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Dadi’s Cellphone

Deepa Agarwal

Tum-de-dum! The message light was
flashing on Dadi’s cellphone, which
lay on the coffee table in the lobby.

Ajeya peeped into her bedroom. She
was busy with her morning puja.

Hurriedly he checked the message.
Apoorva! Was the guy trying to catch
him out? What luck he was around.

“R U ing d maths wrkshp?”

“Sr | thnkng abt it.” He quickly
tapped out.

“What’re you up to?” Eleven-year-
old Ajeya jumped.

“Nothing, nothing!”

His older brother Virat who was
sixteen, frowned suspiciously. “Go

give it to Dadi at once. She’s supposed
to keep it with her all the time.”

Ajeyashrugged hisbony shoulders.
“You know Dadi. She forgets.”

Virat’s own mobile frilled and he
strutted off grandly.




Ajeya stuck out his tongue at his
muscular back, then darted into Dadi’s
room. “What do 1 need this thing for?”
she grumbled.

“You know. So you can call Dad if
you’re not feeling well.”

“Arre--the maid is here with me
all the time—isn’t she?” Dadi looked
irritated. “It makes me jump and | keep
losing it.”

Dadi was a heart patient and
Ajeya’s parents had insisted she keep
the phone so she could call in case
there was an emergency. They were
away in office all day, while the boys
went to school. Today, however, being
a Saturday, they were at home.

Ajeya smiled. “Dadi...can | use it
for a minute?”

“Of course. Nice toy, hunh?” Dadi
beamed back.

Ajeya quickly dialed Apoorva’s
number. “Hi,” he said. “Have to talk to
my Mom about the workshop. I’m at
the market right now. Call you later.”

Hopefully that should convince
Apoorva that he did own a cell phone,
and the gang would stop teasing him.

He was the only one among his
friends who didn’t have one. When he’d
asked Dad, he’d growled, “Are you
crazy? What do you need one for?”
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Ajeya could hardly say because
all his friends had mobiles and he
was the odd one out. Dad wouldn’t
understand.

Then he got a terrific idea. He
gave them Dadi’s number, saying he
couldn’t bring his mobile to school
because his Dad didn’t allow him to,
since it was against the rules.

“What’s the point of having one?”
Sumit had scoffed.

“And no one really checks.”

“Well he can’t help it if his Dad is
so strict,” kindhearted Neha defended
him.

But Apoorva had said, “He’s just
putting us on.”

“Believe what you want.” Ajeya
had tried to sound cool.

“I’ll believe you if you bring it to
school on Monday.”

Ajeya’s heart thumped as he
recalled the challenge. What should
he do? Try to sneak Dadi’s phone to
school on Monday? What if someone
saw him? What if he got caught in
school? And worst, what if Dadi
needed it? That would be too terrible
for words. But Apoorva would never
stop needling him.

Sunday night came and Ajeya still
hadn’t decided what to do. Then, as
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he was passing through the lobby to
his room, he saw Dadi’s phone lying
abandoned on the table. No one was
around... It almost felt as if it had been
left there for him. His breath came
fast as he hurriedly slipped it into his
pocket.

He didn’t get a chance to show it
to anyone till they reached class. The
teacher hadn’t come so he took it out
and held it up for Apoorva, who sat
further down the line, to see.

“Satisfied?”” he asked.
“Is itareal one?” Apoorva scoffed.
“Show it.”
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The phone was passed down.
Apoorva had a good look, then Sumit
began to try out the ring tones. But
that very moment the teacher, Ms. Lal
entered!

“Who’s brought a mobile?” she
rapped out. “Give it to me. Don’t you
know it’s against the rules?”

Ajeyaalmost passed out. What was
he to do now? He’d thought he’d just
convince the others and then quietly
take the phone back home. Even the
sight of Apoorva’s stricken face didn’t
help, or Sumit’s shamefaced one.
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“I’m so sorry, Yaar,” Sumit said in
the break.

“It’s all your fault,” Neha told
Apoorva. “You forced him to bring it.”

For once Apoorva didn’t have
anything to say.

“It was my fault too,” Sumit said.
“What are you going to tell your
Dad?”

“I-I’ll tell him I lost it,” Ajeya said
miserably. If only the others knew
what a mess they’d got him into! But
he couldn’t help cursing himself too
for being so dumb and thoughtless.

“You’d better try to get it back,”
Neha said. “It’s only fair.”

Sumit nodded slowly. “But how?”

