
1 

 

                                                 

TALES OF WIT AND WISDOM FROM TELENGANA 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Regional Institute of Education, Mysuru- 570006 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Karunakaran B Shaji 

 

    Programme Co-ordinator 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



2 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

FOREWORD 

                  

 

            “Books”, said a wise man, “are the best companions for life. They provide you with conversation, 

comfort, and wisdom.” Yet, in our modern age, considered to be the age of information, the reading habit is 

rapidly on the decline. Our era of satellite communication which provides access to facilities like the 

Internet, makes the reading of books seem outdated and unnecessary. Alas! How wrong this notion is! 

Every revolutionary modern instrument of communication is based upon the written word, and in order to 

enjoy and reap the benefits of these tools of knowledge in later years, an early introduction to books is a 

must.  

   Stories, in books like this one, are actually an important and invaluable tool in the learning process. They 

capture a child’s imagination, and thus stimulate creativity and intellectual curiosity. Stories are an ideal 

way to introduce a child to different ideas, cultures, and experiences. By reading, he or she gains insight 

and wisdom, and at the same time, gains enough of inputs to shape his own independent thinking. Stories 

educate, inform, entertain, and amuse us. They make us think about our world, and its people. 

    This collection is divided into eight sections. The first section, ‘Folktales, Myths, and Legends,’ brings 

you folktales from India and many other lands. In the ‘Humour’ section, you will find riddles to make you 

smile, Zen stories, and funny tales of the irrepressible Mulla Nasruddin.  The section ‘Lives of Famous 

People’ tell you about famous people who have left their mark on the world with their thoughts and deeds. 

The next section ‘Famous Classics’ brings you excerpts from famous, universally acclaimed books that 

have become classics. In the ‘Nature and Environment’ section, you will find poems and stories about 

animals, birds, and a remarkable tree. The fifth section, ‘Poetry’, brings to you poems that have been well 

loved through the ages, and also new poems for you to enjoy. The ‘Art and Culture’ section focuses on art 

and culture in the state of Telangana and in this section, you can read about unique story telling paintings, 

puppeteers, and an exquisite temple sculpted by a master sculptor over eight centuries ago.  The final 

section ‘Drama’ presents the famous story ‘The Happy Prince’ in the form of a play that can be enacted by 

students.       

       This collection of stories was put together at a series of workshops conducted at the Regional Institute 

of Education (RIE) Mysore, (NCERT)   

 

My deep gratitude to all Resource persons who contributed to this volume. 

  

 We hope that these stories will bring hours of reading pleasure to children.    

 

        Karunakaran B Shaji 

        Programme Co-ordinator 
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    FOLK TALES, MYTHS, AND LEGENDS  

 

 

Raja Birbal, a poet and a singer, was one of Mughal Emperor Akbar’s advisors, and was part of his nine 

‘navratnas,’ or court jewels. Birbal, who was also Akbar’s close and trusted friend, impressed the emperor 

with his cleverness and wit, and anecdotes about their adventures and relationship have become a much 

loved part of popular folk lore.   

 

BIRBAL SAVES A LOYAL GARDENER  

 

 

 

 

   One day, Emperor Akbar stumbled on a rock in his garden. He was in a foul mood that day, and the    

accident made him so angry that he immediately ordered the gardener’s arrest and execution. The next day, 

when the gardener was asked to make his last wish, before he was hanged, he requested an audience with 

the emperor. This wish was granted. As the gardener walked through the royal durbar hall, and approached 

Akbar’s throne, he cleared his throat loudly, and spat at the emperor’s feet. All the people gathered in the 

durbar hall were aghast when this happened, and there was an astonished silence. The emperor too, was 

taken aback. 

“Why did you spit at me?” he asked the gardener in shock.  

The gardener had acted on Birbal’s advice, and Birbal stepped forward to explain the man’s strange 

behaviour. 



4 

 

"Your Majesty," he said, "this unfortunate gardener is your faithful and most loyal subject. He did not want 

you to get a bad name because you hanged him for a trivial reason. So, he made sure that you had a genuine 

reason for hanging him.”     

Emperor Akbar, who was a wise and just ruler, realised that by taking a decision in a fit of anger, he had 

done a grave injustice to his gardener. He ordered that the man be set free at once.   

 

In Hinduism, Lakshmi is the goddess of wealth, while Daridra is the goddess of poverty. When these two 

goddesses ask a poor farmer to decide which one among them is more beautiful, he is in a quandary… 

                                                                       

THE BEAUTY CONTEST  

 

A farmer was returning home from his fields one evening when suddenly two women appeared before him.  

"I am Daridra, the goddess of poverty," said one of them. 

"And I am Lakshmi, the goddess of wealth," said the other. 

"W-what do you want from me?" asked the man. His voice shook with fear. 

"Tell us, which one, amongst the two of us, is the more beautiful?" asked Lakshmi, the goddess of wealth, 

giving the farmer a dazzling smile. 

The man knew he was in a very dangerous position. If he favoured one of the two goddesses, he would 

most certainly displease the other. But he was a clever man, and he thought fast. Then, he turned to 

Lakshmi, goddess of wealth and said, "When you are entering a house, you are certainly the more 

beautiful." The farmer then faced Daridra, the other goddess, and said, "But there's none to compare with 

you when you are leaving a house. At that time, you are definitely the more beautiful." 

The two goddesses beamed with joy at the farmer’s tactful answer and vanished. The farmer heaved a huge 

sigh of relief, and hurried home. 

 

 

This famous, ancient Chinese folktale tells how a poor boy in China who longs to paint, is given a magic 

paintbrush by a mysterious visitor. Suddenly, the boy has the power to bring to life the things that he 

paints. Liang uses this gift for good, but finally, he has to use his wits to outsmart an evil emperor who 

wants to use the magic brush for his own greedy purposes. 

 

MA LIANG’S MAGIC BRUSH   

 

Ma Liang, a Chinese boy loved to draw, but was so poor that he couldn’t afford to buy a paint brush. So, 

Ma Liang drew pictures on the ground with a stick.  

One day, Ma Liang closed his eyes and said three times, “I want a brush! I want a brush! I want a brush!”  

When Ma Liang opened his eyes, there, in front of him, was an old man.  

He had a long white beard, and he was holding a fine paint brush.  

The old man said, “This brush is for you!”  

“For me?” Ma Liang asked incredulously.  

“Yes, it’s for you. Take it! It’s yours!”  

“Really? It’s mine?’ 

“Yes, it’s yours! It’s for you!”  

Ma Liang took the paint brush, and he stared at it. It was a beautiful brush. He turned to say ‘Thank you’, to 

the old man, but he wasn’t there! Ma Liang looked in front of himself – the man wasn’t there. He looked to 

the right, and then, to the left. The man wasn’t anywhere around.  
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Then, Ma Liang found a piece of paper. ‘What should I draw?’ he thought 

Then, he saw a cock, so he drew a cock.  

“Here’s its head. Here’s its handsome hat. Here’s its bright eye. Here’s its proud neck. Here’s its strong 

body. Here are its long, strong legs. And here are its long tail feathers.”  

Suddenly, the picture began to move. The cock was standing up on the paper! It was a real cock! Then, it 

suddenly jumped out of the paper, and it ran away!  

“Wonderful! This is a magic brush! What shall I draw now? I know - a hen! Here’s its red hat and here’s its 

head. Here’s its bright eye. Here’s its fat neck and fat body. Here are its legs and its feet.”  

Suddenly, the picture of the hen began to move. The hen was standing up on the paper! It was a real hen!  

Ma Liang picked up the hen and went to a little house. The woman in the house was very poor, and didn’t 

have any hens. Ma Liang said to her, “This hen is for you.”  

“For me?”  

“Yes, it’s for you. Take it. It’s yours.”  

“It’s mine?”  

“Yes, it’s yours. It’s for you.”  

The hen laid an egg. The poor old woman was so happy to see this!  

Then, Ma Liang saw an old man, who was trying to cut some sticks. But his axe was very old.  

Ma Liang quickly drew an axe: a new, shiny, sharp axe.  

Suddenly, the axe began to move, on the paper! Ma Liang took the axe to the old man.  

“This axe is for you.”  

“For me?”  

“Yes, it’s for you. Take it. It’s yours.”  

“It’s mine?”  

“Yes, it’s yours. It’s for you.”  

The old man happily cut the sticks with his new axe.   

Then, Ma Liang saw a farmer trying to pull a plough in his field.  

Ma Liang drew a cow at once - a big, strong cow.  

“Here’s its small head and big gentle eye. Here’s its short, strong neck and its long, strong body.  

Here are its short, strong legs.”  

Suddenly, the cow began to move. It stood up on the paper, and then it jumped onto the ground and  

it began to grow bigger, and bigger, and bigger. Ma Liang took the cow to the farmer.  

“This cow is for you.”  

“For me?”  

“Yes, it’s for you. Take it. It’s yours.”  

“It’s mine?”  

“Yes, it’s yours. It’s for you.”  

The cow pulled the plough, and the farmer was very happy!  

Soon, everybody in the village knew Ma Liang. He drew useful things for all the poor people.  

One day, two soldiers come to the village. “Where is Ma Liang?” The people in the village replied,  

“He’s there! That’s Ma Liang! He’s our wonderful boy!”  

“Are you Ma Liang?”  

“Yes.”  

“The king wants you. Come with us.”  

“Why?”  

“The king wants you to draw him a picture.”  

“No, I won’t come! I won’t draw a picture for the king! He’s got a palace, and soldiers, farms, and horses, 

and a lot of money! No, I won’t come!”  

The two soldiers took Ma Liang to the king, who was in his garden. 

“Are you Ma Liang?”  

“Yes.”  

“Have you got your brush?”  

“Yes.”  

“Draw me a tree. Draw a tree for me! Draw me a tree, full of golden coins!” 

“No, no, I won’t! I won’t draw a tree. I won’t draw a tree, full of golden coins.”  

“Draw me a tree. Draw a tree for me! Draw me a tree, full of golden coins!”  

“No, no, I won’t! I won’t draw a tree! I won’t draw a tree, full of golden coins.”  
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“Put him in prison!”  

Ma Liang was in prison. What do you think he did?    

Ma Liang drew a key - a big key for the door of the prison.  

He put the key in the lock, and turned the key. He opened the door. He looked into the corridor, and saw 

some soldiers. Then, he walked slowly and quietly down the corridor. Suddenly, the soldiers spotted Ma 

Liang!  

“Hey! You! Stop! Come back!”  

Ma Liang began to run. The soldiers began to chase Ma Liang. What did he do?  

Ma Liang drew a horse! He jumped on the horse, and the horse began to gallop. The soldiers and the king 

jumped on their horses too, and they began to pursue Ma Liang.   

Ma Liang’s horse was very fast, but the king and the soldiers got nearer and nearer and nearer.  

What did Ma Liang do?  

Ma Liang drew a hole! He threw the hole on to the ground behind him. As the hole grew bigger and bigger, 

the king and all the soldiers and their horses, galloped straight into the hole!  

Ma Liang walked back home to his village. The people were very happy to see him.  They loved kind and 

clever Ma Liang! 

 

 

Folk tales from the splendid continent of Africa were originally used to impart wisdom to various 

communities, and to teach people about the wonders of Nature and animals, to teach spiritual and social 

lessons, and provide entertainment. Here are two charming African folk tales … 

     

THE FIRE FESTIVAL –THE BUGUM CHUGU 

 

 

 

Long, long ago, the chief of the Dagomba people had a son. He loved the boy so much that he could not 

sleep if the boy was not near him at night. One evening, the chief sat under a big tree near his house. Some 

Dagombas sat around him. That night was warm, and there was no rain. One could hear the tom-tom of the 

drums. Children sang and danced near them.  

"Life is good," the chief said. And the people clapped their hands. The Dagomba people always clap their 

hands when they agree with somebody or something.  

Then, the chief’s wife came up to the chief and said, "Oh chief, It is time for our boy to sleep."  

"But he is with you, in the house," the chief said.  

"Isn't he here, with you?" the woman asked.  

"Woman, I tell you, he is not with me. Go and look for him."  

"Oh, my dear chief," the wife said sadly. "He is not in our house."  

The chief stood up quickly and cried, "Stop the dance! Let the drummers go and drum, asking for my son."  

In a minute, the drums began their talk. "The chief’s child is lost," they said. "Whoever finds the child must 

bring him to the chief."  

All the people ran from place to place and looked for the boy.  

But they did not find him. The chief was very angry. He said "All my people must help to find the boy."  

And the people looked and looked for the boy. They went out looking for the boy for many hours. Then a 

man cried out, "Here he is!"  
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The chief came up to the man. There, under a tree on the grass, the boy was sleeping.  

"Get up, my dear," the chief said to his little son. But the boy did not hear him.  

"Get up," said his father again. Then the boy opened his eyes.  

''Father,'' he said, and he got up. And they walked off together.  

The chief was very happy.  

The drums began their talk again. "The chief’s son is here!  

The chief’s son is here!" they said.  

Then the chief looked back angrily at the tree.  

"Burn that tree! It hid my son from me!"  

And the chief’s servants put their torches to its trunk and branches. The tree began to burn, and soon fell on 

the grass.  

At the same time, the happy father went home with his son.  

The people ran after them with songs and dances.   

 

 
From that day on every year in July, the Dagomba people have their fire festival. The chief goes out of his 

house, and the people light their torches. They begin to dance and put their torches to tree trunks. But 

today, they burn only two or three branches, and not the whole tree. 

 

 

 

THE FROG AND HIS WIVES 

 

 

Once there lived a frog who had two wives. His first wife lived in Dumbi, and the second wife lived in 

Dala. He himself lived in a little place between Dumbi and Dala. The frog went sometimes to Dumbi, and 

sometimes to Dala to see his wives.  

Once a little frog came to him and said, "Come to Dumbi, please! Your first wife has a nice pudding for 

you. Come at once while the pudding is hot!" The frog was very happy, because he liked puddings very 

much.  

He was ready to set out when another little frog came up to him and said, "Please, come to Dala! Your 

second wife has a nice pudding for you. Come at once, while the pudding is hot!"  

The frog sat down, and began to think.  

"If I go to my first wife for the pudding, my second wife will be sorry and angry. If I go to my second wife 

for the pudding, my first wife will be sorry and angry, too. Where shall I go - to Dumbi or to Dala?" He sat 

and thought for a long time. And he stayed at home, and began to cry "oh! Where shall I go, where shall I 

go?" Now, when you hear frogs gaou, gaou, gaou, you will understand that it means, "Where shall I go? 

Where shall I go? Go, Go, Go?" How tough it is to have two wives who make puddings at the same time!" 
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Tenali Raman, a jester-poet, was one of the eight poets in the court of Krishnadevaraya (ruled from 1509-

1529) of the Vijayanagara Empire. Raman’s wit and humour have made him a popular folk hero who has 

entertained countless people across the globe.        

 

STRAIGHTENING A DOG’S TAIL 

 

 

      An argument once went on in the court of King Krishnadevaraya, about whether a man’s basic nature 

could be changed or not. Some of the king’s courtiers were of the view that it was possible, while others 

thought that just as a dog’s tail cannot be straightened, in the same way, it is impossible to change a man’s 

nature. One of the king’s nobles said emphatically, “I feel that if one tries hard enough, even a dog’s tail 

can be straightened.”  

King Krishnadevaraya laughed when he heard this, and threw open a challenge. He ordered ten puppies to 

be brought to his durbar hall, and offered 100 gold coins to anyone who could straighten a pup’s tail. The 

king was certain that the tails of these little pups could never be straightened.  The king gave three months 

time to those who were willing to take up the challenge of straightening a pup’s tails. Many people took a 

puppy home confidently, since they were sure that they would be able to succeed in straightening its tail. 

Tenali Raman also took one puppy home.  

    The people who bought the pups began to experiment with their tails. One man tied a stone to his 

puppy’s curved tail to straighten it out. The poor pup walked around with a weight tied to its tail. A second 

man stuffed his puppy’s tail into a metal tube. A third person started massaging his pup’s tail. The fourth 
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person bought costly medicine, prescribed by a doctor, and applied it on the dog’s tail. The fifth person 

engaged a brahmin to perform a ‘puja’ everyday to achieve the purpose. The sixth man engaged a tantrik, 

who with the help of a magic spell, tried to straighten the puppy’s tail. The seventh person got his puppy’s 

tail operated by a doctor. The eighth person made his puppy sit straight daily for six months, ordering him 

sternly, “Keep your tail straight, boy! Keep it erect.” The ninth person fed his puppy with lots of sweets, 

thinking that this might straighten its tail.  

       These people suffered a lot as they struggled to meet the challenge posed by the king. Tenali Raman 

heard about all this from various people. He did not spend single paise on this endeavour. He simply tied up 

his pup, and provided just enough food for its survival. His pup began to get weaker, day by day, and its tail 

drooped down, looking lifeless.  

    Three months passed, and finally, the day came when the king would inspect the ten pups.  

 All the people who had taken a puppy produced it, and showed it to the king. The tails of nine of the ten 

pups remained curved as usual. Their owners had failed to straighten the tails of their pups.  Then, it was 

the turn of Tenali Raman to produce his pup. Its tail was not bent, but the pup was so weak that it was 

unable to move its tail or stand erect.  

Tenali Raman said, “Look, my lord! I have straightened the puppy’s tail.” 

 “You rascal!” the king shouted. “You have almost starved the puppy to death. Why, he can’t even wag his 

tail.” 

