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] Prefatory Remarks

not been retold in English. And so I undertook to initiate a process
that has lain inert for more than a hundred years. A well-planned
methodology has been followed in retelling these tales. A story
collected from a particular teller has been compared and verified -
with other oral versions, as well as some written specimens
when available. In certain cases, as many as six oral versions
were compared to repair discrepancies and avoid inconsistent
interpolations that disrupted the natural flow of the story line.
Besides, a complete list of Chakma words and phrases
collected in course of my work on the Chakma language has
proved very effective in attempts at reproducing in a target '
language the essence of the jummo idiom. These stories have
ceased to interest most Chakmas living in the cities; even in the ,
interiors where the jummo lifestyle will perhaps continue |
maximally through a decade or so, these stories occasionally do -
come alive after sunset, as aged kadhagis and grandmothers try |
to recall the tales that gave them great delight when they were
children. The Chakma and Tangchangya gengulis have already
become museum pieces while kadhagis and storytelling
grandmothers have begun to tread the same path. Naturally, I
came across many unwilling storytellers who, owing to the lack
of storytelling sessions, have silently chosen to ignore their
natural talent. It was only after much persuasion that some of
them agreed to tell me a few tales from the vast store of their
oral inheritance. it _ W
Most importantly, my numerous sojourns with the Chakmas
and the Tangchangyas settled across the extreme eastern p
the subcontinent, most particularly in the jummo villages unde
CADC, Mizoram, the Pecharthal-Konpui belt of North Tri
and the Devipur-Ratanpur areas of South Tripura, have h
me considerably in understanding their mode of life, thei
of conversion, their food habits, their attitude to life, ¢
likes and dislikes. And these experiences I have tried to
in course of retelling the Chakma folktales. i
Before we try to discover the principal ingredients of
folktales, it would be worth considering the elemen
to all folktales. Similarities among the folkt

peoples are explained in terms of the co flic
polygenesis and historical-geographical dif

) _l.!fn .

T Scanned wi canner



Prefatory Remarks 9

account intends not to initiate a discussion on the common motifs
of all folktales but to briefly introduce the readers to the types of
and the motifs in Chakma folktales. To begin with, all folktales
have these characteristics: ik

1. Stories are simple and straightforward. The typical

beginning is ‘Once upon a time...” while the ending is
mostly ‘And they lived happily ever after.’

Characters are flat or uni-dimensional, and typical
characters include the dupe, the trickster, the wicked
stepmother who maltreats her stepdaughter, the innocent
who suffers silently, the virtuous who is ultimately
rewarded, the villain who is finally punished, and so on.

3. Characters interact with human as well as superhuman
personalities and perform acts whose consequences the
entire humankind bears. The acts involve confrontation
with gods, monsters, and oversized or undersized creatures.

4. Human characters undergo transformation into animals
and vice-versa. ,

5. Animals talk and behave like human beings, and provide
a light on human nature.

6. The power of magic, both beneficial and malevolent, is
strongly felt. The simplest of magic devices include the
use of charms, uttering of incantations, and the occurrence
of the magic numbers ‘three’ and ‘seven.’

7. Emphasis on dreams and visions in changing the course
of human destiny.

As already remarked, these motifs will be found in the
folktales of every community. Beyond these are the distinct
cultural elements, which make a familiar tale sound unfamiliar
or novel in different cultural context. To be precise, there are
distinct elements of Chakma culture in Chakma folktales. Some
of these are:

1. Human characters have a distinct jummo background and
their principal occupation is shifting cultivation. Other
vocations such as weaving and textiles are also pursued
but rarely at the expense of juming. Human activities in the
jum inspire animals to imitate the jummo way of life (‘(How
Animals failed to become Jum Cultivators,” p.79-84).
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16 - Chakma Folk Tales

’

the centre. He looked at the land mass and knew at once

that while he was absorbed in deep meditation, Kangara the

~ crab had toiled and toiled ceaselessly under the water, digging
~up with his claws the clay from the roots of the tree and

slowly piling it in little mounds around the trunk to make
this wonderful specimen of expertise.

Then Gozen set to work. He made another sea. He placed
this séa upside down and high above the reach of the land
and the sea below, and called it Agaz the sky. In this sky-sea,
He put afloat a boat. Then Gozen made Bel out of the heat of
His body. And He made Cha-n from’the calm light of His
eyes. Having thus made Chan and Bel, Gozen called them
brothers, and He assigned to them the duty of acting as the
custodians of light, saying, ‘Go forth and illuminate the
world.” Everyday, Bel the-great ball would traverse the sky
from the east to the west everyday and dispel the darkness
thatenveloped the world. Chan would also do the same work

but only after the tired Bel rested in the evening
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How the World was made 19

Time passesl in this way. Then, one day, children were
born to Keduga an.d Kedugi. They grew up and, in course of
time, fathered their own children. In this way, many years

passed, and the race of man multiplied amid peace and
plenitude.

But, one day, a severe khabit set in, ruthlessly laying its
icy hands on the abundance Gozen had left for man to thrive
on. A severe frost that occasioned the khabit soon bared the
trees of all foliage and fruition. It also penetrated deep into
the soil to destroy the roots and tubers that grow there, and
suddenly the children Keduga and Kedugi were left with no

food to eat. The frost had even killed the birds, the animals,
and the fish.

Helpless man searched and searched every corner of the
earth but found only exhaustion and intense hunger. Very
soon, it became obvious that their entire race would perish.
Deeply moved by the sufferings of man, Gozen decided that
he must do something. So, he sent Kalayya to replenish the
earth again. He said, ‘O Kéalayya, a disastrous khabat
threatens to annihilate the race of Keduga and Kedugi. Go
down to Pitthimi and save them.’ -

Then Kalayya came down to earth. And he restored the
trees with foliage and fruits, the fish with scales, the birds
with feathers and the animals with hide. And he breathed
fresh life into every creature he restored and let them go out
into the wild. Then he summoned the trees at one place and
asked them, “Can you produce enough food for the children
of Keduga and Kedugi?’ Not all trees were certain that they
could do so, and some of them ashamed of their inability
quietly stole away from Kalayya’s presence. Only the jagana
tree, proud that it was of its plentiful fruits, came forward
and cried out in bold terms, ‘O Kalayya, why do you ask?
Look at me. Already my limbs are aching with sweet fruition.
Don’t you see that I'm alone capable of sustaining the entire
human race?’

