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Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

All living creatures need one another

even though the connection is not clear.

It is said, ‘When one tugs at a single

thing in nature, he finds it attached to

the rest of the world.’
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Chapter 1: Midnight Visitor

[image: ]


Ranjan’s mother came in to check on him. “Why aren’t you asleep? Stop reading that book. It’s well past your bedtime.”

“I’m not sleepy at all.”

“If you lie down and close your eyes, you will fall asleep in no time!” His mother took the book from him and waited until he got into bed. She covered him with a soft blanket and wished him goodnight.

Ranjan was not sleepy because he had spent the day in bed. A bad cold had kept him at home, and he had slept for hours because of the cold medication.

After his mother left the room, Ranjan closed his eyes. He kept them shut for a long time. Or so he thought. The Grandfather Clock in the living room struck the hour. He counted the strokes. It was only ten o’clock!

To while away the time, he tried making shadow figures with his hands. But the images were hazy in the dim light of the night lamp.

He looked around for something to do. The last time his cousins were visiting, they had draped the bedposts with a sheet. For one afternoon, the bed was their boat, and they were pirates. But he was alone now, and a make-believe voyage was no fun without company.

Once again, he closed his eyes. He tried counting sheep, but he had never seen a sheep and found it difficult to imagine a herd of sheep. He sat up again and played video games. When the clock struck the midnight hour, he was still awake.

A sound came from the garden. Ranjan scrambled out of bed and ran to the window. There was a huge bird in the garden. His mother had placed a tub below the leaking water tap. The bird was drinking from it.  

Ranjan rubbed his eyes. Was it really a bird? Or was he dreaming? He pinched his arm and cried out softly when it hurt.

The enormous bird looked up. Ranjan held its gaze. When it didn’t look away, he leaned over the windowsill and spoke to it in a soft voice. “Come here!” 

The bird took a step back and opened its wings. Its wings were bigger than the garden umbrella they sometimes used. The bird was also taller than Ranjan. Ranjan was eight but tall for his age. 

The bird’s size did not scare Ranjan because he could tell the bird was scared of him! It kept jerking back its head and looked ready to fly away. 

“Don’t be scared! Don’t fly away! I won’t harm you. I can’t harm you, can I? You are so much bigger than I am.”

The bird folded its wings but stayed where it was. “Will you not be my friend?” Ranjan asked. “You are big and strong, but you’re nice. I once saw a falcon. It looked so fierce that it scared me to go near it. I very much want you to be my friend. Please don’t fly away.” 

Ranjan kept talking in a soft and gentle voice. Slowly, the bird came closer. Its feathers were white and silver, and its eyes were red. They shone as brilliantly as the rubies in the idol at the temple. 

Ranjan was thrilled. He had never seen any creature as magnificent as the bird. “I wonder what kind of bird you are!” he said. 

“I am Vajra.”

Ranjan looked around. Where had that throaty voice come from?

“My name is Vajra.” 

The bird was talking! How was that possible? Was he dreaming? About to pinch himself again, he stopped. His arm was still burning from the earlier pinch.

“May I come in?” Vajra asked.

“Can you come in through the window? I can’t open the front door.”

“I can if you move back.”

Vajra came in long neck first. When he started to open his wings, Ranjan stopped him. “Don’t! You will knock something down. The sound might wake up my mother.”

“Your mother?” Vajra squeaked and ran to the window. He thrust his neck out. He was leaving!
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Chapter 2: Terrace Meeting
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Ranjan grabbed Vajra’s feet. “Don’t go! Please don’t go.”

Vajra came in but stayed close to the window. Ranjan shut the door. “There! Now my mother can’t come in. You have nothing to worry about.”

Vajra came further into the room. He was careful not to open his wings.

“My parents’ room is on the other side of the house. If we keep our voices low, they will not hear us.”

“Parents!” Once again, Vajra darted towards the window. He also kept moving his head from side to side.

