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 Hello, “Chiguru” in Telugu means new growths (shoots) in a plant.

Art by Srinidhi (12), dakshusatish@gmail.com

Packed in my vacation bag
Packed in my vacation bag
Lots of cheerfulness
With some happiness
Little adventure accompanied by enjoyment
Some surprises for my best moments
No place for fun
So pulled out stress
Dumped in fun
Little place was left
So, filled that with excitement and zipped my bag.
-

Mary Angelina (16)

Mrigathrishna
We reached Bandipur exactly at 1 p.m. When we went up to the reception, the receptionist was reciting
non-stop—“Look here. If you finish your lunch quickly and come back here by 3.30, after tea and coffee
we will start from here at 4 O’ clock. The safari will be over by 6.30. After snacks, the slide show will
begin. 8 O’ clock, Dinner.” We rushed to the cottage, dumped our luggage and by the time we returned
after lunch it was 3 O’ clock. Before we could rest a bit it was getting to be 3.30. Picking up the
cameras, the binoculars etc., we ran in haste. Though we had people ranging from 6 to 60 in our group,
not one of us was lacking in enthusiasm.
We started for the tiger hunt in an open-top jeep. On the way, there was an unending procession of deer
of different kinds, antelopes, spotted deers, sambars, peahens, peacocks, boars, jungle fowls, elephants,
birds of many species. Everyone was ecstatic with joy—with those who wished to capture them in their
cameras employing the most powerful cameras, those who wished to video-record recording with
different kinds of movie cameras, those who wanted to watch through binoculars using binoculars of
different sizes and those who desired to watch seeing with their natural eyes. Though animals and birds
of every kind were seen, everyone’s eyes were fixed on the invisible tiger! Despite a thorough search, not
even a trace of it. Unending thirst. With the stipulation that none should speak lest the animals get
disturbed during the safari, no one was speaking. Also, no flashing of cameras. Cell phones to be in the
switch off mode. Each one of us was secretly hoping that nobody else should spot the tiger. There was
an unstated contest between the driver and the photographer in our group and those of the others.
Despite all this, the tigers were moving about at their will hoodwinking all of us.

It was getting to be dark. Even so there was no dearth of determination in us. We continued to search
here and there, especially near water holes. Each driver-photographer pair was checking with others if
any of them had spotted a tiger. All the same, a mean desire in each of us that no one else should spot
it. Endless hunt. Enveloping darkness. And yet, a distinctly clear mrigathrishna. Unquenchable hunt. It
seemed as if the tiger was challenging us, saying “I am letting you go today. Come back tomorrow. We
will see.” The tiger-hunt postponed for the next day.
The announcement after dinner: “Wake-up call at 5.30 tomorrow morning. Tea/Coffee at 6.00. Safari at
6.30.” The second day. Exactly at 5.30 there was a knock on our door waking us up. Finishing our
ablutions, all of us were there at the reception at 6 O’ clock. All ready for the pleasure-hunt after
coffee and tea. With renewed energy from morning light. With unstinted fresh enthusiasm. My firm
resolve of a Vikramarka to have the tiger’s picture for my screen saver. Once again, the same jeeps, the
driver-photographer pairs. I asked our photographer: “How many days is it since you spotted a tiger?’
Without answering me straight he said, pointing to a photographer from another group: “He had spotted
one two days ago and the picture he took is displayed on the notice board.” The new day morning sun
emerged from the sky ripping the darkness of the previous night.
Fresh hopes sprouted in us. More or less the same paths. The same spots. Animals. Bird species.
Except traces of tigers. Now, the test by fire of our resolve, firmness to achieve. How to go emptyhanded after the two-hour test of strength! Meanwhile, traces of tiger’s foot steps in the mud.
Renewed hopes once again. After a little distance disappearance of the foot steps. Hounding
mrigathrishna. Vanishing groups of human beings as if vanquished in the battle. Announcement before
departure that we could switch on our mobiles. The same SMS on all our phones from king tiger:
It’s time up for now.
Next time better luck!
-

Sridhar (54), msridha@gmail.com

It rained because the coconut fell!
I was with my mother reading stories on the terrace. It was humid, slightly windy and cloudy. I
saw a picture of coconut falling from the tree. So I asked the coconut:
O coconut, why did you fall?
The tree did not hold me well.
O tree, why didn't you hold the coconut?
Wind was strong.
O wind! Why were you strong?

