


As she walked home from school Ringluia
imagined the steady beat of the long bamboo

poles go Dhak…dhak…dhak.

And the dancers dancing gracefully in and out
from between the poles.

From the time she was little, Ringluia yearned
to dance the Cheraw, the national dance of

the Kuki - Mizo - Chin tribes of India and
Burma. But she was afraid.



When she reached home, she pulled out
the note handed to the students by the

teacher and read it again; 

“Tomorrow is the audition for the Cheraw
Dance Festival. 

Interested students must come to school
dressed in the traditional costume.”



“I wish…” she whispered, hot tears rolling down
her cheeks.

“Hoo-hoo, child, what do you wish for?” Signed
her grandmother.

“I want to dance the Cheraw, Grandma, but
how can I, if I cannot hear the beat?”

she said wiping her tears.



Grandma took Ringluia’s hand and placed it
on her chest. Dhup-dhup, dhup-dhup went

her heartbeats.
“Do you feel them,” she asked.

Ringluia nodded.
“Anyone can dance,” signed her grandmother,

“However, sometimes one has to dance to a
different song. The song in your heart!”



Grandma held her hand and led her to a
clearing in the lush jungle where orchids

bloomed, and rhododendrons nodded their
heads.



She lifted Ringluia’s hand and tapped the
rhythmic beat of the clacking bamboos on

her palm.



Ringluia closed her eyes.
 She could feel the beat in her heart and
then in her belly. And then slowly, down-

down-down, all the way to her feet. Her toes
began to twitch. Her feet began to move

between the imaginary sticks.
Step in – step out!

Slowly at first, and then faster and faster.
Tap-tap, tappity-tap went her feet as the

music in her heart played on.
She danced until the moon came out and

smiled down at her.



The next day Grandma took out the
traditional Cheraw dance costume from a

box and gave it to Ringluia for the audition at
school.



And then it was Ringluia’s turn. With her
heart pounding the beat loud and clear, she

jumped in. Her heartbeats sang with the
clackity-clack of the bamboos.

The audition began. Two boys sat opposite
each other on the ground. They began to tap
the long bamboo poles in a steady rhythm.

One by one, the girls stepped in and danced.



She was a peacock in the jungle.
She twirled. She swirled. She whirled.



She was a bird soaring in the skies.
She flew. She flipped. She flapped.



“Ringluia, how did you learn to dance like
that?” signed her surprised teacher.

Ringluia smiled, pointed to her heart, and
signed, “Everyone can dance, if they listen to

the song in their hearts.”





Watch me
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