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Conclusion

Introduction

The “Fire and the Throne” steps into the timeless, echoing space
between Mother Sita and Lord Rama - moving past the epic battles

to explore their intimate, often painful, emotional landscape.

This collection isn't just retelling the Ramayana; it's excavating its
buried heart, giving voice to the silent questions and unspoken grief

left in the wake of duty.

Through Sita's eyes, we witness love tested not by a demon, but by

the very ideals it pledged to serve. Her voice, rising from trial and



solitude, challenges the quiet acceptance of sacrifice. It's a voice of
incredible strength, questioning the cost of a king's righteousness

and grieving the loss of her husband.

Rama’'s answer isn't defense; it's revelation. He confesses to being
a man caged by his crown, a lonely king haunted by choices that

built his legacy but broke his heart.

This is a journey from deep human pain toward understanding. It
explores love's most complex forms: love for a partner, love for a
people, and the enduring love trying to bridge the gap. Prepare to
enter a conversation where legends become vulnerable, where
doing "what's right" faces scrutiny, and where the heavy silence

between two hearts is finally, unforgettably, shattered.

Hindi translation has been provided at the end of the book.

The Silence of Heaven

We meet at last,
beyond the mortal shore,

Where duty’s drumbeat echoes nevermore.
You stand before me,
Raghukul’s brightest sun,

Your epic journey,
your great battles won.

You look at me with eyes I've always known,
Yet on a different seed,
the fruit has grown.

You were my husband,
my love,

my forest guide,



With whom | walked,
contented,
side-by-side.
But then a king was born,
and love took flight,
Swallowed by shadows of a throne’s cold light.
I see you reach to speak,
to call my name,
To light again a long-extinguished flame.
But which name,
Lord? The wife you cast away?
Or the goddess they now worship and obey?
Do not speak yet,
just let the silence reign,

And listen to the story of my pain.

The King and The Husband

You call me ‘Sita,’
and my heart still leaps,
But which Rama is it that my memory keeps?

Is it the man who,

for my father’s vow,

Left a whole kingdom without a furrowed brow?

Or is it the king who,

for a subject’s sneer,

Banished the wife he claimed to hold so dear?
The first Rama’s eyes held only love for me,
In the quiet woods,
wild,

and gloriously free.



