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Once upon a time in the far-off land of India there lived a Great Being in 
the form of a Monkey King. He was tall and strong, and had a kind heart. 
A good leader, he was always generous to his eighty thousand monkey 
subjects. 

Not far from where the monkeys lived on the banks of the Ganges River 
stood an enormous mango tree whose thick foliage made it look like the 
crest of a mountain. The monkeys loved the tree for its large, delicious 
mangoes. When the mangoes were ripe, most of the fruit fell on the 
ground. But the mangoes from one branch always fell into the river. 

One day the Monkey King and his monkey subjects were on the 
riverbank, feasting on mangoes. Gazing out over the plains, the Monkey 
King saw the palace of Benares in the distance and a thought came to 
him; “Someday danger may come upon us because of the fruit falling 
into the water.” 

 

He made the eighty thousand monkeys pick all the fruit and flowers on 
the branch that grew over the river. But one mango was hidden by a 
bird’s nest and remained unnoticed. It stayed on the branch until the 
fruit was large and ripe. 

One sunny afternoon, the king of Benares came to bathe in the river with 
his retinue of wives, ministers and servants. As he swam under the tree, 



the ripe mango fell off the branch hanging over the river, right on top of 
his head! 

The king cried in surprise: “What is this fruit?” 

“We don’t know,” said his wives, ministers and servants. 

“Then call the woodsman. He will know!” 

The woodsman told the king it was mango. Seated under the tree, the 
king cut up the beautiful yellow fruit and offered pieces first to the 
woodsman, then to his servants, then to his ministers and each of his 
wives. Finally, when he was sure the mango was not poisonous, he ate the 
rest himself. The flavour was so delicious that the king was filled with 
desire for more. He stayed under the mango tree eating ripe juicy 
mangoes until he was full and fell asleep. 

 

The servants built a fire to keep the king warm and a guard was posted 
to watch over him as he slept at the foot of the great mango tree. 

At midnight, the Monkey King and his eighty thousand subjects came to 
the tree. They swung from limb to limb and ate mangoes. Awakened by 
the chatter, the king saw them and called the archers. 



“Surround these monkeys,” he ordered, “and shoot them as soon as the 
sun rises. Tomorrow we will eat mangoes with roasted monkey meat!” 

“Very well,” said the archers, as they surrounded the tree and waited for 
daybreak. 

The monkeys saw they were trapped and became frightened. Shivering 
with fear they went to the Monkey King and said, “Our tree is 
surrounded by men with huge bows and sharp arrows! What shall we do 
now?” 

“Don’t be afraid, “said the Monkey King. “I will save you.” 

He stretched his large body as far as he could between the mango tree 
and a neighbouring bamboo grove, making a bridge. “Cross over my 
back quickly and with good luck you will all get away,” he told the eighty 
thousand monkeys. 

And so, one by one, the monkeys escaped. 

The last monkey to cross over to safety was Devadatta, who has been 
jealous of the king for many years. Devadatta walked halfway across, 
jumped up and then came down on the king’s back with all his might. 
The Monkey King felt terrible pain, and his heart broke. While Devadatta 
reached the other side, the Monkey King stayed behind. In the darkness, 
the king of Benares saw all that happened. He thought, “This animal gave 
his life to save his fellow monkeys. It would not be right to kill this 
monkey. I will care for him.” 

The king and his servants gently lowered the Monkey King onto a 
smooth platform. He washed him with river water. He rubbed him with 
finest oils and gave him sweet drinks. Then he made a soft fur bed for 
him. 

Finally, the king of Benares asked, “Why did you risk your life for the 
sake of the other monkeys? What are they to you?” 

The Monkey replied, “I am their king. A good king takes care of his 
subjects.” 



 

 

Throughout the rest of the night, the Monkey King taught the king of 
Benares how to be a just and caring ruler. 

As the sun rose, the Monkey King died of a broken heart. 

The king of Benares gave the Monkey King a royal funeral, with many 
flower garlands, torches, incense and offerings of food and gold. Then 
the king went home to Benares with his wives, ministers and servants. 

For the rest of his life, he remembered the brave Monkey King’s 
teachings as he ruled kindly and wisely over the people of his kingdom.    

 

 

 

~ Finis ~ 