Tenali Raman replied politely, “Your Highness! If you had told me that the puppy should be fed properly, I 

would have obeyed your order. But your command was to straighten its tail, which is against nature. This 

could only be done by keeping it hungry. In the same way, a man’s nature cannot be changed forcibly. One 

should not do anything against nature – it can be very dangerous.” 

Tenali Raman had given everyone the answer about whether a man’s nature could be changed or not. The 

king was very pleased with Tenali Raman’s wisdom, and gave him the promised 100 gold coins as his 

reward.   

 

 

This beautiful Japanese folktale tells of how a man brings home a curious present for his wife - a mirror, 

an object she had never seen before. The wife keeps it hidden until she becomes ill. The she gives it to her 

daughter. This gift helps the daughter grow into a beautiful woman, always watched over by her loving 

mother.  

 

THE MATSUYAMA MIRROR 
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    A long, long time ago, a young man and his wife lived in Matsuyama, in the Province of Echigo. They 

had one child, a little daughter, whom they both loved with all their hearts.  

Once, while the little girl was still a baby, the father had to go to the great city, the capital of Japan, upon 

some business. It was too far for the mother and her little baby to go, so he set out alone, after bidding them 

goodbye, and promising to bring them home a pretty present. 

The mother had never been farther from home than the next village. She was a little frightened at the 

thought of her husband taking such a long journey; and yet, she was a little proud too, for he was the first 

man in all that country-side who had been to the big town where the king and his great lords lived, and 

where there were so many beautiful and curious things to be seen. 

When it was time for her husband to come back, the wife dressed the baby in its best clothes, and she 

herself put on a pretty blue dress which she knew her husband liked. 

How glad this good wife was to see her husband come home safe and sound. How the little girl clapped her 

hands, and laughed with delight when she saw the pretty toys her father had brought for her. He had much 

to tell of all the wonderful things he had seen upon the journey, and in the town itself. 

“I have brought you a very pretty thing,” said he to his wife; “it is called a mirror. Look and tell me what 

you see inside.” He gave to her a plain white wooden box, in which, when she had opened it, she found a 

round piece of metal. One side was white, like frosted silver, and ornamented with raised figures of birds 

and flowers; the other was bright as the clearest crystal. Into it the young mother looked with delight and 

astonishment, for, from its depths was looking at her with parted lips and bright eyes, a smiling happy face. 

“What do you see?” again asked the husband, pleased at her astonishment and glad to show that he had 

learned something while he had been away. 

“I see a pretty woman looking at me, and she moves her lips as if she was speaking, and—dear me, how 

odd, she has on a blue dress just like mine!” 

“Why, you silly woman, it is your own face that you see!” said the husband. He was proud of knowing 

something that his wife didn’t know. “That round piece of metal is called a mirror. In the town everybody 

has one, although we have not seen them in this place before.” 

     The wife was charmed with her present, and for a few days could not look into the mirror often enough; 

for you must remember that as this was the first time she had seen a mirror, so, of course, it was the first 

time she had ever seen the reflection of her own pretty face. But she considered such a wonderful thing far 
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too precious for everyday use, and soon shut it up in its box again, and put it away carefully among her 

most valued treasures. 

Years passed, and the husband and wife still lived happily. The joy of their life was their little daughter, 

who grew up the very image of her mother, and who was so dutiful and affectionate that everybody loved 

her. Mindful of her own little passing vanity on finding herself so lovely, the mother kept the mirror 

carefully hidden away, fearing that the use of it might breed a spirit of pride in her little girl. 

She never spoke of it, and as for nothing of her own good looks, or of the mirror which would have 

reflected them. The father - he had forgotten all about it. So it happened that the daughter grew up as 

simple as the mother had been, and knew nothing of her own good looks, or of the mirror which would 

have reflected them. 

But by-and-by a terrible misfortune happened to this happy little family. The good, kind mother fell sick; 

and, although her daughter waited upon her, day and night, with loving care, she got worse and worse, until 

at last there was no doubt but that she must die. 

When she found that she must so soon leave her husband and child, the poor woman felt very sorrowful, 

grieving for those she was going to leave behind, and most of all, for her little daughter. 

She called the girl to her and said, “My darling child, you know that I am very sick; soon I must die and 

leave your dear father and you alone. When I am gone, she told promise me that you will look into this 

mirror every night and every morning; there you will see me, and know that I am still watching over you.” 

With these words she took the mirror from its hiding-place and gave it to her daughter. The child promised, 

with many tears, and so the mother, seeming now calm and resigned, died a short time after. 

Now this obedient and dutiful daughter never forgot her mother’s last request, but each morning and 

evening took the mirror from its hiding-place, and looked in it long and earnestly. There she saw the bright 

and smiling vision of her lost mother. Not pale and sickly as in her last days, but the beautiful young 

mother of long ago. To her at night the story of the trials and difficulties of the day; to her in the morning 

she looked for sympathy and encouragement in whatever might be in store for her. 

So, day by day she lived as in her mother’s sight, striving still to please her as she had done in her lifetime, 

and careful always to avoid whatever might pain or grieve her. 

Her greatest joy was to be able to look in the mirror and say, “Mother, I have been to-day what you would 

have me to be.” 

Seeing her look into the mirror every night and morning without fail, and seem to hold converse with it, her 

father at length asked her the reason of her strange behaviour. “Father,” she said, “I look in the mirror every 

day to see my dear mother and to talk with her.” Then she told him of her mother’s dying wish, and how 

she had never failed to fulfill it. Touched by so much simplicity, and such faithful, loving obedience, the 

father shed tears of pity and affection. Nor could he find it in his heart to tell the child that the image she 

saw in the mirror was but the reflection of her own sweet face, becoming by constant sympathy and 

association more and more like her dead mother’s day by day. 
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Here’s an amusing folktale from Andhra Pradesh.    

 

GOD PROVIDES 

 

 

     Once upon a time Andhra Pradesh, there ruled a very generous king. He was known for his kindness. 

Every day, two beggars would visit the king. One was old, and other was a very young man. When the king 

gave alms to the older man, the latter would always say, "God provides!" The younger beggar other hand 

said, "Our king provides!" when given alms by the king. The king got irritated and thought, "The older 

beggar keeps saying 'God provides! God provides!' when it is I who give him food!" 

The next day, he told the two beggars to walk down an abandoned lane, one by one, where he had placed a 

purse filled with gold. He asked the younger man to go first. "Surely when he finds the gold, the other will 

realize it is I who provides," reasoned the king. The man walked down, wondering why the king had sent 

him here. "Perhaps he wants me to enjoy the peace of this beautiful road. I should walk down it with my 

eyes closed!"  

    As he did so, he missed the purse of gold on the ground. The older beggar walked down next and found 

the purse. 

The king questioned them later. "Did you find anything on the road?" he asked, looking at the younger one. 

No, your Majesty! But it was a beautiful road!" he replied.  

"But I did! I found a purse of gold! As I always say, God provides!" said the older one. 

The displeased king then called the younger beggar aside. "This is for you," he said giving him a pumpkin. 

He had filled it with silver coins, which he was sure the beggar would not miss. "Surely now, the older one 

will realize who provides!" he thought. 

As the younger beggar walked down the road with the pumpkin, he wondered what to do with it. "Hmm.... 

I can't cook it. And I can't eat it raw. What will I do with this pumpkin?" he thought. 

Suddenly, he caught sight of a shopkeeper. The shopkeeper agreed. "Here are a few coins for it," he said 

and took the pumpkin. 

The beggar went away happily. "At least I made a few coins from the pumpkin! Our king is so generous!" 

he thought, praising him. 

Soon after, the older beggar walked by the shopkeeper's shop, begging. "Spare an old man a coin!" he said. 

The shopkeeper saw him and felt sorry for him. "After all I have no use for the pumpkin. Let him have it," 

he thought. He called him, and gave him the pumpkin. 

The older beggar took the pumpkin back to his hut. "I can make something from it," he thought, taking out 

a knife to cut it. Much to his delight, he found the pumpkin filled with silver coins! "God provides! God is 

great!" he thought. 

The next morning, the king eagerly waited for the beggars. When they reached, he asked the younger one 

"Did anything exciting happen to you yesterday?" "No, Your Majesty, but I did earn a few extra coins by 

selling the pumpkin you gave me!” came the reply. The king was dismayed. "What about you?" he asked 

the other one. 
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"I was blessed! Yesterday, the shopkeeper gave me a pumpkin. When I went home and cut it, I found it 

filled with silver coins! As I always say, 'God provides!" 

The king gave up, having learned his lesson. 

 

This charming folktale comes from Italy.  

 

THE BELL OF ATRI 

 

 Long ago, in a small town called Atri, there lived a wise ruler. He hung a big bell in the market 

place so that all might have justice.  Long rope was tied to it.  Then the king's messenger called out this 

news: "Here ye! Hear ye! Anyone may ring this bell and ask for justice.  When you ring the bell, the judges 

will come to hear your case and see that justice is given!" 

 Over the years, the bell was rung many times and the rope was worn out and old due to usage.  

The rope got shorter, and it was difficult for a child to reach.  The ruler ordered, "Tie a new rope there."  

"I have a vine, that will do till the new rope comes," said a man.  He tied the vine to the old rope.  It hung 

there once again, within easy reach for all the adults and children.   

 In the hills near Atri, there lived a rich old soldier.  He had been a brave soldier in his youth.  He 

had a horse which he rode many times.  The two had been good friends.  One morning, he looked out of his 

window and saw the old horse.  He grumbled, "How foolish it is to feed that old horse now.  He is no 

longer of use to me. I’ll get rid of him."  

 

  
 One summer afternoon, the old and tired horse was walking down the road.  It was half blind, 

weak and starving.  He wandered into the marketplace of Atri.  All the people of Atri were asleep due to the 

hot weather.  The horse saw the vine.  The starving horse reached for a green leaf.  "Dong," sounded the 

bell.  The old horse jumped in fright, but he reached for more leaves.  As he tugged at them, the bell 

sounded its clear call again and again.  The judges woke up, wore their robes and reached the spot to give 

justice.  People gathered in the marketplace.  They pitied the old and weak horse. 

 The judges commanded, "Bring the soldier." The soldier appeared before the judges.  He hung his 

head in shame, and said nothing.  The judges gave the verdict, "You will care for this horse as long as he 

lives."  The people clapped their hands in merrily. They said, "Our ruler is wise.  Who would think that the 

bell of Atri could bring justice even to an old horse?" 

 

The Panchatantra is an ancient collection of animal fables in verse and prose, in five parts, that was 

originally written in Sanskrit by Pandit Vishnu Sharma around the 3rd century BCE. A wise and scholarly 

king called Sudarshan once ruled a kingdom, from its capital Mahilaropya. The king had three sons who 

were disinterested in learning, and this worried the king deeply. He asked his ministers for advice on how 

to educate his sons, and one minister suggested that instead of teaching the young princes the scriptures, 

they should somehow be taught the wisdom inherent in them. He told the king that the aged scholar Vishnu 

Sharma was the only man capable of doing this. Vishnu Sharma decided to tell the young princes a 

succession of animal fables with morals – one woven into another – that imparted to them the wisdom they 

required to succeed their father and rule his kingdom wisely. Thus the Panchatantra – the world’s most 

widely translated stories was born.    
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THE SINGING DONKEY 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 Once upon a time, a washer man had a donkey.  The donkey was old, lean, and tired and his ribs 

stuck out of his sides.  During the day, the donkey had to carry heavy bundles of clothes on his back, but at 

night, he was free to wander about as he wished.  

One night, as he was roaming about as usual, the donkey happened to meet a jackal.  They got talking, and 

struck up a friendship.  Soon the pair began to wander around together in search of food. 

Late one evening, they came across a garden full of juicy, ripe cucumbers.  They went into it eagerly, and 

ate as much as they could before leaving.  The next night, they visited it again, and once more, they ate 

their fill. This went on night after night.  The happy pair visited the garden daily, and feasted on the ripe 

cucumbers.  

    Soon, the donkey became fat and was full of with health and energy.  In fact, the donkey was so happy 

and pleased with himself that one night, after he had finished filling his belly with cucumbers, he told the 

jackal, "Look, it's a glorious night! The moon is glowing in the sky, the stars are twinkling, and I feel like 

singing."    

The jackal looked at his friend in alarm.  "Please don't sing." he pleaded urgently.  "It will only get us into 

trouble.  The farmer who owns this place will certainly hear your loud voice, and he will come after us with 

a stick and stones.  Don't forget that we are thieves here.  Don't you know that thieves must always keep 

quiet?"  

But the donkey was in no mood to listen to his friend.  He ignored his words and said, "Everything here is 

so perfect tonight and I am in such a good mood that I must sing!” 
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When the jackal realised that the donkey would not change his mind, he said, “Okay, friend. If you have 

made up your mind to sing, then do so. But wait for just a moment while I jump over to the other side of 

the fence for my safety. 

So, the jackal jumped over the fence, and got out of the garden. The donkey began singing happily in what 

he thought to be his most melodious voice. Soon the farmer heard his enthusiastic braying.  He knew that a 

donkey was loose in his garden and he ran out with a stout stick.  The donkey was still braying when the 

farmer began to thrash him.  He beat him so hard that the donkey fell down.  Then the farmer tied a heavy 

stone around the donkey's neck, and left.    

 The jackal was waiting outside the garden when the donkey staggered out wearily with the stone 

dangling from his neck.  "I see that the farmer gave you a medal for your melodious singing," said the 

jackal with a sly smile.   

 "I'm very sorry," said the donkey sadly, "that I did not listen to your sound advice.  The next time 

someone advises me for my own good, I'll not be so quick to ignore it.” 

 

Ancient legends say that King Vikramaditya, a great king ruled over a prosperous kingdom from his capital 

at Ujjain. The king was known for his justice and kindness, and tales of his wisdom and generosity are part 

of India’s best loved folktales 

 

 

 

THE PALACE AND THE HUT 

 

  
 

    King Vikramaditya once decided to build a palace on the riverbank. He ordered his ministers to survey 

the site, and start the work. The labourers were put to work, and in a few days, the palace was ready. Before 

bringing the king to see the palace, the ministers decided to take a final look at it.  

“Splendid!”  One of the ministers exclaimed, looking at the palace. Then suddenly, his eyes fell on 

something and he shouted, “What is that? I did not see that before.” All the labourers and the soldiers 

turned around. There was a hut just a few steps away from the palace gate. “What is this hut doing here?” 

shouted the minister and added, “And whom does it belong to?”  

“Sir, it belongs to an old woman. She has been living here for a long time,” replied a soldier.  

The minister walked up to the hut, and spoke to the old lady. “I want to buy your hut. Ask for anything,” he 

said.  

“I am sorry, Sir. I cannot accept your offer. My hut is dearer to me than my life. I have lived in it with my 

late husband, and I want to die in it,” the old lady said.  
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The minister tried to tell her that her hut would spoil the charm of the newly constructed palace. But the old 

woman was determined to stick to her decision, and she said was ready to face any consequences, and any 

punishment because of it. She refused to sell her hut to the king. The matter was then taken to King 

Vikramaditya himself.  

The wise and generous king thought for a while, and then said, “Let the old lady have her hut where it is. It 

will only add to the beauty of the new palace.” Then turning to the minister, the king said, “Let us not 

forget that what seems ugly to us, may be precious to someone else.”  

The people then realized why their king was so highly respected by all the people and by all other 

neighbouring kingdoms.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

HUMOUR 

RIDDLES  

 

What do elves do after school? 

Gnomework! 

 

What has forty feet and sings? 

The school choir! 

 

Why does a flamingo lift up one leg?   

Because if it lifted both legs, it would fall down! 

 

What has two humps, and is found at the North Pole? 

A lost camel! 
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Where do tadpoles change? 

In a croakroom! 

 

What sort of animal is a slug? 

A snail with a housing problem 

 

What is “out of bounds”? 

A tired kangaroo! 

 

Why did the chicken cross the road? 

To get to the other side! 

 

Why do birds fly south in the winter? 

Because it is too far to walk! 

 

What’s an insect’s favorite sport? 

Cricket!  

 

If two’s company and three a crowd, what are four and five? 

Nine!  

 

What is the quickest way to double your money? 

Fold it in half! 

 

What happens when you throw a green stone in the red sea? 

It gets wet! 

 

What is a volcano? 

A mountain with hiccups! 

 

Why is Alabama the smartest state in the USA? 

Because it has 4 A’s and one B! 

 

From the beginning of civilization, religions from all over the world have used storytelling convey their 

messages of wisdom. Zen Buddhism uses short stories extensively to teach people universal truths and to 

help them live peaceful lives, full of serenity.  

 

THE SLEEPY TEACHER 
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A schoolteacher used to take a short nap every afternoon. When his pupils asked him why he did so, he said 

that he went to dreamland to meet ancient sages. One extremely hot day, some of the pupils fell asleep in 

class in the afternoon. When the school-teacher chided them, they said, "We went to meet the sages in 

dreamland." 

"What did they say?"demanded the teacher angrily.  

 "We asked them if a school- teacher came there every afternoon, but they said they had seen no such 

person," the students replied.  

 

                                                 TIME TO DIE  

 

 

 

A young student of Zen happened to break a precious vase belonging to his teacher.  

When he heard his teacher's footsteps, he quickly hid the broken vase behind his back. As the teacher 

walked up to him, the student asked, "Why does one die, master?"  

"It's natural," said the teacher. "Everything has a beginning, and an end. Everything has just so long to live, 

and then has to die."  

