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Nandini was taken aback, and looked
at him suspiciously. Heera was always
playing silly tricks on all the birds and
animals in the forest. Could this be
one of his pranks?
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OPS/image15.jpg
Heera saw two tall jars with long necks.
Nandini had poured the soup into these jars,
and the liquid was right at the bottom!

Heera knew he could not reach the soup

with his broad snout. He watched as Nandini
gracefully inserted her long beak into the jar,
and drank her soup.
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Heera, meanwhile, lapped up the stew with his snout.

He laughed when he saw Nandini’s confused face.

“What's the matter, Nandini? Why don’t you try the stew?”
he teased. Then, he continued, “If you are going to

reject my hospitality, | have no choice but to eat
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“What's the matter, Heera?” Nandini asked cheekily.
“Why don’t you try the stew? If you are going to
reject my hospitality, | have no choice but to eat
your share too!”

Heera just stared at her with his mouth open.
For the first time, the cunning fox had been
outfoxed by an old crane.
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Heera, a mischievous fox, invites Nandini the crane
home for dinner one day. Is he being hospitable or
is this one of his many infamous pranks?

This hilarious adaptation of a Panchatantra tale by
Samina Anim is paired with cheerful illustrations
by Lavanya Karthik, and tells the story of how a
cheeky jokester gets his just deserts.
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‘ > Suddenly, Nandini heard a voice.
She looked up.

It was Heera the fox, wearing a wicked smile.
“What brings you here, Heera?” asked Nandini.

Heera replied, “| see you’ve had no luck catching
fish today. Why don’t you join me for lunch?”
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“Ah, there you are, Heera,”
Nandini called out.

“Are you ready for the best

meal of your life?”
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As Nandini guzzled the soup
from the second jar, laughing
the whole time, he smiled
shame-facedly and trotted away,
hoping to find a nice dinner
somewhere else.
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It was the first day of summer.
Nandini the crane took her place in the river, looking for fish s ™

Many hours passed. Her feet were getting cold and she
was hungry. But no fish seemed to be coming her way.
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Heera could not even wait for the sun to set.
Shortly after, he darted off towards Nandini’s house.
He could almost taste her fish soup.

He stepped into the cave, his mouth watering.
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Nandini went to Heera’s burrow, feeling excited
at the thought of the fresh, hot stew.
Her stomach growled in hunger.

“Come in!” said Heera cheerfully.
“Get ready to taste my special stew.”
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A surprised Heera thought to himself,
“The daft old crane has forgotten
what | did to her the other day.”

Quickly he nodded, “Thank you, Nandini.
| can’t wait to taste your lovely soup.

I'll see you in the evening.”
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Heera let out a squeal of delight.
He looked around to see where the
lovely smell of fish was coming from.
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SAMINA ANIM is an author based in India.

LAVANYA KARTHIK lives in Mumbai, where
she writes and illustrates children’s books
and takes a lot of naps.When she was a little
kid, all she wanted to do was make up stories
and draw pictures. Now that she’s a slightly
bigger kid, that is pretty much all she does.
She also makes comics and writes speculative
fiction for adults.
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“Come on, Nandini,” said Heera when he noticed her
hesitation, “it’s a sincere invitation. Please come to my
burrow and | will make a really nice stew for us.”

“All right,” smiled Nandini, who didn’t want to stand in the
freezing water any longer. “| have not caught any fish anyway.”
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Heera gobbled up the stew from Nandini’s bowl and laughed.
“Sorry, Nandini. | simply could not resist the prank. Your long beak is so silly!”

Feeling humiliated and angry, Nandini left Heera’s
house and went to bed on an empty stomach.





