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How the Horse-Headed Fiddle
Came to be Made

You know our Mongolian horse-headed fiddle?
Did you ever wonder how our favourite instrument
came to be made? Let me tell you: it is a sad story.

The first horse-headed fiddle was invented by Suho,
a little shepherd boy who lived in the pasture-land
in Chahar. He was an orphan, and was brought up
by his grandmother. They owned about a score of
sheep. Suho used to take the sheep out to graze
and help his grandmother to prepare meals and keep
house. When he reached manhood at seventeen, he
was a gifted singer whose singing was loved by all
the shepherds and herdsmen of the neighbourhood.

One day the sun had set and night was rapidly
drawing on, but Suho had not come home. The
grandmother ‘was worried, and the neighbours be-
gan to get worried too. Then, late, Suho came home,
carrying a woolly white thing in his arms. It was a
new-born colt. Suho looked at the surprised faces
around him and said, smiling, “I came across this
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little thing lying on the road struggling. There was
no sign of its mother there. 1 was afraid the wolves
would get it, so I brought it back here to the yurt.”

Time went by, and the little colt grew up strong,
thanks to the care Suho took of it. It was snowy
white, healthy and beautiful. Everyone who set
eyes on it loved it. But it was especially dear to Suho.

One night Suho was woken up by excited neigh-
ing. He scrambled out of bed and hurried out of
the yutrt. By now he could hear wild baaing from
the sheep in the fold as well. The white pony was
defending the fold from a big grey wolf] Suho drove
the- wolf away. The white pony was sweating all
over. It had apparently been fighting for quite a
long time. “Oh white pony, you have saved the
sheep. . . .” Suho patted the sweating pony, speak-
ing to it as though it were a dear human friend. Ever
since then Suho and the white pony were fast friends
who grudged even a minute’s separation from one
another.

Time slipped by. One spring the news that the
prince was organizing a horse-race at the lama tem-
ple spread over the pastures. The winner would
have the hand of his daughter. Suho heard about
it. His friends encouraged hiin to enter for it. So
off went Suho with his white pony whom he loved
so well.

The race began. Many strong and hcalthy young
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men were competing. They whipped up their steeds
and galloped at full speed. But Suho and his white
pony were the first to pass the winning post.

“Tell the rider on the white pony to come here,”
said the prince on the watching stand. However,
when he saw that the winner was only a simple
herdsman, he made no mention of marriage to his
daughter but said cunningly, “You will be given
three big ingots for your horse. You may go home.”

Suho was infuriated. “What? Does he think I
would sell my precious. white pony?” he thought.
So he answered bluntly, “I came to run a race, not
to a horse sale.”

“Scoundrel! A poor herdsman dares to resist a
prince?He must be punished!” His servants rushed
up immediately.

They beat Suho till he lost consciousness and then
threw him down from the watching stand. The prince
went triumphantly back to his palace with the white
pony.

Suho’s friends took him home. His grandmother
nursed him tenderly and he recovered after a few
days. Some days later when Suho was going to sleep

he heard someone knocking at the door. “Who’s
there!” he called. There was no answer, but the

banging went on.
“Oh! It's the white pony!” The grandmother had
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gone to see what it was, and was surprised when she
opened the door.

Suho immediately ran out. Yes, it was the white
pony indeed! Sweat was dripping from it, and there
were seven or eight arrows sticking in it. Suho
clenched his teeth and held back his grief, and pulled
~ the arrows out. Blood immediately poured out from
the wounds. The pony was very seriously wounded
and died the next day.

What' had happened was that the prince, over-
joyed at having secured such a fine pony, had invited
his family and friends to -a feast to celebrate it one
fine day. He wanted to show off the pony and
ordered it to be led out to him.

But when he mounted its back it reared, threw
him down and galloped pell-mell through the as-
sembled guests. “Catch it!” the prince shouted, pick-
ing himself up angrily. “If you can’t, kill it.” A
shower of arrows rained on the pony. But it man-
aged to reach home and die with its real master.