“l know Ms. Lal,”Apoorva cried.
“She tries to act strict but she’s quite
soft hearted. If you go and beg her
she might give it back. But we must
do it before she hands it over to the
Princie.”

“Yes,” Neha said. “Then there’s
no chance. But you need a really good
story.”

“I’ll-1I’ll say I got it as a birthday
gift from my grandmother who’s
very sick in hospital and...1 brought
it because | wanted to keep calling to
find out how she was,” Sumit said.
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“That could do the trick. Hurry,”
Neha cried. “There’s just five minutes
for the break to end!”

Ajeya almost collapsed with relief
when Sumit came running back with
the phone in his hand.

“Whew! She insisted | call my
grandmother to prove | was telling
the truth,” he cried. “I was wondering
what to do when the phone rang. |
pretended it was my grandmother and
said, "Dadi, how are you? | was just
about to call.” Some old lady said, ‘I’'m
okay, beta. Don’t worry!” Wasn’t that
funny? What a lucky escape!”

“Dadi,” Ajeyasaid hesitantly when
he got home. “I did something really
stupid, really terrible. 1-1 took your
phone to school. I’m very sorry.”

“I know,” Dadi said.
“You knew?”

“Oh-ho! Didn’t you pick it and ask
how I was when | called to check where
it was? Don’t worry. | was fine.”

Ajeya’s face went a deep beetroot
red. It was Dadi who’d called! He’d
been luckier than he deserved to be.
But one thing he knew. He’d never do
anything that uncaring again, even to
impress his friends.

Email: deepa.agarwal@gmail.com

August 2020/ 6



IR B R

e Aaray
UF WEd 91 WO o1 | SH WIA 7 99 W B W @ sim
% ¥ AT o7 9F 9gd qauen 9l dide 9y a1 b el aew @
o | WiTd B WR W s wxit TN o1| 9% B @ e wee
9| @ oA U8R @ A qp P TR B T

IR wad @ I AFaY @ AFa HTSR UF o7 o9 9ad @ 9R
WU 5T $var o7 | $¢ WHay] | wWieay o Breey i@ aer aEifag

95 WA galfen I 2020 /7



@ 39 99T ¥ 39 99 N fER
foar T & 9N @) B wHGRT

P WIM B DI 3ATad d DA
ST SIY?

T 4 3 ORF @ fIOR uRqgd
foy g, dfea w91 @ By fa=ar
UHg A8l ™7 9gd ¥ a9
igd—dad A4 T B (G SUN
3T | 99 U S —<q B! Qs
A Gs slex Hel, U faur 2 %
I g oo I

Af T B 9 GADY G 1 H
SuRerd w9 o1 &9 US| @)
g | 9, “gH AN A g dRAI?
3R, 98 e &1 g |” A 7 #g
@ WHSIM @& ded A Pel, qq
A1g, 89 RN AV $I WRd
& © | odfdd, o Ui S )
AT Arsd §1? g9 df o @ 8l
f& v fea wnfew iR dredax
21" g By oA | W Ax @)
|, dfe g8 o & s s
TR ISl 81 W& 3R Pedl @1, "dle
T oF A F&f T Folt oy, dAfde
I g Y B @

Aq o) 39 UBR &1 RIg @R

ueE He gelfe

99 OFaR THRAr 4 S9a yg
R fEarR &= o, dfea a @
A @ A & g d WM A @
frwema i st @ & g9 A
ol ¥l 9 bel & e A4 unTd
8 A1 2, 9 U 91d PR w2
99 A% fod yar # a9 @ 1)
7ML 9 @99 99 AR 9 dsH B
wgfa @ @ Aq w9 guw @
IoT| A| T & YK DI BT
TR B IS AT AT | SHBT |7 dl
forar & a8 S 99 SN e 6l
XA $=al 941 oY, olfdh 98 Aelqx
o7 | S, ST & SIFa”] $Y THT
@ fvia @ feg §9 &% & 9
w9 S Tl ol | g, a8 TR
A T ¥ g H B IR B AT
CEEE IR U i
E W A T B AR ST |

e q4 g1 & ¢s g 91 W
IR oI, SN WM B IR 9Tl
@ A g @ foy Pl Iz 6
frofa fo=m & <9 ga—gw
P SR dH—dF R IR R | H
@ IRl & guw faw weWT| 99
TG 98 9fd SHAT 8] B GabdT |
8, 37 al & SR <= 7 W)

