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The Brave Children

Verrier Elwin

And finally here is a story about the
strange, exciting days in the beginning of
the world, when gods and men, animals
and ogres lived together and talked with
each other. It is told by the Akas, who live
in the hills to the west of the North-East
Frontier Agency.

Long ago there was a man called
Awa. His body was like a bear’s, covered
with thick hair, yet in spite of this he
managed to marry Jusam, the Sun’s
beautiful daughter. At the wedding the
Sun gave her a hen’s feathers and some
pig’s bristles. Awa took his bride home
and in due time she gave birth to twins,
a boy and a girl. They called the boy,
Sibji-Sao and the girl, Sibjim-Sam.
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When the children grew up a little,
they both fell ill. The father sent for the
priest who said that if Awa sacrificed
a fowl and a pig the children would
recover, but he insisted that the fowl and
the pig must be house animals and not
caught from the jungle.

Unfortunately, Awa had no pigs or
fowls in the house and did not know
where to get any. When his wife saw
him looking so distracted she asked
him what was the matter and he told her
what the priest had said. Jusam replied,
“Don’'t worry. Make a bamboo cage and
a trough.”
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Awa accordingly made a bamboo
cage and put a wooden trough beside it.
When everything was ready, Jusam sat
down in front of the cage and, taking one
of the feathers she had from her father’s
house, blew on it and a cock and hen
immediately appeared inside the cage.
Then she sat in front of the trough and,
taking some of the bristles that she had
from her father’s house, blew on them,
and a pig and sow immediately appeared
before the trough.

At once the pigs and the fowls began
to weep. Jusam tried to console them by
offering them milk from her own breast,
but they would not take it and she said,
“Since you won’t. drink my milk, what
are you crying about?”

The pigs and fowls replied, “Because
we're very hungry.”

Jusam said, “I've got nothing else
to give you; that’s why I offered you my
own milk.”

The fowls and pigs said, “No, whatever
we do, we're not going to drink your milk,
for then you will never want to kill us, and
we have been made to be killed*”

Jusam said, “Well, that's all ['ve got
to give you; if you don’t want to have it,
eat anything you can find.”

Soon afterwards the hen laid her eggs
and hatched out chickens, and the sow
had a litter. Awa took a chicken and a pig
and sacrificed them for his children, who
soon were well again.
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In this way Awa and his wife got pigs
and fowls in their house, but.they had no
seed. So Jusam said to her husband, “Go
to my father’s house, for he has a great
store of grain, and if you ask him nicely
he will give you some of it.”

Awa replied, “But I don’t know the
way to your father’s house.”

Jusam, therefore, went with him
part of the way as his guide. Then she
said, “Now you can follow the path, but
presently you will come to a point where
it divides in two. Be sure you take the
right-hand path and not the left. If you
go to the left, you will find yourself in
all sorts of trouble.”

Jusam then returned home and Awa
went on his way.

Sometime later, Awa came to the
point where the path, divided in two
and, remembering what his wife had
said, went to the right, but seeing there
so many thorns and pitfalls he thought
that she must have made a mistake, and
turned back and went to the left.

He walked a long way until at last
he came to a cave where a demon, black,
with only one eye, one arm and one
breast, was sitting beside a great fire.
When the demon saw him, she threw a
burning bit of wood at him and turned him
into a dog.

Poor Awa slunk back to his house
but did not dare go in; he just lay down
in front of the door, placing his front

August 2015/ 5




paws together on the threshold. The two
children Sibji-Sao and Sibjim-Sam came
out; they saw him lying there, and ran
back to their mother and said, “There is
an extraordinary creature sitting at the
door.”

Their mother came out hurriedly
and, when she saw the dog, realised at
once that it was her foolish husband who
had taken the wrong path, and told her
children, “This is your father.”

But they replied, “How can this be
our father who is a great big man?”

Jusam said, “If you don’t believe
me, spit on your hands and offer them to
this creature. If he licks them, it means
he is your father; if he doesn’t, then he
1s someone else.”

So the children spat on their hands
and held them out to the dog who
immediately licked them and Jusam said,
“There, don’t you see? He really is your
father.”

The children said, “Yes, you are
right, he is our father.”
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Jusam explained things to them
saying, “What happened was that your
father was going to my father’s house
to get seed but he took the wrong path
and has been turned into a dog. Now
how do I feed you both I really do not
know. The only thing for me to do is to
go myself to my father. I’ll send you
some seed and you’ll be able to make
fields and cultivate them and in that
way get some food to eat.” But the
children began to cry and would not
let their mother go and she had to wait
till evening. After supper she put the
children to sleep by the fire and then went
secretly to her father.

