
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



  	
  	
			 

			
		
     

To my wife Agnes (Parsia), for her quiet strength and endless love;

to my sons Poppo and Aappo, my everyday miracles and reason to believe in wonder;

and to my mother Pushpa Rani, whose omnipresent guidance lights my path even when unseen.

This book carries my heart—because it began with yours.

      

    



  	
        
            
            The Stories of Goodness & Innocence is a collection of gentle, imaginative tales where joy walks barefoot, wisdom speaks softly, and stillness carries strength. Rooted in wonder, nature, and quiet courage, these stories celebrate small acts, deep roots, and the timeless truth that innocence is not weakness—but a powerful way of seeing the world.
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“Tinku Tikki and the Secret of the Bamboo Hill”
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One fine golden evening in Nagaland, the air was humming with whispers of wind weaving through tall bamboo groves. The valley below glowed like melted sunshine, and on top of Bamboo Hill, a familiar whirl of energy burst into view — Tinku Tikki, in her signature red polka-dotted frock and twinkling shoes.

Today, she had declared, “I’m going to teach butterflies and grown-ups how to giggle again!”

As she leaped and twirled, sending giggle sparkles into the air, a crowd began to gather. But not your usual curious villagers — oh no, this was a curious crew of world-famous legends: Albert Einstein scratched his wild hair in delight, Mahatma Gandhi chuckled into his shawl, Martin Luther King Jr. clapped like a proud uncle, and even a stern-looking astronaut blinked twice and cracked a smile.

“Where did she come from?” whispered one awe-struck observer.

“Some say she danced out of a rainbow,” said another, wide-eyed.

Just then, Tinku Tikki pointed her finger skyward dramatically and shouted her newest off-beat quote in bold, booming glee:

“WHEN PURPOSE IS CLEAR, TIME DOESN’T DRAG!”

Everyone froze.

Einstein dropped his stopwatch.

Gandhi accidentally tied his walking stick to a butterfly.

And a little bird in the tree nearby whispered, “She’s cracked the theory of ticklish time!”

Suddenly, every bamboo stalk began to sway in rhythm with her laughter, and time — just for a moment — literally paused to take a selfie with her.

Since that day, if you listen closely in the hills of Nagaland, you’ll still hear echoes of her voice and tiny tap-dance footsteps in the leaves. And as for those world leaders?

Let’s just say they’ve all taken up dancing lessons — because apparently, happiness is contagious when you’re near Tinku Tikki.

Moral: Laugh like a butterfly, dance like no one’s calculating time — and never, ever, underestimate a polka-dotted revolution.

*
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“Where Curiosity Takes Root”
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In the emerald hills of Mizoram, the air was thick with the earthy scent of bamboo and the rhythmic rustle of leaves dancing in the breeze. Nestled among the hills stood a serene Mizo village, where tradition bloomed and stories whispered through time.

Bintin, ever the adventurer, had arrived dressed in the traditional white puanchei and striped sash, his eyes wide with wonder. Beside him, two unlikely companions—Sher Holmes and Jaes Bond—stood marveling at the landscape. It was Holmes’ idea, in fact. “If logic and deduction are the tools of the mind,” he had said, “then perhaps curiosity is its compass.”

Their journey had no fixed agenda—just a yearning to understand how identity and imagination could co-exist. The trio walked barefoot on the damp forest path, taking in the chirping cicadas, the songs of unseen birds, and the sight of children learning bamboo dance with the elders. Holmes scribbled notes. Bond, unusually silent, let the calm wash over him. And Bintin—he smiled, breathed deeply, and listened.

At the edge of the village stood a thatched hut, simple yet dignified. There, an old Mizo storyteller welcomed them with herbal tea and a question: “What brings you here, where answers come slowly and curiosity is louder than clocks?”

Bintin replied with a grin, “To grow. Where the world still whispers and doesn’t shout.”

That evening, as the sun kissed the hills and mist began to rise, Bintin stood before a gathering of villagers. Behind him, the words “GROW WHERE YOUR CURIOSITY TAKES ROOT” glowed in the twilight, carved into a bamboo board.

He didn’t deliver a speech. He simply shared stories—of dogs and detectives, rocket ships and riddles, maps and mysteries. The villagers listened, Holmes and Bond by his side, both equally captivated. It was clear: curiosity was not about chasing the extraordinary, but about finding wonder in the everyday.

