the ashrama. And when wite was alone in the
ashrama. Ravana carried her away. Jatayu, the king of eagles was a friend of
Rama and tried in Vani to prevent Ravana from abducting Sita. He was fatally
wounded and Ravana went away with the princess.

When they came back to the Ashrama, Rama and lakshmana found
it empty. With site abducted and with seeing Jatayu who was dying, Rama was
beside himself with grief and anguish. He heard about Ravana from the lips of
dying Jatayu and when the eagle died, Rama performed the funeral rites for him
as he would for his own father.

The brothers then went southwards in search of Sita. While they
were proceeding this, they were caught in the arms of a gruesome looking



Rakshasa by name Kabandha. His arms were a yojana long each and his head
was in his stomach. His mouth was wide open to swallow his victims Kabandha
was in reality, the son of Kubera who had been cursed to assume this form.
When he was killed by the brothers he regained his celestial form and returned
to the heaven. Before leaving them Kabandha also said that on top of the
Rishyamooka hill dwelt a vanara by name Sugriva who would help Rama to
find Sita.

Rama went to the Ashrama of Shabari, was worshipped by her and
he gave her leave to reach heavens which she had earned by her tapas.

Rama and Lakshmana proceeded on their journey and reached the
lake known by name Pampa and after passing it they were wandering around at
the foot of the hill Rishyamooka. They were accosted by Hanuman, the
minister of Sugriva Hanuman took them to the presence of Sugriva. A great and
lasting friendship was found between these two Rama and Sugriva and this was
forged by the wise Hanuman. Rama recounted to Sugriva about himself and
about the misfortune which had befallen him: the abduction of Sita by some
rakshasa. Sugriva came out with his story and the unfortunate condition he was
in, banished from his city by his brother Vali. Rama promised to kill Vali to
please Sugriva. The vanara was dubious about the prowess of Rama and he
recounted the many acts of valour performed by his brother. To assume him of
his own superior strength Rama lifted the skeleton of one Dundhubhi with the
tip of his toe and flung it to a distance of ten yojanas. And again with a single
arrow he pierce this arrow of has pierced the seven sale trees, split the earth
open and after entering the nether regions it has retuned to your quiver. Never
before have | seen such valour for give me for doubting you.

They went to Kishkindha, the capital city of Vali. Sugriva called
out the great warrior Vali and challenged him to come out and fight with him.
Rama killed Vali with a single arrow and established Sugriva on the throne of
dead Vali

Sugriva then summoned his entire army and despatched his men to
all the four quarters to search for Sita. Hanuman, accompanied by Angada, the
son of Vali, went towards south. There dincted by Sampathi, the eagle king
who was the brother of Jatayu, Hanuman crossed the sea which was a hundred
yojanas wide. He reached the island by name Lanka. There in the King’s
pleasure garden by name Ashokavana, Hanuman found Sita who was kept there
as a captive. Thinking of only Rama, the princess was a picture of woe.
Hanuman announced himself to her, gave her the signet ring which Rama had
sent and comforted her with words of encouragement. He gave her news about



Rama and Lakshmana and he told her that Rama assisted by Sugriva and his
army, would soon arrive in Lanka and rescue her from Ravana.

Hanuman then destroyed Ashokavana. Ravana sent his army to
capture him. But five of his commanders and seven of their sons, as also the
son of Ravana were killed by Hanuman. Indrajit another son of Ravana came
and despatched the Brahmastra at Hanuman. The Vanara did not want to insult
the great Brahma and so he allowed himself to be bound by the astra. He was
then taken to the court of Ravana. Thereafter he burnt the city of Lanka and
returned to the presence of Rama. He carried with him the good tidings that
Sita was alive and that she was a captive of Ravan.

Accompanied by Sugriva. Rama came to the shores of the sea.
When the told of the see would not make way for him and his army Rama was
highly incensed and threatened to burn up the entire sea. The king of the waters
appeared in front of Rama and asked him to build a bridge across the sea which
would take them to Lanka.

Accordingly, Nala, the architect, built the bridge. Crossing the sea,
Rama went to Lanka. Killed Ravana and rescued Sita. However he spoke harsh
words to her unable to bear Sita entered the fire. Agni the God of fire brought
her to Rama out of the flames and told Rama that he should accept her service
he was without any taint.

The world above and the world of men praised the prowess of
Rama. They celebrated the achievements of Rama, after crowning Vibhishana
the brother of Ravana as he king of Lanka, Rama made up his mind to turn his
step homewards with the blessings of the Devas and Vanaras who had died in
the war came back to life and there was great rejoicing. In the celestial chariot
by name Pushpaka, Rama along with his friends proceeded towards Ayodhya.
He went to the ashrama of Bharadwaja first to pay his respects to him and from
there he sent Hanuman to Bharatha to inform him of his return Rama then went
to Nandigrama with Sugriva. In Nandigrama he was reunited with his brother
Bharatha and Satrughnu. After getting rid of his matted locks Rama assumed
the garments of a king and was crowned king of Kosala. The people were
thrilled with the return of Rama and there was great rejoicing in the city of
Ayodhya.

“Rama rules the Kingdom righteously and there is not a breath of
Adharma in the rule of Rama.

After performing a hundred Ashvamedha, Rama will reach the
heaven. He will establish dharma on the earth. He will rule for eleven thousand



years before he leaves the earth one who hears the tale of Rama will be assured
of a plate in heaven”.

Having recounted the story of Rama to VValmiki, Narada took leave
of him.

THE COMING OF BRAHMA

After the departure of Narada Valmiki was sitting quiet for a while
thinking on the glorious personage Rama and his mind was dwelling on Rama.
The rishi suddenly realized that it was time for him to perform his morning
worship and so, accompanied by his disciple he went to the banks of the river
Tamasa which was very near the more famous Ganga.

He saw a spot where the was pellucid and he stopped in his tracks.
He spoke to his disciple and said, “Son, the water here is clear and pure like the
mind of a Goodman. Look how beautiful it is! | have decided to perform by
ablutions here in this spot. Place the water pot here in the ground and give me
the tree bank.

The disciple did as he was bid with the valkala in his hand the rishi
looked all around him his eyes pleased with the beauty of the surroundings. He
took a few steps here and there and smiled to himself as he saw how lavish
mother nature had been in her bounty in this particular place. Looking up at a
tree the rishi saw a couple of krouncha birds. They were singing happily in
their sweet and melodious voices and they were very much in love with each
other. They were making love and Valmiki’s eyes rested on them with tolerant
amusement.

Even as he was looking, he saw the male Krouncha fall down hit
by an arrow. Valmiki saw a hunter, sinful and cruel, who had just shout an
arrow at the bird. The bird was lying dead on the ground drenched in blood and
the female Crouncha was wailing piteously and her joyous say of a moment ago
had turned into a mournful dirge. The small bird with its red head was full of
sorrow. Valmiki saw the cruel act of the hunter and its sad consequence and his
heart was filled with compassion.

He knew what and adharmi the hunter had been and he spoke in an
impassioned voice. You have been merciless in your action. You killed one of
these two birds when they were making love your act is unforgivable. You will
therefore be denied the long span of life granted to man.



Valmiki then turned away from him and left the spot in a hurry.
His heart was still full of sadness and he thought over the incident long after he
had gone away from there. He kept remembering the words he had spoken to
the hunter and he repeated them in his mind. He told his disciple : “I was very
sad because of what had happened to the Krouncha birds. And I spoke some
words. Born as they were out of my sorrow these words are so arranged that
they follow a meter. They seem to follow a sloka which can even be sung to the
accompaniment of the drone of the Veena. | am amazed at the sloka which 1
seem to have composed. The disciple learnt the sloka and when he repeated it
there was wonder at the formation of it.

Valmiki thus entered the river and performed the ablutions the
worship of sun and all the daily rituals. But his mind was dwelling on the sloka.
They returned to the ashrama the rishi in the lead and the disciple carrying the
water pot filled now with the pure water from the Tamasa. Valmiki entered the
ashrama and with his other disciples pursued with them the study of the sacred
lore.

While he was engaged thus, he found the hermitage found with
heavenly glow. He looked up and saw Lord Brahma himself standing there. He
got up with a feeling of awe and stood up with folding hands. He could not
speak a word. So overcome was he with studded-ness of it all. He then
worshipped the creator with proper manner, fell at his feet and offered Arghya
and Padya and befitting seat.

Brahma honoured him by accepting his homage and the seat
offered by him. After scattering himself at the command of Brahma Valmiki sat
silent and his mind was pondering on the event of the river bank. He could not
still grasp the cruelty of a hunter who could deliberately kill the happy bird
without any cause whatever. Again the sloka came to his mind and he repeated
it himself silently.

Brahma smiled at him and divorcing his thoughts said, “Do not
wonder anymore about the words you spoke. It is a sloka and there is no doubt
about it. 1 willed you to speak thus. | want you to compose a great poem in the
same metre. Relate the story of Rama. Narada told you the story of Rama who
is famed the world over for his righteousness for his nobility, his intelligence,
his courage”. [ will grant this boon to you; you will be able to know what
passed in the minds of everyone of them. Rama, Lakshmana, Sita and the many
participants in the strange tale. In short, there will be nothing which is a secret
withheld from you. You will know everything which happened and every
thought in the mind in each of them.
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“In this Kavya which you are going to compose, there will not be a
single word of untruth spoken. | command you to relate to the world of men the
sacred story of Rama set in the same metre in which you composed the sloka
you are thinking about the Anushtup metre. The world will be the richer for the
composition of yours. So long as the story of Rama is remembered in the
world, you will also be remembered. Your name will be immortal because of
what you are going to do.” Brahma vanished from the presence of Valmiki after
he had spoken these words. Valmiki was still in a doze and so were his
disciples. They repeated the sloka again and again and with each repetition the
wonderment grew.

VALMIKI COMPOSES THE GREAT POEM

Valmiki touched water to purify himself. He then spread darbha
grass on the floor and sat on it facing the east. He closed his eyes and went into
a deep trance. He thought of the task assigned to him and he told himself. As
the Lord has commanded | will compose the poem in the metre which came to
my mind and in the sloka form. It will be the story of Rama and his
achievements and | will name it as RAMAYANA.

The more he thought about it the clearer became his vision and
intellect and he could see with his mind’s eye all the many events which have
taken place. He could visualize the old king Dasaradha with his wives around
him, looking at his four sons with eyes filled with joy and pride. And he saw
Rama and Lakshamana with Sita in Dandaka forest. It was as clean to him as
the palm of his hand. The great related to the world the glorious story of Rama
and the poem was full of noble thoughts and noble deeds like the ocean is full of
rare and costly gems.

Valmiki remembered the manner in which Narada had spoken of
Rama and in the same strain he composed the Kavya. It was made up of
beautiful sounding words which were pleasing to the mind as well as to the ears
words which were faultless in their formation and their meaning was as clean as
the waters of a placid lake in the Himalayas. In a short while he was able to
compose the poem. He had completed the epic Ramayana which spoke of the
story of Rama, of the killing of Ravana. There were some twenty four thousand
verses, slokas in the Kavya and the rishi was pleased with what he had done.
He dividied the Kavya into six sections. Five hundred chapters were needed to
relate the story in its completeness.

After the completion of the Kavya Valmiki was about the proper
person who would be able to recite the poem and thus propagate it. Even as he
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was thinking on it, two youngsters, Kusa and Lava came to his presence.
Prostrated before him and took the dust of his feet. The youngsters who were
princess had been with the right to learn the sacred lore. They had very
attractive voices and since they were twins, their voices blended together very
well. To them Valmiki taught them the Kavya by name Ramayana. They learnt
it and they sang it to the accompaniment of the Veena. They say like the
Gandharwas.

These two handsome. Sweet spoken boys with large eyes were the
sons of Rama. After they had learnt the entire Kavya the youngsters began to
travel from ashrama to ashrama singing all the while the story of Rama.

Once Rama was performing the great Yaga by name Aswamedha,
the horse sacrifice. The young princes dressed in tree — bark and deer — svern
went to the spot and there in the midst of many rishis assembled there, they sang
the Ramayana. The rishis listened, with tears in their eyes to the glorious tale
filled with all the nine emotions which a Kavya should have. And they praised
the youngsters. The fame of these two young boys was the only topic of
conversation among the rishis and the others who had heard them and the news
reached the ears of Rama the king. He saw them too with their Veenas and he
heard their voices from a distance. His curiosity was soon kindled and he sent
for them. They came to his palace and he welcomed them. In the council hall
was seated Rama surrounded by his ministers and his dear brothers. He had
assumed the garb proper for one performing the yaga and he was charmed by
the looks of the youngsters. He spoke to his brothers and said “They glow with
a radiance which is unearthly” and their voice is heavenly too. Let us listen to
them singing.,

The song which was accompanied by the hypnotic drone of the
Veenas filled the hall. As the tale progressed Rama, who was seated on the
throne descended unobtrusively from there step by step and sat on the floor with
the others listening to the glorious Kavya. He sat spellbound and he listened as
though it were the story of some one else and not himself. Tears were flowing
from his eyes when he sat down to listen to the Ramayana.

“This story concerns the great line of kings whose founder was
Manu and which has been immortalized by the Ikshvaku, the son of Manu and

later by Sagara and others”. Thus began the Kavya and Rama sat and listening
as though he were a figure carved out of a black marble.

DASARADHA AND HIS GRIEF
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There was a country by Kosala and on the outskirts of the country,
flowed the river Sarayu. The land belonged to the Ikshavakus, the descendents
of Manu, one of the prajapathis. Kosala was beautiful and it was famed for its
beauty. The richness of its soil its luscious greenery. The abundance of its
crops, its wealth and its prosperity. The kings of solar race who had always
ruled it were famed the world over for their valour and for their righteousness.
The capital of the land of Kosala was Ayodhya. Tradition had it that Manu the
great law given had created this city. It was a wondrous city with flowering
trees and with wide beautiful roads where the king rode everyday. The royal
pathway was ever beautiful with flowers and scented water sprinkled on it all
the time. Ayodhya was like Amaravathi, the city of Indra.

Ayodhya was ruled by Dasaradha even as Amaravathi by Indra.
Dasaradha had earned for himself the name Rajarshi since he had been a God
fearing man. He was a wise king. He had charmed his subjects by his good
nature. As befitted a scion of the race of Ikshvaku, he had earned the praise of
all the many rishis and good people for his prowess coupled with gentleness.
He had performed all the yagnas which a king had to perform and he was a king
beloved by all. The people were happy and contented. None of them was
jealous and one was avaricious. They were all rich and they spoke nothing but
the truth. Everyone was wealthy and everything was beautiful. There was no
meanness, no lust, and even ugliness was absent. The people were all well read
and no one was an Atheist. There was no unhappiness in the mind of even one
of them. Such a king was Dasaradha the descendent of Ikshvaku.

Dasaradha had eight ministers who were versed in the art of
advising the king in matters of importance. They were highly intelligent, great
diplomats, and they were all the time interested in the well being of their king
and his subjects. The ministers were Dhriti, Jayantha, Vijaya, Siddhardha,
Ardhasadaka, Ashoka, Mantrapala and Sumantha. The king also had great
priest to advise him on matters pertaining to religion and religious rites and
rituals. The chief of them were Vasishta and Vamadeva. They were great
scholars and they were farmed for their learning for them pride and self respect,
for their self control, their penance. They were glorious men who had thoughts
only for the good of others, the king and his subjects.

The king’s ministers were so efficient and there was nothing which
escaped their notice. They knew about the happenings in all the neighbouring
countries. The treasury of the kings was ever full and so was the granary.

Such a great king who had every thing he could wish for was not

perfectly happy. He had no son to make him happy. They line of Ikshavakus
threatened to terminate with him since he had no one to succeed him King
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Dasaradha was unhappy because of this and this sorrow ate into his vitals day
and night. And as he grew older, his sorrow increased too.

One day while thinking on this, the king thought “Why should I not
perform the yaga by name Aswamedha ? | have been told that it is a rewarding
yaga. Perhaps my prayers may be answered if I perform the horse sacrifice”.
He called for a meeting of his councilors. When they had all come the king
asked them to be seated.

THE NEED FOR AN AVATHARA

Towards the end of Aswamedha Dasaradha fell at the feet of
Rishyasrunga and cried. “Rishi, make my yagna successful”.

Rishyasrunga performed the intricate Putrakama ritual at the holy
fire exactly as is prescribed in the secret passages of the Adharvana Veda. The
Devas gathered above that fire for their share of the havis. These offerings are
ambrosial to them like sipping the sweetest currents from human heart.

What the sacrificers of Kosala and the priest did not know was the
Devas came from a transcendent mandala, where they had taken a petition to
Brahma.

“Indra, the king of Devathas knelt before Brahma and cried”, O
Lord, we cannot bear the tyranny of demon Ravana anymore. His evil pervades
the earth and men’s heart are corrupted from afar. They deny their Gods and lie
easily than speaking the truth. They are full of violence and seduce the their
brothers wives Ravana’s devils swarm in the jungles of earth; they desecrate the
rishis sacrifices and devour the holy ones.

“The sun and moon go in fear of Ravana. The planets spins into
sinister orbits at his will and all the world has became a dangerous place.

The Yakshas and Gandharvas live in terror. No sage dares
pronounce a curse on the Lord of Lanka, because he is such an awesome
sourcerer himself. Vayu the wind blows softly, lest he ruffles Ravana’s hair.
Surya, the sun doesn’t change his place over Lanka be it summer or winter lest
he annoy Ravana and the demon pluck him from the sky and extinguish him.
And now Ravana threatens to invade Amaravathi if I am not servile to him. |
cannot stand it. Pitamaha! My throne on heaven is worthless, as long as Ravana
lives. And because of your boon to him, none of us can kill the Rakshasa!
Brahma said, “Ravana does not have a boon from me that no immortal can kill
him. But in his arrogance, he did not ask for a bon to protect him against the

14



mortal race of men. He shall die by the hands of men. Be comforted. It is not
ling to the birth of that man into the World”.

As Brahma spoke, a blinding splendour shone on them from the
sky. They saw Lord Mahavishnu, the savour mounted on a golden eagle. He
wore robes tawny like the sun against his sea blue skin. He carried the
Sudarshana Chakra, the Panchajaya and the Kaumodaki Brahma and the devas
worshiped him with folded hands.

Across winds of light that Garuda’s wings stirred, Brahma cried to
Vishnu, “Lord be born as a man to rid the earth of Ravana of Lanka or the
Raksha will plunge the earth into a hell, long before the Kaliyuga begins. Only
you can Kill him; for evil though he is, he is greater than any creature in heaven
or earth.”

Vishnu spoke to Brahma and the Dewas in his voice as deep as
time, | will be born as Dasaradha of Ayodhya’s son and I will kill Ravana. I
will rule the earth for eleven thousand years, before | return to Vaikunta.

He vanished from above them and how they yeaned for him to
appear again. But the Blue One was gone.

On earth, on the northern bank of Sarayu, Dasaradha’s Putrakama
Yagna was also complete. Rishyastringa, chanted the final Mantras from the
Atharva Veda. The fire leapt up, tall as trees, and the flames licked themselves
up into a dark figure; a divine messenger his hair like a lieu’s mane around his
livid face. He wore burning ornaments studded with great jewels and a
Chandrahara, a moon silver, on his chest.

He stepped out of fire, and flames were his body as he stood
solemnly before Dasaradha and Rishyasringa. He carried a crystal chalice in his
hands, with a silvery payasa brimming in it. He looked like Dhanvantari must
have, when he emerged from the Ksheerasagara with the amrita.

Said that being, in an ancient tongue of fire and earth, “I came from
Brahma, Grandstien of worlds. He sends this Payasa to your queens so they
will bear you the sons you long for.”

He held the chalice out to Dasaradha. The king stepped forward

and took it. At once the messenger vanished. Like a man with the greatest
treasure he could even have, Dasaradha brought the choice to his queens.
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He came to Kausalya, his first wife and said to her, “Look, the
Gods have answered our prayers. You shall bear me a son to be my heir.

With his own hands, he made her drink half the Payasa. Then he
went to his second wife Sumitra and fed her half of what was left. He went to
his youngest wife Kaikeyi and gave her half of what remained. Finally he went
back to Sumitra to give the rest. And they heard the people crying “Jai, Jai”.

Hope against Ravana of Lanka kindled in their hearts, the Devas
came down from the sky to receive their share of Havis. Taking their burnt
offerings in shining hands, they vanished back into their subtle realms.
Dasaradha and his people returned to Ayodhya, with joy come among them like
another God.

After being rewarded lavishly by the euphoric, King Rishyasringa
and the other Brahmana’s went back to their homes.

KING DASARADHA’S SONS

Dasaradha was happy as a boy, as if only now the Gods had
blessed him with manhood. He felt story as a Deva. The first few nights after
the Aswamedha Yagna he went to his queens by turns; he made love as he had
when he had just married them.

