
By Sanskriti Singh

Twisting and bending the fabric of an 
epic and then presenting it in a form of 

need not expect much out of it. But the author 
of Shiva trilogy and Ram Chandra series has 
done the job well.

Sita: Warrior of Mithila by Amish Tripathi 

a mindset that present India needs.
In this book Sita has been depicted as a war-

rior princess, quite different from what we 
have always heard of. She is a tough lady, 
obsessed with the law, the Prime Ministers of 
Mithila, an adopted daughter destined to be-
come the Goddess. 

The book starts with the beautiful Sanskrit 
verse: Yada yada hi dharmasyaglanirbhavati-
subrata/ Abhythanamadharmasyatadaprakrti-
sambhavap -
member this, Whenever dharma is in decline, 
Or there is an upsurge of adharma; The Sacred 
Feminine will incarnate. She will defend dhar-
ma. She will protect us). 

The author has given a different start to 
the novel where Sunaina, Sita’s mother, is a 
warrior princess of Assam and Janak, a nobel 
man. Sita is found in a furrow by King Janak 
and his wife Rani Sunaina. This is followed 
by Sita’s marriage to Ram and then her exile 
with him.

The Lankans here are as usual shown as the 
cruel “Rakshasa”. 

There are certain chapters that have been 
adopted word by word from 
the book Scion of Ikshwaku
by the same author, but that 
makes it easier for people 

series to understand the sto-
ry.

The Ram Chandra series it-
self is a series having shown 
the social deformities of our 
country. 

The author does well in teaching the youth 
by retelling a much elaborated epic instead 
of satsangs
group).

Scion of Ikshwaku and Sita:
The Warriors of Mithila) talk about gover-
nance, economy, social problem and lack of 
unity in the country that allows the invaders 
like Ravan to capture it.

Sita’s thoughts depicted in this book are ad-
mirable. These thoughts are the ones which 
India today is in serious need of. Whether it 
be the caste system, poverty, freedom, laws, 
everything needs to be changed in new India, 
with a new point of view.

In the book, Amish has brought up caste 

system, another sensitive issue in India. Here 
the author has explained how an individual 
should always be recognised by his/her work 
and not by birth. 

Along with this the author has also written 
about freedom and cultures. From the epic Ra-
mayana itself we can say Sita and Surpanakha 
were given freedom, but one used it for the 

wellbeing of society and en-
vironment and the other be-
came a burden on society.

These topics are reasonably 
to be taught to the generation 
but who is really ready to lis-
ten to the epic of our coun-
try?

So this is the perfect meth-
od narrated by the author. He 
has presented these teachings 

in a creative manner so that the youth can read 
it and accept it.

Book: Sita : Warrior of Mithila; Author: 
Amish Tripathi; Publisher: Westland 

Publication; Pages: 361; Price: Rs 350

Bending and retelling the real story at a 
whopping level of imagination is the 
way Amish presents his book. Scion of 

Ikshvaku is one such representation of litera-

Through this book, the writer has well pre-
sented the deformities of rules in our country. 
The narration is splendid and perfect.

who in Ramayana has a very different impor-

tance in his father’s life has been presented as 
a person who faces a terrible mental torture. 

Sita, who we always think of a soft and quiet 
lady given up with all the love and warmth, is 
shown as a tough woman. 

The twist of the stories is acceptable. Cer-
tain characters are really a reminder of how 

that reminded me of Nirbhaya. 
The way Amish presents his book helps us 

imagine the circumstances and even the loca-
tion well. The places where the event happens 
are so well explained that we can see the event 
occurring in front of our eyes. 

depicted.
How Ram bows to Sita and now the snapped 

-
dence and her obsession with the law as the 
best twist in the novel.

Characters here are hidden behind the epic 
ones, it is we who have to take a lesson. Re-
spect each and other and get the right for our 
country and its protecter. 

Ram Rajya is what we call a perfect land but 
perfection has a price. He paid that price. We 
have to pay the price to get the country united 
and together. It is we who have to understand 
the message conveyed. It’s really a perfect 
book and a nation-building one. 

Book: Scion of Ikshvaku; Author: Amish 
Tripathi; Publisher: Westland Publication; 

Pages: 354; Price: Rs 350

There is no god; god left 
us long time back but He 
left back one commandment 
which is the law of karma. 
This short story deals with 
this law of modern era where 
the result of our karma is in-
stant like our instant coffee.