And for some time, the jagana tree produced so much fruit

that there was no scarcity.
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20 Chakma Folk Tales

But the race of man continued to multiply and increase
everyday. Then, one day, they had become so numerous like
the stars of the night that the tree could not produce enough
fruits for every one. On that day, some men went hungry.
When Kalayya heard about it, he came and asked the tree,
‘What is it that I hear?’ The jagand tree told him that animals
had eaten some of its fruits, causing the day’s shortage. ‘But,
it said, ‘don’t you worry. No man will go hungry another
day.’ |

Yet, the same thing happened on the following day. Again,
the jagana tree laid the blame on the animals. This continued
for days, then for weeks, then months. And finally, a year
passed butno change occurred, and Kalayya found it difficult
to contain his rage. One day, he cried out in anger, ‘That

Kalayya kicked the jagand tree with mu
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How the World was made 21

praggart of a tree must be taught a lesson!” And boiling with
rage, he went down to the riverside where the jagana tree
stood, and kicked it with so much of aggression that it
writhed in pain and its body became twisted. And while it
was still smarting in extreme pain, Kalayya cursed it, saying,
‘Henceforth man will shun the fruits you bear.’

The Chakma people believe that since the day Kalayya
kicked it, the jagana tree has had a permanent curvature in
its trunk. And the fruit of the same tree is no longer edible.

[n the meantime, the food shortage with which the
children of Keduga and Kedugi were beset began to turn
acute, compelling Kalayya to seek Gozen'’s intervention. And
after hearing everything that had come to pass, Gozen sent
Kalayya to invite Mah-Lakkhi-ma to Pitthimi that the food
shortage may end. So Kalayya went to Mah-Lakkhi-ma and,
appraising her of the sufferings of man, said, ‘O mother, you
must come to Pitthimi. For, there is no one except you who
may teach man the ways to produce grains.’

Mah-Lakkhi-ma told Kalayya that she would accompany
him on the morrow. ‘O Kalayya, take a little rest tonight.
You look so tired and the journey ahead is a long one,” she
said to him. Then she called her attendants, and instructed
them to see that the god lacked nothing during his stay.
Actually, she wanted to test Kalayya.

Soon the attendants served the god with all delicacies of
heaven, placing in front of him every variety of meat and
wine. Kalayya enjoyed the sumptuous feast and gorged entire
plates in gulps.

But once he took a sip the wine, he let loose all restraint.
He emptied tumbler after tumbler, forgetting who he was
and where he had come. And in that state of inebriation, he
began to show off, shouting and violently gyrating his head
on the point of his shoulders and kicking utensils and
breaking pots. When Mah-Lakkhi-ma came to see how her
guest was doing, Kalayya, who was then quite beside himself,
began to prattle, addressing his hostess sometimes as jedai,
sometimes as kikki, and sometimes as bhuji. When Mah-
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Lakkhi-ma saw the things that Kalayya did, she became
annoyed that she decided not to accompany him.
Kalayya's failure prompted Gozen to send his son Biyetra
on the same errand. And he blessed Biyetra, saying, ‘Surely
you must succeed where Kalayya failed and bring Mah-
Lakkhi-ma to Pitthimi. Also remember not to dilute the resp ect
she deserves.’ a

And Biyetra bowed his head and said, ‘O Father, I'll do
as you bid me. But allow me some time to dwell among the
race of man so that I might know their ways of living.’

‘So be it,” replied Gozen.

So Biyetra came down to Pitthimi and began to dwell with
the children of Keduga. And when he had lived with themr
for sometime, he saw that man lived under trees and in caves
and ate only those things that tasted sweet. They did not
know how to build a shelter. They did not even know how
to cook and make palatable things that did not taste sweet.
So he taught them to make the mazaghar with bamboo and
sunn grass, that they might live in comfort. Then he brought
fire from heaven and taught them to cook food. g

In this way some time passed. There had been no shortage
of food since Biyetra came to live among man but he
that at some time, in the unknown future, there woul
problems unless man acquired the means to produce f
feed himself and his family. Besides, while he did these thi
Biyetra never for a moment forgot that Gozen had a:
him to bring Mah-Lakkhi-ma to live among man.

Then, one fine morning, Biyetra set out quietly, t
with him as companions Kangara the crab, Sugar the '
and Magarak the spider, and set out for the heaven!
of Goddess Laksmi. He walked and walked unti
the shore of a weird and wonderful sea, somewh
earth and heaven, in which there was no w
milk. The waves of that sea broke softly
morning dew on the petals of the naksg f
shore, leaving behind thick layers of
And Biyetra called this sea the Milk-S

SO

j
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‘Scanned wi amscanner




How the World was made 23

Then sun.im.or}ing the powers that enable gods to fly
through the invisible air, he crossed the Milk-Sea, and when
he had .reached the other shore, he left there his three
companions and, asking them to await his return, proceeded
all by himself to the abode of Mah-Lakkhi-ma.

Biyetra was welcomed and treated to sumptuous feast of
meat and wine, just as Kalayya was tested some time ago,
but he was clever enough to spill the wine while pretending
to gulp it down the throat. Mah-Lakkhi-ma, who could see
everything, was very pleased with Biyetra, and she consented
to accompany him to Pitthimi.

Then she filled her bag with seeds of paddy, sesame, millet,
cotton, and also with vegetables such as marmah, chindira,
brinjal, and varieties of yam and spinach. This done, she
ascended the back of her bird-mount, Me-Me-Chagli, and set
out on the precipitous descent to Pitthimi. When they arrived
near the Milk-Sea, Mah-Lakkhi-ma stood on the shore and
looked doubtfully at it. She cried, ‘O Biyetra, the Milk-Sea is
too vast and Me-Me-Chagli is not strong enough to take
me across it.” Biyetra knew that the goddess would look for
some pretext to test his resolve. He had foreseen these things
and had made all arrangements in advance. So he smiled
now and said, ‘O Mother Goddess, I have already arranged
a safe conveyance for you and for your mount across the
Milk-Sea.’

Then he summoned Magarak the spider and asked it to
weave a thread long and strong enough, and connecting
the opposite shores of the sea. The spider hesitated fora while
but Mah-Lakkhi-ma, who knew what was in its mind, assured
the creature, saying, ‘O Magarak, do as Biyetra bids you. I
grant this boon that the thread you weave shall never end.’
And so it was from that day that the spider acquired the
ability to weave its thread endlessly.