In some months, they announced in joy, Kausalya first, then
Sumitha and Kaikeyi, that they were all pregnant. Celebrations broke out in
Ayodhya. The Gods had not betrayed Dasaradha and his people. That year
flew by for the king in cosseting in his wives. He fed them with delicacies that
stroked their palates or their fancies. He clothed them in finery that not even
queens like they had not worn before. Ayodhya had a festive look in breathless
anticipation.

The ice in Himalayas began to melt as the sun drifted north again
and spring returned to Bharatha Varsha. This was no common spring. But
wore rainbow hued lotuses in its hair, flowers bloomed once in a thousand
years. A hush of expectation layover Kosala’s capital. The clear pools were
covered with lilies. The flowering trees that lined the city of Ayodhya drooped
to the ground. They were so heavy with new leaves in every shade of green and
untimely, extravagant fantasies of flowers. A Malaya breeze blew across the
kingdom carrying scents of spring through the city and up into the apartments of
Dasaradha’s queens; most of all, into Kausalya’s.

All the earth seemed to strain, with senses of breeze and night

moonbeam and sunray into the gracious Kausalya’s chambers. Vishnu was to
be born from her bright womb as a man! Then it was the month of Chaitra.
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Great rishis had arrived in Ayodhya and with occult sight, they saw devas in the
sky above the city.

The moon was waxing. It was the ninth day after Amavasya. Rare
and auspicious stellar aspects were strewn across the firmament. Five planets
were in their signs of exaltation that night. The Nakshatra was Punarvasu and
the moon rose in his own house. With lofty Jupiter in the Lagna Karkataka,
cardinal sign of the crab. Kausalya was as radiant as Aditi had been in
Devaloka when she bore Indra. That night Dasaradha’s first queen to one
greater than the king of Devas. She brought Vishnu into the world for its
deliverance from Ravana of Lanka.

Kausalya felt no pair at all, just bliss as Rama was born from her.
He was as serene as the Manasa lake upon the mountain. He did not cry at
being born into this sad and fleeting world. He only smiled, his eyes wide open
and so knowing on his dark face. A shower of barely tangible flowers fell out
of the air around Kausalya’s bed. Apsaras danced on the clouds when little
Rama signed in his throat blue as the lotus that blooms on satin pools hidden in
the hearts of jungles.

When in a day, the moon had moved into the Nakshatra Pushyami
and Bharatha was born to Kaikeyi.

After another twenty hours, when the moon was in Aslesha, twins
were boon to Sumithra who had drunk twice from the cup of Payasa.
Lakshaman who would follow his brother Rama to the ends of the earth and
Shatrugna, bane of his enemies.

Ayodhya was more festive than Devaloka on high. The Devas
were jubilant at the thought that Ravana would die as soon as Dasaradha’s
eldest son was a man; in just some human years which for God’s sake is a few
days. But the people of Kosala celebrated because now they would have
another great Kshatriya to rule them as wisely as Dasaradha had done.

In Ayodhya, the singing and dancing went on through the night.
The streets were choked with thousands of revellers, at midday, and twilight,
mid-night and dawn. The lines outside the palace gates were interminable,
when the queens brought their sons out on to their terraces. The people stood
patiently for hours to catch a glimpse of the infant’s faces.

Dasaradha gave them gold by the sack and cows by the herd to the
Brahmanas. If through day time there was ever a mortal king whose cup of joy
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was full, he was Dasaradha of Ayodhya. The feasting continued for eleven days
and Vasistha was called to name the four boys and perform their Jatakarma.

The next sixteen years were a waking dream for Dasaradha. He
watched his sons grow around him and outstrip every hope he may have had for
them. They studied the Vedas and the sacred lore with Vasistha and were quick
to learn whatever he had to teach. No matter how profound or complex the
subject how strange or new, they absorbed it at the first instruction.

Like the moon waxing day by day the four princes grew a young
pride of lions. They learnt the arts of war, as all Kshatriyas must; and their
skills were astonishing when they were barely ten. In their earliest teens, they
rode elephant horse and chariot like masters, soon competing just with one
another for there was no one else in the land, including their gurus, who could
match them. Led by Rama, their archery was no less extraordinary. Their
masters said that not the gods could equal the princes at the longbow, the mace
or the double edged sword.

Now usually twins are exceptionally close. But in the palace of
Ayodhya nature and subverted by a high order of achievement. From the
beginning the fair, shy Lakshmana was like his dark brother’s Rama’s shadow
and Shatrugna was as attached to Kaikeya’s son Bharatha Rama and Lakshmana
were inseparable. Since they were babies, Rama would not eat a morsel or
sleep a wink unless Lakshmana was at his side, being fled from the same platter
or lying in the same bed. Later Rama would not hunt Lakshmana without
carring his quiver or the older, the younger brother’s. Dasaradha basked in the
prodigious talents and love of his sons. Arrogance laid no hand upon them.
They grew up as humble and respectful as they were gifted.

And what can be said about Rama his father’s favorite ?
Dasaradha lived Rama, he breathed Rama his every working movement was
Rama his everything was Rama it one looked closely enough, his dreams than
any man should. It was devotion, obsessive and a little dangerous.

Rama lived for his father’s sake as well indulging his every wish,
anticipating his least whim as if he read the old kings thoughts; at times even
before they appeared in Dasaradha’s mind! Those were perfect years and
Dasaradha’s pride in his sons grew apace. Then so quickly the princes were
sixteen and of an age when they should take wives. Then father began to make
delicate inquiries. But of course he was very particular about the grill his boy
would marry.

VISWAMITRA COMES TO DASARADHA
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The king Dasaradha was wondering as to who the bride of Rama
should be. Since Rama was the favourite son the king could think only of Rama
and his mind was ever thinking of the many ways of pleasing Rama. Rama on
his part thought of nothing else but making his father happy in everyway. The
Kinship between them was so great that everyone in the palace or even
Ayodhya knew about it.

One day in the council hall, the king spoke to his ministers about
the subject upper most in his mind; the marriage of Rama and his brothers.
Even as he was thinking thus, there arrived at the doorsteps of the king the sage
Viswamira. He accosted the door keepers and said, “Go and announce to the
king about my arrival | am Kaushika, the son of Gadhi. People call me
Viswamitra”.

The name was so well known that ever the doorkeepers knew about
him. They were greatly excited and with hurried steps, went to the presence of
the king. Entering the council hall, they rushed to king and told him about the
arrival of Viswamitra. The king was greatly pleased that such an illustrious
rishi should have come to see him. He got up from the throne and accompanied
by his preceptors, he went to receive the rishi.

Padya in his hand Dasaradha stood before the guest and washed his
feet. He then offered Arghya and other prescribed object used for worshipping
such guests. Accepting the welcome of the king with grace and with a smile,
Viswamitra entered the palace of the king. He made the conventional enquires
about the kingdom above the subjects, their welfare and in return. Dasaradha
spoke about the Ashrama of the rishis tapas and the welfare about the inmates of
the Ashrama when the formalities were over Viswamitra paid his respects to
Vasistha and the others. He accepted the seat offered to him. The king then
spoke to Viswamitra. He said : “Your coming is like godsend to me like the
divine Nector to a human being, like rain water to one who is thirsty; like the
birth of a son to a man and his good wife; like the finding of a treasure to one
who has lost his entire wealth. | am indeed thrilled at the coming of a great
personage like your gracious self. Can it be possible that | will be granted the
privilege of doing something for you ? Something to please you ? That a
Brahmarshi like you should have come to me on your own means some great
good fortune to me. With the grace of the Lord above and with the blessings of
men like you, | am in a position to offer the entire earth to you if you are so
inclined please let me know if I can do something for you”. The rishi was
pleased with the devotion affection and humility of Dasaradha. He said “I am
not surprised at your words. Born as you are in the line of the Ishvakus and
having the great Vasistha as your Guru it is but natural for you to speak such
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words. Only men like you will carry out what they have promised. | have
indeed come to ask a favour of you. I will give you the background”.

| have taken the Diksha for a yaga. It has to be completed. But I
am not able to do so. Two rakshasas who are able to assume what shape they
will, are proving to be hindrance to my yaga. They are extremely skillful
fighting the ‘Maya’ type of warfare, fighting without being seen. And they raw
blood and flesh and such an unclean objects in the Yagnasala and on the
platform itself where | perform the yaga. All the endeavors to perform the yaga
have gone waste and | have come away from the spot without finishing the
yaga. The yaga is itself is if such a nature that there is no place for anger in my
mind during the performing it. | am not able to curse them and | have to hold
back my anger. | have come to you for help so that | can complete the yaga.

“Tell me Lord”, said Dasaradha. He was greatly excited. He had
fought on the side of Indra when there was war in the high heavens between
Devas and the asuras and the king from the earth had been able to assist Indra
during the war. That was when he was granted the boon that he would be able
to drive his chariot in all the ten directions. The king was eager to hear more.
“Tell me how I can help you” asked the king.

“I want you to give me Rama, your eldest son: Rama that charming
youngster who is a great warrior”, said Viswamitra. Before the king could put
in a word he said: “I will protect him, you need have a fear of that. This
Youngman is sure to destroy those rakshasas. | am certain of that. Have no
doubt that this will mean nothing but great good fortune for your son. He will
be famed in the three worlds for this act of valour and | predict nothing but good
for your son to follow in the wake of this act. The two rakshasas will not be
able to withstand Rama’s powerful arrows. And Rama and only Rama is
capable of destroying them. They have eaten up with pride and they have come
to the end of their lives. Dasaradha do not let your father’s affection make you
hesitate in granting me my boon. The yaga is for ten days and only ten days.
The evil ones are destined to be killed by Rama and you can rest assured that
they are dead already. | know Rama | know his true nature. | know him and his
unswerving devotion to truth. These great rishis led by Vasistha also know the
truth about him. If you desire fame in this world and a great future in the next
you must give Rama to me for these ten days. If you do but look at your
ministers that they are wanting you to grant me my wish.

Dasaradha thought of the youth of his beloved son Rama and to his
mind. Came dreadful forms of the rakshasas who could assume what form they
chose and who were Mayavis. He fell down senseless and for a while for the
duration of a muhurta he was like that. He regained conciousness and then said,
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“My Lord please be merciful. My Rama, my child with the eyes like the lotus is
hardly sixteen years old. | am not able to imagine him fighting with rakshasas
you speak of. | am an old veteran in the art of fighting. My entire army is at
your service, my Lord. | accompany you and with my army to assist you | will
fight with the rakshasas. | have fought before in the war with the Danavas when
the Devas were harassed by them and | am sure. | can vanquish the two trouble
makers. They are able to use astras and | will be able to give them god fought |
will protect your yaga and help you to bring it to a successful conclusion.
Please do not ask Rama to face the rakshasas. His education is hardy over and
he is not strong enough to know how fierce the proposed fight will be. As for
me, even if an hour passes without seeing my beloved child, my eyes become
blurred with tears and | feel as though my life is ebbing away from me. Please
do not ask me to send my Rama with you. If you insist on Rama coming with
you then let me also come along with my army. Rama is my very life. After so
many Yyears of childlessness he has been granted to me and he is very dear to me
as is well known the world over. Tell me about the rakshasas. Who are they ?
How did they acquire so much power. Who protect them ? Where do they
come from” ?

Viswamitra said “In the time of the famed Pulastya is born a
rakshasa by name Ravana. He is a powerful warrior and a brave fighter. He has
pleased Brahma with his penance and has obtained boons from the creator. He
Is now bent on persecuting rishis and all good people. He had defeated Kubera,
his half brother in the battle and has snatched from him the Pushpaka, a chariot
which can fly in the air. Ravana is the son of Vishravasa and he is famed in all
the three worlds. These two rakshasas Maricha and Subahu are his henchmen.
They are bent on doing harm to people like me who are bent on tapas and
actions which spell good for the world. Rama has to rid the world of them.

The kings expression was piteous when he heard about the
rakshasas. He said, “unfortunate man that I am. I am danger of losing by
beloved son. My lord, how can | assume that this youngster will be able to
stand in front of such powerful rakshasas and fight with them ? | have been told
that the Devas and the Gandharvas and all the denizens of the heavens are not
able to stand up to Ravana. How can this child of mine, my Rama who sis not
yet sixteen, how can he fight with the henchmen of Ravana ? | have heard it
said that the valour of those who fight with him is absorbed into him and his
opponents lose all their prowess. Rama is the scion of my race. | dare not give
him to you. Subahu and Maricha are not the proper adversaries he should
encounter in his first taste of fighting. 1 will fight my lord. But please do not
ask me to give my child”.
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Viswamitra’s patience was at an end. Like a sacrificed for which
burns brighter when ghee is poured into it, the words of the king made him
more and more angry and finally his anger knew bounds . He looked at the king
with his eyes glowing and said : “You made elaborate promises and now you
are trying to go back on your word. This does not bring credit to the
illustrations Raghuvamsa of which you are a descendant. If you think you are
doing the right thing. 1 will go back to where | came from. Having broken your
promise to your guest you can live happily with your kings-men surroundings

2

you”.

When he spoke thus the earth trembled in fear since his anger was
known to all. Still the king sat silent. Burided as he was by his love for his son
he did not realize what he was doing. Vasistha his mentor now spoke to him.
He said, “Dasaradha, you are born on the lives of Ikshavakus you are expected
to be a personification of Dharma himself. You are a righteous man and well
versed in the rules of conduct. You should not behave thus and stay away you
Dharma and you should not besmirch the name of your ancestors and yours too
by this action of yours. Once you say that you will do a thing and hesitate to do
so, it is an act unworthy of good men and it will rob you of all the punya you
have accumulated so far. Send Rama with the rishi and save your name and that
of your family. This illustrations son of Kushika will guard Rama like the
wheel of fire does the pot fitted with Amrutha. No rakshasa this son of yours
however mighty he may be. | am sure of that. Viswamitra is very image of
Dharma and he is a great man. He is a man of great intellect and his tapas is his
wealth. He is proficient in all the shastras and the sacred lore. No one in all the
three worlds can gauge the greatness of Visvamitra. He knows the past, the
present and the future. Please send your son without any qualms. Do you think
it is hard for this great man to Kill those too rakshasas who are wisps of straw in
his presence ? He can do it. But he wants your son to achieve this greatness.
Please realize the honour which has been granted to you and wakeup from this
delusion called ‘Putrasneha’.

When Vasistha spoke thus Dasaradha was convined and woke up
from his mental stupor. He fell at Viswamitras feet and craved his pardon. He
then said “In my blind love for my child I spoke hastily. Please for give me and
accept my son. Rama is never alone and Lakshmana will always be with him
please take both of them.

The words of Vasistha had convince the king that the prince was
taken by Viswamithra for the good of the youngster and his words of apology to
the rishi were sincere. He sent for Rama and Lakshmana. Kausalya had heard
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about the decision of the king to send the children with the risihi and even as the
word reached her that the king wanted them she had prepared them for the
journey. Taking leave of their mothers, the handsome young men came and
stood before their father. They saluted all the rishis in the great hall and
prostracted before their father. They were so handsome that Viswamitra could
not take his eyes off their faces. Rama was dark like a blue lotus and
Lakshmana was fair. Both had long liquid eyes and their smiles were
bewitching. They stood with folded arms in front of their father.

Dasaradha said, “My dear Rama, Lakshmana the great sage
Viswamitra has came to me with the sole purpose of taking you with him. Go
with him and obey his commands in every way as you would mine”. The
children spoke not a word but went and stood by the side of the rishi after
saluting their father and the others in the hall.

The wind blew softly and gently and all the omens were good.
When they left the place. All those in the hall went up to the doorway to bid
Adieu to them and they were amazed to see the rain of flowers from the heavens
and the distant music of heavenly music. Vasistha looked at the kings as if to
say. “I told you that it is for the good of your sons that the great Viswamitra
came to you asking you to lend them to him”.

VISWAMITHRA AND THE YOUNG PRINCES

Viswamitra walked in front and he was followed by Rama
with a bow in his hand, with a sword at his waist and quivers fastened to his
shoulders. Attired similarly Lakshmana walked just behind Rama and the
citizens saw with their eyes wide with wonder at the beautiful spectacle. The
rishi like a sacrificial fire and the two young men like smokeless flames leaping
out of it. They looked like five headed serpents; accountred as they were for
fighting. Several thought of the Ashvani twins following Brahma. When they
saw the two princes walking behind the sage. Their fingers were protected by
guards made of skins and their scabbards which had been set with precious
stones gleamed in the sunlight.

Soon they reached the banks of the river Sarayu, the southern side
of it. There is a very sweet voice Viswamitra called in a sweet voice “Rama”.
There was a wealth of affection behind it. He said, “Child, fill your palms with
water. | will teach you the Mantras, Bala and Atibala. Once you know them
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neither hunger, nor fatigue nor thirst will trouble you while walking with me
and there will be no trace or tiredness bothering you when you walk this long
distance to the Ashrama. You will not be at a disadvantage if the rakshasas
should accost you when you are tired.

“Rama, I know there is no one on the face of the earth to equal you
In prowess in bravery, in all the may qualities that make up an ideal Kshatriya.
Why, even in the three worlds | am yet to see the like of you. There is no one to
equal you in handsomeness, in skill, in wisdom in the art of conversing with
people. Fortunate indeed is Dasaradha to have you as his son and | am fortunate
too that you will be with me constantly for a while.

“As for these manthras, Bala and Atibala they will make you
respected by everyone in all the three worlds. They are the daughters of
Brahma | know that you are worthy of learning them listen to me carefully and
learn the Mantras.

Rama touched water and meditated on the Lord with great
humility. He then learnt mantras from the rishi. Rama looked more powerful
than ever after his initiation into the mantras. The young men then paid their
respects to the great man as was the custom and they proceeded to make the
preparations to spend the night on the banks of Sarayu. They spread dried grass
and leaves on the ground and after seeing to the comforts of Viswamitra, the
royal sons spent the night comfortably on the beds to which they were not
accustomed.

When the night waned into daylight Viswamitra approached Rama
who was still asleep and paused for a while to drink with his eyes the beauty of
Rama. He then said “Rama Kausalya’s beloved child, the first Sandhya is
approaching. Rouse thyself from sleep and perform the morning ablutions. The
princes got up at once, bathed in the waters of the river and offered, Arghya to
the sun standing in waters. They then approached the rishi and prostrated
before him.

They began to walk again in pursuit of the journey. They reached
the spot where the Sarayu joined the Divine Ganga. They looked at the glorious
sight with wonderment in their eyes. They saw there several ashramas and the
rishis were bent on tapas. The princes approached Viswamitra and asked him.
Whose ashrama is the holy place ? Who dwells here ? Please tell us.

A gentle smile lit up the face of Viswamitra when he saw the
cagerness of the young men. And he said, “T will tell you how this ashrama
came into existence. Aeons of time have passed since then. But then, there was
a time, when Kama, the God of love, had a form and features. Once Lord
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Mahadeva was performing tapas here. He had lost his wife Sati and with his
mind filled with anger and sorrow he came here all alone and was absorbed in
meditation Parvathi, the daughter of Himavan was serving him. The Devas
were desirous that he should wed her since Parvathi was Sati born again as the
daughter of Himavan. The Gods had been told that the son born of them would
be the commander of the army of Devas.

Indra asked Kama to go to the neighourhood of the spot where
Mahadeva was and he was asked to aim at the arrows at the Lord. When
Parvathi was standing before Mahadeva he had just opened his eyes and Kama
thought it was an apportune moment to shoot his arrows made of flowers. The
Lord was hit and he turned to see who had the audacity to do this and his eyes
lighted on Kama. Mahadeva was furious and he opened his third eye, the eye of
Agni and burnt Kama. Kama was from then without a form and now famed as
Anaga the formless one. The spot where his ashes were wafted to, is known as
the country Anga. As for this Ashrama you must have guessed that this is the
spot where Kama was burnt to ashes and these rishis are all disciples of
Mahadeva. It is rightly known as ‘Kamashrama’. Let me take you to the rishis
there. They will be pleased to see you both and they will bless you both and. In
the place the holy rivers become one let us spend the night and we will cross the
Ganges tomorrow. After purifying ourselves we will enter the Ashrama.

The rishis who knew all that had happened in the past and who
could look into the future beyond the veil of time know who had come to their
ashramas and were immensely pleased. They welcomed Viswamitra with great
affection and they were thrilled to see the young men who were so humble and
so gentle in their speech and their conduct.

The guests spent a happy time in the Kamashrama with the rishis
and Viswamitra entertained them with stories about the many spots which they
were to visit.

TATAKA VANA

Day dawning, the warriors led by Viswamitra reached the banks of
the river Ganga. The rishis who were there secured for them a boat and told
Viswamitra : “please use this boat to cross the river with the princes ‘Do not
tarry’. ‘So be it” said Viswamitra and the three travelers sat in the boat and
crossed the river Ganga which was flowing towards the sea.

When they were crossing in the midst of the river they heard a
great noise. Rama and Lakshmana were impressed by the thunderous noise
which was continuous and Rama said “Lord where is this roar from ? It is
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wonderous and at the same time fearful”. “I will tell you” said the sage.
Brahma once created out of his mind a lake which is rightly named Manasa
Sarovara. This river Sarayu which flows all along the edge of your city
Ayodhya was born out of this Saras. At this point actually, she is blending with
the golden waters of the Ganges. Salute the rivers They did as they were bid
and soon they reached the southern banks of the river. They resumed their
walk.

