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Celebrating Indian Children's Literature at AFCC 2014
India is the Focus Country at the Asian
Festival of Children's Content 2014
(AFCC) to be held at National Library
Board, Singapore from 30 May 2014 to
4 June 2014. The focus country
presentation will be coordinated by the
National Book Trust, India as usual.
The focus country presentation by
India will showcase India's long and rich
heritage of children's literature,
storytelling and indigenous artistic
traditions in multicultural and
multilingual set up. The presentation
will include a special exhibit of about
200 recently published children's books
in Indian languages including English, a
set of specially curated panels displaying
a visual journey of children's literature
in India and illustrative elements of
Indian storytelling tradition, besides
business sessions and workshops.
Some of India's noted children's
writers, illustrators, publishers and
developers of children's content like
Leila Seth, Atanu Roy, Deepa Agarwal,
Arup Kumar Dutta, Nina Sabnani, Divik
Ramesh, Navin Menon, Atiya Zaidi,
Manas Mohan among others will
participate in various discussions, talks,
workshops, seminars etc to be organised
Readers’ Club Bulletin

at AFCC and will bring out into light the
various aspects of the Indian children's
literature. Dr M A Sikandar, Director,
NBT will lead the Indian Delegation.
AFCC, organised annually by the
National Book Development Council of
Singapore (NBDCS), is one of the major
events of the children's content in the
world. Renowned authors, illustrators,
publishes, editors and others associated
with the children's literature from
different countries participate in the
festival. AFCC provides a platform to the
participants to know, share, learn and
discuss the different aspects of
children's content acorss the world.
Invitation to India as the Focus Country
at AFCC 2014 is de facto a distinct
recognition of India's emergence as a
major country in publishing children's
literature.
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lkr leqna j
dqN [kksuk] dqN ikuk
MkW- vferkHk 'kadj jk; pkS/kjh

fo'ofo|ky; ls ckgj vkus ij xk;=kh us ns[kk fd dksbZ pksj mldh lkbfdy pqjkdj Hkkxk tk jgk
gSA ogk¡ HkhM+ yx tkrh gS vkSj pksj idM+k tkrk gSA vc nl yksx] nl ckrsAa xk;=kh ds nn~nk
ukjk;.ku dksbZ yQM+k ugha pkgrs FksA iqfylokys us pksj dks rekpk jlhn fd;k vkSj NksM+ fn;kA
vc bl vad esa dqN vkSj ckrsa ---

^^vjs vIiqiu] dgk¡ x,\** xk;=kh vpjt eas
iM+ xbZA vkt dqN tYnh gh NqVV~ h gks xbZ FkhA
dqekju dks vius fdlh dke ls tkuk FkkA
rj.krky ls fudydj xk;=kh vius nknk dks
<w<¡ + jgh FkhA
vkt ;gk¡ vkrs&vkrs gh ,d nq?kZVuk
gksr&s gksrs jg xbZA os vk gh jgs Fks fd rHkh
xqjjZ --- HkkS-a -- rst j¶rkj eksVjlkbfdy lokj
nks Nksdjs ,dne ukjk;.ku dh cxy ls fudy
x,A [kqn dks 'kk;n fdlh ghjks ls de ugha
le>rs gSa ;sA
eksVjlkbfdy dh gSfa My esa Q¡ldj mudh
/kksrh QV xbZA l¡Hkkyrs&l¡Hkkyrs ukjk;.ku
lM+d ij fxj x,] ^^vksg] ns[kdj Hkh ugha
pykrk!**
[kSj] dqN gqvk ughaA exj iSj esa eksp vk
xbZ FkhA os y¡xM+k jgs FksA ^^py xk;=kh] vkt
iSny gh pyA**
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^^rqEgsa pksV rks T;knk ugha vkbZ nn~nk\**
xk;=kh ?kcjk xbZA
^^ugha js] py&pyA**
xk;=kh lkbfdy l¡Hkkydj pyus yxhA
mlds vIiqiu ihNs&ihNs y¡xM+kdj pysA
rj.krky ds xsV ds ikl tkdj mUgksua s
dgk] ^^ge ;gha ckgj ml nqdku ds lkeus cSBs
jgrs gSAa rw vanj pyh tkA**
vc ckgj fudydj xk;=kh fpark esa iM+
xbZA vkf[kj vIiqiu x, dgk¡\ mlus vkxs
c<+dj ml nqdkunkj ls iwNk rks mlus tokc
fn;k] ^^vHkh rks ;gha Fks] irk ugha dgk¡ pys
x,A mudh lkbfdy gS fd ugha\**
vly esa cSBs jgrs&jgrs ukjk;.ku us lkspk]
vHkh rks xk;=kh ds fudyus esa nsj gSA vxj
dgha dksbZ nok dh nqdku [kqyh gks rks ,dk/k
nnZ dh fVfd;k [kk ysAa
bÙkQkd ls vkt xk;=kh tYnh gh fudy
vkbZA b/kj&m/kj <w<¡ +rs gq, xk;=kh us lkspk]
ikBd eap cqyfs Vu

pys]a tjk Qsjh?kkV pysAa ogha LVhejokys ls
iwN ysxa As ugha rks nn~nk ogk¡ rks t:j igqp
¡
tk,¡xAs eq[; lM+d ij igqp
¡ rs gh mlus ns[kk]
pkjksa vksj iqfyl [kM+h gSA nksuksa rjQ iVjh ij
yksx [kM+s gSAa mls ,d flikgh us Mk¡Vk] ^^,
yM+dh] vHkh lM+d er ikj djuk!**
HkhM+ esa cspkjh b/kj&m/kj >k¡drh jghA
vkt dksbZ mPp vf/kdkjh ;k ea=kh vkus okys
gSa] blhfy, ;g bartke fd;k x;k gSA
ns[krs&ns[krs ^g¡bq -± --g¡bq -± --* dh lhVh ctkrs gq,
yky cÙkh ds lkFk dkfQyk xqtj x;kA yksx
b/kj&m/kj nkSM+us yxsA
lM+d ikj dj nwljh vksj tkdj xk;=kh
us ns[kk] vjs! ;g rks dksbZ vutku&lh txg
Readers’ Club Bulletin

