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Talesfor Today’s Children: Connecting to the Roots

The National Centre for Children’'s
Literature (NCCL) of National Book Trust,
India in association with India Trade
Promotion Organi sation and Federation of
Indian Publishers organized an interactive
discussion on the topic Tales for Today's
Children: Connecting to the Roots during
Delhi Book Fair 2013 at Pragati Maidan,
New Delhi on 29 August 2013. Dr Sharbari
Banerjee, musicologist from NCERT and
Shri Rajendra Upadhyaya, author and
broadcaster from the News Services
Division, All India Radio were the key
speakers on the occasion. Shri M.A.
Sikandar, Director, NBT, presided over the
function.

Shri Sikandar in hisintroductory note
welcomed the guests and observed that
children today are trying to identify their
roots and therefore, they use internet to
gather information. But they are not aware
that internet does not provide complete
information what a book can. Therefore,
thereisaneed to guide them through books
in different Indian languages. He added
that languages are important as they are
part of our tradition and culture. He asked
childrentovisgit librariesto gain knowledge
on the larger world.

Dr Sharbari Banerjeefelt that children
should read more and more books as
education helps in building character and
opinions. She felt that fantasy books,
action tales, books about the great
revolutionariesand great emperorsof India
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help children to rediscover and connect to
their roots.

Shri RgjendraUpadhyayain his paper
titled Popcorn Zaroori Ya Kitaab?
discussed about children’s literature and
reading habits of children in India at
present. He observed that, “to know more
about culture we need good books. We a so
need to tell children about our culture and
literature.”

Thisinteractive discussion was part of
the NCCL’sMonthly Meeting Programme.
Renowned authors and educationists like
Shri Divik Ramesh, Shri Prempal Sharma,
Shri Lakshmi Khanna ‘Suman’, Shri
Rajnikant Shukla, Shri Ajay Vir, Prof.
Chandrabhanu Pattnaik, Shri Satya Paul,
Smt. Prem Dhingra, Smt. Kumud Kapoor,
teachers, librarians and children from
various schools of Delhi aso participated
in the discussion. The programme was
coordinated by Shri Manas Ranjan
Mahapatra, Editor (NCCL).
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Readers Club Orientations

JEROERS CLUB ORICNTFTI0H FrucRAMME :
SER GHEE KHARRERUR (819 JUL 7 2003 |

Withaview to promote pleasurereading habit
among children and strengthen the cause of
children’s literature, two orientation
programmes for teacherson Howto Run a
Readers' Club wereorganized by National
Centrefor Children’s Literature, awing of
National Book Trust, India at Kharagpur
(West Bengd) and Bhavnagar (Gujarat) inthe
month of July 2013.

The Readers' Club Orientation at
Kharagpur was held at the South Eastern
Railway Girls Sr. Secondary School on 18-
19 duly 2013. Shri R K. Kulshrestha, Divison
Raillway Manager inaugurated this 2-day
event dongwithan exhibition of NBT’ sbooks
for children. Shri Prempa Sharma, Executive
Director, Railway Board, Shri Manoj Panday,
Chief Personnd Officer and severd dignitaries
from the Ministry of Railways graced the
Sesson.

The 2-day event was attended by the
teachers, principalsand librariansof over 30
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schoolsunder South Eastern Railways. The
participants discussed about the changing
trends and dimensions of reading, creative
writing, storytelling skills, how to decidea
book for children’s pleasurereading and how
to hold interactive session with authorsand
people connected with theworld of reading.
With the resource support from Dr. Kripa
Sankar Chaubey and Smt. Sailabala
M ahapatraeminent authorsand educationist,
Smt Karabi Mukhopadhyay, Principal
and Shri Manas Ranjan Mahapatra,
Editor, NBT-NCCL coordinated the event.

Bhavnagar ZillaPrathmik SkshaSangh,
thedigtrict level teachers body of Bhavnagar,
Gujarat collaborated with the Trust for the
Readers Club orientation for teachers at
Bhavnagar on 23 July 2013. Over 100
teachersand teacher educatorsattended the
programme.