After a while they reached a dark forest. It was dense and damp.
No light from the sun could filter into the forest, so thickly were the trees
branches intertwined. But what surprised Rama was the beauty of the forest and
a strange lack of habitation there. This spot, which seemed ideally for any
number of Ashramas was empty and there was eerie and frightening silence
pervading the entire place. Only animals seemed to make their presence felt.
Rama said, “My Lord, what strange noises! Beetles are making shrill music and
the wild animals are roaring and making characteristic noises. Even the birds
seem to cry harshly and there is no music emanating from their throats. The
trees are all dense and they have darkened the place. | am not able to see
anything. | cannot see the sun at all. Tell us what forest this is and why
deserted by human beings.”

Viswamitra was pleased with the natural curiosity of the
youngsters and he said, “I will tell you. This forest was not really a forest
before. Two countries by name Malada and Karusha existing here. They were
fertile and they were well populated. Indra, when he slew Vrita was guilty of
Brahma Hatya. He was purified by the heavenly host of rishis with waters from
all the sacred rivers and he was rid of the sin. This was the ground on which
waters flowed from the body of Indra and the Lord of the heavens pleased with
the earth for having received the polluted water said : | bless the ground. The
countries will be called as Malada and Karusha and they will be extremely
fertile. The fame of these two was a by word in the three worlds since they had
been blessed by Indra.

Now, several years later a terrible rakshasi by name Tataka took
possession of this place. She is ugly, horrible to look at cruel, by nature. She
can assume any form she likes and she has a strength of a thousand elephants.
She is the wife of good Yaksha by name Sunanda and her son is Maricha who
will bring you fame in later years. This rakshasa has occupied the entrance to
the two countries and no human being dares enter here since she is extremely
fond of human flesh. A yojana and a half from where we are standing now, is
her dwelling place. | am asking you to kill her. Kill this Tataka and make this
land habitable once more. You and you will be the man who has courage
enough to enter the land occupied by the dreadful woman and as for the human
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beings she consumed there is no count. This Tatakavana does not boast of a
single habitant. Still she will not abandon this place and go else where.”

Rama was listening to the words of Viswamitra very carefully. He
then asked in a soft and gentle voice. “My Lord, you tell me that she is the wife
of a Yaksha. | have been told that Yakshas are not so powerful as the other
heavenly beings like the Devas for instance. How then can a mere woman be so
strong ? You say that she has a strength of a thousand elephants how can that
be possible ?”.

It is a pertinent question said Viswamitra”. It is because of a boon
which she was granted. Once there was a powerful Yaksha by name Suketu.
He had no sons and so he performed a very intense Tapa. Pleased with him
Brahma granted him a daughter by name Tataka. She was granted the strength
of a thousand elephants. But the Yaksha did not get what he had prayed for a
son. But it was the will of the gods and so satisfied with the gift which had been
granted him, the yaksha brought up his daughter as he would a son. She grew
up to be a beautiful maiden and when she was of marriageable age he gave her
to Sunanda, the son of Jarjara. In course of time she gave birth to a son by
name Maricha.

“Sunanda died and after his death Tataka’s nature underwent a
change. She went with her son to the ashrama of Agastya and began to harass
the great man with her advances. She desired him and with this desire evident
by her progress Tataka went towards Agastya. Looking at her behaviour which
was entirely against all modesty expected of a woman, Agastya who was radiant
as Lord Agni himself, became very angry and he cursed her to become a
rakshasi”. You will lose these attractive feminine looks and you will be ugly
and formidable. You will eat human flesh and be despised by all” said the rishi.

Furious with Agastya for this curse Tataka has occupied this
country and she has been killing anyone and everyone who has been foolish
enough to enter this forest without knowing about her Rama, for the sake of
protecting the human beings in the neighbourhood, the hermits, the cows and
other gentle animals, you are to kill this rakshasi no one but you will be able to
Kill her I knew that you are very keen. You are not happy about it since she is a
woman. But then the duty of a Khastriya as | know only too well is to protect
the oppressed and the good. It has been the glory of the House in which you are
born that no one has shirked in his duty, which is doing good to others. Several
people have killed women for the common good. Why, Indra himself killed
Mandara, the daughter of Virochana who had been wanting to destroy this entire
world. Bhrigu’s wife the mother of Sukra, once desired that there should be no
Indra and Lord Narayana himself killed her several other women who have been
sinful have been killed in the past. Do not hesitate to kill Tataka.
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The prince stood humbly in front of the rishi and said “My father,
when he sent us with you said”, go with him and obey him in all things as you
would my commands. He spoke to me in the presence of the elders of his count
and | well never disobey my father. | will kill Tataka since you have asked me
to. Itis a command and it should be obeyed. For the sake of protecting hermits
and the cows and for the good of the country. | am prepared to do your bidding.

THE KILLING OF TATAKA

Even as he was saying so, there arose the glorious noise of the bow
string which he had been drawing. Rama had the bow in his left hand and his
head was flung back. The entire forest reverberated with the sound. Hearing it
Tataka was surprised. It was a long time since anyone had dared to enter her
forest. She thought for a moment and incensed beyond measure, rushed in the
direction from which the noise came. From atop the hillock there appeared the
frightening female who was ugliness personified. Looking at her looming up
like another hillock. Whose face was old and fearful to look at Rama turned to
Lakshmana and said, “Lakshmana, look at this dreadful woman”. The very
sight of her will make weak hearts stand still with bear. It will not be easy to
subdue her. | am going to cut off her nose and ears at the tips and see the fun.

As he was talking to Lakshmana, Tataka rushed towards them with
both her arms uplifted. Viswamitra made her halt in her tracks by scolding her
and send. “May the two sons of the Raghurama succeed in their attempt”.

Tataka was spraying stones and mud on the young men and the sky
was filled with the dust. It was dark for a longer hill and they could see nothing.
She then sent a real rain of stones which made the gentle prince extremely angry
with his arrows Rama destroyed the stones and cut off her arms. Lakshmana in
the meantime, heard her roar with anger and pain and he cut off the tips of her
nose and ears. Tataka suddenly vanished from their sight and from out of
nowhere there rained on them a number of stones hurled by her. Both the
brothers pulled the strings of their bows and the noise was so frightening that
she forgot all her maya warfare and fell on the ground senseless. Viswamitra
said “Rama there is no need for you to have any compunction about slaying this
dreadful sinner. Evening is fast approaching and it is only too well known that
the strength of Rakshasas increase with the setting of the sun.”

Rama felt that the time had come when he should kill her. Not
heeding the stones which were being hurled at him Rama took an arrow pulled
it as near as possible and released it. The arrow hit Tataka’s chest entered it and
she fell dead on the hill.
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The heavenly host rejoiced when Rama accomplished this task.
Indra with his attendants came to Viswamitra and said, “All our gratitude for
brings the son of the great Dasaradha to rid the world of this sinful woman.
You know there are many such tasks which have to be accomplished by him.
May your blessings he showered on him fully”. The denizen’s from heaven
went back. Evening drew near and Viswamitra raised Rama who had prostrated
before him and said, “Rama be in the last lap our journey.” We will soon reach
our Ashrama.

As soon as the rakshasi Tataka was Kkilled, the forest changed its
complexion completely. It was a starling sight when they woke up in the
morning Viswamitra and the young princes saw the forest feed from the taint of
Tataka. Flowers were blooming everywhere. Champaka, Punnaga and Mallika,
Mango trees and Panasa trees and many palm trees could be seen bearing fruits.
Ponds now could be seen everywhere with clear water and it seemed to be as
beautiful as chaitra, the garden of Kubera. Viswamitra’s eyes rested on him.
They strayed away from there to the beautiful surroundings and came back to
Rama. He said, “I am extremely pleased with you. May be you famed with
world over for your prowess. Accept my blessings. | am so pleased with you
that [ am going to make a rare gift to you™.

Rama and Lakshmana were intrigued by the words of Viswamitra.
The said “you have blessed us and you have told” us that you are pleased with
us, “Is there any other gift greater than this, my lord ?”

Viswamitra smiled and said, “you know about it or you may not.
But I am telling you now that | am in possession of all the divine astras you can
think of I will give them to you with the help of these astras you will be able to
vanquish all the enemies you will come across later. | will now grant all of
them to you learn the incantations carefully from me and you will be able to
master them very soon.

Rama set facing the east after purifying himself and the rishi taught
him the astras which he had obtained from Mahadeva after performing intense
Tapas. Those were the days when he needed them. He had passed those days
and he needed them no more. Smiling to himself at his earlier struggles, the
sage Viswamitra taught them all to Rama one by one : the method by which he
should invoice the astra, the manner in which it should be despatched and the
manner of with drawing it. And all the presiding deities came and stood before
Rama. Folding them palms they said “Noble Rama, we are now your slaves and
will do your bidding”. Rama told them : “Reside in my mind all the time and
came to me when I want you”.
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Viswamitra asked Rama to teach the astras to Lakshmana now and
he did so. The three of them hastened towards the ashrama of Viswamitra with
a chastened look. The young men were still under the euphoria of the sight of
presiding deities of the astras and the rishi realizing this gave them time to get
used to the possession of the astras

SIDDHASHRAMA

As they were walking along Rama again asked Viswamitra “There
Is a beautiful mountain there and nestling at its foot is a grove which is pleasing
to the eyes. Even at this distance | can see deer dark as rain clouds. Birds with
sweet voices are singing in the grove. This green grove of trees captures my
mind. Tell us what the place is we just came out of a forest which was fearful
and uninhabile and this is all the more exciting since it seems to be a happy
place. How far away from here is the ashrama of your gracious self ? | have
became very important since | am eager to see those sinners who are causing so
much discomfort to you. When will | see those wicked rakshasas who Kkill
hermits without compunction ? When will | be able to kill thems”. Viswamitra
was only too eager to answer the questions of Rama. He said, “this grove has a
long history behind it. I will relate it you™.

Ages back the great Lord Narayana the all pervading, who is the
cause of the creation the preservations and the destruction of this entire universe
performed Tapas here. And again this is the place where Vamana had his
dwelling place and hence it is called the ‘Siddhashrama’.

Bali, the son of Virochana was the emperor. He had defeated all
the rival Danavas as also the Maruts and Indra too. He was famed all the world
over his prowess and for his generous nature. He once performed a yagna. The
yagna was to confirm his position as the lord of three worlds. It was in this
ashrama that the Devas led by Agni approached Narayana and said; “Lord, Bali,
the son of Virochana is performing a yagna. You must some how stop it for the
good of those who dwell in the celestial regions. Bali is well known for his
generosity. He has never said no to anyone who has asked him for anything.
You must use of this character in him and help us to regain the world which we
have lost to him.

“In the meantime, Kashyapa, the great Prajapati who was like the
God of fire, so radiant was he because his tapas, desired a son. His wife Adithi
was like his other self in glory and this great man once performed Tapas with
the image of Narayana deeply engraved in his mind. To him came the Lord in
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poser and asked him what he desired. Kashyapa the son of Marichi said “please
do not think it audacious in my part when | ask you to be born as my son. You
must be born as the son of Aditi and you must wipe her tears which are flowing
because of the unhappiness of her children, the Devas. Our purpose should thus
be served and this ashrama where you will be born will be famed the world over
as the Siddhashrama since we would have attained our desires.

“So be it” said Narayana with a smile. Aditi became the mother of
the lord in human form. He was so small and so much like a miniature of a man
that he was called ‘Vamana’ along with his other name ‘Upendra’. When the
yagna of Bali was in progress Vamana went to the yagnasala.

“Bali stood up and greated this young Brahmin who was like a
heap of gold. He said, “what will you have my young Brahmin”. You look so
beautiful and so radiant, | have a feeling you do not belong to the earth but to
the heavens. No human being can look so glorious. Ask anything of me and |
will give it to you I am eager to please you”.

Vamana was gratified by the generous nature of the king and said
“O king! It is but proper for the son of Virochana to talk thus. The world talks
of nothing but the great yagna you are performing and | came to you hoping that
you will give me something. | want very little but | will ask only if you assure
me that [ will be granted my wish”.

The king smiled at the boy. For, so he thought was a child. “It is
my great fortune that you have came to ask me for a gift. Who ever you are, |
fell my life is complete only now that | have seen you. Ask me for anything.
Be it my treasury or granary my army or my very kingdom. Just ask and it will
be yours”.

The dazzling smile played in the Boy’s lips again. He said sweetly
“I have no use for your treasury or granary your any or your kingdom for name
is a life of Tapasya. My only need is for a price of earth to sit up in prayer.
Give me the three strides of land Bali, that | can with these legs of mine
Mahabali was amused. He said in a kingly patronage of course you shall have
them now”. Bali reached for the sacred water that sanctifies the gift, the giver
and the receiver out Sukracharya, his guru said, “Bali this is no child. He is the
truth that not even Brahma the Devas or the yogis can fathom. This is Narayana
who has come to you yagna. If you give him what he asks, you will die”.

But Bali would not listen, for Vamana had come to deliver him to

far greater kingdom shone upon asura’s face also and he said to Sukra “If he is
Narayana, my yagna will succeed beyond my dreams.
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Bali’s queen poured the water into his palms, and he solemnly gave
away the three paces of land the away had asked for. But the instant the holy
water touched Vaman’s hands, the tiny Brahma began to grow. He grew into
his Viswarupa his cosmic form with his first stride he crossed the earth. With
his next he covered the heavens. Then he stood refulgent before Mahabali and
said where shall I set my third stride Bali” ? My foot is raised. The asura was a
great Bhaktha. Tears streaming down his face, Mahabali bent his head and
cried to the god “‘set your third stride upon my head Lord”.

The Vamana set his foot in Mahabali’s head. With the ecstasy of
redemption, he thrust the Asura who would have been experor of the worlds
down to pathaladown to the eternal kingdom and please.

Viswamitra paused for a moment. They had drawn near the
Ashrama. He pointed “In that Tapovana to your hearts thrill Vishnu set
Mahabali free. And thus my Ashrama. It is the immortal place the rakshasas
desecrate with their fifth.”

With the princes at his side Viswamitra strode into the Ashrama of
vibrant peace. They were like the moon blanked by the Punarvasu stars run into
a clean night. The other rishis of the hermitage gathered around their master
and the savions he had bought to deliver them from Maricha and Subhahu.

The princes of Ayodhya rested only briefly after their long journey.
Then they came to Viswamitra and Rama said quietly. “Resume your yagna
Muni; you will not be interrupted.”

The same night Viswamitra took Disha again. Rama and
Lakshamana slept peacefully through that first night. The next morning, they
rose before the sun, as down clutched at the horizon for finger hold. They
bathed and came before the Brahmarshi. He sat quietly on a seat of darbha
grass, after he had worshiped Agni Deva, who conveys burnt offerings to all the
other Gods.

THE YAGA OF VISWAMITRA

The young princes went to the presence of the rishi. Viswamitra
had taken mauna a vow of silence for six days. Rama and Lakshmana stood
watch over Siddhashrama. After their encounter with Tataka, they were eager
for the rakshasas to appear. Day and night, they stood in vigil their bows in
their hands grasping with arrows so that demons would not take them unawares.
They guarded the ashrama as eye lids do the eyes.
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Five days went by and Viswamitra’s rishis said to the kshatriyas
“Today they will come. It is the last day and these rakshasas know the yagna
well”.

The fin in the yagnasala burned high. As he sat before the flames.
Viswamitra chiselled face seemed to be made of stone. The other rishis sat
around Viswamitra. The chanting of the Vedas rose like smoke from the fire.
August and sonorous it spread through the world on subtle frequencies. Those
timeless mantras were powerful healing upon the earth.

It was almost evening of the last day of the yagna. Suddenly a
lewd clap of sound shattered the sacral silence. A pungent darkness fell on the
yagnasala an unclean night of the elements and the spirits. Chilling shrieks and
wild laughter rent the air. The two rakshasas had arrived with their bizarre clan.
Maricha and Subahu were used to meeting no opposition when they came to
Siddhashrama and they had not bothered to make themselves invisible. They
came as they were : devils of the forest ugly as the sin. They came in a Swatha
of putrescence and a rain of excrement rotting meat and stinking blood. They
came the flesh of some of them obscenely bared, to violate the sole of the
sacrifice.

Rama and Lakshmana had waited five days. Rama invoked the
Manavastra he had recently acquired and shot an arrow into Maricha’s chest
crying, “Let me never see you again or you die”.

The weapon lifted the shocked rakshasa off his feet. It carried him
through the air, aflame, screaming. It carried him past the wind for a hundred
yojanas and doused him in the distant sea. But it did not kill him.

In the silence that followed you could hear again, the chanting of
Veda Maricha’s rakshasas and lean, then tall Subahu stood open mouthed, their
long fangs plain. The heathen screams had died in their throats : their rain of
filth had caesed around them. But the prince of Ayodhya, the guardian of
Viswamitra yagna did not wait for the stunned demons to recover. Blue
lightning, Rama invoked Agneyastra and in a wink made a heap of ashes of
Lanky Subahu. Quicker than thinking, he undid the mortal elements of the rest
of the horde with a VVayavyastra a vayu, the wind God. The weapon blew them
apart as a gale would a dust heap in its path.

Shouldering his bow Rama said “Did you see Lakshmana, the first
Astra was a compassionate one. The Manavastra did not kill Maricha. It only
punished him with fin and water. It has purified him Lakshmana wondered that
his brother saw to the very see. But just briefly but no miracle was beyond his
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Rama. The sacrifice at Siddhashrama was completed. In joy Viswamitra called
Rama.

Embracing him, the rishi cried, “Rama of Ayodhya, your name
shall be immortal. Men remember you as the world exists from yuga to yuga
your fame will be sung. The yagna you have helped me complete in the teeth of
evil will bless the earth long ages after you and I am no more in it. Prince of
light, today you have won a greater battle than you yourself yet know.

Viswamitra, saw into the past or the future as it they were plain
before his eyes. The Brahmarshi thought, not Ravana of Lanka, who is evil
incarnate shall prevail against you, Rama. But Rama your way is long and
fraught with sorrow, before you rid the earth of that Rakshasa. Viswamitra said
nothing of these thoughts to the happy prince. He only joined the other rishis in
crying “Jaya Vijayi Bhava’ (may you always Victorians)

At the end of the day, Viswamitra said to Rama and Lakshmana.
In the city of Midhila king Janaka is performing another kind of yagna. We are
going to Janaka’s sacrifice and I want you to came with us. There is something
there that should interest you and young warriors. The bow of Siva lies in
Mithila, like an arc of the Sun. It lies in Janaka’s palace worshiped in flowers
incense and prayers.

He paused, then mused, ‘you know, no Deva or Gandharva no
asura or the mightiest Kshatriya could even lift Siva’s bow. Many tried, from
heaven and earth none of them moved that weapon by a hair’s width. Rama,
you must see Siva’s bow in Midhila it is a wonder upon the earth. We will set
out tomorrow; Janaka’s yagna had already begun.

TO MITHILA

Viswamitra addressed the demigods who guarded the ashrama and
the forest. “I have completed what I had undertaken. The Siddhashrama has
retained her name. After visting Mithila, I will proceed towards Himavan the
mountain where the sacred Ganga has her source. | wish you well and this
place will always a blessed spot.

Accompanied by the rishis and by Rama and Lakshmana, the sage
Viswamitra made a Pradikshana to the ashrama and began his journey towards
the North. Several people followed them; even the den and the birds which
were living in the ashrama with gentle and persuasive words, Viswamitra
coaxed them back and proceeded with the journey. After considering distance
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covered when the sun was sloping westwards, they reached the banks of the
river Sona and remained there. They sat around Viswamitra when they found a
charming plot to relax. Rama with his brother sat, very near the rishi. He asked
Viswamitra “This country is very beautiful. I see nothing but green everywhere
and evidently it is a very fertile and fruitful pride. Tell me whom does it belong
to 77

Viswamitra was only to answer his question. He began “Lord
Brahma had a son by name Kusa. He was a great tapasvi and he married the
daughter of king Videha and four sons were born to him. Kushamba,
Kushanabha, Adhurtharajah and vasu. All of them were valiant like their father
and equally righteous. The king asked his sons to follow the dharma of the
Kshatriyas and to rule the world. They founded four cities and each ruled one
Kushambas city went by the name Kaushambi. Kushanabha’s city was
Mohodaya. Adhurtharaja’s named his city Dharmaraya and Vasu was the ruler
of the city by name Girivrga.

“This country which you admire so much is called Vasumathi and
it belongs to Vasu. There are five mountains here and the river which has its
source in the Magadha kingdom flows in between the mountains like a garland
of flowers fling on the earth Kusanabha had a hundred daughters who were
given to Brahmadatta a noble rishi. The king was desirous of a son and he
asked Brahmadatta to perform a yaga for him. During the performance of a
yaga, Kusa the father of Kusanabha said, “Do no worry. You will be the father
of a son by name Gadhi. Because of him your name will be famed throughout
born to Kushanabha Gadhi. Rama, Gadhi was my father”.