When Jusam left the house, the
evil spirits of the forest, seeing the two
children alone, gathered round to devour
them. But when the dog saw them
coming he barked loudly and drove them
away. In the morning when the children
found their mother gone, they cried and
said to each other, “Come along, let’s
follow mother wherever she has gone.”
The dog went ahead to guide them and
the children followed him. He went as
far as he knew the way, and then stood
still. The children sat down to rest and
the dog thought to himself, ‘Let them
sleep for a bit, while I go and try to find
the right path’.

When the evil spirits of the forest
saw the children alone, they gathered
round to devour them but the children
woke up and ran for their lives.
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As they were running along they
met a bear who asked them, “What’s
the matter? Why are you running so
fast?” They replied that the evil spirits
of the forest were chasing them. The
bear said, “Don’t be so frightened. 1
will save you.” He took them on his
back and climbed up a high tree and,
making them sit on a branch at the
top, came down and scraped of the
bark so that the spirits could not climb
up. Having done this, the bear went
away.

After the bear had gone. the evil
spirits of the forest came to the tree and
tried to climb up, but the trunk was too
smooth for them. So they began to cut it
down with their teeth.

When they saw what was happening,
the children said to the tree, “When you
fall, fall towards the open country.”
But the spirits of the forest cried, “Fall
towards the mountains.”

At last when the tree did fall, it came
down in the direction of the open country.
It did this out of mercy for the children,
for the evil spirits could not go toward
the open country.

The children were safe for the
moment but they were very lonely and
said to each other, “Somehow or the
other we must find our mother.” As they
were wondering what to do, a vulture
flew down and asked them what the
matter was.
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When they told him, hp said, “It 1s
my duty to search every day for dead
bodies and take their blood to the house
of the Sun.”

The children said, “But that’s just
where we want to go; our mother is the
daughter of the Sun, so when you go take
us with you.”

The vulture replied, “You are too
heavy for me to lift both of you at the
same time. I can only take one of you.”

So he took Sibjim-Sam on his back
and flew to the house of the Sun. When
Jusam saw her daughter, she was very
pleased and gave her a big basket of
seed. She tied a rope to her hair and let
her down to the earth, right in front of
the house, When the girl reached home,
she cooked some of the seed and made it
into beer, and then sat outside watching
the road until her brother returned.

Sibji-Sao remained standing where
he was, for he did not know where to go,
for a long time. But as he was wondering
what he could do, his father who had been
searching everywhere for the children found
him. When he saw Sibji-Sao he jumped on
him, licking his face, barking and wagging
his tail and then led him back home. When
they reached the house Sibjim-Sam made
supper for them and gave them lots of
beer, for they were all very happy meeting
again.

(From the NBT Publication :
When the World was Young)
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The Money Taker!

Hema Rao

An official was caught taking bribe.

“Is there any job where no one can
take bribe?” Asked Akbar. “The
greedy will take a bribe in
any job!” Said Birbal.

“I disagree!” said
a courtier, who was
jealous of wise Birbal.
“Jahanpanah! Make this
man count the ripples in
the river Yamuna. He then
cannot bribe anyone!”

So the corrupt official
got a new job. He had
to count the ripples in the
Yamuna!

“No complaints have come about
that man,” remarked Akbar, some days
later. “He must have learnt the value of
honesty!”

“Jahanpanah, this is exactly what I
had said a few days ago. Every job does
not offer scope for bribery,” said the
courtier.

“A greedy man never changes his
ways,” insisted Birbal. “I shall prove this
to all of you!”

Birbal took Akbar for a boat ride
in the Yamuna. They were dressed as
ordinary fishermen. Their boat soon
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sailed past the official. He was sitting
on a huge rock on the river-bank.

“Halt!” yelled the official.

The boatman brought the boat to a
halt near the river-bank.

“I am counting the river’s ripples!”
Said the official. “You made me lose
my count!” “Sorry, huzoor!” Said the
boatman.

*“I will arrest you,” said the official.
“Forgive me, huzoor.” Boatman
requested.

“I will if you pay me a 100 gold
coins.”

