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I possess a white horse.
Last rainy season when I had gone across the Matla river to the 

other side, I found him there helplessly lying in a ditch in the field. 
I then brought him home. He was not even six months old at that time.

He will be two years old this autumn. His dazzling white 
complexion and the brown streak right in the middle of his forehead 
makes him look more beautiful. He may not be able to talk but 
understands all my words. When I brush my hand over his forehead, 
he keeps his head low, without moving a bit. When he look at me 
with those wide eyes, I understand what he wants to say. I call him 
Shadapal, the white sail.

I am Vijay. I was born on the Vijaya Dasami, the final day of 
Durga Puja. There is an areca tree in our courtyard, which was 
born in the same year as I was. They counted my age according to 
the number of rings of the tree. I learnt all these from my mother. 
The year when my mother went to sleep and did not wake up and 
my neighbours took her away where I do not know, the tree had five 
rings. The year when my father returned from fields after a snake bit 
him and went to sleep and did not wake up and neighbours took him 
away, the tree had seven rings.

That year I began tending the cattle of Mallikbabus. In the 
morning I take cows out of the sheds, take them to the field, feed 
them on the grass the whole day and take them back to the sheds.
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Besides, once a year I go to the other side of Matla to buy cows for 
my masters.

When I come back after the day’s work in the field, I cut grasses 
every day. Coming home I give them to Shadapal to eat. As it is, 
Shadapal looks beautiful and words cannot describe the beauty when 
Shadapal beats his hooves on the ground in delight, at the sight of 
fresh grass.
One day, when it was not quite evening, and after I had seen through 
the cows in the master’s sheds, was coming home with the bundle of 
grass for Shadapal, Viswambhar, the servant at the master’s house, 
blocked my way. “Rajababu has summoned you,” he said.

It was time to feed Shadapal but I had to obey my masters—I 
followed Viswambhar, walking past buildings after buildings and stood 
right in front of Rajababu’s room. He was reclining on his easy-chair 
and smoking his pipe. Tuktuk, his daughter, was standing near him.
I bent down and greeted him with folded hands. Rajababu continued 
smoking, saying absolutely nothing. I was restless, thinking of 
Shadapal’s feed. It must have begun neighing at my absence. After 
some time, Rajababu took the pipe off his mouth and said, “I hear, you 
have a horse. Is it true?”
I felt my heart was thumping. I had no idea why he was asking that. 
I nodded my head with great difficulty and said, “Yes”.

“How much do you want for that horse?” I heard the question, 
stood in silence for a long time and finally murmured, “I won’t sell it, 
Rajababu.”

“You won’t sell it! Listen, my daughter Tuktuk has fancied that 
horse. She wants to ride it every day. She likes it immensely.”

There is none in our village who can deny Rajababu’s wishes. I do 
not know from where I drew courage but I said gently, “It is not even 
two years old. How can it bear the weight of the young mistress. It is 
too young.”
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Rajababu had brought the pipe to his mouth. He said with the pipe in 
his mouth, “You don’t have to worry for that. If it is a horse, it is bound 
to grow up.”
He removed the pipe once again and said, “It is dark now. When 
you come to work tomorrow morning, bring the horse here. My cash 
manager will give you fifty rupees. And that’s a generous price,” saying 
this, Rajababu stood up. I crossed the threshold and threw myself at 
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his feet, “Please don’t take the horse away from me. I won’t be able to 
part with it.”

“What? Does your horse lay golden eggs? Leave my feet,” saying 
this, Rajababu walked away, crunching his shoes.

At that moment, Ranima entered the room with a cup of milk. 
Noticing me, she said, “What has happened, Viju?”

I looked at Ranima and burst into sobs. Crying I said, “Rajababu 
will take away my horse tomorrow morning.”

With her goddess-like eyes wide open, she said, “If you don’t wish to 
give it away, why would you? I’ll speak to him.”

“But if Rajababu doesn’t listen to you?”
“It is your horse. He can’t force it out of you. If you are not willing 

to sell, why should he insist?”
The young mistress was drinking her milk. She removed the cup 

from her mouth and said, “Yes mother, I want that horse. I will take a 
ride every day on that horse. How white, how beautiful!”
I now told Tuktuk straight at her face, “You have so many big horses, 
you have so many other beautiful things, you have so many big houses, 
so many big gardens, you have so many beautiful clothes, ornaments, 
toys—have I ever asked for any of these? Why do you then want my 
horse?” Taking a long breath, I said again, “If you forego my horse, 
I will pluck you lotus as white as my horse, I will catch you blue birds 
from the forest, I will fetch you many more things.”