“My elder sister was Satyavathi and she was given in marriage to a
saintly man by name Richaka. She was so pure and so good that she reached
the heavens with the human body. She became a sacred river by name
Kaushiki. This pure woman, my sister was born into this world only to do good
to others. This is the reason why | spend all my time on the banks of Kaushiki
in the Himavan mountains when | am there unbelievable peace enfolds me and |
am extremely happy. Because | had a duty to perform, | left the banks of that
pure river and came down south. | came to Siddhashrama and with your
assistance, | was able to achieve what I had set out to do. Now you know whose
country this is.

“Look! Half the night has passed by! I have been talking unaware
of the passing of time. The trees have gone to sleep. Even a leaf does not move
so still is the night. Animals and the birds have covered themselves with the
dark night and have gone to sleep. The first half of the night gradually
disappears and the sky, studded with the myriad stars, seems to have a thousand
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eyes with which to look at us. The moon is just now brightening the east and
his soft rays will soon embrace the world and banish the enveloping darkness.
Only the night birds, the Pishachas, rakshasas and bhutas are making use of
darkness you must sleep now children. We must continue the joining
tomorrow. We will set about early in the morning.

GANGA

The music of the birds and the rustling of the waters of the river
sona were waking them up and soon they were awake. Even before they could
get up Viswamitra was by their side and he said, “Children, the dark night has
passed and the dawn is fast approaching let us hurry and make preparation for
the journey”.

Rama with his brother went to Viswamitra ready to leave with
them. He asked Viswamitra, “My Lord, this river does not seem to be fed
enough with water. | can see sandy islands here and there breaching the even
flow of water. Where are we planning to cross the river ?

“We will follow the path of the rishis who have gone this way
before”, said Viswamitra and the troupe walked fast towards the North. After a
long trudge when the sun had reached the zenith, they saw in front of them, the
broad expanse of the sacred river Ganga. They were thrilled at the sight of the
river with swans and lotuses floating on its surface. They stood for a while
looking at the beauty of the waters and they made up their minds to spend up
some time in her banks.

As usual in the evening, they sat round Viswamitra. Rama asked
the rishi, “I want to hear the story if the sacred river Ganga she is called
Triptaga — the river with three paths. How did she purify the three worlds and
finally reach the sea, the lord of all rivers ? | am very eager to listen to the
thrilling story”.

“There 1s a mountain by name Himavan” began Viswamitra.
“Himavan is the lord of all mountains and he had two daughters who were
unrivalled in beauty. Their mother was Mena also known as Manorama. Ganga
was the elder of the two daughters and the younger is known by the name
Parvathi and also by name Uma. The devas wanted Ganga for themselves.
They went to Himavan and asked him to make a gift of his daughter to them.
Himavan agreed and Ganga who converted herself into a river flowed in the
heaven and her waters purified whatever it touched. She was famed Mandakini
in the heavens and is also known as Akash Ganga.
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“The other daughter Uma performed severe tapas and her devotion
was rewarded. Her father gave her to Lord Mahadeva. These two daughters of
Himavan are worthy of the worship of the three worlds. Rama, one of your
ancestors was a king by name Sagara. He was for a long time childless. He had
two wives. One was Kesari the daughter of the king of Vidarbha. The second
wife was Sumathi, the daughter of Kashyapa. She was famed for her beauty.
With a desire for a child, the king went to the slopes of the Himavan with his
wives. There he performed Tapas. After a hundred years had passed the rishi
Bhrigu came to him and said “You will certainly become a father and because
of them your name will be ever remembered by the world of men. One of your
wives will be the mother of a son only one son, who will continue the time of
Ishvakus. The other will be the mother of sixty thousand sons, all valiant,
powerful and brave. The princesses were very happy and they stood before him
humbly and said “Which of us will be the mother of sixty thousand sons ? and
which of us will bear the son who will continue the line ? We are eager to know
?”” Bhrigu said “the choice 1s yours. One of you will have to choose, the single
progeny while the other will have to sixty thousand sons ? Kismi the elder
queen chose to be the mother of the only son, while Sumathi the younger was
happy in the anticipation of her many sons who were to be born to her. King
Sagara took leave of the rishi and went back to his Kingdom.

In course of time, a son was born to dismay the king realized this
son was wicked in the real sense of the world. He enjoyed doing evil acts.
When he was a young boy he would catch hold of young children and throw
them into the river Sarayu. He would stand watching them struggling in the
water before they were drained. He would clap his hands in glee. Sagara
thought that he would improve as he grew order. But now he became more and
more unpopular. The townsfolk finally came to the king and told him about the
atrocities performed by the prince. Righteous man that he was, Sagara did not
hesitate even for a moment, he meted out punishment for such a miscreant,
banishment from the kingdoms.

“The one conolation the king had was that Asamanya’s son by
name Aishwmin did not inherit his father’s nature but was a good, sweet, gentle
child ever devoted to his grandfather”.

The other wife of the king, Sumathi became the mother of the sixty
thousand sons as had been prophesed lusty, young men who were very powerful
handsome and extremely arrogant. They were the pride of the mother.

Once Sagara wanted to perform the Aswamedha. The north is
prove of the powerful Himavan and facing it in the middle of Bharathavarsha is
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the mountain Vindhya which is a large range. These two mountains stand as
hough challenging each other in greatness. The land between these two was
chosen as the site for Yagnasala.

The youngster Anshuman was asked to accompany the sacrificial
horse in its triumphant march through all the kingdoms Indra who is ever
jealous of the king of the earth who perform the Aswamedha was very prompt
in stealing the horse and he disappeared with it.

The pandits who were performing the yagna could not proceed
with the rituals until the horse was found and they told the king about the
urgency of the matter. They said, “Unless the horse is found and the yaga is
completed grave disaster will follow”. Sagara called his powerful sons and
said, “you have heard the words of the rishis. Please make haste and go in
search of the horse. This sacrifice can be performed without any fault by only
very few people and once, begun it has to be concluded. Please go at once and
search in all the four quarters and in the other world also”.

The lusty Kshatriya princes, the Sagara Putras were very happy to
do as they were told. They set out in quest of the horse. With their powerful
arms they dug up the earth. Each prince allotted to himself one yojana of
ground and dug into it. The entire surface of the earth had been dug up and they
could not find the horse. The earth groaned under the fierce onslaught of the
princes. Serpents, animals and even the rakshasas suffered and the air was filled
with their cries of pain which were piteous to hear.

When they did not find the horse in the surface of the earth,
Sagara’s sons entered the other regions. They saw the Diggajas, the elephants
bearing the earth bearing the earth in their mighty heads. Virupaksha,
Mahapadma, Saumantha and Bhadara. But they were not able to see the horse.
Finally they went deep into the other lands and they came to the vicinity of a
cave. When they were wonders as to who was inside they heard the mighting of
a horse. The princes were surprised at this. Promptly they went inside the cave.
It was an ashrama which was more like a cave than usual hermitage.

When they went inside, the valiant brothers saw Kapila Vasudeva,
the great rishis who was lost in meditation. Beyond him, beyond where he was
sitting they saw, a horse their father’s sacrificial horse. They were happy that
their search was at an end.

The sons of Sagara shouted. “This is the thief. He has stolen a

horse and, having reached this underground retrial, he has assumed the garb of a
sanyasi and pretends to be in deep meditation. Let’s punish him”. With their
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minds completely bemused because of their anger against the rishi the sons of
Sagara rushed at Kapil with their hands holding different weapons. They
shouted at the greatman calling thief and Kapil opening his eyes because of the
noise they made saw what was happening. He looked at them with angry eyes
and that was enough to reduce them to ashes. The sixty thousand sons of
Sagara were now just a happy ashes. The rishi went back into trance as though
nothing has happened.

“Sagara, in the meantime waited in vain for the return of this sons
with the horse. Finally he asked his grandson, Anshuman to go and find out
what had happened. The young prince went along the path which his uncles had
taken soon reached the cave where Kapila was Anshuman entered the cave and
there has saw the horse. Anshuman stood humbly and wanted for the greatman
to come out of his Samadhi. When Kapila opened his eyes he saw a young man
standing before him with folded hands. Anshuman prostrated before the rishi
and taking dust of his feet, he spoke to him about his errand. Kapila said “Here
Is your horse child, Indra as usual has stolen it and brought it here. As for your
uncles, there they are, he said and pointed to the heap of ashes. They behaved
in an unforgivable manner and with my looks, | burnt them to ashes.

Anshuman looked around for water so that he could offer the
funeral oblations tarpana to his elders. But her could find no water there. But
he found Garuda the brother of Sumathi coming towards him. And he said,
child, do not be too unhappy. This is but the law of nature. Your uncles my
nephews, were too arrogant to be popular. As for the Anjali, you want to offer
them, ordinary water will not wipe out their sin. Ganga the elder daughter of
Himavan is the only one who will be able to purify them. Ask her to came
down to earth. The holy waters of Ganga must wet these ashes. Then, and then
only then will they attain salvation.

“Anshuman was speechless with sorrow and with the stupendous
task which he had been asked to undertake. Garuda then said, “That will be
later. Now hurry with the horse to the presence of your grandfather and let him
complete the Aswamedha”.

Anshuman returned to the kingdom with the horse and the sacrifice
was concluded. But the king was greatly unhappy at the turn of events. He did
not know to make the divine river Ganga flow on the earth. After sometime he
left the kingdom in the hands of his grandson Anshuman and king Sagara
accompanied by his wives went to the forest to perform Tapas and then reach to
heavens.
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Anshuman ruled the kingdom well and he had no time and try and
woo Ganga to come down to earth. He had a son by name Dilipa. Anshuman
left the kingdom in his hands and went to the slopes of the Himavan to perform
penance in order to get Ganga. But it was in vain. He died without
accomplishing his object Dilipa also suffered the some way. He could not
during his reign, achieve the desire in the hearts of all of them, the coming of
Ganga to the earth and the salvation of the sons of Sagara.

BHAGIRADHA'’S PENANCE

Dilipa had a son by name Bhagiradha Dilipa ruled the kingdom
until illness overtook him and crowning Bhagiradha as the king Dilipa died.

The one purpose in the life of Bhagiradha was to make his
ancestors reach the heavens. He left the kingdom in the hands of efficient
ministers and went to perform tapas. Brahma was pleased with the intense tapas
which the king was bent on, and he appeared before Bhagiradha and said, “the
Devas and I am pleased with your penance”. Ask what is their will of me. I will
certainly grant it.

Bhagiradha with his eyes filled with tears of gratefulness, spoke in
a voice chilled with tears. “My lord, if you want to grant me a boon, grant me
this : grant that my forefather reach the heavens. | have to perform the
Nivapanjali for them with the waters of Ganga. And my lord, the line of
Ishvakus should not terminate with me. These are the boons I ask of you” said
Bhagiradha Brahma said, “Have no fear you line will not stop with you. You
will be the father of a son. As for Ganga, she is the daughter of Himavan.
When she descends from the heavens no one will be able to bear the force of her
descent except Mahadeva. You must pray to him Bhagiradha now addressed
himself to Mahadeva and spent a whole year fasting with just air for food.
Mahadeva was pleased with the devotion of the king and appeared before him
and said “My mind is pleased with you and your desire to win. Your forefather
has a place in the heavens. | will take Ganga on my head and break the force of
her descent”.

Ganga, the daughter of Himavan had at the command of Brahma a
greed to come down to the earth. According to the promise he had given
Bhagiradha Lord Mahadeva stood on a raised plateau of the maintain by name
Himavan. All the heavenly beings had assembled in the skies to see the
glorious sight. Bhagiradha was standing with his eyes lifted to the skies from
where Ganga was to descend.
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They were waiting and suddenly they heard a mighty roar. Ganga
was in the sky and an immense sheet of water began to rush towards earth. It
seemed as though the sea had reached the heavens and was rushing back to the
earth in a hurry. Ganga had become very proud of the fact that she was
indispensable. She told herself “I will rush down with such fury that I will
sweep Mahadeva into the Patala and the earth too”. Grasping her mind
Mahadeva knew that her pride had to be humbled he stood with his trident held
behind his back with both his hands with his head slightly raised and a beatiful
smile shadowing his lips. So he stood when Ganga came to earth.

The sacred Ganga fell straight into the hollow head of Mahadeva.
Every one was watching her descent. Then they saw a strange sight. Gangas
waters were coming down from the sky but when they reached the matted lock
of my lord Mahadeva they absorbed by them. Ganga was lost there and no one
could see her. Try as she might, she could find no way out of the tangled mars
of the lords locks.

“Bhagiradha was desperate and he praised the lord and prayed that
he should have compassion on him. Mahadeva had felt that he had punished her
enough and he allowed Ganga to emerge from his jata along simple strand of his
hair. Drop by drop she came and a pool was bromed called Bindusaras. Ganga
was thus called Alakananda. Where the pool became a lake and when it was
full the river flowed in seven streams. Three of these blowed eastwords and
three towards west. The seventh followed Bhagiradha as his. Chariot rushed
towards south where the Sagaraputras were.

The earth looked like sky with swans flying around. So white was
the foam of the river as she followed the king’s chariot. She was so willful.
Here she would flow straight as an arrow and then she would fly like an serpent.
She would rush fast at some spots and at others, she would wander like a
woman walking in her pleasure garden. She would flow smoothly in the ground
for a white and, suddenly she would timber like a child at play. So she went to
purify the earth. She had washed the feet of Narayana and she had passed the
region of the moon. She had been borne on the head of Mahadeva and this
thrice purified. She had come down to the sinful earth to grant salvation for a
fistful of ashes. Such was the greatness of the heavenly borns.

Ganga reached Patala and finally Bhagiradha’s dream came true.
He saw the ashes of his ancestors drenched in the Divine Ganga.

Brahma came to Bhagiradha and said “child you have achieved

something which was by no means easy so long as the waters remain in the
ocean you forefathers who gave the ocean its name Sagara will remain the
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heavens. Ganga will be your eldest daughter in the eyes of gods and she will be
called Bhagiradhi”.

Viswamitra’s narration was complete and he said, Rama my child
as usual. | have been talking for a long. | have told you the story of Ganga how
she came down to the earth. Ganga who was TRIPATHAGA since she has
been in heavens in the earth and in Patala too. Evening is fast approaches let us
prepare to rest for the night.

TOWARDS GAUTAMA’S ASHRAMA

Early in the morning, the party of rishis headed by Viswamitra,
who had princes by his side, went towards, Vishala, a beautiful city. They had
crossed the Ganga with the help of a boat and had reached the other bank.
Rama was still thinking of the glorious narration of the descent of Ganga. On
the northern bank of Ganga they saw the city by name Vishala. As was natural
to him Rama wanted to know whose city it was and who was ruling it now.
Viswamitra said;

“The history of this city goes as far back in time as the churning of
the ocean of milk when Amrutha was found. The Devas and the Asuras vied
with each other to be the sole possessors of the bowl containing vector.
Narayana, with his guile managed to let the Devas have it. There ensued a war
and several of the famed asuras were killed in this war. And so Diti, the mother
of Asuras was very unhappy she asked her husband to help her to be the mother
of a son who would be able to kill Indra. Kashyapa taught her the incantations
and there was one condition which she had to obey with great care she had to be
very careful and clean and should never make a small mistake regarding this
rule. A lapse would mean that his desire would not be granted Diti listened to it
carefully.

She has observed all the rules well and Indra was by her side all the
time. He was attending to her wants and by and large making himself useful to
her. He was her sisters son, on that pretext he was with her. She was extremely
careful. But one day she was careless and Indra who was waiting for this
chance took advantage of it and managed to cut the child into pieces. Try as he
might be he could not destroy the pieces and all seven were crying Diti was
ashes and he did not want her to wake up and he told the crying children do not
cry Maaruda. Meanwhile you wanted me to be destroyed and as a matter of self
preservation, | had to resort to this. But your children are not dead. See | could
not kill them. So powerful is the effect of yours. My Vajra was ineffective.
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There are now seven children instead of one. Forgive me and take your son and
| could not kill them.

“Diti know that they are not going to kill Indra since her Vrata had
been tainted by her lapse. She said, “No one can conquer fate and it is destined
that no evil should be fall you. Since you are responsible for these children,
partly you can take them with you. Though born of me they will be your
brothers. Since you went as saying Maa rude to them they will be famed as the
seven Maruts and let them be the associates of vayu and be with him for ever.
Rama said Viswamitra “This is the place when Diti performed her tapas this is
where seven Maruts were born. Later a city Visala was built by Alambusa are
of the sons of Ishvaku. His descendents ruled this country since then. At this
present moment it is ruled by Sumathi.

We will spend this night here in this pleasant city and proceed to
Mithila tomorrow.

Hearing the arrival of Viswamitra and his disciples, Sumathi, the
kind came to where he was and paid respects to him. He looked at the young
prices and asked Viswamitra who they were and how it was possible with these
young men especially accompanying the rishis. Viswamitra told him about the
yagh and how the young princes had protected by the rakshasas and how Rama
Killed the entire host. Sumathi was amazed at the thrilling narration and after
talking to them for sometime went back to his palace. The rishis spent the night
there and early in the morning they resumed their walk towards the city Mithila.

They reached the outstanding of Mithila and they felt that they
were already in Mithila. It was a beautiful city and they all exclaimed. How
beautiful ? What a lovely city! On the way Rama discerned a very pleasant
looking ashram. It was isolated, situated in a garden which was touching the
edge of the city. Rama looked with admitting eyes at the Ashram. He saw that
there was no smoke plunning towards the sky and he realized that there was no
one in the Ashram. This was very strange and with wondering eyes he turned to
Viswamitra and asked him “Yonder there seems to be an ashrama”. I think it is
very beautiful. But it seems to me as though it is empty. This beautiful ashram
seems to be uninhabited. How is it possible my Lord ? Why is it there is no one
in the Ashrama situated as it is in such sylvan surroundings ?

“It 1s empty because of a great man’s anger”, said Viswamitra. He
continued “I will tell you how it came to pass.” This same spot was once like
the very heaven itself. It was the ashrama of the great rishi Gautama. He
performed tapas here for many years.
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Brahma had created a beautiful woman and he called he Ahalya.
To Gautama was this woman in marriage. And they live here for a long time.

Once Indra, who is famed for weakness for beautiful women came
to the nieghbourhood of this ashrama. After making sure that. Gautama was
away from the hermitage Indra assuring the guise of the rishi entered the
apartment Ahalya was and said “Your are a beautiful woman and my mind is
last us you. | desire you. Ahalya could see that it was not the rishi though the
guise was there. She knew that it was Indra. She was flattered and pleased that
the Lord of heavens desired her and she decided to confirm to his desire. She
agreed to his love making.

When it was time for Gautama to return from the river, then
Ahalya realized the extent of her sin and also the danger which beset her and
Indra. She told him, “Go away from here as quickly as you can. I am afraid of
the anger of my husband please protect yourself from his wrath. Indra laughed
and said “Have no fear. I will take good care of myself and of you too™.

Indra hurried out of the ashrama bent as escaping the eyes of
Gautama. He was just late. He saw the rishi entering the ashrama even as he
was trying to depart. Gautama had just bathed in the river. He was wearing wet
clothes and with his body covered with ashes he looked like Lord Mahadeva.
Gautama was able to know the truth about everything which was happening
around him and with Samidha and Darbha in his hands he stood still looking at
the apparition before him, Indra assuming the garb of Gautama.

It did not take very long of Gautama to guess what had happened.
He bent his angry eyes on Indra and said, “Your vanity about your being
irresistible to women has made you commit this crime. | now curse you. You
will lose your manhood.”

Gautama then entered the ashrama and looked at his wife who was
shivering with terror. He said, “you will remain here, unseen by anyone and
you will be in the ashes and the air will be your food. Years later when Rama,
the powerful son of Dasaradha enters the ashrama, it will be sanctified and you
will regain your form and you will also be cleansed of this sin which you have
committed.”

“Gautama left the ashrama and went off to perform tapas while
Ahalya is waiting for the touch of your blessed feet to purify her and to sanctify
this ashrama. Come let us enter the hermitage and end the torture of this
beautiful woman who is now penitent.
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Rama, Lakshmana and Viswamitra entered the ashrama of
Gautama and saw smooth beauty Ahalya. Rid as she was of her sin, Ahalya’s
radiated beauty and charm like the moon which has emerged from a screen of
clouds. She looked like a sudden flame which leaped out of a cloud of smoke.
She was like the sun reflected in a sheet of water.

Rama and Lakshmana saluted her and flowers rained from the
heavens on them. Gautama came there and blessed the princes. The rishis
spent some time together and then parted.

MITHILA

They walked northwards and soon reached the yagnasala of Janaka.
Rama was staring with wondering eyes at the elaborate arrangements which had
been mad for the yagna. He said “Look my lord : thousands of well read
Brahmins have now assembled here and they are scholars in Vedas. The
ashramas for the rishis have been constructed and they are so many in number.
All the provisions and other materials for the yagna are there and they look like
miniature hills. Tell me where are we supposed to stay ? | am so excited at the
sight of all this ?