And somewhere between the fireflies and the folklore, the three travelers knew—this place had changed them. Not with answers, but with the courage to ask better questions.

Moral: Sometimes the most profound adventures begin not with footsteps, but with wonder. And where your curiosity takes root, your soul begins to grow.
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“The Drop That Moved Mountains”

[image: ]




[Featuring Zan Zan, the Charismatic Panda Sage and Mokoji, the Turtle monk]

Early one morning, the mist still clung to the slopes of the tea gardens, wrapping the world in a hush that even the birds respected. The leaves glistened with dew, and the earthy scent of Assam’s red soil filled the air.

At the heart of a hilltop clearing sat Zan Zan, cross-legged under a broad banyan tree, his green robe catching the soft light like a ripple on a calm lake. Around him, a curious audience had gathered — a young girl with untied braids, a thoughtful boy clutching a notebook, a floppy-eared pup wagging its tail, and Mokoji, the slow-blinking turtle monk.

Zan Zan was not speaking yet. He was staring at a single drop of water hanging from a tea leaf.

The girl finally broke the silence.

“Master Zan Zan, why are you staring at that drop?”

Zan Zan turned to her, his eyes gleaming with calm mischief.

“Because that drop,” he said, “is mightier than you think.”

The boy snorted. “It’s just water. One drop. What can it do?”

Zan Zan smiled wider. He reached for a small stick and gently tapped it to the drop. It fell — plip! — onto a rock below.

Then he looked at the boy.

“Let me tell you a secret," he began, his voice softer than the morning wind.

“That’s how rivers begin. One drop... then another. Then another. And before long, even the hardest rock steps aside.”

The girl’s eyes widened.

“So even something small can move something big?”

Zan Zan nodded.

“Exactly. Small efforts. Tiny acts. Quiet thoughts. They're not weak. They're just... patient.”

Mokoji spoke now, slowly and low.

“Even the mountains bow to time.”

The boy sat down, thoughtful now. The pup gave a soft bark, as if to agree.

Zan Zan stood up, his robe fluttering in the breeze. He raised his paw and pointed toward the valley below, where a river coiled gently through the hills like a silver ribbon.

“You don’t have to rush,” he said.

“You don’t have to roar. Just flow. Even quietly. Even slowly. Just never stop.”

At that moment, the sun pierced through the mist, casting golden light on the hilltop.

The girl clapped softly. The boy closed his notebook, smiling.

And Zan Zan?

He sat again, sipping his morning tea, watching the next drop fall.

Moral: “You don’t need to be loud to make a difference. Keep flowing, and you’ll shape the world in your own quiet way.”

*
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“The Ripple That Reached”
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In a quiet village nestled along the Brahmaputra River, mornings arrived like whispered prayers. Mist curled over the water like old tales unspoken, and the air smelled of fresh tea leaves and rain-washed earth. In the heart of this serenity lived Mokoji, the wise turtle monk.

Mokoji was no ordinary turtle. His shell bore stories in faint carvings, and his eyes, half-closed in peace, seemed to have watched the world turn slower than most ever dared to notice. He walked slowly, spoke slower, and yet—people claimed—he was always the first to arrive where he was needed.

One morning, five children came running to the riverbank, drawn by a hush in the air. Word had spread—Mokoji would speak.

They found him under a tall bamboo tree, seated cross-legged near the pond. Birds paused mid-song, and even the squirrels stopped nibbling. The children took their places, joined quietly by a doe, a monkey, and a little red panda. The sun slipped gently through the trees like a spotlight, and for a moment, the world hushed.

Mokoji opened his eyes, warm and knowing.

“Everyone wants to make waves,” he began softly. “To be seen. To be heard. To matter. But in the noise of crashing tides, we forget the ripple.”

He paused, and a soft breeze kissed the water.

“Ripples begin small—often invisible. But they move. They reach. They change everything they touch, slowly, quietly, deeply. You see,” he smiled, “Even the slowest ripple reaches the farthest shore.”

One little girl blinked back tears. “But how will anyone know it was my ripple?”

Mokoji looked at her gently. “It’s not about who sent it. It’s about what it touched.”

The children sat still, watching the pond where a single leaf had dropped, sending ripples out like silent messengers.

That day, they didn’t return with stories of magic or miracles. They returned with something better—a calm certainty that small things matter. That slowness isn’t weakness. That even if they whispered instead of shouted, the world would listen, eventually.