She pondered on my offerings. I was thinking all the time of my 
Shadapal and feeling an unbearable pain. I was yet to give him the 
evening water and grass. It had never before stayed so long without 
seeing me. It seemed as if I was hearing his neighing.

While I was thinking of Shadapal, Tuktuk said, “Well, if you marry 
me, I will not take away your horse. You have to only let me ride it 
once every day.”

White Horse-Eng.indd   7 7/2/2019   11:02:02 AM



The tears in my eyes had not yet dried up. As I heard her, my heart 
seemed to be bubbling with joy. If this young beautiful lass chose 
to be my wife, there would be no end of delight for my Shadapal 
too. My rosy pretty wife was riding Shadapal through the green 
fields-- those green fields which had widened out to the blue sky-- I 
could visualise the scene. But could that be? Tuktuk was the adored 
princess in the royal household, the precious apple of its eyes and I 
was merely a cowboy, tending their cattle the whole day.

Ranima burst into a laugh seeing me, my head sunk in deep 
thoughts, “I say, Viju, you are lost in marriage thoughts! Grow up 
my boy, try to be a man worth the name. Then you’ll get a bride of 
your choice.”

She then looked up at her daughter, “You too, young lady, grow 
up first and then think whom to marry. Now, go to your studies. It 
is quite late in the evening.”

Saying this, Ranima rose.
As I took my steps to the door after I touched her feet in 

reverence, Rajababu entered the room. Seeing me, he said, “I have 
thought up a name for your horse. Bring it right in the morning.”
 Before it dawned, in the dark of the night, when even the 
birds were asleep and none was awake except the stars in the sky, I 
left the village along with Shadapal. I walked and walked, beyond 
village after village and reached a pond with a flight of cemented 
steps going towards it. As I took Shadapal to the water, the sky 
took on the morning hue, the water was reflecting a pale light and 
stray birds were chirping here and there.

Shadapal was very tired after the long walk. As he bent to drink 
and I was looking at his pretty reflection in the water, I heard a 
thunderous call behind me. I looked back and found the armed 
bailiffs of the landlord.
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One of them was thumping the lance on 
the ground, “Young lad, you may escape 
Lord Death, but you can’t get away from 
Rajababu of Mallikpur.” Saying this, he 
sprang down the steps and caught me with 
my hand at my back. In a trice, the others 
surrounded Shadapal and bound him with 
ropes so very tightly that blood seemed to 
be oozing out of his skin.
Both Shadapal and I were bound with 
ropes. Then they marched us, lances up, at 
front and back, towards our village.
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The pale light of the dawn was yielding to 
a sparkling brightness of the day, the birds 
were making their notes, rays of the sun 
were reflecting on the lance blades. After 
covering some distance, one of the bailiffs 
said, pointing at me, “Rajababu ordered us to 
bring back the horse. Why are we taking this 
idiot also. Off, you brat, son of a cowboy.” 
Saying this he gave me a thudding blow on 
the neck. My hands were tied and I stumbled 
on a thorny bush. Tears welled up in my eyes 
in pain and insult. I raised my tied hands to 
the sky and wind. “Morning sky, you are my 
witness, morning wind, you are my witness, 
Rajababu has deprived me of my Shadapal 
for no fault of mine. The Raja has deprived 
me of my food and shelter, he has heaped 
insults on me and has tortured my bosom friend, 
Shadapal. Have I ever hurt my mother and 
father, have I ever hurt anyone in my village? If 
I have not, then, you morning sky and morning 
wind, listen to me, I promise, I will make the 
Raja lick the dust before that areca tree grows 
sixteen rings, I counted twelve when I left my 
village.”

As I was uttering my vow, I looked back 
and found them going off, lances up, with 
Shadapal. Walking along, Shadapal somehow 
managed to look back at me, I could notice 
the pain he felt in doing so because of the 
tight ropes.
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I was bleeding at the feet but without caring I stood up 
loosening the leash. I walked the whole day, reached an empty hut 
at the end of a village. I laid down on its verandah. I fell ill with 
hunger and thirst. I pondered on my future, on Shadapal, on my 
village, on my mother and fell asleep.