ST 2020 /8



AT WY AT AR WY, 9% N § @ 9IS 9% A g e e
AT ST | | W B U@ ara™ 9 9l 59

awe ¥ g g @ wgy Ay AN BrEe wurer ur| Ay ¥ 3w
o7 | TgE: N A 7L B US g e d STeR S dear 91| 799
v e f o 7 off | 6 Ped wue TN W $I9e 99 9w | g9

5w Hq gefen HE 2020 /9



TN PIgs H ded B 9% I8 99
e @ feIR gu d 5@ U+
951 R ol Dras dI Al | dids
@ U3 Ud & G 9 W 98 JIERT
I DT | 39 DR SHD IR T
dEs P Ud WHdT M| AN s9
e d@eN o |

ff=a fos Sive & #e o
STSTRT AT | W9 & S} drel A&
# ¥ft AR §®cs g9 @l | ey,
firas®t ok fafsar anfk a7 g%
dEq @ fau AU @ sl W
3T o |

FrefRa wa 4 qd & sFast &
SHEC o gl AT| g8l Sufkerd 94
SIaR R 311X T & 3 B A>dn
q ydter o) @ A1 d J et
G e o | SFaRl A GHR—Fax
3l W@ off | 8 X 91 WX 3R T
faufla feemen @ < mHT e eI
ad feard fag| <efal & @eadel
79 Mg | ARl AN FHEEIES B
ol |

gell &l 39 gg @1 fFuiige
14T AT AT| I IR T B I
@ 9l 991 9EgE B9 @ gl

ueE He gelfe

uIg | 3O udo whifay o1 18 | R
< fear mar| < 9x 3 offar,
IA: USel SU B T W IR I
| <l yfiagdl teo—qa @& arE
A | e a1 T R '3 @
T | qIATRT Yhad a-raquf, dfdb=
od ATI §9 WA & I THT R
WG 39 Yaidd B a@s @ foay
qgl SuRerd & | 4 ¥9 §WT Bl
MY

grfl 4 €d Tong | IR ga dd
gl &) T YN AT AR I
Tl 3Tl gell ¥ 99 WX QT 9K
foar| wem g9 R 9 afe #H
faafad <1 gam| 98 AIRM 9 @1
W IR & goll § ™ & IR W)
ot Re fredt ard | gEd ¥
goM TR IR 7 b gt & ™ w®
ar fear| dfeq, 39 arR AN s9@T
qR GTell AT | T BT q9rel H ddl
g3 1 IR B gl 4 MAgdl € anrg |
98 TS B " db T B ADI |
S 9ga [T AT IR 98 el
TAT| IR & & oy v SR
AM W 98 S[A W A Sleax
AT 3R YT B T W HaT| W
P 39 Ga¥ATd dR &I Y TE W)

IR 2020 /10



$Ig AW T gAT| 98 IR @
YEHRIAT W1 VEl, WY WX 3l fAaT
Rl 8l | IR @ foy 98 ue 9 ¥
@1 91a oft | v &Y SEa arer =Tl
T T |

39 UYPR IX @ 9l 9R "refl
M| TET GE AAWd Y& S
T @l 7 gl HAT—HAT B SABI
[ra fear|

9 AR B B IR T DY ot |
98 Ugsd U § Uil @ dree W)
AT SR SHH DY AT 98T DY
| ficd o1 srell | I IR W @
forg QAR =11 | ITEIT Q19w ST gt AT |
foitas gt 3 usell wd Twg |
TET ]reT—glsT ¥R @ U™ T 3R
doll 4 guaY S99 AR R gafaat
TR Y6 X < | T B g9 Hiyor
YR ¥ ¥ & BTod @RE & TE |
S99 fa § & AR TR e @,
Afd1 dvoraer 98 I8 @1 @I

gefl gNT ol 6d 99 W
TET GO R Glg &Y 4T 3R g
&Y R AR W ddsrEn gaREl @
IBR R 9 | SH@! gaRiEl o 9R
gga dol ol | 39 AR @) AR 9 ;X

9ee A9 geifed

T AFRT—HT 8l 74T | SED! IE
Retfa 8l 18 & 98 @s1 A sga
qR%e 4 8l uT &1 AT

Il M BT P 9 AR qIDT AT |
“Fortas gl & Il |9 T |
e A IR S Y I SR
Ugd @ & Wifa N8 gEax sa
qafat sreh g ax @) «dfd,
qg FAT? WX A g8l o1 & I |
98 A QRd & g®T AT| T B
qaREAl @ AR ¥ SHS! gTad T
U g3 & a8 dA7E wlsax AT
sl g1l g @ a9 & Igur
froifas st 3 ™ @ 59 gg @1
faorar eaifa & )

el 1 fawg dwHY S
el @ et &1 O 7 @]
S AR A TS B wEl uR Sor ferar
IR D) TI—SIPN DY gY¢ IR
ST H SUDT o™ e | ST
P UR WM A TE @ 39 fae
W 99 T8 & IR IR BT uHs
X & @ fay S9 g=aK Q)
RIS 9 A WF Tl A T
= o 91a Rig ) fersg ot

M9 /62, fadugs
MAATR, d@T%—226010 (SH.)