The student held out the pieces of the broken vase and said, "The time for your vase to die had come." 
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Mulla Nasruddin was a philosopher and a wise, witty man with a great sense of humour. Stories about 

Mulla Nasruddin have been told almost everywhere in the world, starting from Persia, Arabia, Africa, and 

travelled along the Silk Road to China and India, later also to Europe. Anecdotes from Nasruddin’s life 

have been narrated for centuries between people for different purposes, mainly for humour and laughter, 

but also to tell as stories full of meaning and wisdom. 

 

ALL IN A SINGLE TRIP 

 

 

 

     One fine morning, Mulla Nasruddin's employer was very angry with him.  He was so furious that he 

screamed, “Mulla Nasruddin! Have you no brains at all? If you want to buy three eggs, will you go to the 

market thrice? Can't you buy all the three eggs in a single trip?  Can't you complete three tasks in a single 

trip?  You have a very bad habit of never completing all your tasks at one go.”  

 The Mulla bowed his head and said humbly, “Yes, sir. You are right. Henceforth, I will always 

remember what you have just said.” 

A few days passed. One day, the Mulla's employer fell ill. He called the Mulla and ordered him, “Go and 

fetch the hakim immediately.” The Mulla went to fetch the hakim, and returned after some time.  And what 

did his employer see? The Mulla was walking briskly in the front.  The hakim was walking behind the 

Mulla. And behind the hakim, there were about a dozen men, carrying a coffin, flowers, and other things 

required for a funeral!  

 “What is this Mulla?” asked his employer, looking very puzzled.  The Mulla said, “I have got the 

hakim because you are ill. By God's grace, you will be cured by the hakim's medicines. But if you do not 

get well, and if you die, you will need a few people to take you to the graveyard.  As advised by you, I have 

completed all the tasks in a single trip.” What could the employer say? The employer was shocked and 

speechless. 

 

 

A TEST OF GRAMMAR  
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Nasruddin was ferrying a traveller across a lake. As they spoke on various subjects, Nasruddin made a 

minor grammatical error. 

The traveller remarked, “You who wears a turban and calls himself a Mulla - have you ever studied 

grammar?” 

“No,” Nasruddin admitted, “I have not covered that subject in depth.” 

“Well then,” the traveller replied, “you have wasted half of your life!” 

Several minutes later, Nasruddin turned to the traveller and asked, “Have you ever learned how to swim?” 

“No,” the traveller responded. 

“Well then,” Nasruddin replied, “you have wasted all your life-for there is a hole in the boat, and we are 

sinking!” 

                                                                

THE CROWDED HOME 

 

 

 

 

Nasruddin was talking to his neighbour one day, and the neighbour lamented, “I’m really having trouble 

fitting my family in our small house. There’s me, my wife, my three kids, and my mother-in-law-all sharing 

the same cottage. Mulla Nasruddin, you are a wise man. Do you have any advice for me?” 

“Yes,” replied Nasruddin. “Do you have any chickens in your yard? 

“I have ten,” the man replied. 

“Put them in the house,” said Nasruddin. “But Mulla,” the man remarked, “Our house is already cramped 

as it is.”       

 “Just try it,” replied Nasruddin. 

The man, desperate to find a solution to his woes, followed Nasruddin’s advice. But he paid the Mulla 

another visit the next day. 

“Mulla,” he said, “things are even worse now. With the chickens in the house, we are even more hard 

pressed for space.” 

“Now take that donkey of yours,” replied Nasruddin, “and bring it in the house.” 

The man moaned and objected, but Nasruddin convinced him to do it. 
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The next day, the man, now looking more distressed than ever, came up to Nasruddin and said, “Now my 

home is even more crowded! Between my family, the chickens, and my donkey, there is barely any room to 

move.” 

“Well then,” said Nasruddin, “do you have any other animals in your yard?” 

“Yes,” the man replied, “we have a goat.” 

“OK,” said the other. “Take the goat into your house too.” 

The man once again grumbled and seemed most reluctant to follow Nasruddin’s advice, but Nasruddin 

once again convinced him to put yet another animal in the house. 

The next day, the man, came up to Nasruddin and exclaimed, “My family is extremely upset now. 

Everyone is shouting at me, and complaining about the lack of space. Your plan is making us miserable.” 

“OK,” Nasruddin replied, “now take all of the animals back outside.” 

So, the man followed his advice, and the next day, he dropped by Nasruddin and remarked, “Mulla - your 

plan has worked like a charm. With all the animals out, my house is so spacious that none of us can help 

but be pleased and uncomplaining.” 

  

 
 

LIVES OF FAMOUS PEOPLE   

An extract from PLAYING IT MY WAY: MY AUTOBIOGRAPHY  

1 

CHILDHOOD 

‘Son, life is like a book. It has numerous chapters. It also has many a lesson in it. It is made up of a wide 

variety of experiences and resembles a pendulum where success and failure, joy and sorrow are merely 

extremes of the central reality. The lessons to be learnt from success and failure are equally important. 

More often than not, failure and sorrow are bigger teachers than success and happiness. You are a 

cricketer and sportsman. You are fortunate to be representing your country, and that is a great honour. But 

never forget that this too is just another chapter in the book. Typically, let’s say a person lives for seventy 

or eighty years or so. How many years will you play sport? Twenty years; if you are very good, maybe even 

twenty-five years. Even by that yardstick, you will live the majority of your years outside the sphere of 

professional sport. This clearly means that there is more to life than cricket. I am asking you, son, to keep a 

pleasant disposition and maintain a balanced nature. Do not allow success to breed arrogance in you. If 

you remain humble, people will give you love and respect even after you have finished with the game. As a 

parent, I would be happier hearing people say, “Sachin is a good human being” than “Sachin is a great 

cricketer” any day.’ 

 

My father’s words, which I often heard while growing up, encapsulate my life’s philosophy. 
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I was born to a very close-knit Maharashtrian family in Mumbai’s Bandra East and lived in the Sahitya 

Sahawas colony, a residential co-operative for writers. I am one of four children, with two brothers and a 

sister. Nitin, Ajit and Savita are all older than me, and not only am I the youngest in the family but I was 

also the worst behaved. 

 

 

… 

My father, Ramesh Tendulkar, was an acclaimed Marathi poet, critic and professor, while my mother, 

Rajani, worked for the Life Insurance Corporation of India. Humility and modesty were their hallmarks and 

I owe a lot of my personality to my upbringing. Despite all my unreasonableness and all the 

embarrassments I caused them, my parents never gave up on me. In fact, I have often wondered just how 

they managed to cope with such a naughty child. Though he must have been pushed to the limits 

sometimes, my father would never shout at me and was always patient when dealing with my mischief. 

This added to my respect for my father as I grew older. Losing him during the 1999 World Cup in England 

remains one of the most traumatic moments of my life and I will forever remain indebted to him for helping 

me become the human being that I am. 

 

                                                                                - Sachin Tendulkar with Boria Majumdar 

           

 

A scientist by profession, a great humanist, inspirational speaker and writer, APJ Abdul Kalam served as 

the 11th President of India from 2002 until 2007. During his term, Kalam won the hearts of not only his 

own countrymen, but people all over the world.  

 

REMEMBERING INDIA’S WONDERFUL MISSILE MAN 
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     Avul Pakir Jainulabdeen Abdul Kalam was born to Jainulabdeen and Ashiamma on October 15th, 1931 

in Rameshwaram in Tamilnadu. He came from a family that didn’t have much money, so as a means to 

support his family’s meagre income, Kalam took up odd jobs in his boyhood, like distributing newspapers. 

However, despite all the hardships he suffered as a child, Abdul Kalam never gave up on his education. He 

graduated from Saint Joseph's College, Tiruchirappalli in 1954, but was not satisfied with this degree. So, 

he left for Madras the following year, to study aerospace engineering. He enrolled at the Madras Institute of 

Technology (MIT). Kalam spent the next few decades as a scientist and science administrator, mainly with 

the Defense Research and Development Organization (DRDO), and the Indian Space Research 

Organization (ISRO) and was closely involved in India’s civilian space programme and military missile 

development efforts.  He then came to be known as the "Missile Man" of India for his work on the 

development of Ballistic Missile and Launch vehicle technology.  

      A brilliant, yet immensely humble man, Kalam always faced the press following failed tests at ISRO, 

and accepted responsibility for his mistakes, but he never claimed the credit for any of the enormous 

successes that the organization achieved. On one occasion, when one of his subordinates could not take his 

children to an exhibition due to work pressure, Kalam took the children instead. On another occasion, Dr. 

Kalam refused to sit on chair that was meant for him, because the chair was larger in size than all the other 

chairs arranged there! This great scientist wrote out his own thank you cards, and never cared if the was 

late when eager fans and admirers wanted to stop and talk to him. Dr. A.P.J. Kalam was kind and 

thoughtful too. Once he rejected the idea of putting broken glass on the walls of a building that needed 

protection, because the broken glass would harm the birds that would perch on it. Though he remained a 

bachelor all his life, Kalam, ‘the people’s president’, as he was affectionately referred to, loved children, 

and interacting with them. It is estimated that after becoming the President of India, Kalam had talked to 

over four million school and college children!  

    A man of wide ranging interests, Kalam was a scholar of Thirukkural (a classic of couplets or Kurals)  

and was known to quote at least one couplet in most of his speeches. He had a keen interest in literature and 

wrote poems in his native Tamil. 
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    Kalam served as the 11th President of India from 2002 until 2007. He was one of the most respected 

people of our country, and contributed immensely both as a scientist and as a president. Kalam was 

honoured with great laurels and awards for his work by both the Government of India, and other countries. 

He was awarded the Bharat Ratna, India’s highest civil award in 1997. He won the Padma Vibhushan in 

1990, and the Padma Bhushan in 1981. After completing his term as President, Kalam served as a visiting 

professor in various esteemed institutes and universities of India. Abdul Kalam, a great scientist, visionary, 

and statesman passed away on 27th July, 2015. The people of India reacted with an outpouring of grief 

when they heard that one of their finest sons had passed away, but the life of Abdul Kalam will always 

serve as a beacon of light to inspire future generations.       

 

Albert Einstein (1879-1955) a German born scientist, considered the father of modern physics, made 

outstanding contributions to physics, mathematics and science in general. Einstein, who won the Nobel 

Prize for Physics in 1921, was well known for his disheveled hair, sense of humour, and most of all, his 

utter forgetfulness. 

    

 

EINSTEIN - AN ABSENT MINDED GENIUS 

 

 

 

    Albert Einstein was a typical scientist – always deeply immersed in his work, to the exclusion of 

everything else.  Inevitably, he became extremely absent-minded, and this led to quite a lot of confusion in 

his daily life. Early on in his career, Einstein worked at the Swiss Patent Office, and he would usually walk 

to his work place. On the way, he would sometimes catch sight of his reflection in store windows, and 

realize that he had forgotten to comb his mop of hair! The brilliant scientist regularly misplaced his keys 

and umbrella, forgot birthdays, and even forgot to change his clothes. Once when he was on his way to an 

important meeting, Einstein telephoned his wife and asked her, "Where am I, and where am I meant to be?" 

Einstein’s wife often suggested that he dress more professionally when he went to work. “Why should I?” 

he would invariably argue. “Everyone knows me there.”  

     When the time came for Einstein to attend his first major conference, his wife begged him to dress up a 

bit “Why should I?” said Einstein. “No one knows me there!” 
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     One day, when Einstein was teaching at Princeton University, he was on a local train.  When the ticket 

collector came down the aisle to punch the passengers’ tickets, Einstein couldn’t find his ticket. He quickly 

searched the pockets of his trousers and vest, and then began to search the seat next to his. The conductor 

said, “Dr. Einstein, I know who you are. In fact, we all know who you are. I’m sure you’ve bought a ticket. 

Don’t worry about finding it.” Einstein nodded as the conductor moved on. But when he reached the end of 

the train compartment, the conductor glanced back. He saw, to his great astonishment that Einstein was on 

his hands and knees, scrabbling under the seats, looking for his ticket. The conductor rushed back to the 

great scientist. 

“Dr. Einstein, don’t bother to try and find your ticket. I know who you are. You don't need a ticket. I'm sure 

you bought one.” 

Einstein looked at the conductor wearily and said, 'Young man, I too, know who I am. What I don't know is 

where I'm going. If I find my ticket, I’ll be able to find out!”  

      When he was working on a problem, Einstein would take long walks to think over it. One day, after 

Albert Einstein had moved to his home at the Institute for Advanced Study in Princeton, New Jersey, the 

telephone rang in the office of the Dean of the Princeton Graduate School. A voice asked to speak with the 

Dean, Dr. Einstein. When Einstein’s secretary replied that the Dean was not in, the caller hesitantly asked 

for Einstein’s home address. The secretary replied stiffly that she could not divulge this information.  The 

caller’s voice then dropped to a whisper. ‘Please don’t tell anybody,’ he said, ‘but I am Dr. Einstein. I am 

on my way home, and have forgotten where I live!” 

    Albert Einstein suffered pains in his belly for many years. When the pain became intense, and began to 

interfere with his work, Einstein finally consulted a doctor.  After the doctor quizzed Einstein in detail 

about his daily life, habits, and routine, everything became crystal clear. The pains Einstein suffered in his 

stomach were caused by hunger because though he was hungry, he kept forgetting to eat!   

One of Einstein's colleagues asked him for his telephone number one day. Einstein reached for a telephone 

directory and looked it up. "You don't remember your own number?" the man asked, startled. 

"No," Einstein answered. "Why should I memorize something I can so easily get from a book?" 

     One day during a speaking tour, Einstein’s driver, who often sat at the back of the hall during his 

lectures, remarked that he could probably give the lecture himself, having heard it so many times. Sure 

enough, at the next stop on the tour, Einstein and the driver switched places, with Einstein sitting at the 

back in his driver’s uniform. 

 After delivering a flawless lecture, the driver was asked a difficult question by a member of the audience. 

“Well, the answer to that question is so simple,” he casually replied. “I bet my driver, sitting up at the back 

there, could answer it!” 
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FAMOUS CLASSICS  

 

‘Alice's Adventures in Wonderland,’ is a novel written by English author Charles Lutwidge Dodgson under 

the pen name Lewis Carroll in 1865.  It tells of the adventures of a girl named Alice who falls through a 

rabbit hole into a fantasy world populated by peculiar creatures and animals. The book, which was an 

immediate sensation, has been translated into more than 174 languages, and still enchants readers with its 

imaginative story line.    

 

ALICE IN WONDERLAND 

  VII 

A MAD TEA PARTY 

 

 

There was a table set out under a tree in front of the house, and the March Hare and the Hatter were having 

tea at it: a Dormouse was sitting between them, fast asleep, and the other two were using it as a cushion, 

resting their elbows on it, and talking over its head. `Very uncomfortable for the Dormouse,' thought Alice; 

`only, as it's asleep, I suppose it doesn't mind.'  

The table was a large one, but the three were all crowded together at one corner of it: `No room! No room!' 

they cried out when they saw Alice coming. `There's plenty of room!' said Alice indignantly, and she sat 

down in a large arm-chair at one end of the table.  

Have some wine,' the March Hare said in an encouraging tone.  

Alice looked all round the table, but there was nothing on it but tea. `I don't see any wine,' she remarked. 

“There isn't any,” said the March Hare. 

“Then it wasn't very civil of you to offer it,” said Alice angrily. 

“It wasn't very civil of you to sit down without being invited,” said the March Hare. 

“I didn't know it was your table,” said Alice; “it's laid for a great many more than three.” 

“Your hair wants cutting,” said the Hatter. He had been looking at Alice for some time with great curiosity, 

and this was his first speech. 

“You should learn not to make personal remarks,” Alice said with some severity; “it's very rude.” 

The Hatter opened his eyes very wide on hearing this; but all he said was, “Why is a raven like a writing-

desk?” 
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`Come, we shall have some fun now!' thought Alice. ‘I’m glad they've begun asking riddles. “I believe I 

can guess that,” she added aloud. 

“Do you mean that you think you can find out the answer to it?” said the March Hare. 

“Exactly so,” said Alice. 

“Then you should say what you mean,” the March Hare went on. 

“I do,' Alice hastily replied; “at least- at least I mean what I say-that's the same thing, you know.” 

“Not the same thing a bit!” said the Hatter. “You might just as well say that "I see what I eat" is the same 

thing as "I eat what I see"!' 

“You might just as well say,” added the March Hare, “that "I like what I get" is the same thing as "I get 

what I like"!' 

“You might just as well say,” added the Dormouse, who seemed to be talking in his sleep, “that "I breathe 

when I sleep" is the same thing as "I sleep when I breathe"!' 

“It is the same thing with you,” said the Hatter, and here the conversation dropped, and the party sat silent 

for a minute, while Alice thought over all she could remember about ravens and writing-desks, which 

wasn't much. 

 

Count Lev Nikolayevich Tolstoy, usually referred to in English as Leo Tolstoy, (1828-1910) was a Russian 

writer who is regarded as one of the greatest authors of all time. A brilliant novelist and short story writer 

too, Tolstoy’s stories are full of feeling and emotion. This sensitive short story narrates what happens when 

a young boy, Serozha gets a trap for snaring birds as a birthday present.  

 

 

THE BIRD  

 

 

 

It was Serozha's birthday, and he received many different gifts; peg tops, and hobby horses, and pictures. 

But Serozha's uncle gave him a gift that he prized above all the rest; it was a trap for snaring birds. 

The trap was constructed in such a way that a board was fitted on the frame and shut down upon the top. If 

seed was scattered on the board, and the trap was put out in the yard, the little bird would fly down, hop 

upon the board, the board would give way, and the trap would shut with a clap. 
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Serozha was delighted, and he ran into the house to show his mother the trap. 

His mother said: 

"It is not a good plaything. What do you want to do with birds? Why do you want to torture them?" 