Theevent wasinaugurated by Dr Nain
Pandit, Former Director, GCERT. The
participants were briefed by the resource
personsabout various meansand modesfor
developing joyful reading atmosphere for
children. With therresource support from Shri
Parikshit Jushi, eminent journalist and
educational activist and the various office
bearersof theteacher’sbody, the event was
coordinated by Shri Bhagyendra Patel,
Gujarati Languageeditor of the Trust.
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From NBT’s Treasure Trove

Take Carel

Jessie Wee

“Look out for traffic! Be careful! Don't
fall into the drain!”

“Oh, Mum! I'm only going to the
shop to buy you a loaf of bread. The
way you'’ regoing on, the neighbourswill
think I’'m cycling all theway to London!
You know there's very little traffic on
our quiet estateroads ... and anyway, the
drains are not even big enough for me
to fal into!”

Shen’s mother sighed as she waved
him away. Then as he cycled out of the
gate, she called after him, “ Look out
for cars! Be careful! Take carel”

Shaking his head, Shen cycled past
their row of terrace houses, turned left
into a back lane and right again to the
estate bakery. It was hardly a minute’'s
ride away. What could happen to him
during such ashort trip? Hismother was
making a big fuss over nothing! Take
care, indeed! She really was something!

Shen sighed, left his bicycle on the
road and walked up a flight of steps
towards the bakery. He bought aloaf of
bread after arguing with the baker’s boy
over the shrinking size of the loaf and
the extra ten cents he had to pay for it.
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He was very angry when he left the
shop. Hewas so angry he did not notice
avan pulling up outside the bakery. Two
men jumped out of the van and pushed
him back into the bakery. One man
pointed agun at his head.

“Keep quiet if you don’'t want ahole
right through your head!” the gunman
growled.

The other man ran into the shop and
held a dagger under the chin of the
baker’'s boy. The boy turned as white as
the dlices of bread he had been cutting.
His knees shook and histeeth chattered.
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“Give methekeysto thetill! Hurry
upor I'll Hurry up or I'll dlit your throat
from ear to ear!”

The gunman pushed Shen up against
the counter, next to the baker’s boy who
was struggling to get the keys out of his
pocket. The boy’s hands shook so much
that the keys fell with a loud clang at
Shen’s feet.

Shen held his breath as the gunman
bent down to snatch up the keys. Should
he kick the gun out of the man’'s hand?
What if the gun went off? What if he
was not fast enough? No, the risk was
too great.

“Here quick! Empty the till!” cried
the gunman as he threw the keys to his
friend. The gunman’s friend shoved the
baker’s boy towards Shen, unlocked the
till and crammed all the money into his
pocket.

Shen recoiled as the baker’s boy
collapsedinto hisarms, knocking hisloaf
of bread out of hishand. Theloaf of bread
fell on the floor.

“Hey! What'sgoing onin here! Who
areyou two men?’ shouted the baker. He
had just come out from aroom at the back
of the shop.

BANG! went the gun as the startled
gunman pressed the trigger. The bullet
slammed into the floor near Shen's feet.
His loaf of bread jumped up into the air
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as the bullet went through it.

Shen and the baker’s boy jumped
with fright.

The baker fled back into the room
the lammed the door shut.

The gunman and his friend ran out
of the shop, jumped into the van, reversed
it, knocked down Shen'shicycle, ran over
itsfront wheel and then moved off likea
streak of lightning.

Shen gasped. Stunned, he watched
the van race down theroad and disappear
round a bend. He bent to pick up his
loaf of bread, turned, and ran out of the
shop. He wouldn’t stay there a minute
longer than was necessary. Nothing like
this had ever happened to him before!
His own mother had warned him about
thetraffic, thedrain and about not falling
off his bicycle, but this was something
elsel

He ran to his bicycle and then gave
an angry yell when he saw his flattened
wheel. The van had run over it. What
was he going to tell his mother? She
would behorrified if shewereto seehim
carrying his bicycle home.

His mother was not only horrified,
she was speechless for a good five
seconds. Then the words came rushing
to her lips. “ Oh, Shen, you were knocked
down by acar! You fell off your bicycle!
You fell into the drain! You...!”
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“Mum...please, Mum! Let me
explain! No... no... don’t say anything!
| was very careful! | looked out for the
traffic. 1 didn’'t fall into thedrain. | took
great care of myself... but then | got
held up in the bakery!”