During my sleep I could hear Shadapal neighing. My sleep was 
disturbed. I found the dark night enveloping everything, the sky 
sparkling with stars, and actually the wind was carrying the faint 
neighing of Shadapal.
I listened to the wind to catch his neighing. Sometimes the wind 
changed direction. Then I lost it. I got it again when the wind blew 
in my direction. I sat rapt in attention and a sudden burst of wind 
seemed to carry the sound of his hoof. I seemed to be hearing his 
continuing canter and occasionally, neighing so very clearly.

Gradually the sound seemed to be getting louder and 
approaching me. And then it stopped. Immediately, I sprang from the 
verandah and hugged him. I caressed his forehead. I could feel his hot 
breath on me. I saw that they had reined in Shadapal, with a polished-
leather bridle and glistening brass rings. “Bravo, Shadapal!” I cried 
out, “even the royal ropes couldn’t hold you back. Did they offer you 
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grass and water?” Shadapal looked up at me. The moon was up 
in the sky, like a sliced coconut kernel. I could see he did not have 
anything to eat the whole day. I kept on caressing his forehead.

When I caress him so, he usually stands still, but today he was 
restless, neighing very frequently and occasionally rubbing his 
mouth on me. “What happened to you, my dear?” In reply he came 
closer and signalled me to sit on his back. I had never ridden it and 
was considering if I should when Shadapal began to neigh strongly. 
May be, I thought he was trying to say that the bailiffs of the Malliks 
were chasing him. I got on his back.
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As soon as I did so, Shadapal stood erect and taut as a bow before 
the release of an arrow. He plunged into the darkness.

Shadapal galloped and galloped till we reached a village. The sun 
had risen quite high in the east. The village was encircled by a river on 
three sides. I got down from Shadapal’s back, uprooted some grass, 
washed it in river water and fed him. Drawing water in my cupped 
palms, I let him drink.

Along the bank of the river, at knee-deep water, village women, little 
boys and girls were catching fish with their small nets. They were all 
very skinny. One of them, equally skinny, extremely old, was catching 
fish with bare hands. She came down to me and looked intently at me 
with blinking eyes and finally said, “Where is your home, boy?”

White Horse-Eng.indd   13 7/2/2019   11:02:09 AM



“A long way from here. It may take three months if 
one walks the distance,” said I.

I did not know what the old woman made of it. She, 
however, said, “No, my boy, you are lying. You are coming 
from the land of gods. Otherwise, how could you get those 
eyes just like the morning sky? I’ve aged quite a lot but 
never have I seen such a horse who is like a white cloud.”

Thus saying, the old woman and others who were busy 
catching fish took me inside the village. They invited me to 
sit on a straw mat after sprinkling water on the small court 
of a hut with clay wall and thatched roof. Two girls were 
fanning me and Shadapal with palmleaf fans. Some others 
cut a few green coconuts and gave its sweet water and 
pulp.  After we had eaten, the old woman said, “The gods 
have sent you to us, boy. Please rescue my village boys.”

“What’s the matter with them?” I asked. The old 
woman said, “It was not like this in the olden days. Even 
a few years ago, we had numerous milk cows grazing on 
our pastures. In the fields our strong boys used to twist 
the tails of our bullocks, drag their ploughs and the air 
was full of the boys’ call to their bullocks. The paddy used 
to grow right up to the riverbank. In huts after huts girls 
used to pound the paddy on their husking pedals and 
massed their grains in their barns, thrashed parboiled 
paddy into flattened rice, fried their paddy in sand on 
ovens into parched rice, prepared rice cakes, and the 
new harvesting days were filled with the aroma, of newly 
grown rice, that drew countless hordes of crows from afar 
to accept the rice offering. But then, one year, nobody 
knows why or how, there was an epidemic that killed cows 
and bullocks.      
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The few who survived lived but as if dead, they could not stand 
firmly, they were prone to lay on grounds, their bodies as bony as could 
be and they ultimately died. There was no milk worth the name in the 
whole village, one had to search houses after houses to get a drop of 
milk. And to top it all, my boy, cultivation came to a standstill. Not a 
single grain could be grown. We have forgotten how rice looks like. Can 
strong boys live without ploughing? Some left villages to go abroad; 
the others, distressed in body and mind, used to lie listless, as stricken 
as the cows. What else could I do? In this old age I take village girls 
and kids every day to the river. But can one live on the fish or roots 
and herbs or coconut? Can one live without a handful of rice? Look at 
our hands and feet—chilblains all over through continuous contact with 
water. The exorcists, doctors and fakirs of the village tried their best. 
We paid homage to gods, we staked at their feet so much, but nothing 
happened, the boys and cows could not stand up. Can you try, my boy, 
your eyes promise you can help us.”

