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Two streets away, on a charpai under a tree,
Sattapadi the village headman reclined, eyes shut.
He was known to be a fair man.

“Sattapadi aiya, these rascals here have stolen my
property in broad daylight and they refuse to return

it or pay for it,” complained Babu loudly.

Sattapadi opened his eyes, surveyed the scene around
him, the cowering Raju and Kannan and the menacing Babu.

“Explain to me in detail what the problem is,” said Sattapadi.
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The smell came from the bajji stall across
the street. Babu the owner was sliding

a fresh batch of chilli bajjis into

the sizzling oil.

Strings of fat green chillies hung in his stall waiting
to be stuffed with spicy potatoes
and fried into delicious golden bajjis.
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“Yes, yes, aiya. Two rupees and fifty paise at fifty paise
per breath,” said a beaming Babu.

Raju and Kannan stood rooted to the spot. They had no money.
They had hoped Sattapadi would take their side.

Sattapadi took two rupees and fifty paise from his box and told Raju,
“This is two rupees and fifty paise. I'll pay on your behalf. You can

give me five free haircuts in return. Show me your hand, Babu.”

A gleeful Babu extended his hand to snatch the coins from Sattapadi.
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“But we didn’t eat anything from your shop,”
said a bewildered Raju.

Kannan was almost in tears.
“You smelt my bajjis. And you have to pay for that.
Otherwise, | will have you locked up for having

stolen the smells, you thieves!” thundered Babu.

As they stood there helplessly, a man from
the crowd that had gathered spoke up.

“Why don’t you go to the village head?
Let him settle the dispute,” said the man.
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“Here! Fifty paise for the first breath,” said Sattapadi.

But instead of dropping the coin in Babu’s outstretched
hand, he let the coin fall on the ground. It hit the floor with
a clinking sound and rolled away.

“And here is another for the second breath,” he said,
and dropped the second coin.

One by one, each coin fell to the ground. Clink, clink, clink,
all the five coins were on the ground.
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Raju has a humble lunch every day. One day, he discovers

the delicious smell of yummy bajjis coming from Babu's stall.
He soon starts to have the most wonderful lunches — purely
in the form of smells! But when Babu figures out what he

is doing, he demands payment for these smells.

How will Raju manage to pay for smells? A feast for the senses,
this book by Pankaja Srinivasan is illustrated by Satwik Gade.
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“l hope Ponni has remembered to keep the green chillies
and salt with the curd rice,” Raju said to himself one day
as he stepped out of Indian Hairlines to sit and enjoy

his lunch.

"What's this? This doesn’t look like curd rice.” Raju stared
at the mound of plain white rice resting on the green
banana leaf. “There must be some pickle, chillies,

or something underneath!”

But there was nothing — only plain white rice. “It is the end
of the month and there must not have been anything left
in the kitchen,” sighed Raju, who struggled with his meagre
salary to make ends meet.

He took a deep breath and exclaimed, “Hey, what’s that
delicious smell?”
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Now, Babu was watching all of this. He had also heard
Raju’s instructions to Kannan.

“How dare they!” he snarled. “They have never ever spent
a paisa in my shop. And yet, here they are, freely inhaling
the scent of my bajjis without even taking my permission!”

He stomped across to Raju and Kannan, and demanded,
“That will be two rupees and fifty paise.”

“Two rupees and fifty paise? For what?” asked Raju.

“For what? You are asking for what?” spluttered Babu in a rage.
“You sit here freely smelling my bajjis. What do you think?
That | am running a charity? | was watching you. You took two
deep breaths, and this fellow here had the gall to breathe in
my bajji smell three times! At fifty paise a breath, that will be
two rupees and fifty paise.”
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Babu could not understand what was happening. £y NS i f

Kannan picked up the fallen coins and handed them to Sattapadl o i y -3 \
“They are mine,” growled Babu, leaning to take them

. W from Sattapadi. But Sattapadi held him back.

\ “Justice has been done, Babu. Yoy have already been pald

What are you asking for now?” asked Sattapadi. & L

“But, but, but; my money...?” asked Babu, perplexe ; \
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village of Madampallilived a man
by the name of Raju. He worked as a barber’s
assistant at Indian Hairlines Saloon.

