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PART – I: A Baker from Goa 
Introduction 
‘A Baker from Goa’ revolves around the relevance of a baker in the Goan culture which dates 
back to the time when Portuguese ruled over the city of Goa. The Portuguese may have left but 
the breadmakers continue to have an inevitable stature. In this story, the author recalls his 
childhood days and their excitement on seeing the baker. They were enthusiastic to the point that 
they would run to him as soon as they woke up without even brushing their teeth. 
GIST 
The lesson begins with how narrator’s elders often recall the time when Goa was under the rule 
of the Portuguese. They talk how the importance of bakers is still maintained in their villages 
even after the Portuguese have left. They are known as ‘Paders’ in Goa. The mixers, moulders 
and their time-tested furnaces continue to serve the people of Goa with their famous bread 
loaves. It is possible that the original ones may not exist, but their profession is being continued 
by their sons. The thud of their bamboo stick can still be heard in some parts of the village. The 
same jingling thud would wake the narrator and his friends during their childhood days who 
would go running to him without brushing or washing their mouth properly. It was the maid-
servant of the house who collected the loaves while children sorted out the bread bangles for 
themselves. Bakery products have importance in the culture and traditions of Goa. Bol or sweet 
bread is a part of marriage gifts, cakes and Bolinhas or coconut cookies are eaten at every 
festival and the lady of the house prepares sandwiches at her daughter’s engagement. Earlier 
bakers wore a unique frock of knee-length known as ‘kabai’ but during the narrator’s childhood 
days, they wore a shirt and trousers of length slightly shorter than the usual ones. 
They generally collected their bills at the end of every month. Bakery has continued to be a 
profitable profession, managing to keep their families joyous and prosperous. 
 
Main Points of the Story 

  The Portuguese in Goa were lovers of bread 

  Those eaters of bread have now gone but is makers still exist. 

  During the childhood days of the narrator, a baker used to be their friend, companion 

  and guide. 

  The baker came twice a day – once in the morning and again while returning home 

  After finishing his sailing. 

  The jingling thud of the baker’s bamboo woke up the sleeping children. 

  The loaves were delivered to the servants of the house. 

  The children would peep into the baker’s basket for the bread bangles. 

  The children would eat bread with hot tea. 

  The marriages were incomplete without the popular bol bread. 

  Bolinhas was a must during Christmas and all other festivals. 

  The makers wore a particular knee length frock known as kabai. 

  Baking was a profitable profession. Bakers had a plump physique testifying to this. 

  The bakers collected their bills at the end of the month 
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Introduction 

The lesson gives us a beautiful insight of the smallest district of Karnataka and its people. 

The place has an amazing weather throughout the year with enough rain during the 

monsoon season. The people of Coorg are known to be one of the bravest. Coffee is the 

main crop grown in this region. A variety of animals can be found here while the place is 

surrounded by beautiful Brahmagiri hills, islands and Tibetan settlements. 

GIST 

The writer describes the hill station of Coorg located in the Western Ghats in the state of 

Karnataka. It is located midway between Bangalore and Mangalore. The suitable time to visit 

Coors is from September to March. The place is famous for coffee plantations and spices. 

There are abundant rainforests which cover 30 percent of the area. The Corgi men are brave 

warriors who are permitted to keep firearms without a license due to their trustworthiness. 

The women of Coorg are pretty. Coorg is also known as Kodavu and the Kodavus, though 

are Hindus by religion but their customs differ from those of mainstream Hindus. They marry 

within their community. Kodavus are said to be of Greek or Arabic descent. Some soldiers of 

Alexander’s army settled there. Also, as the ethnic dress of the Kodavus, Kuppia is similar to 

the Arab garment Kuffia, it is said that maybe their ancestors were Arabs or Kurds. The river 

Kaveri originates from Coorg. The fish named Mahaseer is found in the river. Many animals 

and birds like kingfisher, langur, squirrels and elephants can be spotted along the river. 

Tourists relax in the serene atmosphere and also enjoy adventure sports like river rafting, 

canoeing, rappelling, mountain biking, rock climbing and trekking. While trekking on the 

nature trails, animals like Macaques, Malabar squirrels, langurs and slender loris can be 

spotted on the trees. The major tourist attractions are Brahmagiri hills, Nisargdham Island 

and Bylakuppe Tibetan settlements. Coorg gives visitors a feel of India’s diverse cultures. 

Main Points of the Story 

  Coorg is situated between Mysore and the coastal town of Mangalore. 

  It is called the land of rolling hills. 

  Coorg is inhabited by a proud race of martial men, beautiful women and wild creatures. 

  It is the smallest district of Karnataka. 

  Coorg is the home of evergreen forests, spices and coffee plantations. 

  September to March is the most pleasant season for the tourists. 

  During this period, weather is perfect and the air breathes of coffee. 