gSA vIiqiu jkst b/kj ls rks vkrs ughaA eSa
fd/kj tkÅ¡\ fdlh ls iwN\¡w ysfdu vEek us
rks ckj&ckj euk dj fn;k Fkk] ^xk;=kh] dHkh
fdlh vutku O;fDr ls ckr ugha djukA gj
le; vIiqiu ds ikl jgukA* ijarq bl le;
vIiqiu gSa dgk¡\
gs in~eukHkLokeh! mls jksuk vk x;kA
xk;=kh us vkxs c<+dj ,d Mkc okys ls
iwNk] ^^LVhej ?kkV dk jkLrk dkSu&lk gS\**
^^oks] ogh rks gS!**
xk;=kh nkSM+us yxhA
mlus ihNs ls vkokt nh] ^^vjs] nkfgus
eqM+ tkuk!**
xk;=kh vkxs c<+ pqdh FkhA vc mls ?kcjkgV
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gksus yxhA mls irk Hkh ugha pyk fd mlds
xky ij vk¡lw dh /kkjk QwV fudyh gSA
rHkh fdlh us vkdj mldh ihB ij gkFk
j[kk] ^^dgk¡ tkuk gS\ jkLrk Hkwy xbZ gks\**
ml vkneh ds gkFk esa ,d cSMfeaaVu dk
jSdVs FkkA
^^gk¡] eS-a -- eq>s gfjine~ tkuk gSA esjs
vIiqiu!** xk;=kh vk¡[ksa eyus yxhA
^^rqEgkjs vIiqiu dgk¡ gS\a **
^^[kks x, gSAa ** fllfd;ksa ds chp mlus
dgkA
^^oks [kks x, gSa ;k rqe [kks xbZ gks\**
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vkWFkZj eqLdqjk fn;kA
^^esjk D;k dlwj gS\ eSa rks fLofeax iwy ls
fudyh gh FkhA**
^^vks! rks rqe fLofeax lh[kus vkrh gks\**
^^lh[kus ugha] Vªfs uax ysuAs rSjkdh rks esjs
vIiqiu us gh eq>s fl[kk nh FkhA**
^^vks&gks] ns[kks] eSa Hkh rks cSMfeaVu Iys;j
gwA¡ vkSj gfjine~ dk gh yM+dk gwA¡ esjk uke
vkWFkZj gSA rqEgkjs vIiqiu dkSu gS\a **
^^Jh 'kf'k'ks[kj ukjk;.kuA**
^^vjs] rqe gsMekLVj lkgc dh dqpeq ksy
gks! pyks] rqEgsa Qsjh?kkV ys pywA¡ **
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Mjrs&Mjrs] ek¡ dh ;kn djrs&djrs xk;=kh
mlds lkFk pyus yxhsA
b/kj] rj.krky xsV ds ikl okil vkdj
ukjk;.ku rks lqLrk jgs Fks fd xk;=kh dc
ckgj fudysxhA brus esa ml nqdkunkj us
dgk] ^^lj] vkidh iksrh rks dc dh ckgj
fudy pqdh gSA vki gh dks <w<¡ + jgh FkhA**
^^D;k\** ukjk;.ku ds flj ij ekuks
otzikr gqvkA ^^rqeus mls cSBk;k D;ksa ugha\**
^^vjs lj] vc nqdkunkjh dk le; gSA
xzkgd ls fucVsa rc rks---!**
ukjk;.ku y¡xM+krs&y¡xM+krs lkbfdy ij
lokj gks x,A ,d ckj njcku ls iwNk rks
mlus Hkh dgk fd dqekju lj rks dc ds tk
pqds gSAa dksbZ cPpk vanj gS Hkh ughaA
ukjk;.ku ljiV nkSM+s Qsjh?kkV dh vksjA
vius vIiqiu dks ns[krs gh xk;=kh mudh
vksj nkSM+h] ^^nn~nk] vc rd dgk¡ Fks\**
^^rw dgk¡ pyh xbZ Fkh js\ esjs rks gks'k gh
mM+ x,A ;gk¡ rd rw vdsyh vkbZ gS\**
xk;=kh us b'kkjk fd;k] ^^eSa rks HkVd xbZ
Fkh] bUgha vady us eq>s ;gk¡ rd igqp
¡ k;kA**
^^vjs vkWFkZj] rqe! ;gk¡ dSl\s **
^cl] b/kj ,d g¶rs ls eSa Hkh vysIih esa
gh FkkA lj] vki dSls gS\a **
^^eSa rks fcydqy Bhd gw]¡ lkspks rks] vkt
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vxj ,slh&oSlh ckr gks tkrh rks eSa fdl eqg¡
ls ?kj ykSVrk\ ef.k vkSj vuarh dks D;k
tcko nsrk\** ukjk;.ku gk¡Q jgs FksA
^^vEek ls fefy,xk rks dfg,xk eSa
fcydqy Bhd gwA¡ **
^^t:j&t:j! vks.ke ds fnu fp#rk dg
jgh Fkh fd rqEgkjh rch;r b/kj Bhd ugha
jgrh gSA D;k ckr gS csVk\**
^^lj] lcls igys vkius gh esjs gkFkksa esa
cSMfeaVu dk jSdVs Fkek;k FkkA vkidk vk'khokZn
jgk rks eSa fQj ls [ksyx¡w kA t:j [ksyx¡w kA
MVdj [ksyx¡w kA**
ukjk;.ku us mls xys ls yxk fy;kA
vkWFkZj lksp jgk Fkk fd vkt Hkh ;g o`)
viuh iksrh ds thou dks l¡okjus esa D;k dqN
ugha dj jgk gSA fdruk mRlkg!
vkWFkZj dks ;kn vk;kA fxjtk esa izfr
jfookj iknjh lkgc ifo=k ckbfcy dk ,d&,d
va'k lqukrs gSAa mlds dku esa tkye dk ,d
ea=k /ofur gksus yxk] ^^gs bZ'oj! eq> ij
d`ik djks] eSa nqcy
Z gwA¡ gs bZ'oj! esjh vfLFk;k¡
ttZj gS]a eq>s fujksx djksA**
vkWFkZj ds ân; esa fxjtk?kj ds ?kaVs dh
/ofu xwt
¡ jgh Fkh---A
lh&26@35&40,
jkedVksjk
okjk.klh&221001 ¼m-iz-½
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From NBT’s Treasure Trove

Cow Stars
Samrit Bouasisavath
Long, long ago, so long ago that nobody
knows exactly when it was, all animals
could speak like men. At that time there
was a cow and her calf, a daughter, who
lived in a forest near a beautiful lake. The
cow loved her calf as she loved her own
eyes, and the calf loved her mother as
she loved her own heart. They stayed in
the forest safe and happy for a long time,
until one day something terrible
happened to them.

and crouched to attack her. The cow was
very frightened, and didn't know what to
do. She thought of her calf, and was very
worried, but she tried to be calm. "Oh,
King of Tigers! I beg you to pardon me!
Do not be in a hurry to kill me now. I
have a calf at home, waiting to drink my
milk. Please allow me to go back home
and give her the milk. Early tomorrow
morning I will come back here so that
you can eat me."

One evening, the cow left her calf at
home while she went to eat grass near
the lake. Suddenly, a huge tiger appeared

The tiger looked at the cow, afraid
and pleading with him like that, and took
pity on her. "Have you got a calf?" He
said. "If you are speaking
the truth and will come
here again so that I can
eat you, I agree to let you
go home so that you can
give her the milk. But do
not forget to come back
tomorrow morning! I
will be waiting here for
you, and if you do not
come, I shall go and eat
both of you! Do you
understand? Do not
forget!"
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"Certainly sir, I will
not forget," replied the
cow fearfully. "Letting
me go to my calf is kind
and merciful."
"Go quickly then, and
do not forget to come
back to me here
tomorrow morning," the
tiger answered.
At this the cow was
very glad, and thanked
him profusely. She
returned home, crying,
"Come, my child! Be
quick and drink your milk
now. From tomorrow
morning you will not see
me again, and you shall
have no more milk to drink."
The calf was surprised, and then said,
"Why do you say that?" She asked. "I have
never heard you speak like this before!"
Her mother wept. "Oh, my child!"
She replied, the tears streaming from
her eyes. "This evening I was very
unlucky. When I was looking for grass
to eat, I met a big tiger. He was going to
attack and eat me, but I asked him to let
me come back to you and give you milk.
Tomorrow morning I must return to be
his victim. Come on, my child! Be quick
and drink your milk. From tomorrow you
Readers’ Club Bulletin

will have neither me nor my milk. You
will have to live here alone in the forest,
with all kinds of enemies. Be careful,
protect yourself, and try to escape from
them! Look at me now, because this is
the last time you will ever see me!"
The calf looked very sad. "No, no,
my mother!" She responded. "You must
not die! You have me for your daughter!
A mother's task is her daughter's also.
Therefore I will go to die in your place.
Be calm and do not worry, I will gladly
give up my life for you. It is my duty to
go and let the tiger eat me. May you have
a long and happy life, my mother."
May 2014 / 7

When the cow heard her calf's words
she was hearbroken, pitying her
daughter, but at the same time very proud
of her.
No, not at all, my child! I cannot let
you die. You are still too young, with a
long bright future ahead of you. You
cannot go to be the victim of the tiger
for me, because without you my life has
no meaning. It is better for me to die,
and may you have better luck in the
future. We cannot know the future, she
added, "But we have to be hopeful
about it."
While they were talking, the sun
began to rise. It was the early morning
of a new day. The kind little calf suddenly
left her mother, and hurried to meet the
tiger. Her mother ran after her.
The calf arrived to meet the tiger
before the cow, crying out, "King of
Tigers! Do not eat my mother, come and
eat me instead! My meat will be tender
and delicious. Help me to do this good
thing for my mother!"
The cow ran up crying at the same
time, "Master! Do not eat my child! She
is young, and still very small. She will
not fill your stomach. Come and eat me
according to our agreement and you will
have much more meat, as well as helping
to do my duty as I wish."
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The tiger was astonished at these
words. "Why do they not fear to die?"
He asked himself. "Both of them ask me
to eat them. Animals are usually afraid
of death. This is real love between a
mother and her daughter, who are so
close to each other that each would even
give up her life for the other. I cannot
detroy this love for my stomach! I will
grant them their lives because of their
goodness."
Then he spoke. "Oh my dear victims!
I am the King of the Tigers. I could eat
one of you, or both of you, but I have
now decided that I cannot eat either of
you, because your goodness has touched
me. You would sacrifice your lives for
each other. I am very pleased with you,
so I will give you your lives. Go home
and be happy forever."
When the tiger had finished
speaking, he leapt into the forest and he
disappeared before the cow and her calf,
now very happy, could thank him.
Joyfully they made their way home, and
lived together happily for many years.
When finally they left this world,
they became two stars in heaven called
the 'Cow Stars', which can be seen in the
night sky to this day.
(From NBT's Publication Read Me a Story)
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nks dfork,¡
'kadj lqYrkuiqjh

