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1. A TOY FOR THE LITTLE PRINCESS 
 

 

 The day began as usual at Alladin’s Toy Mart. The shelves were dusted, the 

floors were mopped to a sparkle, and the glasses were wiped squeaky clean.  

 Each toy stood smartly in its place, hoping it would be taken to a new home that 

day. Some of them had been on the shelves for months and they were bored.  

 Suddenly a robotic dog with artificial intelligence perked up its ears. “Hey! 

That’s exciting news,” he exclaimed, jumping up and down.  

 “What? What is it?” asked the other toys, eagerly crowding around him. All of 

them were curious to know.  

 “We’re having royal visitors today! The king and the queen are on their way here! 

I heard the manager talking on the phone,” said the robotic dog, looking rather self-

important. 

 The princess’ birthday was less than a week away and the royal couple wanted to 

buy a plaything for her. They had decided to visit Alladin's Toy Mart because 

everyone said it was the biggest and the best toy shop in their country. 

 The shop assistants and managers ran about all atwitter. They wanted to receive 

the royal couple in style. The toys jostled with one another to occupy the prime 

position on their shelves. Each of them hoped to catch the royals’ eye. The whole 

country adored their kind king, generous queen and the gentle, little princess. And 

every toy wanted to enter the grand old palace and become part of the royal 

household.  

 The beautiful dancing doll with auburn curls cascading down her back said, “I'm 

sure the queen will choose me for her daughter. I'm so fashionable and classy! In 

fact, I'm almost like a princess myself!”  

 “Choose you? Ha! Ha! You must be joking. You're just a pretty-face. All beauty 

and no brains,” sneered the programmable robot. He sure was a rather unusual toy. In 

a jiffy he could transform himself from a sleuth into a traffic constable or a fire-



fighter. He even had separate sets of clothes to match each of his roles. And, was he 

proud of his electronic sophistication! 

 “Right now I’m a sleuth looking for an intruder. But I have an electronic chip 

embedded in my head. That makes me the only toy with brains in the whole shop …” 

he began, pompously. But the robotic dog objected. 

 “I have a chip too. I also have brains,” he barked. But the programmable robot 

was dismissive. “Perhaps, but his majesty is sure to choose me and only me,” he said, 

nose in the air.  

 The soft, life-sized piglet in pretty pink put the robot in its place: “No way. 

You're just a machine, and too hi-brow for a toy. Who wants to tire their brains over 

playthings?” she squealed. “Toys are for fun and comfort. Look at me … I'm so soft 

and cuddly. The princess will love to hug me! Besides, everyone knows pink is the 

princess’ favourite colour.”  

 “Oh, the princess has long since outgrown soft toys. She’s going to be ten, you 

know! Just the right age to play with me,” said the dancing lion and began singing and 

somersaulting with gusto:  

 

I can hop, I can skip. 

I can sing, I can dance, 

I can cry and laugh too; 

With me around I don't think 

there's a chance for any of you! 

 

 He was so eager to show-off, he almost somersaulted off the shelf. But being 

the king of the forest, the lion was a vain fellow, and wouldn’t own up his mistake. He 

looked around for a scapegoat and found a wobbly little duckling. 

 “Oh! You cheeky thing! How dare you push me!” he roared, glaring at the timid 

little duckling. “Are you trying to push me off the shelf so you can waddle up to the 

front? You don't imagine the royal couple will choose you, do you?”  



 “You don't have a switch, a button, an electronic chip or anything. That shows you 

can do nothing, just absolutely nothing,” whined the robotic dog, and sidled up to the 

lion.  

 “No wonder no one's bought you all these days. Who'd want a bright yellow, 

stuffed duckling that can just stand around and stare with beady eyes? Why, you 

must be the most ancient toy here!” chorused the other toys, all wanting to curry 

favour with the lion. 

 The little duckling felt terribly ashamed of herself. They were right. She could 

do none of the things the other toys could. She cowered into a corner and hoped no 

one would notice her. She didn’t mind not being bought, but she didn’t want to be 

laughed at or scolded. 

