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The Big Race

I was awakened by the sound of the hornbill honking on the
veranda, reminding Grandfather that breakfast was due. I lay in
bed, looking through the open skylight as the early-morning
sunshine crept up the wall. I knew there was something important
about the day, and as the room got brighter and the hornbill
stopped making noise, I remembered—it was the day of the big
race.

[ jumped out of bed, pulled open a dresser drawer, and brought
out a cardboard box punctured with little holes. I opened the lid
to see if Maharani was all right.

Maharani, the bamboo beetle, was asleep on the core of an
apple. Grandfather and I had given her a week’s rigorous training
for the seasonal beetle-race, and she was enjoying a well-earned
rest before the big event. I did not distrub her. Closing the box, I
crept out the back door of the house. I was supposed to attend
school that morning, and I did not want Grandmother to see me
sneaking off to the municipal park near the bazaar. She did not
approve of beetles, anyway.

When I reached the gardens, the sun was just beginning to
make emeralds of the dew drops, and the grass was cool and
springy under my bare feet. A group of boys and girls had
gathered in a corner of the park, talking excitedly. Among them
were the two boys who had invited me to take part in the race—
Ranbir, a tough, confident thirteen year-old, and Anil, equally
confident but gentler, and my age, twelve.

Ranbir’s black rhino beetle was the favourite. It was a big






