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INTRODUCTION 

 
 
Madhyamavyayoga is one of Bhasa’s thirteen plays. The 

comedy, based on an incident in the epic, Mahabharata, 
depicts the re-union of father and son – Bhima and 
Ghatothkacha – after many years, under unusual 
circumstances.   

 
In this book, we are presenting the full version of the one-

act play.  We hope some of you will get together and act it 
out on stage or among your family and friends on a 
weekend.   

The main characters, in the order they appear in the play, 
are: 
Narrator 
Old brahmin [named Keshavadasa] 
Old brahmin’s wife 
Old brahmin’s sons: First, Second and Third 
Ghatothkacha 
Bhima 
Hidimba 

 
Before reading the play, let’s get acquainted with the story 

of the Mahabharata.  A brief introduction to the epic will 
help put the play in context, besides helping us to 
familiarise ourselves with the main characters.  
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The Mahabharata – In a Nutshell 
 
 
Mahabharata is the epic tale of the dynasty of a great Indian 

king named Bharata, who lived thousands of years ago.  
Bharata ruled a vast kingdom from his capital, 
Hastinapura, in north India.  The episode narrated in the 
Madhyamavyayoga occurs during the reign of 
Dhritarashtra, one of the later descendants of Bharata.   

 
Dhritarashtra had a younger brother named Pandu.  As 

Dhritarashtra was born blind, Pandu had been crowned 
king.  The laws of those days prescribed that a ruler 
should be a ‘sarvangabhushana’ – a person endowed with 
all faculties.  However, Pandu, during the course of his 
rule, was cursed by an ascetic.  So he handed over the 
reigns of the kingdom to Dhritarashtra and retired to the 
forest.   

 
Dhritarashtra and his wife, Gandhari, had a hundred sons, 

the eldest of whom was called Duryodhana. The hundred 
children of Dhritarashtra and Gandhari were collectively 
known as the Kauravas.  

 
Pandu had five sons – three by his first wife named Kunti 

and two by his second wife named Madri.  These five 
brothers were collectively called the Pandavas.  
Madhyamavyayoga is an episode in the life of Bhima, the 
second of Pandu and Kunti’s three sons. 

 
After more than ten years in the forest, Pandu and Madri 

died.  Kunti, who had to look after five children all alone, 
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took the advice of the sages who lived in the forest, and 
returned to Hastinapura. 

 
Duryodhana felt threatened by the return of his cousins, 

the Pandavas, particularly as they were all very skilled 
and strong. They were also very popular with the 
common people of the kingdom, the teachers who taught 
all the one hundred and five princes, and the 
grandparents and other elders in the family.  
Duryodhana felt that the Pandavas, ultimately, would 
deprive him of the kingdom and the right to rule.   

 
So, from the moment the Pandavas entered Hastinapura, 

Duryodhana began plotting and planning to kill them off.  
He got a beautiful, new palace built in a neighbouring 
town and urged Kunti and her sons to go and stay there.  
Unknown to them, however, Duryodhana had got the 
new palace built with easily inflammable materials.  
Besides, he had arranged with the watchman of the new 
palace to have the whole building burnt down some 
months later.   

 
The Pandavas got wind of this plan through one of their 

well-wishers and began digging an underground tunnel 
from the new palace to the forests some distance away.  
Bhima, who was the strongest of the Pandavas, set to 
work at a rapid pace and the tunnel was ready within a 
few months.  A few days after their escape plan was 
ready, the Pandavas themselves set fire to the palace and 
fled to the forest through the underground tunnel.   

 
Duryodhana, who had been expecting the incident, 

mistakenly believed that his watchman had engineered 
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the accident to kill off the Pandavas. He rejoiced secretly, 
not knowing that the wicked watchman, who had been 
planning to act a few days hence, had perished in the 
unexpected conflagration.  The whole kingdom mourned 
the death of the Pandavas. 

 
However, the Pandavas were safe.  They lived, incognito, in 

a place called Ekavrata. They had discarded their royal 
trappings and dressed like common folk.  They begged for 
food and foraged in the forests. It was during their 
sojourn in Ekavrata that Bhima met Hidimba, a good-
hearted demoness, who lived with her tyrant of a brother, 
who was a cannibal as well.   

 
Bhima engaged Hidimba’s brother in a duel and killed him.  

Subsequently, Hidimba and Bhima fell in love with each 
other and married.  In due course, they had a son.  
However, circumstances took a turn and Bhima had to 
take leave of Hidimba and his infant son.   

 
A competition that called for tremendous skill in archery 

had been arranged by Drupada, a very powerful king of a 
neighbouring kingdom.  The winner of the competition 
was to wed his daughter, Draupadi.  The Pandavas 
decided to try their luck.   

 
Arjuna, Bhima’s younger brother, won the competition, and 

the prize. The Pandava brothers had made a vow to their 
mother that they would share anything and everything 
they got during their sojourn in the forest.  So, Draupadi 
became the wife of all the five brothers with her father’s 
consent.  However, the Pandavas could not keep their 
identities secret any more.   
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The moment the news that his nephews were alive reached 
the ears of Dhritarashtra, he invited the Pandavas and 
Kunti back to Hastinapura and gave them half the 
kingdom as well.  The Pandavas built a new capital, 
called Indraprastha.  It was a grand city, which people 
compared to the celestial city of Amaravati.   

 
Duryodhana visited Indraprastha and returned to 

Hastinapura, boiling with anger and envy.  Once again, 
he began to plot to get rid of the Pandavas.  This time, he 
chose his maternal uncle, Shakuni, as his accomplice.   