 Suddenly there was a hullabaloo in the shop. A few attendants ran to and fro 

with bouquets. A red carpet was rolled out. An electronic band, which could 

automatically play tunes stored in its memory, was switched on. And the managers 

stood at attention at the entrance, heads held high, shoes polished to a sparkle. The 

royal couple had arrived!  

 The toys assumed their best postures and waited.  

 The king and queen went round the shop. The shop manager and her attendants 

explained the working of all the modern playthings. They demonstrated the best ones 

and the unique ones.  

 The royal couple was most gracious and said, “Oh, wonderful! But not really what 

we want,” or “How very nice, but not the right one for Tina,” or “Amazing, but not 

exactly what we're looking for.” This went on and on till almost every toy in the shop 

was disqualified. The suspense became intolerable for the toys.  

 “Don't they make simple toys any more? Toys that'll just be toys instead of 

trying to imitate life?” sighed the queen, disappointed.  

 “One can hardly call these playthings! They're more like machines,” said the king, 

bored.  

 At that very moment the queen spied the tiny yellow duckling nestling in the 

darkest possible corner of a shelf of sophisticated toys. “Can you show me that 



bright yellow thing, please? I don’t think we’ve seen it yet,” she said to the 

attendant.  

 The attendant took down the duckling rather shamefacedly and said, “I'm sorry 

your majesty. This is just a stuffed duckling. It belongs to an old generation of toys. 

I don't know how it has escaped our periodical stock-taking.” 

 But the royal couple waved aside his profuse apology. 

 “Look at its eyes – so bright and full of wonder,” said the king. 

 “And it’s so small and cute,” gushed the queen. 

 “Just the thing for Tina,” agreed the king. 

 “Oh! She’ll love this,” exclaimed the queen.  

 And they were right. The princess simply adored the little yellow duckling. She 

named it Shyla because it seemed so shy.  

 “It looks and feels like a real duckling, so soft and wobbly,” Tina said. “And just 

look at her eyes! Like dark blue marbles – so bright and shiny. I’m sure she loves me 

as much as I love her. It’s among the best birthday presents I’ve ever got,” she said.  

Shyla simply smiled shyly and snuggled happily into the princess’ arms.  



2. SUSAN LEARNS TO PLAY 
 

 

 Susan pulled open a drawer crammed with toys, and took out a dancing tiger. It 

had deep orange and black eyes, and its fur gleamed like a real tiger’s. She switched 

on the button hidden under its ear. But the tiger did not dance. It just stood on the 

carpet without moving an inch. “Go on, skip, dance, GO ON” Susan shouted. But the 

toy tiger’s battery had run down. It couldn’t do anything. “Stupid tiger, go right back 

in,” Susan screamed and threw the dancing tiger back into the drawer.  

 Then she took out an electronic dog. It was the kind that wags its tail and barks 

if someone clapped near its ear. Susan clapped till her hands ached. But the shaggy-

waggy dog with a soft, furry, brown coat had run out of battery too. It looked up at 

Susan with kind, trusting, honey-brown eyes and let out a small squeak when 

squeezed. But it could do nothing more. Susan was exasperated. She threw the dog 

into the far corner of the room.  

 Soon, strewn about Susan’s playroom were dozens of toys and playthings. None 

of them would do what they were meant to. Susan started throwing a tantrum.  

 "Mamma, come and play with me! Please, mamma! Please," she wailed.  

 But her mother was a writer and worked from home. She had half a dozen chores 

to get done before sitting down with her assignments.  

 “Not now, dear. Later. Mamma has loads of work to do. Here’s your favourite 

green bunny. Just cuddle up. See, he wants you to,” Susan’s mother said. She thrust 

the fluffy green bunny with huge pink ears into her daughter’s hands and rushed off 

to do the dishes. She felt very sorry for her baby, but she simply had no time to play 

with her. 

 “I hate this great big bunny. So greeeen! I’m bored, bored, BORED,” hollered 

Susan at the top of her voice.  