  The people of Coorg are fiercely independent people. 

  They are possible of Greek or Arabic origin. 

  It is said that a part of Alexander’s army settled there and married amongst the locals. 

  Their long black coat with an embroidered waist-belt Kuppia resembles the kuffia worn by 

the Arabs. 

  Coorgi homes are known for their hospitality. 

  The Coorg Regiment is one of the most decorated in the Indian Army. 

  The first Chief of the Indian Army, General Cariappa, was a Coorgi. 
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  The river, Kaveri, obtains its water from the hills and forests of Coorg. 

  High energy adventures with river rafting, canoeing, rock climbing and mountain biking  

are quite popular in Coorg. 

  Birds, bees, butterflies, Malabar squirrels and langurs find shelter in the rainforests of 

Coorg. 

  The top of the Brahamagiri hills gives you a panoramic view of the misty valley of Coorg. 

India’s largest Tibetan settlement at Bylakuppe is famous for its Buddhist monks and temple. 
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Introduction 

This is a very short description of Assam, a North-Eastern State of India. This state is 

famous for its tea plantations. In this extract Pranjol, a youngster from Assam is Rajvir’s 

classmate at a school in Delhi. Pranjol’s father is the manager of a tea-garden in Upper 

Assam and Pranjol has invited Rajvir to visit his home during the summer vacation. 

GIST 

In ‘Tea from Assam’ Arup Kumar Datta describes how popular tea has become as a 

beverage in the world. Over 80 crore cups of tea are drunk every day throughout the world. It 

shows the increasing popularity of tea. The lesson gives a graphic description of the sea of 

tea bushes stretching as far as eyes can go in Assam. The plucking of the newly sprouted 

leaves by groups of tea-pluckers with bamboo baskets on their backs are vividly described in 

the lesson. 

Pranjol belonged to Assam. He was studying in a school in Delhi. Rajvir was his classmate. 

Pranjol’s father was the manager of a tea-garden in Upper Assam. Pranjol invited Rajvir to 

visit his home during the summer vacation. Both of them travelled to Assam on a train. When 

the train stopped on the way at a station, a vendor called, ‘chai-garam garam-chai’. They 

took tea and started sipping it. Rajvir told Pranjol that over eighty crore cups of tea are drunk 

every day throughout the world. 

Pranjol started reading his detective book again. But Rajvir looked out of the window of the 

moving train. There was beautiful scenery outside. Soon the soft green paddy fields were left 

behind and there were tea bushes everywhere. Rajvir was fascinated by the magnificent 

view of tea gardens. There were shade trees also. He was very excited. Pranjol didn’t share 

Rajvir’s excitement because he had been born and brought up on a plantation. He told Rajvir 

that Assam has the largest concentration of tea plantation in the world. 

Rajvir said that no one really knows who discovered tea. He told Pranjol that there are many 

legends attached to tea, to the discovery of tea. According to one story, a Chinese emperor 

discovered tea by chance. He always boiled water before drinking it. One day a few leaves 

off the twigs burning under the pot fell into the water. As a result, the boiled water got a 

delicious flavour. It is said they were tea leaves. According to another Indian legend, 

Bodhidharma, an ancient Buddhist monk, felt sleep during meditations. So he cut off his 

eyelids. Ten tea plants grew out of the eyelids. The leaves of these plants when put in hot 

water and drunk banished sleep. 

Rajvir told Pranjol that tea was first drunk in China in 2700 B.C. Words like ‘chai’ and ‘chini 

are Chinese. Tea came to Europe in the sixteenth century. At first, it was used more as a 

medicine than as a beverage. Both Rajvir and Pranjol reached Mariani junction. Pranjol’s 

parents received them on the platform they took them in a car to Dhekiabari, the tea estate 
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managed by Pranjol’s father. There were acres and acres of tea bushes. Women with 

bamboo baskets on their backs were plucking the new tea leaves, they had come there in 

the sprouting season. Rajvir said that this season lasts from May to July. The best tea is 

produced during this season. Pranjol’s father told Rajvir that he knew many things about tea 

Plantations. Rajvir wanted to learn more about tea there. 

Main Points of the Story 

  Tea is really a very popular beverage in India. 

  You can bear the vendor shouting “chai-garam-garam chai” at every railway station. 

  More than eighty crores of cups of tea are drunk every day throughout the world. 

  It was green, green everywhere and Rajvir had never seen so much greenery before. 

  The landscape changed and tea bushes took the place of green paddy fields. 

  A sea of tea-bushes stretched as far as the eyes could go. 

  Assam has the largest concentration of plantations in the world. 

  No one really knows who discovered tea. One Chinese legend says that a few leaves of 

the twigs burning under the pot fell into the boiling water. 

  The leaves gave it a delicious flavour. They were tea leaves. 

  Words like Thai’ and thine are from the Chinese language. 