"I am going to put them in a cage," Serozha said. "They will sing, and I will feed them." 

He got some seed, scattered it on the board, and set the trap in the garden. And he stood by and expected 

the birds to fly down. But the birds were afraid of him and would not come near the cage. Serozha ran in to 

get something to eat, and left the cage. 

After dinner he went to look at it. The cage had shut, and in it a little bird was beating against the bars. 

Serozha took up the bird, and carried it into the house. 

"Mother, I have caught a bird!" he cried. "I think it is a nightingale; and how its heart beats!" 

His mother said it was a wild canary. "Be careful! Don't hurt it; you would better let it go." 

"No," he said. "I am going to give it something to eat and drink." 

Serozha put the bird in a cage, and for two days gave it seed and water, and cleaned the cage. But on the 

third day he forgot all about it, and did not change the water. 

And his mother said, "See here, you have forgotten your bird. You would better let it go." 

Serozha thrust his hand in the cage and began to clean it, but the little bird was frightened and fluttered. 

After Serozha had cleaned the cage, he went to get some water. His mother saw that he had forgotten to 

shut the cage door, and she called after him. 

"Serozha, shut up your cage, else your bird will fly out and hurt itself." 

She had hardly spoken the words when the bird found the door, was delighted, spread its wings, and flew 

around the room toward the window. Serozha came running in, picked up the bird, and put it back in the 

cage. The bird was still alive, but it lay on its breast, with its wings spread out, and breathed heavily. 

Serozha looked and looked at it, and began to cry. 

"Mother, what can I do now?" he asked. 

"You can do nothing now," she replied. 

Serozha stayed by the cage all day. He did nothing but look at the bird. And all the time the bird lay on its 

breast and breathed hard and fast. 

When Serozha went to bed, the bird was dead. Serozha could not get to sleep for a long time; every time 

that he shut his eyes he seemed to see the bird still lying and sighing. 

In the morning when Serozha went to his cage, he saw the bird lying on its back, with its legs crossed, and 

all stiff. 

After that, Serozha never again snared birds. 

  

Black Beauty, the fictional 'autobiography' of a talking horse, was written by Anna Sewell and published in 

1877. Black Beauty is one of the bestselling books of all time, and remains a favorite children's book to this 

day.                                      
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                                                               An extract from BLACK BEAUTY 

 

 

 

      The first place that I can well remember was a pleasant meadow with a pond of clear water in it. Over 

the hedge on one side we looked into a plowed field, and on the other we looked over a gate at our master's 

house, which stood by the roadside. While I was young I lived upon my mother's milk, as I could not eat 

grass. In the daytime I ran by her side, and at of the trees, and when it was cold we had a warm shed near 

the grove. 

Our master was a good, kind man. He gave us good food, good lodging and kind words; he spoke as kindly 

to us as he did to his little children night I lay down close by her. When it was hot we used to stand by the 

pond in the shade. We were all fond of him, and my mother loved him very much. When she saw him at the 

gate she would neigh with joy, and trot up to him. He would pat and stroke her and say, "Well, old Pet, and 

how is your little Darkie?" I was a dull black, so he called me Darkie; then he would give me a piece of 

bread, which was very good, and sometimes he brought a carrot for my mother. All the horses would come 

to him, but I think we were his favorites. My mother always took him to town on a market-day in a light 

gig. 

There were six young colts in the meadow beside me; they were older than I was. I used to run with them, 

and had great fun; we used to gallop all together round the field, as hard as we could go. Sometimes we had 

rather rough play, for they would bite and kick, as well as gallop. 

One day, when there was a good deal of kicking, my mother whinnied to me to come to her, and then she 

said: "I wish you to pay attention to what I am going to say. The colts who live here are very good colts, 

but they are cart-horse colts, and they have not learned manners. You have been well-bred and well-born; 

your father has a great name in these parts, and your grandfather won the cup at the races; your 

grandmother had the sweetest temper of any horse I ever knew, and I think you have never seen me kick or 

bite. I hope you will grow up gentle and good, and never learn bad ways; do your work with a good will, 

lift your feet up well when you trot, and never bite or kick even in play." 
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It was early in May, when there came a man from Gordon's, who took me away to the Hall. My master 

said, "Good-bye, Darkie; be a good horse and always do your best." I could not say "good-bye," so I put my 

nose in his hand; he patted me kindly, and I left my first home. I will describe the stable into which I was 

taken; this was very roomy, with four good stalls; a large swinging window opened into the yard, making it 

pleasant and airy. 

The first stall was a large square one, shut in behind with a wooden gate; the others were common stalls, 

good stalls, but not nearly so large. It had a low rack for hay and a low manger for corn; it was called a box 

stall, because the horse that was put into it was not tied up, but left loose, to do as he liked. It is a great 

thing to have a box stall. 

Into this fine box the groom put me; it was clean, sweet, and airy. I never was in a better box than that, and 

the sides were not so high but that I could see all that went on through the iron rails that were at the top. 

He gave me some very nice oats, patted me, spoke kindly, and then went away. 

The name of the coachman was John Manly; he had a wife and one child, and lived in the coachman's 

cottage, near the stables. 

The next morning he took me into the yard and gave me a good grooming, and just as I was going into my 

box, with my coat soft and bright, the squire came in to look at me, and seemed pleased. "John," he said, "I 

meant to have tried the new horse this morning, but I have other business. You may as well take him 

around after breakfast; go by the common and the Highwood, and back by the water-mill and the river; that 

will show his paces." 

"I will, sir," said John. After breakfast he came and fitted me with a bridle. He was very particular in letting 

out and taking in the straps, to fit my head comfortably; then he brought a saddle, but it was not broad 

enough for my back; he saw it in a minute, and went for another, which fitted nicely. He rode me first 

slowly, then a trot, then a canter, and when we were on the common, he gave me a light touch with his 

whip, and we had a splendid gallop. 

"Ho, ho!my boy," he said, as he pulled me up, "you would like to follow the hounds, I think." 

As we came back through the park we met the squire and Mrs. Gordon walking; they stopped, and John 

jumped off. "Well, John, how does he go?" 

"First rate, sir," answered John; "he is as fleet as a deer, and has a fine spirit, too; but the lightest touch of 

the rein will guide him. Down at the end of the common we met one of those traveling carts hung all over 

with baskets, rugs, and such like; you know, sir, many horses will not pass those carts quietly; he just took 

a good look at it, and then went on as quiet and pleasant as could be. They were shooting rabbits near the 

Highwood, and a gun went off close by; he pulled up a little and looked, but he did not stir a step to right or 

left. I just held the rein steady and did not hurry him, and it's my opinion he has not been frightened or ill-

used while he was young." 

"That's well," said the squire, "I will try him myself to-morrow." 

The next day I was brought up for my master. I remembered my mother's counsel and my good old 

master's, and I tried to do exactly what he wanted me to do. I found he was a very good rider, and 
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thoughtful for his horse, too. When he came home, the lady was at the hall door as he rode up. "Well, my 

dear," she said, "how do you like him?" 

"He is exactly what John said," he replied; "a pleasanter creature I never wish to mount. What shall we call 

him?" 

She said: "He is really quite a beauty, and he has such a sweet, good-tempered face and such a fine, 

intelligent eye--what do you say to calling him 'Black Beauty'?" 

"Black Beauty--why, yes, I think that is a very good name. If you like, it shall be his name"; and so it was. 

                    

‘The Adventures of Pinocchio,’ is a novel for children written by an Italian author Carlo Collodi. Here is 

an abridged version of the story that has delighted millions of readers through the years.  

 

 

PINOCCHIO 

 

 

 

Geppetto was a puppet carpenter who made wooden toys for the children of his village. One day, 

he made a wooden puppet. As soon as he had finished, the puppet came alive, and began to dance and sing. 

“Why, you are alive!” Geppetto said. “I shall call you Pinocchio. You shall be the son I never had.” 

The next day, Geppetto said, “You must go to school.”  

“No, I won’t go!” said Pinocchio very rudely. Geppetto boxed his ears. 

A policeman passing by saw Geppetto boxing Pinocchio’s ears. He thought that Geppetto was going to hurt 

Pinocchio badly. So, he marched him off to jail for the night. 

When Geppetto returned home, he sent Pinocchio to school. On the way back home, Pinocchio wandered 

here and there. He stopped to see a puppet show. He began dancing with the puppets. The puppet master 

gave Pinocchio five gold coins and said, “Give these to your father.” 

Then, Pinocchio met a cunning cat and a shy fox. They told him if he planted the coins under a tree, he 

would get many more in the morning. So Pinocchio planted the coins, and went to sleep under the tree. 

The cat and fox tied Pinocchio to the tree, took the coins. and ran away. 

A kind fairy, dressed in blue, set Pinocchio free. Pinocchio began making up a story to tell the Blue fairy. 

Then a strange thing happened. Pinocchio’s nose began to grow longer and longer. 

“Stop!” said Pinocchio. 
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“It won’t stop. Every time you tell a lie, your nose will grow longer,” said the Blue fairy.  

“I promise not to lie again.” 

The next day, on his way to school, Pinocchio met a boy who said, “Come away with me to Funland. In 

Funland, every day is a holiday!” the boy said. “There are toys and games and sweets. And best of all, no 

lessons to learn!” 

So, Pinocchio rushed off with the boy to Funland. He had lots of fun playing and eating. 

Suddenly, Pinocchio and the other boys found their ears growing longer. They were turning into 

donkeys! The wizard of Funland had cast a spell on them. 

As they wandered around, they came to a circus. The ringmaster made Pinocchio work for the 

circus. There, Pinocchio hurt his leg while doing tricks. The angry ringmaster threw him into the sea. 

In the water, the spell was broken. Pinocchio became a puppet once more. A whale that was 

swimming by opened its huge mouth, and swallowed Pinocchio. 

In the whale’s stomach, Pinocchio saw Geppetto in his boat. “I was looking for you when the whale 

swallowed me up. I am so glad to have found you!” he said. They hugged each other in delight. “I shall be 

a good boy from now on,” promised Pinocchio. When the whale was asleep, they crept out of its huge 

mouth, and sailed home. When they reached home, Geppetto fell ill. Pinocchio fed him hot soup and 

looked after him. “I will go to school and work hard so that I can earn lots of money,” said Pinocchio. “You 

will never have to work again.” 

So Pinocchio studied hard in the school. Then one day a wonderful thing happened. The Blue 

Fairy appeared and said, “Pinocchio, you are brave and have a kind heart. You deserve to become a real 

boy.” 

So she turned him into a little boy. Geppetto and Pinocchio lived together happily. 

 

  The folktale ‘Ali Baba and the Forty Thieves,’ and ‘Aladdin and the Magic Lamp’,  are among  the most 

popular tales from ‘One Thousand and One Nights’ a collection of South Asian and Middle Eastern Stories 

complied in Arabic centuries ago. Here are abridged versions of the famous stories.                                        

 

                                                ALI BABA AND THE FORTY THIEVES     

 

 

   In a town of Persia lived two brothers, the sons of a poor man. One was named Kassim, the other Ali 

Baba. Kassim, the elder, married a rich woman, and lived a life of great comfort. Ali Baba’s wife was as 

poor as himself, so they lived in a humble cottage, and Ali Baba supported his family by cutting wood. One 

day, Ali Baba was in the forest preparing to load his donkey with the firewood he had cut, when he saw a 

troop of horsemen approaching. He hastily pushed his donkey into the bushes, climbed a large large tree, 
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and hid himself among its the branches. Ali Baba counted forty men; each one took a heavy saddlebag from 

his horse, and turning to the rock, the chief of the gang said, "Open, Sesame." Immediately, a door opened, 

the robbers went in, and then, the door shut itself. In a short time, the door opened again, and the robbers 

came out. The leader of the robbers said, "Shut, Sesame." The door instantly closed. After the robbers had 

left, Ali Baba came down from the tree. He approached the rock and said, "Open, Sesame." Immediately 

the door flew open. Ali Baba went into a cave that was laden with glittering treasures. Ali Baba took as 

many bags of gold as he could carry, loaded it onto his donkey and went home happily. 

     Ali Baba told his brother the secret of the cave. Kassim rose early next morning, and set out with ten 

mules loaded with great chests. He found the rock, and having said, "Open Sesame," gained admission, 

where he found more fabulous treasures than he had ever seen. This made Kassim so excited that he forgot 

the word that caused the door to open. He tried various words, but it was of no use. The door would not 

open. Then Kassim heard the sound of horses' feet – the robbers had returned to their cave! The robbers 

instantly killed Kassim, and cut him into three pieces. 

    When Kassim did not return home, Ali Baba went to the forest to look for him. When he entered the 

cave, he found the body of his brother cut into pieces. He collected the pieces, put them on his donkey’s 

back, and took the body to Kassim's wife. Morgiana, a female slave working in Kassim’s house, was sent 

early next morning to a poor cobbler named Mustapha. She promised him six pieces of gold to go with her 

blindfolded, to do an important task. Morgiana took the cobbler into the room where Kassim’s mangled 

body lay, and ordered him to sew up the pieces. Mustapha obeyed, and after he received the promised gold, 

he was led away blindfolded in exactly the same way as he had come.  

    Kassim was buried with all due solemnity, and Ali Baba moved to the house of his deceased brother, 

which he took possession of. The leader of the troop of robbers, in the meanwhile, was determined to find 

out who possessed the secret of entrance into his cave. He disguised himself, and went to the city early one 

morning. As he walked around making enquiries, he met Mustapha the cobbler who told him that for six 

pieces of gold, he had allowed himself to be blindfolded, and taken to a place where he had sewn up a dead 

body. With Mustapha’s help, the chief of the robbers traced Kassim’s house (occupied by Ali Baba) and 

marked a cross on the front door with chalk. Then, the cunning robber bought nineteen mules and thirty-

nine large jars, one full of oil, and the rest empty.  The chief of the robbers then put a man into each jar, 

armed with knives, and proceeded to the street where Ali Baba dwelt. 

 "Sir," said the chief of the robbers said to Ali Baba, "I have brought this oil a great way to sell. Since I am 

quite a stranger, will you let me put my mules into your courtyard, and suggest a place where I can stay to-

night?" Ali Baba welcomed the pretended oil merchant, offered him a bed in his own house, and invited his 

guest in to supper. 

    Later that night, when Morgiana’s oil lamp went out, she took her oil pot in her hand, and approached 

the one of the oil merchant’s jars. The robber within the jar whispered, "Is it time, captain?" Morgiana 

replied, "No, not yet." Then, Morgiana ran back to the kitchen, and brought out a large kettle, which she 
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filled with oil. She set it on a great wood fire, and as soon as it boiled, she went and poured enough of the 

boiling hot oil into each jar, so that the man hiding in it was instantly killed.  

     Late that night, the chief of the robbers woke up to assemble his men. As he went to the first jar, he felt 

the steam of the boiled oil! He ran hastily to the rest of the jars, and found that every single one of his men 

had been put to death. Full of rage and fear, he climbed over the walls of Ali Baba’s house and fled. 

Without letting anyone into the secret, Ali Baba and Morgiana buried the thirty-nine thieves the following 

night at the bottom of the garden.  Later, the leader of the robbers decided, to adopt a new scheme to 

destroy his arch enemy, Ali Baba. He removed all the valuable treasures from the cave to the city, and took 

a shop exactly opposite to Ali Baba's house. Ali Baba's son went every day to this shop. The chief robber 

who now went under the name of Cogia Hassan, soon pretended to be very fond of Ali Baba's son. He 

offered him many presents, and often invited him to dinner. 

Ali Baba thought it was necessary to return this hospitality, and therefore, he invited Cogia Hassan to 

dinner one night.  Morgiana carried in the first dish herself. The moment she looked at Cogia Hassan, she 

knew it was the man who had pretended to be an oil merchant earlier. She sent the other slaves back into 

the kitchen, and waited at the table herself. While Cogia Hassan was drinking, she realised he had a dagger 

hid under his coat. She went away, and dressed herself in the habit of a dancing-girl. As soon as she 

appeared at the parlour door, her master ordered her to come in to entertain his guest with some of her best 

dancing. Morgiana danced several times before the assembled company, until, coming opposite Cogia 

Hassan, she drew a dagger from her girdle and plunged it into the robber's heart. As a reward for her 

cleverness and faithfulness, Ali Baba gave her in marriage to his son, and at his death put them in 

possession of his immense wealth. 

 

ALADDIN AND THE MAGIC LAMP 

 

 

 

   Once there lived a poor tailor, who had a son called Aladdin, a careless boy who would play all day long. 

One day, when Aladdin was playing, an old man came up to him, and said “Are you Aladdin? I can see you 

look very much like your father. You don’t know me, but I am your uncle.” Now, this man was no uncle of 

Aladdin, but he was a wicked magician, who wanted to make use of Aladdin’s services, so he befriended 

him.  

Next day, the magician led Aladdin to a beautiful garden outside the city. They went a good way into the 

country, until they came to two mountains divided by a narrow valley. There the man lit a fire, and threw 
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into it some powder, all the time repeating strange words. The ground then opened right before them, and a 

stone trap-door appeared. Aladdin got very scared by seeing this. But the magician calmly lifted the trap 

door and told Aladdin "Fear nothing, but obey me. Beneath this stone lies a treasure which is to be yours, 

so you must do exactly as I tell you. Go down, and at the foot of those steps you will find an open door 

leading into three large halls. Go through them without touching anything. These halls lead into a garden of 

fine fruit trees. Walk on till you come to niche in a terrace where stands a lighted lamp. Blow the lamp out, 

pour out the oil it contains, and bring the lamp to me."  

