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\òù^ iKûùk MûWÿò 

cUe ~ûC[òaû....

On a busy morning,

amidst the roaring 

traffic,
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 ... GK R^Mjk eûÉûùe 

among hordes of

fast moving steps,
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Tara found a 

Gulmohar pod.
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ùiA ùjû jû Vûeê \ìeùe, GK Xÿò_ RûMûùe ù~CñVò 
gúZk _a^ ajê[ôfû, ùiAVò ùi c¬úUòKê 
ù_ûZòù\fûö

“ùcûùZ Rúa^ ù\A[ôaûeê ZêcKê ]^ýaû\ö
Zêùc iaêùak _ûAñ ùcûe bf a§êUòG ùjûA ejòaö” 

Far away from the hustle-bustle,

on a breezy hillock, she planted Gulmohar.

“Thank you for saving me. 

You shall always be my best friend.”
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Zûeûe ùiÜj I ~ZÜ Ké¾PìWÿû c¬òKê 

^ì@û Rúa^ ù\fû I ùicû^u 

a§êZû aXÿòaûKê fûMòfûö 

Tara’s love gave 

a new life to Gulmohar,

and their friendship grew.
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 Zûeû iaê\ò^ Ké¾PìWÿû _ûLKê ~ûG I ùaùjfû aRûGö 

Tara visited Gulmohar daily and 

played her violin.
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Zû’ iwúZ ij Zûk ù\A Ké¾PìWÿû Wûk jfûA ùMûùU \òUû _Zâ SWÿûA 
ù\A ^ûùPö 
Gulmohar waved his arms dancing to her tunes, shedding a 
flower or two.
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iwúZ Êe fje _eò icd bûiò ~ûGö

Zûeû I Ké¾PìWÿû ]ôùe ]ôùe ^òaòWÿ a§ê 

_ûfUò ~û@û«òö

Time floated like a 

symphony.

Tara and Gulmohar became 

inseparable.
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\òù^ ù~ùZùaùk iì~ýð Xkò 
@ûiò[òùf I @ûKûgUû aò C\ûiò@û 
\ògê[òfû, Zûeû Ké¾PìWÿûVûeê aò\ûd 
ù^aûKê @ûiòfûö ùi iwúZgòlû 
KeòaûKê GK \ìe iÚû^Kê ~ûC[òfûö

Ké¾PìWÿû \êüLùe ZkKê ^Añ 
@ûiòfûö

Zûeû g_[ Keò Kfû,“ cêñ ù`eò 
@ûiòaòö”

Then one day,

when the sun hung low

and the sky appeared sad,

Tara came to say goodbye to Gulmohar. 

She was going far away to learn music.

Gulmohar drooped sadly.

Tara promised, “I will come back.”



Zûeû \ò^eûZò iwúZiû]^ûùe fûMò _Wÿòfûö 

Through the passing of many suns and moons, Tara 

learnt music...

14



....@ûC ùi GK RYûgêYû iwúZgòÌú _ûfUò Mfûö 

.... ùi GùZ _âiò¡ ùjûAMfû ù~ ùfûKcûù^ ZûKê 

iwúZZûeKû ùaûfò WûKòaûKê fûMòùfö 

and became a famous 

performer...

So famous, people called 

her a musical starlet.
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iwúZ ZûKê Ké¾PìWÿû K[û aûe´ûe cù^ _KûAù\fûö ^òR 
iwúZùe aêWÿòejòùf aò Zûeû Ké¾PìWÿûe ùKûck eì_ I a§êZßKê 

cù^ _KûC[òfûö

Music brought back memories of Gulmohar. 
Immersed in her tunes, she would remember 

his beauty and their companionship.
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. ùZùY ajê \ìeùe Ké¾PìWÿû GKûKú eûZò aòZûAfû...

aòZò ~ûC[òaû EZêiaê ZûKê \êaðk Keòù\ùfö

Miles apart, Gulmohar spent lonely nights.