Iusually get up late but that 
day was a big day and I was 
waiting for this day since 

long. I got out of my bed, no, I 
would say I jumped out of my 
bed and took my towel and 
was ready to take a shower. 
While bathing I was thinking 
of this lifetime opportunity 
that I had just chanced upon. 
I was an MBA and 
was working in sales 

a few days back, I had 
received a call from 
this company — a big 
name in the market. 
I was sure if I hit it 
right, my days would 
change for better. 

In the past too I had 
missed some glori-
ous opportunities but 
this time I didn’t want 
anything to go wrong 
and I didn’t want to 
leave anything to 
chance. Though I had 
faced umpteen num-
ber of interviews, yet 

my stomach and was 
thinking of all the 
probable questions 
and their answers enacting 
out in front of the mirror. My 
excitement was at its peak 
for it was the company that I 
always wanted to work for. 

I was going to face the best 
so I too needed to be the best. 
With this thought in mind, I 
wondered what should I wear 
for the interview. Well, the ab-
solutely safest option was my 
favourite blue shirt and black 
trouser and of course, that tie 
which Tina had gifted me on 
my birthday. 

I got ready, locked the door 
and was about to leave when 
I thought to myself and ascer-
tained if everything was in or-
der. I meant the lights and all 
for otherwise my landlord, Mr 
Sharma, would waste no time 
in calling me up and giving a 
good lecture on electricity bill. 
To avoid any embarrassment, 
I unlocked the door and was 
about to move out when I rea-
lised that I had not picked up 
my car keys. So I went back to 
pick them up. 

Soon I was running down 
the stairs as I had no patience 
to wait for the lift. I reached 
my car, unlocked it and got 
inside. With a deep breath I 
started the car and pulled out 
of my building.

On the way, I decided to take 
a shortcut as this would save 
plenty of my time and I would 
reach the venue well before 
the interview and could relax 
and prepare myself. At that 
moment, I was only planning 
like a student preparing at the 
last moment for his exams.

and time had other plans for 
me. They kept me back and 

venue in the nick of time. Just 
as I was about to park my car 
in the only parking slot left, 
a car from nowhere suddenly 
screeched in and took the last 
slot.

This was the last straw and it 
made me furious. Where was 
I supposed to park my car? It 
would again take a long time 

that time I might end up miss-
ing the interview call. As this 
was going on in my mind, in 

I started shouting at the man, 
“What the hell do you think 
you are doing? Who do you 
think you are? Are you blind? 
Can’t you see that I was about 
to park my car and you from 

nowhere stepped in and took 
my space!” It was strange; the 
man was not reacting at all, 
as if he was not listening to 
me at all. This made me feel 
insulted and I held him from 
the shoulder so that he could 
come face to face with me. I 
pulled him by the collar and 
shouted, “Do you think I’m 
mad that am talking to you 
and you are pretending not to 
listen to me at all! You are in-
sulting me and you can’t get 
away with this. I will make 
you pay for this.” 

Saying this I made it a point 
that I note down the vehicle 
number so that I could teach 

him a lesson. Abusing 
him with all the words 
I knew I vented my 
anger but he slightly 
put my hands off his 
collar and went away 
without a frown on his 
forehead.

That arguably was 
enough to put me at 
my argumentative best 
and I was about to start 
off again but the man 
walked off without 
saying a word. I was 
not convinced but in 
the process I lost my 
mind and it took me 
a good lot of time to 
calm down. I was so 
agitated that in the 
waiting room too I was 
not able to sit at one 
place. I was pacing all 

over the place. 
The lady at the reception 

requested me a number of 
times to be seated but I could 
not take this incident out of 
my mind and was wondering 
how could someone walk off 
like this so casually without 
a word as if nothing had hap-
pened! Didn’t he realise at all 
that because of him I could 
have missed my appoint-
ment?

However, at the back of my 
mind I was thinking about the 
way that man had reacted. I 
had abused him and told him 
whatever came to my mouth 
and even held him by his col-
lar but he coolly walked off 
without saying a word or even 
resisting. It was rather strange 
in today’s world to not react 
where everyone is waiting for 
a small chance to pounce on 
the other. 