 
Shakuni had a knack for playing with dice and winning 

every time.  He asked Duryodhana to invite Yudhishthira, 
the eldest of the Pandavas, to a game of dice called 
Chaturanga, which is believed to be a precursor of Chess 
as we know it today.  Shakuni played on behalf of 
Duryodhana and induced Yudhishthira to play for high 
stakes.     

 
Yudhishthira kept losing his wealth, his palaces, his 

kingdom, his crown, and then staked even his brothers, 
himself and his wife.  But he lost the human pledges as 
well.  In the end, the elders in the family intervened.  
They ensured that all that the Pandavas lost in this 
unseemly manner was restored to them.  Ashamed and 
angry, the Pandavas returned to their capital. 

 
Unfortunately, Yudhishthira had a weakness for gambling. 

Duryodhana and Shakuni decided to exploit this 
weakness and drive away the Pandavas from the 
kingdom.  They invited Yudhishthira to a game of dice, 
once again.   
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Wise now to the fact that unfair stakes would not be 
encouraged, the Kauravas played the second game of 
Chaturanga with different stakes.  The condition was that 
the loser should go away to the forests for twelve years 
and spend the thirteenth year, in disguise, in a city.  If 
their disguise was uncovered, then the party would be 
exiled to the forests for another twelve years.  On the 
other hand, if the losing party completed the thirteen 
years in exile successfully, they could return to 
Hastinapura and the winners were obliged to hand over 
half the kingdom to them.  

 
 Predictably, Yudhishthira lost the game to Shakuni, once 

again.  He left for the forest with his brothers and 
Draupadi, leaving his aged mother in the care of an 
uncle. 

 
 During their stay in the forest, by a quirk of circumstance, 

Bhima got to meet Hidimba and his son by her. It had 
been more than a decade since he had left them. This 
surprise reunion of Bhima, Hidimba and their son, 
Ghatothkacha, is dramatised in the Madhyamavyayoga.  

 
After living for twelve years in difficult circumstances in the 

forest, the Pandavas chose the capital city of the rich and 
powerful king, Virata, to live out the thirteenth year in 
disguise.   

 
Each of the Pandavas, and Draupadi, sought employment in 

Virata’s palace.  Dressed modestly, like commoners, the 
princes and Draupadi spent the year working in Virata’s 
palace as attendants and servants employed for specific 
tasks. 
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Duryodhana had sent spies far and near to unmask the 
Pandavas before the thirteenth year ran out, so that he 
could force them to go back to the forests for another 
twelve years.  Hearing of certain extraordinary 
occurrences in Virata’s palace, Duryodhana suspected 
that the Pandavas were there.  He launched an attack on 
Virata’s kingdom, confident that the Pandavas would 
chip in to help the king and thus expose themselves.  
Duryodhana’s instinct proved right.  But he learnt, to his 
chagrin, that by the time the Pandavas exposed 
themselves, the thirteenth year had lapsed. 

 
However, Duryodhana was in no mood to comply with the 

agreement and return half the kingdom to the Pandavas.  
Yudhishthira was willing to settle for just five villages, 
but Duryodhana refused to give them “even five pin-head 
points of land.”  A war became inevitable.   

 
The great Mahabharata war was fought over eighteen days 

in the battlefield of Kurukshetra.  In the end, the five 
Pandavas and their army vanquished the Kauravas, 
killing off all their hundred cousins and overpowering 
their army.  But the Pandavas lost some of their most 
beloved, Ghatothkacha amongst them.     

 
Yudhishthira ruled over the kingdom of his ancestors for 

many years.  Peace and plenty prevailed and the people 
were largely happy.  After a few years, Dhritarashtra, 
Gandhari and Kunti left for the forest to spend their last 
days in the midst of Nature, in contemplation of God.  In 
due course, Yudhishthira, his brothers and Draupadi 
handed over the kingdom to Pareekshit, the only scion of 
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the royal family to survive the battle, and retired to the 
mountains.   

 
One by one, all the Pandavas, and Draupadi, died.  In the 

end, only Yudhishthira was left.  He alone ascended 
to Heaven in his mortal form – a rare honour, 
presented by the celestial beings to one who never 
swerves from the right path or the path of Dharma – 
the thread that holds the world together. 
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MADHYAMAVYAYOGA 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[Enter Narrator, reciting an invocatory song] 
 
NARRATOR:  

May He with feet as blue as the petals of the water 
lily,  
the very feet that sparkled like turquoise against 
the ocean-like sky,  
May He who causes the sinking feeling in the 
hearts of the wives of the demons, protect us. 

 
[Bows to the audience and says]  
 
My greetings to the august audience.  
 
[Hears voices offstage] 
 
Hey! Just as I was greeting you, did we hear some noise? 

Wait a moment, let me find out. 
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[Voice from offstage, apprehensively] 
 
O father, who is this? 
 
NARRATOR:  Aha! That’s the voice of a learned person.  The 

accent makes that obvious.  It seems like he’s being 
intimidated.  Now, who could be doing that?  It must be a 
wicked person having no qualms about frightening 
innocent folks. 

 
[A voice from offstage, again] 
 
O father, who is this? 
 
NARRATOR:  Oh, oh!  I see a fiery demon - the son of 

Hidimba and Bhima.  This demon, Ghatothkacha, is 
terrorising the brahmins who are a peaceful people. Oh, 
what a distressing sight!  