Viswamitra chose a spot which was near the water settling there.
Janaka in the meantime heard about the sage Viswamitra and he was greatly
excited. Accompanied by his preceptor Sadananda he walked fast to where the
great man was. He received the sage with great humility. Viswamitra accepted
his homage with graciousness and asked Janaka about the yagna he was
performing. After the exchange of formalities they spent sometime together.
Janaka was immensely pleased that his yagna was to be blessed by the presence
of Viswamira. He stood humbly before the rishi and said “all the preparations
are being made for the yagna. But before it is performed | feel that | have found
the fruits of yagna since it is blessed by your gracious presence. | am greatly
honoured. All my desires will be granted I know, since you have been pleased
to come here in person to bless me. Pandits say that twelve days are left for the
conclusion of the yagna. | am hopeful that you will be with us all the whole and
be present when the Devas come to receive their shares of the Havis. “Janaka
prostrated before the sage and accepted by the sage and accepted the seat
indicated by him”.

Janaka then said, “my curiosity its has been kindled by the sight of
these two young men. They seem to be as valiant as the Gods. They work like
elephants. Their gart is as noble as the gait of lions and as graceful as that of
wild bulls. Their eyes, my lord are wide and beautiful like the petals of lotus.
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They are carrying bows and arrows along with swords. They are like the
Ashvini twins, glowing with a handsomeness which is not of this earth. It
seems to me as though these two are some gods who have come to the earth by
chance. What beautiful eyes! How long! How liquid. Their fingers are
protected by made of leather and they look as though sons of Agni. They are
young men who have entered manhood. Their beauty is such that even men
wish they had been borne as women. Such is the charm of these too. It seems to
me they have come here to make me happy and my family too. How is it these,
who seem to be princes used to luxury. How is that they walked all this
distances. Why have they undertaken this journey and who are these blessed
youths ? Who is the fortunate king who has them far sons ? They are making
this entire yagnasala beautiful with their handsomeness like the sun and moon
beautily the sky. They seem to be Kshatriya and since they resemble each other
so much they must be brothers. Tell me who they are ?

Viswamitra said : “They are the sons of Dasaradha the king of
Kosala. He then recounted to the king about the yaga at Siddhastrama and the
later journey to Mithila. He spoke about the visit to the ashrama of Gautama
and he concluded. They heard me talk about the Siva Dhanush you have with
you. | brought them with me so that they can feast their eyes on the great bow
of Mahadeva which you have been worshipping for generations. They are
archers as you can see and they are naturally eager to see this bow which is
famed the world over”.

When he heard the words of Viwamitra, Sadananda, the preceptor
of Janaka was greatly excited. He was a rishi rich in Tapas which he had
performed and he was the son of Gautama. He could not take his eyes off Rama
who had granted purity to his mother and he addressed Viswamitra “My friend,
my mother who had been suffering for all these years has been seen by the
princes. She has worshiped them and my noble father has come back to
Ashrama. They had been reunited after a very longtime. Great is indeed is my
happiness at the events which have taken place. He then turned to Rama and
said “Welcome to you. You are the scion of Raghuvamsa and you have come
here of accompanied by the renowned rishi Viswamitra. This man has achieved
what cannot be imagined by ordinary mortals. By the power of his tapas he has
become a Brahmarshi. This great man has assumed the role of guardian to you.
You are extremely fortunate in your godfather. He will not talk of himself. So |
will tell you about hiss magnificent efforts and his achievement.

VISWAMITRA
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Pururavas, the ancestor of the Lunar race had six sons, the eldest of
whom was Ayu. His descendants were Nahusha his son Yayathi and after
Yayathi, Puru and the later kings who were more famed as Panavas.

Vijaya was the father of son by name Bheema. Bheemas son was
Kamchana and his son was Jahnu who latter swallowed the river Ganga when
she rushed in tumult following the king Bhagudha Jahnus son was Puru and his
son was Balaaka. His son was Ajaka. Ajaka had a son by name Kusha who had
four sons, the youngest of wom was Kushanabha. Gadhi was the son of
Kushanabha. This Viswamitra is the son of Gadhi. He was known in those days
as Kaushika and he was a famous king. He ruled his subjects well and he was
reputed to be a very good king.

VASISTHA HOSTS THE KING

“Once the king had gone to the forest with a large army. He was
visiting several places. He visited cities which were ruled by him and in course
of his journey he saw may beautiful rivers, hills, and ashramas nestling at their
sides. One such ashrama was that of Vasistha, the son of Brahma. From a
distance Kaushika could see the orchards past the ashrama. Several deer and
other tame animals could be seen and he was very surprised to see Siddhas and
Charanas as well as Gandharvas and Kinnaras. The place was resounding with
the music made by the birds which had nests on the trees and there was peace
reigning in the Ashrama and in the forest which surrounded the Ashrama.

“On going nearer, the king saw several rishis performing tapas and
there were may who were bent on meditation and who seemed to be lost to the
world. It seemed to him that Brahmaloka of which he had heard was not in the
heavens, but here as the earth where Vasistha was”.

It is a rule among Kshatriyas that they should not pass the ashrama
of a rishi without paying respect to him and in turn the rishi has to welcome him
and honour him since a king is said to be Narayana himself Kaushika entered
the ashrama of Vasistha and prostrated before the great man. The rishi was very
pleased with him and welcomed him with great excitement. He sent for a seat
noble enough to debit a king and he made the king sit in it. He offered fruits
and water. Kaushika received all these with a humility becoming a great king
and they spoke to each other about general things Vasistha asked the
conventional questions which should be asked. He said, “I hope your subjects
are happy under your rule which is sure to be righteous. | hope you servants are
well behaved and obedient, all enemies are subdued. Is your army large and
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powerful ? Is your treasury full. Are your children well and happy and
obedient ?

“Kaushika was touched by the words of the rishi and spoke very
humbly and said,” your words full of affection have done more than a feat
cando. You have already given as fruits and milk. The sight of you has made
us pure for drith after birth. What need is there for a feast ? You are the person
who should be honoured as a God and it is not right that you should say |
deserve to be honoured. | will soon be taking leave of you to continue my
journey.

Kaushika felt that it would only embarrass the rishi to feed so may
of them and to save him this he using very tactfully as if to go. Vasistha would
have none of it. Again and again he insisted that the king with his rishis should
stay and accept his hospitality. Finally Kaushika had to accept to his request
and said “So be it my lord you are so eager to play host to us and | have not a
chance to escape from your goodness”, laughing together they walked out of the
ashrama.

Vasistha called out “Surabhi child! Shabala come here. Kaushika
was wondering whom he was calling and even as he was thinking about it a
beautiful cow came and said.” You called me father “Kaushika saw that the
cow was unbehivably beautiful. She was of a lovely shape and her hide was
mottled black and white. Her eyes were soft and gentle and Vasistha said
“Shabala, this is the king of the country by name Kaushika. He has come with
his army. | wish to entertain him and his retinue. Prepare for them a feast with
all the necessary. Let there be nothing wanting and | want them all to go back
satisfied. Hurry and create everything.”

“Shabala was Kamadhenu, the divine cow which rose up out of the
milk ocean when the Devas and Aswas churned it for Amrita she had been
given to Vasistha”.

She created a feast for the royal guests and his attendants. There
were all kinds of food and drinks of every type imaginable. The food was such
that it suited every palate. There were heaps and heaps of all the edibles they
could think of and the guests were served with affection so that every one had
his will of food and was satisfied. Kaushika was extremely happy and he
saluted the rishi with his men.

He then said, “never in my life have I been so entertained and
never have | tasted food like what | ate today. | want to ask a favour of you. |
was greatly impressed by the power of Shabala. Your cow. A cow such as she
should be in the possession of the king of the country. Bounty like her should
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benefit everyone. Please give her to me and in turn, | will give you a hundred
thousands cows. This cow is a jewel and any precious jewel rightfully belongs
to the king. Please give her to me.”

Vasistha was taken aback at the words of Kaushika. But he
controlled himself and softly and said “I hate to refuse anyone anything. But
Shabala is some one different. Not even in exchange for a hundred thousand
cows will off give my Surabhi. You may say that you will give me heaps and
heaps and silver and gold. But it will of no use. | will not part with Shabala
andthat is certain. Kaushika stood as though stunned. Vasistha’s eyes were
now wet and he said” O King. Shabala is part of me and I cannot be separated
from her. It is like trying to part fame from a man who is famous. All my
religious rites are performed because of the gifts of Shabala. | cannot give her
to you.

Kaushika did not give up. He said “I will give you a thousand
elephants fully caparisoned in golds and silks. I will give you eight hundred
horses and chariots. | will give your more if you so desired | will give you a
crore of Kapila cows. Please give this Shabala to me. If you are so desirous |
will give you gold and precious stones without number.”

Vasistha shook his head sadly finally said “No, she is my jewel and
she is my wealth. She is my everything and she is my life. My tapas is all
comprised in her. What is the use of dilating in the subjects. | will never part
with her and it is futile on your part to offer me wealth. | have no use for any of
the things you mention. I have Shabala and she will be with me forever”.

A FRUSTRATED KING

Kaushika was a Kshatriya and anger was second nature to him. He
had never before been baulked in his desire and he had set his heart on this
wonderful cow. He became very angry and he walked out of the ashrama. He
commanded his servants to take the cow by force and they led her out of the
shed. Where she was stationed. She thought to herself “why has the noble
Vasistha abandoned me ? What | have | done that he should punish me thus ?
The servants of the king are dragging me away from here and my father has not
done anything about it! She was crying and her tears were falling fast. Her
signs were audible and he told herself. “I will now go to heir and ask him why
he has allowed this insult to me by the servants of the king?”

“She suddenly broke away from the hands of her captors and ran
with the speed of wind and reached the presence of Vasistha she fell at his feet
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and asked” why have you forsaken me father ? Even as you are looking on,
these men are carrying me away. Why are you allowing this” ?

Vasistha said “you have not been in the wrong and I am not
punishing you.” This king is powerful and he is dragging you away forcibly
from my as ashram. This army of his one are a snohini in number is his and he
thinks he is, invincible and hence his action.”

Shabala said, “My Lord, what is the power of a mere king in the
presence of a Brahmin ? Brahmabala is superior to that of a Kshatriya your
greatness is unequalled in all the worlds. Kshatriya is powerful and no doubt a
greet Kshatriya. Give me permission father, to show him that a weakling like
me, when blessed by you, can be more powerful than he is, | will punish his
arrogance and humble his pride.

Vaistha looked at the cow whose breath is coming in gasps; so
angry was she. Her eyes had become red and her tail has lifted in anger. The
rishi smiled at her and said “Alright I grant you permission. Create in a moment
an army which can tackle the King’s army.

Surabhi just shook her body once and there appeared a huge army.
Hundreds of warriors went to fight with the army of Kaushika finding that his
army was defeated by this are created by the cow, Kaushika with his eyes red
with anger entered the fight and fought with the army of Surabhi. Seeing her
army suffering at the hands of the king. Surabhi created more warriors to join
the fight. Even as the army got thinned out, Surabhi kept on creating more and
more. Kaushika was now joined by his sons and they attacked Vasistha himself.
The rishi with a hunkara burnt all of them and only a heap of ashes was left of
the sons of the king. Kausika was heart broken. He was like the ocean without
its power. Like a serpent with its frays pulsed out like a bird whose weighs had
been severed. His pride was humbled and his face was like the setting sun, all
its fierceness was gone.

“Without a word, with his head hanging down with his eyes bent
on the ground, Kaushika left the ashrama of Vasistha and went back to his
kingdom”.

Kaushika’s anger was unappeased and his thoughts were always
hovering around the humiliating defeat at the hand’s of the cow’s army in the
ashrama of Vasistha. Kaushika was disgusted with everything and he made a
son of his story and mind the kingdom. He then went into the forest. He went
to the slopes of Himavan are where the Khinnaras were he began to perform a
great tapa with a desire to please Lord Mahadeva. After a time the Lord was
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satisfied with his penance of Kaushika and he appeared before him and asked
him, “Why are you performing this tapas ? What is it you desire | will grant
you anything you ask for ?”

Kaushika prostrated before him and singing his praises, he said,
“my Lord, if you are pleased with me, then grant me this boon. I should be
proficient in archery. Grant me that | am master of all the Divine Astras.
Please be gracious enough to accede to my request. Mahadeva said, “I have
given them all to you”. Go in peace.

Kaushika went back to his kingdom. His self respect was restored
and with it, his pride came back to him. It grew tenfold now. He told himself,
Visistha the great rishi, is as good as dead. How can he withstand the astras
which are presided over by the Gods ?

THE POWER OF BRAHMIN

Kaushika went to the ashrama of Vasistha and without any
warning, he began to dispatch the astras one after another. The birds and
animals which were in the ashrama rushed out in panic. The disciples who were
living with the rishi were also startled by the sudden harassment and they fled
from there in fear. The ashrama and surroundings were now as bare as soil
which is salty and bit for nothing. There was silence reigning. Vasistha was
extremely angry with the, cruelty on the part of Kaushika. He told himself for
no reason at all, this king is bent on troubling me again and again. | will destroy
him like the sun burns up snow.

“Vasistha came and stood before Kaushika and said”. This
peaceful hermitage, the heaven of mental peace has been destroyed by you and |
am angry with you. You do not know anything about proprietors and you are a
fool. I am going to kill you.”

Vasistha lifted up his staff which began to glow like the staff of
yama, the lord of death like the fire which burns with out smoke at the end of
the yuga.

“Kaushika was not frightened by his words since he had the Divine
Astras with him. He invoked the astra. Presided over by Agni, the Lord of fire.
Vasistha hurled his dana at Kaushika and said,” so you have came to challenge
me with your divine astras. Let me see your prowess. | am here standing
before you and let me see what you can do. Show me let me see your Kshatriya
bala is great if my Brahma bala. Fool, you are a disgrace to the Kshatriya claw
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to which you belong. You will now see the superiority of the divine powers of a
Brahmin.”

The astra sent by Kaushika was rushing towards Vasistha spilting
fire in all directions. When it touched the Brahma Danda which Vasistha had
planted in front of him, the fire was extinguished like when it is touched by
water. Kaushika then sent out the astras Varuna, Roudra, Aindra, Pasyata,
Aishika and his brows were knit with anger and frustration when he saw each
one of them swallowed up by Brahma Danda. Manavasthra was sent in Vain
and Gandhara the great Jrumbhana and Swaapana. Even Vajra presided over by
Indra was furtile Kausika sent paasas, Kaalapasa, Varun paasa and Brahma.
The chakras followed and many sastras followed. None of them was capable of
superceding the Brahma Danda of Vasistha.

By now the Devas had assembled in the sky’s to witness the
glorious scene where the power of Brahmin was proving itself to be greater than
all the other powers in the three worlds. In despair, the king sent the great
Brahmastra and everyone was watching its progress with bated breath. Even the
Brahmastra was swallowed and followed the same path as others. Vasistha how
glowing like the god of fine and every pore in his skin was spitting fit. The
Brahma Danda was respondent it was like a pillar of fire. The rishis from the
skies and all over the heavens proclaimed “Vasistha, your power is the greatest
power we have ever known you are capable of bearing anyone of these fires and
making them pale into insignificance because of your glory. The good king
Kaushika has been vanquished by you. Please abandon your wrath and let not
the world suffer because of your anger.

Vasistha accordingly calmed himself and his Brahma Danda also.
As per Kaushika, he threw down his bow and arrows and with a long sigh
exclaimed. Fie on the bala of Khatriya! The only Bala worthwhile is the bala
of a Brahmin with his mere staff, this man is able to hold at bay all the astras
which had been given to me by Mahadeva. | have decided to perform tapas so
that | will became like him. | will be equal to him in bala and that will be
Brahma bala and not Kashtriya bala. 1 will realize Brahmatva with my tapas.

“Kaushikas want was full of diverse feelings. His heart was sore
with the defeat he has met with at the hands of Vasistha. His sighs were like the
hisses of a serpent which had been angered by the beatings of a stick. His
hatred for the rishis was also immense.

With so many emotions raging in his heart Kaushika proceeded

towards soul to and began to perform intense tapas with the desire to become a
Brahamarshi. Years passed when a thousand years passed Brahma, the creator
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came to him and said, your tapas have been so intense that the heavens are very
pleased with your concentration. You have achieved what seemed to be
impossible you will from none on be known as Raajarshi Kaushika. Having
granted the boon, Brahma went back to Satyaloka. Kuashika however was not
as pleased as he ought to have been. On the contray he was very unhappy. His
grief was intense and so was his frustration. He wanted the world nad he was
granted a handful of sand. He told himself “after all these years of tapas. | have
been called as a Raajarshi. I feel that [ have not done enough. 1 will try again”.

SIVA’S BOW

With the early sun Janaka came back to Viswamitra and his party.
The king said “Through out the night, I thought about your presence in my city
at the auspicious time. | feel more certain than over that you have come with a
blessing for me. Command me, my lord, how I may serve you?”

Viswamitra replied, “perhaps you are right Janaka and I have came
to you with a blessing. But these princes of Ayodhya who are master archers
have come to look at Sivas bow let the ayudha be fetched out. It may be that
your fortune is still bound to it”.

Janaka sat down with them. He said ‘“Before we look at Sivas bow,
let me tell how I came to have it. My house is called Videha and Nimi was a
great Khatriya in one time. After Nimi, the sixth king in olden times was
Devaradha. It was to Devaradha that the bow was first given and he was told to
keep it safely.”

It happened in these days when Siva’s father-in-law Daksha held
his infamous yagna to which he did not invite either his daughter Sati or Siva.
Sati went anyway. She did not want to be Dakshas daughter anymore and
raising the in her fire in her body. She made ashes of herself. The Devas
watched in terror for in them vanity, they had all come to Daksha’s sacrifice.

Siva arrived at that yagna with his army of ganas. He came with
his bow in his hand to kill Daksha and the Devas. He said, “Sati burnt herself
while you watched. I will part your jeweled heads from your bodies”.

But they fell at his feet and Mahadeva is easily pacified for his
heart is kind. He forgave Devas and gave Daksha a goat’s head in place of the
one Virabhadra had hewn from his neck. It was at that time, as if he did not
trust himself in his terrible grief, that Siva gave his bow for safekeeping to my
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ancestor Devanadha. Ever since the bow has been with us and we have guarded
it as our most precious treasure; the root of our fortune.

Now he glanced. The rishi, who knew the base part of the king’s
story was Yyet to be told, smiled to encourage him Janaka brightened as if a hope
he held dear had been confirmed. He resumed slowly. He had arrived at the
heart of his tale.

The king of Mithila said “Some year ago I was turning the earth for
another yagna. Suddenly before my golden plough I saw a child lay on the
ground like a piece of a moon. She lay smiling at me and my heart would not
be still until 1 had brought her to my wife. We decided to raise her as our
daughter.”

Janaka’s face lit up “we called her Sita, because we had found her
in a furrow in the earth and we soon realized she was no ordinary child. Her
devoton to her parents, her uncoming knowledge of people, her compassion, her
gentleness and grace and matchless beauty are not merely of this mortal world.

He stopped again, and for an instant stared straight at Rama. That
princes heart was in strange, fire that he had never known before in his young
life. He looked away in mild confusion, while Viswamitra hid a smile. Now in
the tare of a sharing a secret. Janaka said, “To tell you honestly, my friends in
Mithila we think of Sita as an avatara of the Devi Lakshmi. Never before has
this kingdom known such prosperity as we have since found her.

They saw his grow moist as he spoke of Sita. | decided she world
marry a prince who was worthy of her. And we prayed that such a man might
came for her smeday. Meanwhile so many Khatriyas came to Mithila wanting
to marry Sita. But I refused them all. One angry king cried at me “To whom
then Janaka will you give your daughter? Without thinking I replied “To the
man who can lift Siva’s bow and string it”.

A hundred Kshatriyas come. But none of them could move the
bow from where it lay let along pick it up. Once an alliance of kings bought a
great army and surrounded my city. How could I withstand such a force on my
own ? | prayed to the Devas and they sent a host from heaven because | was the
guardian of Siva’s bow. How swiftly the battle was concluded the Kshatriyas
fled from the astras of God. ‘Yes quite a tale hays by the bow of Siva.’

He rose and took Rama and Lakshmana by the hand. ‘Come to my
palace and I will have Siva’s bow fetched for you to see’.
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Just within the palace gates, the bow was displayed so that all those
who passed could look at it. It was kept in an iron casket and worshipped with
incense flowers and mantras during the three Sandhyas of the day.

Janaka led them to the palace arena, festive with flags, garlands
and banners for the yagna. Already thousand of people had streamed into it
from far the sacrifice. When his most recently arrived guests were seated with
honour, Janaka clapped his hands to his guards to bring the bow.