u;k&fujkyk xk¡o

pwgs rhu

esjk xk¡o] rqEgkjk xk¡o]
viuk xk¡o] gekjk xk¡oA

,d xk¡o esa
pwgs rhu]
ys vk,
eksckby QksuA
cksy]s I;kjks!
[kcjnkj gks]
fcYyh baVjusV ij]
lkjs Hkkjr ds pwgksa dks]
vc bZ&esy rqjra dj]
fcYyh dh yksd's ku ns[ksxa ]s
daI;wVj lsV ijA

feV~Vh ds ?kj] dqN ij Nr gS]
dqN ij NIijA
gjh&Hkjh ykSdh dh csy]as
dn~nw dkdk ds lax MksyAas
[ksr gjs] [kfygku Hkjs gS]a
;s jk/kk&eksgu dk Bk¡oA
rky&ryS;k] uUgh u¸;k]
cjxn nknk] ihiy x¸;kA
egqvk ekek] tkequ pkpk]
vkew ekew] vlye] ';kewA
esy&tksy dh Nk¡o
u;k fujkyk xk¡oA

lkfgR; okfVdk
13@362] bafnjk uxj]
y[kuÅ ¼m-iz-½
Readers’ Club Bulletin
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nh{kk dh igyh gokbZ tgkt ;k=kk
MkW- euksjek fo'oky egkik=k

vkt nh{kk dk eu cgqr [kq'k gSA og gokbZ
tgkt ls ijh nhnh ds ?kj tk jgh gSA ijh nhnh
fnYyh esa jgrh gaAS nh{kk fnYyh ifCyd Ldwy esa
LVSMa MZ 3 esa i<+rh gSA NqVf~ V;ksa eas nh{kk nknh ek¡
ds lkFk fnYyh tk jgh gSA
og igyh ckj gokbZ tgkt esa cSB jgh gSA
nh{kk dk ?kj Hkqous'oj esa gSA mlds ?kj ls gokbZ
vM~Mk T;knk nwj ugha gSA Hkqous'oj gokbZ vM~Ms
dk uke chtw iVuk;d varjjk"Vªh; gokbZ vM~Mk
gSA fnYyh ds gokbZ vM~Ms dk uke bafnjk xk¡/kh
varjjk"Vªh; gokbZ vM~Mk gSA
bafnjk xk¡/kh varjjk"Vªh; gokbZ vM~Ms ij
vusd nslh vkSj fons'kh gokbZ tgkt vkrs vkSj
tkrs gSAa nknh ek¡ crk jgh Fkha] fnYyh esa
?kjsyw ¼Mksefs LVd½ vkSj varjjk"Vªh; gokbZ vM~Ms
nksuksa vkl&ikl gSAa
Hkqous'oj gokbZ vM~Ms ij nh{kk nknh ek¡ ds
ikl [kM+h gSA mls vR;ar mRlqdrk gks jgh gSA
igys lwVdsl vkfn lkekuksa dh ,Dljs QksVks
yh xbZA chl fdyks ls vf/kd otu gksus ij
vfrfjDr 'kqYd izHkkj fy;k tkrk gSA blfy,
vkrs oDr nknh ek¡ us nh{kk dks lko/kku dj
fn;k Fkk bl ckjs esAa
fofHkUu ,vjykbuksa dss vyx&vyx dkmaVj
[kqys gq, gSAa fVdV tk¡p djrs oDr ikliksVZ
10 / ebZ 2014

;k vkbZ dkMZ vfuok;Z gksrk gSA fdl le;
dkSu&lk gokbZ tgkt dgk¡ tk,xk] ;g ?kks"k.kk
fd, tkus ds lkFk&lkFk bysDVªkfW ud cksMZ ij
fy[kk gqvk izdV gksrk gSA ;g cksMZ fcydqy
Vh-oh- tSlk gksrk gSA
gokbZ tgkt esa tkus ds fy, nks ?kaVs igys
gokbZ vM~Ms ij igqp¡ uk gksrk gSA fVdV vkfn
tk¡p ds ckn lqj{kk tk¡p ds fy, iqdkjk tkrk
gSA Vh-oh- LØhu ij ;g fy[kk gqvk izdV gksrk
gSA lc lwpuk,¡ v¡xt
sz h vkSj fganh esa fy[kh gqbZ
gksrh gSAa
lqj{kk tk¡p ds fy, nh{kk nknh ek¡ ds lkFk
vanj xbZA iq#"k ,oa efgykvksa ds fy,
vyx&vyx d{k ls tkuk iM+rk gSA lqj{kk
deZpkjh esVy fMVsDVj ls lc tku ysrs gSAa
;fn dksbZ O;fDr gfFk;kj] uqdhyh oLrq vkfn
Nqikdj ys tkus dh dksf'k'k djrk gS rks mlh
le; idM+ fy;k tkrk gS A ;fn dks b Z
vijk/kewyd oLrq ds lkFk idM+k tkrk gS rks
mls gokbZ tgkt esa cSBus ugha fn;k tkrkA
nh{kk viuh cM+h&cM+h vk¡[kksa ls pkjksa vksj
ns[k jgh gSA fdrus gh izdkj ds yksx gSa — dksbZ
xatk] rks dksbZ yackA ,d eksVs isV okys O;fDr
dks ns[kdj nh{kk g¡l iM+hA nknh ek¡ cksyh]
^^bl izdkj tksj dh vkokt fudkydj g¡luk
ikBd eap cqyfs Vu

xyr gSA rqEgkjs Ldwy esa f'k{kdksa us rqEgsa fdruh
vPNh ckrsa fl[kkbZ gSAa rqe ;fn vPNs cPps dh
rjg O;ogkj djksxh rks lc [kq'k gks tk,¡xAs
gokbZ tgkt ds vanj tkus ij rqEgsa vkSj Hkh
vk'p;Z yxsxkA ekbØksQksu ij ?kks"k.kk gksus ds
ckn ge gokbZ tgkt ds vanj tk,¡xAs Þ
nh{kk vkSj nknh ek¡ dks fonk djus ds fy,
nh{kk ds firk vkSj ek¡ Hkh gokbZ vM~Ms ij lkFk
vk, gSAa mUgsa fVdV ysdj vanj vkuk iM+kA
gokbZ tgkt mM+us rd os izrh{kk djsxa As nh{kk
dks fdrus gh izdkj ds mins'k fn, x, —
fnYyh igqp¡ us ds ckn vPNs cPps dh rjg
pyukA tks lhyw nhnh nsxa h og lc [kkukA nknh
ek¡ dh ckr Vkyuk ughaA
nh{kk lc ckrksa esa flj fgyk jgh FkhA
ekrk&firk dh cgqr ykM+yh csVh gS ogA dHkh
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Hkh voKk ugha djrhA blfy, Vhpj mls cgqr
I;kj djrh gSAa fnYyh igqp¡ us ds ckn og D;k
djsxh] lc fy[kdj j[kk gS mlusA ijh nhnh
cgqr lqna j fp=k cukrh gSAa muds lkFk og Hkh
fp=k cuk,xhA xhr lh[ksxhA ijh nhnh lqna j
xkuk xk ldrh gSa A ns'kHkfDriw.kZ xhr nh{kk dks
cgqr vPNs yxrs gSAa ^lkjs tgk¡ ls vPNk---*
xhr nh{kk dks cgqr fiz; gSA
ekbØksQksu ij ?kks"k.kk lqukbZ iM+h] xsV
ua- 3 ls ,vj bafM;k dh mM+ku ds fy, lHkh
;kf=k;ksa dks tkus dk vuqjks/k gqvkA xsV ua- 3 ij
,d foeku ifjpkfjdk us fQj ls fVdV dh
tk¡p dhA yky jax dh nks clsa [kM+h FkhaA mlh
cl esa nh{kk vkSj nknh ek¡ nksuksa tkdj cSBhaA cl
gokbZ vM~Ms ij [kM+s Iysu ds ikl ;kf=k;ksa dks
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NksMd
+ j vU; ;kf=k;ksa dks ykus ds fy, ykSV xbZA
bruk cM+k gokbZ tgkt nh{kk us igys dHkh ugha
ns[kk FkkA Iysu gw&c&gw ,d fpfM+;k tSlk fn[k
jgk FkkA mlds nks cM+&s cM+s ia[k FksA nh{kk
Mjrs&Mjrs gokbZ tgkt esa cSBhA ,vj gksLVsl us
nknh ek¡ dks ueLdkj fd;kA f[kM+dh ds
ikl okyh lhV ij nh{kk vkSj cxy okyh lhV
ij nknh ek¡ cSBha FkhaA lhV ds lkFk lhV csYV
yxh FkhA nknh ek¡ us nh{kk dh dej esa
lhV csYV ck¡/k nh vkSj fQj viuh dej esa
ck¡/khA
,vj gksLVsl dks foeku ifjpkfjdk Hkh
dgk tkrk gSA ;kf=k;ksa ds ikl vkdj og
lcdh lqfo/kk&vlqfo/kk iwN jgh FkhA nh{kk us
ikuh ihuk pkgkA ,vj gkslVsl us rqjra ikuh
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dh cksry ykdj nh{kk dks nhA nknh ek¡ us flj
ds Åij yxs vkWDlhtu ds cVu dks [kksy nsus
ds fy, dgkA izR;sd lhV ds lkeus daI;wVj
tSlk Vh-oh- yxk gqvk gSA pkgsa rks xkus lqu
ldrs gSa ;k fQYe ns[k ldrs gSAa Iysu ds vanj
,vj daMh'ku gSA nh{kk us nknh ek¡ ds dku esa
QqlQqlkrs gq, dgk] ^^nknh] eSa xkus lqux¡w hA**
nknh ek¡ cksyha] ^^Åij mBus ds dqN nsj ckn
rqe xhr lquukA**
rHkh foeku ifjpkfjdk us ;kf=k;ksa ls Iysu
ds mM+us ¼Vsd&vkWQ½ ds fy, rS;kj gksus dh
?kks"k.kk dhA nh{kk dks dqN vViVk&lk yxkA
Mj Hkh yxkA dqN gh le; esa Iysu us juos ij
yach nkSM+ yxkbZ vkSj ,dne ls Åij gok esa
mB x;kA vc Iysu fu/kkZfjr Å¡pkbZ ij igqp¡ dj
lkekU; :i ls mM+us yxkA

