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The Power of a Smile

orld Smile Day is celebrated on the first Friday of October every year. It reminds us of the importance of smiling and
spreading happiness around us. A simple smile can make someone feel loved, confident, and cared for. On this day, people
try to perform kind and helpful acts to make others smile. Smiling also reduces stress and creates a positive atmosphere. We
can celebrate World Smile Day by helping others, sharing kind words, spending time with family and friends, and being
friendly to everyone. Let us remember that a smile costs nothing but can brighten someone's entire day.w
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BABY BLUES By Rick Kirkman & Jerry ScottTHE WALL ZITS By Jerry Scott & Jim Borgman

What doesn’t kill you
gives you a set of
unhealthy coping 

mechanisms and a dark
sense of humor.

n the mid-19th centu-
ry, around 1852, a
strange and haunting
series of events was
reported near
Sultanpur in British
India. Local villagers

spoke in fear and disbelief
about wolves carrying away
small children into the forest.
These incidents, though shock-
ing, were often met with silence
rather than action. Many of the
affected families belonged to
marginalized communities con-
sidered "untouchable" under
the rigid caste system of that
time, and their suffering was
largely ignored by society.

The stories of the so-called
"wolf children" from 19th-cen-
tury North India become even
more striking when examined
through the accounts recorded
by British officials and mission-
aries of that era. Around the
1850s, particularly in regions
near Sultanpur and other parts
of present-day Uttar Pradesh,
reports began to circulate about
children mysteriously disap-
pearing from villages located on
the edges of dense forests.

Night Raids and Fear 
in Villages
Villagers described a disturb-
ing pattern. Wolves would
reportedly creep into settle-
ments at night, especially dur-
ing colder months when food
was scarce in the forest. The
targets were usually the most
vulnerable, infants or toddlers
left unattended.

In many cases, families
lacked the resources or collec-
tive strength to organize effec-
tive search efforts. The situa-
tion was worsened by deep
social inequalities. Some affect-
ed families belonged to commu-
nities labeled as "untouchable,"
and their suffering was often
ignored by higher castes and
local authorities.

The forest itself was vast,
thick, and unfamiliar. Once a
child was taken into it, tracking
the animal became nearly
impossible. This created an
atmosphere of fear, helpless-
ness, and resignation among
villagers living at its edge.

Discovery of "Wolf
Children"
Years later, a few extraordinary
and unsettling discoveries were
reported. Hunters or villagers
occasionally came across chil-
dren living among wolves deep
within the forest. These chil-
dren reportedly displayed
behaviour very different from
ordinary human beings.

They were described as:
 Moving on all fours rather

than walking upright.

 Possessing sharp, animal-
like reflexes.

 Growling or making non-
human sounds instead of
speaking.

 Showing fear or aggression
when approached by
humans.

 Preferring raw food and
rejecting cooked meals.
One widely discussed

account tells of a boy found in a
wolf's den who attempted to flee
back into the forest when
humans captured him. Even
after being taken into care, he
could not speak or understand
language. Despite years of
observation and effort, he never
fully adapted to human society.

These stories, though
often blurred by myth and
exaggeration, fascinated
British officials, missionar-
ies, and writers. Among those
influenced was Rudyard
Kipling, who spent part of his
life in India and drew inspira-
tion from its landscapes,
wildlife, and folklore.

Kipling's famous work, The
Jungle Book, features the iconic
character Mowgli, a young boy
raised by wolves in the jungle.
While Mowgli's story is fiction-
al and far more romanticized, it
echoes the real-life accounts of
children allegedly raised by ani-
mals. In the book, Mowgli
grows up learning the laws of
the jungle, befriending animals,
and navigating both the wild
and human worlds.

The incidents near
Sultanpur remain part history,
part legend. Whether entirely
factual or partially mytholo-
gized, they reveal a time when
fear, superstition, and social
divisions shaped how people
responded to tragedy. At the
same time, they contributed to
one of the most enduring liter-
ary creations in the world.

Today, the story of Mowgli
continues to captivate read-
ers and audiences globally,
but behind it lies a much
darker and more complex
reality, one that reminds us of
both the power of storytelling
and the importance of com-
passion in society.
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The Inspiration
Behind Mowgli

mong the most
extraordinary sur-
viving treasures
associated with
Tipu Sultan, the
famed ruler of
Mysore, is a magnif-

icent gold Huma bird that
once adorned his legendary
throne. Richly embellished
with precious gemstones and
steeped in symbolism, this
remarkable object stands as a
testament to the artistic bril-
liance and royal ambition of
late eighteenth-century India.