“I am a poor man.” Protested the
boatman, tearfully.
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“Guards!™ Said the official. “Arrest
the boatman! Give me the gold coins in
his purse!” “No!™ Said the fisherman, in
a stern voice.

“Who are you to order my men?”
Asked the official, insolently. “I shall
complain about you to the Emperor!”

“Please do!" Said Birbal. “His Royal
Highness 1s the fisherman standing in
front of you!”

The official was sent to jail.

“You were right, Birbal,” said the
Emperor. “The job does not matter at all.
Those who want a bribe will always find
a way to take it.”

The jealous courtier was unhappy.

Birbal had again proved to be the
wisest of them all!

FF-2 Suraksha Comforts
19,17th Cross Padmanabha Nagar
Bangalore- 560070 (Karnataka)
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Story of the Wooden God

Gayatri Mishra

It is the story of Dwapara era. Shree
Krishna ruled Dwarika as the king
for a long time. After his regime, due
to internecine fight, the Jadav race
exterminated completely. The Dwarika
township submerged in the sea. Towards
the end of his regime Shree Krishna
being tired once was taking rest on a
Shialee creeper in the woods. At that time
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a Shabara named Jaraa was wandering in
the woods in search of some hunts, He
saw the pink feet of Shree Krishna. He
misunderstood the lotus coloured feet of
Shree Krishna to be the ears of a deer.
So he left the arrow aiming it. The arrow
pierced the left feet of Shree Krishna.
As a result he yelled out of pain. That
was the day of Krushna Chaturdashi of
Aashaadha Mala month.

Realising that he has hit the arrow
at Lord Krishna, Jaraa repented and
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cried a lot. He begged forgiveness
touching the feet of Shree Krishna.
Shree Krishna was the quintessence
of mercy. Understanding the plight of
Jaraa, he said, “It’s not your fault.This
is all pre-destined. In the Tretaya era I
had killed your father Baali in the form
of Rama. You were his son Angada. You
supported me and helped me actively
in killing Ravana and freeing Devi Sita
from his captivity. You had then asked
for a boon from me to take revenge of
your father’s death, for the bereavement
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therefore. Hence as a fulfillment of that
boon all these happened. However,
our association will not end in this
era. As per preordain you will reborn
as Shabar King Biswaabasu and will
worship my Nilamaadhav manifestation.
Now without wasting any more time
immediately inform Arjuna.”

Jaraa informed Arjuna and the other
four Pandavas without any delay. After
meeting Arjuna Shree Krishna withdrew
Arjuna’s all celestial powers and left
His body. With the advice of Sahadeva,
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Arjuna and Jaraa together carried out
the funeral rituals and burned the body
of Shree Krishna. His body burned
continuously for six days. However, the
middle portion of his body didn’t burn
at all. Hence, Arjuna and Jaraa floated
the half burned portion of the body in
the sea.

Time passed away. Jaraa took rebirth
as Biswaabasu as prephised by Shree
Krishna. He became the king of a tribal
community residing in a hamlet near the
sea. One day while going to the forest for
hunting he found a blue coloured idol at
the seashore. The half burned body of
Shree Krishna had gradually turned into
that blue coloured idol. It was all because
of the Almighty.

Biswaabasu immediately brought
the idol. While bringing the idol he
heard a heavenly voice. The voice said,
“O devotee Biswaabasu! Place this idol
near the Rohini pond in the middle of
‘Nilakandara® and worship me there.
I will be present there in my cosmic
manifestation (Swadeha). Offer me
fruits and roots available in the forests
to eat.”

Hearing the heavenly voice
Biswaabasu named the blue idol as
‘Nilamaadhav’. As per the voice he
went on worshipping Nilamaadhav
every day stealthily. No one knew
where Biswaabasu was worshipping
Nilamaadhav nor the rituals he performed.
Due to the manifested presence of Lord
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Vishnu, the region prospered. Residents
of that region received moksh (salvation).
They were no more afraid of the King of
Death—-Yama.

The king of Abanti Kingdom,
Indradyumna, under whose jurisdiction
the tribal hamlet was a part, heard the
news. He was also a great devotee of
Lord Vishnu. He always wanted to build
a temple of Lord Vishnu in his Kingdom.
So when he heard that Lord Vishnu has
manifested Himself at some place in the
tribal hamlet, he sent Bidyaapati, the
brother of his court worshipper (Pandit)
to locate Lord Nilamaadhav and bring
Him to the main land.