ikBd eap cqyfs Vu

nh{kk ds eqg¡ ls cksyh ugha fudy jgh FkhA
xhr lquus dh ckr og iwjh rjg ls Hkwy gh
xbZA Bhd mlh le; ,d foeku ifjpkfjdk us
,d cM+h&lh Vªs esa Lokfn"V Hkkstu ykdj lcdks
nsuk 'kq: fd;kA nh{kk us ns[kk fd ,d cM+h&lh
BsykxkM+h esa Vªs j[kh gqbZ gSAa dkSu fujkfe"k
[kk,xk] dkSu lkfe"k] ;g foeku ifjpkfjdk
iwN&iwNdj ns jgh FkhA
nh{kk dks feBkbZ [kkuk cgqr ilan gSA [kkus
dh Vªs esa pepe FkhA mlus viuh ilanhnk
feBkbZ [kkbZA nh{kk us ns[kk fd Iysu esa lc [kkus
esa O;Lr gSAa nh{kk us f[kM+dh ls ckgj ns[kk]
lqna j /kwi fudyh gqbZ gSA lQsn ckny #bZ dh
rjg mM+rs tk jgs gSAa cknyksa ds chp ls fudydj
gokbZ tgkt mM+rk tk jgk gSA
lkeus Vh-oh- LØhu ij vusd lwpuk,¡
fy[kh vk jgh gSAa fdruh Å¡pkbZ ij gokbZ
tgkt mM+ jgk gSA fdl 'kgj ij ls ;g xqtj
jgk gS] ;g lc ekywe iM+ jgk FkkA ckgj dk
rkieku fdruk gS vkSj fdrus cts fnYyh esa
mrjsxk] lc lwpuk,¡ nh tk jgh gSAa
nknh ek¡ us dkWycsy ctkdj foeku
ifjpkfjdk dks cqyk;k vkSj flj ds Åij ds
vkWDlhtu ds fLop dks vkSj c<+kus ds fy,
dgkA fQj mUgksua s Lo;a gh ,d cVu nck;kA
cVu nckrs gh nknh ek¡ ds flj ds Åij ,d
ykbV ty xbZ vkSj og ,vj bafM;k dh if=kdk
i<+us yxhaA
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nh{kk iwN jgh Fkh fd vkSj fdrus le; ds
ckn os fnYyh gokbZ vM~Ms ij igqp¡ xas As og lksp
jgh Fkh] ijh nhnh vkSj lhyw vkik lHkh vk,
gksxa s gesa vius lkFk ?kj ys tkus ds fy,A
'kke ds pkj cts gksxa As Iysu ds mrjus dh
?kks"k.kk lqukbZ nhA mrjrs oDr vkSj Åij mBrs
oDr cgqr lko/kkuh cjruh gksrh gSA blds
fy, csYV ck¡/ks j[kuk gksrk gSA bafnjk xk¡/kh
gokbZ vM~Ms ij Iysu mrjkA fdruk lqna j fn[k
jgk gS! uhps unh] isM]+ Hkou lc fp=k tSls
yxrs gSAa
fnYyh gokbZ vM~Mk cM+k fo'kky gSA ogk¡
fdrus gh foeku [kM+s gSAa nh{kk us ns[kk fd ,d
xqQk tSlk ?kj foeku ds lkFk vkdj yxkA
blds vanj&vanj tkuk gksxkA Hkqous'oj esa bl
izdkj dh O;oLFkk ugha gqbZ gSA nknh ek¡ ds lkFk
og ,DlhysVj ls uhps vkbZA
fnYyh gokbZ vM~Mk pkj eafty Å¡pk gSA
pkj uacj csYV ls viuk lkeku ysus dk funs'Z k
igys ls ns fn;k x;k FkkA lHkh [kM+s gSAa ,d&,d
djds yxst csYV ij ljdrs gq, vk jgs gSAa
viuk&viuk lkeku igpku dj yksx mBk jgs
gSAa lhyw vkik Qksu dj jgh gSAa lkeku ysdj
'kh?kz ckgj vkb,A ge xkM+h ds ikl izrh{kk
dj jgs gSAa
izhreiqjh] 125] vkpk;Z fogkj
Hkqous'oj ¼vksfM'kk½
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Toughy
S.K. Trivedi
Jaya and Vijay named their dog Toughy.
She was really tough though not very fat.
Nobody could dare to come near the
gate of their house even in the pitch dark
night.

not disturbed and, in turn, didn’t disturb
the sleep of the others.

Toughy would hear the foot steps
and start barking very loudly. Her barks
would wake up the neighbours also. This
made the locality free of theft, since
thieves don’t have courage to go near
waking people. As a result people would
thank Toughy and enjoy sound sleep.

She became sad when Jaya and Vijay
said ‘Bye-Bye’ to her and went to
school. She sat on the windowsill,
looking for them the whole day. On their
return she became very happy, wagged
her tail very fast and hugged them when
they came inside her room.

The latecomers also started
reaching home early so that Toughy was

After some days she understood that
they had to be away for a few hours, so
she, too, happily
bid them good bye.

Jaya made a good mattress for
Toughy to sleep on. She made it so
beautiful that Toughy, too, liked it.

On coming home
the firs thing that
the children did
was to spend at
least half an hour
with Toughy. This
made her happy and
three became good
friends.
At night both
the children kept
Toughy in their
bedroom and took
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care that she didn’t
feel any discomfort.
Toughy fluttered her
ears when she had any
problem.
If the children
didn’t wake up, she
would feebly utter
‘bhuk-bhuk’
and
make it louder to
attract their attention.
On hearing it the
children would wake
up and do the needful,
shower their love on
her and ask her to feel easy.
One night she started barking so
loudly that the children were alarmed.
When they hurriedly opened their eyes,
they saw the whole room filled with
smoke. They immediately switched on
the light and saw that there was smoke
in the other rooms as well. They opened
the door to let the smoke escape off and
went in search of the source of smoke.
To their horror, they saw it coming
from their parents’ bedroom. As the door
was not bolted, they opened it and saw a
foam pillow burning brightly. The flames
were about to catch the sheet hanging
from a bed. They quietly pulled the
pillow away with the help of a long stick
and then woke their parents up.
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Their parents saw smoke in the
room. When the children briefed them,
their father brought a bucket half-filled
with water and dipped the burning pillow
in it.
They opened all the doors and
windows of the house and tried to find
out how it all had happened. They
discovered that the pillow had fallen on
the coil, ignited to get rid of mosquitoes.
They all thanked Toughy who had
saved their lives. After that she became
all the more dear to one and all in the
locality.