     Aladdin went through the door, and found all that the magician had told him to be true, and he found the 

lamp. As he came back through the garden, his eyes were dazzled with the bright-coloured fruits on the 

trees, shining like glass. He plucked and put some of these in his pockets, and then returned with the lamp, 

and called to his uncle to help him up the steps. "Give me the lamp," said the magician, angrily. "Not until I 

get out safely," cried the boy. The magician, got angry when he heard Aladdin’s words. He slammed down 

the trap-door, and Aladdin was shut inside.  

Aladdin was sitting and crying, when he happened to rub the lamp by chance. There was a strange sound, 

and some smoke came out of the lamp. Then the smoke assumed the shape of a strange figure, and the 

figure said “Hello master, I am the genie of the lamp. I am at your command, please tell me what I can do 

for you.” Aladdin cried, “I just want to go back to my mother”. In an instant Aladdin found himself at 

home. He told his mother all that had happened. She felt curious, and rubbed the lamp. The Genie of the 

Lamp arose again, and asked for their commands. Aladdin and his mother asked for some food, and the  

best, tastiest food instantly appeared on a pretty dish of silver. Aladdin and his mother feasted on the rich 

fare brought to them. They lived happily for quite some time after that, since the genie always fulfilled their 

wishes.  

     One day, while Aladdin was out on his walk, he chanced to see the king's daughter, princess Bulbul. 

Bulbul was so beautiful that Aladdin fell in love with her. So Aladdin’s mother took a bowl full of the 

shining fruits he had gathered before, and gifted it to the king, and asked for his daughter to be wed to 

Aladdin. The king was amazed at the richness of the fruits, and said to Aladdin's mother: "Your son shall 

have his wish, if he can send me forty bowls like this in a week." The Lamp Genie brought the bowls of 

fruits, and Aladdin's mother went with them to the king. The king was overjoyed at receiving these rich 

gifts, and had a grand feast to marry Princess Bulbul and Aladdin. Aladdin then ordered the Lamp Genie to 

build a superb palace, and the young couple lived there quite happily for some time.  

   Meanwhile, the wicked magician heard about Aladdin’s wonderful palace, and knew that it was because 

of the Lamp Genie. He wished to get hold of the Magic Lamp for himself, so one day when Aladdin was 

out of town, he went near the palace with a basketful of lamps and cried out in the streets, "New lamps for 

old ones! New lamps for old ones!" On hearing him, the young princess, who did not know the value of 

Aladdin's old lamp, changed it for a new one, and so the magician got the magic lamp.  

   Immediately, the magician asked the genie to transport the palace and princess Bulbul to Africa. Aladdin 

was so grief stricken, and he went to Africa to find the princess. The princess was rejoiced to see him again. 
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He then gave her a powerful sleeping-tonic, and advised her to pour it into the magician’s wine at dinner 

that day. The magician fell sound asleep after drinking the tonic. Then Aladdin came and took the lamp, 

and called upon the Genie to transport the palace, the princess, and himself, back. Aladdin and Bulbul lived 

in the palace and enjoyed good fortune for a long time, and did not see the wicked magician again.  

 

 

      

‘The Adventures of Tom Sawyer,’ by American author Mark Twain, first published in 1876, is a child's 

adventure story about a young boy growing up along the Mississippi River. This wonderful classic has 

stood the test of time because Twain's perceptive and humorous portrayal of young boys is so perfect and 

so universal. 

 

 

An extract from TOM SAWYER 

 

 

 Monday morning found Tom Sawyer miserable. Monday morning always found him so -- because it began 

another week's slow suffering in school. He generally began that day with wishing he had had no 

intervening holiday, it made the going into captivity and fetters again so much more odious.  

   Tom lay thinking. Presently it occurred to him that he wished he was sick; then he could stay home from 

school. Here was a vague possibility. He canvassed his system. No ailment was found, and he investigated 

again. This time he thought he could detect colicky symptoms, and he began to encourage them with 

considerable hope. But they soon grew feeble, and presently died wholly away. He reflected further. 

Suddenly he discovered something. One of his upper front teeth was loose. This was lucky; he was about to 

begin to groan, as a "starter," as he called it, when it occurred to him that if he came into court with that 

argument, his aunt would pull it out, and that would hurt. So he thought he would hold the tooth in reserve 
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for the present, and seek further. Nothing offered for some little time, and then he remembered hearing the 

doctor tell about a certain thing that laid up a patient for two or three weeks and threatened to make him 

lose a finger. So the boy eagerly drew his sore toe from under the sheet and held it up for inspection. But 

now he did not know the necessary symptoms. However, it seemed well worthwhile to chance it, so he fell 

to groaning with considerable spirit.  

   But Sid slept on unconscious.  

   Tom groaned louder, and fancied that he began to feel pain in the toe.  

   No result from Sid.  

   Tom was panting with his exertions by this time. He took a rest and then swelled himself up and fetched a 

succession of admirable groans.  

   Sid snored on.  

   Tom was aggravated. He said, "Sid, Sid!" and shook him. This course worked well, and Tom began to 

groan again. Sid yawned, stretched, then brought himself up on his elbow with a snort, and began to stare at 

Tom. Tom went on groaning. Sid said:  

   "Tom! Say, Tom!" [No response.] "Here, Tom! TOM! What is the matter, Tom?" And he shook him and 

looked in his face anxiously.  

   Tom moaned out:  

   "Oh, don't, Sid. Don't joggle me."  

   "Why, what's the matter, Tom? I must call auntie."  

   "No -- never mind. It'll be over by and by, maybe. Don't call anybody."  

   "But I must! DON'T groan so, Tom, it's awful. How long you been this way?"  

   "Hours. Ouch! Oh, don't stir so, Sid, you'll kill me."  

   "Tom, why didn't you wake me sooner ? Oh, Tom, DON'T! It makes my flesh crawl to hear you. Tom, 

what is the matter?"  

   "I forgive you everything, Sid. [Groan.] Everything you've ever done to me. When I'm gone --"  

   "Oh, Tom, you ain't dying, are you? Don't, Tom oh, don't. Maybe --"  

   "I forgive everybody, Sid. [Groan.] Tell 'em so, Sid. And Sid, you give my window-sash and my cat with 

one eye to that new girl that's come to town, and tell her --"  

   But Sid had snatched his clothes and gone. Tom was suffering in reality, now, so handsomely was his 

imagination working, and so his groans had gathered quite a genuine tone.  

   Sid flew down-stairs and said:  

   "Oh, Aunt Polly, come! Tom's dying!"  

   "Dying!"  

   "Yes'm. Don't wait -- come quick!"  

   "Rubbage! I don't believe it!"  

   But she fled up-stairs, nevertheless, with Sid and Mary at her heels. And her face grew white, too, and her 

lip trembled. When she reached the bedside she gasped out:  
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   "You, Tom! Tom, what's the matter with you?"  

   "Oh, auntie, I'm -"  

   "What's the matter with you - what is the matter with you, child?"  

   "Oh, auntie, my sore toe's mortified!"  

   The old lady sank down into a chair and laughed a little, then cried a little, then did both together. This 

restored her and she said:  

   "Tom, what a turn you did give me. Now you shut up that nonsense and climb out of this."  

   The groans ceased and the pain vanished from the toe. The boy felt a little foolish, and he said:  

   "Aunt Polly, it SEEMED mortified, and it hurt so I never minded my tooth at all."  

   "Your tooth, indeed! What's the matter with your tooth?"  

   "One of them's loose, and it aches perfectly awful."  

   "There, there, now, don't begin that groaning again. Open your mouth. Well -- your tooth is loose, but 

you're not going to die about that. Mary, get me a silk thread, and a chunk of fire out of the kitchen."  

   Tom said:  

   "Oh, please, auntie, don't pull it out. It don't hurt any more. I wish I may never stir if it does. Please don't, 

auntie. I don't want to stay home from school."  

    "Oh, you don't, don't you? So all this row was because you thought you'd get to stay home from school 

and go a-fishing? Tom, Tom, I love you so, and you seem to try every way you can to break my old heart 

with your outrageousness." By this time the dental instruments were ready. The old lady made one end of 

the silk thread fast to Tom's tooth with a loop and tied the other to the bedpost. Then she seized the chunk 

of fire and suddenly thrust it almost into the boy's face. The tooth hung dangling by the bedpost, now.  

   But all trials bring their compensations. As Tom wended to school after breakfast, he was the envy of 

every boy he met because the gap in his upper row of teeth enabled him to expectorate in a new and 

admirable way. He gathered quite a following of lads interested in the exhibition; and one that had cut his 

finger and had been a centre of fascination and homage up to this time, now found himself suddenly 

without an adherent, and shorn of his glory. His heart was heavy, and he said with a disdain which he did 

not feel that it wasn't anything to spit like Tom Sawyer; but another boy said, "Sour grapes!" and he 

wandered away a dismantled hero.  

 

‘Rumplestiltskin’ is a 4000 year old story that was collected and published in 1812 by Wilhelm and Jacob 

Grimm (the Grimms Brothers) famous German authors of folklore. The story is a favourite among children 

all over the world.  

 

 

   RUMPELSTILTSKIN 
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Once there was a miller who was poor, but who had a beautiful daughter. One day, he had to go and speak 

to the king, and in order to make himself appear important he said to the king, “I have a daughter who can 

spin straw into gold.”  

     The king said to the miller, “If your daughter is as clever as you say, bring her tomorrow to my palace, 

and I will put her to the test.” 

     And when the girl was brought to the king, he took her into a room which was quite full of straw. He 

gave her a spinning-wheel and a reel, and said, “Now set to work. If by tomorrow morning early you have 

not spun this straw into gold during the night, you must die.”  

 

 

 

 

    Then, the king himself locked up the room, and left the girl in it, all alone. The poor miller’s daughter sat 

in the room in great fear. She did not know what to do - she had no idea how straw could be spun into gold, 

and she grew more and more frightened. At last, she began to weep. 

  Then suddenly, the door opened and in came a little man. He said, “Good evening, mistress miller, why 

are you crying so?” 

“Alas,” answered the girl, “I have to spin straw into gold, and I do not know how to do it.” 

“What will you give me,” said the dwarf, “if I do it for you?” 

“My necklace,” said the girl. 

The little man took the necklace, seated himself in front of the wheel, and whirr, whirr, whirr, three turns, 

and the reel was full, then he put on another on, and whirr, whirr, whirr, three times round, and the second 

was full too. And so it went on till the morning, when all the straw was spun, and all the reels were full of 

gold. 

        By daybreak, the king arrived, and when he saw the gold, he was astonished and delighted, but his 

heart became only more greedy. He had the miller’s daughter taken into another room full of straw, which 

was much larger, and ordered her to spin that into gold, also in one night, if she wanted to live. The girl 

started weeping again  , and was sobbing, when the door opened again, and the little man appeared, and 

said, “What will you give me if I spin that straw into gold for you?” 

“The ring on my finger.” answered the girl. 

  The little man took the ring, again began to turn the wheel, and by morning had spun all straw into 

glittering gold 
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       The king rejoiced beyond measure at the sight, but still he was so greedy that he still did not have 

enough gold. He had the miller’s daughter taken into a still larger room full of straw, and said, “You must 

spin this, too, in the course of this night, but if you succeed, you shall be my wife.” 

       The king thought, ‘Even if she is just a poor miller’s daughter, I could not find a richer wife in the 

whole world.’ 

    When the girl was alone the dwarf appeared again for the third time, and said, “What will you give me if 

I spin the straw for you this time also?” 

“I have nothing left that I could give.” answered the girl. 

“Then promise me, if you should become the queen, you will give me your first child.”   

‘Who knows whether that will ever happen,’ thought the miller’s daughter. Since she was in a desperate 

situation, she promised the dwarf what he wanted. So, the little man once more, spun all the straw into 

gold. 

 

 

     And when the king came in the morning, and found all as he had wished, he took her in marriage, and 

the pretty miller’s daughter became a queen. 

          A year after, the miller’s daughter, now a queen, gave birth to a beautiful child. She never gave a 

thought to the dwarf as she had quite forgotten him.  But suddenly, he came into her room, and said, “Now 

give me what you promised.” 

      The queen was horror-struck, and offered the dwarf all the riches of the kingdom if he would leave her 

child. But the dwarf said, “No, something alive is dearer to me than all the treasures in the world.” 

  Then the queen began to lament and cry so much that the dwarf took pity on her.  

      “I will give you three days’ time,” said he, “if by that time you find out my name, then shall you keep 

your child.” 

       So the queen thought the whole night of all the names she had ever heard, and she sent a messenger 

over the country to inquire, far and wide, for any other names that might be. When the dwarf came the next 
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day, she began with Casper, Melchior, Balthazar, and recited all the names she knew, one after another, but 

to each name the little man said, “That’s not my name.” 

       On the second day, the queen had inquiries made in the neighborhood as to the names of the people 

there, and she repeated to the manikin the most uncommon and curious. Perhaps your name is Shorthips, or 

Sheepshanks or Laceleg, but he always answered, “That’s not my name.” 

    On the third day, the messenger came back again, and said, “I have not been able to find a single new 

name, but as I came to a high mountain at the end of the forest, where the fox and the hare bid each other 

good night, there I saw a little house, and before the house a fire was burning, and round about the fire 

quite a ridiculous little man was jumping around. He hopped up on one leg and shouted, 

 

Today I brew, tomorrow I bake, 

And then the Princess’s child I will take. 

For no one knows my little game; 

That Rumplestiltskin is my name! 

 

 You may imagine how glad the queen was when she heard the name. And when soon afterwards the dwarf 

came in, and asked, “Now mistress queen, what is my name?” 

At first she said, “Is your name Conrad?” 

“No.” 

“Is your name Henry?” 

“No.” 

“Perhaps your name is Rumpelstiltskin?” 

“The devil has told you that! The devil has told you that,” cried the little man, and in his anger, he plunged 

his right foot so deep into the earth that his whole leg went in, and then in rage he pulled at his left leg so 

hard with both hands that he tore himself in two. 
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NATURE AND THE ENVIRONMENT  

 

The official fruit of the state of Telangana is the king of fruits –the mango  

 

 

MR. MANGO –THE KING OF FRUITS 

 

 

 

 

At the beginning of summer, you appear on my favourite tree, 

Wearing a little green jacket that’s buttoned up tight. 

And though you’re as delicate and as tiny as can be, 

You cling to your little branch with all your might! 

I gaze at you very often, and I’m really waiting to see,  

What kind of mango are you going to be? 

Are you an alphonso or hapoo with a pulp so creamy, 

Or are you a chaunsa mango, sweet and juicy? 

I would like it if you turn into my favourite banganapalli, 

Or a kesar mango with a delicate, fragrant smell. 

Perhaps you’ll become a delicious, golden dasehri? 

Or a pulpy, red-topped sindoora mango – it’s hard to tell! 

As the days pass, the flaming sun’s rays, 

Caress you gently, and encourage you to grow. 

As you bask in the warmth of long, summer days, 

Your little green jacket turns to gold, and glows. 

You are the king of fruits, and your body is plump, soft and round, 

And smells deliciously sweet too, I find. 
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A juicier, tastier mango on my tree, I’m sure I’ve never found- 

So I’m going to gobble you up, Mr. Mango- hope you don’t mind! 

 

                                                                        

                                                                             - Santhini Govindan 

 

 

 

Alphonso -also known as hapoo, is the most expensive variety of mangoes in India. It has a fibreless pulp 

and is a smooth-creamy mango. This variety of mango is popular all over the world. 

 

Chaunsa is a juicy and nutritious variety of mango named by the Suri Emperor Sher Shah Suri. It is mostly 

grown in the northern parts of India. 

 

Safeda or banganapalli, are beautiful yellow coloured, sweet, fibreless mangoes. They are the most popular 

variety of mangoes in Telangana and Andhra Pradesh. 

 

The kesar variety of mangoes is consumed raw or used to make aamrus, or mango juice. It has a wonderful 

aroma that fills its surroundings. 

 

The dasehri, a very juicy golden mango, is the oldest variety of mango in India, and its origin can be traced 

back to almost 200 years ago.  

 

The pulpy sindoora mango, with its reddish coloured top is one of the tastiest mangoes. 

 

CROCODILE AND ALLIGATOR FACTS  
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 Alligators are reptiles. 

 Alligators have been living on Earth for millions of 

years and are sometimes described as ‘living fossils’. 

 There are two different species of alligator, the 

American alligator and the Chinese alligator. 

 American alligators live in south-eastern areas of the 

United States such as Florida and Louisiana. 

 Chinese alligators are found in the Yangtze River 

but they are critically endangered and only a few remain 

in the wild. 

 Like other reptiles, alligators are cold-blooded. 

 Alligators can weigh over 450 kg (1000 lb). 

 Alligators have a powerful bite but the muscles that 

open the jaw are relatively weak. An adult human could 

hold the jaws of an alligator shut with their bare hands. 

 Alligators eat a range of different animals such as 

fish, birds, turtles and even deer. 

 Alligator eggs become male or female depending on 

the temperature, male in warmer temperatures and 

female in cooler temperatures. 

 Like crocodiles  alligators are part of the order 

‘Crocodylia’. 

 

 Crocodiles are reptiles. 

 The physical characteristics of crocodiles make 

them good predators. 

 Crocodiles are fast over short distances. 

 Crocodiles have sharp teeth. 

 Crocodiles have the strongest bite of any animal in 

the world. 

 The muscles that open crocodiles jaws however are 

not so powerful, reasonably strong people could hold a 

crocodiles jaw closed with their bar  

 Most crocodiles live in fresh water rivers and lakes 

but some live in salt water. 