Everyuday,.before he left for work, Raju’s wife
would pack lunch for him: During his break in
the afternoon, tired of cutting hair and trimming
moustaches, Raju would sit under a tree and
enjoy his simple lunch of curd rice.
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Sattapadi nodded. “I see. Raju, where were you when
Babu was frying his bajjis?” he asked.

“Aiya, | was across the street under the tree eating my lunch.
| did not take anything from Babu,” protested Raju.

“You liar. | saw you taking deep breaths. What is more,
you even asked this Kannan here to smell my bajjis,”
shouted Babu.

“Now, now, calm down, calm down. Did you or did you not

Bl smell Babu’s bajjis, Raju?” asked Sattapadi gently.

“Yes, | did,” admitted Raju.

“Did you or did you not take deep breaths?”

“Yes, | did.”

“Did you or did you not invite Kannan here to do the same?”

“Yes, | did,” said a more and more crestfallen Raju.
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“I know it is only rice. But | have a way of making it'\taste-
like the best lunch in town,” said Raju to Kannan and f
proceeded to demonstrate how. i 2o §
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“Then it is decided. Raju and Kannan smelt
the smell'ef your bajjis frying five times,
did yoy,not say? And you heard the sound of the
coins falling five times. Five sounds for five smells.
So everything is settled now. All squared up.
I think it is only fair that the price of the smell
of the bajji shall be the sound of the money.
Don’t you?” %
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Raju has a humble lunch every day. One day, he discovers

the delicious smell of yummy bajjis coming from Babu's stall.
He soon starts to have the most wonderful lunches — purely
in the form of smells! But when Babu figures out what he

is doing, he demands payment for these smells.

How will Raju manage to pay for smells? A feast for the senses,
this book by Pankaja Srinivasan is illustrated by Satwik Gade.
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Sattapadi cleared his throat, straightened up and said,

“It is very clear. Babu here was minding his own business,
going about frying his bajjis. Raju and Kannan came there
and without taking his permission, smelt his bajjis. They have
confessed to having done so. There is no doubt

in my mind that they are guilty of stealing.”

There was a groan from Raju and Kannan and a murmur

of surprise from the crowd, but Sattapadi held up his hand
and continued. “The bajjis belonged to Babu. The smell
belonged to the bajjis that belonged to Babu. Therefore, the
smell also belonged to Babu. So | declare that Raju and
Kannan did indeed steal Babu’s property, and now they have
to pay for it. Two rupees and fifty paise, was it, Babu?”





OPS/image1.jpg
The Case of the Stolen Smells

© and ® 2018 Karadi Tales Company Pvt. Ltd.

First Reprint October 2019

All rights reserved. No part of this book may
be reproduced in any form without the prior
written permission of the publisher.

Author: Pankaja Srinivasan
lllustrator: Satwik Gade

Karadi Tales Company Pvt. Ltd.

3A Dev Regency, 11 First Main Road,
Gandhinagar, Adyar, Chennai 600020
Tel: +91-44-42054243

email: contact@karaditales.com
www.karaditales.com

ISBN: 978-81-8190-277-1

i OF THE
STOLEN
SMELLS

Pankaja Srinivasan
Satwik Gade





OPS/image19.jpg
PANKAJA SRINIVASAN has been a journalist for
thirty years. She has worked with Indian Express
and India Today, and is currently the Senior
Deputy Editor heading the MetroPlus edition in
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“Mmm... wonderful!” drooled Raju. “If | shut my eyes, inhale deeply,
and put a ball of this plain rice into my mouth, it would feel like | was
having bajjis and rice for lunch!”

Raju did just that. He took a deep breath and held it. Then he put
the rice into his mouth and chewed. As he did, he imagined the crunch
of the outer layer of the bajji, the juicy chilli and the potato filling.

“Aah,” he remarked as he swallowed a mouthful and licked his lips.
“Spicy, tart, bursting with masala!” It was the most delicious meal
he had ever had. Raju was delighted. He opened his eyes and saw
Kannan the rag-picker.

“Have you had lunch, Kannan? Come and share mine,” invited Raju.

“Thank you, anna, you are very kind,” said a grateful Kannan
who sat beside Raju.
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