The Huma bird originally
formed part of the celebrated
throne of Tipu Sultan, a mas-
terpiece of craftsmanship
that symbolized the ruler's
sovereignty and power. The
throne was lavishly decorated
with gold, jewels, and symbol-
ic motifs drawn from both
Indian and Persian traditions.

Following Tipu Sultan's
defeat and death during the
Fourth Anglo-Mysore War in
1799, British troops entered
Seringapatam (now
Srirangapatna) and disman-
tled the throne. Its many orna-
ments and components were
removed and dispersed among
British officials and institu-
tions as trophies of war.
While the throne itself was
lost, several decorative ele-
ments survived, including the
magnificent Huma bird,
which eventually entered the
Royal Collection in the United
Kingdom. Crafted from gold
and encrusted with rubies,
emeralds, and diamonds, the
bird is a stunning example of
royal Indian jewelry and met-
alwork. Its beak is carved
from a single emerald, while
its eyes are fashioned from
diamonds edged with emer-
alds, creating a lifelike bril-
liance. The careful arrange-
ment of gemstones demon-
strates the exceptional skill of
the artisans who worked in
Tipu Sultan's court.

The bird's significance
extends beyond its beauty. In
Persian mythology, the Huma

is a celestial bird of fortune
and happiness. Unlike ordi-
nary birds, it is said never to
touch the earth, spending its
entire existence soaring in the
heavens. According to legend,
the shadow or touch of the
Huma brings good fortune,
prosperity, and even kingship
to those it blesses. Its presence
atop Tipu Sultan's throne
therefore carried profound
symbolic meaning, associat-
ing the ruler with divine
favour, prosperity, and legiti-
mate sovereignty.

Today, the golden Huma
bird serves as one of the most
evocative remnants of Tipu
Sultan's lost throne. It embod-
ies the cultural exchanges
between Persian and Indian
traditions, the splendour of
Mysore's royal court, and the
dramatic historical events
that followed the fall of Tipu
Sultan. As both a work of art
and a historical artifact, it
continues to fascinate schol-
ars, historians, and visitors
alike, offering a glimpse into
the grandeur of one of India's
most remarkable rulers.

#THE GOLDEN HUMA BIRD
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A Jewel from
Tipu Sultan's
Lost Throne
The bird's significance extends beyond its
beauty. In Persian mythology, the Huma is a
celestial bird of fortune and happiness The Legend of the Wolf Children of Sultanpur, though

shocking, was often met with silence rather than action 

One rule for this dream
efore the dream
begins, a rule. Every
line Duryodhana
speaks here is mine.
Every word Trump
speaks here, he has
actually said, on the
record. I tried to invent
better lines for him. I
could not.

The palace of illusions
In my dream, Duryodhana woke up
in a room so full of gold that for a
moment, he thought he was back in
Hastinapur. It was Mar-a-Lago.

He walked in carefully. The last
time he entered a dazzling palace, it
was the Maya Sabha, the hall of illu-
sions that the Pandavas built at
Indraprastha. He mistook a floor for
a pool and a pool for a floor, fell into
the water, and was laughed at. In the
version every Indian grandmother
tells, it was Draupadi who laughed.
He never forgave it. Out of that one
laugh came the dice game, the insult
to Draupadi, thirteen years of exile
and eighteen days of war.

At the end of the hall stood a
man in a very long red tie.

"I alone can fix it," said the man.
Duryodhana liked him at once.

"They laughed at me in a palace
once," he said.

Here, the journalist in me must
add a footnote. In 2011, at the White
House Correspondents' Dinner,
President Barack Obama made fun
of Trump for several minutes while
he sat in the audience. Many com-
mentators have since traced his
political career to that night. Trump
has denied it. Duryodhana, I sus-
pect, would not have believed the
denial either. Some men forget a
war. Nobody forgets a laugh.

The dice
"They say I cheated at dice,"
Duryodhana grumbled. "My uncle
Shakuni threw them. Is that my
fault?" The man in the red tie nod-
ded. This was a subject he knew
well. "The election was rigged."