 
I see an old brahmin with his wife and three young sons.  
All of them are running from the demon that’s pursuing 
them! The father looks like a helpless bull trying to 
protect his cow and calves from a tiger’s attack.  
 

[Exit Narrator.  Enter old man with his three sons and wife, 
followed by Ghatothkacha] 

 
OLD BRAHMIN:   

O, who on earth is this?   
With a head full of hair like the rays of the rising 
sun, 
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flaming red eyes glowering from under thick 
eyebrows,  
the thread on his neck flashing like lightning on a 
dark sky. 
He looks like the Destroyer Himself come at 
cataclysm. 
 

 
 

तरुणर�वणरव्ुकवण र् भव््कु�्ु ्टट�्र�वल्पङतपलाय/ 
सत�डकद�यघनायसवण्ससू ्यङल्यनगनण रयत�पवा यत�कणरङय

// 
 

tharunaravikaraprakeernakesho 
bhrukutiputojjvalapingalaayathaakshaha / 
sathadidhiva ghanaha sakantasoothro 
yuganidhane prathimaakrthirharasya // 

  
 
 
FIRST SON:  O father, who is this?  
 

With eyes like planets, chest fleshy and broad,  
tawny gold hair, and a broad silk cloth across his 
chest. 
Like dense darkness is his complexion, and white 
teeth protrude from between his lips.  
He looks like a new, rain-bearing cloud with a ray 
of moonlight peeping from behind it.  
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ग�ङल््यन�पला �ीनर�रतीुक�लपा वनववर�्वण रा 
�ीनवौरणङ�पसपा / 

यत��णयन���ुका �पणडण्ोा्  दं�् न� इ� ज्ल�� 
्�ङ�पनणनद्् णेा // 

 
grahayugalanibhaakshaha 
peenavistheernavakshaaha 

kanakakapilakeshaha 
peenakausheyavaasaaha / 

thimiranivahavarnaha 
paandarodhvrththadhamshtro nava iva 
jalagarbho leeyamaanendhulekhaha // 

 
 
 
SECOND SON:  O, who is this?   
 

With teeth like a young elephant’s tusks,  
nose like a plough, arms as thick as an elephant’s 
trunk. 
He’s like a dark cloud.  He’s glowing, bright as a 
freshly fed flame.  
He’s gigantic. He looks like Lord Siva’s anger! 
 

य
व्�दरनदं�्य्पव्पवपणनपसाय
व�ण�णवणबप�्न�्जी�सत�ुकाय/य

�्त�्त��द��् ङ िर्त् �पयत �ी�ि��ण्�ण्यन�नता् 
रववणरङण� ण्षा // 
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kalabhadhashanadhamshtro 

laangalaakaaranaasaha 
karivarakarabaahurneelajeemoothavarnaha 

huthahuthavahadheeptho ya sthitho bhaathi 
bheemasthripurapuranihanthuhu 

shankarasyeva roshaha // 
 
 

 
 
THIRD SON:  O father! Who’s this troubling us?  
 

Just as the mighty Vajrayudha weapon cracks 
apart a mountain,  
Just as a falcon threatens other birds,  
Just as a lion terrifies the deer,  
so does this demon in human form spell death for 
us. 

 
 

 
 

�ज�पत्तो ण्नेपुप ंशङणना स�क�ततूुप� ण / 

�ालणने् �ालसवघपनप ं�ातङा् �र्षर�ग�ा // 
 

vajrapaathochalendhraanaam shyenaha 
sarvapathathrinaam / 

mrgendhro mrgasanghaanaam mrthyuhu 
purushavigrahaha // 
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WIFE:  My lord, who’s this who is making us quaver in fear? 
 
GHATOTHKACHA:  Hey brahmin, stop!    Where do you 

think you’re going?  You’re afraid of me and this fear has 
sapped your nerve.   

 
You’re as panicky as a snake anxious for the welfare of 
its spouse and itself when it feels the hot, fierce, angry 
breath of the swooping brahminy kite, the garuda. 
 
You haven’t the strength to protect your frightened wife 
and children.  Now, stay! Don’t try to get away. 
 

OLD BRAHMIN:  My lady, fear not!  Boys, be not afraid!  
Just think: How can he harm us?  It’s inconsistent with 
the norms of right behaviour.  

 
GHATOTKACHA:  [Aside] Oh, what a predicament to be in!  I 

know it’s the norm to revere the learned.  That’s the 
custom everywhere on earth.  I know that the action I’m 
contemplating is wicked.  But I can’t question it; it’s my 
mother’s command. 

 
OLD BRAHMIN:  My lady, don’t you remember the words of 

the sage – the one who had just had his bath when we 
met him?  He warned us to take care as there are demons 
in this forest. We’re being terrorized by one such demon 
now. 

 
WIFE:  You don’t seem terrorized at all.  On the contrary, 

you look like one who belongs to the warrior class, quite 
capable of taking on the demon. 
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OLD BRAHMIN:  O, what can I do, wretch that I am?  
  
WIFE:  Surely, we can scream at least? 
 
FIRST SON:  Mother!  Who will hear us scream?  This is an 

uninhabited forest, dense with darkness, hemmed in by 
mountains on all sides.  Only birds and beasts flock to 
this remote place.  This inhospitable forest is fit only for 
those with fortitude. 

 
OLD BRAHMIN:  O my wife! Don’t worry, don’t worry.  On 

hearing your son speak of fortitude, my anxiety has all 
but gone.   

