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    Chapter One




    The story that I am going to tell you – I swear to Mr. God and the King that it has nothing to do with the subjects of Mathematics and Chemistry, or any experiments of science and chemistry that we learn everyday in school.




    The story that you are going to hear from me could be something about Psychology or Philosophy that Mrs. Isara Taranaree likes to teach us on Wednesdays. I am actually not sure whether to say “Yes, it is” or “No, it is not” to you. But, anyway, I have made a commitment with Mr. God and the King, who are sitting with me now.




    We have agreed that we will not let this question bother you so badly that all of you decide to barricade yourselves in your bedroom for four days and a half, as it was told in a newspaper yesterday that an ice cream seller had barricaded himself in his house for four days and a half without laughing or selling ice cream.




    The first paragraph of the newspaper story said it was because the weather had melted all his ice cream, but luckily the second paragraph said, “The ice cream seller will survive and come back to sell his ice cream with happiness and laughter again.”




    It was written in the Mumbai Times yesterday.




    Anyway, Mr. God and the King became alarmed by this news, and I did, too. So, we’ve all decided to say, “No, it is not something about psychology and philosophy,” to all of you. And now I am very happy that our decision has kept all of you around to listen to my story, with happy faces.




    Anyway, the story that I am going to tell all of you is something that happened with my latest new friend, who I met on a good, sunshiny Sunday. His name was written in a birth certificate as:




    “Abou Ara Sumaraya Singh.”




    I did not ask why his name is so long, like the name of the capital of Thailand -- the full name of the city we call Bangkok really is much longer: Krung Thep Mahanakhon Amon Rattanakosin Mahinthara Yuthaya Mahadilok Phop Noppharat Ratchathani Burirom Udomratchaniwet Mahasathan Amon Phiman Awatan Sathit Sakkathattiya Witsanukam Prasit -- or why his surname is “Singh” like a prime minister of India! But, anyway, that is not something we have to worry about. Mr. God and the King, who are sitting on each side of me, also say, “Yes, there is no need to worry about it!”




    So, anyway, the story that you are listening to, it is really something about this Indian friend of mine who has a long name, but I really like to call him just “Abou.”




    And I hope that all of you will be happy to know him just as “Abou,” as well. Anyway, I swear not only to Mr. God and the King, who are sitting with me, but I also guarantee, with all of my smiling, to all of you that the story is only about Abou!




    The story started when I first met him, when I was wandering in Little India. The reason I was wandering in this area was not because I wanted to taste any Indian food or buy a sari for my mother. It was because I had nothing much to do in that beautiful sunshiny afternoon, and I really wanted someone to talk to. And that brought me to meet Abou.




    I saw Abou was sitting alone on a wooden chair, he was reading a small book, and singing an Indian song at the same time. He was shaking his head from left to right with the sound of his Indian song, his hair was waving like the coconut tree on the big storm day that comes from the ocean.




    I was wondering how he could concentrate on his reading while not only shaking his head but also singing at the same time. I stared at him for 7 minutes and decided to be his friend by introducing myself to him. Actually the first thing that made me decide to be his friend was not because of his hair and the sound of Indian song. What I really was interested in about him was his book that he was reading.




    “Excuse me, can I sit here with you?”




    That was the first sentence I said to him, my latest Indian friend. All of a sudden he stopped singing and shaking his head. He closed the book and smiled to me. I had a very good sense that I could become a very good friend to him since I saw he was reading a book. I love people who read books, and that was really the main reason I had this good a feeling to be his friend. And after he gave me his friendly smile, it made me have a much more confident feeling that I was meeting a very good friend now. My decision to introduce myself to him was not because I wanted someone to talk to, but it is an inside feeling of having a good sense of becoming a good friendship instead. In fact, I have had two of my best friends, Mr. God and the King, with me since I came to Singapore. I really don’t need someone to talk to, because I never feel alone. But both of them are like a monk and saint to me.




    They are very quiet people with not much talking, only saying “Yes” and supporting me to be positive in life and whenever I was lonely and discouraged with many things. Mr. God and the King are always there with me. They are really my best friends. That I really must tell to all of you.




    Anyway, after Abou gave me his friendly smiles, I all of a sudden introduced not only myself but also my two best friends to him.