Duryodhana was impressed. In
his day, you rigged the dice and then
you won. This man had lost, said
the dice were rigged, and then won

the next game anyway. "Even
Shakuni," Duryodhana said, "never
thought of that."

Hastinapur and Sons
They moved on to family, as men of
business always do. Duryodhana
ran Hastinapur the way every old
family firm in Johari Bazaar is run:
the blind father at the counter, a
hundred sons in the godown, and
the uncle in charge of strategy.

Trump's firm is smaller, but far
more international. His sons run
the business and a crypto venture.
And this September, his son-in-law,
Jared Kushner, flew to Moscow with
the envoy Steve Witkoff to discuss
peace with Vladimir Putin.
Kushner's investment firm, it
should be said, has taken some two
billion dollars from Saudi Arabia's
sovereign wealth fund.

Duryodhana was moved. "Our
'damaad' (son-in-law) was
Jayadratha," he said. "We gave him
one job, and he tried to kidnap the
Pandavas' wife. Yours negotiates
wars? You are a lucky man."

The silent elders
The two men had one more thing in
common: a court full of wise old
men who said nothing. When
Draupadi was dragged into the
Kaurava court, Bhishma, Drona and
Kripa sat with their eyes lowered. In
the popular telling, Bhishma later
explained that he had pledged his
loyalty to the throne. It is the sad-
dest excuse in our epics, and the
most modern.

This year, when allies were
taxed for their friendships and a
national theatre was held hostage
for a nameplate, most of the world's
elders lowered their eyes too. One
called him Daddy. The rest counted
their trade surpluses. In 2026, the
loyalty is simply priced in dollars.

Concepts of a plan
"How do you win your wars?"
Duryodhana asked. Here, I must
explain, because Trump answered
with his campaign record. He had
promised to end the war between
Russia and Ukraine "in 24 hours."
The war has now outlived that
promise by more than six hun-
dred days.

"Kurukshetra took eighteen,"
said Duryodhana, a little smugly.

Trump replied with the words
he used in March 2025: "I was being
a little bit sarcastic."

"In Hastinapur," said
Duryodhana, "we called that diplo-
macy. And what is your plan now?"

"I have concepts of a plan."
Duryodhana brightened. "So did

I. I once built the Pandavas a house
of lac. It had concepts of a fire."

The most beautiful word
Then came the question every man
asks another over whisky. What is
your favourite word?

Trump did not hesitate. Tariff,
he has said, is "the most beautiful

word in the dictionary."
Duryodhana's favourite word was
shorter. It was 'no.' When Lord
Krishna came to Hastinapur as a
peace envoy and asked him to give
the Pandavas just five villages,
Duryodhana replied that he would
not give them even as much land as
the point of a needle could hold.
Two men, two favourite words. One
taxes everything. The other refused
to share anything. Between them,
they would have made a very effi-
cient finance ministry.

The man of peace
"Then why," asked Duryodhana, "do
they call you a man of peace?"

Trump offered the line from the
night he won in November 2024: "I'm
not going to start a war. I'm going to
stop wars."

In my dream, I leaned over and
whispered a date to Duryodhana: 28
February 2026. The day America
and Israel attacked Iran. He did not
understand the calendar, but he
understood the tone.

Then Trump, a little wounded,
added what he posted in June 2025:

"I won't get a Nobel Peace Prize … no
matter what I do."

Duryodhana was sympathetic.
Nobody gave him a peace prize
either. But to be fair, he never asked
for one before the war.

A flute at the door
Then, as always happens when men
like these get too comfortable, there
was the sound of a flute.

Krishna walked in, the same
envoy who had once walked into the
Kaurava court, and he made the
same kind of offer. A small conces-
sion. A way out. No war. This time,
he was talking about Iran.

Duryodhana folded his arms and
gave his needle answer again, from
habit.

Trump gave the answer he gave
the United Nations on 22 September:
"I have a big decision to make: Will a
deal be made with Iran that lets
them rebuild … or do I annihilate
the Islamic Republic, and do it
quickly?"

Trump waved towards the buf-
fet.

Krishna did not move. "I eat a

man's food only if he is dear to me,
or if I am starving. Ask him."

"Hastinapur," Duryodhana mut-
tered. "Chhappan bhog, fifty-six
dishes. And he went off to eat saag
at Vidura's house."