Dweepanter, L.B. Shastri Marg
Fatehpur-212601 (U.P.)
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tc tkxks rHkh losjk
vatyh xqIrk

jkoh xk¡o esa dqN fnuksa igys ls gh jsyxkM+h
pyuk 'kq: gqbZ FkhA NksVh&lh] rhu fMCcksa dh
xkM+h ds fy, iwjs xk¡o esa iVfj;k¡ fcNkbZ xbZ
Fkha ftlls lHkh xk¡ookfl;ksa dks b/kj ls m/kj
vkus&tkus esa lqfo/kk gksus yxh FkhA
lHkh cPps le; ls Ldwy igqp
¡ tkrs FksA
iwjs xk¡ookfl;ksa dk thou mRlkg ls Hkj x;k
FkkA tc 'kke dks lc xk¡ooklh vius&vius
dke ls ykSVdj vkrs rks lcdks lqcg dk
bartkj gksrk fd dc lqcg gks vkSj dc oks
jsyxkM+h esa cSBdj tk,¡A oSls Hkh jkoh xk¡o
dkQh vyx&Fkyx FkkA
lc dqN O;ofLFkr <ax ls py jgk Fkk fd
rHkh ,d ,slh ?kVuk ?kVh ftlls lHkh xk¡ooklh
ijs'kku gks x,A
lksuw vkSj eksuw uked nks HkkbZ Hkh mlh
xk¡o esa jgrs Fks vkSj Øe'k% d{kk pkj vkSj
ik¡p esa i<+rs FksA nksuksa HkkbZ cgqr 'kSrku Fks vkSj
muds fnekx esa ges'kk [kqjkQkr Hkjk jgrk FkkA
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dc fdldks fdl rjg ijs'kku fd;k tk,
nksuksa blh fQjkd esa yxs jgrs FksA
,d fnu nksuksa HkkbZ >kfM+;ksa esa iRFkj ls
[ksy jgs Fks fd rHkh Nqd&Nqd djrh NksVh&lh
jsyxkM+h ogk¡ vkbZA ,dk,d lksuw ds 'kSrku
fnekx esa ,d [kqjkQkr us tUe fy;kA mlus
,d iRFkj mBkdj xkM+h dh rjQ ns ekjk vkSj
[kqn >kM+h esa tkdj fNi x;kA iRFkj lh/kk
,d fMCcs esa ?kqlk vkSj ,d tksj dh ph[k
vkbZA nksuksa ,d&nwljs dks ns[k g¡ls vkSj ?kj
pys x,A
?kj igqp
¡ s rks ek¡ us crk;k fd vkt fdlh
us jsyxkM+h ij iRFkj ekjk tks ikl esa jgus
okyh deyk nknh dh vk¡[k esa yxkA mUgsa
cgqr nnZ gks jgk gSA lqudj nksuksa dks [kwc
g¡lh vkbZA
vc rks ;g jkst dk fu;e cu x;kA nksukas
txg cny&cnydj fNidj jsyxkM+h ij iRFkj
ekjrsA blesa mUgsa etk vkrk] ij ;kf=k;ksa dks
pksV yxrhA /khjs&/khjs yksxksa us jsyxkM+h dk
bLrseky de dj fn;k vkSj iSny gh vkus
&tkus yxsA
ges'kk dh rjg ml fnu Hkh os nksuksa
>kfM+;ksa esa fNis [ksy jgs Fks fd xkM+h vkbZ vkSj
lksuw us ,d cM+k iRFkj ml ij ekjk vkSj [kqn
fNi x;kA
ikBd eap cqyfs Vu

FkksMh+ nsj ckn os ?kj cSBs viuh 'kSrkuh
ij g¡l jgs Fks fd rHkh pkSd
a iM+s fd
egkohj dkdk vkSj enu QwQk th muds
firk th dks mBkdj yk jgs FksA firk
csgks'k Fks vkSj [kwu ls yFkiFk FksA mudh
;s gkyr ns[k nksuksa cPps jksus yxs] D;ksfa d
os vius firk ls cgqr I;kj djrs FksA
pksV dkQh xgjh yxh Fkh blfy,
iwjs fnu ds vFkd ifjJe ds ckn oS| th
mUgsa gks'k esa yk ldsA muds gks'k esa vkrs
gh eqUuk muds fljgkus cSBrk gqvk cksyk]
^^ckcw] vkidks pksV yxh dSl\s **
^^eSa jsyxkM+h ls vk jgk Fkk fd iwjc
okyh >kM+h ds ikl fdlh us ,d iRFkj ekjkA
oks vkdj esjs ekFks ij tksj ls yxkA** firk us
detksj vkokt esa tokc fn;kA
nksuksa HkkbZ ldrs esa vk x,A rHkh mUgksua s
ckgj ns[kk fd deyk nknh ykBh Vsdrh vkSj
jkLrk VVksyrh gqbZ vius ?kj tk jgh FkhA
lglk lksuw us ,d fu.kZ; fy;k vkSj
flldrs gq, cksyk] ^^ckcw] oks iRFkj eSua s gh
ekjk Fkk!**
^^rqeus\--- ysfdu D;ks\a ** firk pkSd
a x,A
^^ckcw] gesa ekQ dj nks!** nksuksa us jksrs
gq, dgkA
^^rks iRFkj rqEgha yksx ekjrs Fks\** egkohj
pkpk us iwNkA
^^okLro esa rqEgkjk vijk/k cgqr cM+k gSA
xk¡o ds cgqr yksxksa dks rqeus pksV igqp
¡ kbZ gSA**
enu QwQk us nq[kh gksdj dgkA
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^^lp dg jgs gSa QwQk thA ij vc ge
iDdk oknk djrs gSa fd dHkh Hkh 'kSrkuh ugha
djsxa s ftlls fdlh dk uqdlku gksA** eksuw us
flj uhpk djds dgkA
^^tc rqeus viuh xyrh eku gh yh rks
gesa rqEgsa vc ekQ djuk gh gksxkA** ckcw
us dgkA
{kek ikdj nksuksa Hkkb;ksa ds psgjs ij
eqLdqjkgV vk xbZA mudh lPpkbZ ds dkj.k
lcus mUgsa ekQ dj fn;k] D;ksfa d lPpkbZ dk
lHkh vknj djrs gSAa
bl ?kVuk ds ckn jkoh xk¡o ds yksx fQj
ls mRlkg ds lkFk jsyxkM+h dk etk ysus yxsA

CykWd&vkj 6 ,]
fny'kkn xkMZu] fnYyh&110095
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uUgh xkSjS;k
jkds'k ^pØ*

dgha nwj vc
nqcd jgh uUgh xkSj;S k
Hkksj esa viuk xhr
lqukrh Fkh gj fcfj;kA
dadjhV ds taxy ;s
MSus QSyk,
QkSyknh iatks&a ls
vius Mad xM+k,
/kjrh dks
eqVB~ h esa djus dks vkrqj gSa
ns[k&ns[kdj
lqcd jgh uUgh xkSj;S kA
;s cgqefa tyh ¶ySV
ugha gSa dksbZ vius
ftlesa uUgh xkSj;S k
cqu ik, lius
NIij] Q¡l
w ] vkSlkjksa dh Ba<d dks
iy&iy

Hkjh vk¡[kksa ls
[kkst jgh uUgh xkSj;S kA
isM+kas ij vkjh pyrh
fnu es]a jkrksa esa
ywV&ywV /ku yksx j[k jgs gSa
[kkrksa esa
g¡lh mM+krs lc
fo}kuksa dh ckrksa dk
dkSu cpk,
iwN jgh uUgh xkSj;S kA
I;kjh xkSj;S k Fkh
cPpksa dh getksyh
djrh Fkh uUgs&eqUuksa ls
vk¡[k&fepkSyh
mu cPpksa dks
nq[kh ns[k vius vk¡xu esa
cgqr nwj ls
Vsj jgh uUgh xkSj;S kA
90] f'koiqjh
eqjknkckn ¼m-iz-½
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Monkey and His Shoes
Prabir Kumar Pal
A monkey lived on a tree near a temple.
He noticed many people visiting the
holy place. All were wearing shoes. Only
before entering the temple-gate they
would put off their shoes.
One day the monkey thought, “Men
put on shoes. Certainly shoes give
comfort to them. Since! I have four legs
I shall get double comfort if I wear
shoes.”
But the monkey did not know that
they have no legs. All the four are hands.
Because they have nails and no claws.
However, thinking of his comfort,
he stole a pair of shoes. But problem
came when he tried to wear the shoes.
In which legs should he put them on?
First, he put on the shoes in his front
legs. But he got no comfort. It caused
troubles only. He could not climb up the
trees as easily as before.
Secondly, he put them on in his hind
legs. This time too he got no comfort
as he could not run quickly.
Then he put on one part in his front
right leg and the other in his back right
leg. This time too he got no comfort.
Finally, he gave one shoe to his wife
to wear. And he himself wore the other
part. But this time too he got no comfort.
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Next day, he saw a lame man in the
market. He was wearing shoes around his
neck.
He came home running and said to
his wife, “I have seen how to put on
shoes. Give me a piece of rope to tie
the shoes together. I shall put on one part
around my neck and you can put on the
other part.” The shoes began to hang like
lockets around their necks. People saw
them and laughed and laughed.
Only the readers know the truth. The
lame man was wrongly garlanded with
shoes for stealing. The monkey was the
real shoe-thief.
P.O. Bhadrapur
P.S. Nalhati, Dist. Birbhum-731237
(West Bengal)
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cPpksa dks viuh vksj [khap ysrh gSa [kwclwjr Hkaohfj;k¡
cyfoUnj ^ckye*