(Contibuted by Paromita 
Chakraborty),

(To be concluded next 
week)

Books about mountains 
usually evoke a sense of 
wanderlust and serenity 

in readers that they would expect 
an impromptu trip to a hill station 
over a weekend. It is the feeling 
of glossing over the calm surface 
of a land, visiting spots endorsed 
for their natural beauty and re-
nowned as tourist attractions. The 
audience here expects to look at 
these lands through the eyes of 
a traveller, the voyeuristic gaze 

struggle underlying this snowy 
exterior. 

Guru T. Ladakhi, however, 
through his poems brings out 
the skeletons in the cold closets 
of places he belongs to, and has 
travelled to.

In his collection of poetry Monk
on a Hill, Ladakhi divides his po-
ems into sections: people, places, 
seasons, haikus and postscripts, 

-
rative that is unafraid, loud and 
clear. He doesn’t take the easy 
way out with his poems, instead 
choosing to delve deeper into the 
heart of the mountains and bring 
out for readers pieces steeped in 
the fragrance of melting snow 
as much as it carries the stench 

poem, For Robin the Poet, makes 
it abundantly clear that he’s not 
one to shy away from harsh truths, 
choosing instead to ask questions 
that have echoed in the repressed 
corners of every poet’s mind:

Shit, grime, murder, medioc-
rity./How much more must 
a poet endure/and still keep 
faith aglow/in the dark lust-
paved streets of his brain?

R.G Lyngdoh, writer and 
Vice Chancellor of Martin 
Luther Christian University, 
currently reading the book, 
says, “The collection has 
very personal poems which 
are poignant in nature. The 
poems are based on Ladakhi’s 
personal experiences — from 
family to places travelled like 
Ladakh, Kohima, etc.”

People, Ladakhi talks about the 
strife between pursuing dreams 

and falling into despair, trading 
a voyeur’s usual tone of judge-
ment for an endearing voice that 
is pain-stricken and honest about 
the despair around him. His po-
ems traverse a multitude of emo-

tions, stemming from his ability 
to both feel and sympathise with 
the pathos of the people he talks 
about; from the ache of loss to 
the jubilance of victory. When 
talking about death, his voice re-
mains sombre, but resolved, like 
that of a poet who has accepted 
death as an inevitability but isn’t 
afraid to shed tears when it does 
occur. 

Departure, a poem that has 
been described as a sister’s la-
ment at the loss of her brother, 
portrays this best:

In the wake of departure you 
have left/a mother battered by in-
somnia/clinging to the sheets you 
slept on,/and a father unhealed, 
grasping at shadows,/hoping to 
make amends./I reject your re-
lentless absence.

In the section, titled Places, he 
delves into the intricacies of 
the land. His voice remains the 
same, honest and not scared 
to reveal truths about these 
places, but it also contains an 
aching depiction of nostalgia. 
These are places he has had 
a deep connection with, and 
has watched them change and 
weather trying times, as all 
lands must do. 

In the short section titled 
Seasons, Ladakhi shows us 

the changing pictures of the year 
through his eyes. The poems here 
are rich in imagery, describing 
key aspects of the various seasons 
that hold special relevance to the 

poet, with a surprising playful-
ness. The poem about Monsoon,
for example:

Two clouds walk with moist 
feet/over the shoulder of the op-
posite hill,/picking sunshine from 
the undergrowth.

Amidst honest confessions 
of the problems that plague the 

-
nity to romanticise. His poems 

are thus about love and longing, 
and are just as honest and open. 

words depict the yearning of a 
lover, or the warmth of a friend-
ship that has aged well with years 
of togetherness and alcohol. 

Monk on the Hill is a collection 
that holds in its chest many pre-
cious moments and memories. It 
is a poetry book of a life lived, 
secrets shared; and pain, some 
healed and some that refuse to. 
To paint a picture so honest and 
grounded in reality, of places that 
have long been considered mere 
tourist attractions, is something 
Guru T. Ladakhi does well.

“Ladakhi is a friend of mine 
from Sikkim, a very talented 
poet. I would like to recommend 
this book to all,” says Lyngdoh.

Reading suggestions 
for the week:

1.The Ministry of Utmost Hap-
piness by Arundhati Roy

2.Men Without Women by 
Haruki Murakami 
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QUIZ
1. Bertrand Russell had a cameo role in a Bollywood 

-

-

-

Picks of the day:

1 3 42

Last week’s answers:
4. Switzerland 5. 2000 syrian 
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