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Chapter 1: Adventure!
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Bholu was a monkey who lived deep in the forest. One day, a bird stopped to rest beside him. She had come from a distant land. She told him many wonderful tales from the world outside the forest.

Bholu was a changed monkey after that. He lost interest in his usual games. The other monkeys climbed up trees and jumped down from the upper branches. They swung from one branch to another and played other games all day long. Bholu did not join them. He saw no fun in playing the same games over and over again. He wanted a different life, a life filled with excitement and thrill.  

Bholu left the forest of his birth and set out to seek adventure. He came upon hamlets and villages but did not stop for long. The bird had told him that the most wonderful sights were in cities. After travelling for five days, he entered a city.

He was thrilled. Here was adventure at last! It was exactly like the bird had described. There were tall buildings everywhere. People were getting into strange shiny objects and coming out of them. Music came from somewhere. It was better than what the birds made in the forest. 

There was so much to take in at one glance. Everything was new and interesting. His head moved left and right. He looked up and down, and kept turning around. He climbed a tree and peered through the hanging branches for a better view, but could only see a small portion of the wondrous sights.

He noticed pipes going up a building beside the road. Taking a flying leap, he reached the pipes and clambered up the three-storey building. The parapet wall on the terrace provided an excellent view of the street. Hugging its edge, Bholu crouched low and watched the scene below. It was a wonder he did not fall off.

“Those are cars, and those are buses! That’s a scooter, and the narrow thing with bars is a cycle. How smart human beings are! They look a lot like us, except that they don’t have our beautiful, rich fur, but they are not like us in other ways,” thought Bholu as he watched the vehicles and the people moving up and down the street.

He stared at everything. His eyeballs were like marbles darting from side to side. He barely blinked his eyes. After some time, the smoke from the vehicles made his eyes smart, and the noise did not let him hear his own thoughts. Yet he continued to sit on the corner of the parapet wall and stare.

By evening, he was hungry. He left his post and went looking for food. He found a few trees, but none of them had anything to offer him, not even tender leaves. For a moment, he remembered the forest. There were always fruits and berries for the picking. Then he curled up in a tree and went to sleep. It had been a tiring, though exciting day.
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​Chapter 2: Monkey in the City
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Bholu woke up to the sound of laughter and noise. The noise was from the vehicles. Where was the laughter from? It was a pleasant sound, and was coming from the other side of the wall beside the tree. 

He climbed to the branch above his and craned his neck as far as he could. He saw a garden with green grass and flowers. “Why aren’t there any fruit trees?” he wondered. “Do people eat grass, like cattle?” 

He heard more laughter and saw a little girl running around the garden. A man was running after her. He was trying to catch her. Bholu recognized the game; monkeys played it too.

A man came out of the house, and Bholu started watching him. He brought out a table and three chairs, spread a white cloth on the table, and arranged some things on it. Bholu didn’t know what they were. It was much later that he learned they were cups and saucers, spoons, knives, and forks. The man brought food and put it on the table. A woman came out of the house and sat on a chair. The man and the girl stopped playing. They sat on chairs, and the three of them started eating.

Bholu grew amazed as he watched them. They did not eat like monkeys! Instead of using their fingers to tear the food, they held sharp objects in their hands and cut the food with them. Then they used one sharp object to pick up the food and put it into the mouth. How surprising!

The man and woman, whom Bholu guessed correctly to be the little girl’s parents, finished eating and went indoors. The little girl kept looking about her and swinging her legs. She ate slowly. She also held a baby bear in her arms, only it wasn’t a real baby bear, and pretended to feed it. 

“If the little girl likes bears, she will love a monkey. Monkeys are smarter and better looking. I must go across and say hello. The girl will become my friend and give me those delicious mango slices,” Bholu thought.

Just then, a butterfly came into the garden and flew in front of the girl’s face. The girl slipped out of her chair and followed it. The butterfly stopped to sip from a flower. The girl went down on her knees beside the flower plant and watched the pretty butterfly.

Bholu swung himself down the branches and dropped into the garden. He waited beside the table for the girl to come back. His eyes became glued to the mango slices on the plate. The mango slices looked ripe and juicy. Their sweet and tangy smell made him feel very hungry. He had to have them. 

The butterfly rose from the flower and flew away. The girl stood up and turned. She saw Bholu with a knife and fork, delicately picking up a small piece of mango. She screamed and continued to scream until her parents and the servant rushed out to see what the matter was.

As soon as the girl screamed, Bholu had leaped to the safety of the wall, where he now sat with the knife and fork, finishing the mango slice.

Everyone watched him. The girl, whose name was Lily, had stopped screaming. In fact, she was laughing and clapping. 'Isn’t he cute, Mama? Please give him something else!” she said.

Her mother peeled a banana and threw it near the wall. Bholu jumped down and took the banana to the top of the wall. He ate it piece by piece, using the knife and fork.

“The monkey looks trained. He must have run away from the circus or a street acrobat,” said Lily’s father. 

“May we keep him?” Lily asked.

“If you feed him regularly, I’m sure he’ll be around.  Remember, you are not to touch him or go close to him.”

Lily clapped her hands and placed the plate with mango slices beside the wall. Bholu did not need a second invitation. He came down in a jiffy and started cutting up the fruit into bite-sized pieces. 
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​Chapter 3: Knife and Fork
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Every day after that, Lily or her mother put out fruit slices for Bholu.  He ate them with the knife and fork he had used on the first day. He had made them his own and used them for every meal. When he did not need them, he kept them in a hollow of the tree.

He did not spend all his time in the garden. He had come to see the sights, and within a few days, he found the best way to tour the city. Every morning, soon after breakfast, he went to the bus station. It was surrounded by trees. He positioned himself on any one of them and jumped down on the first bus coming out. He looked out for interesting sights and, at the next tree, took a flying leap off the bus. 

Bholu visited many grand buildings, markets, and tourist spots. One of them was an old fort. Bholu went because he saw many people going in, but he could not understand what they saw in it. Why did they stare at broken-down walls, missing doors, and a crumbling ceiling? 

He would never understand people.

For example, Lily loved nothing better than to watch him eat. But other people drove him away. There were places where the tables were set with plates, knives, forks, and spoons. They were called hotels. He had entered one and found himself a nice table, but it had caused an uproar. He was driven out between shouts and screams.

After some thought, he decided that the hotel people had chased him because they believed he could not use the knife and fork. He went back, climbed up on the gatepost, and explained to them that he could use cutlery very well. He may be a monkey, in fact, he was a monkey, but he had learned to eat like a human being.

It did not help. They still yelled at him and chased him away with a broom. The problem was that they did not understand him. Dogs, cats, horses, and monkeys learned human speech, but human beings did not understand other tongues. It was not their fault; they were not language smart.  

The markets had vegetables and fruits of different colors. Bholu had never seen most of them before. He felt like snatching up bunches of fresh-smelling leaves and eating them. But he couldn’t eat with his bare hands. Finally, he decided it was better to stay away. 

Bholu learned to stay out of sight. People rarely saw him on top of the bus, but when they did, he made his escape before a crowd gathered. He slipped in and out of buildings and parks, and observed new and wonderful sights.  He even managed to enter a cinema house, after which he got himself a pair of dark glasses. He could not use them because they kept slipping down his face, and finally, he lost them.

Lily had grown used to Bholu. She asked her father for
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