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OPS/image28.jpg
Tiny that he was, Chandarva could run fast and escape the fury
of the other animals.

I was told by some monkeys, many days later, that when the rains
came, the blue colour finally washed off and Chandarva had his
golden fur again. He joined his pack of jackal relatives and
whenever the moon was full, one could hear him howling loudly
and fiercely to his heart’s content.
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With this plan in mind, Chandarva seated himself
under a tree at the edge of the jungle. From there,
he could get a clear view of the village,

yet not be noticed.

Night fell. Everything was quiet. Only the song
of the crickets disturbed the silence of the night.

All were asleep. Chandarva rose from where he

FUTTITT S

‘mﬂummmﬂm
]

i—d ] [

was seated and looked around. The village was still.

Not a soul seemed to stir.
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The previous day, a zebra had been killed. All the other jackals had eaten to their stomach's fill.

But Chandarva had been shoved and pushed and not allowed to come near the dead zebra. Finally, he had been
left only the bones to lick. He was angry, hungry, and unhappy.

“It is becoming more and more difficult to get anything to eat these days. I have to get away from these jackals.

At this rate, they are going to starve me to death. What shall I do?”
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Many full moons ago, there lived in this jungle,
a jackal called Chandarva. He was a good-
looking fellow with gleaming golden fur and

a bushy tail. He had a sharp piercing howl

of which he was very proud. However, Chandarva
was tinier than most other jackals his age and
was therefore teased and bullied by the others in
his pack.

“I wish they would leave me alone,”

he thought unhappily. One particular day
Chandarva was especially unhappy because

he had not eaten anything.
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: “What is that strange coloured animal which has entered our jungle?” whispered %
ké the frightened gazelles to each other. “What kind of creature is this? We have never before
g
L

seen such an odd animal.
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The scent was getting stronger. He quickened his
steps. Suddenly his sharp ears perked. Was that

a growl he heard? He looked behind. At the end

of the street, he noticed the dog. It was huge.

Its bright eyes gleamed in the dark. And from its
throat came a fierce rumble. Behind this huge

mongrel, were two others...

and they were all coming towards him.
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Looks a little like a jackal, yet that strange,
frightening colour. Oh no! It cannot be one

of us,” thought the jackals.

“I wonder how strong this creature is,”

thought the lion.

“I wonder how clever he is,” thought the

monkey.
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The jackals who earlier belonged to Chandarva’s pack whimpered. They had not been
given any duties. Looking at his relatives, Chandarva yelled, “Get out of my kingdom.
If I lay my eyes on any of you, I will eat you for dinner. Now run before I set my Chief
Minister on you.”

The frightened jackals ran away and stayed out of Chandarva’s sight.
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With his heart in his mouth, Chandarva slowly
entered the village.

He sniffed around.
He did not know where the chicken and hens were

kept. That did not worry him. His nose would lead
the way.
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Glancing at himself,

{\ 7
Chandarva saw the brilliant ‘
blue colour his golden fur Good heavens! I look
had turned into. horrible. No wonder
With the first rays of the sun the animals are so frightened
falling on him, his skin of me. If I didn't know
glowed even brighter. better, I would be frightened

of myself. But wait!

What a golden opportunity!”
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oz A 2-e On the outskirts of the jungle was a village.

> (A< " Chandarva during his roaming through the jungle had |
often heard the sounds of goats bleating, hens clucking,

and cocks crowing. Many times he dreamt of feasting on the plump

hens but the sight of the villagers with huge sticks scared him.

But today, he was desperate.

g,
,\.\)m%ﬂ%'i‘.& “I have to eat something. I will wait until it is dark. When all the village

is asleep, I will sneak in and help myself to a few hens.”
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This is the story of The Blue Jackal.
You can read along with Karadi the bear.

Let us begin now.
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Chandarva laughed to himself. “Oh, this is fun!” He who had been teased and bullied
was now wearing the mantle of a king, and all because of his blue fur.

. Who could have dreamt of this?
Aloud he said, “Mr. Lion, you shall be my Chief Minister. You will hunt and bring me food

everyday. Mr. Tiger, you will assist Mr. Lion. Mr. Elephant, you are my royal doorkeeper
and Mr. Monkey, you have the special honour of holding the royal umbrella over me.