 
The Pandavas, the epitome of courage, are said to be 
living in these forests.  Perhaps, their hermitage isn’t very 
far from here. They’re naturally strong and protect those 
who seek their refuge.  They’re particularly partial to the 
defenseless. They’ve done great deeds.   
 
Such is their capacity to instil fear in their enemies that 
they’ll be the ideal persons to give a fitting response to 
this demon. 
 

FIRST SON:  O father! I know that the Pandavas aren’t here. 
 
OLD BRAHMIN:  How do you know? 
 
FIRST SON:  I heard a passer-by mention it. He was saying 

that the Pandavas have gone to the hermitage of sage 
Dhaumya to participate in a religious observance called 
the Shatakumba yagna.   
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OLD BRAHMIN:  Alas!  We’re doomed! 
 
FIRST SON:  But father, not all of them have gone.  The 

madhyama – the middle one, Bhima – has stayed back to 
take care of their hermitage, I understand. 

 
OLD BRAHMIN:  If that’s true, it is as good as having all the 

Pandavas nearby. 
 
FIRST SON:  But on the basis of what I heard, I think even 

Bhima at this hour will be at a different place, doing his 
daily work out. 

 
OLD BRAHMIN:  Alas, alas! I’ve lost all hope!  There’s only 

one way now, my son.  I’ll try to kill this demon myself. 
 
FIRST SON:  No, no father.  You’ve suffered enough for our 

sake. 
 
OLD BRAHMIN:  Well then, I’ll appeal to him to show mercy.  

Perhaps, that’ll help us overcome this ordeal.  Anyway, 
there’s no harm in trying.   

 
[Addressing Ghatothkacha]  
 

Please, sir! Won’t you be kind enough to grant us 
‘moksha’ and release us? 
 

GHATOTHKACHA:  You’ll get your ‘moksha,’ your release, in 
good time. 

 
OLD BRAHMIN:  When will that time come? 
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GHATOTHKACHA:  I live with my mother in this forest and 
she has expressed a desire.   
 
“My son, I wish to end my fast.  Scour the forest for a 
human being and bring him to me,” she has ordered.  
 
I was doing as she bid and searching the forest, when I 
saw you.    
 
You said you want to be released.  Well, I’ll release you. 
Take your noble wife, take two of your sons, and go 
wherever you please.  But you must leave behind one of 
your sons.   
 
Review their strengths, hand over one of them to me and 
I’ll let you go.  
  

OLD BRAHMIN:  O you mean rakshshasa! You vile demon! 
Do you know that I’m a brahmin?  A scholar, and an 
elderly person at that?  My sons are all noble and good.  
How can I surrender one of them to a wicked being like 
you?  And, after that, can I ever truly attain moksha? 

 
GHATOTHKACHA:  Blessed sir, I’m afraid you have to let go 

of one of your sons.  If you don’t, your whole family will 
perish.   

 
OLD BRAHMIN:  [Addressing his family] I’ve made up my 

mind.  I’m physically exhausted after struggling all these 
years to fulfil my duties.  For the sake of my sons, I have 
now decided to surrender my body to this fire, come in 
the form of a demon.  We can’t thwart fate. 
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WIFE:  Tarry, my lord.  They say it’s the duty of a devoted 
wife to do all she can for her husband’s sake.  I have had 
a full life.  Now I wish to give up my body to protect you 
and our family. 

 
GHATOTHKACHA:  Lady, that’s not possible.  Women would 

not be acceptable to my mother. 
 
OLD BRAHMIN:  As I’ve said already, I’ll go with you. 
 
GHATOTHKACHA:  Oh, you’re just too old... Go away. 
 
FIRST SON:  Father, tarry. There’s something I’d like to say. 
 
OLD BRAHMIN:  Say it, say it quickly boy. 
 
FIRST SON:  I’d like to save your life by giving up mine.  In 

order to save our family from harm, you must sacrifice 
me. 

 
SECOND SON:  I can’t allow it.  The eldest child is 

cherished, both by the family and the society.  Besides, 
you’re father’s most beloved.  I too must follow the path 
shown by all of you who are my elders.  I want to sacrifice 
my life to save you all.  

 
THIRD SON:  No, no.  That’s not possible.  Haven’t the wise 

people of yore said that elder brothers are like one’s 
parents?  It’s therefore my duty to protect you all. 

 
FIRST SON:  No, my dear boy, don’t say so.  When a father 

is in danger, it’s the duty of the eldest son to look after 
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him.  Hence, I must give up my life to protect the lives of 
our parents. 

 
OLD BRAHMIN:  My eldest son is very dear to me.  I can’t 

give him up. 
 
WIFE:  Just as you love our eldest child, so do I love the 

youngest. 
 
SECOND SON:  [Pensively] If my own parents don’t want 

me, then who will be interested in me? 
 
GHATOTHKACHA:  I’m interested. So come with me, quick! 
 
SECOND SON:   

Indeed, I must thank you.   
It’s to you I owe this: 
The chance to give up my life 
to protect my elders’. 
Powerful are the bonds that  
tie us to our near and dear ones; 
weak are the ties to our own bodies.  
  

गनङ्तिर� ङद लर्रपुपा र�वा रपुवा ��णण�लतपा / 

बनग्रनण�परा ��ता वपङरनण�रत ्द्् क�ा//  
 

dhanyosmi yadh gurupraanaaha svaihi 
praanaihi parirakshithaaha / 

bandhusnehaadhdhi mahathaha 
kaayasnehasthu dhurlabhaha // 
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GHATOTHKACHA:  Ah! This young lad is so fond of his 
folks! 