On the wall behind the buffet
hung a framed photograph: a stadi-
um in Houston, fifty thousand peo-
ple, two men waving hand in hand.
Beside it hung another, from Motera
stadium in Ahmedabad, where more
than a lakh had gathered. On the
side table lay a glossy brochure:
Trump Tower Mumbai. Trump
Tower Pune. Gurugram. Kolkata.
Three more cities had 'coming soon'
stickers on them.

Duryodhana whistled. "That is a
lot of hospitality. What did he get
back?"

The door opened. A general in a
Pakistani uniform walked in carry-
ing a large gift-wrapped box with a
golden bow. The tag said: 'Nobel
Peace Prize. Recommended.' He
placed it beside the buffet, filled his
plate and left very happy.

Trump looked at the door, wait-
ing for the next guest. Nobody came
from Delhi.

Then the phone rang. It was
Delhi. I could not hear the words,
but I read the newspapers, so, I
could guess. Thank you for calling.
We stopped the war ourselves. No,
there will be no nomination.

Duryodhana was scandalised.
"After the stadiums? After the tow-
ers? Ungrateful!"

"Some compliments cost noth-
ing," said Krishna. "That one would
have cost Delhi fifty years of saying,
'This is between us and Pakistan.'"

He looked at the untouched buf-
fet. "Some banquets you walk past."

Krishna smiled. It was the same
smile he had smiled in Hastinapur,
just before Duryodhana tried to
have him arrested and Krishna

revealed the whole universe inside
himself. The court trembled.
Duryodhana looked at the cosmos
and saw only a magic trick.

Trump looked at Krishna and
told him what he had told Axios in
September: "Anything could happen
with me."

"That," said Krishna gently, "is
what Duryodhana thought too."

The question I could 
not answer
Krishna left without another
word, the way he had once walked
out of the Kaurava court. Trump
went off to discuss his ballroom.
Then, the gold room dissolved, the
way rooms do in dreams, and I
was back on my own sofa in
Jaipur. Duryodhana was sitting
beside me.

"If he had been me," he asked,
"what would he have done?"

I have watched Trump for ten
years. I knew exactly what he would
have done.

At the Maya Sabha, he too would
have fallen into the pool. Then, he
would have called it the biggest
splash in history and announced a
swimming championship in his
name.

When Krishna asked for five vil-
lages, he would have said yes, then
put a 50 per cent tariff on all five.

When Krishna came as peace
envoy, he would have called him a
great guy, taken a photograph, and
posted that the war was over before
it had begun.

He would never have fought for
eighteen days. He would have fought
for twelve, announced a ceasefire on
Truth Social, and named the war
himself.

And he would never have hidden
in a lake, as Duryodhana did on the
last day of Kurukshetra. He would
have stood up, fist in the air, shout-
ing, "Fight! Fight! Fight!"

Duryodhana thought about it.
"So, he would have lost too."

"Yes," I said. "But nobody would
ever have been able to prove it."

Duryodhan turned to the news
from the Gulf: burning tankers, a
blockade, a strait no wider than the
road from Jaipur to Chomu.

"Tell me one thing," he said. "In
this war, which side are the
Pandavas?"

I have been looking all year. I
will tell you tomorrow what I found,
and whether another Mahabharata
is due.

To be continued...
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#TRUMPTROPY

Duryodhana Meets Trump

I fell asleep during the Mahabharata and dreamt that Duryodhana woke up in 2026. He
went looking for someone who understood him. He did not have to look far.

T rump's firm is smaller, but far
more international. His sons

run the business and a crypto
venture. And this September, his
son-in-law, Jared Kushner, flew to
Moscow with the envoy Steve
Witkoff to discuss peace with
Vladimir Putin. Kushner's invest-
ment firm, it should be said, has
taken some two billion dollars
from Saudi Arabia's sovereign
wealth fund. Duryodhana was
moved. "Our 'damaad' (son-in-
law) was Jayadratha," he said.  

O n the wall behind the buffet
hung a framed photograph: a

stadium in Houston, fifty thousand
people, two men waving hand in
hand. Beside it hung another, from
Motera stadium in Ahmedabad,
where more than a lakh had gath-
ered. On the side table lay a glossy
brochure: Trump Tower Mumbai.
Trump Tower Pune. Gurugram.
Kolkata. Three more cities had
'coming soon' stickers on them.
Duryodhana whistled. "That is a
lot of hospitality..."

PART:2