Bidyaapati after much difficulty
reached the tribal hamlet where
Biswaabasu was residing. There he
came to know that Lord Nilamaadhav
is being worshipped by Biswaabasu
secretly. No one is aware of the place
where he has kept Lord Nilamaadhav.
So, he thought of marrying Lalita, the
daughter of Biswaabasu as she is the
only person who he cared the most. He
would never let go off her request. So,
Bidyaapati gained the confidence of
Lalitaa, married her and started staying
with the tribal community.

One day Bidyaapati in front of his
wife expressed his wish to witness Lord
Nilamaadhav. Lalitaa in turn made her
father agree to this request. Biswaabasu
very reluctantly agreed to take Bidyaapati
to Nilakandara and show his Aaraadhya.
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Biswaabasu blindfolded
Bidyaapati by tying a
cloth on his eyes and
took him to Nilakandara
on a new route. But
Bidyaapati was too
clever. He had carmied
some mustard seeds
with him. He went on
dropping the seeds on
ground to mark the route.

Bidyaapati was mesmerised to see the
Lord and felt gratified.

He then returned to his kingdom
and described everything before
King Indradyumna. Receiving all the
information and descriptions about Lord
Nilamaadhav, king Indradyumna went to
the tribal hamlet along with his ministers,
courtiers and soldiers. Bidyaapati showed
him the way as in due course of time the
mustard seeds had grown into plants.
Those grown mustard plants guided the
way to Bidyaapati.

When king Indradyumna reached
Nilakandara Lord Nilamaadhav was not
there. He had vanished from that place
leaving Shabara king Biswaabasu grief-
stricken. Not finding Lord Indradyumna
became very sad and thought to finish
his life. Just then he heard a heavenly
voice prophesying, “O, devotee
Indradyumna. Don’t worry. No more
you can witness me in Nilamaadhav
appearance. | shall manifest myself as
wooden deity before everybody. Now
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build a temple for me and institute me
there.”

Listening to the heavenly voice the
king felt relieved to some extent. But the
next moment he became cheerless again.
The thought where to find the requisite
wood for sculpting the idols made him
worried. So he started praying Lord
Vishnu.

One day he saw a dream that a
wooden log has arrived in the seashore.
The next day he went to the seashore
along with his ministers and courtiers. To
his dismay there really was a wooden log
floating on the shore. The place where
the log was found was known as Banki
Muhana. He found signs of conch, mace,
discus (Sudarshan Chakra) and lotus on
the wooden log.

Witnessing these signs, the king
became overwhelmed. He ordered his
courtiers to pay obeisance to the wooden
log and ordered to shift it from the shore.
But the log didn’t move slightly however
force were applied. The king returned to
his palace with a heavy heart.
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That night Lord Vishnu appeared
in his dream. He said, “First invite
my devotee Biswaabasu. Then built a
golden chariot for me and bring that
near the wooden Log. Let my devotee
Biswaabasu lift the log.” As per the
instructions king invited Shabara king
Biswaabasu and requested him to lift
the log to the chariot. So Biswaabasu
and Bidyaapati shifted the holy log and
placed it on the chariot holding both the
ends respectively. Then the king brought
the chariot to Yajna Narsingh and kept
it there.

The king ordered the carpenters of
his kingdom to sculpt an idol from the
log. But no one succeeded. The king
prayed Lord Vishnu, who asked the
celestial sculptor Biswakarmaa to take
the divine responsibility. Biswakarmaa
took the guise of an old man and
appeared before the king. He demanded
to sculpt the idol from the wooden log
with a condition that he will work in a
closed room for twenty one days. And
in no circumstances the doors will be
opened before twenty one days.

After much hesitation, finding no
other way out the king agreed to the
condition. Biswakarmaa resorted to his
work in the closed room.

Every day Queen Gundichaa used to
stand beside the closed door and follow

the sound of hammer and other tools.
After fifteen days the queen could not
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hear any sound from the closed room. She
was worried and immediately informed
the king. Apprehending some problem
she persuaded the king to open the door.
The king tried to calm her and requested
to have patience till completion of twenty
one days. But queen Gundichaa didn’t
pay a single heed to anybody.