    I said, “My name is Wichan, and these are my best friends, Mr. God and the King.”




    Abou was still smiling and said nothing. He was very quiet and that made me think of the holy God Ginsana of India, anyway. The time passed by for a few minutes without saying anything. I all of a sudden thought that he was still shy or could not understand my English, but as I always have Mr. God and the King with me, I still have a positive mind that he could understand me.




    Mr. God and the King said that to me also. “Yes, positive, positive,” like the sound of an Indian God.




    The time passed until 7 minutes had gone by, as I had noticed by glancing at my watch. I decided to break the silence as Mr. God and the King always tell me, “Do not let a conversation be silent more than 7 minutes, and do not be angry at people more than 7 hours, especially to the ones you love.”




    And that made me never let silence come to my conversation more than 7 minutes and never be angry at people more than 7 hours. I always keep talking and explaining whenever it comes to that 7 minutes or hours moment, no matter if people will listen or not. But I always do my best to be as supportive of my best friends as they are of me.




    Anyway, I decided to continue my conversation with Abou.




    “Oh. I met The King in the bookshop on my birthday while I was buying a book as a present to myself, and I was introduced to Mr. God by my charming Spanish Angel. She is my best friend who always loves and cares for me.””




    I proudly introduced not only the two of my best friends but also had proudly mentioned my charming Spanish Angel best friend to him as well, and that was like a miracle happening to me.




    It made Abou start not only giving me his friendly smile, but also speaking in English to me with his charming Indian accent. And that was the most exciting and interesting part of my trip to Singapore. And that made me decide to tell all of you not only the story of my trip to this tiny country, but also the very interesting part about my latest Indian friend who was living temporarily in Little India in Singapore.




    First of all, let me explain this place to you. Little India is a melting pot of Indian culture in this small country called Singapore. And, well, I think that is enough to explain about it, because the place has nothing really to do with my story that you are listening to. Anyway, it was my first vacation in this tiny country. In fact, before I thought it was just a city in the province where I was born in Thailand!




    But Abou told me about this country, his temporary country, and that made me realize that I am in a country that is a hub of intellectual and good-quality, hard-working people. But that is really nothing of interest to tell all of you. In fact, I really do not even care what is their biggest port, or about their economic wealth, or any trendy technology, or if they are in the top ten countries without corruption, or whatever good things they say about Singapore. I really don’t care to hear about this. When people talk about Singapore to me, I always say.




    “Leave me alone, I am not a business man and I am not a skilled worker! I am just a nine-year-old kid!”




    I really say that, because I am really nine years old, and of course my latest friend is also nine years old, the same as me. Anyway, it was working very well to say that to those people who wanted to talk to me about Singapore. They would not only just really leave me alone but also would hand me a candy and say.




    “Yes, you are a nine-year-old kid. Bye, now.”




    It was not really bad to tell the truth about your age at nine years old, to get people to leave you alone. Mr. God and the King also agree. They say, “Well, it is better tell the truth than a lie,” and I have always believed both of them.




    So, anyway. I think it is now time that all of you concentrate again to listen to the story of Abou, and we really must leave Singapore alone!




    “Who is Abou?” all of you might be asking me. I know very well that all of you listening are my friends, so I will not hesitate to tell you that Abou is a nine-year-old boy from India. Of course there is no doubt about it that he is an Indian boy. His father is a bean seller, his grandparents are bean growers, and so of course they are a bean family!




    Abou came to live in this tiny country of Singapore when he was three years old. His mother and father left a small village called Tansalesia Trivanapuram in the state of Kerala, the southern state of India. Their house is located on the bank side of charming Vellayani Lake where people have been growing plants that produce paper since the time of the Silk Road, more than two thousand years ago.




    But Abou’s family has been growing beans for 300 years, since his ancestors brought them from northern India to Kerala.




    His family sells beans and his grandparents are the owners of the biggest bean farm in Kerala, much bigger than this Singapore, his temporary country. Abou had never told anybody about his family, except his beloved three bean friends and me. And this is what Abou looks like at the age of nine:




    [image: Image180947.JPG]Abou is a nine-year-old boy with curly hair like the arms of octopuses, as I saw a few times in a documentary. Nobody ever doubts his octopus curly hair is natural, because it has been that way since he was born and there is really nothing to doubt or do about it. And of course I also hope that all of you are not asking me, “Why does his hair look like the arms of octopuses?”