 
SECOND SON:  [Bows to his father] Bless me father and let 

me take leave of you all. 
 
 OLD BRAHMIN:  Oh, my son!  You’re giving up your own 

life to save your elders’ lives. May paradise become yours 
with ease! 

 
SECOND SON:  Thank you, father.  
 
[Bows to his mother] 
 
WIFE:  May you have a long life. 
 
SECOND SON:  With your blessings, mother.   
 
[Bows to his elder brother] 
 
FIRST SON:  Oh, my dear brother! 
 
 [Hugs him and says]   
 

Embrace me as all good qualities have embraced 
you.   
For all time to come, the earth will sing your 
praises.   
 

��णष�जर� लपढं �प ं��णष�वा र�्वल्कु वा / 

व्तङपक त� ��णष�वप �र�षङयत �सन्गणप // 
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parishvajasva gaadam maam parishvakthaha 

shubhairgunaihi / 
keerthyaa thava parishvakthaa bhavishyathi 

vasundharaa // 
 

 
SECOND SON:  I’m blessed. 
 
THIRD SON:  [Bows down to the second son] 
 
SECOND SON:  May all go well for you.  
 
[Turning to Ghatothkacha]  
 
Can I ask you something? 
 
GHATOTHKACHA:  Come on, ask. Quickly. 
 
SECOND SON:  I think I saw a water body near here. Before 

I die, I wish to drink of its waters and quench my thirst. 
 
GHATOTHKACHA:  You’re a brave boy!  Go on, but it’s time 

for my mother to have her food. So be back soon. 
 
 (Exit second son) 
 
OLD BRAHMIN:  Alas! We’ve been robbed! We’ve been 

cheated!  My family was like a beautiful mountain with 
three peaks.  The middle peak has been taken away.  I’m 
dismayed.   
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Oh my son, have I lost you forever?  You, with such good 
looks befitting your age, you who never swerved from the 
right path, you who were always thirsting for 
knowledge... How can I believe that you’ll perish like a 
flowering tree uprooted by the king elephant? 

 
GHATOTHKACHA:  [Impatiently] Oh, the boy is taking too 

long!  It’s long past my mother’s dining time!  What shall 
I do?  

 
 [Turning to the old man]  
 
Hey brahmin!  Summon your son. 
 
OLD BRAHMIN:  Ah, cruel indeed are your words! 
 
GHATOTHKACHA:  Have I been cruel?  I beg your pardon, 

sir!  It’s my natural tendency.  Now, what is your son’s 
name? 

 
OLD BRAHMIN:  I can’t bear to listen to these words! 
 
GHATOTHKACHA:  Oh, all right. [Adressing the first son] 

Hey boy, what is your brother’s name? 
 
FIRST SON:  Tapasvi Madhyama. 
 
GHATOTHKACHA:  Madhyama is an appropriate name for 

him.  I’ll call him myself.  Oh Madhyama!  Madhyama!  
Come back, fast! 

 
[At this point, Bhimasena enters] 
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BHIMA:  Whose voice was that? It rings shrill and clear like 
a hundred birds calling at the same time.  How the voice 
carries through the dense vegetation of this forest full of 
lurking dangers!  But I’m concerned about where the 
voice is coming from; it sounds so much like Arjuna’s. 

 
GHATOTHKACHA:  Really, the boy is taking far too long to 

return.  Mother’s mealtime is being delayed. I certainly 
have to do something about it, but what?   

 
[Screams loudly]   
 

Oh Madhyama, come soon! 
 
BHIMA:  Hey, who in this forest is interrupting my exercise 

and summoning Madhyama – that’s me! 
 
[Walks round the stage, finds Ghatothkacha, and says 

wonderingly] 
 
Ah, I see him!  What a man! 

Mouth and teeth like a lion’s; eyes wine-red; voice 
deep and majestic; rust-coloured eyebrows;  
Nose like the beak of an eagle; jowl like a king 
elephant’s; hair gleaming and flying in all 
directions.   
Smooth-bellied, diamond-chested, arms long, like 
a male elephant’s trunk.    
Clearly, he’s the offspring of a demoness and an 
extremely strong, world-renowned warrior. 
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�स�ंपरङा �स�ंदं�् �ग्यन�नङना िरननगलध�ीणवण्् 
बभभ्सा शङणननपस् कोणद�यत�नद्��र�ि�शुवण र् / 

वङसढ्णप �ज�रङ् लज�ाष��यत्�ब�ीनपसंबप�्ा सव्ङवं 

णपलसीज् र��्् ब्ङत्् ््व�ीणरङ �्ू ा // 
 
 

simhaasyaha simhadhamshtro 
madhunibhanayanaha 

snigdhgambheerakanto babhrubhroohu 
shyenanaaso dhviradhapathihanur 

dheepthavishlishtakesho / 
vyoodoraa vajramadhyo 

gajavrshabhapathirlambapeenaamsa-
baahuhu suvyaktham raakshaseejo 

vipulabalayutho lokaveerasya puthraha // 
 

  
GHATOTHKACHA:  The brahmin boy is taking too long!   
 
[Shouts] 
  

Ho!   Madhyama, Madhyama!  Come back, quick! 
 

BHIMA:  Hey!  I’m right here!  
 