 Crocodiles eat a variety of fish, birds, and other 

animals.  

 Like other reptiles, crocodiles are cold-blooded. 

 Crocodiles can survive for a long time without food. 

  Crocodiles eat a variety of fish, birds and other 

animals. 

 Crocodiles release heat through their mouths rather 

than through sweat glands. 

 The saltwater crocodile is the largest species of 

crocodile. 
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 Some crocodile species can weigh over 1200 kg 

(2600 lb). 

 Like alligators,  crocodiles are part of the order 

‘Crocodylia’ 

 

 

       

  
 

FUN ANIMAL FACTS  

Rats breed so quickly that in just 18 months, 2 rats could have created over 1 million relatives. 

The blue whale can produce the loudest sound of any animal. At 188 decibels, the noise can be detected 

over 800 kilometres away. 

Horses and cows sleep while standing up. 

Giant Arctic jellyfish have tentacles that can reach over 36 metres in length. 

Locusts have leg muscles that are about 1000 times more powerful than an equal weight of human muscle. 

Hummingbirds are so agile and have such good control that they can fly backwards. 

Instead of bones, sharks have a skeleton made from cartilage. 

Insects such as bees, mosquitoes and cicadas make noise by rapidly moving their wings. 

The horn of a rhinoceros is made from compacted hair rather than bone or another substance. 

Sharks lay the biggest eggs in the world. 

Even when a snake has its eyes closed, it can still see through its eyelids. 

Unlike humans, sheep have four stomachs, each one helps them digest the food they eat. 

Despite the white, fluffy appearance of a polar bear’s fur (which is transparent), it actually has black skin. 

As well as being a famous Looney Tunes character, the Tasmanian Devil is a real animal that is only found 

in the wild in Tasmania, Australia. It is the largest carnivorous marsupial in the world. 

The average housefly only lives for 2 or 3 weeks. 

Mosquitoes can be annoying insects but did you know that it's only the female mosquito that actually bites 

humans. 

Cats use their whiskers to check whether a space is too small for them to fit through or not. 
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The banyan tree is India’s national tree. The mighty tree, with its ever expanding branches, deep roots, and 

longevity, symbolizes eternal life… 

 

 

 

THE GREAT BANYAN TREE 

 

 

 

 

                  Of all the different trees growing in India, none, perhaps, is as respected by the people as their 

national tree - the great banyan tree. This tree, which belongs to the fig tree family, is often compared to the 

shelter given by God to his devotees, because of its longevity and ability to survive for centuries. 

    The beginnings of these trees are most unusual. The seeds of the trees are carried by birds that drop them 

on top of tall palm trees. The seeds, nourished by the moisture and warmth within the palm tree, quickly 

sprout and grow small branches. These branches grow long aerial roots that eagerly stretch downwards, 

towards the ground. Once these grasping roots, reach the ground, and get a firm grip in the earth, they 

enlarge to become trunks that wrap themselves firmly around the trunk of the host tree. Though these roots 

start out by being as slender as cotton threads, they eventually thicken to become mighty pillars that can 

support great weights. The clever banyan thus ‘steals’ the place of its host tree, which has to live its entire 

life intertwined with the banyan forever!  Eventually, the banyan strangles the host tree. 

     Banyan trees like to have lots of space in which to spread themselves out. As the tree grows and 

matures, new roots grow from all its branches, pushing into the ground and forming new trunks. Thus, a 

single tree may have dozens of trunks. The tree is an amazingly strong and resilient one – its roots can push 

buildings out from their foundations, and split and crack heavy stonewalls. This is why the banyan is not a 

good tree to grow close to buildings. 

A small reddish brown fruit like a fig also grows on the banyan, but this fruit is not fit for human 

consumption.  Many birds like mynahs, parrots and bulbuls love to feast on it however, and during the 

season when the banyan is full of fruit, it is a very noisy place indeed!      
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         Banyan trees are known as ‘many footed ones’, and ‘trees that walk’, because unlike other trees that 

have to stay rooted in one place all their lives, the banyan tree actually moves forward slowly with every 

new trunk it puts out! It is always cool and shady under a banyan tree, and because of the number of trunks 

it has, this tree is full of cozy, dark niches and interesting little cubby holes that house a variety of 

creatures. Squirrels, bats, lizards, mice and rats, snails, snakes, and all kinds of insects make their homes in 

banyan trees. Egrets, owls, crows, and a variety of birds nest in the trees, which are also a favorite with 

monkeys who love to leap among its many twisting branches. For all these creatures, the noble and 

hospitable banyan provides a safe and friendly environment. 

         Banyan trees are found in almost every village in India, and they are the center of village life – a 

wonderful clubhouse provided by nature. Since banyans are believed to be sacred trees, Hindu sages sit 

under this tree in a trance seeking enlightenment, and they also preach to the people and build little shrines 

under the trees. Merchants, traders passing by, the village barber, and fortune tellers also usually set up 

shop under the spreading branches of the banyan, for it is a cool, shady spot with plenty of room for 

waiting customers! In fact, the banyan tree gets its name from the Hindi word ‘banian’ which means 

‘trader’. Village schools often hold classes under banyan trees, and meeting of the village council or 

panchayat are also conducted there.  

         During summer, the kind banyan provides cool and peaceful resting place to villagers seeking to 

escape the searing heat of the sun. More than 2,000 years ago, Emperor Ashoka planted banyan trees all 

over his kingdom to provide shelter to weary travelers and their animals. Children especially love the 

banyan tree, which is a wonderful tree for climbing and sitting on, with its broad, sturdy branches.  Though 

the tree’s numerous roots that hang down like thick vines are ideal to use as a swing, this may sometimes 

damage the roots and prevent them from eventually reaching the ground and becoming trunks.    

   In Telengana state, about four kilometres from Mehboobnagar town, there is an 800-year-old banyan tree. 

This ancient tree, which covers an area of 3 acres (1.21 hectares), looks like a small green hillock from a 

distance, and is called Pillalamarri.  In the Telugu language, ‘pillalu’ means children, and ‘marri,’ means a 

banyan tree. Hence, the word ‘pillalamarri’ means ‘banyan tree with children’. Under the tree there is a 
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shrine of a Muslim saint, hence the tree is also called as Peerlamarri which means Peer – saint, buried under 

the Marri or banyan. 

 This magnificent banyan tree, with its numerous, wide, outspread branches, is a living legend, and is a 

treasure, not only of Telengana state, but of India as well.  This stunning pillalamarri tree is so widely 

spread that its main trunk is hidden, and it looks like gigantic green umbrella that can shelter 1000 people. 

This banyan tree is a major tourist attraction of Telengana state, and attracts numerous visitors looking to 

spend time amidst Nature’s grandeur. Other attractions around the gigantic tree include a small exhibition 

centre with exquisite statues and sculptures, a mini zoo, and a bird park. This beautiful place also has 

spiritual significance as an ancient Shiva temple which was submerged under the Srisailam Project has 

been relocated here. In August 2003, India Post commemorated and honoured this venerable tree by 

releasing a stamp with its image on it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 A shape poem is a kind of poem that describes an object, and is shaped in the same way as the object the 

poem is describing. Here’s a shape poem about a sparrow.  

 

 

SPARROW’S SONG 
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                                     Little  

                                  sparrow looked 

                  in through the window pane.   

                                 I am feeling hungry again! 

                                   Do you have any scraps to share 

                                    with me? There’s so much food in 

                                     your kitchen, I can see. It will take only a moment 

                                      of your time you know, to toss me some crumbs before you go! 

                                               Oh, gosh! I’m so glad that I was able to make you  

                                                           Notice me!  It’s so hard to fly around on 

                                                                  An empty belly!  Cheep! Cheep!          

                                                                       Here’s a little song for you. 

                                                                               It’s my way of  

                                                                                          Saying                              

                                                                                               T 

                                                                                                h 

                                                                                                a  

                                                                                                n 

                                                                                                k          

                                                                                              You!           

 

                                                                                               -  Santhini Govindan.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Here’s a story about the mango tree, and how the kind tree helps a crow to build a nest in a safe place on 

its branches. This story first appeared in the ‘Young World’ supplement of the Hindu newspaper, Chennai, 

Tamilnadu.  

 

 

OUTWITTING THE WIND 

 

 

 

 

 

       ‘Tap! Tap Tap!’ Kalia the crow jabbed his beak furiously into a branch of a large mango tree.  Then he 

leapt up and down, cawed loudly, and began to jab the branch again. 
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“Dear me,” exclaimed Sonu squirrel who was passing that way, “What are you up to Kalia?” 

“I’m angry,” Kalia retorted. “My nest has been destroyed once again! Do you know how hard I’ve been 

working these past few days with my dear wife to build a fine nest to raise a family?” 

”Oh, I’ve noticed that you’ve been hard at work,” Sonu replied sympathetically. 

“But all that hard work has been of no use at all,” Kalia cawed angrily, “The wind came by this way twice 

and carried away all the twigs that we had gathered. He is such a nasty fellow, and I’m going to find him 

and punish him for what he’s done to me!” Then Kalia put his head to one side and asked Sonu, “Do you 

happen to know where I can find the wind?” 

“Oh no”, replied Sonu. He scampered away, and Kalia began to drive his beak into the mango tree once 

more. 

       Then, as he jabbed away furiously, the mango tree’s leaves rustled gently and she spoke. 

“Why are you doing that Kalia? That hurts me, you know!”  

“Oh,” said Kalia, looking up in surprise. Then he drew himself up, and said, “I’m sharpening my beak you 

know. When it is as sharp as a sword, I’m going to go in search of the wild wind, and I’ll peck him ever so 

hard with my beak. He has ruined all the hard work I put in to make a nest, and I must teach him a lesson!” 

The mango tree sighed - a long sad sigh.  

 

 

 

When Kalia heard the sigh, he said to the tree in a tone of remorse, “I didn’t mean to hurt you, you know. 

You have been very kind, and have given me shelter from the sun and rain. But you are so tall and strong, 

and you can’t know how frustrating it is for a small crow like me when the powerful wind just blows away 

my nest!”    

The mango tree bent her great green head, and answered the crow softly.  

“I was not always tall and strong, you know, Kalia. At the beginning of my life, I was just a very small 

sapling. I was barely a foot tall when my first green leaves appeared. I was so proud of those tiny, tender 

leaves, Kalia. But a cow came along and ate them all up soon after they appeared. How disappointed I was, 

and how I wept after that, Kalia! But after a while, I decided that I wanted to grow into a big tree after all, 

and I grew some more leaves…” 
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“Oh,” said Kalia impatiently, “but you grew big and strong after that didn’t you? You only lost a few 

leaves. That’s nothing compared to the fact that I’ve lost the precious home that my dear wife and I built all 

by ourselves twice over!”     

       “You haven’t heard the rest of my story,” the mango tree continued calmly. “When I was just about 

two feet tall, the howling wind brought a storm my way one night, and he nearly pulled me out of the 

ground by my roots! The wind twisted and broke all my small branches too. I was really badly hurt that 

night, Kalia, and it took a long time for me to feel better again. But I was so eager to grow up and become a 

big mango tree that I was determined not to let the cruel wind take away my dreams. So I held up my head 

again proudly even though it was bent and broken, and drank in the warm sunlight. The wind didn’t give up 

bullying me, of course. He came along often, just to tease me, and he tried to push me around, but I just 

sank my roots into the ground deeper and deeper and clutched the earth as firmly as I could. And finally, 

one day, I was so big and strong that the mighty wind could not push me over with his might anymore.  

Nowadays, the wind just whistles when he passes me by, and sometimes, he snatches a few mangoes from 

me when my branches are laden with fruits,” the mango tree added in quiet satisfaction.      

       “You’ll never be able to find the wind, let alone peck him with your beak, Kalia,” the mango tree 

continued wisely. “But if you really want to beat the wind, the best thing that you can do is build your nest 

all over again in a safe place on my branches where the wind will not be able to reach it. If you trust me, 

I’ll show you the perfect spot!   I’ll help you because I wouldn’t mind taking the proud wind down a notch 

or two either!” 

“Is there really a spot on your branches that the wind cannot reach?” Kalia asked doubtfully. 

“Yes indeed,” the mango tree replied, rustling her leaves excitedly. Speaking in a whisper, she showed 

Kalia a cosy spot deep in the heart of her thick green canopy of leaves where many of her thick branches 

met.  

“The wind will never be able to reach this place with his long, probing fingers,” she said. 

        Soon Kala and his wife set to work, flying hither and thither to collect twigs, and build their nest. 

Finally it was ready; an untidy little round nest nestled in the fork of some branches, deep in the heart of the 

mango tree. Soon after the two crows moved into their new home, the wind came along. As he swished 

over the mango tree in his usual imperious way in a great gust, the wind paused to see if there was anything 

that he could blow off from the mango tree’s branches with a puff. Kalia and his wife trembled as they 

heard him whistle and blow over the mango tree’s head. They huddled together anxiously in their nest. But 

the mango tree whispered softly, “don’t worry my friends! You’re quite safe now! With me on your side, 

the wind can’t take away your home. He’ll go away soon, you’ll see.” And as the disappointed wind 

wandered away after a few minutes, the mango tree began to chuckle!  

  

                                                                        -  Santhini Govindan 
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Sometimes, people who live among animals and birds form such close bonds with them, that it is painful 

when they have to part. This true story tells of a small boy’s heartache when he has to say good-bye to a 

family of hens on his father’s farm.    

 

A FAITHFUL FRIEND 

 

     Jeevan who was twelve years old, lived on a busy farm at the edge of a small village. Jeevan’s parents 

kept cows, buffaloes, and lots of poultry. Jeevan loved animals, so he enjoyed playing with the farmyard 

animals, including the cats and dogs. But what Jeevan really enjoyed most of all, was playing with the 

poultry on their farm. There were hens that laid eggs, hatchlings, and young chicks. Sometimes, Jeevan 

went along with his mother and helped to crack open some of the hens’ eggs, so that the chicks could hatch. 

What an exciting experience it was to see a tiny, fluffy white chick emerge from its shell for the first time! 

Jeevan would clap in excitement every time this happened. Jeevan spent a lot of time with the poultry, 

feeding them with grains of broken rice, and providing them with water. Jeevan liked all the birds, but he 

once took a special liking to one particular brown mother hen and her ten chicks.  

      As the days passed, Jeevan’s friendship with the mother hen and her little family of chicks grew. The 

mother hen knew at once when Jeevan appeared in the yard, and she would dash towards him on her 

spindly little legs, with her chicks following. Jeevan loved to hold the soft little chicks and stroke their 

fluffy feathers, and he would laugh delightedly as the chicks ran behind him on their tiny, wobbly legs. 

Jeevan fed the mother hen and chicks faithfully, and the hen grew fat and round, and the little chicks began 

to grow. For the first few months of their lives, the chicks followed their mother everywhere, but as they 

grew bigger and stronger, they began to wander around the yard independently, exploring the farm. During 

the warm, sunny days of Jeevan’s summer vacation, he played happily with his favourite hen’s family, and 

even named some of the chicks.  By the time it was time for Jeevan to go back to school to start a new 

academic year, the chicks had become quite grown up, and were no longer dependent on their mother.  

      One day, as soon as Jeevan came home from school, he hurled his notebooks onto a bench near the 

front door, and hurried outside.  

“Where are you going Jeevan?” Amma called out to him. “Come and drink your milk…” But Jeevan did 

not hear his amma’s words – he had already run out into the yard. He looked around eagerly, and then, he 

began to whistle loudly. Within a few minutes, Jeevan’s favourite mother hen appeared, clucking loudly. 

She headed straight to Jeevan, followed by her chicks. 

Jeevan chuckled in delight, and bent down to stroke the hen gently. “Did you miss me when I was at 

school?” he asked the mother hen softly. The clucking hen circled Jeevan’s feet excitedly.   

“I know you are feeling hungry,” Jeevan said tenderly to her. “I will bring you some grains as usual...”  As 

Jeevan fed the hen and her chicks, amma appeared in the doorway. 

“That’s enough, Jeevan,” she called out her son. “You’ve played with those birds enough!”   

Jeevan went indoors reluctantly. “You should not spend all your spare time playing with the hen and her 

chicks,” amma chided Jeevan later. “How is that going to help you?” 
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“But they are my friends,” Jeevan said earnestly. “I really like them, and they like me too! You should see 

the way they run towards me when I whistle. They crowd around my feet, and chirp in excitement. Would 

you like to see how they come to me when I call them?” 

“No!” Amma said shortly. As Jeevan wandered away, his mother gazed at him worriedly. ‘I wonder how 

my dear son will feel when our birds are finally sold. He thinks of them as his friends I know that he will be 

very unhappy when they leave our farm.’  

       Then one morning, a few days later, Jeevan’s father announced, while they were eating, that a buyer 

was coming to their farm the following day to buy his poultry. Jeevan’s heart pounded very fast when he 

heard his father’s words. 

“Are you going to sell my favourite mother hen and her chicks too?” Jeevan asked his father, in a low, 

squeaky voice. “How can you do that?  They are my friends. They love me, and they need me. They will be 

so unhappy if you send them away from here, and they are unable to see me.” 

Jeevan’s father looked at his son’s tear laden eyes and sighed in exasperation. “As farmers, we sometimes 

develop bonds of affection with animals and birds on our farms. But we cannot afford to be sentimental, 

my dear boy. However, hard it is, we have to eventually sell them off to earn money to support our 

families. It’s a hard situation, but one that we cannot avoid.”    

Jeevan did not reply his father, but his face mirrored his sorrow.    