    Because the answer that all of you will get from me will be: “No, please do not ask.” Abou gave the same answer before to a woman who once asked him. Abou told me there was a woman who asked him about his octopus-curly hair. It was a Spanish woman named Annabel who had passed by just before I arrived and met him. He said she became very curious about his hair from 15 meters away, and when she was about two-and-a-half meters from him, she decided to ask him without hesitation:




    “Oh, boy, why do you have such busy, octopus-curly hair, like a four-year-old boy?”




    Nobody knew why she was so curious, but that is really not a question for all of us to wonder about, I would suggest. After Abou, my newest friend, had gotten this curious question from the Spanish woman, it was not more than half a second before he made a sudden decision to stand up and say, softly and politely like a nine-year-old boy, to her:




    “I am sorry, Miss, I also actually do not know why, but I am really proud and happy with this curly octopus hair, very much.”




    After he had told us about that beautiful woman who had asked about his hair, Mr. God and the King and I were quiet and did not say anything. We did not ask why that Spanish woman had gone to Singapore, or why she was curious about his hair. We just wanted to be good listeners, and it is the right thing to be more of a listener than an asker. And that means there’s nothing much more to tell all of you about that Spanish woman who was very curious about Abou’s curly octopus hair!




    Anyway, as I have said, I introduced my two friends, Mr. God and the King, to Abou on that shiny Sunday in Little India. I told him that I was introduced to Mr. God by my charming Spanish Angel, a charming and the most beautiful and lovely woman I have ever met -- and, of course, I am concerned that all of you might think that she is the same Spanish woman who had just asked Abou about his hair. I am concerned that all of you would start to think of this question. I have to say now that, “No, that charming Spanish woman who is my Angel is not the same woman who had met Abou and asked about his hair!”




    Anyway, I call that charming Spanish woman my “Angel” but there is really nothing interesting to hear about that, so I would suggest we keep listening to know more about Abou! Because everybody has their own Angel. They could be grandmother, mother, sister, best friend, girlfriend, or teacher. So, it is better to leave talking about Angel alone!




    About the King again, he was introduced to me in turn by Mr. God. It happened a few months ago on my birthday. As I told Abou, it happened before I came here to tell you the story of Abou. It happened when I was in the bookshop to buy a book as my own birthday present, as I already told you about before. I was sitting on the floor reading a book and Mr. God came to sit with me and said, “This is our new friend, he is a king.”




    And since then we all have been good friends. I met both of these good friends not more, in total, than a year ago. And I think that now there is really nothing else interesting to know about Mr. God and the King. So, it is better to leave them alone and listen again to the story of Abou.




    Anyway, Abou said he has three beloved bean tree friends. Every morning he likes to water them at 7:36 a.m. The reason he likes to water them at 7:36 a.m. is not because it is written in a special book or learned from school. It is a secret from his grandfather and his grandfather’s grandfather before him. Abou’s father told him about the secret on the day he was given the three bean seeds from his grandmother as a present on his third birthday after they just arrived in Singapore on their first day.




    His grandmother asked his father to give the seeds to Abou after their arrival in their new land. It was not just only a birthday present, but also as a special memory to him of who he was back where he came from, before Singapore. The beans will help Abou to not forget his original birthplace and keep in his life that he should be proud of being Indian. The beans will help him always remember his hometown. And that time his father had brought four bean seeds from his grandmother to him.




    Unfortunately one had gone missing somewhere, but as it is nothing to wonder about, I decided not to tell all of you very much about that missing bean. I would like to introduce all of you to Abou’s three green beans instead. And these are the three green beans shaking their bodies after they have been growing for 71 days:




    [image: Image180954.JPG]His green beans are the most beautiful trees in his home. They have very green leaves and bright branches with healthy auras. And that is the reason Abou has very nice charming eyes, like his grandmother. His grandmother always says, “Abou, my little angel, if you wish for your own eyes to be bright and shiny with charming happiness like our Indian cows’s eyes, look often upon our green beans’ leaves.”