In its great casket, Siva’s bow was wheeled in. It lay on a low
golden cent glimmering with jewels. A hundred strong men pulled in the
massive ropes that dragged the cart of eight wheels. This was Siva’s bow with
which he had threatened the Devas. The crowd rose. A vast murmur of “Aum
Nameh Sivaya” was heard like an ocean wave in that stadium.

Janaka came to Viswamitra and bowed to him, to show the rishi
was the most revered person present. The king sail aloud “Brahma risihi
Viswamitra here has the bow of Mahadeva that has broken the pride of many a
Kimpurusha, Kinnara, Asuras or great Naga has been able to left this bow : not
through all ages. Since Siva gave it to my ancestor.

The guards flug back the caskets cover. The jewels on that weapon
shot livid shafts of colour through the day and the crowd gasped. Viswamitra
turned to Rama at his side. The prince was as tense as a bow string himself.
Softy the rishi said, “Rama, my child, go and look at Siva’s bow”.

A hush fell in the crow when Rama rose. He was radiant. He was
unworldly blue. He crossed gracefully to the casket for a moment he stood
gazing at the bow. Then a smile lit his face. He said, “Muni, may I touch the
bow”. Janaka cried of course, “what else have you came for?”

Viswamitra nodded to Rama. The prince leaned forward and
stroked the great weapon with his finger tips. Viswamitra whispered to Janaka
‘Ask him it he can lift it’.

Janaka shot the rishi doubtful glance, he was afraid lest this prince
could not lift Siva’s bow. For suddenly, his heart was set in giving his princes
Sita to Rama and no more else. But Viswamitra insisted, bristling his bows at
the king.

Then Rama himself turned and said in a clean voice. ‘I think I can
lift the bow and string it. May I try?”
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A great intution of destiny swept the people. The crow was on its
feet, ready for a miracle.

“You may cried the king and sage together. Effortlessly as if it was
his own weapon that he carried at his back everyday Rama picked up Siva’s
bow from its casket. The huge crowd signed. Calmly the prince bent the bow
and strong it. A thunder flash exploded in hands. The earth shook and most of
the people fell down stunned. Siva’s awesome bow had snapped in two.

Smiling Janaka embraced him again and again. Then he hugged
Lakshmana and tears in his eyes, he bowed over and over to Viswamitra who
had brought Rama to Mithila.

Janaka cried to the dazed crowd “The prince of Ayodhya had done
what no other Kshatriya could”. I am delighted to give my daughter Sita to him.
There is no warrior in heaven or earth like Rama.”

He turned to Viswamitra “My Lord, may I send messengers to
Dasaradha ? To ask him to come to Mithila, so as Rama and Sita can be
married as soon as possible.

Viswamitra glanced at Rama. He saw joy bringing on the princes
face and he said “Do so Janaka. Let the news fly to Ayodhya within hours. The
kings messengers set out on the swiftest horses in Mithilas royal stables.

From her room, high up in Janakas palace. Sita had seen Rama
when he came and she had prayed he would string the bow. She had lost her
heart the moment she set her eyes on him, it was this prince she had always
dreamt of and waited for. She knew him from long ago from countless lives
before. They had belonged together since the time began.

DASARADHA LEAVES FOR MITHILA

Three days and three nights had to pass before the messengers
could reach Ayodhya. They reached the palace of king and told the
doorkeepers. “We have came from Mithila and we have a message for the king.
Please take us to his presence”. They went to the king and after saluting him in
a manner befilting a monarch they spoke to him and said, “Great one, Janaka
the king of Mithila sends his regards to your gracious self and wants to know if
all is well with you and your kingdom. He asks again and again after your
welfare and that of your subjects.
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“He now wants you to listen to a request of his which has been
approved and sanctioned by the great rishi Viswamitra. These are his words” :
| have a daughter by name Sita. | had announced to the world that she is a
Virasutha. None of the kings who came were able to satisfy the stipulations
which | had laid down. That daughter rof muni has been went now by your
blessed son who was brought to me by Viswamitra. It is my good fortune that
Rama, your eldest son, should be my son-in-law. In the presence of several
rishis kings and citizens the great Divine Bow of Mahadeva was broken by your
noble son. According to my promise, Sita my daughter, will be given to him as
a prize for his prowess. Please accept my gift and honour me. Please come to
Mithila as early as possible accompanied by your preceptors. Your sons are
eager to be reunited with you. You must be gracious enough to let me keep my
promise and let me give my child to your son. The messengers continued,
“Advise by the sage Viswamitra and by his own Guru Sadananda, our king has
asked us to convey to you this message. Please let us also add our entreaties
and request you to come to our city. They waited eagerly for the kings reply.

Dasaradha happy beyond words, looked at Vasistha and Vamadeva
and the ministers in the court and said, “So the children have give to Videha and
Viswamitra. As you have all heard Rama’s prowess has won the admiration of
everyone. Janaka is eager to perform the wedding as early as possible. If you
are all agreeable to it we will, at once leave for Mithila. Let us not lose time.

There was nothing but happiness in the hearts of everyone in
Ayodhya. It was decided to leave for Mithila early in the morning. The tried
messengers from Mithila were duly honoured and they spent the night
peacefully.

IN MITHILA

When the east was heralding the approach of dawn the royal
entourage left for Mithila. The king had asked his treasurer to take as many
jewels and gold with him as was necessary for the occasion. These were the
gifts which a king naturally carried with him when he met other king. In this
instance there was also the proposed marriage of his eldest son. Chariots and
palanquin to carry the members of the royal family were ready. The many
preceptors led by Vasistha were already on the way. The king ascended the
chariot and the journey was on.

It took them four days to reach Mithila even as they were reaching

the city, king Janaka hurried forward to greet the old and venerable king
surrounded as he was by his Kinsmen and the rishis who were his preceptors.
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He spoke to the king of Kosala and said, “It is gracious for your part to have
acceded to my request and to have come to my city. You must honour me by
accepting my hospitality. | have been honoured by the coming of Vasistha and
he is accompanied by great rishis like Vamadeva and Markandeya”.

“Your son! O king has made my dream come true. He has saved
me from breaking my oath about the proper man who should marry my child.
The yagna is at an end. At the conclusion of the yagna you should permit that
wedding of your son to take place with my daughter.”

Dasaradha with his face lit up with a smile of contentment said,
“Receiving of a gift depends entirely on the given Janaka. There is no need for
me to tell you when the marriage should take place. You and your preceptors
will know”. Janaka led them to the palace set apart for them. The risihis all had
assembled there for the sake of yagna and the great Vasistha with Vamadeva
and the renouned Markandeya were honoured all by them.

Tender was the reunion of Rama and Lakshmana with their father.
For the sake of propriety the king had refrained from rushing to Rama when he
saw him. Now they were alone the king shed tears of joy and embraced them
again and again. The night was spent happily with the princess recounting to
their father about the many happenings during their stay with Viswamitra.
Janaka, as was the custom spent the night in the yagnasala.

Early in the morning the king of Mithila became engrossed in the
yagna which had almost had completion. The ritviks surrounded the vedika and
the rites were performed without any disturbance or interruption or lapse to
make its perfection.

Janaka then spoke to his own preceptor Sadananda the son of
Gautama and said “As you know I have a brother by name Kausadvaja who is
ruling over the city called Sankashya. The city has the sweet river Ishumathi
flowing hear her. | wish to send for him and let him share the joy of this happy
occasion with me”. Sadananda at once sent messengers to bring Kushadhvaja to
Mithila. Soon he came and when they had all assembled in the great hall.
Janaka asked his Chief Minister Sudhama to go to the presence of king
Dasaradha and bring him to the court along with his sons.

When the old king arrived there with Rama and Lakshmana,
Janaka with his brother went towads them and with folded palms greeted them
and led them to the jeweled seats set apart for them. Dasaradha then said
“Janaka, my friend. Vasistha will perform everything in the proper manner. It
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Is the custom to related the ancestry of the young man who is to be married and
now | request Guru Vasistha to do the needful.

Kulaguru Vasistha traced the line of Manu elaborating on the
greatness of the kings like Ishavaku who was the first to rule in the city of
Ayodhya. He then spoke of Trisanka, the famed Yuvanashwa, his son
Mandhatra who was called the jewel of Kritha yuga, king sagara, Bhagiradha,
Kakuthsa, Raghu and down of Aja whose son was the present king Dasaradha.
He said “you have heard about the glorious story enough to give your daughter
In marriage to Rama. The son of Dasaradha.

Janaka said, “I would also like to tell you something about the
glorious men who were my ancestors, who have shed glory in our heritage. He
first spoke of their first king Nimi and his son Mitha after whom the city was
called Mithila. The recital went on king after king was mentioned cruel his
glorium achievements. The recited went on king after achievement. The king
Svarna Roma was the father of Janaka; “Who had three brother Janaka
concluded”. I now as you to accept my daughter Sita as the bride of your eldest
son Rama and my other child Urmila as the bride of Lakshmana. He added
“Please make all the many preparations which are religious for these two young
men and three days from today, when the star is in Uttara Phalguni. Let the
marriages be performed.

Viswamitra spoke to Janaka and said “Janaka the alliances which
you have proposed are indeed very good and we are all immensely pleased with
it. | have a suggestion to make. | have been told that this brother of your
Kushadwaja has two beautiful daughters. | ask you on behalf of the king of
Ayodhya to give them in marriage to Bharatha and Satrughna, the other sons of
the king. May the two houses be inextricably bound by these alliances.

The entire hall was filled with words of praise for the suggestion of
Viswamitra and the old king Dasaradha returned to his palace with a glad heart.

SITA KALYANAM

On the morning of the day fixed for the wedding. Dasaradha
surrounded by his entire hoss arrived in the hall which has been set apart for the
wedding. The Princes stood with their father and Vasistha was the officiating
priest. He smiled at Janaka and said, “King Dasaradha accompanied by his sons
is here and they have been prepared for the solemn ceremony. They are
wearing sacred Kankanas on their wrists and please hasten to perform the
Kanyadana which is said to benefit the given and the one who receives.
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Janaka with the rishis Viswamitra and Sadananda to guide him,
purified and decorated the platform set for the marriage by offering flowers and
incense and other symbols of prosperity. These were the rights prescribed in the
Vedas. He then kindled the sacred fire with incantations.

Janaka brought Sita, words were inadequate to describe the beauty
of Sita. She looked like the Goddess Lakshmi. Who had walked out of the
lotus on which she resides, as though she had left the presence of Narayana and
come down to the earth. She was as bright and beautiful as a flash of lighting.
Large eyes like lotus petals were cast down and her hair which was long and
dark was decked with flowers and gunas. She was wearing jewels and her dress
was by the colour of gold which was woven as though swans were string
together. She walked slowly with her father.

Janaka brought her to the presence of Rama and said, “This Sita
my daughter, will be from now, yours. She will walk in the path of Dharma
with you. Accept her. Take her hand in yours and may you both be blessed.
She is a Pativrata a great personage and she will be like a shadow unto you.”

Janaka then poured water into the hands of Rama and thus made
the gift compete. The gift of his beloved daughter to the greatest among men.

When the waters touched the hands of Rama divine music could be
heard from the heavens and the Devas showered flowers on the newly weds.

Janaka then went to Lakshmana and gave his other daughter
Urmila and said, “Lakshmana accept my daughter as your spouse. Take her
hand in yours and make her yours. Bharatha and Satrugna also looked at the
hands of the princes as Mandavi and Srutakirti and their brides making
Pradakshina to the fire and taking the seven steps which is your essential rite.
The excitement of the wedding was over in the morning Viswamitra went to the
palace where the young princes were the took affectionate farewell of them and
proceeded to the north to the Himavan and the banks of Kaushiki where he
always strayed.

BHARGAVA

After Viswamitra had gone, Dasaradha cmae to the leave of
Janaka. The two kings embraced and when time came to bid farewell to Sita,
Janaka was overwhelmed. He clasped her to him and then turned away quickly
he blessed Rama and his brothers, Urmila and his niece.
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Janaka rode out of Mithila to the place where he had com to
receive Dasaradha four meomentous days ago. There he stood in his chariot,
waving after the traveling until they stood on, waving after the travelling until
they dwindled in a distance. And still that king stood on, waving to his daughter
as she rode in Rama’s chariot and once she had parted from her father, she did
not turn back lands, when the riders in the van of the company saw a plume of
darkness ahead. Curling into the clouds. Birds cried in alarm and wheeled
panic stricken. Beasts of the wild dashed across their path, terrified deer herds,
elephants and even a tiger. The darkness whirled towards them, swallowing the
sun and quickly all the sky, until were plunged in an unnatural light. Their
horses reared in fright, whinnying may unseated their riders. A pall of dust
blew at them so they could hardly breath.

The black wind whistled shrilly. Dasaradha creid “I see evil omens
all around. What dreadful spirit is upon us ?”

Vasistha strained his eyes against the spinning darkness. Above
the scream of wind which flew their armour off the soldiers backs, he shouted
“Something terrible approaches. But the blast of the earth run round us in
Pradakshina whatever it 1s will pass.”

But dread quipped the party from Ayodhya. The storm raged
fiercer as the eye of it drew near. Women swooned and strongmen too.
Soldiers were seized by fear and fell from their houses in the dizzy night. Soon
few of the company were still conscious. Only Rama and his brothers,
Dasaradha, Vasistha and some of the other rishis striding at them out of the
freaakish storm, they saw a tremendous figure, illumining the darkness around
him.

He wore the bare garb of a hermit. His unkept jata half of it piled
high in his great head also hurry to his shoulders in thick locks. He lit the night
he brought with the fine that consums the planets when time ends. Those who
had not fainted stood dazzled by him shading their eyes. The blade of the battle
axe he carried in his shoulder glinted at them. In his other hand he carried a
bow a weapon as old and mighty as the one Rama has strung in Mithila. His
eyes burnt like molten drops of the sun. Like Mahadeva came to consume the
Tripuras Parasurama Bhargava, Vishnu’s avatara, Brahman warrior, Bane of the
Kshatriyas stood glowering at them. Vasistha and the other rishis folded their
hands to Bhargava. But inwards they trembled that the Kshatriya slaughterer
was among the princes of Ayodhya. They had heard Parasurama had kept the
oath he swore in his dead father’s name : he had offered Jamadagni tarpana in
blood. They had heard he was satisfied with the river of royal blood he had let
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flow in revenge and to quell the habits of the king’s of earth. Yet it seemed
wrath sat on his brow like thunder today and he came swirled about in a furious
night.

They offered Parasurama Arghya and he took it from them. But all
the while he shook with some powerful emotion.

Then he had done with nicety. He seized the bridle of Rama’s
horse and cried in a voice full of sneering challenge. | have heard of your
archery, princeling the people of the earth speak of nothing else. | have heard
you broke of Siva’s bow and I have brought another bow to test your with. For
I don’t believe what I heard and he stood glaring at Rama, locked with him eye
to eye. But now Rama shone in that gloom as bright as Parasurama himself. A
faint smile played on the Prince’s lips, though he said nothing yet, only held the
Bhargava’s gaze casily. While the other framed at him, and growled at him
trying to shake his composure and make him look away. Abruptly Parasurama
thrust ant the magnificent bow he had with him. This belonged to my father
Jamadagni. If you are who they say by let me see your string this boon and
shoot an arrow from it. If you can, | will consider you a worthy adversary and
we shall fight a duel.

“But if you are afraid only admit it. Accept that [ am your master
and I will leave you in peace.”

Dasaradha gave a moan. His face was white with folded hands he
cried to Parasurama “I heard you had put out the fire of your anger with the
blood of a thousand kings.”

Fear gripped his very soul. But of love for Rama he confronted the
Bhargava. Kneeling he petitioned the apparition of wrath. ‘You swore to Indra
you would lay down your weapons. You went to mount Mahendra to sit in
Tapasya. Then why are you here now to challenge my child ? If you kill my
son, it will be the end of me and my House’.

But Parasurama’s glare did not move from where it was fixed an
Rama’s face. He ignored the king as if he was not there. He said just to Rama
“Viswakarma made two bows in the eldest days. They are the ancestors of all
weapons and a legend across in three worlds. They are infused with the power
of the first days of creation and no more mortal can beat them.

Viswakarma gave one bow to Siva and the other to Vishnu I am

told you broke Sankara’s bow and I do not believe what I hear, because I know
these weapons. If you did break a bow it must have been another. But here in
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my hand is no replica, preinceling. This is the bow of the Blue God who lies
upon Ananthasesha. This is Vishnu’s bow with which he broke a silver from
Siva’s weapon. So the three eyes one was shaken. Then they fought again and
the Devas have to stop them test the stars were put out and the darkness of the
void consumed yes, this is that bow.

“Siva gave his bow to Janaka’s ancestors and Vishnu gave it
Maharshi Richaka. And Richaka gave it to his son Jamadagni, my father. In his
vanity, Karthavirajuna killed Jamadagni. And with this bow, Rama of
Ayodhya, | split the blood of a generation of arrogant Kshatriyas. And I,
Parasurama ruled the world for an age. When | had offered tarpana in blood to
my father. | sat in penance to expiate my sin of killing a host of anointed kings
the earth | left to kashyapa.

He paused and his eyes of full of savage memories. His gaze was
still fused with Rama’s neither wavered. The Bhargava said in his voice deep
with a thousand slayings ‘I have heard not only men but Devas extol yen
praising. If you are truly who they say you are, string this bow and | will
concede that we may fight.

Bhargava thrust the bow forward again. Calmly Rama climbed
down from his chariot. He raised his father up from the ground. Then he went
up to Parasurama.

“You need not repeat yourself Bhargava I hear you clearly said
Rama quietly. ‘I am ready to accept you challenge, because your insult me by
thinking I am afraid of you’. Quicker than the eye sees, Rama took Vishnu’s
bow from Parasurama. One moment, the Bhargava stood thrusting the great
weapon at the prince. Rama had taken the bow from him, stung it with an arrow
like a streak of lighting, drawn the bow string to his ear and aimed the shaft at
the astounded Parasurama’s heart. ‘Bhargava said Rama softly.” Viswamitra is
my guru and | honour him like my father. The Brahmarshi was devoted to his
sister Satyavathi and she was Jamadagni’s mother, you are Viswamitras
kinsman and you are a Brahmana. Otherwise, this arrow would have already
cloven your heart. Now tell me Bhargava, what do you offer my arrow in place
of your life”?

In a moment, the power of an age ebbed. Out of Parasurama’s
body. His hands shook. His spirit quailed for the first time in his life. Knew
that the Kshatriya who stood before him was greater than himself Brahma and
the Devas had gathered in the sky, invisibly to watch this encounter. They
smiled when they saw Parasurama falter before Rama.

63



The fire was gare from the axe bearer weakly he said “you are my
master, Rama of Ayodhya. | will turn back to Mahendra and never came down
again, because | know that he who has came in my place is here. | know who
you are, and it does not wound my pride to accept defeat from you Rama. All
my tapasya is yours.

Rama turned his bow to the sky and shot the arrow of Vishnu
flaming into the darkness with which Parasurama had enveloped them. That
shaft of infinite trajectory still flies through the deepest galaxies. Some say the
earth will end on the day Rama’s arrow returns. The darkness vanished like the
soul from a body at death and the sun shone on them again. Parasurama made a
Pradakshina around Rama, then walked away towards the mountain of his
penance never to return to the word of men. An ancient mantle, which the
Bhargava had worn for an age. Passed on to the one who came after him.

Now Varuna, Lord of the ocean appeared there in light. Rama
gave Vishnu’s bow to him, for the power of that weapon belonged to another
time, another incarnation. If he kept it he would forsake his destiny as a mortal
man.

In place of the cosmic Ayudha, Varuna gave Rama and Lakshmana
each a bow. And these were great weapons as well if not as awesome as Siva’s
or Vishnu’s. The Deva of the ocean also gave them each a magic, inexhaustible
quiver, two swords in jeweled sheaths, and sets of armour, light as wishes
impenetrable. Then the god of ocean vanished.

Once the bow of Narayana was gone, his vertiginous anger seemed
to leave Rama. No more did he burn like the fire that consumes the stars, when
time ends. He was the prince of Ayodhya again and the som of Dasaradha.
Rama said to his father gently “come father let us go house now”!

Dasarada embraced his son. But for the first time he saw who
Rama really was and he felt almost ashamed that he had ever presumed the
prince belonged to him at all.

Such a welcome awaited them at Ayodhya for a month there was
music and dancing in the streets. And the people swore their Rama who the

64



rishis said was Vishnu incarnate had surely find his Lakshmi she was as gentle
and humble he was and they truly were the perfect couple. The light of their
love shone through Ayodhya and the people were full of joy.

But fate had other designs on the lives of the young couple lost in

each other’s tender love. Time had a sinister way to lead them down. Far away
on a jade island a monster lived, whose path was to cross theirs in evil.
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Ayoddya Kanda




AYODHYA KANDA

Kaikeyi was the younger queen of Dasaradha and the mother of
Bharatha. Her father Aswapathi was old and Dasaradha thought that it would
please him if her sent his son Bharatha to Kekaya. He called Bharatha and told
him that he should go and spent sometime in Kekaya with his grandfather and
his uncle Yudhajith. When Bharatha left for Kekaya with him went his brother
Satrugna who was so fond of him that he would never be separated from him.
Satrugna was a noble prince who was able to keep the six enemies at bay, the
enemies by name Kama, Krodha, Mada, Matsarya. He was indeed Satrugna as
his name implied and he was Bharatha’s after ego as Lakshamana was Rama’s.