I 2020 /11



When Kush Emerged Victorious
Alka Jain

It was early evening and Abha just
got up to make milkshake for her
younger son Kush. Barely ten years
old, Kush was quite skinny for his age
but possessed a sharp intellect and
inquisitiveness that taxed his mother
and left her pondering for days!

The last evening only Kush was
relating to his mother how the boys in
his class were making fun of Jeet who
wore some weird looking shoes at the
annual sports event. “I hope you were
not one of those boys Kush? Did you
join in the fun? ” asked mother.

“Of course not, Ma! | did not do
that though the shoes did look odd,”
Kush replied. Abha’s expression
changed, her brows went up and
the mixer stopped whirring. With
wandering eyes and a lowered voice,
Abha said, “Kush we don’t know
what his circumstances are. Maybe
he cannot afford something fancy
and branded. Can you imagine his
embarrassment? We should never
taunt a person for his appearance and
dress. God knows what his parents
must have gone through to send him to
school. Money doesn’t come so easily
to everyone! Imagine how pained Jeet
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and his parents must have felt. That
too over some petty shoes they cannot
afford. Kush, make it a point in life
to always stand by your friends. Why
bring up difference in status amongst
friends? Can’t we dress up a little
soberly so that our friends do not feel
a lack of material wealth? Will he
come to school eagerly tomorrow?”
Abha tried to exlpain all this to a ten
year old boy who could sense from
the way her mother looked at him and
pursed her lips that she was disturbed.
He tried to make as much sense of
his mother’s words as his age would
allow.

A few days passed by. It was
evening again and Kush was ready
to go out and play with his friends.
Offering him a glass of milk and a
banana to snack upon, Abha noticed
Kush wearing worn out, faded white
pyjamas! The elastic around the hips
was a bit loose and so the lowers
seemed to be inching towards the
ground. “Couldn’t you find anything
better Kush? How can you go out to
play in such a funny pair of Pyjamas?
Hardly wearable! YOU SIMPLY
LOOK SHABBY! Go and change!”
ordered Abha in a loud, irritated
voice.

“But mom, | want to wear this
only! You only asked me to be one
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with my friends! Look outside! Ajit is
wearing similar pants. He has nothing
better to wear.

Years passed by. Kush went to
the boarding school and because
of his cooperative nature and soft-
heartedness soon became a favourite
of his teachers and friends. Many a
time Abha used to feel that people are
taking advantage of Kush’s goodness.
Once there was an Athletics event and
the school was to send one participant
toit. Kush was selected to represent the
school after winning an inter-school
event. The next day another athlete,
who finished second in the inter-
school meet and was a year senior to
Kush requested him to back out and
allow him a chance to represent the
school in the Athletics meet.

“Itis my last year at school, Kush.
You will get several opportunities, |
won’t. Do step back for my sake!”
said the boy. Kush thought about it
the whole night and in the morning
went to the Warden.

“You can’t back out Kush! You
were selected after winning the inter-
school! And that senior boy already
got the opportunities he deserved, in
the past. Don’t do this!” the Warden
tried to make Kush see reason.

“No Sir. Kindly let him participate.

August 2020/ 13



Maybe he will win and cherish the
memory forever. | have another year
ahead of me. | will try next year.
| have decided Sir, ” Kush replied
with a certainty which shocked the
Warden. A delicate yet.

What Kush did last week was
exemplary. Way beyond Abha’s
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comprehension. It so happened that
Kush’s school organised aracing event
and some 50 students participated.
The event was held in the city and
roads were demarcated to define the
running track. At each intersection or
turn, instructors were placed to guide
the students.
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Kush and one of his friends
Shubh, who was the best athlete were
third and fourth in the race when they
reached an intersection. The instructor
by mistake gave the wrong direction
and after running for a few minutes
Kush and Shubh realised that they
have been misguided. They came back
to the spot and this time the instructor
said sorry and guided them on the
right track.

“Kush! What do we do now? We
have lost the chance! What is the use
of racing now!” Shubh was utterly
disappointed and almost moved to
tears. He was the school’s best athlete
and the victory was important to him.
Kush too was feeling hopelessly
dejected.

