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Muni was a very poor shepherd. He lived in a small village in the south of India and he only had two goats. Every day, he took them outside the village to the edge of the main road. He would sit underneath a statue of a horse and a warrior, watching the buses and lorries go past. 
One day, Muni was sitting under the statue when a large yellow car stopped near him. A red-faced man got out. 
“Excuse me? Is there a gas station near here?” Then the man suddenly saw the statue of the horse and cried, “Marvellous!”
Muni was afraid. Maybe this man was a police officer. 
“Marvellous!” the man said again, looking at the statue. Then he smiled. “How do you do?”
Muni used the only expressions he knew in English. “Yes, no.” Then he began to speak in Tamil. “My name is Muni.” 
The red-faced man offered him a cigarette. Muni accepted. The man said, “I come from New York.” He took out his card and presented it to Muni. Muni was worried. Maybe this man was trying to arrest him. “Before God, Sir, I know nothing about any dead body,” he replied in Tamil. 
“Please, please. I will speak slowly,” said the red man. “Can’t you speak a word of English? Everyone in this country seems to know some English.” 
Muni made some sounds and shook his head. The other man continued, saying every syllable very slowly and carefully. “Isn’t this statue yours? Why don’t you sell it to me?” Muni understood the reference to the horse. 
“I was very young when my grandfather explained to me about the horse and the…”
The other man interrupted him, “I will offer you a good price for the horse.” He had decided that Muni was the owner of the horse. 
Muni continued with his memories about the horse and his grandfather. The foreigner listened with fascination. 
“I wish I had my tape-recorder here. Your language sounds wonderful. But you don’t have to waste time with sales talk.” 
Muni went on, “I never went to school. So I don’t know the language you speak.”
The foreigner looked at the statue. “These colours are lovely.” 
“This horse is our guardian, it means death to our enemies. At the end of the world, the horse Kalki will come and kill all bad men.”
“I promise you that the statue will have the best home in the USA. I’ll put the statue right in the middle of the living room.” 
Muni continued talking about the end of the world, “Do you know what’s going to happen?” he asked. The foreigner understood that this was a question. “How am I going to carry it? Well, I can put it in the back.” 
Muni continued with his memories. “When we were young, we used to act out the stories of the Hindu gods.” 
“Will you accept a hundred rupees for the horse?”
“We also played Ramayana. Do you know the story of Ramayana?”
“We must talk business. Give me a hand with the horse.” 
At this stage the confusion was complete. Muni carried on. “You are a good man. I normally have nobody to talk to. How many children have you?” 
Realising that a question was being asked, the red man replied, “I said a hundred rupees.”
“How many of your children are boys and how many girls?” The red man put his hand into his pocket and took out a hundred rupee note. 
The old man looked at the note. He had never seen a note so big in his life. He thought the man was asking for change. 
“Go and ask the village headman. He’s always got money. He doesn’t like me because he says my goats eat his vegetables.” He pointed to the goats. 
The foreigner decided to show attention to the old man’s pets and stroked their backs. Suddenly, Muni realized what was happening. The man wanted to buy his goats! The red man shook his hand and put one hundred rupees in tens into his hand. 
“Are you taking them away in that?” said Muni, pointing to the car. 
“Yes, of course,” said the foreigner. 
“This will be their first time in a car. Wait for me to go or they will only follow me.” Soon Muni was out of sight. 
The red man stopped the first truck that came past. The men helped him take the statue of the horse and put it in his car. He then drove off. 
Muni went back home and showed the cash to his wife. “I have sold our goats to a red man.” Just at that moment, the goats appeared at the door.  
“Where is that man? Why did you come back?” he asked the goats. 
His wife was angry. “If you have stolen something, the police will come and break your bones. Don’t involve me. I will go away to my parents…”
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