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In the quaint, sun-
drenched town of
Musuri, where the

Cauvery River
meanders like a lazy
snake, there lived a
spirited young girl

named Anjali. 



With a smile brighter
than the Diwali lamps
and a laugh that could

rival the clatter of the
morning vegetable

market, Anjali was a
burst of life. 



 Yet, deep within her, a
tiny voice of self-doubt
hummed a less cheerful

tune. Anjali often
gazed at her friends,

her heart a mix of awe
and a pinch of envy. 



They seemed to glide
through life as
gracefully as

Bharatanatyam
dancers, while Anjali

felt more like a bullock
cart on a bumpy road.
She worried that her
duskier skin and shy

voice made her stand
out like a sore thumb in

a basket of ripe
mangoes.



One particularly hot
afternoon, as the sun
played hide and seek
with the clouds, Anjali

found herself near the
village square, where
Ammaji, the elderly
sage of Musuri, sat
under the generous
shade of an ancient

mango tree. 



Ammaji, who had more
wrinkles than the

village map and eyes
twinkling with untold

stories, was a fountain
of wisdom.

"My child, why the long
face on such a

beautiful day?" Ammaji
inquired, her voice soft
and comforting as the

evening breeze.



With some hesitation,
Anjali poured out her

heart, her words
spilling like monsoon

rains. Ammaji listened,
her face as serene as

the Cauvery in the
summer.

"Ah, Anjali," Ammaji
began,  "you are like a
lotus, you know? and a

real, beautiful one too."
She smiled and lovingly
caressed Anjali’s hair. 



Anjali, was puzzled,
"You see," Ammaji

continued, "your skin,
it's like the rich

Karupatti we all love.
Your laughter rings

through Musuri like the
bells of the Mariamman
temple. And your quiet
nature is as soothing

as the lullabies our
grandmothers sing."

 "But I'm not perfect,"
Anjali mumbled.



Ammaji laughed and
said, "Every flower, like
every person, has its

unique charm. The
lotus, blooming in muddy
waters, is a symbol of
strength and grace

under pressure – You,
my dear, are just like

that lotus."

Anjali began to be
aware of her

uniqueness, realizing
that perfection was as

real as the flying
elephants in old tales.



Day by day,
Anjali's newfound
confidence shone

through. Once
timid, Anjali
surprised

everyone by
participating in

the annual village
festival. Clad in a

shimmering
saree, she

performed a
Bharatanatyam

piece. 



Her dance was
now full of grace
and confidence.
She received a

roaring applause,
her smile

reflecting the
pride she felt

within.



Anjali
experimented

with many forms
of creativity,

especially
painting. Her art
depicted scenes
from Musuri, the
village she once
observed from

the sidelines. Her
paintings drew
attention from
people, who were
amazed by her
hidden talent.



Thus, Anjali's
story wove its
way into the

fabric of Musuri,
teaching

everyone that
true beauty and

strength are
found within and
that each of us,
in our own quirky
way, adds colour
to the vibrant
canvas of life.
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