“Shubh, | never imagined this!
Either you or | would have been the
winner! But now nothing is left,”
Kush replied. “Shubh. Let’s not quit.
We have to go back to school in any
case. Let’s see how worse it can get.
We have nothing to lose, isn’t it? You
are the Sports captain and me the
vice-captain. Let’s not quit.” Kush
implored with Shubh who could
make out the faint tremble in his best
friend’s voice.

Suddenly an idea struck Kush.
He was ahead of Shubh at the racing
competition. “I cannot do anything for
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my friend, but yes he has always been
number one. | can do one thing! Yes!”
And Kush’s spirits became high. “At
least | can stay behind Shubh in the
race. He can’t be number one, but he
will be at least one position ahead of
where he is now!” Kush was thinking
fast. He knew what to do. He slowed
down a bit and allowed Shubh to
drift past him and gain speed. “My
friend is now number twenty instead
of twenty-one. Between us, he is the
winner! At least he will not be the last
one to finish the race.” Kush became
happier and lighter as these thoughts
and the wonderful memories of his
friendship with Shubh were revived
before his eyes.

The next day in the assembly, the
Principal especially honoured Kush
and Shubh for not putting up an official
complaint against the instructor
and also for their sportsmanship in
continuing the race.

Abha came to know the whole
story only when Kush came home
during the weekends. She listened
silently as he continued his chatter
and narrated the story without a hint
of regret or sorrow. She felt that Kush
was already a winner!

Rani Lakshmi Bai Central
Agricultural University, Jhansi
(U.P.)
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My Favourite City!

Dashmit Aggarwal
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“LUCKNOW?” is a favourite city of
mine more so because | was born here
and you tend to have fascination for
the place you are born in. I haven’t
lived in Lucknow but keep visiting the
place and since all my folks live there
| have spent some of the best and most
enjoyable moments. Leaving aside the
emotional attachment, Lucknow is a
wonderful city to visit and live in. This
city is more popularly known as rich in
culture, music, art and language.

PEOPLE: Lucknow is wonderful
because of its warm, loving and
friendly people. Life in Lucknow is not
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very fast or modern but the place and
people have a charm of their own which
makes them very likeable. People here
are also famous for the way they speak.
The “Lucknow ki boli” is supposed
to be very sweet and the people here
speak with a lot of TEHZEEB and
ADAB which reflect their rich cultural
background.

FOOD: The food here is pretty good
and ifyou are fond of non-veg items and
Chaat, then Lucknow is heaven. You
get some amazing variety of Kebabas
and Mughlai cuisine here. Some of
the specialities that | can think of now
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are Seekh kebab, Boti kebab, Kakori
kebab, Shaimi kebab, Biryani, Murgh
mussallam, Roomali and Sheermaal
rotis (my mouth is already watering!).
There are also lots of small restaurants
in the old city of Lucknow who serve
some exceptionally tasty non-veg
items. If you are fond of Chaat then
you can make your way to Hazratganj
or Aminabad. Lucknow is very famous
for cake, biscuits and pasteries. If you
are fond of sweet and “dessert” then
check out Kulfi-faluda. If you plan to
come to Lucknow in summers do carry
a box of Dassheri mangoes from here
also with you, they are DELICIOUS!

SHOPPING\MARKETS: The
chicken work known as the
"CHICKENKAARI” and ITTAR-
Perfumes (available in various

fragrances) are also very famous here
and Aminabad and Chowk are the
best places to shop for these items.
Hazratganj in comparison is a more
modern and fashionable market but
it has an old charm. There are lots of
big shops, showrooms, cinema halls,
hotels and eating joints here. But Ganj
is a bit expensive so it is good for
window shopping and hang around
with friends. | never tire of walking
around the streets of Ganj, specially
during evenings. It is AMAZING!

TOURIST ATTRACTIONS: There
are several old historical monuments in
Lucknow to visit.

Readers’ Club Bulletin

One of the most popular places
is the “BARA IMAMBARA” built
by Asaf-Ud-Daulla in 1784. Bara
Imambara is worth a visit because of
its exquisite architecture and huge
and elegant building. There is also
“BHULBHULAIYA” inside the
Imambara where there are innumerable
number of passages which can confuse
the people, hence the name. You
can also visit the Rumi Darwaza and
Chota Imambara which are just nearby.
RESIDENCY is also a tourist attraction
and it holds special importance because
it was the base of the British army
during the 1857 mutiny. The Lucknow
Zoo here is also very popular and a
good place to visit if you are fond of
animals. There is also CUCKRAIL
on the outskirts of Lucknow which is
a crocodile park. There are also a few
good parks here like Buddha park,
Haathi park and Shaheed smarak which
serve as good picnic spots.