Court dismissed!”
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Now the house that Chandarva had entered belonged to the village
dyer. The dyer kept all his dyes in big vessels.

The dyes were of several colours — green, yellow,
red, purple, indigo. Chandarva had fallen into the
indigo dye.

Having fallen into this dark blue coloured dye, for
that is the colour of indigo, Chandarva stayed there
until the sound of the dogs could be heard no more.
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Just at the
break of dawn, poor
Chandarva who had almost
fallen asleep in the indigo dye,
clambered out of the vessel,
and ran back into
the jungle.

As he reached the jungle, all the other animals that lived
there, looked at him strangely and with fear in their eyes.
Many ran away as he came nearer.
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Welcome to my jungle, the stories I will share
Of antelopes and alligators, jackals here and there

I'll tell you about monkeys, lions fierce and strong
Crows and owls and other birds, reptiles short and long
I'll tell you about enemies, of greed and jealousy
I'll tell you about frlendshlp, love and harmony

From all these tales we’ll discover,
through all our jungle friends

The wit and ageless wisdom,
the advice that they lend
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O Lord, O Master, we salute you
We've never seen anyone quite so blue
O King, O Monarch, O Badshah
We kneel, we bow to you, O Raja

We'll sing for you, we'll dance with you
We'll bring you food to suit your every mood
We'll make you happy, we'll make you glad
We'll cheer you up whenever you're sad
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Fear crept over Chandarva. He started to run. He could hear
the dogs coming after him. Their growls had turned into

barks. Chandarva ran as fast as he could. Suddenly he stopped.

Ahead of him were two other dogs. On seeing him, they
snarled and snapped their teeth at him.
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Chandarva lived like a king. His blue fur

made the other animals stare at him in awe.

The lions and tigers hunted and killed and
brought him the choicest food. He ate well
and forgot about the other jackals.

“Life is wonderful,” he sighed.

Many such wonderful days passed.

One glorious full moon night, after eating
a delicious dinner, Chandarva sat talking to
the other animals.

Suddenly from a distance, a pack of jackals
started howling.
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Hearing this mighty speech, the entire gathering
of wild creatures came forward. Lions, tigers,
monkeys, gazelles, giraftes, and also the jackals.
They bowed low to Chandarva, touched his feet

and said —
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As soon as he heard this, Chandarva’s body There was a hushed silence from all the other
thrilled in delight. His eyes filled with tears of

animals. The lion gasped in surprise. The tiger's
joy. Oh, how he missed his family. Forgetting

mouth fell open.

L B g s Dremandifp e “Good heavens! This is no blue king from heaven.

This is an ordinary jackal! We have been fooled.
Let us kill the rogue.”

be, Chandarva also started howling in a shrill, - :

high-pitched tone.
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The howling continues

and I cannot sleep.

I remember Chandarva.
Have you ever seen a blue
jackal? Well, neither had I,

] until I met Chandarva.

Let me tell you about
the adventure of

Chandarva.
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Thinking this, he called out, “Hey there, you wild creatures!
Why are you all running from me? Let me tell you who I am.

I am your new king. God has sent me to rule over you. I come
from the heavens, therefore my blue colour. From now, I shall be

your lord and protector. Come back. Live happily under me.”
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Chandarva turned and ran. His head reeled.
The street dogs were coming at him from all sides.
With the dogs following him, Chandarva dashed from
one street to another. Terrified, he ran into a house.

It was dark inside. The sound of the approaching

dogs threw Chandarva into a panic. Looking for

a place to hide, he stumbled and fell into a huge vessel.
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immersed in his howling,
suddenly heard angry
growls and roars around
him. He realised that

the animals had

“Well, all good things

Chandarva who was so ‘ 7

discovered who he &
really was.

must come to an end.

Let me start running.”
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It is a full moon night. The jackals are howling again.

It is the second time that I have been disturbed from my
hibernating sleep. I am Karadi, the bear. I do not like
being aroused from my six month sleep. I stroll out of my
cave to look around. The night sky is bright with the full
moon. At a distance I see the silhouettes of the jackals
and hyenas. Their raised faces are howling at the moon.

I feel a chill wind blow and I hurry back into my cave.