Ashvapathi, the old king was very happy that the young men had
come to him to spend sometime with him. Though they were treated well
entertained very will by their uncle and grandfather Bharatha and Satrugna
thought of their old father very often. The king also remembered them.

All his sons were dear to the old Dasaradha. To him they were like
his four arms to him and he was happy, since they were born to him when he
was no longer young. Still, though he was fond of all of them. Rama was
dearer to his father than all of them. It was perhaps his beauty and chain or
perhaps many good qualities, noble qualities in him which made the king to
love. Only the Devas knew that Rama was Lord Narayana itself who had
deigned to be born on the earth for the sole purpose of destroying Ravana
Kausalya was contented and proud of Rama and he looked like Aditi, the
mother of Indra.

As for Rama, he was unparalleled in his qualities which make a
man great. He was handsome very pleasing and charming to look at. He was a
very brave Youngman and yet his bravery was combined with mercy. He was
ever tranquil, unruffled by the sway of emotions. He would be friendly with
everyone. He would talk first and talk softly. With affection, even if by chance,
someone spoke harshly to him, he would never reply in the same tone. If
anyone did him any favour, even if it were a small task, he would always
remember it with gratitude, while his own good acts would be forgotten by him
even if they were hundreds in numbers.

Engaged in the Ayudhasala, practicing his archery and other arts,
befitting a Khatriya, Rama would still find time with elders. Those who were
elder to him because of age, because of the greater wisdom, because they were
old enough to teach him the ways of the world. He was highly intelligent and
he had learnt the art of conversing with people. His voice was pleasing to hear
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and though he was a warrior, he never once prided himself on his prowess.
Rama would never tell a lie. It was with him a religious compulsion that he
should not utter untruth even in the most trying situation. He was ever bent on
honouring scholars and elder. He could spend a lay time with them humbly
learning all that they had to teach. Rama was greatly attached to his father’s
subjects and the people of Ayodhya loved him. Each man loved him as his own
son so dear was the prince to everyone. Rama was compassionate and he would
sympathize with any one who was in trouble. He was the first to shed tears if
anyone was in pain or suffering.

He was ever righteous and he had conquered the greatest of
enemies anger. He would never wittily hurt anyone with words. He knew how
to listen patiently to others and to make the proper reply when questioned. In
this art he was like heavenly preceptor Bruhaspathi himself. He was loved by
everyone this young son of the king words could not describe the wealth of
goodness that was Rama. He was the very life of men in Ayodhya. He was also
in the arts which a Kshatriya had to master and he was also very proficient in
the knowledge of Vedas are all its angas. He was greater than even his father in
the art of Warfare.

Born of a line of kings all of whom were paragons of virtue, Rama
was the jewel of them. Righteous and ever truthful, he was form in his
convictions. He was trained by great teachers and he would never forget what
he had been taught. He would always think of new ways of doing things and his
name was used as an example for everything. For every good quality that
should adorn every human being.

Rama firmly believed that the path of Dharma was the only
pathway to be humble. Rama knew how to keep his thoughts to himself and
until it was completed he would not talk about any task which he had
undertaken. He was a sincere friend and he was wise as to the proper use of
wealth. When it should be acquired and when it should be spent.

We well read as he was in the sacred lore Rama was equally
proficient in the fine arts. He could play on the Veena and the flute and he way
an expert in judging the merits of sculptures and other form of arts. He could
control horses and elephants just as well as he could his own feelings. A great
warrior, he knew all the many methods of arranging the Vhuhas, riding the
chariots, fighting from a horse back or on foot. He was greater than all the
Devas and Asuras in the intricacies of warfare.

He was never jealous and anger had no place in his heart. He and
never once insulted his dependants. He knew when to angry and with whom.

67



Never selfish Rama knew how to act according to the situation in which he
formed himself. In short Rama was the home of all the many qualities that can
be enumerated and he was the beloved prince of the citizens of Ayodhya. He
was ever dear to his father and to the people of the country. The earth herself
was so much enamoured of him that she desired to be ruled by him.

A YUVARAJA FOR AYODHYA

As he grew older, Dasaradha’s world was fuller than ever of his
eldest son. The father saw the greatness of the young man with his three
mothers between whom he made no difference with his wife and his brothers
with the risihis and ministers in the palace and outside to palace, with the people
of Ayodhya. And the aging king wanted to crown Rama Yuvaraja the heir
apparent. He longed to see his son stand before him in the royal Sabha,
dropping with the waters of Abhisheka.

‘My Rama will be a greater king then I ever was’ he knew. He is
as strong as Indra and as wise as Bruhaspathi once | made him Yuvaraja, | can
leave this world in peace. But then he began to see evil omens in the air and in
the land and the water that flowed ran queerly. The king thought that these
were signs of his end. He called his ministers and told them he wanted to crown
Rama Yuvaraja Dasaradha asked for the rural people of Kosala and the
neighbouring King’s and chieftains to be called immediately to Ayodhya for the
ceremony. He was in a hurry, the omens disturbed him.

It would take too long for him to invite Janaka, that king would
rejoice, whenever he heard the news. The guests began to arrive. Dasaradha
welcomed them according to their status and his own. There was a regal
congregation in the king’s sabha and the common people thronged the palace
yard and the street outside. Like the sea when the tide is in the crowd surged.

Dasaradha entered frlanked by his gurus. He climbed up to his
throne, the king who was a father to him people. When the cheering died down
and he had their silence. His great voice resounded like a blessing among them.

“You all know that since the golden krita yuga the kings of my line
have ruled your ancestors, since the days of Ishvaku himself. | too have ruled to
the best of my abilities. | have never strayed knowingly from Dharma | have
love you like my children.”

But now this body a mini is old and it cannot bear the burden of
kingship for much longer. The weakness of age is advanced in me. It is time
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before | err as your king that I give the reigns of power into younger hands. |
seek the consent of the wise, who have guided me through the years; | seek all
your blessings. | want to crown my son Rama Yuvaraja and be at ease in my
last years.

There was a swelling murmur of approval from the crowd.
Dasaradha indicated his hands to indicate he had not furnished.

“You all know that Rama has every royal quality and in each one
In more abundance than | ever did. No man was ever more suited than my son
to be a king.”

There was a roar of assent from the crowd. Again Dasaradha
raised his hand for them to be quite.

“But I would only make Rama the Yuvaraja yet, until he grows
used to the burden he must shoulder. If you do not approve of my choice you
must tell me and also whom you would rather have as your king than Rama.

But now there was no controlling them. They began to shont for
Rama until Ayodhya reverberated with the syllables of his name.

“We will see Rama soaked with the waters of the abhisheka and his
head under the white parasol!” Cried some one and the crowed roared Rama to
be king.

Dasaradha held up his hand again. Though his heart was with full
of joy he said ‘I thought you were happy with my reign. Why this unseemly
delight at the thought of Rama being crowned® ?

But there was a twinkle in his eye. His people shouted their
replies. ‘Because he is Rama’, said some one simply ‘We love him’, cried
another. He has more truth in him than the Devas said a woman.

‘He is the greatest of the Ishvakus’.

‘He 1s brilliant’.

‘The strongest Kshatriya of all’

‘Wise beyond his years’

‘He 1s one of us’.

‘he cries when we do’

‘Even the earth wants Rama for her king
She told me in a dream’

‘He 1s as blue as a night lotus’

‘He 1s Vishnu’s avatara’
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‘He 1s beautiful in his body and in his soul’
‘His face wreathed in a smile. “Dasaradha
Cried to Vasistha above din. My Lord let us
Prepare to crown Rama Yuvaraja”

Vasistha ordered the city of Ayodhya to be
Got ready for the coronation.

‘Let there be flowers everywhere, from the palace arches to the
streets, as though they sprouted for joy at this news. Let the royal road along
which Rama rides his elephant be perfumed like the gardens of Amaravathi.
Let there be music and dance. | Vasistha say to you that Gandharvas well sing
in the sky when Rama is crowned and Apsarasas will dance on clouds.

Dasaradha called Sumanthra and said “Bring my son to me”.

Today, Rama had gone out from the city, he should not be present
when the king told the people he meant to make him yuvaraja. Sumantra went
like the very yearning in the old king’s heart and Dasaradha climbed the marble
stains to the terrace of his palace to watch his son ride home. He stood there his
eyes searching the horizon, until a small cloud of dust appeared on it. He saw
Rama’s chariot with the Kovidara banner, as he flew have at his father’s
summons.

With fond eyes, the king watched his prince ride up the highway
into Ayodhya. His lank hair flew behind him. His horses were in thrall at the
one who drove them. Again Dasaradha remarked how long his son’s arms
were. They were at his side hung down to his knee. A thought of the eternal
one who lies on primal waters dreaming the universe fitted into King’s mind.
But he did not care to think who else his son was apart from just his precious
Rama. Just Rama was enough and more for him.

He watched his son climb down from the chariot at the palace door.
He watched him wade through the crowd that reached out to touch him. He saw
him take the steps, two at a time, hurrying to his father whom he loved like his
life. Then Rama was with him on the commanding terrace. Dasaradha clasped
his son in his arms and made him sit next to him on a golden chair.

His eyes mellow with the light of age, Dasaradha said solemnly so
the crowd below heard him ‘Rama, you are my eldest son and deen to me as my
life. These good people want me to make you their Yuvaraja. And | mean to
crown you when the moon is full in the Pushyami Nakshatra.
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The people roared their approval again like the very ocean
shouting. Rama’s have and Jaya! But Rama said nothing only gazed for a
moment into his father’s face, then he prostrated at Dasaradhas feet for his
blessing.

His servants came running to kausalya with the news and she gave
them silks and ornaments. Slowly the crowd began to thin as the people drifted
home. But Ayodhya was alive with the announcement, and soon singing and
dancing broke out on the streets.

But Rama distanced himself from the celebrations. He sat alone in
his own palace lost in thought. He knew he should feel much happier than he
did. But then he was a wise prince and realized that kingship was always more
burden than a privilege. But he had been raised to be a king since he was born
and it was not only this thought that now worried him. Another, deeper anxiety
stirred in his heart for no reason he could name.

Something malignant seemed to mock him from far away, but quite
clearly.

TOMORROW - said the King

When the crowd had all dispersed and when he was alone in his
chambers the king thought to himself and said “Tomorrow happens to be
Pushya and why should | not arrange the coronation to take place tomorrow.
Dasaradha entered his palace and went to his inner most apartments. He
summoned Sumanthra and aske him to bring Rama once again to him.
Sumanthra went to the palace of Rama and he asked the doorkeeper to announce
his arrival to Rama. The prince puzzled when he heard about the desire of the
king to see him once again. He took Sumanthra inside the palace and asked him
“you seem to be in a hurry. I have just returned from the presence of the king
and you say that he wants me there again. Can you tell me why”?

Sumanthra said, “I do not know. The king went to his inner
chambers, summoned me and asked me to bring you to him immediately. That
is all I know. He did not tell me why. Rama hurried into the chariot and went
to the presence of the king and stood as before waiting for him to speak.
Holding him close to his chest. The king embraced Rama again and again. He
said, “Rama, I wanted to talk to you for a while. Child, I am getting old. I have
tasted all the joys which life has to offer. | have performed yagas and | have
been a good king. Because of my good fortune and as a reward of my good
actions you have been born as my eldest son. | have done my duties well and
your coronation is the only task which | have not attended to yet. | want to do it
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as early as possible. | have been having bad dreams, my child and they have
began to worry me. | dreamed that a big burning torch fell on the ground with a
noise like a thunder clap. This means that a calamity is in store for me. And
again the astrologers who have studied my horoscope tell me that my star in
now being attacked by planets Surya, Angaraka and Rahu. These evil omens
spell either the death of the king or some other misfortune to the king. He may
even lose the power of same thinking. | would like to take up the reigns of the
realm before life leaves the frail old body of mine.

Man’s mind is full of uncertainties. Today the moon is in
conjunction with Punavrasu and tomorrow he will be with Pushya. My mind
can think of nothing else unless and until you are crowned. You must be
crowned on the day when Pushya is with the moon and that is tomorrow from
today you must observe all the necessary rituals guided by Vasistha. You must
fast to night with your wife and sleep in the floor where darbha grass has been
spread. Great events like this are apt to be beset with hindrances. 1 therefore
ask you to surround yourself with well wishers.

“Bharatha has been sent away from here and I am of opinion that
this is the proper time for your coronation. | know Bharatha and his nature. |
know that he is devoted to you his eldest brother. He is righteous and he is a
compassionate man, one who can enter into the hearts of others. But then
having lived in this world for years, | have came to know of one truth. Even the
minds of those who follow no other path but of dharma who have been taught
all the rules of conduct. Even they, | say are very rarely happy at the sight of
the good fortune which has befallen to others. The mind of man is very
unsteady and so | have decided to hold the coronation tomorrow. Still Rama
spoke not a word, but went back after taking the dust of the feet of his father.

After leaving the apartments of his father, Rama went to his mother
Kausalya. He found her in the place sit apart for the worship of household
Gods. She was dressed in pure white still and she was reciting slokas in praise
of Lakshmi the spouse of Narayana. Her eyes were closed and he stood by
waiting, Sumitra and Lakshmana too having heard the news, had come there to
be with the queen and they were also standing by, waiting for her to conclude
her prayers. Sita had come there long ago.

When she opened her eyes, Kausalya saw them all standing by her.
Rama approached her and he prostrated before her. He then said, “Mother,
father has commanded me to be the ruler of his subjects. He now told me that |
am to be crowned tomorrow. He asked me to fast to night along with Sita. |
have came to you to ask you to bless me and Sita. Kausalya whose heart had
been waiting for this moment for the past so many years spoke to Rama in a soft
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voice.” Rama, my child may you live long. May your enemies perish. May
you please me and Sumitra. You were born under an auspicious star and your
father is pleased with you and your excellent qualities. | am indeed very
fortunate. My prayers to Narayana have not been in vain.

Rama smiled gently at the words of his mother and then he looked
at Lakshmana and said, “Lakshmana, this kingdom, this honour bestowed on me
by my father is only for you; since you are my very life to me. Rule this world
along with me. | am happy to be the king for your sake. | want you to enjoy the
pleasure of kingship”. He then prostrated before his mother and went back to
his palace accompanied by Sita.

PREPARATIONS FOR A CROWNING

When Rama had left his presence Dasaradha called his guru
Vasistha and said “You must see that Rama and Sita take diksha to night and
keep a fast. So my son will have wealth, fame and prosperity.

Vasistha was a trikalagnani. He saw into the dim future and the
deep past. But now he said nothing of what he saw. He went out and climbed
into the chariot that waited to take him to Rama’s palace.

Rama received his Kulaguru, and they sait in an airy countryard on
silk covered chairs. Vasistha called Sita and initiated the young couple into the
fast for the next days coronation. He sat with them a while then went back. The
people milled outside to see Rama and the prince’s friends and may others of
importance in Ayodhya waited for him.

Vasistha moved through the festive crowds in the streets. The city
was in flower will blooms of every colour. The main roads, the streets and
alleys, the arches, erected hastily and festooned, the houses the towers and the
ramparts, the terraces and great pillars had all trust into a heady spring of
garlands. Joy, that Rama would be Yuvaraja burned through Ayodhya like soft
fire.

Rama came briefly in to his terrace. He waved to the people and
they sang out his name and Sita in a million voices. It was dusk now and the
sky grew dark as the sun sank in the west. It was time he went in and performed
Narayana Puja.
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Later Rama and Sita lay side by side on an acetic bed of darbhas.
Until they fell asleep, they gazed into each others eyes by the moon light
flowing through the window. They were not allowed even touch to night and
they did not break that vow. Outside festivities continued throughout the night.

Well before dawn, Rama and Sita were roused by the Sutas
chanting the Vandhi Magadha. Rama rosed and bathed facing east, he recited
the Gayathri Mantra. He put in white silks and worshipped his Gurus. Outside
when the first rays of the sun sprang above the horizon, the songs took up again.
But in Dasaradha’s palace not all was well.

MANDHARA

On the day the king announced his intention to crown Rama, the
city began to den the garb of gaiety and happiness. That evening a servant maid
of Kaikeyi, Mandhara by name, happened to go up to the terrace of the palace.
It was sheer chance which prompted this woman to do so since usually she was
not in the habit of doing so, deformed as she was, because of a hunch in her
back. The terrace which was as white and beautiful as a stream of moonlight
attracted her, perhaps, or perhaps it was fate which made her ascend the steps of
the terrace of the queen’s palace.

She stood near the parapet of the terrace and looked down at the
city of Ayodhya. Something out of the way struck her. The streets were
covered with flowers and the scent of the water which had been sprinkled on
them reached her. There were banners fluttering everywhere. The people were
all looking greatly excited and there seemed to be excessive joy writ on their
face. She could hear music and she was intrigued as to what the great event was
which the people seemed to be celebrating.

Even as she was wondering, she saw a maid passing by. This maid
was wearing white silk garments and her eyes were dancing with joy.
Mandhara accosted her and asked her “Tell me what is all this excitement about
? What is to happen ? Rama’s mother seems to be giving away gifts to
everyone around. | have never seen it happen before. The citizens seem to be
very happy too. What is the provocation ?”

The maid who was standing by, smiled happily and said, “How is it
you do not know about it ? Tomorrow early in the morning, the emperor is
desirous of crown ling noble minded Rama as the Yuvaraja. There is nothing
but joy in the heart of everyone and that is why the city is looking so happy”.
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Mandhara could hardly stand there listening to her words. Uncontrolled answer
filled her hearts and with the maid watching her with wondering eyes, she
hobbled down the steps of the terrace without speaking even a word in reply.

Mandhara went straight as an arrow into the chambers of Kaikeyi,
the young queen. She was the beautiful mother of Bharatha lying down in a
conch half asleep Mandhara rushed up to her and said “Get by you stupid
woman. This is not the time to lie down. Great danger is approaching to you.
You will soon be drowned in a sea of sorrow and without being aware of it you
recline on the conch as though nothing has happened. You are blinded by the
assurance that the king is lost in you, that he loves you more than he loves
anyone else. Can you not see that the love of king is like a summer stream short
lived ?”

Kaikeyi paid no attention to the words of Mandhara. Evidently she
knows the old woman who had come to Ayodhya with her when she was
married. She had been with her ever since she was a child and she was granted
certain privileges because she had brought up Kaikeyi. After a while the queen
looked at her and said, “Mandhara, I hope you are well. Your face looks as
though you are sick. You seem to be unhappy about something. What is
bothering you ?”

Mandhara stood fuming with anger. After a while, composing
herself she said ‘Madam the king is contemplating your destruction even at this
very moment. He is planning to crown Rama as Yuvaraja tomorrow. As for me
concerned as | am about you and your welfare. | feel | am burnt up by grief and
anger. You will be destroyed my queen and | have come to find you a way to
save you. Kaikeyi, you know how much I love you. Your happiness is my
happiness and when. threatens you, it threatens me too. You were born as the
daughter of a king and you have been the dear queen of an emperor. How is it
then you do not know about the intrigues in the royal court ? Your Lord, the
king, talks glibly about Dharma but he is deceiving you. He speaks words
steeped in honey but he is very cruel. You are very simple trusting and very
innocent. You are not able to perceive the truth about the nature of the king.
All these years, he has been talking to you words of such sweetness that you
have not been able to see through his deception. Look he is now granting all
good fortune to Kausalya and not to you.

“With evil designs forming in his mind, he has sent away your son
to the kingdom of Kakaya and when there is no obstruction in his path he is
going to establish Rama on the throne. You do not know about it, but the king
is really your enemy. He is like a serpent. Since he is your husband, you have
never questioned his actions and like a mother does her child. You have taken
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this serpent in your hands and placed it on your lap. And an enemy of a serpent
when unnoticed, is sure to hurt and that is what the king is doing now. You are
a mother and your motherhood is being ignored. It is time for you to wake up
from this dream of security. Seek the good of your son and thus save yourself
from calamity and me too, along with you™.

Kaikeyi had not even bothered to get up from her couch. The
words of Mandhara “The king is crowning Rama as the yuvaraja tomorrow”
were all she heard. She would not listen to anything else. She was full of
happiness and her face became as charming as the moon during the season by
name Sarath. Pleasure and surprise were writ on her face.

Impulsively she removed a costly necklace from her neck and gave
it to Mandhara saying “O Mandhara, what a glorious thing to happen, and you
have bought me the good news. Take this as my gift for making me so happy.
If you want anything more, ask of me. | am so happy, my Rama is to be the
Yuvaraja tomorrow”. She paused for a moment and continued. “I am very
pleased by the decision of the king. | have never made a difference between
Rama and Bharatha as far as my love is concerned. They are both my son. | am
well pleased with this event. You could not have given me any news more
welcome as this.