Apart from this, | would also like
to mention here the festivals which
are celebrated with lots of enthusiasm
and fanfare. | love going to Lucknow
during Holi and Diwali. It is so much
fun making and eating sweets, making
Rangolis, and have excitement of
getting new clothes. It is just amazing
to be at lucknow.

Email: dashmeet029@gmail.com
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Rahul's Friends
Rachna Chhabria

Ever since Rahul heard that he had
won the scholarship for his school, he
was constantly cooped up in his room.
Even when he came to the living room
for his meals, he had a grumpy look
on his face. His parents exchanged
worried looks. They were sure that
their only child would be elated with
his admission in the most coveted
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academy in the city. But, sadly it was
the opposite. Their initial excitement
had disappeared when they saw
their son's sad face. Rahul sat in the
living room watching the television.
His parents had gone out shopping.
Though Rahul stared at the Television,
his mind was elsewhere. The shrill ring
of the doorbell broke his reverie.
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He reluctantly walked towards
the door, he was in no mood to meet
anyone or listen to the congratulatory
messages pouring in from family
and friends. The moment he pulled
the door open, his best friends Jeev
and Randeep barged in. "Hey Rahul.
Congratulations buddy,” Jeev said.
"Mom came to know that you got
admission in Greenwood Academy
from your mother. Dude, you are so
lucky. I've been trying to get admission
in that school for last three years and
you got it in the first attempt."

“Thanks Jeev,” Rahul replied.
“You sure are lucky,” Randeep said.
“My parents have been trying from
two years to get me admitted into that
school and you get in without try.”

“It's no big deal,” Rahul replied.
"You both know that | don't want to
move from Gyan Vidya School."

"Everyone knows that you will get
an all-round training in that academy,"
Jeev said, awe evident in his face and
voice.

"But | don't want to leave you
guys," Rahul moaned. "Do you both
realize that I'll be a misfit there?"

"Misfit? Why?" Randeep frowned.
“You are the grade topper in Gyan
Vidya School buddy,” Jeev said. "You
have achieved so much,” Randeep
added, “and at such a young age of
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twelve years.” “You two are biased,
but that's kind of justified as you are
my best buddies,” Rahul said and
added don't want to leave you two and
go to this new school."” Is that the only
reason?" Jeev asked. He was a sharp
boy, always quick to sense when his
friends were troubled. "I know that you
will miss us, but there is something
else you aren't telling us."

Randeep stared at his friends,
looking puzzled.

“Admit it,” Jeev prodded. “What’s
bugging you?”

“Promise me, you won’t tell my
parents,” Rahul said.

“Scouts the honour,” his friends
touched his palm.

“Look around.” Rahul gestured
to his simple house, with its old
furniture. “Both my parents work as
school teachers. Do you two think
I’ll fit in with the snobbish crowd
of Greenwood Academy, where
practically every child comes from a
well-known family?”

“Your house isn’t going to this
academy, you are,” Randeep shook his
head.

“You are the topper in Gyan Vidya
School, you are in the cricket team,
the junior journalist of our school
magazine, the vice president of our
book club, you won the state essay
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prize, and you call yourself a misfit?”
Jeev looked shocked.

“Jeev and | would have been the
class clowns in Greenwood Academy,
yet we constantly urge our parents to
keep trying for our admission there and
you get a seat on merit and worry about
fitting in.” Randeep made a face.

“Your parents are rich,” Rahul said
softly.

“Money has nothing to do with
education or school, it’sall about merit,
about each student’s capabilities. I’ll
happily exchange my parents’ money
for your grades and extra-curricular
achievements,” Jeev said.

“My family money has never
helped me beat you in any activity in
school,” Randeep added.

“You two are crazy,”
replied.

Rahul
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“This attitude of yours will get you
no where,” Jeev said firmly. “Get rid
of your inferiority complex. You are
as good as any Greenwood student, in
fact I’ll go as far as saying, you are
better than their best.”

“l agree.” Randeep nodded. “You
will give all the students there an
inferiority complex.”

“Be confident when you step
through the gates of your new school,”
Jeev said.

“There is a whole new world of
opportunities waiting for you there,”
Randeep added.

“You are right friends,” Rahul
smiled. “Thankyou for making me
feel better.”