   Later that day, Jeevan’s mother took her son aside, and spoke to him sympathetically. “I know that you 

have made friends with the hen’s family, and you really like them,” she said gently. “But you must 

appreciate that we have no choice but to sell our poultry. They supplement our income, and help us to earn 

money to buy things we need, like new school books, and clothes for you children. I know that you are an 

intelligent and sensitive boy, and you will understand our situation, and not make a fuss when it’s time for 

the birds to leave...” 

     That night, when Jeevan said his prayers, he prayed fervently that the buyer would not come the 

following day to buy his father’s poultry. 

    But alas! The buyer appeared early the next morning – a big, burly man with a booming voice. As the 

buyer waited to see the poultry that were on sale, Jeevan’s amma called out to her son. 

“Whistle and call the birds as you usually do,” she ordered Jeevan. 

Though his heart was heavy, and there were tears glistening in his eyes, Jeevan obeyed his mother, though 

his movements were slow and reluctant. He walked to the centre of the yard, and whistled softly. The hen 

and her family appeared immediately, clucking and cheeping excitedly as they crowded around Jeevan’s 

feet. They were completely unaware that they would soon be leaving their beloved friend, and going far 

way.  

“They are fine, healthy birds,” the buyer said in satisfaction. “I’ll take them all.” He waited as Jeevan 

quietly, and silently, handed the birds to him, one by one.  

After his poultry had been sold, Jeevan’s father counted the money he had earned in satisfaction. 



54 

 

“Jeevan is a foolish, sentimental boy,” he remarked crossly to his wife. “He feels things too deeply. Why 

should he weep so much for those birds?” 

Jeevan’s mother smiled gently. “I am glad that my son is a sensitive boy with a kind, compassionate heart,” 

she said softly. “He will always be a fine, faithful friend.  

 

                                                                            Story by Dr. Jani Reddy, as narrated to Santhini Govindan 

 

 

Though animals cannot speak, they sometimes surprise us with their wisdom, compassion, and cleverness, 

as this story illustrates.   

 

THE KIND ELEPHANT 

 

 

 

 Gajaraj, a huge elephant, who belonged to a merchant, lived in a village named Bhimapuram.  The 

merchant made Gajaraj work hard, and he earned a lot of money.  The elephant was often sent to the jungle 

to carry heavy logs.  Sometimes, he carried people from one place to another.  Once he even carried a 

bridegroom to the bride's house.  At times he was sent to famous temples in nearby villages to lead the 

festival processions.  

 Once the people of the village wanted to celebrate their temple festival.  The festival could not 

start till the temple flag was hoisted.  The temple had the flag but no flagpole.  So, the villagers went to the 

jungle and made a fine flagpole out of a large tree.  The flagpole was too heavy for the villagers. 

 The villagers also wanted the elephant's help to fix the flagpole to the ground.  They had already 

dug a hole in front of the temple.  Gajaraj carried the flagpole right upto the hole.  But suddenly he stopped, 

and turned back.  The mahout Rudra, who was sitting on him, ordered Gajaraj to plant the flagpole in the 

hole, but he would not move.  Rudra shouted and screamed at him, but he did not move.   

 The villagers grew angry and they shouted at the mahout.  Gajaraj could not tolerate the noise any 

longer.  He threw the flagpole away.  The mahout was also thrown off his back.  The people became so 

scared that they ran for their lives. 
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 Gajaraj was now alone.  He moved to the hole and sat gently on his forelegs.  He put his long 

trunk into the hole and gently picked up a kitten.  The little cat had been hiding in the hole.  The villagers 

had been watching all this.  They now knew why Gajaraj had not obeyed the mahout's orders.  He did not 

like to kill the kitten by putting the flagpole inside the hole. 

 After saving the kitten, Gajaraj placed the flagpole into the hole, and held it straight with his trunk.  

The villagers covered the hole with mud.   

 Everyone at the temple gave sugarcane, coconuts and fruits to the kind and clever elephant, 

Gajaraj. From that day onwards, Gajaraj became the villagers' favourite elephant, and the children's best 

friend. 

                           

   

 

POETRY  

 

Poetry, which is sometimes called ‘the music of literature,’ brings immense pleasure to those who read or 

listen to poems because of their lyrical meaning, rhyme, and rhythm.  Here is a collection of poems that 

will enlighten, entertain, and most certainly amuse you as well.   

 

 

MY CURIOUS SHADOW 

 

 

 

My shadow is such a curious chap, 

There’s so much about him that I’d like to know. 

Why does he sometimes follow me wherever I go? 

And then suddenly vanish, - just so! 

And could it be that my shadow, like me, 

Is perhaps just a little afraid of the dark at night? 

For during the daytime he’s next to me for all to see, 
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But at bedtime he hides as soon as I turn off the light! 

And I wonder why my shadow can’t make up his mind, 

About how big or small he’d like to be - 

Sometimes he appears short, but sometimes I find, 

That my shadow has grown twice as tall as me! 

From my shadow there’s never a sound to be heard. 

He just follows me around silently day after day. 

But I wonder, if my shadow could put his thoughts into words, 

What on earth would my curious shadow have to say? 

 

                                                           - Santhini Govindan 

 

TRY AGAIN  

 

King Bruce of Scotland flung himself down 

In a lonely mood to think; 

‘Tis true he was monarch, and wore a crown, 

But his heart was beginning to sink. 

 

For he had been trying to do a great deed, 

To make his people glad; 

He had tried and tried, but couldn’t succed 

And so he became quite sad. 

 

He flung himself down in low despair, 

As grieved as man could be; 

And after a while as he pondered there, 

“I’ll give it all up,” said he. 

 

Now just at that moment a spider dropped, 

With its silken, filmy clue; 

And the kind, in the midst of his thinking, stopped 

To see what the spider would do. 

 

‘T was a long way up to the ceiling dome, 

And it hung by a rope so fine; 

That how it would get to its cobweb home, 

King Bruce could not divine. 
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It soon began to cling and crawl 

Straight up with strong endeavour; 

But down it came with a slippery sprawl, 

As near to the ground as ever. 

 

Up, up it ran, not a second to stay, 

To utter the least complaint; 

Till it fell still lower, and there it lay, 

A little dizzy and faint. 

 

Its head grew steady – again it went, 

And travelled a half yard higher; 

‘T was a delicate thread it had to tread, 

And a road where its feet would tire. 

 

Again it fell and swung below, 

But again it quickly mounted; 

Till up and down, now fast now slow, 

Nine brave attempts were counted. 

 

“Sure,” cried the king, “that foolish thing  

Will strive no more to climb; 

When it toils so hard to reach and cling, 

And tumbles everytime.” 

 

But up the insect went once more, 

Ah me! ‘tis an anxious minute; 

He’s only a foot from his cobweb door, 

Oh say, will he lose or win it? 

 

Steadily, steadily, inch by inch, 

Higher and higher he got; 

And a bold, little run at the very last pinch  

Put him into his native cot. 

 

“Bravo, bravo!” the king cried out, 

“All the honour to those who try: 

The spider up there, defied despair, 

He conquered, and why shouldn’t I?” 
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And Bruce of Scotland braced his mind, 

And gossips tell the tale, 

That he tried once more as he tried before, 

And that time did not fail. 

  

                                      -      
Eliza Cook

 

 

 

A FAIRY WENT A – MARKETING 

 

 

 

A fairy went a – marketing – 

She bought a little fish; 

She put it in a crystal bowl 

Upon a golden dish. 

An hour she sat in wonderment 

And watched its silver gleam, 

And then she gently took it up 

And slipped it in a stream. 

 

A fairy went a – marketing - 

She bought a coloured bird; 

It sang the sweetest, shrillest song 

That ever she had heard. 

She sat beside its painted cage 

And listened half the day, 

And then she opened wide the door 

 

A fairy went a – marketing - 

She bought a winter gown 

All stitched about with gossamer 

And lined with thistle down. 

She wore it all the afternoon 

With prancing and delight, 

Then gave it to a little frog 

To keep him warm at night. 

 

A fairy went a – marketing - 

She bought a gentle mouse 

To take her tiny messages, 

To keep her tiny house. 

 

All day she kept its busy feet 

Pit-patting to and fro, 

And then she kissed its silken ears, 

Thanked it, and let it go. 

 

- Rose Fyleman 
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NO MEN ARE FOREIGN 

 

Remember, no men are strange, no countries foreign 

Beneath all uniforms, a single body breathes 

Like ours; the land our brothers walk upon 

Is earth like this, in which we all shall lie. 

They, to, aware of sun and air and water, 

Are fed by peaceful harvest, by war’s long winter starr’d 

Their hands are ours, and in their lines we read 

A labour not different from our own. 

Remember, they have eyes like ours that wake 

Or sleep, and strength that can be won 

By love.  In every land is common life 

That all can recognize and understand. 

Let us remember, whenever we are told 

To hate our brothers, it is ourselves 

That we shall dispossess, betray, condemn. 

It is the human earth that we defile,  

Remember, we who take aims against each other, 

Our hells of fire and dust outrage the innocence 

Of air that is everywhere our own. 

Remember, no men are foreign, and no countries strange. 

 

                                                             -    James Kirkup   

 

THE ENCHANTED SHIRT  

 

The king was sick.  His cheek was red, 

And his eye was clear and bright; 

He ate and drank with kingly zest, 

And peacefully snored at night. 

 

But he said he was sick, and a king should know; 

And doctors came by the score; 

They did not cure him.  He cut off their heads  

And sent to the schools for more. 
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At last two famous doctors came, 

And one was as poor as a rat; 

He had passed his life in studious toil, 

And never found time to grow fat. 

 

The other had never looked in a book; 

His patients gave him no trouble; 

If they recovered, they paid him well; 

If they died, their heirs paid him double. 

 

Together they looked at the royal tongue, 

As the king on his couch reclined; 

In succession they thumped his august chest, 

But no trace of disease could find. 

 

The old sage said, ‘You’re as sound as a nut.’ 

‘Hang him up!’ roared the kind in a gale 

In a ten-knot gale of royal rage. 

The other leech grew a shade pale; 

 

But he pensively rubbed his sagacious nose, 

And thus his prescription ran: 

The king will be well if he sleeps one night 

In the shirt of a happy man. 

 

Wide o’re the realms the couriers rode, 

And fast their horses ran, 

And many they saw, and to many they spoke, 

But they found no happy man. 

 

At last they came to a village gate; 

A beggar lay whistling there; 

He whistled, and sang, and laughed, and rolled 

On the grass, in the soft June air. 

 

The weary couriers paused and looked  
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At the scamp so blithe and gay; 

And one of them said, ‘Heaven save you, friend! 

You seem to be happytoday.’ 

 

‘O yes,fair sirs,’ the rascal laughed, 

And his voice rang free and glad; 

‘An idle man has so much to do 

That he never has time to be sad.’ 

 

‘This is our man,’ the courier said; 

‘Our luck has led us aright; 

I will give you a hundred ducats, friend, 

For the loan of your shirt tonight.’ 

 

The merry blackguard lay back on the grass, 

And laughed till his face was black; 

‘I would do it, God wot,’ and he roared with fun; 

‘But I haven’t a shirt on my back.’ 

 

Each day to the king the reports came in 

Of his unsuccessful spies, 

And the sad panorama of human woes 

Passed daily under his eyes. 

 

And he grew ashamed of his useless life, 

And his maladies hatched in gloom; 

He opened his window and let the air 

Of the free heaven into his room. 

 

And out he went in the world, and toiled 

In his own appointed way; 

And the people blessed him, the land was glad, 

And the king was well and gay. 

 

                                    - John Hay   

 

The famous nursery rhyme ‘Frogs at School,’ was written by an English poet George Cooper in the 1800's. 

It is popular till today with school children.  
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FROGS AT SCHOOL  

 

 

 

Twenty froggies went to school 

Down beside a rushy pool; 

Twenty little coats of green, 

Twenty vests all white and clean. 

 

“We must be in time,” said they, 

“First we study, then we play 

That is how we keep the rule, 

When we froggies go to school.” 

 

Master bullfrog, grave and stern, 

Called the classes in their turn; 

Taught them how to nobly strive, 

Likewise how to leap and dive. 

 

From his seat upon a log, 

Showed them how to say, “ker-chog!” 

Also how to dodge a blow 

From the sticks which bad boys throw. 

 

Twenty froggies grew up fast; 

Bullfrogs they became at last, 

Not one dunce was in the lot, 

Not one lesson they forgot. 

 

Polished in high degree, 

As each froggy ought to be, 

Now they sit on other logs, 

Teaching other little frogs. 

 

                       – George Cooper 

 

 

 

This lovely poem about a favourite pet was written by Vishal B, a standard eight student of Excel Public 

School, Mysore. 

 

WHO IS LUCY? 
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Lucy, my Lucy, a beauty and cutie, 

My lovely bubbly Lucy, 

She’s no human, but not inhuman. 

She doesn’t laugh, but she’s so funny, 

She loves carrots, but she’s not a bunny. 

She shouts at me, but she’s not my mummy. 

Take her away from me; she crawls back to me. 

She’s faster than me; her speed leaves me in the dust. 

If she bites me, I must take the pain; I must. 

She loves all kinds of birds, excepting the duck. 

I’ll tell you one thing; I got her by sheer good luck. 

If she sees you with a chicken thigh in your hand, 

Oh man!  You are all out of luck. 

She can’t dance or talk, she’s no robot. 

Let me tell you the special skills she has got. 

She can’t sing or rap; she’s not a Rap God. 

In her beauty and love, she is Aphrodite- the Love God. 

In her bravery and defense, she is Athena-the War God. 

She likes fighting; she is as fast as lightning. 

She is more beautiful than a queen, she is attention seeking. 

Over my heart, such power she's able to wield,  

She trots like a horse in a green grassy field. 

She only knows to love; she’s not at all mean. 

I’ll tell you friends, she hasn't a single human gene. 

She rules my heart; she is my sister Lucy. 

She’ll rule all the nine realms one day you’ll see. 

Are you wondering “Who is Lucy”? 

Are you staring at me, green with jealousy? 

Dear friends listen! Lucy is my pet dog, a golden retriever. 

She loves to swim with me in the nearby river. 

She just turned two, but she is really very clever. 

She is part of my family; she’ll be ever my sister. 

She gives solace to my heart now; and forever. 

Such a lovely story you’ll never ever hear. 

She's even made me a poet! Oh dear! Oh dear!       

    

                                                                     - R.Vishal 

THE ANT AND THE CRICKET  
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A silly young cricket, accustomed to sing 

Through the warm, sunny months of gay summer and spring, 

Began to complain, when he found that at home 

His cupboard was empty and winter was come. 

 

Not a crumb to be found 

On the snow-covered ground: 

Not a flower could he see 

Not a leaf on a tree: 

 

“Oh, what will become,” says the cricket, “of me?” 

At last by starvation and famine made bold, 

All dripping with wet and trembling with cold, 

Away he set off to a miserly ant, 

To see if, to keep him alive, he would grant 

 

Him shelter from rain: 

A mouthful of grain 

He wished only to borrow, 

He’d pay it tomorrow: 

 

If not, he must die of starvation and sorrow. 

Says the ant to the cricket, “I’m your servant and friend. 

But we ants never borrow, we ants never lend; 

But tell me, dear sir, did you lay nothing by 

When the weather was warm?” Said the cricket, “Not I. 
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My heart was so light,  

That I sang day and night, 

For all nature looked gay.” 

“You sang, sir, you say?” 

Go then,” said the ant, “and dance winter away.” 

Thus ending, he hastily lifted the wicket 

And out of the door turned the poor little cricket. 

Though this is a fable the moral is good: 

If you live without work, you must live without food. 

 

SOME ONE  

 

Someone came knocking 

At my wee, small door; 

Someone came knocking; 

I'm sure-sure-sure; 

I listened, I opened, 

I looked to left and right, 

But nought there was a stirring 

In the still dark night; 

Only the busy beetle 

Tap-tapping in the wall, 

Only from the forest 

The screech-owl's call, 

Only the cricket whistling 

While the dewdrops fall, 

So I know not who came knocking, 

At all, at all, at all. 

 

-  Walter de la Mare 

 

 

ART AND CULTURE   
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The state of Telangana is rich in natural beauty, and has a vibrant culture. Here are stories on the unique 

Cherial story tellers of Telangana, its interesting puppeteers, and a temple of wondrous sculptures that 

make awe inspired viewers marvel, eight hundred years after they were first carved!   

 
CHERIAL STORY TELLING PAINTINGS 

 

 

    In our modern age, we switch on the TV, log into the Internet, or read books when we want to read, or listen to 

stories. But in olden times, when there was no TV or Internet, (or even electricity for that matter) and very few books, 

stories were told and listened to, but in quite a different way from what we are used to.       

      The village of Cherial, a small town in the Warangal district of Telangana has been telling stories in a unique and 

brilliant way for over 400 years! These stories are presented in the form of cherial or scroll paintings, where stories are 

illustrated and painted in a narrative form. They are presented like a comic book or film roll, and generally depict 

scenes from the epics like the Ramayana and Mahabharata, puranas, local legends, and scenes from everyday life. 

Every scroll comprises a series of panels. Each panel, like a page in a book, is a depiction of a part of the story. As the 

story teller narrates his tale, he slowly unrolls the scroll painting that depicts scenes from his story, and brings it to life. 

Cherial scroll paintings are believed to have been brought to India by the Mughals in the 16th century, in Rajasthan. 