Now, after the spider had connected with a thread the
two shores of the Milk-Sea, Me-Me-Chagli sat on the back
of Sugar the boar while the boar stood on the back of
Kangara the crab, which then swam slowly across the thick
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The First Jum 29

His wife had died some years ago and he lived in a little
mazaghar with three unmarried daughters. When Mih
Lakkhi-ma entered his house, the girls were asleep. They
had not eaten anything for two days and were famished by
hunger. She woke them up and introduced herself as a
relative on their mother’s side. ‘I'm your mujhi. I come from
the land where birds talk and sing like human beings and
little children saddle flying-horses to sport with clouds,” she
said. From there, she had walked and walked, for three days
and two nights and was now very tired and hungry. She
sat down beside the girls and said candidly, ‘T haven't eaten
a morsel for last two days. Now give me something to eat.’

l The owl looks at the crown that woodpecker wears.

—

Scanned with Camscanner



amoscanner




amoscanner




amScanner




The First ]um 33

 side of the river, so that when the fire begins to consume the
dried leaves and twigs no living creature may come to harm.”

When this too was done, the widow went to the jum again
to clear it of the half-burnt twigs the fire had left unconsumed.
‘Here I plant the first crop,” she said to herself and sprinkled
the various seeds she had brought with her. Upon returning
home in the evening, she gave a piece of advice to Alsi
Michchinga: “You'll good care of the crops that grow in the
jum. You'll also build a little shed at a convenient place, that
you may keep watch and scare away any creature that dares
to intrude.’ '

After some time, she went to the jum again, and she gather-

ed the weeds that had grown among the saplings. ‘I must

do something to prevent the weeds from growing in the jum,’

she said to herself. Then she made a pit and, putting the
weeds into it, placed a large stone atop, firmly sealing the

mouth.

On the morrow, she sent Michchinga to the jum to see if
everything was all right. As he was about to leave, she added
a word of caution: “To every side of the jum you may go but
avoid the one that lies to the right of Bel when he goes to
sleep.’

The widow’s words set Michchinga into thinking, and
as he walked up the hill, he asked himself again and again,
‘Why did the woman ask me to avoid the side that lies to the
right of Bel when he goes to sleep? Surely there must be
something which she wants me not to know.” But curiosity,
which has not always showered benefits on man, continued
to push him into a decision. ‘I must find out,” he said to
himself, and started to walk in the forbidden direction.

No sooner had he reached there than he heard strange
voices, voices of men, women and children quarrelling,
cursing and provoking one another. He looked to his left

and he looked to his right; then he looked in front of him
and behind him but not a soul anywhere. Surprised and
Wwith his anxiety increasing every moment, he searched and
searched until he came across the stone the widow had placed
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34 Chakma Folk Tal,

on the pit. And he heard voices were coming from the beneag
the stone. He stood uncertainly for a while, not knowin
whether to remove the stone or leave it as it was.

At length, he mustered courage and cried out, "Who's
there? 3

Suddenly the commotion died and everything fell silent
And it was not until some moments had passed that a voic
cried out from pit below, ‘O seed of Keduga, please let us ou
of this pit. There is so little space in here. Be quick or we/]
die of suffocation.” Soon other voices joined and th
commotion broke out again. Moved by the piteous cries ang
thinking that human beings might have fallen into the pi
Michchinga quickly removed the stone from the mouth ¢
the pit, and lo! no man, no woman nor children came out
but weeds came and began to fly and scatter in all direction
Michchinga realised his mistake, ‘Curse my luck. What is i
that I've done?’ '

And he began to run after the weeds, shouting desperately
‘Come back this moment. You cannot cheat me thus.’ Bu
the weeds fun of him, called him names, and settled in jun

When he told the widow all that had passed, and th
had disobeyed, she became very angry. “You fool, see
you have one,” she cried. “You have only added to r
Did I not say to you, “To every side of the jum you
but avoid the one that lies to the right of Bel when he
to sleep”? And yet you chose not to listen.”

Then she ran to the jum field as fast as her leg
carry her and hastily resumed the task of clearing
but sadly for man, some weeds managed to esca
with himself, Michchinga promised never to act i .
again. He said, ‘Henceforth, ‘I'll always keep "
I'll chase them away whenever they return t
But the widow said, ‘It’s no use now that

ut. They’ll come back every time you
{And because this happens every time,

Al L
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38 Chakma POlk !‘:‘ _

announce, “Linger no longer than this night in you
dwellings.” But I'm swift, and the fire can’t catch me so ea
‘How can you be so sure that the fire can’t catch y
asked his wife. “We’ve never seen a jum fire before and k;
not what it is like.” And she wept and wept, implorin
headstrong male to accompany her to the forest beyon
 river. But Muniram said that he would go down only
he had seen the fire. Then he remonstrated her, “Don’t k
such a baby - this fire can’t even touch me.”

And on seeing that Muniram would listen not to reas f"
his wife left him and went down to the forest to be wi th th
other creatures that were already there.

I1r

Sometime after daybreak, Michchinga set the jum on f
Soon the flames, fed by the bamboo and grass that Bel ha
dried, began to spread, reducing to ashes everything
came in its way. Muniram had not expected the fire to s
so quickly. He was still recuperating from the slu
indolence that clings to one’s body after one has come out
sleep when the fire approached his dwelling.

Suddenly, he felt the heat of the flames and, stricken w:
panic, he started to run for life but the flames pur
doggedly. Soon he became exhausted. He had not anticip
the fire to be so swift. Finally, in desperation, he turned

th
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The jum fire spread fast, reducing
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Alsi Michchinga and Muniram Serpent 39

hiss back and extinguish the pursuing flames. The serpent’s
defiance so angered the fire that it leapt upwards, made a
huge swirl, and swooped down on him, like a falcon on its
prey- Muniram also leapt desperately, trying to escape the
quickness and ferocity of the flames. The next moment, he
fell into the river with such a loud splash that the fall spilt all
the water and made the river dry. His heads and body were
safe but the flames had scorched a portion of his long tail.

A couple of days later, Mah-Lakkhi-m3, still disguised as
a widow, woke up Michchinga very early in the morning
and asked him to go to the jum again, to see if the fire had
completed its task. And as he went out, she gave him another
piece of advice: ‘O bujya, to every side of the jum you may go
but avoid the side that lies to the right of Bel when he goes
tosleep.’

On the way, Michchinga wondered, ‘Why did the woman
say, “To every side of the jum you may go but avoid the side
that lies to the right of Bel when he goes to sleep”? There
must be something she wants me not to know.” And he asked
himself again and again whether he should go to the
forbidden direction or not. At length, driven by a kind of
compelling curiosity that has not always been beneficial to

man, Michchinga went to the forbidden side of the jum to
see what was there.

