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Introduction

Before the metallic tang of blood stained the blinding, sun-drenched

golden sands, before the deafening cacophony of the monkey 

hordes crossed the churning ocean, and long before the avatar of 

Vishnu walked the earth, there was only the pure, burning light of 

my ambition. I am Ravana, king of Lanka, lord of the Rakshasas, 

and conqueror of the three worlds.

My dominion stretched from the golden shores of my island fortress,

thick with the scent of sea-salt and blooming jasmine, to the starry,



shimmering heavens themselves, where the very atmosphere 

vibrated and even the gods trembled at my name. I was not born to

obscurity; my lineage was intricately woven from the spiritual fabric

of chanting sages and the dark, thunderous power of demons alike.

For ten thousand years, I stood upon the frozen, desolate, and 

howling peaks of Gokarna, offering my very heads to the roaring, 

blindingly bright ascetic fires, inhaling the scent of burning flesh and

sandalwood to win the favor of Mahadeva, Lord Shiva. My devotion 

was absolute, radiating like a sun, and my sacrifices were 

unparalleled; I had ten heads, twenty arms, and an intellect 

sharper and colder than any steel blade forged in the smoldering, 

sulfurous fires of the underworld.

The gods had cursed me with immortality through my devotion to 

Shiva, but a cold wind reminded me they could not shield my family

from visceral mortal cruelties. With the boons I secured, the air 

around me crackling with divine energy, I unseated my half-

brother, Kubera, claiming his glorious city of Lanka—a metropolis 

gleaming with the iridescent light of crystal and the blinding luster 

of solid gold.

Under my rule, surrounded by the sweet scent of lotus pools, the 

Rakshasas experienced a Golden Age where the planets aligned 

themselves in harmonious resonance according to my whims. The 

winds themselves dared not blow too fiercely against the delicate, 

fragrant blooms of my gardens. I was the master of destiny, the 

supreme sovereign whose massive, imposing shadow literally 

eclipsed the blazing heat of the sun.

Yet, for all my cosmic, world-shaking might, the deepest 

vulnerabilities lie in the warm, crimson blood that runs through our 

veins. This is the chronicle of how a single, sharp insult unraveled 



an empire of light, and how the greatest king of the age was 

brought low not just by divine decree, but by the relentless, 

crushing, and tragic weight of his own absolute pride.

Chapter 1: The Insult That Ignited the Flame

The weight of my conquered worlds felt distant on the day 

my sister returned to Lanka. My sister, Shurpanakha, was a 

fierce beauty, wild and untamed like a tempest, roaming the 

fragrant, earthy forests with the freedom I granted her as a 

member of my royal bloodline.

My sister, Shurpanakha, was a fierce beauty, wild and untamed like 

a tempest, roaming the fragrant, earthy forests with the freedom I 

granted her as a member of my royal bloodline. It was in the dense,

shadow-draped jungles of Dandaka, thick with the scent of damp 

moss and decaying leaves, that the outrage occurred.

Shurpanakha, ever the adventurous spirit, encountered two exiled 

princes amidst the rustling greenery—Rama and his insolent brother

Lakshmana. She was drawn to their warm, human allure, perhaps 

seeing in them a bright novelty amid her immortal, cold-blooded 

kin. In her boldness, the air thick with tension, she proposed 

marriage to Rama, only to be mocked with cruel laughter and 

summarily rejected.

But it was Lakshmana who crossed the line that no man should 

cross, drawing a blade that glinted maliciously in the dappled 

sunlight. In a fit of rage or mockery—I care not which—he drew his 

sword with a sharp, ringing hiss and severed her nose, disfiguring 

her in a violent spray of blood that scarred not just her flesh but her

very soul.



When she returned to Lanka, her face a horrific ruin of crimson 

blood and salty tears, my heart burned with a fiery, suffocating 

fury. "Brother," she wailed, her voice echoing mournfully as she 

collapsed at my feet in the grand hall of my palace, where massive 

golden pillars rose like the gleaming spines of defeated enemies. 

"They have made me a monster!" she cried, stating that no suitor 

will look upon her now, making her unfit for marriage and a 

laughingstock among our people.

I lifted her gently, my twenty strong hands cradling her trembling, 

broken form. The gods had cursed me with immortality through my 

devotion to Shiva, but they could not shield my family from such 

visceral mortal cruelties.

"Who dares this?" I demanded, my voices booming and echoing in a

terrifying, thunderous unison from my ten heads.

"Exiles from Ayodhya," she gasped through her pain, naming Rama,

the so-called virtuous prince, and his brother Lakshmana, who hide 

in the forest with Rama's wife, Sita—a woman of unearthly, radiant 

beauty.

Sita. The name lingered in the incense-heavy air like a forbidden, 

melodic incantation, but it was the bitter insult to my blood that 

demanded retribution. In our Rakshasa code, family honor was as 

sacred as the gods; to harm one of us was to invite the deafening, 

explosive wrath of all. I vowed then, standing in the cool, flickering 

shadows of my throne room, that I would make them pay. Not with 

brute, bloody force—that would be too merciful—but with a 

psychological wound that mirrored the sharp, burning one inflicted 

on my sister. I would take from them what they valued most, 

plunging their world into absolute darkness.



Chapter 2: The Golden Deception

My uncle Maricha, a shadowy master of illusions, became the key to

my intricate plan. He had once been a thorn in my side, but the 

cold, iron chains of loyalty bound him now.

"Transform into a glowing, golden deer," I commanded him, my 

voice a low rumble in the dim, flickering torchlight of my war 

council. "Lure Rama and Lakshmana away from their quiet 

hermitage so I can handle the rest."

Maricha hesitated, his eyes flickering with a pale, cold fear, warning

that Rama wields the divine, thrumming bow of Vishnu himself. I 

laughed, a booming, resonant sound that shook the glittering 

crystal chandeliers above, scattering prisms of light across the 

stone walls. I reminded him that I am Ravana, who lifted the 

massive, snow-capped Mount Kailash to please Shiva, and that this 

is a matter of righteous justice, not mere conquest. He complied, 

his form dissolving into a shimmering mist as he vanished into the 

ether to assume his new shape.

From my magnificent flying chariot, Pushpaka—crafted by the divine

architect Vishwakarma and seized by me in the fiery din of battle—I

watched the lush green canopy below as the scene unfolded. The 

golden deer pranced near their humble, thatched abode, its flawless

coat shimmering blindingly like sunlight dancing on rippling water. 

Sita's dark eyes lit up with bright, childlike wonder as she pleaded 

with Rama to capture it for her. Rama, ever the dutiful husband, 

pursued the brilliant, glowing illusion deep into the emerald 

shadows of the forest.