 She kicked up such a ruckus that Aunt Mani, who lived next door, heard her and 

decided to drop in and play with her for a while. Soon Aunt Mani was walking up the 

driveway of Susan’s house, a spring in her step and a song on her lips. Aunt Mani was 



fond of little Susan because she reminded her of her own grandchildren who lived far 

away. Besides, Susan was a smart little girl.  

 The moment Aunt Mani opened her neighbour’s door and stepped into their living 

room, she heard Susan’s mother on the phone upstairs, and Susan crying her heart 

out in a room downstairs. On tiptoe, Aunt Mani walked into the little girl’s room. 

As soon as she saw Aunt Mani Susan stopped crying and ran to her. 

 “My, my! What a lot of toys you have, dear!” exclaimed Aunt Mani, gently 

gathering up Susan in her arms and gingerly stepping over the toys that cluttered 

the floor.  

 “Oh, they’re all so stupid. They can’t do a thing,” said Susan, squeezing the 

shaggy-waggy dog. “See, see! He’s supposed to say bow-wow and wag his tail if I 

squeeze him. But he’s gone and forgotten to talk.” 

 One by one Susan showed all her toys to Aunt Mani. Once upon a time they had 

been able to jump and skip and sing a tune or two. But the battery had run down in 

most of them. So they could do nothing now, except lie around. Susan had got used to 

switching on a button and watching her toys jump and skip and dance and sing. Now 

that they wouldn’t perform, she felt helpless and angry.  

 Aunt Mani was not only a kind person. She was also very wise. “Now, now, isn’t it 

sad that your toys are all so run down and tired! I think they’re unwell,” she said. 

 “Let’s see a doc, then” said Susan brightly. 

 “Good idea! Let’s take all these poor little sick things to a doctor. Now, who’s 

going to be the doctor? You or I?” asked Aunt Mani. 

 “I’m going to be the doctor. See, Barbie’s stethoscope is too small for you,” said 

Susan, removing Dr. Barbie’s stethoscope and hanging it around her own neck. “But 

you can be the nurse, Mani auntie,” she said generously. 

 Soon, Aunt Mani and Susan had the dogs and dolls, the bunnies and teddies and 

the pandas lie down on a mattress. Over the next hour, ‘Dr. Susan’ and ‘Nurse Mani 

auntie’ tended to the ‘sick,’ telling them stories, singing carols and lullabies, and 

rocking them to sleep.  



 When the teddies, dogs and dolls were all well, they were ready to go to school! 

Susan now became their mother. She cleaned them, brushed them, fed them and got 

them ready for the school bus.  

 A pram she had used when she was a baby became the School Bus. Susan became 

the bus driver. She honked at each stop for a few dolls to get on to the bus. And 

when they all reached ‘school,’ which was in the opposite corner of the room from the 

hospital, Susan became their teacher.  

 Aunt Mani was the Mathematics teacher and Susan was the language teacher. 

Between them, they taught the class to sing rhymes, say the alphabet and recite the 

multiplication tables up to ten.  

 After school, Susan, the bus driver, brought back all the toys home. And then 

she was their mother, once again. She used building blocks to make beds and 

furniture, and modelling clay to make fruits, bread and cake.  

 By now Susan was doing all the talking, dancing and singing, while her dolls 

watched passively. Susan was delighted. And Aunt Mani was pleased to see her young 

friend so full of beans. 

 “What fun! What fun!” Susan kept exclaiming, in between petting and scolding 

and lecturing her dolls and toys. 

 When Aunt Mani was sure the child wasn’t bored any more, she slipped out 

silently and went back home. Long after Aunt Mani had left, Susan was still talking 

with her toys.  

 She made up her own stories and games, different ones every day. And she 

enjoyed these original games immensely. In fact, Susan did not complain of boredom 

ever again, much to her mother’s surprise and relief. 



3. LEOPARD BRIGHT SPOT'S CASE 
 

 

 Rose was a young tribal girl who lived in a hut on the forest fringe. She loved the 

dark nights when the moon would be just a thin crescent and the sky would be 

dazzling with stars. On such star-lit nights Rose loved to sit outside her hut and 

count the stars. She would dream of riding a rocket to the heavens one day.  