Having reached the place, he saw not anything unusual
than an ashen waste spread across the face of the hillock.
nd he was thinking of returning home when, suddenly,
he was startled by a loud hissing noise. Turning round
uickly, he saw scores of serpent heads, their eyes all blood
red, glaring down at him. He took a quick step backward,
frightened, and would have run for his life. But the serpent
showed no further aggression. ‘Please don’t run away. I'm
Muniram and I intend no harm,’ the creature pleaded. ‘The
fire has burnt my tail and I'll surely die soon if you deign
N0t to help me.’
‘But I'm afraid of you,’ cried Michchinga. And the serpent
ayed his fears by promising non-violence.

all
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40 Chakma Folk T, es

Then Michchinga saw the scorched tail and he was moveqd
to pity the serpent. He said, ‘What can I do to lessen the
pain you now suffer?’ The serpent told him to collect certy n
herbs, whispering their names into his ears. He said, “You've
only to apply the paste to my wound to see it healed.” In thig
way, Michchinga became to first among his kind to knoy
the names of remedial herbs. 2

But Muniram was cunning and he was also deceitful, Ag
Soon as the wound healed, a transformation tame over him
He caught Michchinga in his coils and said, ‘I must eat yoy,

~

for you’ve learnt the secret that Gozen held back from he
race of man.” Michchinga was terrified to hear the serpent
speak thus. He besought Muniram not to devour him
the serpent would show him not the least compassion, S
when Michchingé saw that he must perforce die, he applied
to the serpent his last prayer: ‘Since you must eat me, I ca not
but comply with your wish. But to compensate for the se

I've rendered to you in your great distress, I pray unto
to spare my life for

J much reluctance though, ‘Let it b

But remember, if you keep not your word, I’ll go dov

the adam and destroy your whole family.’
Poor Michchinga, he was so overcome with grief t

neither replied to the queries nor reciprocated th
of folks on his way back to the adam.

daughters and grew wistful. w

Qgﬁa word for some time. i
\ fc@]hen at length he spoke, it was quite late in the ni
His daughters had fallen asleep, and he told the
“widow everything that transpired during day in
He said, ‘The ladi-beriye threatened to destroy my ;
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Alsi Michchinga and Muniram Serpent 41

failed to keep my promise.” The widow beca
with Michchinga and rebuked him with Eﬁgfrﬁzﬂz{:ﬁ
‘Serves you right, old man, serves you right. Did I not warn.
you twice, “Avoid the jum that lies to the right of Bel when
he goes to sleep”? But look at you! You dared to disregard
the warning.” .

When his daughters came to know of the terrible fate that
awaited their father, they began to wail. The widow saw that

T E e i

e |

Suddenly a hundred-headed serpent confronts Michchinga.
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himself. Then, as t
- ’ m »
Fhe NS M € passed, it slowly healed the sores of

tand he came to see that he could not sjt

replied gently.

‘Oh, don’t you worry about her, |/
with provisions for the night. Whén ‘S’ﬁesire\:u a gabur-mile
you’ll know that your daughter is fine - s shortly,
Poor man, little did he know what th

mind when she asked him to stay at h e(:- :l‘:;wshad in h'er
‘Since you insist, I'd not mind staying for the-ni(g)l?te' 92:3

Dahbi’s mother cooked chul and chumd-gudya and made a
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curry of eggs. She also cooked sidal and prepared delicacies
of pork and venison. Before serving the food, she gavehima
liberal round of jagara. The jummo feasted to his fill and, as
soon as he lay down on bed, he dozed off to sleep. ,
And while he was deeply sleeping in the pind, the widow
pursued the trail of her secret thoughts. She said to herself,
‘If this man agreed to marry me, I'd have someone to take
care of me and help me in the jum. My daughter would also
have a father to look after her.’ She did not sleep but sat
wondering what she could do. Finally, she contrived a clever
scheme. She nudged Dahbi with her elbow, whispering,  Mile-
bua, wake up.” And when the girl woke up,
her two threads, a black one and a red one, and instructed
her to tie one end of each thread to the feet and the arms of :
the old man. This done, she told her daughter to tie the other :
ends to her arms and feet. _ |
At daybreak, the old man woke up and felt a pull in his
arms and feet. He was surprised when he saw the red and E
the black threads tied to his arms and feet. He sat wonderin
what these threads were and how they came to bind him. At
the same time, the widow also woke up and feigned to be
surprised at what she saw. She was lying in the gudi. From
there, she called to the old man and said, excitedly, ‘O bujya,
see what has happened! We must’ve been husband and wife
in previous births but separated in this birth by a capricious
destiny. So god has kindly sent us this happy sign of
wedlock. Shouldn’t we obey him and perform a chunglang?’
Kahbi’s father, who was too simple to read the widow’s
mind, believed every word he heard now. He thought,
‘Certainly, she was my wife in previous births. So god wants
us to perform the chunglang in this birth too, for who else
would have bound us thus with these sacred threads?’
Soon they tied the wedlock and gave on that day a
generous feast of pork and wine to their relatives and
neighbours.

And so Kahbi, who could not be left alone in the old
house, became a member of her father’s new family.

her mother gave
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towards her, slowly, and signalling to her with a foreleg
raised above the water. It called out to her in a tenderly
human voice, ‘O Kahbi, ma idu ay, ma ahattanat dharichchi’
(‘Come down to me and hold my arms’).

Kahbi jumped up to her feet, overjoyed. It was, indeed,
her mother. She fondly took the tortoise up in her arms, and
then embraced the little creature passionately, and together
the mother and the daughter wept for some time and spoke
not a word. At length, Kahbi told her mother everything
that came to pass since the day she became a tortoise. Her
mother was greatly grieved to hear that her daughter has
suffered so much. But she said, “There’s justice in god’s world.
Don’t worry, my child, everything will be fine, now that I'm
here. Come down to me whenever you feel depressed and
we’d share our miseries for a while.”

Kahbi and her tortoise-mother spend their time
together on the bank of the sora, conversing.
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From that day, Kahbi minded no longer the admonish-
ments of her stepmother or the surly tantrums of her step-
sister. She was so happy that she wished to tell her father
about the tortoise but her mother cautioned her against
doing anything of the kind, for the time being at least. She
said, solemnly, ‘If that wicked woman learns about me, she’]l
do anything to keep us separated. So tell not anything even
to your father.” And Kahbi took good note of her mother’s
advice and spoke not a word about the tortoise to anyone.