GHATOTHKACHA:  This isn’t the brahmin boy… But, 

behold, what a man! 
Lion-like in appearance, arms as long as the 
golden palm.  
Like the one sitting astride Garuda,  
like Vishnu, is he –  
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His beautiful eye resembling the petals of a full 
blown lotus.   
My eyes are drawn to him.  My heart feels as if a 
near one has come.   

 
 

�स�ंपवा यता वनवतप्स�पनबप�्ा �रङण 
तनल्करड�लर��्� �ला / 

र�षु्�क�णकोव�सतपधबज्�ूनणू  ्नणू ण ��प�णयत 

बनग्�ण�पलत्तङ� ण // 
 

simhaakrthihi 
kanakathaalasamaanabaahuhu 

madhye thanurgarudapakshaviliptha 
pakshaha /   

vishnurbhavedhvikasithaambujapathra 
nethro nethre mamaaharathi 

bandhurivaagathoyam //  
 

 
Oh, Madhyama!  Do you hear me? 

 
BHIMA:  Indeed!  That’s why I’ve come! 
 
GHATOTHKACHA:  What! Are you too Madhyama? 
 
BHIMA:  Am I not? [Then, playing on the various meanings 

of the word ‘madhyama,’ he says]  
 
I’m unbiased: as I am to the poor so am I to the rich.    
I belong to the middle – the kshatriya – class. 
Among my brothers, too, I happen to be the middle one... 
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GHATOTHKACHA:  [Interrupting] Ah, I see!  You’re 

madhyama because you’re the middle one in everything. 
 
BHIMA: ... I’m like fire, the third of the five elements; and 

when people are terrorized, I jump right into the fray to 
fight for them.  So you see, I’m right in the middle of 
everything! 

 
OLD BRAHMIN:  From what he says it appears that he’s the 

middle one among Kunti’s three children.  Surely, he has 
come here to protect us from the threat of Death. 

 
[Enter, the second son, exclaiming in wonder] 
 
SECOND SON:  It was a lake full of lotuses, the likes of 

which cannot be found even in heaven!  From that lake, I 
took some water in a lotus leaf and quenched my thirst.  

 
[Then, approaching Ghatothkacha, says]  
 

 Here I am, sir! 
 

GHATOTHKACHA:  Ah, Madhyama, you’re here at last! 
Come, come. 

 
OLD BRAHMIN:  [Addresses Bhima] O Madhyama! Please 

save this brahmin’s family. 
  

BHIMA:  Don’t panic, don’t panic.  I, Madhyama, bow down 
to you. 

 
OLD BRAHMIN:  May you live long, like the Wind. 
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BHIMA:  I’m blessed. What is it that you’re afraid of? 
 
OLD BRAHMIN:  Listen!  I live in a village called Yupa, in 

that part of the kingdom of the Kurus, which used to be 
ruled by king Yudhishthira.  My name is Keshavadasa.   I 
was going with my family to attend the ceremonial 
upanayana of my uncle’s son...  

 
BHIMA: ... And, you met with misfortune enroute.  What 

actually happened? 
 
OLD BRAHMIN:  Suddenly, I came across this demon: 

He resembles a cloud heavy with water, has eyes 
like lotus petals and the gait of a lion. 
We, who had not a care in the world, have now 
come up against one who wants to kill me, my 
children and wife! 
सज्ज्दलपूा �द�ूपङतपल् �ाल�यतलयत्�्् णपलसा 

र्गदं�ा / 

जलयत र�लतरववरत�कोगपनप ंस�लं ससत्��णजन ं�् 
�नतव्प�्तऽङ�्वयत // 

 
sajalajaladhagaathraha 
padhmapathraayathaaksho 

mrgapathigathileelo 
raakshasaha progradhamshtraha / 

jagathi vigathashankasthvadhvidhaanaam 
samaksham sasuthaparijanam bho 

hanthukaamobhyupaithi //  
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BHIMA:  Aha!  [Points to Ghatothkacha and says] So, this is 
the obstacle that has come up on your path!  Don’t 
worry, I’ll deal with him. 

 
  [Shouts to Ghatothkacha, who is leaving with the second 

son]  
 

Hey, you!  Stop, stop! 
 

GHATOTHKACHA:  [Stops and looks back, questioningly] All 
right, I’ve stopped.   

 
BHIMA:  Why are you troubling the brahmins?  With his 

sons surrounding him like stars, his wife appearing like a 
halo behind him, the old man was passing by, like the 
moon on its journey, and you have come, like Rahu, the 
demon, to hinder his passage. 

 
GHATOTHKACHA:  Indeed!  I’m Rahu personifed! 
 
BHIMA:  Hey!  This is a saintly person.  Let him go, 

untroubled, with his wife and children.  
   
GHATOTHKACHA:  I shan’t let them go. 
 
BHIMA:  [To himself] Whose son could this be!  He seems to 

have appropriated the qualities of all my brothers.  And 
his boyish hauteur reminds me of Subhadra’s son [Note: 
Subhadra is Bhima’s younger brother Arjuna’s wife; 
Abhimanyu is their son.]  

 
[Aloud]   
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Come, come! Let’s settle this matter amicably. 
 

GHATOTHKACHA:  I won’t agree to let them all go, even if 
my own father orders me.  I’m doing as my mother has 
commanded me. 

  
BHIMA:  [To himself] How can a mother order the capture of 

such a saintly family?   Besides, this hermit-like brahmin 
lad seems to be sacrificing his life to serve his elders! Yet, 
a mother is like God, and deserves implicit obedience.  