 There would be a lot of activity in the nearby huts as well. People would sing and 

dance by a camp fire or go to a ‘tent-house’ to watch a late-night movie. 

 But that new moon night was different. Though the star-studded sky was as 

lovely as ever, Rose was sitting inside her hut and crying. Her parents and her elder 

brother were sitting beside her and weaving cane baskets. The whole village was 

unusually quiet and sombre. No one was in a mood for fun and frolic. 

 An incident had occurred that afternoon which had shocked all of them. A 

leopard had come out of the forest and mauled a young boy who was playing in the 

garden of his farm house. The villagers had later caught the leopard and beaten it to 

death.  

 Rose and the young boy who had died were of the same age. She had seen him 

often playing in his garden when she was climbing up trees like a little monkey. She 

had even gone fruit-gathering with him a couple of times when they happened to be 

out in the forest at the same time. Rose felt very sad that the leopard had killed the 

little boy. But she was also very upset that the elders of her village, including her 

father, had ganged up to kill the leopard.  

 “Why did the leopard kill the little boy?” Rose asked her father, sniffing and 

wiping away her tears.  

 Her father caressed her rough, brown hair and said, “I don’t know, child.” 

 “Father, you always say we and the forest animals are friends. So, why did the 

leopard come out of the forest and kill him?” asked Rose, persistently. 

 “It must have been hungry, child,” said her father, half-heartedly. 



 “Fair enough. The leopard was hungry and so it killed the little boy. But why did 

you kill the poor animal?” Rose asked.  

 Her father looked away guiltily. He too was upset that they had all beaten the 

animal to death. His tribe and the forest animals had lived together in harmony for 

generations. He was ashamed that they had lost their temper and killed the poor 

leopard. He and his fellow tribes-people had always considered the animals and plants 

their brothers and sisters. But he felt that their relationship had now changed for 

ever. He was close to tears himself and didn’t know how to answer his daughter. He 

simply put Rose to bed and patted her till she slept. 

 Some time later, Rose had a dream.  

 Neethi, the Goddess of Justice, was sitting on a throne. From the expression on 

her face Rose could see that she was very angry. A leopard was standing in front of 

the Goddess, its head drooping, its tail between its legs.  

 Neethi looked at the animal, her eyes emitting fire. "Bright Spot, this morning 

you killed an innocent little boy. Why did you do such a horrid thing?" she thundered. 

Bright Spot looked up at the Goddess, his eyes full of tears, and said, "It’s a long 

story, my lady.” 

 Then, Rose began to see some beautiful forest scenes in her dream.  

 A herd of elephants was lumbering leisurely through the dense undergrowth. All 

of them were looking on with affectionate amusement at the two baby elephants that 

were leading the way.  

 At a watering hole, two lionesses and a brood of eight cubs were quenching their 

thirst. Hearing the elephants approaching, the lions ambled off majestically, and the 

cubs scampered after them.  

 Some distance away, in a clearing, two peacocks fanned out their colourful 

feathers and pirouetted like ballet dancers. Near them, two leopards were engaged 

in a playful brawl.  

 Even as Rose was wondering whether one of them was Bright Spot, she heard him 

tell the Goddess of Justice, “My Lady, the one on the right is me. See, the spots on 

my skin? They’re much darker and brighter than my companion’s. That’s why they 

named me Bright Spot.  



 “Once upon a time, my forest was dark and dense. It was an old forest and the 

trees were huge, like giants. We had hundreds of lovely birds and colourful 

butterflies. My animal friends and I were living there happily, just like generations of 

our ancestors before us." 

 Even as Bright Spot was telling his story, in her dream Rose saw a herd of 

spotted deer sporting, stopping now and then to perk up their ears. Then, abruptly, 

all the deer began to run. Their feet hardly seemed to touch the ground as they 

loped gracefully into the thick foliage.  

 Immediately, the tranquil forest scene was replaced by visions of intense 

activity.  

