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Introduction: P1-2

Shemeem Abbas, the consultant of the storybook project gives the theoretical and
methodological background of the stories written for the girl-child in developing societies.
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DHOLAK: THE DRUM

I am a Dholak. I am a Drum. You can play me, and beat me on both
sides. My middle is made of wood, and my sides are covered with dry skin.
When you tighten the strings around my middle, and beat my sides, I create
very interesting beats. The tighter the strings the better I play. So, whenever
there is a village fair, or a wedding, or a celebration for a baby's birth, folks will
bring me in, and play me, so that everyone can sing and dance.

I live in the village in Naimat's house. Now, Naimat is a poor woman
with three small children that she has to look after. I am her only means to make
a living. Whenever, there is an occassion for fun in the village, I go with her. She
plays me there, and folks give her money for singing songs with me. Sometimes,
when Naimat is in the kitchen preparing food for the family, the three children
play with me. One of them beats my sides, and they all sing songs. I do make
them happy with my beats as they enjoy the singing.

The other day Naimat took me to Sakina's wedding. Sakina, the bride
wore saffron yellow clothes. Her face and body were covered in a large red veil,
whose gold and silver embroidery glittered in the light of the electric bulbs. I
peeked into the veil, and saw that Sakina was very happy. Itoo was happy, as I
was having so much fun at her wedding.

The women wore lovely, colored clothes: deep red, and orange, and rich
green, and yellow with loads of gold and silver embroideries. They wore gold
and silver necklaces, with colored stones in them. They even wore bangles and
earr ings, and anklets that jingled as they moved gently. Their clothes and veils
rustled as they walked. Their rings glittered on their fingers. The little girls
looked beautiful. They showed each other the colored glass bangles on their
arms, the reds, the purples and the torqoise. Their palms were dyed in the deep
orange colored henna, that they showed to their friends and cousins.

When Sakina, the bride walked into the room, covered in her large red
veil, lots of women were with her. Naimat started to play me real loud. She and
the girls sang songs about the bride and her groom, their henna and their future
joys. The women were happy to hear the songs, as they showered the money to
Naimat. I was hungry to smell all those aromas from the saffron rice, and the
pilaf rice cooked with lamb. In fact, toward the end, I was tired from all that
laughter and joy, and the work that I had to do to keep the music going.

Naimat was delighted with all that money she got. On the way home she
bought lots of oranges for her children that they all ate together, sitting on the
mat in her tiny mud house. They were joyful together. So you see now, I made




all the guests at the wedding happy with my music and women like Naimat
could also earn a living drumming me.
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THIRSTY MYNA

This is the story of a bird called Myna. On a hot summer day in May,
poor Myna almost died from thirst. She hopped from tree to tree, and from wall
to wall but she could not see even a drop of water. She was weak from thirst and
she could barely stand on her legs. In despair, she looked at the sky. All she
saw was the sun, which looked like a ball of burning fire, throwing its flames
down on poor little Myna.

Myna's tongue hung through her beak. She was so very thirsty as there
was no water to be had anywhere. Suddenly, she saw a house across the railway
tracks. Inside the court yard in the house Myna saw something that looked like a
pot. She also saw two large, black crows drink something from that pot, as their
necks were dug deep into it. Myna said to herself, " I bet these fellows are
drinking water!" She limped, as she dragged her frail body to the pot. Lo and
behold, what do you think she saw when she got to the pot ? She could not
believe her eyes-- the pot brimmed with water !

Myna drank, and drank, and drank the water. Her thirst would just not
go away. At last, when she felt a little better, and a little stronger she looked up
at the window. There stood a beautiful little girl, with large black eyes, and dark
hair. Her name was Rano. She smiled at Myna. She loved to put out water for
thirsty little birds. She would fill the pot with water every morning in the hot
summer months, and then would stand in the window to watch the birds drink
the water.

Alas, Myna could not speak Rano's language. But, in her own little bird
language she chirped and chirped joyfully to let Rano know that she was
thankful. Rano understood Myna's message. Thereafter, Myna went to Rano's
courtyard every day to drink water. They both became good friends. Myna
would even sit on Rano's fist whenever she held it out to her.

You see then that, whenever people are kind to birds and animals, they
develop a special bond with them. Because Rano was a kind girl she became
Myna's friend. With kindness, you make this earth a pleasant place to live,
where the birds and animals become people’s friends.
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