cPpksa dks viuh vksj [khap ysrh gSa Qchyh]
jax&fcjaxh] gok esa ?kwerh Hkaohfj;k¡A fdlh oLrq
dks vkdkj nsdj jaxksa dks lgh <ax ls rdlhe
djuk ,d dyk gSA jax&fcjaxh Hkaohfj;ksa dk
HkO; vkd"kZ.k cPpksa dks D;k] cM+kas dks Hkh eksg
ysrk gSA gok esa Hkaohfj;ksa ds lewg dk ?kweuk
vkSj [kwclwjr n`'; is'k djuk vkSj vk¡[kksa ds
tfj, ân;&fnekx+ esa mrj tkuk [kwclwjr
Hkaohfj;ksa dh fQrjr esa gSA
^Hkaohjh* 'kCn Hk¡oj ls cuk gSA Hk¡oj dk
vfHkizk; gksrk gS&&&ty ds ckgj og LFkku tgk¡
ikuh dh ygj ,d dsna z ij pDdj [kkrh gqbZ
?kwerh gSA ,slk LoHkko gS Hkaohjh dkA
cPpksa dh [kq'kh ds lk/ku Hkh mudh
uUgh&eqUgh&lh lksp ds cjkcj gh gksrs gSAa
cPpksa dh [kq'kh] euksjt
a u] meaxas bR;kfn f[kykSuksa
esa vf/kd gksrh gSAa jaxksa ds feJ.k ls cPps
izHkkfor gksrs gSa rFkk ftKklk esa mrjrs gSAa
mudh la o s n u'khyrk mRiUu gks r h gS A
vyx&vyx ja x ks a ds f[kykS u s muds
eu&ân;&vk¡[kksa dks Hkkrs gSa ftuls mudks [kq'kh
feyrh gSA
Hkaohjh Hkh ,d izdkj f[kykSuk gh gSA cPps
cs'kd jaxksa ds vFkZ u crk lds]a ijarq mudks
eglwl dj ysrs gSAa blfy, ?kwerh gqbZ Hkaohjh
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ds vyx&vyx jaxksa dh cqur] xksykdkj
'kSyh&'kDy] ck¡l dh rhfy;ksa dh tM+r] lc
feydj euHkkou n`'; mRiUu djrh gSAa f[kydj
ds Hkaohjh ân;&fnekx+ dks Nw tkrh gSA vPNh
yxrh gSA
Hkaohjh cspus okys ,d dkjhxj us crk;k
fd og izR;sd o"kZ >kj[kaM ls iatkc rFkk vU;
jkT;ksa esa vkrs gSAa izR;sd e'kgwj 'kgj esa Hkaohfj;k¡
cukdj csprs gSAa mlus crk;k fd Hkaohjh cukus
ds fy, ck¡l dh rhfy;ksa dk iz;ksx fd;k tkrk
gSA ck¡l dh ckjhd ?kqekonkj ¼ypdnkj½ rhfy;k¡
cuk yh tkrh gSAa ckjhd rhyh dks xksy vkdkj
fn;k tkrk gSA blds Åij jaxhu irax isij
yisV fn;k tkrk gSA
lHkh rhfy;ksa ds Åij jaxhu isij fpidk
fn;k tkrk gS] lQkbZ rFkk dkjhxjh ds lkFkA
fQj xksykdkj rhyh esa rkj dk NksVk&lk NYyk
rFkk mlesa ck¡l dh idM+ rhyh yxkbZ tkrh gS
vkSj xksykdkj rhyh esa fQV fd;k tkrk gSA
idM+ okyh rhyh ds fljs Åij Hkaohjh dk
NYyk fQV fd;k tkrk gSA xksykdkj pDdj esa
rjcwt dh Hkk¡fr jaxhu isij fQV fd, tkrs gSAa
;g lkjk dk;Z ,d dq'ky f'kYidkj djrk gSA
Hkaohjh cukus ds bl dk;Z ds fy, dkjhxj
dh lQkbZ] dkS'ky ds vykok jaxksa dk p;u]
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lgh vkdkj vkfn 'kkfey gksrs gSAa
Hkaohjh gLrf'kYi dh vuwBh dyk gSA rS;kj
Hkaohjh dks ,d cM+s ck¡l es]a ftl ij ?kkl&Qwl
yisVdj mlds Åij ckjhd diM+k ck¡/k fn;k
tkrk gSA fQj bls /kkxksa ls yisVk tkrk gS vkSj
mlesa Hkaohfj;ksa dh idM+ ;k NM+h dks /k¡lk fn;k
tkrk gSA Hkaohfj;ksa dks bl rjg Vk¡xk tkrk gS
fd ns[kus esa vkd"kZd yxsA gok pyus ls ;k
cspus okys ds rst pyus ls Hkaohfj;k¡ ck¡l esa
bl rjg ls ?kwerh gSa fd euHkkou n`';
curk gSA
tc gok esa Hkaohfj;ksa dk lewg ?kwerk gqvk
vkd"kZd n`'; cukrk gS rks jkgxhj Lo;a gh #d
tkrs gSa vkSj os budk yqRQ mBk, cxSj vkxs
ugha c<+ ikrsA Hkaohfj;ksa dk lEeksgu mUgsa jksd
ysrk gS vkSj viuh vksj [khap ysrk gSA cPps bl
lEeksgu dk T;knk f'kdkj gksrs gSa vkSj os yid
iM+rs gSa Hkaohfj;ksa dh vksjA vfHkHkkodksa dh tsc
ls iSls [khap ysrh gSa Hkaohfj;k¡A cPps bls ysdj
gh NksMr+ s gSAa
dkjhxj us crk;k fd Hkaohjh ds lkjs [kps]Z
fdjk;k HkkM+k vkfn fudkydj os dsoy bruk
gh dek ikrs gSa fd fdlh izdkj viuk isV iky
ldsAa Hkaohjh mudh vkthfodk pykrh gSA
Hkaohjh cukus dh Vsfsª uax ysuh iM+rh gSA Hkaohjh
dk vkd"kZ.k cPpksa dks lnk Hkkrk jgsxkA
vksd
a kj uxj] xqjnkliqj ¼iatkc½
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eVds dk ikuh
deyflag pkSgku

xjeh vkbZ] pqUuh tkxh
NksM+ jtkbZ BaMh HkkxhA
lwjt fudyk /kwi f[kyh gS
lksfQ;k] eqUuh] jft;k tkxhA
ckx ds iÙks fc[kjs vk¡xu
ir>M+ gks x, lkjs dkuuA
i{kh clsjk <w<¡ + jgs gSa
xk;sa vkbZa Hkkxh&HkkxhA
dqYQh] BaMkbZ] cjQ dk xksyk
csp jgk gS fpaVw HkksykA
vkokt lquh gS cPps nkSM+s
[kkbZ dqYQh xjeh HkkxhA
eVds dk vc ekSle vk;k
BaMk&BaMk ikuh yk;kA
fudyk ilhuk pedh cwn¡ as
xje gok dh fdLer tkxhA

jktdh; ofj"B ek/;fed fo|ky;
xzke ,oa Mkd&ikM+yk
ftyk&dSFky ¼gfj;k.kk½
22 / ebZ 2014