Ranjan scrambled up a chair and flung his arms around Vajra’s neck. “Stop! My parents will not harm you! Nobody will harm you!”

Vajra slowly calmed down. “I am sorry. I panicked. I came inside because I thought you were alone. But your parents live here too. I must go. It is bad enough I spoke to you. I can’t let more people see me.”

“Vajra, you are safe.”

“There’s also another problem. The house looked big from the outside, but it’s quite small. I can’t spread my wings! I like to spread my wings.”

Ranjan guessed Vajra didn’t know that houses had rooms, and the inside was different from the outside. Was that why he was restless? He might feel better if he had enough space to flap his wings.

“We can go out into the garden or up on the terrace. I can’t open the front door, but if you stand beside the window, I can step down on your back.”

Vajra agreed. He went out the same way he had come in and stood close to the window. As soon as Ranjan landed on him, he rose. Ranjan jerked forward and tried to get a hold. The next moment, they were on the terrace. Ranjan slipped off his perch, and Vajra ran around the terrace, flapping his wings.

“That felt good!” he said, finally coming to a stop.

“Tell me who you are and from where you have come,” Ranjan asked, no longer able to hold back his questions.
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Chapter 3: Lost and Alone
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“Where do I start?” Vajra asked.

“Start from the beginning,” Ranjan said.

“That may be a good place. Hundreds of years ago, my ancestors lived in a king’s palace. They were royal pets. We believe that the first pair came from Fairy Land.”

Ranjan’s eyes grew round in astonishment. “Fairy Land?” he asked.

“That’s what they say.”

“Don’t you know for sure?”

“How can I? I’m only a young bird.”

That made sense. Ranjan didn’t know much about his ancestors, either.

“My ancestors were happy in the palace. The royal garden had tasty fruit, and the lake was stocked with fish. No one in the kingdom was allowed to hunt them or capture them. They were free to fly wherever they wished. They learned to speak the language of men. The royal family doted on them.”  

“This must have been a long time ago. We have no kings now,” Ranjan said.

“I told you this was hundreds of years ago. In those days, there were many kings. It is said that they were always fighting with each other over silly things. Because of this, the people suffered and finally decided to get rid of them. At least, this happened to the king in whose palace my ancestors lived. The people attacked the palace and looted it. They killed the king and his family. They did not even spare his pets.”

“Do you mean they killed your ancestors?” Ranjan asked in a hushed voice.

“They killed them and they ate them. The few that escaped took shelter in the mountains. They stayed away from human beings but taught their children human speech.”

“Why didn’t they go back to Fairy Land?”

“I don’t know. I am a very young bird. I think they did not know how to go to Fairy Land. They were born in the palace, you see.”

“How did you come into my garden?” Ranjan asked.

“I came with my flock to the hills beside the town. We came looking for food.”

“You came with your flock? Is it outside the garden?” Ranjan asked, eager to see a flock of such majestic birds.

Vajra looked sad as he shook his head. “I’m alone. I slipped away when my mother was not looking. I wanted to have an adventure. I thought it would be wonderful to see how human beings lived. But as soon as I entered the town, a group of people tried to catch me. I escaped and found a hiding place. I hid throughout the night and the day. When it grew dark again, I wanted to fly to the hills and look for the flock, but I was hungry and thirsty. There was no one on your street and in your garden. I came in and ate your fruit.”

“You’re welcome to it,” Ranjan said. “What will you do now?”

“I don’t know what I will do. I am sure the flock must have left without me. They do not stay close to towns for long.”

“You can fly home. Are you a very young bird? Are you scared to travel alone?”

“I’m not scared! But I can’t fly alone. I have not yet learned to fly by direction. My home is to the northeast, but I can’t keep track of which way northeast lies.”

Ranjan couldn’t believe his ears. Were birds not born with the knowledge about direction? Didn’t they travel across oceans to faraway lands?
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