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OPS/image10.jpg
The cart went past a family of goats.
The cart went past a crowd of children.
Farmer Falgu checked the eggs.

Everything was fine.

he told his bullocks as he got back on to the cart.
He picked up the basket of duck eggs
and placed it on his lap.
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It was market day.
Farmer Falgu loaded his cart with
baskets of tomatoes,
sacks of onions,
bags of chillies,
bunches of coriander,
white eggs,
brown eggs,
and some duck eggs too.

And then, he set off toithe

market!
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' |
Cra Ck' Farmer Falgu broke the cracked eggs and stirred.
The eggs The smell wafted through the market.
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But Mama Duck and her little ducks waddled along slowly.

The bullocks Stopped.
The cart
The baskets toppled.

The sacks down their perch.
Bags of chillies and bunches of coriander were

squashed under the onions.
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to eat Farmer Falgu’
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Maa-maa!

The goats tried to eat his coriander.

The pigs splashed mud over the cart!

Farmer Falgu looked
around. There was only
one thing to do.
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Farqeer F_Elgu set off again:
trot-trot.

A family of ducks crossed the road:

shouted Farmer Falgu.
“Watch where you are going!”
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To my grandmother Kanakavalli who
always believed her glass was half-full.
— Chitra Soundar
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Now all the eggs were cracked,
the coriander was squashed,
and the chillies were crushed.

Farmer Falgu wondered if he should
go back home.

“No, I'll go and try my best,” he decided.
“The market is not far away.”

But as soon as he reached
the market...
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He turned and inspected his vegetables.
The tomatoes were fine.
The coriander looked comfortable.
But what was that?

“Oh no!” he cried.

The white eggs were CF>

He examined the other
baskets. Luckily, the brown
eggs and the duck eggs

were intact.
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A big lorry sped past the
bullock-cart, blaring

honk-honk!

The bullocks veered down the road.
Farmer Falgu was thrown against the side.

The duck eggs fell on top of the onions.

Thud!

“Oh no!”’

wailed Farmer Falgu.
The duck eggs were

CracL
b Q\'\ed too.
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He found his friend Kishan.
“Kishan!” he called out. “Do you have
some pans | can borrow?”

Farmer Falgu fetched a pan from
Kishan’s shop.
He lit up the stove,

ced

and chopped the chillies.

The pan

on the stove.
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The bullocks happily trotted down
the road:

The road had potholes.

Bump! Dunk!

the cart wobbled and rattled.

shouted Farmer Falgu.
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Farmer Falgu jumped to catch the brown eggs
as they slid down their perch.

“Oh no!”

he despaired.
Now the brown eggs were

too.

The market was still a few miles away.
Farmer Falgu looked at his cart.
“Well,” he thought, “[ still have

the baskets of tomatoes,
the sacks of onions,
the bags of chillies,
and many bunches of coriander.
And, | have the duck eggs too!”