ikBd eap cqyfs Vu

My Page

My Dream Travel Through Time
Ahir Verma
One day I was sitting at home. It was a
peaceful day. Suddenly I heard a
screaming in the kitchen. I ran to see
what had happened. And the news was
shocking. My mom told me that the time
travel machine had been invented.
At first I asked her if she really
thought she could fool me, but the
neighbours were also screaming about
the same thing. I got so excited that I
nearly exploded! I couldn't believe it!
But there was one problem. I probably
wouldn't get to use it for years until it
became cheap.
At that very moment, the phone
rang. It was one of my friends! We spent
hours chatting about the time travel
machine. Then the phone started beeping.
"Hold on," I said, "I'm getting another
call." At first I assumed it would just
another friend of mine. But when I found
out who it was, I was in an even bigger
shock than before.
It was Prof. Timeman, the person
who invented time travel! I couldn't
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believe my ears! I thought it was a trick
and was about to put down the phone
when a voice on the other end said, "We
want you to try time travel!" I slowly
raised the phone and asked, "Can you
please repeat that?" I was starting to
believe this really was Prof. Timeman.
He said, "Ahir Verma, you have been
chosen to try time travel." I couldn't
believe it!
I ran to tell my parents, but they didn't
believe me. I told them to come to the
phone. I redialed the number and sure
enough, the same person picked up the
phone, "Prof. Timeman?" I asked. "Yes,
you again Ahir. Come quickly, the
machine is wasting its battery." My
parents were awestruck. I went straight
to the place where Prof. Timeman told
me to go.
It was a big building, shining bright,
with the words TIME Corp. Ltd. written
on the front. I entered to meet
Prof. Timeman. "You are here!" he
exclaimed, "We all are very excited over
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the invention of time travel. Follow me,
let me show you the machine."
We entered a big room. There was a
giant machine in the front the time
machine! It was transparent, so you
could see the wires! It was so intricate!
Prof. Timeman said that it bent two
points in time together and then moved
you to the other point. As long as the
time machine kept the time bent, you
could go back to your time whenever you
wanted to. "We want you to be the second
one ever to use this machine!" he said.
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Then he asked, "Where in time do you
want to go? We are only capable of
within five years of now."
I thought for a long time. Then I
replied, "I want to go to where I will live
five years from now to meet my older
self."
"Very well," he said, "Step into the
machine!" I stepped in. Prof. Timeman
closed the door and pressed a few
buttons. The machine started whirring.
It started to move. The whole machine
was spinning! I held on to the railing on
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the side as I looked out; and what I saw
amazed me.
I saw myself as a baby! Then a few
seconds later a toddler! Then a young
child! Then I saw myself as I was now! I
saw a me from seconds ago looking out
of a time machine. Then I saw a person
who looked like me, but older! It was a
teenager with my face! It must be me in
the time that I was travelling to!
Then the machine started slowing
down. It settled onto my backyard. I
looked around. Everything seemed
different, so, so modern! I stepped out
and walked up the stairs.
I rang the doorbell. Then my mom,
but older, opened the door. "I know you
are not going to believe this, but I am
your son!" I told my mom. "Oh, I believe
it!" my mom said, "Come in!" I came in
and was surprised that she was not
Readers’ Club Bulletin

questioning me. "Why
aren't you surprised?" I
asked. "Well we've had
you here before. You see,
after you came here the
first time, you came back
again many times," my
mom said, "Oh, that
makes sense! I keep on getting confused
with this time travels business."
I looked around the house. It looked
so new. Almost everything was run by a
touch screen computer. "This place is
amazing!" I said. "Well if I can remember
how it was five years ago, it's gotten quite
amazing since then, " said my mom. Then
I awkwardly asked, "Can I meet Ahir—I
mean me—I mean old Ahir—I mean old
me?"
"Of course," said my mom.
I went to the computerized living
room, to see myself, but older, sitting
on the couch, "Oh, you're here again—I
mean I'm here again," my older self said,
"This looks like you are at the time when
you—I mean I first came here!"
"Well I am!" I said, "Nice to meet
you—I mean me—Oh whatever!"
My older self laughed and said
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"I remember when I was you at the exact
age that you are now! I remember having
trouble saying those exact things; mainly
because I am you!"

points in time started falling away from

"That makes sense," I said, "Could
you also tell my five year future?"

shouted. But everyone said they didn't

" Yes I could!" he said, "But we'll save
that for the end of your trip. Let's take a
tour of the house!"

probably because I was the one who had

He showed me the house. The oven
was set by pressing touch screen buttons
on a computer panel and the heat was
adjusted by sliding your finger! The
stove worked in a similar way, except it
had no fire. You could control your bed's
heat by a touch screen button! Also, the
entire house was run on solar energy.
I couldn't believe how computerized
it was! And to think that this would be
my house in coming five years! I stayed
in their house for days. I had fun with all
the modern technology. I learned what I
would be like when I was older. I would
go back home in two more days.
Then one day, Prof. Timeman was
scared... "The time machine is breaking
down!" he yelled. "If the two points in
time fall away from each other, Ahir will
get trapped in time!" And then, the two
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each other.
I noticed that the whole world was
shaking. "Everything is shaking!" I
know what I was talking about. This was
come from a different time.
And then my older self said, "I
remember this happening five years ago!
You are going to freeze! Brace yourself!
Suddenly, everything started slowing
down from my prespective. I became
slower and slower, until the world was
frozen and I was frozen in time.
My older self told everyone that
there was no need to be afraid. He
remembered this happening to him and
how he was rescued, which meant that I
too must have been rescued in the next
couple of minutes.
Meanwhile Prof. Timeman was
panicking, just then the time machine
started working and the time portal
opened. But there was a major problem:
It was extremely unstable, which is why
I could have very, very minor bursts of
movement, but they were negligible.
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But Prof. Timeman took a chance.
He tried the time machine to go to where
I was. It worked-well. Because the
machine was unstable, he partly went
into the time I was in, and partly stayed
in his time. Therefore he was not frozen.
He came to the house. He found me
and held my hand instantly. I became free
from the timely prison. Since he was
touching me, I too was partly in my own
time. But not completely. Still holding
Prof. Timeman's hand, I said good-bye
to my mom and my older self, got into
the time machine, and when it became
completely stable, went home.
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When I came home, it had only been
a few hours! I went to my house and gave
my mom a big hug. I told her all about
my trip and lived happily in my house!
Five Years Later...
I was sitting in my house, the exact
house that my older self had shown me
five years ago. Then the doorbell rung.
My mom opened the door, talked for a
minute and then let the person in. They
walked into the living room and I found
my five year younger self in front of me...

anvitaabbi@gmail.com
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uheokyk ?kj
vkseizdk'k ctkt

gekjs vk¡xu esa ckbZa vksj
uhe dh ?kuh Nk;k gSA
cgqr iqjkuk ;g isM+ u tkus
dc fdlus yxk;k gSA
laHko gS vius vki gh
;g /kjrh esa mx vk;k gksA
cgqr&ls yksx blds iÙks
Mkysa ek¡xdj ys tkrs gSAa
dhM+kas ls cpko gsrq diM+kas
fdrkcks]a vukt esa yxkrs gSAa
bldh Vgfu;k¡ dbZ yksx
nkrqu ds dke esa ykrs gSAa
nkbZa vksj ,d vkSj isM+ gS
tks ehBh uhe dgykrk gSA
mlds iÙkksa dk mi;ksx dbZ
O;atu cukus esa fd;k tkrk gSA
nksukas o`{kksa ls gekjk o"kks± dk
,slk fudV dk ukrk gS
fd gekjk ?kj vklikl esa
uheokyk ?kj dgykrk gSA
ch&2] xxu fogkj] xqIrs'oj]
tcyiqj&482001 ¼e-iz-½
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esjk iUuk

cl dh ;k=kk
jkUnk; rksjdksn

eSa fdjhcq: esa jgrh gwA¡ esjh ukuh us xjeh dh
NqVf~ V;k¡ fcrkus ds fy, eq>s jk¡ph cqyk;k FkkA
eSa ukuh&?kj tkuk pkgrh Fkh] blfy, pkj cts
Hkksj esa gh mBdj HkkbZ ds lkFk jk¡ph cl LVSMa
igqp
¡ xbZA FkksM+k bartkj djus ds ckn cl vk
xbZA cl esa p<+rs le; daMDVj us dgk fd
Msdyk&Mqdyh u p<sa+] fdlh dks pksV yx
ldrh gSA

eSua s f[kM+dh ds ckgj ns[kk rks cM+s lqna j&lqna j
ut+kjs FksA eSua s cM+h&cM+h igkfM+;k¡ ns[khaA cl
FkksM+h gh nsj esa Vscks ?kkVh igqp
¡ xbZ rks eSa HkkbZ
ls cksyh fd eq>s Hkw[k yx jgh gSA rks HkkbZ us
dgk fd Bhd gS] [kkus ds fy, dqN ys vkrk
gwA¡ HkkbZ dqN leksls vkSj tysfc;k¡ yk;kA eSa
HkkbZ ds lkFk cl esa cSBdj [kkrs&[kkrs vkxs dh
vksj c<+ xbZA cl esa cgqr lkjh eLrh dhA

fQj geyksx ykbu yxkdj cl esa p<+
x,A eSa cl esa f[kM+dh ds ikl cSBh FkhA eSa
dHkh fdlh cl esa Vh-oh- ugha ns[kh FkhA cl esa
vpkud Vh-oh- pkyw gqvk rks esjs gks'k mM+
x,A vU; ;k=kh cM+h gh [kq'kh ls Vh-oh- ns[k
jgs FksA eSua s vk'p;Zpfdr gksdj Vh-oh- ns[kk]
D;ksfa d eSa igyh ckj Vh-oh- ns[k jgh FkhA
Vh-oh- ij xkuk ct jgk FkkA lHkh yksx [kq'kh
ls ukpus yxsA eSa Hkh muyksxksa dks ns[kdj [kq'kh
ls xquxquk jgh FkhA