Years later, one of those children would teach in that same village. Another would plant forests. One would write books, one would become a healer, and one—well, he would walk the earth just like Mokoji, slowly, purposefully, creating ripples of his own.

And somewhere along the Brahmaputra, under the same bamboo tree, Mokoji would still be there, smiling with half-closed eyes, as another ripple gently reached another distant shore.

Quote on the stone near his spot: “Even the slowest ripple reaches the farthest shore.”

And many came not just to listen, but to begin their ripple.

*
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“Camouflage of Stillness"

(A story of mountains, quiet strength, and listening beyond the noise)

THE MORNING MIST OF Sikkim curled like soft threads around the mountain peaks, where snow met the sky and the air carried a silence so deep it hummed in your bones.

On a sun-dappled terrace high above the valley, a group had gathered — two children, a turtle monk, and a mountain pup with a tail that wouldn’t stop wagging. They weren’t chasing butterflies or laughing like most days. Today, they sat still, eyes fixed on the figure standing before them — Zan Zan, the wise panda in his green robe stitched with bamboo leaves, holding prayer beads that whispered wisdom between his fingers.

Zan Zan wasn’t loud. He never was.

He simply stood, letting the mountain speak first — the rustle of leaves, the clinking of distant yak bells, and the flutter of colorful prayer flags above.

Then, as the sun touched his fur, he looked at the children and said:

“Stillness isn’t silence. It’s strength in camouflage.”

The boy furrowed his brow. “Camouflage? Like hiding from danger?”

Zan Zan chuckled gently, the kind of laugh that made butterflies land near you.

“Not to escape,” he said, “but to blend in until the time is right. A tiger waits in stillness, a storm brews in silence, and even the snow stays quiet... until it floods the plains below.”

The girl looked down at her hands. “But when we’re quiet, people say we’re not doing anything.”

Zan Zan knelt beside her. “Then they’re only hearing, not listening.”

“Stillness,” he continued, pointing toward the horizon, “is not the absence of action. It’s the birthplace of power. It’s how mountains move... without ever taking a step.”

Mokoji the turtle gave a knowing nod, as if he'd heard this lesson once, long ago, in a dream.

The wind passed again — soft but certain — and something shifted in the group. The boy who often shouted felt the strength of his quiet breath. The girl who always rushed felt no need to move. Even the pup sat, ears perked, as if understanding every word.

For a long moment, no one spoke. Not because they were told not to — but because they were finally listening.

And in that stillness, the world didn't pause.

It opened.

In the hush of the Sikkim mountains, they learned that sometimes, being unseen is how real strength begins to grow.

*
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“The Bamboo Circle”
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In the high hills of Meghalaya, nestled between the clouds and the whispers of ancient trees, was a hidden bamboo grove called Ka Likai’s Cradle. Few villagers wandered there, for it was said time slowed inside the circle of bamboo. And that’s exactly why Mokoji made it his home.

Every morning, just as the sun filtered through mist and leaf, Mokoji would sit at the center of the grove — eyes closed, legs folded, unmoving for hours. From the outside, it seemed like nothing ever changed. Birds flew past him. Rain would fall gently on his shell. Leaves danced and fell. Yet Mokoji never stirred.

To the curious children from nearby villages, it was baffling.

“He just sits,” whispered Thara, the most impatient of them all.

“Maybe he’s thinking something big,” her friend Bhanu offered.

“Or maybe,” Thara frowned, “he’s doing nothing at all.”

One day, Thara couldn’t hold it in anymore. She tiptoed into the grove and placed a pebble right in front of Mokoji. He didn’t move. The next day, she placed a flower. Then a tiny paper crane. Then a drawing.

Still — nothing.

On the seventh day, when she came with a small, handmade flute, Mokoji finally opened his eyes. Slowly, as if stirred by something deeper than sound.

“Little cloud-child,” he said in a voice as soft as drifting mist, “why do you bring me gifts?”

Thara blushed. “I... I wanted to see if you’d move.”

“Why?”

“Because everyone says... nothing ever happens when you’re sitting here.”

Mokoji chuckled, his shell creaking gently with the sound. “Ah. But that’s where they’re mistaken. Stillness is not where nothing happens,” he said, placing a claw gently on her flute. “It’s where everything begins to align.”
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