At last, unable to console the queen
at any cost, he ordered to open the door.
After opening the door, it was found
that the old carpenter was not there.
Three half sculpted idols were standing
there, The king repented heavily for not
keeping to his promise. Being remorseful
he tried to finish his life. He heard a
heavenly voice again. The voice said, “O
King, this is my wish to be worshipped
in this half sculpted form. I will be
worshipped along with my brother
Shree Balabhadra, sister Subhadra and
my weapon Sudarshan Chakra. 1 will
manifest myself as patitapaaban and
will reside at Neelachal. You construct
a temple in the Bayukona (wind concer)
at the middle of Neelagiri and establish
me there.

The king constructed a temple as
per the celestial voice and instituted
worship of the three deities along with
Sudarshan Chakra commonly hitherto
known as Chaturdhaa Murtee.

A/ 82, Nilakantha Nagar

Nayapalli, Bhubaneswar-751012
(Odisha)
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How great are the trees

we never find

offer it makes

with its kind
It gives us more
than it takes
fruits and flowers
feed it makes

In hallows and mallows
birds' fur day

well they live

together in hey

Whenever we need
whatever we wish
we get it with joy
with love and bliss
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The Trees

Manas Ranjan Samal

Trees have work
day and night

To make our lives
Happy and bright.

Satyalipi

144, Government 1. T.
Charbatia, Cuttack-754028
(Odisha)
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The Saplings

Pakhi Saini

Once upon a time, there was a village
near the sea. The village was in the
constant cover of clouds. The sea wind
was brewing and a storm was forecasted.
While everyone was busy doing their
own work, a small basket was moving
gently in the sea. The sea waves were
thrashing the little basket towards the
empty shore.

The people in their cozy homes were
warming themselves with their hands
rubbing against the fire. But no one was
paying attention to the little navy blue
basket. Its pink ribbon tied to the end,
was fluttering in the wind. A big purple
cloud was floating towards them. It was
huge.
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People were rushing to their homes.
Thundering had begun. Many could hear
the cry of a small child, abandoned, but
nobody could figure out where, It started
raining. A small girl who was planting
saplings, didn’t move, but started digging
flower beds. A very good deed. Her
father, saw her and beamed. He scanned
the street and the ocean. Yes, something
very small was visible. He strolled
towards the ocean and picked the small
basket up which was on the sea side. A
small, chubby baby with brilliant blue
eyes and rosy cheeks was crying and
shuddering at the same time. He gasped
at the child and took her away to his little
house with his daughter.

He took her in front of the fire and
gave her to his wife. Just as the child was
brought under care, the
N rain stopped and the sun
shined bright. The little
" saplings could be seen,
' J) beautiful, they were.
Had it not been for
them, the child would
have been abandoned
forever!

E-22. Ground Floor

Bali Nagar, New
Delhi-110015
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Struggle

Spandan Roy

[ had a friend. His name was
Ankush. He had two brothers;
Jay and Mishtu. They had
spent their childhood with
many hardships. They had
a small grocery shop. When
Ankush was studying in
class three, his father's
health deteriorated. So all
the brothers started taking
care of their father's shop.

They had to struggle for
everything in life. They did
not have enough money to
buy books for them. Most
of their friends behaved
badly with them. But one
of Ankush's friends was honest as well
as rich. His name was Amarnath. He
helped Ankush to overcome his financial
problems. On the other hand, Ankush
was also an intelligent student who stood
first in his class every year.

The brothers maintained their father's
business and their education side by side.
Gradually their business developed. A
good opportunity came when Ankush was
the student of class eight. He had scored
well in the class and got scholarship for
higher studies. But he continued to take
care of his father's business.
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Ankush got admission in a good
college in some English course. There
also he scored well and got another
scholarship with which he was able to
take admission in M.A. After passing
his exams Ankush sat for competitive
examinations. He got a teaching job.
His success made the life of his family
happier.

Vill. Post Bhadnapur

Dist. - Birbhum
D.S- Nalhathi, Pin - 731237

{ West Bengal)
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How Do They Evolve?
Karen Haydock
National Book Trust, India
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Did you know that five or ten thousand
years ago, there was no cabbage,
caulifiower, or radish anywhere in the
entire world! Where did these vegetables
come from? And how do plants evolve?
This interesting book will try to solve the
mystery and will give some answers about
the evolution of plants. It will also help us
to start exploring more about plants.

Karen Haydock is an educationist,
artist, teacher, and scientist. Her research
includes developing materials and methods
to help teachers and students learn about
biology, agriculture, and evolution.
Presently, he is a faculty member at Homi
Bhabha Centre for Science Education
(TIFR) in Mumbai.
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