vc eSua s lkspk fd FkksM+h nsj lks yw]¡ ysfdu
eSua s ns[kk fd yach&yach ewN¡ ksa okyk ,d O;fDr
tksj&tksj ls [kjkZVs ekj jgk FkkA bl dkj.k eSa
lks u ldhA mlds ckn cl jk¡ph igqp
¡ xbZA
fQj HkkbZ us dgk fd gesa ukuh&?kj tkus ds
fy, VSDlh idM+uh gksxhA ge nksuksa VSDlh esa
cSBs vkSj [kq'kh&[kq'kh ukuh&?kj igqp
¡ x,A esjh
ukuh tgk¡ jgrh gS ml LFkku dk uke [kkVk
Vksyh gSA ogk¡ ge nksuksa HkkbZ&cgu ukuh ds
lkFk cM+s ets ls NqVf~ V;k¡ fcrk,A ogk¡ ge
cktkj vkSj vU; LFkkuksa esa ?kweAs NqVf~ V;ksa esa
gesa cgqr etk vk;kA
izkt
s Ds V mPp fo|ky;
iksLV vkWfQl & fdjhcq:
ftyk&i- flagHkwe ¼>kj[kaM½
fiudksM & 833222
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Mysterious Ring
Pakhi Saini
Kareena and her sister Radhika stood on
the front door of their grandmother's
huge house. Kareena was wearing a pink
t-shirt and blue jeans. And Radhika was
wearing a red t-shirt with black coloured
capri. Waiting at the door, Kareena took
out her Mp3 from her black backpack
and then dropped her suitcase.
They had come to enjoy at their
granny's house in vacations.
Her granny opened the door. She was
pale and weak. But she had been very
pretty since childhood.
They ran to their rooms. Assembling
things in the drawers was tough.
After that, Kareena explored the
house all by herself, although she had
done it many times before. But she liked
exploring things. She found some
rooms, which were dark. She dared not
go inside the horrible rooms. She then
saw something moving inside a room.
She went in cautiously.
Alas! There was a mouse eating a
piece of rotten cheese on the table. She
laughed and then went on. She found a
brightly lit room and went inside. She
saw her granny staring at some paintings
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with tears in her eyes. Kareena then
remembered her serene grandpa who
was killed in a car accident. Hugging her
granny Kareena suggested her to sleep.
After listening to an audacious story
from granny, they slept.
The days went blithely.
One day, while Radhika and granny
had gone for shopping, Kareena entered
her granny's room. The room was
cheerful, just like her granny. She then
entered the closet. She found some old
clothes. After shoving the clothes to a
side, she went deeper. Coughing
vigorously, she fell down. The place
smelled like moth balls. She took a step
deeper.
Huh! she said, when she saw a
beautiful ring box. She went near it and
kept on watching it as the box looked
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gorgeous. She opened the box and
dropped it. She was awestruck as the ring
inside was gleaming. Picking up the box,
she crept out.
As soon as she opened the box, the
ring flew and fitted itself in her index
finger.
Shocked and scared, she tried to take
it off, but in vain.
And the next moment, she found
herself on a strange, spooky island. A
chill ran down her veins. The water was
black and the trees, sky all black. There
was little light, enough to see the
surroundings. She looked at the trees,
looked at sky and surroundings.
She observed that the trees were
moving, dancing, to tell her that, she was
no longer alive.
She was trapped in a terrible dream
of the ring. She then looked at her finger,
The ring was there, but there was
something odd about it. It wasn't pretty
anymore. It had a face inside, laughing
at her foolishness. The face was so ugly,
so creepy, so evil. A cloudy form was
moving inside the ring. It moved as if it
were alive.
The face frowned inside the ring.
Kareena screamed with horror and
ran all the way to the other end.
Surprisingly, she stopped and
wondered the island being so small. Near
the rocks, she found a man, lighting fire.
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He turned around, his eyes bulged.
He looked like a zombie!
Trembling, Kareena asked his name.
He replied softly.
Confident, she told him about
herself and how she came here. The man
named, Mohan told her that he had not
desired to wear the ring also as he knew
what would happen if the ring is taken
out of the box. Mohan knew the way to
get out of the island as his grandpa had
told him in case of emergency. But he
warned Kareena never to open the box
again because the way to get out could
be used only once.
They held the rings together which
shone brightly and Kareena found
herself at home. Mohan was there too.
He looked much younger and handsome
than before. He then ran away without
saying a word. Granny and Radhika hadn't
returned yet.
The ring fell down from her finger
and she let out a sigh of relief. The ring
looked much better.
Kareena kept the box in the closet,
deep and safe.
The next day she woke up and saw
Radhika looking at the same box. She
opened it and before Kareena could stop
her, she wore the ring and said—"Isn't
this cool?"
E-22, Bali Nagar,
New Delhi-110015
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[kqn djds ns[kks

yksgs dh dhy] rkacs dh jaxr
vkboj ;wf'k,y

foKku fo"k; Hkh gS vkSj [ksy HkhA ugha ekurs\
rks yks] gkFk daxu dks vkjlh D;k\
rek'ks ds fy, t:jh lkeku %
rwfr;k] rkj] cM+s eqg¡ okyh dk¡p dh cksry]
VkWpZ ds nks lsy] ,d iqjkuk cM+k pEep] yksgs
dh ,d dhy] rkacs dk uaxk rkjA
rek'ks dh rS;kjh %
lcls igys rks HkbZ dhy dks vPNh rjg lkQ
dj yks] rkfd bl ij fpdukbZ ;k tax vkfn
dqN yxk u jgsA vc bl dhy dks rkj ds
lgkjs lsy ds _.k /kzoq ls tksM+dj bls dk¡p
dh cksry esa yVdk nksA
bl cksry dks igys ls gh rqEgsa ikuh ls
Hkj ysuk gS vkSj blesa bruk rwfr;k Mkydj
?kksyuk gS ftlls ikuh dk jax xgjk uhyk gks
tk,A
vc yks rkacs dh rkj dks vkSj bls fdlh
isfa ly vkfn ij yisVdj isfa ly dks blds
chp ls fudky yksA ,slk djus ij rkacs dk
;g rkj ,d fLizxa dh&lh 'kDy ys ysxk ftls
ckn esa rqedks lsy ds /ku /kzoq ds lkFk rkj dh
lgk;rk ls tksM+ nsuk gSA fLizxa uqek bl rkj
dks Hkh rqe cksry esa yVdk nks] ij ,d
lko/kkuh cjrrs gq, fd fLizxa vkSj dhy ?kksy
esa ,d&nwljs dks Nq,¡ ughaA
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vc ns[kks rek'kk %
rqEgsa ns[kdj vk'p;Z gksxk fd dqN gh nsj esa
dhy ds Åij rkacs dh jaxr vkuh 'kq: gks xbZ
gS] ;kuh dhy ij rkacs dh dybZ p<+ jgh gSA
?kksy esa Mwch dhy dks bl rjg pednkj
gksrs ns[kuk rks cgqr vPNk yxsxk rqEgs]a ij bl
fØ;k dks dgrs D;k gSa vkSj blds iwjk gksus ds
ihNs D;k dkj.k gS] ;g rqe crk ldrs
gks D;k\
lh&203] d`".kk dkmaVh
jkeiqj uSuhrky] feuh ckbZikl
cjsyh&243122 ¼m-iz-½
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Book Review

So Many Smiles
Bapi, the protagonist of the story is a
little boy who is always teased by a
group of boys in the school, especially
Latbar who is the leader of the group.
Latbar is boisterous about his knowledge
and likes to make fun of Bapi.
Bapi always feel embarrassed and
the embarrassment makes him weep.
Once he even tried to experiment by not
drinking water for two days, so that he
does not shed tears from his eyes.
Latbar has a habit of telling stories
about his adventures to his friends. He
talked in such a manner, that whoever
listened to his stories believed him. One
day he tells his friends that the mustachio
that he is sporting was not originally his
own but was surrendered to him by a
deadly giant who he had defeated in a
wrestling bout.
All of his friends go for an excursion
to the Peacock hill, but they do not let
Bapi accompany them. This left Bapi
disappointed but he decides to go to
Peacock hill all of his own though
people had told him that many demons
live in the hill. This excursion brings
many changes in Bapi.

Readers’ Club Bulletin

So Many Smiles
Manoj Das
Illustrated by Durgadatt Pandey
National Book Trust, India
` 75.00
The unique style of the author makes
the story fun-filled and humorous. It
takes the reader to the wonderful and
innocent world of childhood where
imagination and make-believe stories
play an important role. The author
through characters like Bapi and Latbar
brings about the different aspects of
childhood and how children learn from
the unknown difficult tasks that they
take as a challenge to prove themselves.
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