But a change came to show itself in Kahbi’s behaviour
since the day she met her mother. And this djq not go
unnoticed for long. Dahbi and her mother saw jt soon and
they wondered what it was that made the girl suddenly so
cheerful and sprightly. ‘Must be something I don't yet know,”
Dahbi’s mother said to herself, and she set her daughter to
keep an alert eye on Kahbi: ‘See where the girl goes, what
she does and whom she meets. And when you've seen and |
heard, come back and report the matter to me.’

“As you say, mother,” Dahbi obeyed and began to keep an

eye on Kahbi.

She was still breathing excitedly. |
‘A singing tortoise indeed,’ murmured her m:
an inscrutable grin, for she remembered the tt
jummo had told her about his former wife. Soc
to vex inwardly, and, flared up by much rage
decided to trap the tortoise, She pulled Dahbi
confided these words in a subdued vojce: ‘
tell anyone what you saw to y. C
you a curry of tortoise meat. Besj
erd khele tar raabuar karkacl ag

sanyd midhyad ahba’ (‘The type of s

Sk
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jummo was in the house at that time; so,

i any show of annoyance. The woman,
areli?igsj ;?:tr:;c;n r?\?)ie tlzlan ever to get rid of Kahbi, drank
the milk and got well by nightfall.' e

A few days later, she fell ill again. T‘hlS t.1me her husband
did not call any vaidya. He went up to his vylfe and asked her,
again, ‘How will this ailment be cured? .And the woman
told him that she would get well if Kahbi brought for her

the snake’s milk.

So Kahbi went out to fetch the snake’s milk. On the way,
she went to her mother and confided to her everything which
transpired on that day. Again, her tree-mother advised her,
‘Go near the snake’s hole and call out loudly, “Muzi, O muzi,
where are you?” When the snake appears, prostrate on the
ground and tell her that she’s your aunt on your mother’s
side. She will ask you to regale her ears with a song. Sing as
well as you can and she’ll happily give you her milk.” Having
said this and seen her daughter go into the forest, Kahbi’s
mother began to think that she must do something to keep
her daughter away from harm.

Kahbi returned as quickly as she had gone. She told her
mother that the snake was so happy after having heard her
song that she not only gave her milk but also a chammoya
killed with bright silver jewels. Again, her mother instructed
her to return only with the milk, leaving the jewels in a hollow

the tree. Kahbi obeyed her mother, who then said, “Three
days from now, you’ll come to this place again. You'll not
see me here, for I'll have gone down to the king's pal
You'll find in this place where I now stand a pit covered with -
Erass. There I'll leave your clothes and jewels. Put them on,

ome down to the palace and then tel] the king that you can
make the tre’e, which threatens to destroy his palace, disappear-
IWhen thgy ve taken you to where the tree stands, y@uﬂl@:
prostrate in front of the tree and say three times, “O tree-
mother, let the king leave in peace.” And I'll ascend and

disappear. The king will then ask you to make a wish. Tell
him that you desire to marry him’

very angry. But the

Scanned with Camscanner



Kahbi-Dahbi 8l

Kahbi's heart was filled with sorrow to hear that her
mother would be gone and she began to bewail her fate, The
tree-mother embraced and consoled her, saying, ‘No one lives
for ever. And I've outlived my allotted time on Pitthimi.

That night, the king of the land was troubled in his sleep.

He saw a dream in which a strange tree emerged in the middle |
of his palace. It grew both straight and athwart, and its top
and branches broke through the roof and the walls. The king
woke up with a startle and saw, to his bewilderment, the
tree in the middle of the palace. It grew straight and it grew
athwart every moment. He immediately summoned his men
and ordered them to cut down the tree, failing which he sent
for the best woodcutters of the land. But they too could
nothing, and they went away, ashamed of their calling. In
desperation, the king besought his Chief Chege to do some-
thing immediately. And the latter advised the king to send
his drummers out in all directions, proclaiming a reward to
one who could fell the tree and save the palace from
destruction.

Soon many brave young men came to attempt the task
but none of them succeeded. A day passed in this way. Another
day also passed by, and the king grew more and more restless.

On the third daybreak, the herald came in to announce to
a depressed court that a maiden sought an audience with the
king. When she was brought in and asked what she desired,
the maiden, who was none other than Kahbi, now splendidly
attired and bedecked with jewels-that she had received from
the tiger and the snake, made obeisance to the king and told
him in a sweet voice that she could make the tree disappear.
The king, who was greatly moved by her beauty ar}d clleeply
touched by the sweetness of the maiden’s voice, sal.d, N’Iany
brave men failed in the task you now aspire to achieve.

But Kahbi remembered the advice of her mother and saifl,
‘If your majesty would grant me to attempt the task once, I'd
make the tree disappear.’ :

The king looked at her doubtfully. ‘Are you certain that
you'd do it?’
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“Yes, your majesty.”
The king admired her confidence. Then he took Kahbi to
where the tree stood. When Kahbi saw her tree-mother
standing upright and broad with branches and roots break-
ing through the walls of the palace, she prostrated herself
before the tree and uttered this prayer, “O tree-mother, let
the king leave in peace” three times, weeping inwardly as
she spoke. To the astonishment of the king and his courtiers,
the tree at first became smaller and smaller, until it stood
lower than the head that wore the crown. Then it rose higher
and higher in the sky to disappear from sight altogether.
Kahbi’s heart wept to see her mother depart for heaven b
she held back her tears, and stood, calmly taciturn.
At length, the king asked, ‘What are you — a human
goddess? Where do you come from? When the maid
him that she was Kahbi, a poor jummo’s daughter, and
she lived in an adam not far from the palace, the king
‘Ask what you want.’ — T
And so Kahbi told the king of her wish to marry him.
The king was so delighted that he immediat
messengers sent to fetch Kahbi’s father from the 2
within a few days, the king and the jummo’s dat
the jadan in the presence of elderly folks and
worship to the god of chunglang. There was g
the kingdom and everyone was invited to a gene
pork and wine. Everyone in the kingdom was
Dahbi and her mother, and they now }
than they did before, for she had beco
land. As for Kahbi, she harboured no a
her stepmother or her stepsister, and 2
liberally bestowed on them clo;h@
gave basketsful of paddy and cotton f
For some time after this, the n
happily. Tl
I')'['I:ua-)rrl, one day, when the eturned from 1
had bathed and eaten, Kahbi went up
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pigsty below. She cried out, ‘O bei, the ahlchara has sli_ppefi
and fallen into the pigsty. Could you go dow-n and pick it
up? I'd have gone down myself but I fear the filth may spoil
your pinon.’

And Kahbi went out unsuspecting the foul play on her.