  According to an Indian legend, an ancient Buddhist ascetic cut off his eyelids because he 

felt sleepy during meditation. 

  Ten tea plants grew out of his eyelids. 

  Rajvir saw acre upon acre of tea bushes and nearly all of them were neatly pruned to the 

same height. 

  Groups of tea-pluckers with bamboo baskets on their backs were plucking newly sprouted 

leaves. 

  A tractor was pulling a trailer-load of leaves. 

  Rajvir asked Pranjol’s father if it was the second-flush or sprouting period. 

  The sprouting periods lasts from May to July and this period yields the best tea. 
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GIST 

The poet talks about trees symbolically. They refer to women who have been healed and are 

ready to move out of their houses to fulfil their primary purpose - to renew the forest of 

mankind. As women have remained indoors, the forest has become empty, the birds and 

insects rendered shelter less. The Sun’s rays do not have the tree trucks and leaves to fall 

upon and thus, reach the earth. She says that the forest will be full of trees the next morning. 

The roots of the trees are working hard to separate from the floor of the veranda where they 

have remained fixed. The leaves and branches are moving towards the glass windows. They 

are desperate to move out just like a newly discharged patient who has not recovered 

completely, moves to the exit door of the hospital in a hurry. The poet is sitting in her house 

with the doors of the veranda open. She is writing letters but does not mention this 

movement of the trees. It is night time, the sky is clear and a bright moon is visible. She can 

smell the leaves and lichen which seem to be calling out desperately. She hears the glass of 

the window pane breaking. The trees are moving out and the fast blowing wind embraces 

them. As the trees have reached the forest, the tall and strong oak tree overshadows the 

moon and it seems that the moon has been broken into several pieces. The trees inside are 

moving out into the forest, the forest that was empty all these days where no bird could sit, 

no insect hide, no sun bury its feet in shadow, the forest that was empty all these nights will 

be full of trees by morning. 
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Gavin Maxwell lives in a cottage in Camusfearna, in the West Highlands in Scotland. When 

his dog Jonnie died, Maxwell was too sad to think of keeping a dog again. But life without a 

pet was lonely... 

Mijbil the Otter- Introduction 

In this lesson, the author tells us how his life changed after he decided to domesticate an 

otter after he lost his pet dog. He takes us through his journey of adjusting, playing and 

travelling with Mijbil (or Mij) the otter, from Iraq to London and how during this journey, he 

developed an inseparable bond with him. 

GIST 

The story begins with the author travelling to Basra along with his friend. During their 

journey, the author expresses his desire to domesticate an otter because after he had lost 

his pet dog, life had become lonely for him. His friend suggested that he should get one from 

the Marshes along river Tigris in Iraq. When they reached the destination, they found that 

only the friend’s mail had arrived. 

After a few days, the friend left while the narrator was still waiting to receive his mail. Upon 

receiving it, he went to his room only to find an otter (brought to him in a sack), accompanied 

by two Arabs with a note. It was a gift from his friend. He named the otter Mijbil or shortly, 

Mij. It took some time for Mij to open up and get acquainted with his surroundings. He was 

covered in mud to an extent that it took almost a month of cleaning and washing to reveal his 

actual colour. Mij loved playing with water so much so that he even learned to open the tap 

on his own. He believed that each drop of water should be squished and splashed till the 

bowl had been emptied. Everything was going smoothly in Basra, but now it was time to fly 

back to London. British airlines did not allow animals, so he had to book another flight that 

allowed Mij with a condition that he had to be carried in a box. The narrator put him in a box 

an hour before the flight so that Mij could get accustomed to it and then left for a quick meal. 

When he returned, he found that the box was still and Mij had created a mess by destroying 

the inner lining. As a result, blood was dripping out of the holes. Scared as he was, he 

hurried. They were far away from the airport and there were only ten minutes left for the 

flight to take off. He cleaned it all, hurried in a cab and managed to reach just in time. He 

explained the series of events to a very kind and generous air hostess who advised him to 

keep the box on his lap. Gavin developed extreme admiration for the air hostess for she was 

very kind to him. As soon as he opened the box, the otter leaped out and disappeared 

thereby creating a chaos. Passengers were frightened. A lady climbed up her chair and in an 

attempt to get a hold of Mij, the author got himself covered in curry. The air hostess offered 

help and brought him back to Gavin and finally, they reached London. Mij was fond of 

playing with ping-pong balls and marbles. He even developed a game with the author’s 

damaged suitcase. It could keep him engrossed for a long period of time. Narrator took him 

for walks while taking the lead and played with him. People of London, being unfamiliar with 

otters, had wild guesses about what Mij was. Some thought it to be a baby seal, squirrel or 

even a hippo. The most shocking reaction came when a labourer digging the hole asked the 

author, “What is that supposed to be?” 

 

 

 

 

 