“Keep your fingers crossed until
we join you there soon,” his friends
winked.

Email : rachnachhabria@yahoo.com
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A Sunrise every 90 minutes
Akanksha Datta

She felt like a baby who craved for
chips and salsa. She couldn't wait to
be reunited with her rescue puppy,
LBD, which stands for the Little
Brown Dog. She missed the wind on

her face, the feeling of the raindrops,
the sand on her feet and the waves
crashing on the Galveston beach. She
couldn't wait to feel and hear the earth
again!
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NASA astronaut Cristina Koch
after spending record breaking 328
days in space in her Russian Soyuz
spacecraft parachuted down to the
grasslands of Kazakhstan at around
9.12 GMT on 6th Feb 2020.

Hence completing the longest-
ever space single flight by a woman.

She always wanted to become
an astronaut; her only interest was
exploring the unknown in the galaxies.
She had pictures of space in her room
right next to the boy band posters.
Since childhood she was inspired by
true heroic stories of leadership and
survival.

Koch sets an example for women
to spread their wings and fly high to
fulfil all their dreams. She is actually
an inspiration to all space explorers.
During her mission, she completed
5,248 orbits of the Earth and travelled
223 million km which is equivalent
of 291 round trips to the moon. Wow
that's thrilling indeed.

This mission was specially
designed to better understand the
effects of long term spaceflight in
ordertoimprovethe future expeditions
to other planets.
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Cristina enjoyed her training
programme thoroughly. Her Astronaut
Candidate Training included scientific
and techninal briefings, robotics,
physiological training, water and
wilderness survival training, T-38
flight training (a two seat twinjet
supersonic jettrainer)which she found
quiteachallengeto learnto fly. Buther
favourite part was spacewalk training
where she wore a full spacesuit just
like the ones in the orbit. The most
interesting fact she learned during the
training was that while in space you
grow in height because of the force of
gravity on your spine, it doesn't last
long though but still she was happy
that she will be taller than her little
sister for a while.

Cristina took some amazing
personal stuff to space like a hand
written card from her mother, her
husband's favourite T-shirt, a gift
from her sister, and her favorite dark
chocolate. She also packed some
Japanese space food to try something
new. She wanted to eat astronaut ice-
cream but unfortunately it wasn't on
the menu. She was all the more thrilled
to enjoy her passion of photography in
space; she wanted to capture as many
pictures as she could of an astronaut’s
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life and of the beautiful mother Earth
from space. She also took out time
to stay connected with her friends
through email.

Cristina’s days in space were
filled with awe and wonder. Being
amidst the galaxy in the infinite
universe, trying to discover your own
existence in seclusion must have been
an experience. Due to the high speed
of The International Space Station,
she witnessed 16 sunrises and 16
sunsets every day. What a magical
spectacle to enjoy. She indeed relished
photography up there. She witnessed
the power and beauty of Earth from
a vantage point. She had a bit of
fun too during her downtime with
Karaoke nights with the other crew
members; she didn’t let anything dull
her sparkle.

One of the things Cristina enjoyed
the most was the freedom afforded by
microgravity; she had fun bouncing
between the ceiling and the floor like
a balloon. The resume of 41 year old
Cristina is nothing short of epic, she
holds a bachelor’s degree in electrical
engineeringand physicsandamaster’s
in electrical engineering, in addition
her fieldwork has led her to Alaska,
Greenland and Antartica. She has
done extensive work with NASA on
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astrophysics and cosmology and won
several awards, honours and medals.
If she wasn’t an astronaut she would
have gravitated towards engineering
or science instrumentation work
including community service and
tutoring.

Cristina was a happy soul to land
back on earth but she knew it would
take time to adjust to the normal
routine especially with the Covid
pandemic going on. She was under
medical supervision for necessary
tests and observations. She felt like a
two month old baby when she landed
back as she wasn’t able to keep her
head still with loss of body mass,
sleep disturbance, dizziness etc-
typical aftereffects of returning from
space. Her joy of accomplishing her
dream and achieving a remarkable
feat in life knew no bounds. She
would soon enjoy her backpacking,
rock climbing, paddling, sailing,
running, yoga, surfing and travel. She
has experienced both perspectives of
life- the value of being in solitude and
in company and she would cherish
both.

New explorations, new journeys,
new voyages beckon.

Email:akanksha.chhibbar@gmail.com
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The Crocodile’s Sister
Sailabala Mahapatra

Pawanpur was a big village. The villagers
used to keep domestic creatures. One of
the villagers had hens. For those hens he
had made a shelter. There were two Clay-
Pots kept outside the shelter, one for their
food and another, for water.