The Kaki Padagollu community, being the story-telling, balladeer community of Telangana, soon picked up this style 

of painting and added dance and music, to enliven the art form, and make it more dramatic and interesting to the 

audience. In a typical recitation, the storyteller would go from village to village in the evening, usually with a team of 

five people. Two individuals would narrate the story, modulating their voices and facial expressions, while the others 

would provide simple, but dramatic sound effects using the harmonium, tabla, (drums) and castanets. The stage would 

be just four bamboo poles with a horizontal bar on which the scrolls were displayed. 
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     Cherial paintings are environment friendly, since they are made with only natural elements, but last for 150 years. 

The canvas used is khadi cloth, on which a mixture of tamarind seed powder, white clay, and rice starch is applied three 

times, to make it stiff. The figures in the paintings are coloured using only natural colours - white colour is obtained 

from burning sea shells, black from lamp soot, the blue from indigo leaves, yellow from stone, and other colours are 

created by mixing these basic colours. The paintbrushes that are used to paint cherial paintings are made of squirrel 

hair, tied onto a stick! The unique art of making a cherial scroll has even been mentioned in the Shilpa shastras, or 

ancient Hindu manuals that give detailed instructions and the principles of creating different kinds of arts and crafts.  

      Drawing the figures and pictures on a cherial painting is an intricate, and time consuming job requiring a high 

degree of skill, precision and artistry, as numerous figures have to be carefully drawn to be of the same scale, style, and 

size, depicting action and movement. Many cherial paintings were about a metre wide, and twenty metres long, so 

unrolling the scroll, bit by bit, with accompanying music and dance performances, while narrating the story, might have 

sometimes taken weeks, or even a month!  Listening to stories from cherial paintings were thus, in olden days, probably 

the equivalent of watching a TV serial!  

 The unique status of the art of cherial scroll painting, found nowhere else in the world except in the Telangana state, 

was recognized in 2007 when the art received Intellectual Property Rights Protection, or Geographical Indication. This 

means that cherial paintings cannot be copied or duplicated by anyone else, anywhere in the world, and belong 

exclusively to, and can be created only by the talented artists of Telangana state.  

                                                                                                                                      -  Santhini Govindan 

      
THE MARVELLOUS RAMAPPA TEMPLE 

 

 

 

       Most ancient temples are named for their main deities, or for the kings or rulers who built them. 

However, an ancient temple in Palampet, built as a tribute to Ramalingeswara (the Shiv ling installed by 

Lord Rama, and worshipped by him before the siege of Lanka) 77 kms from Warangal, in the state of 

Telangana, is probably the only temple to be named after the artisan who actually sculpted the temple. 

Ramappa, who originally hailed from Karnataka, is believed to have toiled for forty years to create the 

temple that is even today, a mind blowing masterpiece. An inscription in the temple says that it was built in 

the year 1213, under the supervision of General Rudra Samani, the chief commander of the Kakatiya king 
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Ganapatideva. The Kakatiyas, who started out as feudal lords of the Chalukyas, eventually became rulers 

themselves, and ushered in a golden era between the 11th and 14th centuries.  

    The Ramappa Temple is a fine example of the Kakatiyan architectural style, and clearly shows the 

Kakatiyas’ love for art, music, and dance. The temple's sandstone pillars have been carved with different 

poses of a dancing style, called Perini Shivatandavam. Perini Shivatandavam is an ancient dance form of 

the Kakatiyas that was performed primarily by male dancers (to inspire and invigorate warriors before 

going to the battle field).  In fact, it was the postures of the sculptures and figurines engraved on the walls, 

pillars, and ceilings of the Ramappa Temple that inspired Acharya Nataraja Ramakrishna, a celebrated 

dance guru, to revive and reconstruct this powerful and vigorous, purely masculine dance style. The 

Kakatiyas were very artistic, and were great builders, and in some parts of the Ramappa Temple, the 

elaborate sculptures are so intricate that a needle or single strand of hair can be passed through them. 

However, this exquisitely crafted temple is so strong that it is still standing, more than eight centuries after 

its construction. It has withstood numerous wars, invasions, and natural calamities. There was a major 

earthquake during the 17th century which shook the area and other nearby temples, but the Ramappa 

Temple stood firm against this mighty onslaught of nature. 

    The Ramappa Temple is placed on a six foot high star shaped platform. This is based on the ancient 

religious sentiment that everything connected to God is sublime, and must therefore be kept at a height, 

well above everything that is common and mediocre. This ensured that the rituals and customs observed 

during the worship of the deity were untarnished and pure. The walls, ceilings and pillars of the temple are 

intricately adorned with rich carvings and sculptures from Hindu mythology. The main sanctum faces a 

huge hall of pillars. Each pillar is engraved with exquisite carvings, and these pillars are placed in such way 

that light and space are effectively used.  

      The temple's outer walls are carved with elephants along its surface. They are carved in such a way that 

all the elephants appear to be walking around the temple. There are around 520 elephant carvings on the 

wall, and surprisingly, no two elephants are identical! There are other examples of superb Kakatiya 

craftsmanship in this stunning temple. The amazing carvings include a flute at the entrance of the sanctum, 

which when hit, makes the sound sa-ri-ga-ma. The roof of the temple’s innermost sanctum, where the main 

idol is placed, has a pyramid shaped roof or vimana that is built with bricks that are so light, that they float 

on water. This has given the temple the name of ‘the temple of floating bricks.’  

 

THE ART OT PUPPETRY 
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     The art of puppetry has existed in India for more than a thousand years. Although it is not clear how this 

unique and interesting folk art originated, there is a charming story about its origin. Lord Shiva is the 

patron of puppetry, and the story goes that aeons ago, a clever carpenter carved two exquisitely beautiful 

wooden figures that caught the eye of Parvathi, Lord Shiva’s consort. She persuaded Shiva to enter one of 

the dolls, and she entered the other and they began a heavenly dance. When they finished dancing, the 

wooden figures fell to the ground. The carpenter, who had been enthralled to see his creations come to life, 

was very disappointed, and he prayed to the divine couple to animate his creations. They agreed to help 

him, provided he found a method of doing this. The carpenter hit upon the devise of tying strings to the 

limbs of the figures, which when pulled, would animate them. This is how puppetry was born! 

         There are many different kinds of puppets in India. String puppets, the kind described in the legend, 

are famous in the state of Rajasthan, in the North West of India. These puppets, called ‘ kathputalis’, have 

wooden heads with large painted eyes and colorful costumes. They are about eighteen inches high. They 

usually enact Rajasthani legends, and the brave deeds of the Rajput kings who ruled India centuries ago. 

The king or ‘raja’ in glittering turban and robes is usually the key puppet. This royal figure has only two 

strings, as he does not have to move much. The courtesan or dancing girl puppet on the other hand, has six 

strings. She can move her hands, legs and hips as she dances, and even delicately lift the hem of her skirt! 

The interesting magician puppet can take off his head, bounce it in the air, and balance it on his feet! The 

sword brandishing warrior on a horse, and the snake charmer are other popular characters. Some kathputali 

puppets have two faces. These puppets are used to portray two different characters or a mean, two-faced 

villain. There are always clowns or jesters who open the puppet play, and these amusing characters talk to 

the audience seated on the ground in front of them. They discuss current affairs of the village where they 

are performing, and make jokes too, and bless the villagers.  Interestingly, no Kathputali puppets have legs. 

They all wear long, flowing skirts yet the eloquent ‘sutradhar’ or puppeteer can through skillful 

manipulation of the strings, whirl, spin, spread the skirt on the ground or fill it with air like a balloon to 

suggest walking, running or dancing!   
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       Wandering puppeteers in the south Indian states of Telangana and Andhra Pradesh use leather puppets 

with which they present unique shadow plays. These wonderful puppets plays, known as ‘Thollu 

Bommalata’ usually start late at night and go on till morning. (‘Thollu bommalata’ is a Telugu expression 

which translates as ‘the dance of puppets.’ Thollu means skin and bommalata means puppet dance) The 

‘stage’ for these performances consists of a semi-transparent white cloth stretched between two bamboo 

poles. Just behind the screen runs a rope from which the puppets are hung. A bright oil lamp is placed 

behind the puppets so that their ‘shadow’ images or silhouettes are cast on the screen. These leather 

puppets are masterpieces of folk art. They are made of treated goat or deer skin, and can last for centuries. 

They are painted with vegetables dyes obtained from local plants and rocks. Different parts of the puppets 

are made from different animal hides, and are joined in such a way with strings that the head and limbs can 

be moved with ease. The puppets have fine perforations on them indicating details of the clothing and 

jewelry of the characters. These beautiful puppets are made by the puppeteers themselves who carry them 

around in a leather box, and occasionally worship them.  Villagers donate puppets in the name of their 

ancestors, and they believe that on new moon and full moon nights, these puppets come to life, and perform 

in their box! 

             Apart from entertaining the local people, these performances have ritual significance too. 

Puppeteers are invited to villages to perform to bring good monsoons, excellent crops, and even to protect 

herds of cattle from diseases. They are also invited to perform at marriages, births and deaths. The themes 

of the puppet plays therefore, depend on the occasion for which they are invited. The joyous ‘Krishna 

Leela’ or the antics of Krishna is a favourite at birthdays. ‘Girija Kalyanam’ or the marriage of Girija is 

performed at weddings, and ‘Swargarohana’ or ascent to heaven is performed when there is a death.     

 

- Santhini Govindan  
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DRAMA – PLAYS  

 

"The Happy Prince" is an imaginative short story for children written by the Irish author Oscar Wilde. It 

was first published in an 1888 anthology of stories, and has won the hearts of millions of readers since. 

Here, the story is presented in a play form and can be enacted by children.   

THE HAPPY PRINCE 

 

 

  

CHARACTERS: 

 

HAPPY PRINCE 

CROWD 

MOTHER 

DAUGHTER 

SWALLOW 

POOR MAN 1 

POOR MAN 2 

POOR WOMAN 1 

POOR WOMAN 2 

POOR WOMAN 3 

MAYOR 

GUARD 

ÁNGEL 

  

(The statue of the Happy Prince stands on a tall column.  He’s all covered in gold.  He has a gold heart.  

His eyes are two blue sapphires. There’s a ruby in his sword. The crowd passing by, look at the statue and 

leave the scene.  A mother and daughter stop to admire it) 

  

DAUGHTER: Look mother, what a beautiful statue.  Do you know who he is? 
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MOTHER: That is the statue of a prince.  It has been here for many years.  People tell different stories 

about him.  I don’t know if he was real, or if he’s only a legend. 

  

DAUGHTER: Tell me what you know. 

  

MOTHER: People say that he was a prince who lived in a castle on top of a mountain.  His father, the king, 

was a very generous and kind man, who shared his fortune with all of his people.  That’s why everybody 

loved him, and the prince, too.  They were very happy. There hadn’t been another king just like him.  They 

say, that one day the king got sick and died suddenly, and the prince who was so sad and desperately 

unhappy, died shortly after his father’s death. 

  

DAUGHTER: Oh, that’s a very sad story.  Do you know who made the statue? 

  

MOTHER: People collected all the gold and precious stones given to them by the king, and they made the 

statue of the prince.  They were so grateful for what the king did for them, and they named the statue “The 

Happy Prince”. 

  

DAUGHTER: Well, he doesn’t look like a prince. He looks like an angel.  I think he was as kind as his 

father was. 

  

MOTHER: That’s what people say.  Let’s go, it’s late. 

  

(The mother and daughter leave the stage. A swallow enters and lies between the feet of the statue) 

  

SWALLOW: This is really a beautiful golden bedroom!   Oh, this trip to Egypt is too long, and I’m very 

tired!  I’ll rest here for a while and tomorrow I will continue my journey. (Two water drops fall on him) It’ 

starting to rain. (More water drops fall on him.  He looks at the sky) This is strange. The sky is clear.  

Where are those water drops coming from? (He looks up at the statue.  The statue is crying) Why are you 

crying?  Who are you? 

  

HAPPY PRINCE: I am the Happy Prince. 

  

SWALLOW: If you are the Happy Prince, then why do you cry?  

  

HAPPY PRINCE: I cry because when I was alive and had a human heart, I never worried about anything.  I 

didn’t know what tears were, that’s why people called me the Happy Prince.   And now that I’m here on top 

of this column, I can see that there’s suffering and misery in my kingdom. 

  

SWALLOW: But, what can you do about it? 

  

HAPPY PRINCE: My father was a great man.  Everything my father gave his people, including the gold, 

helped them to have a better life without suffering.  And now, I want to do the same thing, but I can’t.  I 

can’t move.  I’m only a statue, and I don’t need to be covered in gold and precious stones. 

  

SWALLOW: Is there something I can do for you? 

  

HAPPY PRINCE: Yes.  At the end of the street, there’s a poor house.  One of the windows is open, and 

through it I can see a woman seated at a table.  She’s embroidering a dress that a lovely lady will wear at 

the palace ball.  Her son is in bed hungry and sick, but she can only give him water.  Please, little swallow, 

take her the ruby from my sword. 

  

SWALLOW: I’ll do what you want, even if my friends are waiting for me in the Nile. (He takes the ruby 

from the sword and leaves.  He returns and lies between the feet of the statue) I did as you told me.  The 

woman was surprised when I left the ruby on her window.  He took it in her hands; she cried, and hugged 

her son.  I felt so satisfied when I saw that. 
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HAPPY PRINCE: That is because you have done a good deed.  Stay with me tonight, please, and be my 

messenger. 

  

SWALLOW: Do you want me to do something else for you? 

  

HAPPY PRINCE: Yes.  Please, take one of my sapphires to a writer that lives in that house over there.  He 

is hungry, and cold.  He is trying to finish a play for the director of the theatre, but he is too cold  and 

hungry to write any more. 

  

SWALLOW: What will he do with the sapphire? 

  

HAPPY PRINCE: He will sell it to the jeweller, and buy food and firewood, and finish writing his play. 

  

SWALLOW: I can’t do that.  I should be in Egypt by now, admiring the pyramids, and watching the lions 

drinking water from the Nile. 

  

HAPPY PRINCE: Little swallow, do as I command you. 

  

(The swallow takes the sapphire from one of the statue’s eyes and leaves.  The swallow returns) 

  

HAPPY PRINCE: Thank you, little swallow. 

  

SWALLOW: You don’t know how happy I felt when I arrived to his house.  The man looked so desperate. 

When he saw the sapphire I left on his window, he quickly stood up.  He took it in hands, and left the house 

in a hurry. 

  

HAPPY PRINCE: Now I need you to take the other sapphire. 

  

SWALLOW: But Prince, if I take out the other sapphire, you will be blind!. 

  

HAPPY PRINCE: It doesn’t matter.  Do it, please. 

  

SWALLOW: Where should I go? 

  

HAPPY PRINCE: In the square below, you will find a little match-girl.  She’s wearing no shoes and has no 

coat.  Her matches fell in the mud, and now she can’t sell them.  Her father will be angry at her if she 

doesn’t bring home some money.  I don’t need this sapphire, she needs it more than I. 

  

(The swallow takes the other sapphire from the statue’s eye and leaves. The swallow returns) 

  

SWALLOW: Oh, prince, I did as you told me.  Poor little girl.  I found her crying lying on the ground.  I 

stood in front of her, and when she saw the sapphire I had in my beak, she touched me gently, then she took 

it.  I flew away and I saw when she stood up and looked at me. 

  

HAPPY PRINCE: Thank you! 

  

SWALLOW: Prince, now that you are blind.  I cannot leave you. I’ll stay with you forever. 

  

HAPPY PRINCE: Then, there’s one more thing you should do for me.  I am covered with fine gold.  You 

must take it off, leaf by leaf, and give it to the poor people; those who are hungry and cold. 

  

SWALLOW: But, I don’t want you to die. 

  

HAPPY PRINCE: Please understand.   My people built me a statue with all the gold and precious stones 

given to them by my father.  This is their gold, and I want to give it back to them.  Start right now. 
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(The swallow takes off  leaf after leaf of the gold and gives it to the poor men and women passing by) 

  

POOR MAN 1: Oh, we have bread now! 

  

POOR MAN 2: We can buy firewood! 

  

POOR WOMAN 1: My children will not be cold this winter! 

  

POOR WOMAN 2: My husband will have his medicine! 

  

POOR WOMAN 3: Thank you God!  This is a miracle! 

  

(The Poor Men and Women leave running and shouting joyfully. The swallow is tired.  He lies between the 

Happy Prince’s feet) 

  

SWALLOW: I did as you told me, now I will sleep for a while. I’m very tired. 

  

HAPPY PRINCE: Rest, my good friend, you deserve it. 

  

(The swallow closes his eyes and dies.  The Mayor, his guard, and the crowd enter and look at the statue) 

  

MAYOR: There’s a dead swallow lying beside the statue. 

  

GUARD: The ruby, the sapphires, and the gold that covered the statue are not there! 

  

MAYOR: The statue is worthless.  Let’s destroy it, and throw everything to the trash, including the 

swallow! 

  

(The Mayor, his guard, and the crowd take the statue and destroy it.  They leave pieces of the statue and 

the heart on the ground.  The Happy Prince’s heart and the swallow’s body remain together.  The Mayor, 

his guard, and the crowd leave. An angel enters) 

  

ANGEL: Where am I going to find the two most beautiful things I have seen, as God asked me to? (She 

sees and takes in his hands the gold heart and the dead swallow) Oh, these are the most beautiful things I 

have seen here on Earth. I’ll take them to God. 

  

(The Angel leaves) 

  

THE END 

 

 


	Folk tales from the splendid continent of Africa were originally used to impart wisdom to various communities, and to teach people about the wonders of Nature and animals, to teach spiritual and social lessons, and provide entertainment. Here are two ...
	A MAD TEA PARTY