Suho mourned it very deeply, and could not rest
day or night. One uneasy night, as he lay tossing,
he seemed to see his pony, alive. It came right up
to him, and he made much of it again.

“Will you nat think of a way that I may be with
you always and keep you company, dear master? Make
a fiddle of my bones,” the pony said. Next morning

8



MNEE ]

B THIB R o B BRI AR | 402 SR
F o 5 LA B o BEREFM » ETESE » %
BT HAE o BOR S MENK o EEBEBRE
£ BoRBMFET o

BT TEE T ABLE  SRET - @k
Ko MHTRRRNE » B —EERE o (A
PIBER— F /NS - AR T A R 3K o

BAES b 1% MBI » W T » TEEE
BRI ATEE T o T FHUSMOSEAE » 03 ¢ [ R4E
M| SERE] » AL | ) BRI T PR R o TR
Hb A BRI » A E A B o

BRIERL » BRER o —BRERZH % -
HATEZE PR LR » P8R RABK/NE ID7E 3 o 10
R  ERBT o

MNER: THEA » ARBESE » ERAWRHE
te—iE0E ? ARG ERRENEEEST o | BoKE

9



Suho ¢arved a model of his dear pony’s head out of
its hones, and used it for the upper end of the fiddle.
He used its tendons for strings, and hairs from its
flowing tail for the bowstrings. Whenever he played
his horse-headed fiddle he remembered his hatred of
the prince, and his own feelings when he galloped on
the pony. These thoughts went into his music and
made it speak of all the desires and emotions of the
herdsmen.It became the herdsmers voice, and all the
people used to come to listen to his playing in the
evening after work Listening, they would forget
their weariness.
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Why White Rabbits Have Long Ears
and Pink Eyes

Once upon a time, all white rabbits had blue eyes
and short ears. How is it then, that they have pink
eyes and long ears nowadays? Well, here is the
story; you can read it for yourself, just how it hap-
pened.

Long, long ago there lived an old mother rabbit
and her little son in a burrow at the foot of a hill.
When the baby rabbit grew up—he was a white rab-
bit—he turned out to be much bigger and stronger
than his mother. But the bigger he grew, the lazier
he became; and the lazier he became, the more in-
solent and arrogant he was. Even when he was full-
grown, he still behaved as he did when he was his
mother’s petted baby, too lazy to move. He never
even looked for his own food, but used to say, “You

know, mother, I'm only young still.”
To begin with, he only used to ask for the choice

bits of food, but soon he was not content with asking
but began to snatch them from his mother’s hand;
the next thing was that he began to say openly that
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he ought to have a better home.

One night, angry with his mother for no reason
at all, he shouted at her: “My fur is white, isn’t it?
Why do you make me sleep on this dirty, ordinary
bed?” and he actually refused to go to bed until his
mother brought out new, snow-white bedding for
him.

One day, the old mother rabbit went out to search
for food deep in the hills and wild ranges, while her
lazy white son stayed at home as usual. A storm
came on, and she was drenched to the skin. Despite
this, she’ se,at'ched for food the whole day, but failed
to find any. It was already night when she groped
her way back home, empty-handed. Her son was
at the doorway, waiting impatiently for her. When
he saw that she had come back with nothing, he was
furious and ‘abused her roundly. “Oh! So you're
back at last! I thought you must be dead,” he said.
“Why ever are you so late? D’you mean to tell me
you’ve brought me nothing to eat?”

The old mother rabbit answered him sadly. “My
child,” she said, “you’re a grown-up rabbit now, and
should go out to search for food yourself. You must
stop relying always on your mother.”

Naturally, her son, who had always been his moth-
er’s pet, could not stand even such a gentle rebuke.
“All right!” he muttered, half under his breath. “From
now on, no one is going to rely on anyone else, I sup-
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