No sooner did she bend down to pick up the dhichara than
Dahbi poured on her a tumbler of boiling hot water. Kahbi
screeched with pain, writhing and twisting. Again, Dahbi
poured another tumbler of water on her. This time, Kahbi let
out a shrill cry. Then she dropped flat on the ground, and
lay unconscious. Dahbi’s mother had seen everything. She
came running into the pigsty, where Dahbi had also come
down, and asked, excitedly, ‘Is she dead?’

‘Perhaps. But let’s bury her now,” suggested Dahbi.

“We cannot bury her,’ said her mother.

‘Let’s cremate her.’

“We cannot do that either. The stinking smell would sooner
or later arouse suspicion.’

“Then what'd we do with the body.’ , A

Dahbi’s mother took out of the fold of her phaduri a tiny
amulet and tied it to Kahbi’s left arm. Then she uttered a
magic formula. Slowly, Kahbi’s listless body began to shrink
and change until it transformed into a little yellow bird, which
the woman caught before it could fly away and put it
a cage. This done, the mother and the daughter laughed anc
congratulated each other on their success. 3

The old man returned from the jum earlier than t I
wont to do but seeing not Kahbi in the house or in
outside, he inquired of her whereabouts. His wifi
that she had gone back to the-palace. She said, sig!
‘A messenger from the king arrived to inform he r th
mother-in-law was unwell. And she left in such ha
she forget to take her clothes and even her jew Is
moment, the old man happened to notice the bird
When he asked what bird it was and how it

there, the woman spoke another lie. ‘D ;
today to send it as a present to the king. But e
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queen.” And slowly, she unfolded everything !:hat had come
to pass, beginning from the day her mother licked water of
the tortoise foot to become a tortoise herself. The king was
so infuriated when he had heard the queen’s story that he
decided to condemn Dahbi to the stake but Kahbi pleaded
clemency for her sister. With much reluctance, the king
consented to spare Dahbi’s life but he added, at the same time,
‘T'll teach her such a lesson as she’ll never again dare meddle
with the lives of others.” So, that night, when Dahbi came to
into the king's room, he pretended to be delighted at having
the queen back home again. And they sat together talking
and laughing, singing and joking until Dahbi fell asleep. Then
he untied the amulet from the bird’s left wing and gingerly
put it on Dahbi’s left.

Promptly, Kahbi became her human self again while Dahbi
was transformed into the black bird, which cries hoarsely at |
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Jamai-marani

Once upon a time, there ruled in the hill country overlooking
an extensive length of the Bargang a king whose name our
kadhagis have not cared to remember. Now, this king
daughter so beautiful that the fame of her beauty spread
and wide, and many young men and worthy princes as
to win her hand in marriage. The king loved his da
so dearly that he wanted her to marry a prince who was
bold and handsome, and possessed excellent qualities of hea |
and heart. : .
So, one day, the king spoke to the princess and asked
to name the prince whom she considered worthy of
But the princess said, ‘O king, I've made a vow th
marry no man other than the one who'd dare t
the precipice of Chitmaran into the Bargang and sw
the water to the other bank.’ i
The king was shocked to hear that his daughter
such an absurd vow. He cried, ‘O pnnees
what you say? One may dare to mak
- precipice but he’ll not survive to see anott
He tried to dissuade hlsd ughter from
that it was madness but T
prevailed. Then he asked her
princess against the idea. Poor-
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but on seeing that nothing in the world would move the
princess away from her determination, she went back to the
king and told him that his daughter would rather die than
break her vow. And so with much reluctance, the king gave |
in to the wishes of the princess. ‘Then, let it be so,” he said, |
sighing deeply, for he loved his daughter very dearly.

And he immediately sent the royal drummers out to have
his daughter’s wish proclaimed in every part of his kingdom.

Soon suitors began to arrive one after another. They were
young and they were also bold. They feared not to take the
dangerous leap into the waters of the Bargang but, sadly, |
not one of them survived. Each one of them fell into the
water and perished. In fact so many of them died that the |
infamous precipice came to acquire the name Jamai-marani
(‘“the husband-killing cliff”).

As time passed. the king’s concern for his daughter began
to grow. “‘Who’ll marry my daughter?” he asked himself in
deep anxiety. He thought and thought but found not a means
by which his daughter’s vow would be kept and, at the same |
time, no one else would lose his life for her sake. He even
consulted his Chief Chege and his many Dewans but none of
them could satisfy the king with their replies. And the king
became more and more wistful everyday:.

Then, one day, a very fair young prince came to the court
and expressed his desire to marry the princess. He said, ‘O
king, I'm aware of the princess’ vow and I volunteer now to
take the leap.’

This prince was so handsome that the princess fell in love
with him at first sight, and she began to weep, inwardly,
‘How luckless I'm to see him come to die for my sake! I wish
I’ hadn’t made that foolish vow!” The king also felt pity for
him and tried to dissuade him, saying, ‘O young man, go
back to your people. I do admire your bravery, now that
you come to attempt an ordeal, which has caused the death
of many a young man before you. Yet, I'd advise you, as
your father would, to go back, for if I'd a son I'd wish he
Was as brave and handsome as you.’

|

|
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But the prince refused to take heed of the king’s advice.
Even the gentle words of the king moved him not. ‘O king,’
he cried in bold terms, ‘I've come here of my own accord and
hold none responsible, should I perish in the attempt, but I
can’'t go back to my people with a shamed face. So, grant me
this permission to take the leap, leaving all consequences to
my fate.’

Having heard the prince speak thus, the king remarked,
sadly, ‘I can only pray for the life of one who is already wedded
to death. But be my guest for tonight. Tomorrow, early in
the morning, as soon as Bel takes charge of dayhght we
shall go to Chitmaran.” Actually, he wanted to give the prince
time to do some rethinking. :

That night, the king saw a dream in which a Chan-mukhz s
buri (‘old woman with a moon-face’) came into his room arfd; g
sat by his bedside, speaking these words of comfort: ‘Worry
not, O king, verily the young man who sleeps in your house
tonight shall be your son-in-law.” Then she advised him to
tie four balloons around the prince, so that he might not get ‘
drowned after he falls into the Bargang. She also asked t
king to give the young man an umbrella, which will 11, _,3,;3'>
him go down gently. ,

And having advised the king, the old woman disappeared

At daybreak, the king tried, once again, to deter th prin
from his resolve but on seeing that he was bent on
the leap, they went out together, accompanied by
and the king’s men. When they reached Chitmaran
there a huge gathering of hill-folks who had taken t
off from the jum and come to witness the event.

Again, the king asked, ‘Do you still wish tO 1‘5 - "2t

‘Certainly.