Hearing all this I said, “Grandma, I know nothing though you expect 
much from me. But I feel as distressed as you hearing of your woes. I’ll 
try my best and see if I can be of any help. You show me where the ailing 
cows and boys are.”

The old woman took me to houses after houses. I saw men, just a 
bundle of bones, lying inert on their bed, bony cows in their sheds. I am 
a cowherd, I’ve been watching cows from my childhood .and so I knew a 
number of symptoms of cattle diseases and also knew how to prepare 
herbal medicines. That day I took Shadapal with me to the jungle and 
rummaged for medicinal plants. In the afternoon I washed the shrubs and 
roots in the river, grinded them, extracted juices and fed the cows. 

I went on doing this for several days and every morning I watched 
their condition. Sometimes I changed a plant or a root. One day, it was 
not even dawn, when my slumber broke at the sound of cows’ lowings. I 
rose to find women and girls of the village, even the kids, out of their huts, 
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beside themselves with joy at the cows’ lowings. Then the cows which 
had calves were giving milk, the cows which were barren gave birth to 
calves and were also giving milk. Within seven days, they drank the cow 
milk and recovered their strength. They stood up easily, twisted tails of 
bullocks, led them to the fields and began ploughing. They grew paddy 
right up to the riverbank, women took out the paddy from the barns 
and grinded them into rice with their pedals, thrashed paddy to make 
flattened rice, fried it to make parched rice, and also made rice cakes. 
In the new harvesting year they celebrated with new rice, the aroma of 
which brought uncountable crows from afar to partake of the offered rice.

The sturdy youth of the village said to me, “Friend, you gave life back 
to us, you have restored the green of our village, you are our king, our 
lord. We can lay down our life for you.”

“Brothers,” said I, “I am no god, I’m just your friend. Listen to me, 
the lord of our village caused pain to my Shadapal, he forced me to leave 
my hearth and home. I had promised that I would make him lick the dust. 
If you come to my assistance, I will forever cherish your love.”
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Hearing this, they all raised their hands to the sky and              
shouted, “We shall help you, we shall go at once.” I too raised my hand to 
quiet them down and said, “Mallik will not fight simply with his  people, 
he has armed men too. What shall we fight him with?” They shouted, “We 
want arms.” “Then we’ll have to ponder with cool head,” said I, “from 
where we can get arms. We can settle the hour of the fight later.”

I told them so but could not devise any way to procure arms. Days 
passed, nights passed, winter passed and spring came. The northern sky 
of the village was aflame with Simul flowers. Springs in other years 
used to fill me with joy but this spring I could not concentrate on 
anything. I had only one thought. How to get hold of arms. Many days 
I roamed about engrossed in the thought. The whole night I listened to 
the sound of the hooves of Shadapal at his stable beside the cowshed and 
worried if my promise would come to nought.

One night, as I was brooding, the old woman came tottering through 
the dark night and said, “I know, my dear, what you’re worrying about. I 
also know how to dispel your worries. I haven’t told you so long lest you 
left us then and there to face the danger. My heart breaks to see you so 
worried even if I don’t want you to leave us. I’ll give you a clue to arms. 
Come with me. Quietly. Nobody should wake up.”

Thus saying the old woman took me along, walking on tiptoes to 
reach the riverbank. She looked back at the village cautiously and 
pointing her finger to the dark opposite bank whispered to me, “Listen, 
can you hear, some people are playing the flutes up there?”

I first thought it was the whistling of the wind but as I listened 
carefully, I realised it was the sound of flute coming afloat, may be many 
people were playing the same tune.

The old woman whispered, “They play on, the whole night. They 
can shoot their arrows as far as the tunes reach. In my childhood days, 
one such arrow reached this side of the river, up to the point where we 
are standing. My grandpa was overwhelmed by fear to notice the arrow.      
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The village priests told us that the people up there were angry with us 
for some reason. To propitiate them, for a whole month all the cows 
were milked, ghees were made and sacrificial fires were kept burning 
on the riverbank. The fires were so arranged that smoke and the sacred 
odour of the ghee reached the other side. That whole month, babies of 
the village were denied their milk. I’d learnt from my grandpa, they 
were fierce archers, unrivalled in the world. No other country could 
make bows and arrows as they could. They pull down the roots of 
ancient banyan trees, dry the guts of wild boars and make their bows. 
If you can fetch those bows and arrows, you will solve your problems. 
You can punish your master for the crime he committed. But, take care, 
young man, if they identify you as a foreigner, they will kill you. We are 
yet to hear that a foreigner has come back from their land alive.”

