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Introduction

The Ramayana is a timeless epic, a story of dharma, devotion, and 

the perpetual struggle between good and evil. It is a revered tale of

divine princes, noble queens, and terrifying demons whose lessons 

have guided generations. This, however, is not that story. This is a 

retelling that explores what might have happened if the divine 

prince had questionable bartering skills, his loyal brother owned 

noise-canceling headphones, and the noble queen possessed a wit 

as sharp as any celestial arrow.

Prepare to witness a Ramayana where the path to righteousness is 

littered with absurd bargains, cosmic misunderstandings, and 

unfortunate arrow wounds. It is a journey into the chaotic heart of 

an epic where curses are delivered with the precision of a modern-

day insult comic and marital strife proves to be a more potent force 

than any divine weapon. This is the Ramayana Retold, where the 

heroes, burdened by destiny, are also profoundly, hilariously, and 

dysfunctionally human. Hindi translation has been provided at the 

end of the book.



Chapter 1: The Gilded Deception

The Dandaka Forest was a living, breathing entity, a realm where 

the laws of courtly life dissolved into the humid, fragrant air. 

Sunlight struggled to pierce the dense, emerald canopy, finally 

succeeding in shattered beams of dusty gold that danced on the 

forest floor, illuminating the vibrant green of moss-slicked stones 

and the iridescent flash of a hummingbird's wing. The air itself was 

a thick tapestry of scents: the sweet, cloying perfume of unseen 

blossoms, the rich, dark aroma of damp earth and decaying leaves, 

and the subtle, musky spoor of animals that watched from the 

shadows. Sounds were a constant, layered symphony—the high-

pitched chittering of monkeys gossiping in the treetops, the drowsy 

hum of a thousand different insects, and the gentle, rhythmic sigh 

of the wind whispering secrets through the ancient banyan trees.

For the exiled royals of Ayodhya, this untamed world had become a 

sanctuary of sorts. Rama, ever serene, saw this wilderness as a 

grand ashram, a place for contemplation where the rustle of leaves 

was a mantra and the flowing river a lesson in persistence. His days

were spent in quiet meditation, the scent of sandalwood paste on 

his brow mixing with the pine-sharp air. Lakshmana, however, 

heard only threats in the forest's symphony. To him, the snap of a 

twig was an approaching predator, the shadow of a passing cloud a 

rakshasa in disguise. His senses were perpetually on high alert, the 

clean, metallic scent of his drawn sword a constant companion. And 

Sita, daughter of the Earth, felt the forest's profound, chaotic 

beauty deep in her soul, yet her heart ached with a quiet, persistent

yearning. She missed the manicured perfection of the palace 

gardens in Ayodhya, the orderly rows of jasmine and marigold, the 

tinkling music of marble fountains, and the delicate scent of 

rosewater that clung to everything. Here, everything was 



overwhelmingly, vibrantly alive, and it made her feel an exquisite 

loneliness for the cultivated elegance she had lost.

It was this precise yearning, this ache for a beauty that was crafted 

rather than grown, that left her soul so utterly vulnerable to the 

impossible creature that now stepped into the clearing. The forest 

sounds seemed to hush, the cricket hum fading into a reverent 

silence. Bathed in a pool of incandescent light, it was a deer, yet it 

was not. Its form was that of a graceful forest creature, but its hide 

was a shimmering, liquid gold that seemed to have captured the 

sun itself, pulsing with a gentle, inner light. With every delicate 

movement, it cast dazzling, hypnotic patterns of gold across the 

ferns and mosses. Its antlers were not of bone but of polished 

silver, catching the dappled sunlight and refracting it into a 

thousand tiny rainbows. Its hooves were not horn but perfectly 

carved sapphire, leaving faint, sparkling traces of impossible blue 

upon the dark, rich earth as it walked. It moved with a silent, 

ethereal grace, its head held high as if listening to a celestial music 

only it could hear. As it paused to nibble on a blood-red forest leaf, 

it glanced towards Sita with eyes like perfectly cut emeralds, 

glittering with an unnatural, captivating intelligence that seemed to 

pierce right through her.

A sharp, audible gasp escaped her lips, a tiny sound that seemed 

shockingly loud in the sudden stillness. In the harsh, practical 

reality of their exile, where every day was a lesson in survival and 

simplicity, this creature was a living piece of art, a symbol of a 

beauty so perfect, so divine, that it simply had to be possessed. It 

was a memory of the life she'd lost, made real and breathing before

her.

"My lord," she breathed, her voice a hushed whisper filled with an 

awe that bordered on a feverish obsession. She clutched Rama's 



arm, her eyes wide and luminous. "Did you see it? I have never in 

all my life, not in the grandest courts or most fanciful tapestries, 

beheld such a wonder. I must have it. I must! Its golden pelt will 

make the most magnificent blouse, a memory of our time here that 

I shall treasure forever." 

Lakshmana squinted, the sunlight glinting off the deer's hide almost

blinding him. His hand instinctively went to the hilt of his sword, the

worn leather of the grip creaking softly in protest. "Brother, be 

wary," he cautioned, his voice a low, gravelly rumble that barely 

disturbed the air. "This is an unnatural thing. No creature of the 

forest is born of precious metals and jewels. The rakshasas are 

masters of illusion, their magic carrying a faint, metallic tang like 

the air after a lightning strike. This is a trap, I feel it in the marrow 

of my bones. It is too perfect, too ostentatious. It reeks of a 

glamour meant to deceive." 

Rama’s gaze shifted from the dazzling, impossible deer to his wife’s 

enraptured face. He saw the undeniable logic in Lakshmana’s 

words, a familiar echo of his own cautious mind. The creature was 

indeed too perfect. And yet, he saw the profound, desperate desire 

in Sita’s eyes, a desire for a single, beautiful thing in a life that had 

been stripped of all luxury and comfort. It was the cry of a soul 

starved for beauty. He placed a calming hand on his brother’s tense

shoulder.

"You speak the truth, Lakshmana, as you always do," Rama said, 

his voice soft and placating. "Your wisdom is a shield. But look at 

her. How can I deny her this small joy in our long exile? If it is a 

rakshasa, I shall dispatch it with my arrow and end its deception. If 

it is, by some divine miracle, a real creature of magic, then I shall 

bring its pelt to my beloved Sita. In either outcome, a duty is 