Little girl was sweating
O little girl, why were you sweating?
The sun was strong
O sun, why were you strong?
The clouds forgot to cover me
O clouds why didn't you cover the sun?
I forgot, I slept, I am supposed to rain.
Just when I completed the story, it started to rain.
-

Deeksha (5), priya.ravik@gmail.com

Mother
In a mother’s womb lay two babies.
One asked the other: “Do you believe in life after delivery?”
The other replied, “Hmm… Yes I think I do. There has to be something after delivery. Isn’t it? You know
sometimes I also think, maybe we are here to prepare ourselves for the same.”
“Nonsense,” said the other. “There cannot be a life after delivery. What all is there is here itself.”
“I don’t know, but I think there will be a lot more light than we have here. Maybe in that life we will be
able to move around and feed ourselves from our mouths.”
The other said “This is absurd! Move! Can’t you see? It is impossible. And eat with our mouths?
Ridiculous, the umbilical cord supplies nutrition. There is no life after delivery. The umbilical cord is just
too short.”
“I think there is something and maybe it’s different than it is here.” the other replied.
“No one has ever come back from there. Delivery is the end of life, and in the after-delivery it is nothing
but darkness and it takes us nowhere. Stop dreaming.”
“Well, I don’t know,” says the other, “but certainly we will see mother and she will take care of us.”
“Mother? You believe in mother? Ha. Where is she now?”
“She is all around us. Isn’t she? It is in her that we live. Without her there would not be this world.”
“I don’t see her, so it’s only logical that she doesn’t exist.”
To which the other lost in his thoughts spoke to himself, “Yes, you are right. We have not seen her. But
sometimes you know when you’re in that silence, complete silence, in that moment, I think you can hear
her, and sometimes even feel her caressing you.”
-

author unknown, modified by Amit (33), 27amitd@gmail.com

Black cat, Black dog, Black bird
The black cat appears
When the black dog walks
And when the black cat appears
The black dog flies
Like a black bird in the sky.

-

Adrija (10), sharayukamath@gmail.com

My Bird
I went down to play. After sometime my friend went to see a bird and I also followed my friend. Then I
saw the bird it was very weak and I didn’t know what bird it was. I told my friend, “Come lets go to my
home and ask my mom and dad that can I take the bird and keep it”. At first my mom and dad were
saying no because if the bird dies, we will feel sad. Somehow we convinced each other and brought the
bird home. That was the happiest day for me ever. I was playing with the bird whole day long. Then in the
night I was all awake looking after my lovely bird. The bird was sleeping.
Then the next day I asked Aditya what bird it was, and then he told it is a Red Vented Bulbul. My
favourite animal was inland taipan, it’s a snake but now red vented bulbul is my favourite. But not all
the red vented bulbuls, only my particular bulbul is my favourite. It used to poop, I used to clean it. It
pooped again I cleaned it, I was happy cleaning it. I dint mind cleaning the poop. Whenever I use to come
back from little grove the bird used to come fast and sit on my shoulder or head. It was very nice to
live with my bird and it is nice to live with all animals. My bird was very cute. It was covered with soft
and nice feathers. My bird was a baby bird. I used to see TV with the bird and I used to eat meals with
the bird. I used to do almost everything with the bird. I used to bring it down and play with the bird and
show it to my friends. It’s nice to live with animals especially birds like red vented bulbul. I love my bird
more than myself. I like the bird more than my favourite computer game. The bird was my greatest gift
ever. Whenever I used to come from little grove we both used to jump at each other and I used to hug
it. We both were best friends. I used to eagerly wait for little grove to get over at 3:30 because I
wanted to go home as quickly as possible to see the bird.
One time I and my family went to see our plots I brought the bird with me. I could understand the bird
was scared to go out but after sometime it stopped getting scared and the bird was enjoying the ride.
One time with the bird and I went to my friend’s house to play then without my knowing, my friend was
dipping the bird into the water. Then I found out and I was really angry with my friend. I went back to

home and I was giving hot air to the bird so that its wet body dries soon. I was very angry with my
friend, I didn’t talk to him and I didn’t play with him for several days. I stopped showing my bird to my
friends from that day when my friend dipped the bird into the water.
I was enjoying the life with the bird. The bird was a family member for us. One time a really scary thing
happened the bird was struck in the air cooler and I was very terrified but then we somehow took the
bird out of the air cooler. Then I calmed down. Then after the terrified moment I started putting my
eyesight on the bird as much as possible. I didn’t want fear bringing moments anymore. I and my bird
were living happily but one day, me and my family were sitting in the balcony and the balcony door was
open then after sometime the bird came out from the bed room flew away from the balcony. I cried a
lot and lot. I was very sad that my favourite gift had flown away.
-

Abdul (10), latif.abdul@gmail.com
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