Learning all this I took a few bamboo poles that very night, tied 
them horizontally and across to make a raft and silently rode it on the 
water, taking Shadapal along with me. Seven whole days, seven whole 
nights, I floated and paddled and reached a vast sandy tract on the other 
side. No sign of human beings or cattle. Only red crabs as big as turtles 
were crawling. At the end of dunes, giant-size wild trees and beyond 
those, a dense forest.

I rode Shadapal past the riverbank and galloped at full stride. 
I crossed the dunes, left the wild trees and entered the forest when 
suddenly a whole flight of arrows came from nowhere and blocked our 
way. I drew back the rein, steered Shadapal the other way and tried 
to ride along. Some distance away, another flight of arrows blocked 
us. Again I steered and sought to take another direction but only to be 
blocked by more arrows.

I bent down to Shadapal’s neck and whispered. “Can you ride above 
the blockade of arrows,” and sat upright, pulled the rein strongly and 
Shadapal jumped over the arrows and flew like a flight of arrow itself. 
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While sprinting, Shadapal suddenly burst into neighing, stood straight 
on its hind legs and stumbled on the ground, writhing in pain. I saw a 
big arrow stuck below his neck, from which blood was spurting.

I had my share of pain in life but Shadapal’s misery was too much 
for me to bear. The soil was muddy with blood, tears streamed from his 
eyes and I did not know just what to do. I snatched out the arrow and 
tightly embraced his neck. Alas, should I lose Shadapal in my effort to 
find arms?
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Crunching sound of dry leaves around me made me look up. 
Hundreds of giant-size men were surrounding me. Each of them 
carried big bows and arrows and prostrated, as if worshipping me. 
One of them walked up slowly, picked up the bloodstained arrow and 
drew a line which was wet with Shadapal’s blood. Another man rubbed 
some plant on his palm and smeared Shadapal’s wound with the 
plant-juice. The blood stopped immediately, Shadapal also quietened, 
apparently his pain subsiding. Seeing this, those men brought mounds 
of food and served them to Shadapal. One of them, a crown of white 
conch shell on his head, a string of coloured beads around his neck, a 
girdle of red crab-shells around his waist, came near Shadapal to 
kneel before him and pay homage and asked me, “Who are you, 
stranger, where are you coming from?”

I could see from his crown and ornaments that he was the king 
of the land. I prostrated on the ground, bowed to him and said, “I 
am a poor cowherd. I come from a very distant land.”
The king listened to me and said, “Tradition has it, we have to 
kill every foreigner who lands up here. Many have come in search 
of wealth and none could return alive. That you are still alive is 
simply because of that horse. A white horse is our Lord. It will 
cause us ruin if even an arrow’s shadow touches it. Our soldiers 
have repeatedly blocked your way with arrows lest one of them 
touches it. They have not even killed you. If you had alighted from 
the horse when you found your way blocked, you would have been 
killed. But you rode over the wall of arrows and so we had to 
target your breast. We had been cautious and we never miss our 
target but your horse saved you by dexterously taking the arrow 
on its own chest. The white horse saved you and so we realised you 
are not our enemy, in search of some fortune. I wish to reward 
you. My friend from an alien land, tell me what you wish. We shall 
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fulfil your desire and thus absolve us of the sin we committed by 
shedding your horse’s blood.”
 “My lord,” I said, once more bowing to him, “I am a mere 
cowherd. I used to tend cattle for my king. I spent my time watching 
the colours of the seasons, I loved to talk with my bosom friend, 
Shadapal, about my joys and sorrows and I was spending my days 
wonderfully. But one day my King wanted to take Shadapal away 
simply because he had money. He sent his bailiffs behind us. They 
tortured Shadapal and insulted me. When I left my country taking 
Shadapal with me, I had promised that I would make the King lick the 
dust. My lord, if you care to fulfil my heart’s desire, please lend me 
some of your bows and arrows. I’ll fight my King with those. Nothing 
else I want.”
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 The King said, “You are brave. I’ll give you one 
hundred bows and hundreds of arrows. Do you want 
anything more?”
I bowed down in gratitude, “My lord, I’ll forever 
remember your generosity. I need nothing else.”
 The King said, “You have no greed. We are glad to get 
you as a friend. I’ll give you a precious reward on my own. 
Come to my palace.”
Saying this the King led me and Shadapal to his palace. 
Hundreds of people followed us in a procession. I was 
amazed to see the vast wooden palace. I had no idea 
that a palace could be built so beautifully with forest 
wood. When we reached inside the palace, they offered 
us various kinds of honey in clean wooden cups. 
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Thick buffalo milk was served in large coloured wooden shells. They 
then played on flute the whole night. How wonderful to hear them. As 
if they were conversing through their flutes. They were talking of their 
dreams, their fancies, their joys, their sorrows. My heart ached in joy 
to hear the tunes.