Mandhara, filled as she was with hatred anger and grief flung the
jewel on the floor. Kaikeyi could not understand why she is behaving like this.
She stared with her eyes open in wonderment. Mandhara said “How careless
about yourself and your future can you be that you can rejoice at this! You still
do not seem to realize that it means nothing but sorrow for you are indeed very
childish. Only a woman like you will rejoice at the good fortune that has
befallen another queen of the king. Tomorrow during the time when the star
Pushya is in the ascent. The wise men of the court will perform the abhisheka
of Kausalya’s son. Is it not evident that the king really favours Kausalya and
not you ? With the obstacle in her path wiped away. Kausalya will be the
favourite of all. Everyone will attend on her here afterwards since she will be
the queen mother and as for you, you will also stand by as one of her
handmaidens your son Bharatha will have to be a serf to Rama.

Mandhara paused for breath. She was still fuming with rage and
frustration since Kaikeyi would not listen to her. The queen intervened and said
“Mandhara, Rama is righteous and he has been trained in the path of Dharma by
the best of men. He is a noble and gentle sould. He is no enamoured of wealth
or kingdom. He is the eldest son of the king and it is but right that he should be
crowned as the Yuvaraja. Throughout his lifetime he will protect his brothers
and all his king folk like a father will his children. Why do your feel so strongly
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about this ? After a hundred years of Rama’s rule Bharatha will become the
king. The present event Rama’s coronation, is welcomed by all as a happy
event. Why should you and only you be unhappy. Bharatha is no doubt dear to
me. But Rama is even better than Bharatha. He loves more more than does his
mother Kausalya. He loves his brother so much then it is immaterial whether
Rama is the king or Bharatha. The kingdom will belong to both of them and to
their brothers too.

Mandhara sighed as though her heart had already been broken and
with her voice choked with tears she said “What I am to do with you and your
foolishness ? You are surrounded on all sides by the terrible dangers which will
lead you to eternal sorrow. This sea is threatening to engulf you and your refuse
to realize. Listen to me Kaikeyi Rama will become the monarch. It will be his
son who will rule after him and not your sun. Bharatha will be just an object of
ridicule.

Remember, all the son of the king are not entitled to be the heirs.
If it were so, there will be many difficulties which have to be faced and that is
why the rule has to be laid down that the king should be allowed to use hi
discretion to choose one of his son as his successor. Your son is destined to be
ignored by all and be treated as an underling. | came to you because | wish you
well and you do not seem to understand me.

“Your rival Kausalya seems to be have come into her own and you
rejoice so much over it that you reward me with a jewel for bringing you the
dire news. | assure you of are fact, once his family is established on the throne,
Rama will either banish Bharatha from the country on even seem his dath.
Bharatha is a pure minded youngster, and he is away in his uncle’s house at
Kekaya. Do you not know the simple truth that love thrives only when the
persons are with you all while ? Shatrugna has gone with Bharatha. The world
knows well the affection which exists between Rama and Lakshmana. Rama
will never injure Lakshmana but the same cannot be said about his treatment of
Bharatha.

| assume your, Rama will try to harm Bharatha. I suggest that you
send word to your son to go away to the forest from the palace of the Kekaya
king. However if it is possible for Bharatha to be made the heir to this ancient
kingdom of Kosala, then it will be a matter of pride to you and those who are
devoted to you.

“It stands to reason that Rama will not treat your son as a brother

since Bharatha will be a rival to him. Accustomed as he is the luxury and
comforts, how can Bharatha expect the same life after the coronation of Rama ?
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He will be like an elephant in the forest oppressed by a lion. You are the only
one capable of saving him.

“Again, think of yourself what have you been doing all these years
? The king has choosen you as his favoured queen and pride had give to your
head so much that you have constantly insulted Kausalya. Now that she has a
chance to retaliate, do you think the queen mother as she soon will be, will
hesitate to assert herself and punish you for your arrogance ? The moment
Rama is crowned, all your privileges as the dear queen of Dasaradha will be at
an end and your son. Bharatha will be destroyed. | hope you have realized the
truth of my words at least now. Make haste and think of a method by which
Bharatha will be crowned and Rama banished from Kosala.”

KAIKEYI’S DECISION

The poison began to work. Mandhara’s words had the desired
effect and Kaikeyi who was all for Rama changed suddenly. Her face was now
flushed with anger and signs escaped her. She said, “you are right Mandhara,
you are right. Rama has to be banished. | will today, at this very moment send
Rama away to the forest. | will summon Bharatha from Kekaya and crown him
as the Yuvaraja, Mandhara tell me how | am to accomplish Yuvararaja as to
how | am to accomplish this ? Rama should go and Bharatha should be the
king. How | am going to do it ? Think deeply and advise me as to how | can
do it “?

The sinful hunchback spoke slowly and deliberately, “May the
gods be praised that you have came to your senses finally. | will tell you how to
achieve the crowning and the exile of Rama”.

“Kaikeyi, have you forgotten something which happened long ago
? You confided it to me then and evidently you have forgotten it or perhaps you
do not remember anything which | told you. If you wish that | should repeat
what you once told me I shall do so to please you”.

Kaikeyi rose up a little from the conch where she was leaning and
said “I am not playing a game with you have do I remember anything which 1
told you”. I am impatient. Tell me how I can make Bharatha king instead of
Rama, Mandhara spoke with a wicked smile lighting her ugly face. | want you
to go back several years. Do you remember the war in the high heavens when
the Devas fought with the asuras ? King Dasaradha has been asked by Indra to
help and he went and with him you. Sambara was the asura who was the chief
enemy of Indra. During the night the asuras entered the encampment and they
began to kill the men there. Your husband fought with all of them and finally
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he fell down senseless. Dasaradha was hurt. You carried him away from the
site of danger. Dasaradha was nursed by you and his life was saved by you.

Pleased with you and you devotion he granted you two boons then.
You said “I do not need them. If at any time I need them very badly. I will ask
you for them. ‘so be it’ said the king and then the matter ended. You once told
me about this and | have not forgotten it.

“Kaikeyi, the time has come when you must ask the king to grant
you these two boons. One of the two boons is the crowning of Bharatha as the
Yuvaraja and with the other you can have Rama banished to the Dandaka forest
for a duration of fourteen years. This is the way to force the hand of the king
and assure yourself that Bharatha will be the king.”

Kaikeya was listening to the words of Mandhara. The wicked
woman continued : Kaikeyi, you must enter the gruna called Krodhagriha — the
chamber you stay when you are angry about anything remove the beautiful silks
you are wearing and dress yourself in soiled clothes. Lie on the bare ground as
though you have been weeping for a long time and that you are unhappy.

The king will surely came to see you night. Behave as though you
are angry. Do not receive him when he comes to you nor should you reply
when he talks to you. Your are very dear to the king and he will even fall into
the blazing fire if you so desire. | have no doubt about his love for your. He
cannot bear to see you angry on unhappy. He will try to pacify you in
everyway. He will say that he will even give up his life even if it will please
you. Remember that the king loves you to distraction. He cannot refuse you
anything.

“When he sees you on the ground he will try to placate you with
gifts of gems and pearls and lovely ornaments. Be very careful and do not be
distraced by these”.

Remind him of the boons we granted in the days of yore and make
him promise you that he will grant you anything these boons. Everything
depends on you and your firmness. He must promise to give you anything you
ask for and on your firmness. He must promise to give you anything you like
and then only your should mention the boons and ask for them. When the
boons are granted you should tell him what you they are you should say “send
Rama to the forest for the duration of fourteen years are make Bharatha as the
Yuvaraja”.
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“It Rama is away in the forest for a long time. Your son will be
able to establish himself firmly on the throne and they can dislodge him.
Remember you must take care that Rama is banished. That is the only one way
to make your son’s future secure. Rama, who will be away from the kingdom
for fourteen years. Will soon be forgotten by people and that boon should be
granted by the king at any cost, you must make sure of that. Do not let your
mind weaken when the king appeals to you to change your mind”.

Kaikeyi listened to the words of Mandhara carefully and she
decided to do as she was told. Alas, the princes had, till then been famed for her
sweet nature. The entire city of Ayodhya knew about the affection she had for
Rama and about the respect with which Rama treated her. He spent more time
with her than with Kausalya and Kaikeyi was pleased with it. Even Bharatha
did not enjoy the privileges which Rama did in the hands of Kaikeyi. But
because of the evil genius in the shape of sinful Mandhara she agreed to do
something which she would never have done on her own. Evil was so disguised
that it appeared to be good and Mandhara who was clever enough to know the
workings of the mind of Kaikeyi took advantage of her weakness and killed the
goodness in her. With a glad heart, Kaikeyi spoke to her. “You are my well-
wisher and no one has thought of my future as you have. You are a wise
woman and | did not know it till now. But for you, | would never have known
the real nature of the king. Mandhara, my beautiful Mandhra, when my
Bharatha becomes king | will decorate this hump of yours with golden
ornaments. | am very grateful to you.

With a smile Mandhara brushed aside and said, “Kaikeyi that is all
in the distant future. At the moment you should hurry and set about the task
ahead of you. Evening is fast approaching and this is time when the king comes
to you. Prepare yourself before he arrives”.

Kaikeyi the proud and beautiful queen of Dasaradha went to the
sulking room and Mandhara went with her. She took off her precious jewels,
necklaces of pearls, golden bracelets, earrings and all the many auspicious
jewels which a woman wears. She removed her costly silks too and dressed
herself in an old soiled silk.

She then spoke to Mandhara and said ‘Mandhara — my mind is
made up when Rama goes to the forest, Bharatha will rule the kingdom’. If I
am not able to achieve this, consider me to be dead you can be assured that the
king will not be able to change my mind with offerings of gold and jewels.
Until Rama leaves for the forest, I will not wear flowers. | will not use
perfumes and I will not darken my eyes with collyrium. | promise you, I will
not succeed in my attempt.
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Kaikeyi removed all the auspicious jewels and with flowers and
gems and jewels lying about her, the beautiful queen of Dasaratha lay on the
ground and looked like a Kinnara woman who had lost all her plunge and had
been flung down to earth.

THE LONG NIGHT

Dasaradha came to Kaikeyis apartment it was with her that he most
of his nights. To night he came with news that he was sure would fill her with
joy, because Dasaradha knew how much Kaikeyi loved Rama.

Usually she would be waiting for her. But to night the guard said,
‘the queen is in the Krodhagriha’.

It was the first time Kaikeyi had ever entered the chamber of anger.
Dasaradha rushed to her. He threw open the door. The darkened room was lit
by two oil lamps. He saw his lovely queen on the floor. She wore a gown made
of coarse cloth. Her long hair was loose and disheveled. Her ornaments and
flowers lay where they had been flung, glimmering in the lamplight. And she
lay with her face in a pool of tears her kohl smeared across her cheeks. She
moaned to herself, tracing patterns in her tears with a finger like a mad woman.

Dasaradha took her hand ‘Kaikeyi’

What happened ? Are you ill 2’

She pulled her hand away and quashed her teeth. She did not
speak.

“Who has hurt you my love ? TI’ll have his head, I cannot bear to
see you like this. My life is made of your smiles and you know it Kaikeyi.
Please talk to me who hurt you ? Do not weep. These tears do not become you.
Do you desire to send to his death anyone who is innocent ? Or do you want me
to lean unpunished are to be punished. If you want me to live please make haste
and lets me what you desire. | cannot live without you and your smiles. You
know the wrath of love | have for you. | swear by all the punya I have
accumulated to do as you please. Evidently you want something and you feel
shy to ask me. Do not hesitate. First get my up from this floor and tell me what
is worrying you”.

Reassured that the king would get what she desired Kaikeyi began
to talk “I am not unwell” nor I have been insulted by anyone. I am eager to get
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something done and only you will be able to satisfy my wishes. You told me
just now that you would do so. If you swear that you will do what | ask you to
do, then and then only I will tell you what I want”.

The poor king, smitten with love for this beautiful woman smiled a
little at her elaborate preface and caressing her head with his hands, he said,
“Kaikeyi, you know how much I love you, you mean everything to me. It at all
there is anyone dearer to me than you, it is Rama my child | swore in the name
of Rama that | will give you anything you ask for”. Rama is very life to me and
| repeat | do swore by him that you can ask what you want and get it from me.
Ask and put an end to my suffering. “He paused for a moment and said,”
Kaikeyi. If I do not see him for more than a few moments, my life threatens to
leave my body, so dear Rama to me. Can you still doubt my words when | have
sworn by him that | will grant you your wish ? Do not have any doubts about
my words. It is a solemn practice.

Like a king cobra uncoiling herself, Kaikeyi raised herself from the
floor and looked at the king. There was triumph in her glowing eyes since she
knew that her desire would be fulfilled. The king sworn in the name of Rama.
She said “you have promised to grant my wish. Let Indra and Devas bear
witness to your words. Let the Sun, Moon, the Sky and the Planets be my
witnesses. Let the heaven and the earth listen to me. This great king who has
never once swerved from the path of Dharma, who has never spoken an untruth
has agreed to give me what I desire”.

Dasaradha was listening to her with a smile on his lips and
wonderment because of the words she was using to make sure of his promise.
Kaikeyi said “Listen my lord, If you take your mind back several years, you will
remember the won between the Devas and Asuras when you were asked to fight
with Sambara. During that war there was a time that | saved your life and in
appreciation you granted me two boons. | had told you that I would ask for
them when | needed something bady. The time has come when | want them.
Please good enough to give me those two boons. | had told you that | would ask
you for them. If you refuse to grant them after promising to, | will give up my
life. I will now tell you what | desire. Please listen to me carefully”.

You have made all preparations for Rama to be crowned as
Yuvaraja let the preparations remain as they are only | want Bharatha to be
crowned as Rama. As for the other boon, wearing deer skin and tree bark,
Rama should spend fourteen years in the Dandaka forest. | want my son
Bharatha to be crowned and it is up to you to keep your word and do the
needful. | want Rama to be banished at this moment.

82



“You have been famed the word over for your truthfulness and for
your walking in the path of Dharma always you belong to a line of kings and
stood for they righteousness. Do not disgrace the Rama of your house and by
refusing to grant me my boons after promising to give me anything | ask for.

Dasaradha was too surprised by her words to react at once.
Suddenly he realized what she had said and he fell down in a faint.

He recovered after a while and said, “Am I dreaming ? Is this a
nightmare ? or am | loosing my reason ? Is this incident which happened in my
previous birth which I am remembering now ? As I sick and is this a distortion
of mind which makes me think I heard these words from Kaikeyi “?

He looked at Kaikeyi and she stood silent as though expecting an
answer from him. He trembled like a deer. Which is threatened by a tigress.
He realized that it was not a nightmare but realize which faced him. He was
sorely distressed and he could not speak a word. He was like a serpent which
had been bound by the chanting of speaks and had been rendered immobile. He
signed as though his very life were ebbing away from him and then sat on the
ground. He tried to talk but fainted again unable to bear the sorrow which had
visited him so he lay for a long time, and came to his senses again.

Anger now took the place of sorrow and spoke to Kaikeyi. “What
a cruel woman you are! 1 had not realized what a cruel woman you are until
now. You seem to be set on the destruction of my entire house. What have |
done that you would punish me like this ? What have you against Rama that
you whish him to be banished ? He did you no wrong. He is ever devoted to
you and he considers you to be as dear to him as Kausalya. How then can think
ill of him. | brought you to my home as a bride and made you my favourite
queen. | did not realize that | brought a poisonous serpent and foolishly clasped
it to my bosom. The entire world is all the praise for Rama. What fault have
you found in him that you should hate him so ? How will | justify my act when
I am questioned about Rama’s exile. I can live without Kausalya or Sumithra. |
am prepared to leave even my kingdom.

AT THE PALACE

At crack of dawn, the sutas began to sing outside the door to wake
the king. But the sky was overcast and the people of Ayodhya wondered that
the morning Rama was to be crowned should be so forbidding. It seemed an
evil omen on this auspicious day. Soon a grey drizzle began.
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Kaikeyi prodded the king awake that morning of fate. He hoped to
wake from his nightmare to find that was all it had ban and last night a dream.
But ugly qued in her eye, his queen said to him ‘Don’t bring shame in yourself
Dasaradha by breaking your sacred word’.

He groaned. He awoke trembling. His eyes darted around the
room now filling with wall light. Dasaradha whispered ‘let Rama be prepared
to perform tarpana for me with the water for the Abhisheka’.

He looked imploringly at Kaikeyi. She wore friney once more.
Ornaments glittered and cried. “Enough, day has dawned. Send for Bharatha
and have him crowned. Let Rama leave for the forest”.

Meanwhile, Vasistha and his sishyas arrived in for the coronation.
Despite the drizzle the streets of Ayodhya were filled to bursting. The people
chanted Rama’s name. Vasistha said to Sumantra to go and tell Dasaradha the
fire is kindled and the Muhurtham is here. But, | can never give up Rama.
When my eyes light on Rama’s face, my heart becomes full of joy and when he
Is not with me. | am the most unhappy of all beings. The world may live
without the sun. Plants may be able to live without water, but | will not live
without water. Abandon this sinful thought from your mind. If you so desire |
will fall at your feet and ask you to have pity on Rama.

“Kaikeyi, tell me how this sinful thought came to you mind ? All
your testing the extent of my love for Bharatha by asking me to grant this love
of boon to you ? You love Rama as much as | do! Often you have told me :
Rama your eldest son is dear to me and he is my eldest son too. He is righteous,
truthful and very dear to me”. You have ever been pleased with Rama some
one has been poisoning your mind against him and you have been led by astray
by others. That is why you are torturing me like this. A great blot will taint the
name of the Ishvakus if. | agree to your wish I still cannot believe hat you can
speak such harsh words you have ever been so thoughtful about my happiness
and this is unlike you. You do not realize the extent of your foolishness in
behaving thus. Bharatha and Rama are both dear to you. How then can you
think of Rama spending fourteen years in this forest.

“There are so may women in my harem and among all the inmates
of this palace not one has found fault with Rama about anything. He is loved by
everyone. He is devoted to truth and that is why he is dear to the elders. Heis a
great warrior and the enemies are afraid of him because of that. He has
conquered the minds of the people by his affection and by is generosity.
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“Kaikeyi think for a moment of Rama and his noble traits
selflessness, ability to control his senses at all times, humility, intelligence as
well as wisdom and above all. Pleasing everyone by his bevaiour. You have
known all these and often have you spoken about them. How then can you find
fault with him suddenly and find him to be such a sinner as to deserve exile
from the country ? | have never once spoken harshly to my Rama now to make
you happy, you want me to do him this injustice. How is it possible what is left
for me in this world if Rama goes away from me ? Kaikeyi, | have reached the
end of my life in the earth. | am old and my mind is sorely distressed by your
words. Please have pity on me and change your mind. | will give you
everything | can lay hands on. But grant me this Rama shared never leave me
and go away.

The king was drowning in the sea of sorrow and his appeal was
piteous. Again and again he appealed to her beseeched her, but it was of no
avail. She stood firm and he heard her harsh words. “You gave me two boons
and now you are full of regret for having done so. How can you consider
yourself righteous ? When good people near about this what will they say ?
You will have to tell them. This Kaikeyi once saved my life and pleased with
her devotion, | granted her two boons. But I refuse to keep my word because it
does not please me to do so”, you are an untruthful man. You are born in a time
of King’s famed for their truthfulness. The great Sibi and the incident of hawk
and the dove are too well known to me to talk about them. Alara, to keep his
word, gave away both his eyes to a Brahmin since he had promised me to do so.
| have been told that the ocean does not break its boundary because of the
dharma of the kings who ruled before you. Born in an illustrious time of kings,
you wish to transgress dharma. You wish to abandon truth and righteousness
and after crowning Rama as the Yuvaraja you wish happy with Kausalya. You
are a wicked minded king and your mind follows only the lath of Adharma. |
am not concerned about you opinion of me. You may consider my request to be
unjust. But the fact remains that you should keep your word and give me what
you promised. | however in spite of all this. You decide to crown Rama | will
myself by drinking poison. | prefer death to the indignity of seeing another
woman becoming the queen mother. | swear to you in the name of Bharatha.
| will be satisfied by one gift, the exile of Rama nothing short of it will please
me.”

Kaikeyi paid no heed to the King who was crying piteously. He
lost consciousness for a long time and she was quite concerned. When he woke
up he set her eyes in her but he spoke nothing. He had been bound by his oath
and he could not find anyway of extricating himself from it. He was mumbling
to himself as though he were demented and again and again he spoke Rama’s
name.
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Once again he spoke to her and send Kaikeyi same he has been
trying to influence you and some one has made you to behave like this. By
nature you have never been cruel. Some demons seems to have entered your
mind and you seem to be under its way. All these years you have been like an
innocent child and this is uncalled for in you. Why this sudden decision to see
Bharatha as king and to see name banished from my presence. If your want to
save the life of your husband and the citizens of Ayodhya. Please thrill again
and withdraw your request. Save me my queen.

He realized that she would not relent. His sorrow turned to anger
and 