Every departing season made him frail.
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Zûeû _ûAñ c]ý icd a\kòaûùe fûMò[ôfûö 

Time was also changing colors for Tara...
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ùagò RYûgêYû ùjûA~òaû ù~ûMêñ ùi 

jAeûY ùjfûö Zû'e iwúZ iû]^û aò Kcò 

@ûiòfûö ùZYê ùi ^òeûgû bòZùe aêWÿòMfûö 

Fame betrayed her, silenced 

her music, and she sank into 

depression.
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\òù^ GK gúZê@û iKûùk ùi ù`eò 

~òaûKê c^ iÚòe Kfû I ù`eòaûKê 

fûMòfûö

One day, on a chilly 

morning,

she started her journey 

back.
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Zûeû Pûfò[ûGö Zû' cêŠ C_ùe RjÜ I aû\f bûiò bûiò 

Pûfò[û@û«òö ùghùe ùi Ké¾PìWÿû _ûLùe _j�ôfûö

Tara walked as moons shifted, clouds travelled.

Finally, she reached Gulmohar.
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Ké¾PìWÿûKê Lêaþ ùRûeþùe Kê‹ûA ]eòfû Zûeûö 

“ùcû _âòda§êe K'Y ùjfû? 

Zêùc G_eò KûjóKò SûCñkò _WÿòQ?” _·eòfû Zûeûö

“Iü! Zûeû, ùcûe _âòda§ê, Zêùc ù`eò @ûiòf! ùcûùZ 

Lêaþ ùRûeþùe Kêù‹A ]eö cñê GA icdKê @ù^K \ò^eê 

@ù_lû Keò ejò[ôfòö” Zûeûe @ûLôùe fêj beòMfûö 

She embraced him tightly. 

“What became of you, my dear? 
,
You look so pale.”

“Oh Tara, my dear friend! You are back. 

Hold me tight. 

I have waited so long for this moment.”

Her tears oozed out.
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Ké¾PìWÿû Zû'e \êüLKê @^êba Keò _ûeòfûö

ùi Kjòfû, “_òâd Zûeû, Zêùc Zêc _êeêYû iwúZ cùZ gêYûAa^ò?”

Zûeû C�e ù\fû, “ùcû iwúZ ùKCñ\ò^ê ceò~ûAQòö Gùa ùKjò 

ùcû iwúZ gêYòaûKê Pûjñê ^ûjû«òö”

 “ùcûe c^ @ûC[ùe ùiA @û^¦ @^êba Keòaû _ûAñö @ûc 

a§êZû _ûAñ Zêùc _êYò [ùe ùaùjfû aRû@ö”

Zûeû c^û Keò _ûeòfû ^ûjóö

ùi Zû'e ùaùjfû KûXÿò aRûAaûKê @ûe¸ Kfûö 

Gulmohar sensed her sorrow.

“Dear Tara, won’t you play something for your old 

friend?” Tara replied “My music is dead. They don’t 

want it anymore.” Gulmohar insisted “I want it. To 

feel alive once more. Play once, to our friendship”. 

Tara couldn’t deny.

She took out her violin and began to play. 23
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@û½~ýð! KêjêK _eò ùKùZ K'Y a\kòaûKê fûMòfûö

Ké¾PìWÿû _ûUò Keò [eò CVòfû, “GA ù\L gúZê@û _a^ùe ùcû 

Wûkùe ^ì@û _Zâ K@ñkò @ûiêPòö”

_âRû_Zò I PùXÿAcûù^ c]ý GZòKò ùaùk ^ûPòaûKê fûMòùfö

And magic happened.

Gulmohar began to rumble,

a wintry breeze gathered, 

leaves came about his branches, 

and the butterflies and birds 

started dancing.
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Zûeûe iwúZùe Ké¾PìWÿû `êfùe 
beò ùjûA~òaû ù\Lò iì~ýð I A¦â]^ê 
ajk ùcN bòZeê Kêeêkò CVòùfö

The sun beamed

and the rainbow peeped 

through the chubby clouds,

as Gulmohar stood there 

in full bloom

to Tara’s music.
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Rs. 80/-

The story is about an eternal 

bond between the girl, Tara and 

the tree, Gulmohar, between 

Man and Nature. To know how 

their love creates magic, read 

the story.

KûjûYúUòùe Ké¾PìWÿû I Zûeû bòZùe [ôaû 
^òaòWÿ a§êZûe K[û Kêjû~ûAQòö G 
a§êZû, cYòh I _âKéZò bòZùe [ôaû 
a§êZûö ùicû^u a§êZû Kò_eò KêjêK 
Kfû @ûi M_Uò _Xòÿ RûYòaûö 
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