    Because Abou remembered his grandmother had said this, he had no doubt that the birthday present of the three green beans was from his grandmother in India.




    His grandmother also liked to say, “Before cows will eat the green leaves of our green beans, they look and look at them for 20 minutes, and then they eat. But unfortunately for us, we see the beans’ leaves and we look for only two minutes, and then we eat. Cows appreciate their food more than us, Abou. Always remember this.”




    Abou always remembered this teaching from his grandmother. He has used this teaching for many things in life. Abou has always appreciated what he has, what he eats, and what he does since getting his three green beans.




    Abou named his green beans very common Indian names.




    His first bean is called “Harree,” and the second one called “Harraa,” and the third one called “Harruu.” He does not know why he named all of them with those such common names. He named them one by one while he was putting them in the ground, and he has never wondered or doubted his decision to call them those names. He knows he named them directly from the thoughts that came to his mind.




    He put them in the ground on that first day in Singapore, in the evening at five o’clock. According to his grandfather’s teaching, it was a very good time to grow plants.




    “Abou, my proud grandson,” his grandfather had said, “if you wish for your plants to grow healthy as our beans here at home do, plant them in the evening, when the sun is not shining strong and all the birds and squirrels come to see you to cheer you up with their happy laughs and smiles! And water them in the morning, when the sun is not shining strong and all the butterflies come to see you. They will all inspire your plants to grow healthy!”




    Abou always remembered that teaching from his grandfather.




    Every morning, Abou likes to say hello to his beans.




    “Good morning, Harree, Harraa and Harruu!”




    And all his green beans also like to answer in unison.




    “Good Morning Abou!!”




    The sound of the three green beans is loud enough to be heard in his father’s room. Abou did not tell me or Mr. God and the King if his father ever heard the sound of his three green beans or not. But, it is really not a problem that we will have to worry about. Mr. God and the King also told me, “Yes, it is not really anything to worry about!”




    And of course I believe in both of them, as they are also growers, Mr. God and the King.




    Actually, I really wanted all of you to know more about Mr. God and the King, who are my very best friends, but unfortunately there is not much more that is interesting to know about them now except the great way they cheer up my mind. I promise one day when I have more time, I will tell you more about them.




    But today, please let us keep listening to the story of my latest friend Abou first. Since I’ve decided to tell you more about my newest friend Abou, so I still insist on saying, “Leave Mr. God and the King alone and keep listening to the story of Abou.”




    So anyway, this is a picture of Abou watering his three green beans:




    [image: Image180963.JPG]The reason Abou likes to water his green beans with water going from one to another is not because does not have enough water to feed his beloved green beans, but his grandfather taught Abou when he was in Kerala exactly how to water their bean farm.




    His grandfather had said to him, “When we see water, it means that life gets a fulfillment of happiness. So, my proud grandson, do not waste what often fulfills your life.”




    And since that teaching reached his ears, Abou has always remembered it. He always appreciates and loves whatever fulfills his life’s happiness, either from water, green leaves, blue sky, or the love of his grandparents, parents, family, best friends, and good friends. Abou is very proud to be an Indian boy.




    On the same fine Sunday morning, after heavy overnight rain, his grandfather took Abou to their biggest farm in Kerala, and said, “We live on this green, blue and yellow planet. But sometimes, we really do not know how to properly name that green, blue or yellow. Sometimes we cannot answer common questions, Abou, and that is why we have to learn the answer to each question. Every question has its own answer, every problem has its own solution. Do not let anybody tell you that you cannot overcome obstacles. Be confident to break through an obstacle and go to its destination and be there with happiness! Always remember this, my proud grandson, Abou.”




    Abou’s grandfather taught him this while his hands held onto a green bean leaf. He and his grandfather were standing, looking to the ends of the farm’s fields, seeing everything was green. Up in the sky, there were some yellow and white clouds mixed with the blue sky. The wind blew slowly and made their ears feel miraculous. It chilled them and made both of them slowly walk on the farm, peacefully and with happiness from their conversation.




    Every member of Abou’s family calls him something different.




    His grandfather likes to call him “My proud grandson.”




    His grandmother likes to call him “My little angel.”




    His father likes to call him “My proud son.”




    His mother likes to call him “My lovely angel.”