 Rose saw lions, tigers, bison and elephants running helter-skelter. The sky was a 

riot of colour as hundreds of birds and butterflies flew out of the forest. Scores of 

mammoth trees were being felled. There was great commotion as roads were laid and 

houses were built. Cars, buses, lorries and jeeps carrying people and their belongings 

began plying through the forest. 

 In the Court of Neethi, the Goddess of Justice, Bright Spot was saying, in a 

voice heavy with sadness, "We were scared of the vehicles that puffed smoke. They 

brought in humans who killed us and our kind and took away our skin, bones and horns. 

They logged our trees and built houses. They filled up our watering holes and made 

farmlands. In the end, there wasn’t enough food and water for all of us.” 

 Neethi looked at Bright Spot kindly and asked, “Why didn’t you try to find 

another home?” 

 Bright Spot said, “Some of us did. The birds and butterflies, for instance. They 

flew away to safer places. But we animals couldn't leave. We were hemmed in on all 

sides by settlements. Several friends of mine, who tried to leave, were caught and 

killed.” 

 The Goddess of Justice nodded her head sympathetically and Bright Spot 

continued his story.  

 “Gradually, one by one, my cubs died of starvation till only the youngest was left. 

This last little cub of mine too was fading slowly and my wife begged me to save 

her…” 



 In her dream, Rose saw Bright Spot’s wife prodding him with her paw and pushing 

him with her nose. Then, she saw Bright Spot walking off to do his wife's bidding. But 

this was not the frolicsome, energetic leopard she had seen in the beginning of her 

dream. His glowing skin and shining eyes had lost their lustre. His spots had dulled 

and the spring was gone from his step.  

 He foraged in the sparse undergrowth like a common street dog. But all he could 

find were rubbish-filled plastic covers and junk left over by picnickers.  

 Suddenly Bright Spot was at the edge of the forest. And Rose’s friend, the small 

boy, was playing in the compound of his farm house. 

 In the background, Rose could hear Bright Spot saying, "My Lady, when I saw the 

cheerful little rich boy I was filled with rage. He was so full of life, while my own 

young one was dying. I had hunted hard to try and get something for my cub to eat. 

But there was nothing. At that moment, I hated the humankind to which the boy 

belonged. They had taken away all our forests. We had no food, no water and even 

our shelter was dwindling. 

 "Hungry and angry, I pounced on the little boy and locked my teeth on his neck. 

The child shrieked once and then fell silent. I dragged him a few yards, intending to 

make a meal of him with my family. But then I was overcome with remorse.  

 “The innocent little boy had caused me no harm. But I had killed him in a fit of 

anger. I felt terribly ashamed of myself. I dropped his body there and was about to 

leave, when his father saw me and raised an alarm. The village people rushed from all 

sides. I ran, trying to evade them, to escape. But the hordes, armed with sticks and 

stones, caught me and beat me to death. I had no strength to fight them and save 

myself. So here I am, my Lady," said Bright Spot and two huge tears fell down from 

his eyes. 

 Rose’s dream ended there. She felt very sorry for Bright Spot and prayed with 

all her heart to Neethi not to punish the poor leopard for killing the little boy. She 

felt she would have done the same thing had she been in Bright Spot’s place. What 

would you have done? 



4. THE DAY THE ANIMALS SAVED MEXICO CITY 
 

 

 Popocatepetl, the mighty volcano in south central Mexico, rumbled and groaned. 

He was overcome with worry and pain. Dozens of machines, called hydraulic 

excavators, were tearing at his sides. The huge vehicles, with robotic arms and 

hammers, could break up rocks as if they were peanuts. On that day they were all 

working on Popocatapetl, trying to bore a hole through him.  

 "Why are they trying to break me up? I’ve been behaving myself, haven’t I? I 

haven’t blown my top for years!” cried Popocatepetl, anxiously. 

 “Popo, they aren’t breaking you up. They’re actually trying to make a hole right 

through your middle,” explained his furred and feathered friends, trying to comfort 

him. 

 “A hole through my middle?” he yelled, thinking his ear was playing tricks on him. 

 “Whatever for?” 

 “So that we can get rid of all the bad air hanging over our city,” chorused the 

animals and birds, flying and fidgeting agitatedly. 

