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gently lowered his hood and slipped away into the fields. His task was 
done. Kuntal froze. Even in that infant daylight, he recognized the 
cobra. Pangeshu. 

          Kuntal waited for the serpent to disappear from sight before 
he turned around and sauntered towards the house. Bhairavi would 
still be in bed with Paarvati, he thought. She would ask him why the 
dogs were whimpering. What would he tell her? What should he? He 
would wait, he thought, for more signs. And just like he assumed, 
Bhairavi was still in bed with Paarvati but when she heard Kuntal 
walking in, she sat up on the bed, twisted her loose, long hair into a 
bun with a quick and deft movement of her hands and asked, ‘What 
was it, Kuntal? Why were the dogs making such noise?’ Kuntal 
hesitated with the reply. ‘Some small wild creature I suppose,’ he 
said after a pause, ‘Maybe some snake...’ Later in the day he suddenly 
asked Bhairavi, ‘When was Garhalachmi Bulaunu Puja?’ 

‘Why, last month. It’s been long, Kuntal,’ she replied. Kuntal 
fell silent. So it had been a month. Moreover, the night the serpent 
appeared was a Monday night, the first after a lunar month from 
the Garhalachmi Bulaunu ritual. What little doubt he had about the 
serpent being Pangeshu had been cleared.

The rest of the week passed by like any other for Bhairavi and 
Paarvati. And during this while, the little girl had also learnt to write 
her name. Paarvati Devi, she wrote. When her cousins came over 
from the other house, the house of Kesari Devi, they loved to see 
her hold the slender white piece of chalk between her little chubby 
fingers and trace out figures on her little black slate with its wooden 
border. When she wrote her name, she did it without once erasing 
even a small part because she made no mistake. Her cousins were 
in awe of her intelligence. They then taught her to make sketches of 
Shamlee, the chickens, the dogs and the mountains on the other side 
of the slate. Bhairavi smiled inwardly and her heart filled with joy on 
seeing her little girl’s prowess. She would let her study as much as she 
wished for, maybe more than anyone else ever did in Tilibham. And 
whenever she sketched mountains, Paarvati always drew a temple 
there. Bhairavi assumed that it was the Durga temple atop the flat 
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highland. And below the temple, as if under the ground beneath the 
temple, she sketched a ‘V’ and drew a line from the base of the ‘V’ 
upwards to the opening, as if dissecting the angle at the base of that 
‘V’. This is what she drew below the temple.....

‘Ah! That’s a trident, a trishool. Isn’t it Paarvati?’ Kuntal would say 
looking at the drawing, ‘Put it on top of the temple, not buried in the 
earth under the temple. Tridents don’t stay buried in the earth, child, 
they stay atop domes and steeples.’ Paarvati only smiled and left the 
‘V’ where it was, the way it was. 

As the week passed by, days and nights in the valleys of Tilibham 
turned colder. Sprinkles of the season’s first snow started frosting 
the valleys. The next Monday, an hour before the night was at its 
deepest and darkest, and while Paarvati lay cosily snuggled inside 
a soft quilt, once again the stone-apple ritual began in the round, 
middle chamber of the Pashupati temple. The same number of raw 
stems from that same stone-apple tree and its leaves were being 
readied to be burned in that same round earthen bowl. Only this 
time, it was Thuloaama who sat with her back towards the inner 
shrine and Hajoorbuba sat directly opposite her. Also this time, 
it was Hajoorbuba who lit the fire in the bowl. Soon the smoke 
emerged and started to rise above their heads in the closed chamber 
and slowly turned towards the south east. Just like it did during the 
previous week’s ritual to establish the direction in which to go out 
and look for the next Kumari. Thuloaama got up and gingerly walked 
towards the inner shrine of the temple, into the sanctum sanctorum. 
When Thuloaama put her feet on the ground her whole sole fell flat 
upon it. Because the small arch between the heel and the underside 
of the big toe was missing in her soles. The soft vibration of those 
flat feet that travelled in unseen, unheard little waves along the floor 