 
[Aloud, addressing Ghatothkacha]  
 

Hey! There’s something I’ve got to ask you! 
 

GHATOTHKACHA:  Ask, ask quickly. 
 
BHIMA:  What’s your mother’s name? 
 
GHATOTHKACHA:  [With great pride]  Know her name to be 

Hidimba.  She’s a demoness, and the wife of Bhima, the 
great Pandava who lights up the Kuru dynasty just as the 
full moon illuminates the sky. 

 
BHIMA:  [Happily, to himself] So, he is Hidimba’s son! No 

wonder he’s so full of pride! In form, physique and valour 
he has taken after me and Hidimba, his parents.  But 
how is it that he’s so mean and lacking in compassion? 

 
[Aloud]  

 
Let them go, I say! 
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GHATOTHKACHA:  No.  I won’t let them go. 
 
BHIMA:  [Turning to the brahmin] Sir, take back your son.  I 

shall go in his stead. 
 
SECOND SON:  No, no. I can’t allow it!  I’ve already 

renounced my life to protect the lives of my elders.  
You’re young, handsome and virtuous and must carry on 
with your life.  

 
 BHIMA:  Noble lad, don’t object. I’m a kshatriya – I belong 

to the warrior class.  You’re a brahmin – you’re to be 
revered for your knowledge.  That’s why I wish to protect 
your life with mine. 

 
GHATOTHKACHA:  [Aloud, but to himself] Aha! He’s a 

kshatriya!  No wonder he’s arrogant!  Fine! I’ll fight him 
and kill him. But what shall I fight with? 

 
BHIMA:  With me! 
 
GHATOTHKACHA:  With you?  What do you mean? 
 
BHIMA:  What shall I fight with, you asked.  Well, fight with 

me! 
 
GHATOTHKACHA:  All right then! Follow me. 
 
BHIMA:  I refuse to follow you. If you have the strength, 

take me by force. 
 
GHATOTHKACHA:  Who do you think I am? 
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BHIMA:  I think you’re my son. 
 
GHATOTHKACHA:  [Angrily] What nonsense!  How can I be 

your son? 
 
BHIMA:  Have I angered you? Forgive me, sir. Kshatriyas 

consider everyone who inhabits their land as their 
children.  That’s why I called you ‘son.’ 

 
GHATOTHKACHA:  You’re frightened.  That is my weapon. 
 
BHIMA:  I give you my word, I don’t know what fear is.  I 

wish you’d teach me all about it.  Please tell me what it 
looks like.  It appears as if you would know all about its 
qualities. 

 
GHATOTHKACHA:  I’ll certainly teach you all about fear. 

Take up your arms! 
 
BHIMA:  You mean weapons? I’m ready with them. 
 
GHATOTHKACHA:  What do you mean? 
 
BHIMA:  Like a golden tower of strength is this weapon I’ve 

been born with – my right arm, which is adept at 
vanquishing enemies.य  

 
GHATOTHKACHA:  Such a claim would be worthy only of 

my father, Bhimasena. 
 
BHIMA:  Bhimasena?  Who is he? What is he like?  The 

Creator of the world, Shiva, Krishna, Indra, Kartikeya, 
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Yama... which of these divinities does your father 
resemble? 

 
GHATOTHKACHA:  All of them! 
 
BHIMA:  Fie on you! That isn’t true! 
 
GHATOTHKACHA:  How dare you call it a lie?   
 You’re insulting my father.  
 
 [Uproots a huge tree and hurls it at Bhima.  Bhima is 

unhurt.]   
 
How is it that the tree hasn’t killed him? Well, all right.  

This will get rid of him. 
 
 [Uproots a mountain.] 
 
BHIMA:  A fuming wild elephant cannot defeat a tiger. 
 
GHATOTHKACHA:  [Throws the mountain at Bhima.  But 

Bhima remains unfazed.  Then Ghatothkacha mumbles, 
surprised] How come even this hasn’t killed him?  What 
shall I do now? Well, I know.  After all, I’m Bhimasena’s 
son and the grandson of the Wind.  

 
 [Shouts] Prepare yourself!  There’s none who is my equal 
in wrestling.  
 
[Bhima and Ghatothkacha wrestle] 
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GHATOTHKACHA:  [Pinning down Bhima] How will you 
escape now?  You’re being squeezed like an elephant 
bound tightly by ropes.  

  
BHIMA:  [To himself] How come I’ve been tied down like this? 

Oh Duryodhana! Your enemy camp is growing!  You’d 
better protect yourself.  

 
[Aloud] Hey sir! Let’s suspend hostilities for a while. 
 

GHATOTHKACHA:  Okay, I’ll let go. 
 
BHIMA:  [Wriggling out of Ghatothkacha’s grip] I can see 

your mettle, but don’t succumb to the haughtiness your 
strength gives you.  I don’t find it difficult at all to wrestle 
with you. 

 
GHATOTHKACHA:  [To himself]  Why am I unable to kill him 

even now? I’ll just use the maayaapaasha – the magical 
rope – my mother has blessed me with.  I’ll tie him with 
that and take him with me.  But, where can I find water 
to cast the spell?   

 
[Turns to the mountain and prays]  
 

Oh mountain!  Do give me some water.  
 

[Water springs]  
 
Ah, there it flows!  
 
[Sprinkles the water and chants a mantra.   
Bhima is bound by an invisible rope.]  
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Ha!  You’re now bound by the maayaapaasha and will 

follow me, subdued.  Though bound you still look 
glorious, like Indra’s flag in a festival.  

