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​A Strange Birth
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In a quiet little town surrounded by tall trees and narrow dusty roads, a woman gave birth to a baby boy. The room was calm, and the nurses moved gently, smiling as they waited to hear the soft cry of a newborn. But instead of crying, the baby opened his eyes, frowned deeply, and spoke in a clear, annoyed voice.
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Ajantala's mother holds her newborn son as the nurses lean in with gentle smiles — unaware of the surprise to come.

"Woe is me! What kind of place is this?" he said. "Why was I brought here? It's dirty, noisy, and uncomfortable. I don't like it here at all."

The nurses froze, their smiles disappearing instantly.

"Did — did that baby just talk?" one whispered.

"Babies don't talk," another said nervously. "Something is very wrong."

The mother, weak but alert, stared at her child in disbelief. "My son — what are you saying?"

Ajantala turned to her with a tired sigh. "Mother, this world is not impressive. I don't intend to stay long."

A quiet fear settled over the room like a shadow.
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The nurses stare in disbelief as the newborn Ajantala sits upright and addresses the room with a scowl.
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​The Baby Who Bathed Himself
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Before anyone could react, Ajantala wriggled free, climbed down, and stood on his own feet as though he had practiced for years. His tiny steps were steady, his expression serious, and his movements strangely confident.

"I need to clean up," he muttered, walking toward the bathroom without looking back.

The nurses followed halfway, whispering anxiously among themselves.

"What kind of child does this?"

"I have never seen anything like this."

"Should we call the doctor?"
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With fierce concentration, Ajantala scrubs himself clean — entirely on his own, moments after being born.

Inside, water splashed as Ajantala scrubbed himself carefully, humming softly as though the entire situation were perfectly normal. When he returned, wrapped neatly in cloth, he climbed onto a chair and sat upright, surveying the room like a small king observing his court.

"Why are you all standing there?" he asked calmly. "Don't you have work to do?"

No one moved.
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​An Insatiable Hunger
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A moment later, Ajantala lifted his head and sniffed the air slowly.

"Food," he said.

He walked into the kitchen, where the scent of freshly baked buns filled the air. Sunlight streamed through the window, lighting the wooden table where the food had been placed.

Ajantala picked up a bun and took a bite, chewing thoughtfully.

"Mmm — finally, something acceptable."
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Ajantala tears through a pile of freshly baked buns while stunned onlookers watch from behind.

He ate quickly, crumbs falling as one bun disappeared after another. When the plate was empty, he stared at it, his expression darkening.

"That's it?" he said, his voice rising. "Where is the rest?"

He slammed his hand on the table, the sound echoing through the house.

"I am still hungry!"

People rushed in, filling the doorway, whispering in shock and curiosity.

"Is this the child?"

"Look at how he eats!"

"He talks like a grown man!"

Ajantala turned slowly, his eyes sharp and unwelcoming.

"Why are you all staring like fools?" he snapped. "Leave this place immediately."
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Word spreads fast: a crowd of townspeople peer through the doorway, faces wide with disbelief.

The crowd stepped back, uneasy and afraid, their whispers fading as they left.
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​The Naming Ceremony
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Days passed, and the little town began to change. Doors closed earlier in the evenings, conversations became quieter, and people avoided walking near Ajantala's home. His strange behavior spread through the town like a troubling story no one could stop telling.

When the day of his naming ceremony arrived, the air was filled with both celebration and tension. Drums were prepared, food simmered in large pots, and guests gathered cautiously, watching every movement.

Ajantala stood before them confidently, his small frame somehow commanding attention.

"My name is Ajantala," he announced. "Remember it well. I am not like any of you."

A few people forced nervous smiles, while others looked down, avoiding his gaze.
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​Chaos in the Kitchen
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In the kitchen, steam rose from pots as cooks hurried to finish preparing the meal. The air was thick with the smell of spices and roasted meat.

Ajantala entered suddenly, his footsteps quick and sharp.

"Why is the food not ready?" he demanded.

"We are doing our best," one cook replied, wiping sweat from his forehead.

Ajantala frowned deeply. "This is your best?"

Another cook muttered quietly, "This child is trouble."

Ajantala froze, then slowly turned his head.

"What did you say?"

The cook stiffened. "Nothing — I said nothing."

Ajantala reached for a stick leaning against the wall. "You said enough."
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Pots and utensils fly as Ajantala drives the terrified cooks out of the kitchen, laughter echoing behind him.

Moments later, the kitchen erupted in chaos as cooks fled, knocking over utensils and spilling ingredients across the floor. Ajantala chased them out, his laughter echoing loudly.

He then stormed into the dining area.

"Everyone out!" he shouted. "No one eats here!"

The joyful gathering shattered instantly. Chairs scraped loudly, people stumbled over one another, and the carefully prepared feast was abandoned as guests ran out of the house and into the streets.

Outside, the little town fell into panic.
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