    Every day, Abou learns something from his family. Especially his grandparents. His grandmother, who is 88 years old, adores him and calls him her “only angel in life,” which is more than she says to his father, who is her only son.




    Anyway, the story of Abou is not only that, but the main part of this story is about him and his three green beans. The reason he has a good relationship with his three green beans is that it is the simple things that sometimes bring difficult things to life. It is like the idea of Chinese yin and yang. Day and night, moon and sun, woman and man – I know all of these opposite things from reading about them in a book which I was given by my charming Spanish Angel on my birthday.




    And now, at the age of nine, there came to his simple life a difficult matter that greeted him when he woke up and went to water his three green beans. After Abou had watered Harree, Harraa and Harruu, one of his bean friends asked him a simple question.




    “Abou, I have something to ask you. It is not demanding, but they are questions.”




    It was Harruu who said this frankly and bravely to Abou.




    “Oh, yes, that is very interesting. I should like to answer questions, my grandfather told me that.” Abou stopped to recall the teaching and continued, “If you have questions come to your life, that means people are honored to ask you, as you are an intellectual, and we should proud to be an answerer.”




    Abou said this to his bravest bean Harruu about the teaching of his grandfather, who once taught him this when he was in the market to sell beans.




    Harruu, who was the most curious and bravest did not hesitate to continue to ask questions to Abou.




    “All right Abou, that is very good. So my question is, how come you like to water Harree before me and Harraa? Why do you not water me first, or Harraa first. Why?”




    It was Harruu, the bravest bean, who had asked with much curiosity. He really was the bravest bean, asking the question, while his friends Harree and Harraa had begun shaking. They were not brave like Harruu, even though they came from the same farm and were the same age.




    Harruu, the bravest bean, had wanted to ask Abou this question for a long time. But he waited to ask on a special day – every bean alive believes humans do not become angry on their birthdays. They do not know why it happens like that. They themselves never celebrate birthdays like humans do, but it was a belief passed from bean generation to bean generation. And this was the reason Harruu decided to ask Abou on his birthday, because he thought it should be all right for Abou to find the answer for them.




    “Well. I really do not know why, my friends. I really do not know, I am so sorry. I am not intellectual enough to answer this question! It is so simple, but difficult to find the right answer.”




    That was Abou’s answer. Harree and Harraa were still shaking, their bodies like earthquakes, like this:




    [image: Image180980.JPG] [image: Image180988.JPG]“Harree! Harraa!” Harruu whispered to his two friends. “What are you guys doing? You want some more water?”




    Then, like an ancient Indian King with a great empire, he decided to speak more loudly to Harree and Harraa. Not only did he have a serious face and emotions, but he also showed he was really the bravest bean to ever grow on Earth. Harruu turned his leaves to Harree, who was still shaking quietly on his left side, and said, “I know you have fear, and I do too, but we must be brave and ask. All right, Harree?”




    And now it was Harree who turned to say, “I do not know, do not understand, and do not ask. Please, Harruu.”




    Harree closed his leaves down like a coward and was being very quiet. It made Harruu very disappointed in his friend, as he was learning from his instincts that a bean should be very proud to be the bravest plant.




    Harruu, who never fears anything on Earth and is always positive, whispered softly again to Harree. “If you do not know and do not understand, you must ask to get the answer and explanation.”




    Harruu turned his leaves to his right side to Harraa, who was shaking his leaves, and demanded, “Right, Harraa?”




    “Yes, yes, yes,” Harraa, a semi-brave bean, who is not completely brave like Harruu, answered to really the bravest bean, Harruu.




    The atmosphere had made everybody have their own emotions and thoughts. The sun was still doing its good work to shine and the wind was also doing a good job blowing the air, and beautiful moments that happen on Earth make not only people have feelings, but plants as well.




    Abou saw his three green beans arguing and did not feel good. He did not even know how to start the answer. He decided to help the situation with a return question to Harruu.




    “And how could I know, Harruu?”




    Abou, a nine-year-old boy really did not know why he liked to water Harree before Harraa and Harruu. He really never thought about it for the six years he’d had the beans, until today, on his ninth birthday, when the bravest bean asked.