‘Then, I pray you tie these balloons amund yg k
tight to this umbrella as you drop,” said the
instructed his men to flrmly secure the four balloor
the prince’s waist. The prince at first objected hy.
princess came up to him and spoke to him in kind ter;
besought him to do, for her sake, at least, as her
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The jummo fell to thinking what task he could give to the
ghost. And as moments passed, the ghost started to grow
restless. ‘Quick, master, give me some work or Ill break your
neck,” he cried, impatiently.

The jummo quickly said, ‘Go and make a path connecting
my house to the jum. Make it level so that I don’t have to

walk up and down everyday. Also remove the stones and
pebbles that prick my feet as I walk.’

So out went the ghost only to return a few moments
later to announce, again, ‘Master, your work is done. What
am I to do now? Tell me quickly or I'll break your neck.’ Thrfe .'-
horrendous creature was becoming more and more shc
tempered, grinning and gnashing his teeth between
breaths. The jummo sat speechless, trembling in fear and
knowing not what to do. ’ .

But, at that moment, his black dog barked outside. An 3
the jummo sprang to his feet and yelled at the ghost, as if h% 4
were very annoyed, ‘Get you out this moment to the yard
and straighten the tail of that dog that'll not alloy
peaceful sleep.” Then he added, solemnly, ‘Bew
creature you'll now deal with is very surly and
disposition that he is wont to take offence at the
thing. So if you fail to straighten his tail, he’ II's
you, perhaps even tear you into pieces with his sha

worry. I'll return shortly, for the task you've
looks easier than those which I've already acc
And he went out straight to the yard
' tail of the jummo’s black dog. He caught
pulled it lightly and, believing that it
Joose. But the next moment, it tw:
was surprised. Then, presumis
tail long enough to keep it | |
kept pulling it.a harder than efor e dog whin
yaPPEd a few times, and tried t _ se the t: ‘ :

i 1I-
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How Ghosts came to fear Black Dogs 77

held it tight and straight. Yet, no sooner did he let it go out
of his hand than the tail wagged and became as before.
Now the ghost was really very worried and he began to
perspire in anxiety. He was muttering curses at the dog,
grinning and gnashing his teeth between his words. Also,
one could see his hands trembling as he reached out for the
dog’s tail for the third time. And this time, he pulled and
pulled it so hard that the dog started to yelp in pain,
frantically gyrating. The ghost also gyrated with the stretched
tail in his hand, to avoid the sharp fangs. The ghost
remembered the words of the jummo, and suddenly letting
Joose of the dog’s tail, made a frantic dash for life, screaming
as he went, ‘O mother, O father, help!” After all, who wants
his body to be minced into pieces by the sharp fangs of so
surly a creature? The dog also pursued him, barking madly.

The ghost desperately pulls the tail of
the jummo’s dog.
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How Animals failed to become Jum Cultivators 81

the tiger had cooked. Then, having eaten the food, the jackal,
the boar and the fow] thanked the tiger and went home.

And in the evening of the first day of cooperatlve ]ummg,
the four friends slept peacefully.

The second day was the day off for the boar. The tiger,
the jackal and the fowl made the second team and out they
went to the site the boar had selected. There they worked
through the day, felling the bushes and cutting down the
trees. And the boar left his friends working in his field and
returned to pull out potatoes and make a dainty dish of it.
The three friends returned to relish food the pig had prepared
with potatoes.

And in the evening of the second day of cooperative juming,
the four friends once again slept peacefully.

The third day was the day off for the jackal but he sought
to be excused on the ground that there was some problem in.
his house and he would not be able to provide them a square
meal. He then added, ‘But I could you in the jum field, if the
fowl to would do us the favour of taking the day off and
cooking the food.” The fowl was not prepared for this. But
she thought, ‘Shouldn’t I help a friend in trouble?” And she
said, ‘If you must work in my field, I'll certainly have to go
home now and prepare something for you to eat.’

So, when it was agreed that the three friends - the tiger,
the jackal and the boar — would work in the jum of the fowl,
she left them and went to the houses of other fowls to borrow
some eggs, because she had laid just one egg that day. As
this was quickly managed, she returned home early to make
a fine egg curry, which the four friends ate with great relish.

And so in the evening of the third day of cooperative
juming, the tiger, the boar and the fowl slept peacefully. But
the jackal was at great unease and he slept not well. By
rotation, it would be his turn on the morrow to cook food.

So the fourth day became the day off for the jackal, who
most unwillingly allowed his friends to work in his jum.
And while they were busy working in the field, he went
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very hungry.’ And thrice did they call his name and sought
to know his whereabouts. But when no reply came, the three
friends went inside. The vile smell almost repulsed them but
they thought that the jackal had prepared something special
for them. They bore with the stifling repugnance. “Where
are you my friend?’ they called out, severally. But the jackal
replied not. He lay down quietly, observing their activities
through a hole in the blanket.

When they saw the jackal lying down on his bed, they
asked him, “Whatever is the matter with you?’ And the jackal
replied, in a feeble, almost inaudible voice, that he was unwell.
Then he told them that he could not cook any food for them,
but he spoke so feebly that his friends thought that he asked
to them eat the food he had cooked. So they let him sleep
and began to peer into utensils and tumblers, pitchers and

The jackal tries to lay eggs.

|
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cat was dead. She was so focuseq on
zt\hnd t?a:;s?f}: :?:hgeri?:ﬁced not when the cub.toddled up to
hei aﬁd started to sniff her milk. Moveq to pity the hungry
cub, she lay down on her side and let him syckle- her.

The piglet did not mind the tiger cub Su.Cklng l.us mother’s
milk but he was growing very restless with exc;tement. He
cried, ‘O mother, when will little brother play with me? Ty,
sow saw her son’s excitement at having a playmate, and she
thought, “Wouldn't it be an excellent idea to take the poor

cub home, now that his mother is dead and none there is to
take care of him.

And so the tiger cub became a member of the pig family,

As time passed, the cub and the piglet grew up into strong

adult males. And all this while, mother sow took good care
of both of them.

Then, one day, she became seriously ill. Days passed by
but her condition did not improve, and she realised that time
had come for her to leave the world. So one night, she
summoned her sons, the boar and the tiger, to the bedside
and said to them, ‘Children, I've lived the full course of life
god granted me and have no regrets. As | die, I bequeath
unto you this piece of advice. Live always as brothers and
allow not quarrels or violence to come between you.” Fr

They said, ‘O, mother we'll do as you biq * i

Sometime after this, mother sow died. The t

the boar and the tiger, wept and consoled e
natural that one who is bg e

up the assortment in seve
one placed above the other, |
cremated her. Then they observed a i
during which period they touched ng '
Time passed slowly. The twe W ther
together the food they broy |
the same roof. Then, one da; , ¢
returned home and told the bo,

creature in the forest. The ba'm-

-
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was nothing to worry and he would be more than happy to
share his own platter of potatoes with the tiger.

