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Chapter - I 

Who is rich and who is poor
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Munni was a curious kid studying in the fourth grade whose mind was always buzzing with questions every time her mother brought her back from school. So, to reply to Munni’s questions, her mother would always fabricate stories and explain to her everything in the most virtuous form.
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One day, while coming back from school, Munni asked her mother, ‘‘Aai there is a municipal school in front of our school building and from there, I have made a friend, ‘Roohi’. We met in front of the ice cream parlor situated outside my school. Now whenever we meet, she tells me about her banal life and utters one repeated dialogue: ‘You know, I am extremely poor.’ So Aai my question is why does she refer to herself as poor? I see her every day in a shabby school uniform. Is it because of this she calls herself impoverished? I do not understand as I have seen that her father loves her the same way as you do to me. So if she is getting adequate love and care, why does she call herself poor?’’

On one hand, Munni’s mother was astounded by the naivety of her daughter and on the other hand, she was proud of her sensible nature. So, to reply to her daughter’s question most ingeniously, Munni’s mother decided to take her to the nearby garden. 

As soon as they reached the garden, Munni’s mother showed her two trees: one was full of fruits, and the other one was a snag. 

She told her that the tree that was full of fruits was rich because it had everything needed to be lush green, whereas the tree that was all dried up, with no branches, leaves, or fruits, was poor because it had nothing. 

‘‘Roohi’s father loves her unconditionally but maybe they do not have fancy clothes, a big house or tasty food like us, which could be why she calls herself poor,’’ added Munni’s mother.

Munni became depressed after hearing the explanation and asked her mother, "Can't we do anything to help her? Is money, a big house, and expensive clothes more important than love?"

Munni's mother was overcome with emotion as she realized her daughter had been born with a golden heart. She was filled with humility and compassion, so she took her to a gardener in the park who was watering a small tree to answer her question. ‘‘This tree, too, has no branches, leaves, or fruits, but with the gardener's help and the seasonal monsoon, it will grow into a sapling full of juicy fruits and big leaves. So you must inform your friend that thanks to her parents' love and her hard work, she can achieve milestones in her life. We must remember that the only way to fill ourselves with abundance is to work diligently and consistently," she explained.

Munni was so happy after listening to her mother that she hugged her tightly and giggled with delight. She imagined herself as the gardener of her friend's parched and destitute life. She was ready to bestow a lesson worthy of changing her friend’s life.
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Chapter - II

Munni and her fervour to play piano
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Munni had only taken two or three piano lessons in her class, but she hoped to compete in the National Piano Playing Competition. On her way back home from school one day, she told her mother that she was excited about competing in the piano competition.

Her mother was aware that she was not prepared, but still was insistent on her performance. So she began telling her a story in order to teach her a lesson. 

'Munni beta, many years ago, there was a musician in a palace named Sarang who used to play such assonant flute that it brought the audience to its feet,' she explained. The king lavished him with gold and silver jewellery whenever he performed at court. Years passed, and Sarang kept performing. His desire for the gems grew stronger with each passing year. Whenever he appeared in court, he demanded more and more jewellery than the previous time.

Soon after, the king realised that Sarang had become greedy as a result of his arrogance and that he thought of himself as the best. He believed that he was the most excellent flute player in the palace and neighbouring states, so he took advantage of the situation.

The king made the decision to teach him a lesson. He and his ministers devised a strategy to carry it out. The next day, the king directed the messenger to announce a competition to find the best musician in the state. The winner was promised gold coins and a royal badge.

The news spread like wildfire, and every musician in the palace or village who desired a title from the king began preparing. Except for Sarang, every participant trained around the clock. When Sarang saw participants from all over the state honing their skills, peals of laughter rang out from his mouth. He believed that all of the other musicians were wasting their time practising because he was the only one who deserved to win. He not only avoided sharpening his craft, but he also slept soundly all day.

When Sarang was sleeping like a horse the night before the competition, a few men crept inside through an open window and stole his flute. They poured some water on his wooden flute, causing it to puff up and make no sound.

Following that, one of the men went inside the room and replaced the flute. Later that morning, Sarang awoke, dressed in a lovely emerald-green kurta pyjama, and arrived at the court for the competition. He took out his flute and strapped it to his stomach. When he arrived at the court, he noticed that it was decorated with lights and diyas, making it appear to be a Diwali festival. On one side, a large red carpet was laid out all over the place, and on the other side, a giant emperor's portrait added grandeur to the durbar.

Everybody walked in, landing their feet on the rosy red carpet, and took their seats. As the king approached the court, the ministers and the performers rose from their seats and bowed their heads down in the king’s respect.

The king eventually gave the order to begin the spectacle, and the artists appeared one by one, playing their instruments. Within minutes, the entire durbar was filled with the aroma of music and splendour. After the other artists had finished, it was Sarang's turn to play his flute. He took out his flute, which matched his stomach perfectly, and placed it on his lips. He put his hands on the flute and began blowing it, but it did not produce a sweet sound. Instead, it started to pull off a sharp and cutting sound that pierced the ears of all the listeners.

Sarang was devastated and taken aback. He tried again and again to play the flute, but it made no sound, as a result of the water put in by the men. After several failed attempts, the king ordered Sarang to immediately stop and leave the court.
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The flute master was devastated by his failure and burst into tears. When he saw him in such a predicament, the king broke down and said, "Sarang, do not cry! It was I who duped you by destroying your flute in order to break your arrogance and overconfidence. I even found out that you weren't practising as much as other musicians, so to teach you a lesson, I had my people pour water on your flute yesterday, causing it to lose its essence so that it doesn't make any music. I predicted that you would not put it to the test because you believed you would win. Sarang, I'm sure you've realised your error by now."

Sarang quickly realised his error and apologised to the king for his greedy and arrogant nature. In his arrogance, he considered himself to be the master of his instrument. When he realised his error, the king presented him with a new flute. He decided that he would now take the king's blessings instead of a sack of gold as a reward in any future competition.'

Munni realised after the story ended that she needed to practise enough to ace the competition rather than being overconfident about it. She told her mother that she would try hard next year for any piano playing competitions, as she was currently unprepared.

Her mother beamed with joy at her words and held her hand more tightly as they crossed the road to reach their house. 
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