    Abou had had no questions in his head for over a week. He likes to keep no more than five questions in his mind at a time. This was something his grandfather taught him when he was five years old. He had gone back to India to visit his family with his parents. And on one fine Sunday morning, Abou’s grandfather took his hand and led him to their biggest bean farm, the way he did every time Abou visited his grandparents. And this time, his grandfather also had a lesson for him.




    His grandfather had said, “Abou, my proud grandson, look to the sky above, and appreciate it as you do our farm down here. Whether high or low, we have to appreciate both of them. Keep watching both of them, and also the mountain.”




    His grandfather took a breath of the fresh air as the wind blew past his nose, and then said, “Listen, my proud grandson, the sky is too far away to reach with your hands, and also the mountain is too far away to use your hand to wake it up. But do not forget to use your eyes to keep watching them, and your ears to listen to their singing. They will protect your every step. And do not carry more than five things in your head, otherwise you will not be able to appreciate the sky, or our green beans, or the shaking mountain!”




    Abou has used his grandfather’s rule not to carry more than five things in his head at one time for almost everything in his life. Since the age of five, he has never carried more than five questions at once.




    “And how could I find an answer for this question of yours, Harruu?” Abou asked his bravest bean. He really never had any doubts about it until he was asked by his bean friend. He had been watering them in the same way for six years.




    It was not more than a few seconds before Harruu replied to Abou in a way that showed he was not only the bravest bean on Earth, as he always is, but also a real intellectual bean.




    “Because you do not understand the world!” Harruu told Abou with his biggest voice.




    He had never used his biggest voice from his leaves before, but that Sunday seemed to be a very crucial day in his bean’s life. Meanwhile, the leaves of Harree and Harraa were still shaking.




    This really made Abou think for a long while. He had had no questions in his head for over a week. He decided to ask a question back to Harruu as he was also a bravest boy in India ever born, as Harruu was the bravest bean ever to grow on earth.




    “I do not understand the world? How?”




    Abou had stopped watering and put the jug down on the ground. Abou did not care how much water was left in the jug at the moment.




    He was concentrating on the conversation and talking with his three green beans. He had turned his face up to Harruu, the bravest bean with his curious questions.




    “I really do not understand what you are trying to tell me!”




    Harruu’s temper suddenly rose, too, and he yelled back at Abou. “Because you do not understand the world, water, tree, and who you are!”




    Harruu decided to ask more questions to Abou, adding more of these strange questions which he himself did not even know why they came from his mouth. It was like invisible questions came from the instinct of the bean life, the bravest plants on earth. Their everyday lives were being lived relatively with World, Water, and their friend Abou. And it was like a perfect time to find the answer for those questions.




    “Actually, I really do not know what the answer is to those questions either, and it would be great if you know and tell us or find the answer for us.”




    Harruu, the bravest bean of India, was really yelling at Abou, like this:




    [image: Image180995.JPG]Harree and Harraa were still shaking, but they were also being very good listeners on each side of Harruu. There was a silence among all of them for a few minutes. Abou was quiet, thinking and concentrating on what to do with these five invisible questions that Harruu had asked. Harree, Harraa and Harruu also had serious faces on their leaves. Gradually, Harree and Harraa stopped shaking their leaves, and turned very quiet, so as to be the best listeners. But Harruu was still in a bit of an angry mood.




    Seven minutes had passed when Abou came out of his concentration and thinking, and broke the silence between himself and his three beloved green beans who were seriously waiting for his voice.




    “All right, all right, my friends. If you are telling me that I do not understand the world, water, tree or who I am,” Abou paused to get a deep breath, “even you yourselves do not know and then tell me what I should do. Where can I find the answers for these questions? That would be great present for my birthday, to find those answers.”




    Abou said this with a fine, shiny Sunday face. It was not because it was his birthday on this shiny Sunday, but because he is happy almost every day of his life. His grandfather had told him, when they were picking green beans on his second birthday in the state of Kerala, “Always remember this, my proud grandson: whether it is a shiny Sunday, like today, or not, always have a smile of everyday happiness. Even if it is a boring or miserable day, it does not matter -- always smile and laugh on that day. It is a great Sunday! Never sink your happy, smiling face with it!”




    And since that happy birthday Sunday, Abou had kept that lesson from his grandfather in his mind, every day of his life even on this, his ninth birthday.
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