- Thenext day the same thing happened and again the tiger
ate potatoes.

When the same thing happened day after day, the tiger
began to grow tired of eating potatoes. His craving for flesh
increased. And it came to pass that, one night, while the
boar was snoring peacefully, the tiger greedily eyed his fat
belly and licked his whiskers. A desperate desire arose within
him and he felt tempted to pounce on the boar and tear
asunder the belly that heaved up and down in sleep. But he |
could not kill the boar as he killed other animals, because |
the boar was his brother. And he spent a sleepless night,
thinking of a means by which he could kill the boar.

The boar and the tiger cremate their mother
in a rubakhur comprising seven layers of wood.

, e
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In the morning, the boar woke and saw the tiger sitting
outside, lost in contemplation. So he asked, “What makes
my brother so pensive?’

‘Oh, nothing in particular. I'd a dream visitation last
night,” replied the tiger and let goa deep sigh. ‘I shudder to
recall what the visitation told me.’

‘Was it our mother?’ asked the boar.

‘No.

“Was it a goblin?’

‘Not a goblin either.’

‘Then it must have been someone very sombre,’ cried the
boar. ‘Come on, brother, tell me all about it.’

And so the tiger told him, feigning to be greatly grieved
as he spoke, ‘In my dream Gozen came to my bedside and
said, “O tiger, a great calamity awaits you. You'll surely d‘
unless you kill the boar who is your brother and make ir
my name an offering of his ham.” I woke up with a startl &
and since then I had not a wink’s sleep.” "S5\

Poor boar, how terrified he Wasftq hear t
cried, ‘How is that poss1ble7 Couli

At this, the pig cned @ut ing
a dream is a dream. Don’t you
probable that Gozen, the sir
to do such a thing! Surely, it mus
that assumed the form ef Go
despicable act.”

‘No, I assure you that
tiger, now vexed at the beaa;

Then the two brothers b
and contradicted each oth@v
boar relented and said, *
my fate. The condition is

you’ve right to obey Go en. O
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skilled enough to kill a boar, and this one who comes with
the tiger is really fat. If I say “No,” then the boar escapes and
I'll be left biting my own paws. But if I take the tiger’s side,
I stand a chance to get a share of the pig’s fat” And so he
told the tiger, ‘Yes, uncle, you must obey Gozen.’

‘Now see for yourself! Even the jackal is on my side,” cried
the tiger. His mouth was already watering.

The boar was too upset, now that another forest dweller
had spoken in the tiger’s favour. ‘Let’s find the third testifier,”
the boar said gravely, after a prolonged silence.

And so they started to walk again, to find the third
testifier. They searched and searched through the length of
the forest but could not find a single creature anywhere. ‘Is
there anybody around?’ roared the tiger in sheer vexation.
But no one responded to the tiger’s call. So they deci
retire for the night and resume the search at daybreak

That night, for the first time since mother sow
together, the tiger and the boar slept at different places
tiger slept soundly, for he was too certain that he w
the boar sometime after daybreak. But the boar tc
restlessly on his bed, devoured every moment by his g
anxiety. Unable to sleep, he went out of the house
yard and sat under a dhup-chandan tree, weepin,
creature in the forest fears the tiger,” he th'o_u% L
dare take my side againsthim?’ TS

Now, it so came to pass that an owl hac
same tree moments before the boar came ot
He saw the boar weeping and began to w
the matter was with him. So he flew dow
the lowest branch right above the boe
inquiringly. He then ventured to ask,
you so much, that you must come ¢
hour when most creatures aré wont

The boar looked at him bw |
now, he had taken for grante i1

the tiger’s side. And
would take
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98 Chakma Folk Tales

down the bank into the water. But a single fish he found
not. Instead, he saw a snail moving slowly with the current
along the bed of the stream. Its movements were so awkward-
ly slow that the tiger could not but laugh beneath his
whiskers.

When the snail saw the tiger laughing at him, he became
angry. ‘How dare you laugh at me?’ cried the snail.

The tiger replied, ‘What a lazy fellow you are! With that
movement, I wonder how you manage to find something to
eat, while a swift creature like me sometimes fails to hunt his
prey?

And the snail became angrier than before. He cried, “Dare
you call me lazy again? I can show you that I'm faster than
you are.’

On hearing those words, the tiger could hardly contain
his laughter. And he laughed louder and louder, rolling on
the grass beside the stream. ‘Did you say, “Dare”?’ he asked
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defeated him. So he ran faster and faster. When the tiger had
run a hundred yards, he stopped to look behind him, crying
at the top of his voice, “/Brother Snail, are you anywhere
around? Come up and show yourself.” For he now believed
that the snail was at least twenty to thirty yards behind
him. |

‘Why do you look back? Have you lost a nail while you
were running?” asked a snail that surfaced on the water about
thirty yards ahead of the tiger.

‘“Where're you?’

‘Here I'm ahead of you once again,” teased the snail. And
as the tiger looked miserably at him, he said, ‘Brother Tiger,
if I were you I'd have jumped into the stream and drowned
myself in shame.’

The tiger now scratched the ground with his nails and
roared, angrily. The second loss made him mad with fury,
and the snail’s words only added fuel to the fire. But he had
no time to lose. So he made a frantic dash through the
bushes and tall grasses that grew along the bank of the stream.
He minded not the thorns that made little cuts into his hide,
and he ran and ran the run of his life.

And he ran three hundred yards and stopped and cried,
‘Snail, are you anywhere around?’ He was panting for breath.
Never before had he run so fast, and the effort he put into
this part of the race was double the one required to bring
down the swiftest stag. But to add to his woe, another snail
surfaced forty yards ahead of him and replied, ‘Here I'm.’

Immediately, the tiger remembered the condition the snail
had proposed when they agreed to compete in the race, and
he ran away. The snail hollered from behind, ‘Wait, I'm yet
to celebrate the outcome of the victory.” But the tiger did not
wait. If he had but turned back for once, he would have seen
a spectacular sight when a thousand snails come up on the
surface and congratulated each other for having taught the
proud tiger a lesson. As for the tiger, he heaved a sigh of
relief on reaching his den. It would have been a thing of
great shame if the snail had pulled his ears.
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