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Introduction: The Head on the Hill

In the shadowed vigil of my severed head atop this sacred hill, I, 

Barbarik—grandson of the mighty Bhima, son of the demon prince 

Ghatotkacha, and wielder of divine arrows that could end this war in

three swift seconds—bear witness to the cataclysmic dance of 

dharma and destruction below. The wind here is cold, biting at skin 



that no longer feels warmth, carrying with it the metallic taste of 

ozone and the impending rot of an era ending. My eyes, granted 

this eternal, unblinking gaze by Lord Krishna himself, do not dry, 

nor do they tire. They are the lenses through which history will view

this carnage, recording every drop of blood, every broken vow, and 

every shattered bone.

I am not merely a spectator; I am the voice echoing through the 

ages, the ultimate commentator in the cosmic box. But hold your 

horses, my friends! If you are expecting a dry, dusty recitation of 

Sanskrit verses and somber chanting, you have tuned into the 

wrong frequency. With Sidhhaisms galore, I am going to paint this 

battlefield like a canvas of chaos, a Jackson Pollock painting made 

of gore and glory.

Picture this: The battlefield of Kurukshetra is not just a piece of 

land; it is a stadium of doom. The air smells of wet earth, freshly 

turned by millions of nervous feet, mixed with the heavy, sweet 

scent of sandalwood paste smeared on royal chests and the sharp, 

acidic tang of nervous sweat. It is the smell of fear and adrenaline, 

a cocktail that would make a skunk faint.

I see them down there, the greatest warriors of the age, looking 

like ants from my vantage point, yet burning with the intensity of 

suns. I see arrows that are not just sticks of wood and iron; in my 

eyes, they are tracer bullets lighting up the night sky. I see chariots

that don't just roll; they drift and accelerate like Ferrari engines 

screaming down the final straight of a Grand Prix. And the warriors?

They don’t just fight; they dance the tango of death, a macabre 

choreography where a misstep means your head rolls faster than a 

bowling ball in a gutter lane.



Each day that unfolds below me is a chapter in this novella of blood 

and valor, a serialized drama where Fate is the bowler, bowling 

googlies that spin so hard they defy physics, and the heroes are the

batsmen swinging for the fences, hoping to hit a sixer against 

destiny. But let me tell you, the pitch is uneven, the umpire is 

blindfolded, and the weather forecast calls for a 100% chance of 

pain.

So, buckle up, folks! Fasten your seatbelts and keep your arms and 

legs inside the vehicle at all times. It is going to be a roller coaster 

ride where the ball of destiny bounces unpredictably—sometimes 

it’s a full toss you can smash, and sometimes it’s a lethal yorker of 

karma that takes out your middle stump before you can even lift 

your bat.

From my lofty perch, the sky changes colors like a mood ring gone 

bad—from the pale, innocent pink of dawn to the bruised purple of 

twilight, and finally, the pitch black of a night filled with the screams

of jackals and ghosts. I smell the incense burning in the camps, 

fighting a losing battle against the stench of death. I hear the 

conchs blare, a sound that vibrates through the rock I rest upon, 

shaking the very teeth in my skull.

Thus speaks Barbarik, in Sidhha’s sizzling style... ready to narrate 

the greatest show on earth, where the admission price is your life 

and the exit is the afterlife.

Chapter 1: The Opening Salvo – Pandavas on the Back Foot

Oh boy, oh boy, what a thunderous, earth-shattering start to this 

epic showdown, my dear spectators of the celestial stands!. If you 

thought the tension at a penalty shootout was high, you haven't 

seen anything yet. The sun rises over Kurukshetra like a bloodshot 



eye, casting long, menacing shadows across the field. The 

atmosphere is electric—literally, the air crackles with the static of 

celestial weapons waiting to be unleashed, and the humidity is thick

enough to chew on.

The day begins with a sound that rips the sky apart. The conchs 

blare! It’s not a polite toot; it’s a sonic boom. Bhishma’s conch, 

clouds roaring in answer, followed by Krishna’s Panchajanya and 

Arjuna’s Devadatta. They sound like trumpets in a heavy metal rock

concert, shaking the earth as if a Richter-scale shattering 

earthquake decided to join the party uninvited. The vibrations are 

so intense that dust motes dance in the air, creating a golden haze 

that tastes of grit and ancient soil.

And then, a moment of silence that is louder than the noise. 

Yudhishthira, the eldest Pandava, that epitome of dharma, does 

something that makes the whole stadium gasp. He unarms himself. 

He takes off his armor. He strides forward across the No Man’s Land

like a captain inspecting the pitch before the toss. Is he 

surrendering? Is he mad? No, folks, he is walking straight into the 

enemy lines to seek blessings. He walks up to Bhishma, Drona, 

Kripa, and even Shalya. The Kaurava soldiers are confused, their 

hands tightening on their swords, the leather of their grips creaking 

audibly. But the elders? They nod. They bless him. It’s like wise old 

umpires granting a fair play certificate before the first ball is 

bowled. It’s a class act, a masterstroke of psychological warfare 

wrapped in piety.

But hold your breath, folks, because the pleasantries end faster 

than a celebrity marriage. The moment Yudhishthira returns, the 

truce evaporates. The Kauravas, led by the indomitable, the 

invincible, the terrible Bhishma, come charging like a herd of wild 

buffaloes on steroids!.



It is Day One, and let me tell you, the battlefield is hotter than a 

tandoor oven in midsummer Punjab. The heat rising from the 

ground distorts the air, making the charging chariots look like 

mirages of death. The smell of horse sweat, elephant dung, and 

burning torches fills the nose. It is suffocating.

Virata’s young guns, the princes Uttara and Sweta, step up to the 

crease like eager openers looking to make a mark in their debut 

match. You can see the fire in their eyes, the shine on their armor, 

the colorful plumes on their helmets fluttering in the hot wind. But 

war, my friends, is not a practice match. Oh dear, oh dear. Shalya, 

the ruler of Madra, delivers a lethal bouncer to Uttara—a spear 

thrown with such force it whistles like a banshee before piercing the

young prince. Uttara falls, his bright silks stained instantly with 

crimson.

And before the Pandavas can even process that wicket, the Grand 

Old Man, Bhishma, follows up with a swinging yorker that sends 

Sweta packing to the pavilion of the afterlife. Sweta fought bravely, 

his arrows flying true, but fighting Bhishma today is like trying to 

stop a tsunami with a paper umbrella. Bhishma’s arrow pins Sweta 

to the ground, and just like that, the Virata legacy takes a massive 

hit.

The Pandavas are reeling, my friends—it is absolute chaos in their 

ranks. It is like watching a batting collapse in a Test match where 

the scoreboard reads more zeros than a bankrupt banker's ledger!. 

Panic spreads like a virus. You can smell the fear now—it has a 

sharp, ammonia-like scent that cuts through the dust. The Pandava 

soldiers are backing away, shields raised, eyes wide with terror as 

Bhishma’s chariot looms large.