 Though Popocatepetl was so mighty, he often felt helpless because he couldn’t 

move. "Even the delicate butterflies flit and flutter to distant lands and know so 

much about so many things. But I can’t move an inch! Hmph," he often rued.  

 Now that the birds and animals seemed to know all about why he was being 

treated so callously, he felt greatly vexed. He himself hadn’t had an inkling. And he 

felt it was grossly unfair. “Eh! What’s that bit about bad air? Why don’t you all stay 

still and tell me properly instead of flapping about and talking in riddles?” the giant 

mountain complained.  

 Popocatepetl’s furred and feathered friends began telling the mountain all that 

they knew, from what they had heard on their travels. 

 “Everyone says that our city has become one of the planet's most polluted cities. 

Hundreds of humans fall sick every day simply because they breathe, I believe!” said 

the Mexican Gray Wolf, wryly.  



 It was obvious he didn’t think much of human beings. Naturally ... After setting 

out to all but eliminate their species completely by the 1950s, human beings were 

trying to breed the Mexican Gray Wolf in captivity and re-establish them in the wild 

by the 1990s! 

 An Ocelot, which shared the wolf’s feelings for humans, yawned as he tried to 

make sense of what he had heard humans say. “We can’t stop breathing so long as we 

live. Right? But if we breathe we get sick. And we can’t live happily if we keep getting 

sick. Right? And if we keep breathing and keep getting sick then what’s the whole 

idea?” he asked, and yawned again.  

 “Oh Ocey! You’re making me feel giddy, talking in circles like that,” grumbled 

Popocatapetl. But the Ocelot had dozed off. 

 Like most cats, the Ocelot was a nocturnal animal. He had been busy all night and 

had just been nodding off at dawn when the noise made by the hydraulic excavators 

had shaken him awake rudely. The racket had been keeping him from sleep through 

the day and he was tired out.  

 “Our city is 7400 ft above sea level; we’ve got a tropical climate; and we’re 

surrounded by mountains on all sides. So, what do you expect? The pollutants are all 

caught in the heavy air that lies like a blanket across the city. Cut a hole through 

Popocatapetl!” roared the Puma. 

 All the animals turned menacingly on the Puma, who rushed to add, with a mocking 

air, “Oh, well, those aren’t my words. That’s what I heard the experts saying. It’s all 

Mother Nature’s fault, they say.” 

 Popocatepetl was livid! "Humans and their hare-brained ideas!" he fumed.  

 The Boa Constrictor coiled and uncoiled his twelve feet long body round the 

branch of a tree, his black, brown and yellow scales glistening in the sun. "Mother 

Nature’s fault, my foot! It’s the Homo sapiens’ fault that the air quality is so poor, 

and they know it,” he hissed.  

 "I think it's their factories," ventured the timid Gazelle, carefully keeping a 

distance from the Boa Constrictor as that big snake was known to swallow small deer 

like her, whole!  



 “I think it’s their cars," said the Jaguarundi, shaking its flattened head and 

trying to make itself taller in order to appear like its cousin, the Puma.  

 The Golden Eagle, the king of the birds said, "I agree with both of you. Both the 

cars and the factories are at fault. The smog here is so thick it blurs even my sharp 

eyesight!" 

 Popocatepetl was astonished that his friends were so knowledgeable. "You all 

know so much about so many things! I’m sure you can even teach the Mexicans a thing 

or two about how to make the air in their capital breathable," he declared.  

 Then, suddenly, he rumbled with laughter and said, “Hey! I think you really can 

teach the Mexicans a lesson! Just listen to what I’ve got to say.” 

 The animals looked at each other doubtfully. Had Popo gone mad, they wondered. 

But as Popocatapetl began to outline his audacious plan, they enthusiastically latched 

on to the idea. All of them loved an adventure!  

 Soon, the animals and birds in their hundreds were trooping in and swooping down 

on an unsuspecting Mexican population.  

 The animals went on a rampage, using their horns and hooves to flatten the tyres 

of every fuel-driven vehicle in Mexico City.  