 
 BHIMA:  [To himself] What shall I do now?  Ah!  Lord 

Maheshwara was kind enough to bless me with the 
knowledge of a mantra.  I’ll chant those words.  That’ll 
help me free myself of the rope’s spell.  But, where can I 
find water to sprinkle before chanting the mantra?  

 
 [Aloud, to the brahmin’s sons]  Bring me the water that’s 
in your pitcher. 
 

OLD BRAHMIN:  [Handing over the pitcher to Bhima] Here’s 
the water. 

 
[Bhima takes the water, sprinkles it and chants a mantra.  

He is released from the spell.] 
 
GHATOTHKACHA:  [To himself] My goodness!  The magic 

rope has slipped!  What do I do now?  All right, I know.   
 

[Aloud to Bhima] Hey you!  Recall the promise you made? 
 

BHIMA:  Promise? Ah yes, I remember.  I’ll go with you, as I 
said.  Let go of the brahmin boy.  Lead the way.  

 
[Both turn and leave the stage] 
 
OLD BRAHMIN:  O my sons! What shall we do?  There goes 

Vrukodara [Another name for Bhima].   
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Like a bull shaking water off its back after a heavy 
shower, he has shaken off all worldly ties.  Yet, it is with 
tentative steps that he approaches the rakshasa who has 
a fiery and harsh appearance and who is ruthless and 
strong.   
 

[Brahmin and family follow Ghatothkacha and Bhima off the 
stage] 

 
[Ghatothkacha re-enters with Bhima following him] 
 
 GHATOTHKACHA:  Stay here.  I’ll inform my mother that I 

have brought you. 
 
BHIMA:  All right.  Go. 
 
[Ghatothkacha exits and re-enters with Hidimba.] 
 
GHATOTHKACHA:  Mother, at long last, I’ve brought a 

human as you desired. 
 
HIDIMBA:  Son, what kind of human have you brought? 
 
GHATOTHKACHA:  Honourable mother, he’s a human in 

form only.  Not in valour. 
 
HIDIMBA:  Is he a brahmin? 
 
GHATOTHKACHA:  No.   
 
HIDIMBA:  An old man, perhaps? 
 
GHATOTHKACHA:  Not an old man either. 
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HIDIMBA:  A lad? 
 
GHATOTHKACHA:  No. 
 
HIDIMBA:  I’ll see him then.  
 
[Both turn on stage and come to stand before Bhima]  
 

What! Is he the human you’ve brought? 
 
GHATOTHKACHA:  Why, mother? What’s the matter? 
 
HIDIMBA:  O foolish boy!  He is actually our God! 
 
GHATOTHKACHA:  Eh?  Whose God? 
 
HIDIMBA:  Yours.  And mine too. [Bows to Bhima and 

exclaims] Victory to you my Lord! 
 
BHIMA:  Ah, my lady, Hidimba! What is this I hear about 

your orders?   
 
HIDIMBA:  My lord!  It’s like this  
 
[Smiles and whispers in Bhima’s ear.] 
 
BHIMA:  You’re a demoness by birth only.  Your intentions 

are not demoniac.  You’re indeed very kind to think of a 
plan that would result in our meeting like this.  
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We have lost our kingdom and are roaming around these 
thick forests.  Seeing you has indeed driven away my 
misery.  
 

HIDIMBA:  [Nudging Ghatothkacha] Silly boy, bow down to 
your father. 

 
GHATOTHKACHA:  O father! Due to my ignorance I didn’t 

give you the respect due to you.  You must forgive your 
son’s folly.  I, the wild fire that will consume the forest of 
Dhritarashtra, bow down to you.  Do forgive my 
rashness. 

 
BHIMA:  [Embraces Ghatothkacha] Oh wild fire that will 

destroy the forest of Dhritarashtra!  Father’s hearts are 
indeed warmed by sons like you.  My son, may you 
acquire infinite strength and valour. 

 
GHATOTHKACHA:  I’m indeed blessed! 
 
[Enter old man and family] 
 
OLD BRAHMIN:  O!  So this is Bhima’s son, Ghatothkacha! 
 
BHIMA:  Son, pay your respects to this scholar, 

Keshavadasa by name. 
 
GHATOTHKACHA:  [Bows to Keshavadasa.] 
 
OLD BRAHMIN:  May you emulate your father and acquire 

good qualities and fame. 
 
GHATOTHKACHA:  I’m blessed. 
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OLD BRAHMIN:  O Vrukodhara! Our family has been saved 

from harm.  Your family has been re-united.  It is time 
now for me to take leave. 

   
BHIMA:  Due to your blessings everything has ended well.  

Our hermitage is not far from here.  Please come there 
and rest before continuing your journey. 

 
OLD BRAHMIN:  By saving our lives you have done your 

duty by your guests.  We shall, therefore, leave right 
away.  We must resume our journey to my uncle’s house 
without further delay. 

 
BHIMA:  Hidimba, dear son Ghatothkacha, come, let’s 

escort our esteemed guest and his family at least till the 
gate.  

  
  [Exit all] 
 
[Voice from offstage]  
 

Just as the ocean is the ultimate destination of all 
rivers,  
the fire that of all sacrificial offerings, and the 
mind, of all senses,  
so is Lord Vishnu the ultimate destination of us 
all. 
 

 
[THE PLAY CALLED MADHYAMAVYAYOGA ENDS.] 
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