The next morning the King came to the river dunes to bid me 
goodbye. I put the bows and arrows and Shadapal on the wide bamboo 
raft and bowed to the King in gratitude. 

The King said, “Friend, as a token of my love, please accept this 
flute. If you want to tell your friends of your life story, your joys and 
sorrows, your pleasure and pain, play on this flute—it will sing them 
all. Victory will be yours.”

The river sands were glistening with the rays of the sun. The river 
was aglow with light. The whole east was ablaze with daylight. As I 
paddled away I looked back. As long as the dune was visible I could 
see the King in the glow of light. Days and nights I plied the oars and 
after a long time I returned to the village of the old tottering woman. 
Seeing me back, the wrinkled face of the old woman was full of 
smile. And the young men of the village got themselves ready to go to 
war. After I spent a few days there, partaking of the fish of the river, 
fragrant rice, milk of black cows, sweet coconut water, I proceeded 
towards my village, along with others who had been all the time 
practising with bows and arrows.

When we reached my village, my heart leapt in joy as I came across 
familiar trees, ponds and fields. Even the lightning struck coconut tree 
delighted me. As usual a woodpecker was pecking at the tree.

We took no rest. We proceeded along the east and stood in front 
of the royal house. I was riding Shadapal, advancing in front of my 
people. I announced at the top of my voice, face uplifted, “I, Biju the 
cowherd, have come back. Where is the King? He will have to bear 
punishment for his conceit and lack of fair play. Where is the King?”
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Hearing the noise, the palace guards ran down towards us with 
their lances up. But they withered, their uplifted lances frozen on the 
sky as still as pictures, when they saw the one hundred young men 
of mine with arrows fitted on large curved and strung bows. Their 
shouts died.

I shouted once more, “I, Biju the cowherd, am here. Where is the 
King?”
This time king Mallik himself came out with a large lance. Right 
at that moment, an arrow flew from our side past his chest. The 
King fell down in a trice and somehow saved himself. I rode up to 
him, raised him from the ground and said, “Raja, the day you sent 
your guards to force Shadapal out of me, I promised I’d make you 
lick the dust. I’ve vindicated my vow. Please forgive my power and 
cruelty. I am a mere cowherd of yours.”

Hearing this the King drew me on to his bosom and said, “I am 
not the one to forgive you, you are the one to forgive me. I was 
blind all the time, now you have made me see things.” He turned 
to his immobile guards, “Lay down your lances. Open the guest 
house. They are the guests of the village. Tell everybody, they will 
have to milk all their cows, they will have to cast their nets in all 
the tanks of the village, they will have to pluck all the fruits of the 
trees. Our Biju has come back to the village. It is festival time for 
the village.”

The King, saying this and seeing my friends lodged in the guest 
house, took me up to the inner part of the royal house. As we 
arrived there, there were conch shells blown in unison and women 
made joyous sounds with their tongue to welcome me. The queen 
mother drew me inside the room and said, “You have become a man 
among men. I offer you Tuktuk, our darling doll, the apple of our eyes. 
You may take her on the back of your horse and go for a ride.”
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Tuktuk was standing beside her, with a nose-
ring, an ornament on her forehead and dressed in a 
red Varanasi silk. She was indeed looking rosy and 
cute. “What do you say, Tuktuk,” said the queen 
mother, “are you happy?” Tuktuk nodded her head, 
the ornament on her forehead swaying, and said, 
“Hum.”

Then one day, the shenai was played and our 
marriage was held. I go out on a ride everyday and 
Tuktuk on Shadapal. Someday, I don’t know why, I 
feel restless in the morning. I then go to the distant 
fields, stand beneath the vast sky and play intently 
on the flute.
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