Every day the master used to make
them free for some hours. Then these hens
wandered outside for some time and came
back to their shed. It was a routine affair.
One day as the hens were wandering, one
of them by mistake entered the jungle and
got confused about the way back home.
She tried again and again to get the right
way to the village. But, it was in vain.
After sometime she felt thirsty. She was
very tired too. The thirsty hen went on
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wandering and looking for water. After
sometime she found a pond. It was a big
pond in the middle of the jungle. The little
hen was very thirsty. So she went to the
pond to drink water. But, when she entered
the pond, a big crocodile came out. He
shouted loudly, "Who are you ? It is my
pond. I am the king of this pond. You can't
drink water here."

"Brother, I am very thirsty, | forgot
the right way to my house. | don't know
how to get out from this jungle. I am very
thirsty, please, please brother, allow me to
drink”, the little hen prayed.

“Ok, | permit this time. But, don’t
come again”, the crocodile warned.
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“Thank you brother!” the little hen
drank water and came out. After wandering
for some time she got the way to the village
and was at home before the sunset.

The next day when the master made
the hens free, the little hen went again
to that jungle and reached the pond. She
found the water in that pond very tasty. The
water which was given to them in that clay
pot was not sufficient. The little hen loved
the pond as it was big and she was the only
one to drink. She could drink water at her
will amazingly and sufficiently.

When the little hen stretched her beak
towards the water, the crocodile came out
and cried out more loudly, “You are here
again! | asked you yesterday not to come
here!”

“Please brother, please! I am your
little sister. | am thirsty. | like water of this
pond.” But, before the hen could finish her
words the crocodile interrupted her, “Why
are you addressing me again and again as
brother ? Brother, brother how am | your
brother ?”

“Yes, you are my brother, trust me, |
am your sister!” the hen said boldly.

Hearing these words from the little
creature the crocodile stopped a bit and
permitted her to drink water, but not before
warning her not to come any more. The
little hen drank water and returned home.

But the crocodile was left puzzled.
He failed to understand why the little hen
said again and again that she is his sister.
‘Little creature, not worth even soup of
my dinner, and claims to be my sister!
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How is it possible!” He thought, but could
not get any answer. He became sad and
thoughtful.

Often he came under a tree near the
pond. A lizard was there who came often
to the crocodile whenever the latter took
rest under the tree. They talked for some
time and returned to their own places.

This time also the lizard came. But
seeing the crocodile in such pensive mood
she asked, “What happened my friend?
Why are you in such a thoughtful mood ?
You look worried, but why ?”

The crocodile explained everything to
the lizard and said, “I do not understand
why that little hen has told me so boldly
that she is my sister!”

“Yes my friend, she is your sister”, the
lizard said.

“You also say the same thing! But
how? She is a tiny creature of the plains.
| am the king of this pond. | live in water.
How can she be my sister? Impossible!”,
the crocodile resented.

“It is possible, you both are brother
and sister,” the lizard said.

The crocodile looked at the lizard
perplexed. To answer the matter the lizard
replied, “Yes my friend. Don’t be so
serious. Relax! She is your sister as you
are born out of an egg and she too! So you
are brother and sister!”

(Based on a tribal story of Odisha)
“Sheela Chinmaya”

6th Lane, Madhuban

Tikarapada Road, Puri (Odisha)
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Letters to Mother : Narendra Modi

This book has Letters written
by Narendra Modi to his mother
Goddess, whom headdressed as Jagat
Janani, every night before going to
bed. He wrote on myriad themes and
events about his life. The topics were
varied: there were seething sorrows,
fleeting joys, lingering memories.
However, he would also tear them
up every few months and consign
them to a bonfire. The pages of one
diary, dating back to 1986, survived.
These letters have been published by
HarperCollins, India as a book and
translated from Guijarati into English
by Bhawana Somaaya.

Narendra Modi’s strength as a
writer is his emotional quotient :
“This is not an attempt at literary
writing; the passages featured
in this book are reflections of
my observations and sometimes
unprocessed thoughts, expressed
without filter. I am not a writer,
most of us are not; but everybody
seeks expression, and when the urge
to unload becomes overpowering
there is no option but to take pen
and paper, not necessarily to write
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but to introspect and unravel what is
happening within the heart and the
head and why”.

An Interesting read for all!

Narendra Modi : Letters
to Mother

Bhawana Somaaya (Translator)
HarperCollins

Pp 95 Rs.299/-
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