The Indian Cowboy's Dilemma

Zisan was a gowari (cowboy). He “In every forest, mother nature
was 10 years old. Today, as usual Kisan  provides all our needs
sat on his buffalo, Bhondu, and played The kingfisher is so pretty,

the tune of his favourite song on his The koel fills the air with good

bamboo flute, the one that he had made  sound

for himself a few days ago: The teetar and the wild boar are
so tasty,

The plant gulvel is nectar
And the neck of the tortoise
can cure many things!”
Kisan lived in Kinwat taluk of
Nanded district in Maharashtra, a
e region that has scrub and thomn
o, forests.
Kisan sang, played
his flute, and ran after the
buffaloes and cows, scolding them
{y.when they did not listen. His herd
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strayed through the forest and crossed
the stream.

After crossing the stream, the cattle
settled down for grazing in the moist
grasslands they came upon. This was a
daily routine. While the cattle grazed,
Kisan would sit under a tree with his
bamboo flute and his packed lunch.

But today he had come with a
mission: he was searching for the bhui
amla. Kisan looked around the moist
grasslands searching for the plant, which
was a miniature of the amla (Phyllanthus
Officianalis) tree. The plantis called bhui
amla, which means the amla that grows
along the ground. This herb bears small
round fruits on the rear side of its leaf

stem. His mother had asked him to
collect some of these fresh fruits for his
grandmother who was suffering from
jaundice, which this fruit can cure.

The bhui amla was known to be
available in plenty, but today Kisan
could simply not find any. He wandered
into the clumps of trees and bushes that
fringed the grasslands in search of the
fruits.

“Ouch!” a piercing pain in his right
foot caused Kisan to stop suddenly and
cry out. A thorn of the babul tree had
got deep into his foot as he skipped
along the soft black soil of the
grasslands. Kisan was not perturbed
because he knew of the magic plant
ark, which can pull out the thorn. The
plant grew everywhere. Ah, there it
was! Kisan hopped up to it, plucked a
leaf and carefully applied the white milk
that oozed out of its node to the area
where the thorn had gone in. As he
applied the latex, he remembered his
mother’s warning: “‘Son, be careful with
the ark leaf!” she had once warned him.