 The birds flew back and forth, filling the chimneys of the polluting industries 

with all the twigs, leaves and cobwebs they could carry in their beaks.  

 The rodents and reptiles occupied every nook and cranny on the factory floors, 

driving out the workers, who ran out screaming in fright.  

 The insects did their mite, flying about wildly in thousands and making it 

impossible for humans to harm their friends. 

 The people of Mexico City were taken unawares by this joint animal attack. Had 

the day of reckoning arrived? Was mankind going to be annihilated? They were 

baffled and frightened.  

 A couple of hours later the offensive ended as suddenly as it had begun. The 

Mexicans heaved a sigh of relief, and then gasped with surprise! How easy it was to 

breathe!  

 They inhaled and exhaled several times, simply enjoying the pleasure of 

breathing pure, fresh air.  



 In a flash they understood what the animals and birds and insects had been 

trying to tell them. With no vehicles on the roads, industries and factories all stilled, 

pollution had been stopped at the source! 

 All the Mexicans laughed in relief and Popocatepetl rumbled and roared with 

them. The Mexicans had learnt a lesson. They decided that they would manage to 

find ways to make their vehicles and factories less polluting rather than bore a hole 

through the mountain they all loved. 

 Popocatapetl was happy his plan had succeeded. And he was happier still he didn’t 

have to live with a hole through his middle.  



5. LIZZIE'S ADVENTURE 
 

 

 Lizzie the lizard was having a showdown with her parents, yet again. She had 

never ceased to be angry with them for giving her an extremely unimaginative name! 

Just imagine a girl with a name like 'Girlie' or a boy who has a name like 'O Boy!' 

Awfully awkward names, aren’t they? And so uninteresting and unimaginative! Being a 

lizard, Lizzie felt the same way about her name. She hated it. Besides, her friends 

teased her endlessly about it. And every time they mocked her, she crawled back 

home to have a row with her parents.  

 Lizzie was not a gecko - the kind of lizard that creeps all over the walls of the 

house and makes adults squirm with embarrassment when there are guests. She was 

not a chameleon or a monitor either. Lizzie was a garden lizard. [Did you know there 

are more than 3000 varieties of them?] And, Lizzie was one of the most magnificent 

creatures of her specie.  

 Measured till the tip of her tail, she was more than one-foot long. Her coat was a 

beautiful brownish-black with an orange line running right down the centre of her 

back. Lizzie's grandmother always said, "Lizzie my dear, if there was a beauty 

competition for lizards you'd certainly walk away with the Miss Universe crown!"  

 That day, after the usual spat with her parents over her insipid name, a furious 

Lizzie jumped down from the pomegranate tree where the rest of her family had 

gathered. She began climbing all over the outside walls of the house in the next 

compound. She knew it made her parents livid to see her do this. It was considered 

undignified behaviour for her specie. They were garden lizards and houses were out 

of bounds to them. But it was Lizzie's way of getting even with her parents. She had 

begged them to call her ‘Lavender’ instead of ‘Lizzie.’ But they had been indifferent 

to her pleas. So she was bent on making them pay for it by being as difficult as 

possible.  

 After some frenzied climbing and crawling, Lizzie felt better and stood on the 

front door of the house, her head bobbing characteristically and her tail, jerking in 



rhythm. She was just planning to run back to her family, when the door of the house 

swung in suddenly and a boy came out.  

 Caught off-guard by the unexpected movement of the door, Lizzie sprang, and 

was alarmed to find that she had landed inside the house instead of outside! Before 

she could gather her wits and run out into the compound, the door was well and truly 

shut. The boy had left for school. 

 Lizzie loved an adventure. So she wasn’t afraid. But she felt extremely 

uncomfortable indoors. She didn't want to be seen crawling all over the walls in 

search of an open window. It would have been mortifying for a garden lizard to be 

found in such a condition!  

 She crept under the staircase in the hall and stood there, thinking, willing her 

'grey cells' to work hard. Soon, she had made an escape plan.  

Lizzie climbed stealthily up to the helmet that was hung on the wall near the 

staircase. She had seen people wearing it when they went outside. She decided that 

she would just lie inside the helmet till someone in the house decided to go out.  

 Soon enough, it was time for Anu to go to college.  

 "Dad, I'm taking the scooty to college today," she called out to her father, and 

jauntily clipped on the helmet.  

 Lizzie managed to creep out quickly from inside the helmet and perch herself on 

top of it, just as Anu was putting it on.  

 With a jolly "Bye everybody," Anu let herself out and switched on the scooter. 

Lizzie tried to leap off, but on the smooth surface of the helmet Lizzie couldn’t find 

a grip to propel herself forward.  

 Soon Anu was zipping down a main road. Lizzie felt giddy seeing the automobiles 

whizzing past. Their fumes choked her and their noise deafened her. She held on to 

the helmet for dear life.  

 At a road junction, Anu stopped for the signal light to turn green. Lizzie, her 

eyes bulging out from her head, stood like an idol on top of the helmet.  

 A man in a car near Anu gestured to her and shouted, "Chameleon on your head, 

ma’am, there's a chameleon on your head!"  



 Lizzie didn't take too kindly to being called a chameleon. She was an Oriental 

Garden Lizard and didn’t want to be confused with her colour-changing cousin. She 

felt indignant in spite of her helplessness. But before she could as much as bob her 

head a couple of times in annoyance, Lizzie found herself sailing through the air.  

 In a swift movement, Anu had removed her helmet and shaken Lizzie off. And 

when she landed, Lizzie found herself in the company of that very person who had 

called her a chameleon! By a quirk of fate, Lizzie had flown right through the open 

window of the car and fallen on its front passenger seat.  

 "I'm sorry," Anu called out gaily to the man in the driver’s seat as she zoomed 

off when the signal changed.  

 "I'm sorry too, that I tried to help," muttered the man to himself, eyeing Lizzie 

nervously.  

 Would the creature bite him, was it a blood sucker?  

 The man was so stupefied by the turn of events he even forgot to start his car. 

It took a policeman's shrill whistle to make him realize that he was holding up 

traffic.  

 The man drove slowly, trying to make the minimum possible movements, so as to 

avoid attracting the attention of the 'animal'.  

 Lizzie glared at him to her heart's content, till she was satisfied that he had 

been punished sufficiently for calling her a chameleon. Then she slowly began to 

explore her surroundings. She felt that creeping around this moving vehicle was 

somehow not quite the same as crawling on house walls and hence did not violate the 

'code of conduct' for garden lizards.  

 When he could no longer see Lizzie, the man felt infinitely better. He was an 

optimist and felt sure that the creature had crept out of the car. But Lizzie was in 

the rear seat, taking a nap after an exhausting morning's adventure. 

 The car finally reached its destination – a tree-filled compound. The moment the 

car stopped, Lizzie woke up and quick as a flash, jumped out of the open window. Was 

she relieved to find herself in the fresh open air! She almost felt sorry for humans, 

who stayed cooped inside suffocating houses for most part of their lives.  



 She ran about wildly, jumping from tree to tree in gay abandon. It wasn't long 

before she was noticed in her new home. Her striking appearance certainly made her 

stand out!  

 Soon one of the garden lizards in the compound greeted Lizzie: "Hi! You're new 

here, aren't you? What's your name?" he asked. 

 Lizzie whispered, "My name is Lavender," and she felt a thrill run through her as 

she repeated, loudly this time, "My name is Lavender.” 

 “Oh, what a nice name!" exclaimed Lizzie’s new friend and Lizzie felt dizzy with 

happiness. A name she could feel proud of, at last!  

 

 

 

 

 

~  END  ~ 

 

 



 

 

A LETTER FROM THE AUTHOR 

 

 

 

Hello! 

 

I hope you enjoyed reading the stories as much as I enjoyed making them up for 

you. 

 

Do write to me at sangha0mitra@yahoo.co.uk and let me know which stories you 

liked and which you didn’t. I promise to reply to every mail. 

 

I look forward to hearing from you and knowing about you. 

 

With love and best wishes. 

 

Revathi.                                                                                         March 2012. 
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