“Oh Shen, my dear boy! My poor
boy!” his mother cried over and over
again.

Glumly, Shen held out the loaf of
bread. Hismother took it. And then she
gasped. One of the fingers had dipped
into a hole in the middle of the loaf.

“What's this?”
amazement.

Shen stared at the loaf of bread. A
bullet hole! The gunman’s bullet must

have hit the loaf of bread when his gun
went off accidentally!

“That'sabullet hole! Thegunman...”

she cried in

Readers’ Club Bulletin

But before Shen could finish his
sentence, his mother had fainted.

“Mum...Mum...you haven't heard
the whole story yet! You...” Shen broke
off abruptly to stare at his unconscious
mother.

“Oh me, ohmy ! what am | going to
do now?’ he thought frantically.

Shen pulled the loaf of bread off his
mother’s finger and dlipped it under her
head. That would cushionfor head while
he ran over to Grandma's house. She
would know what to do!

The next door neighbours came
running Shen sprinted for the gate.

“What happened, Shen?’

“What's wrong with your mother?’
cried thetwo neighbours, horrified at the
sight of Shen’s mother stretched out on
the porch in full view of everyone
passing by.
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“Oh, Mrs. Chen...Madam Salimah!
Please stay with my mother for awhile.
I’m going to call my grandmal I’mgoing
over to call my aunts!”

“All right, boy! All right...but what
happened? What happened?’

“There’'s a bullet hole in the bread.
Thegunwent off! The gunman escaped!
My bicycle was run over! Please stay
with my mother! | must call my grandmal
| must call my aunts!” cried Shen as he
ran off, greatly agitated.

The two neighbours stared at one
another in shock. Soon they werejoined
by more neighbours who came rushing
in through the open gate.

Mrs. Chen stared at the growing
crowd and then blurted out in horror,
“ Shen's mother has a bullet hole in her
head!”

The crowd of women gasped.

“A gunman shot her!” wailed Madam
Salimah.

“He ran over Shen's bicycle,” wept
Mrs. Chen.

“What shall we do?” asked Mrs.
Bala. Shelooked very worried.

“Call the police! Ring up the
ambulance! Ring up Shen'sfather!” cried
several voices.

“What...what...what’'s wrong?
Where...where...where am |?" cried
Shen’s mother.
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The neighbours drew back in alarm.
Then they bent over Shen's bewildered
mother.

“Don’t move, Mrs. Huang! Don't
move! There' sabullet holeinyour head!”

“No... keep still, please, Mrs.
Huang!”

“Don’t move! Shen'sgoneto get his
grandmaand hisaunts!”

“Mrs. Lin has gone to ring up the
police!”

“The ambulanceison itsway!”

“Becareful of thebullet holein your
head! Don’'t move! Keep still!” cried the
excited neighbours.

“1 don’'t need thepolice! | don’t need
the ambulance! The bullet hole is not
inmy head! It'sinthebread!” cried Mrs.
Huang. She pushed away the hands
holding her down and struggled to her
feet.

Mrs. Chen, Madam Salimah, Mrs.
Baa, Mrs. Lin and al the other ladies
gasped. They picked up the bread and
examined it. Yes, there was a bullet hole
right through the loaf of bread. Their
fingers probed the hole. Yes, it was a
hole all right! A real bullet hole!

“But who shot the bread?’

“Why shoot the bread?” asked
several voices.

“Excuse me, ladies! “Excuse me,
ladies! Oh, Mum...Mum! You're all
right! Grandma's not in the house is al
locked up!”
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“What happened, Shen? What
happened?” cried his mother.

“You sit down, Mum! You sit down
and I'll tell you!” sighed Shen.

Everyone listened as Shen told his
story. His mother gasped severa times.
So did the other ladies.

Excited cries filled the air as
guestionswere asked and answers given.
Finally, the police arrived. So did the
ambulance.

Shentold hisstory al over again. He
even showed the ambulance men the
bullet hole in the bread. They shook
their heads, then moved off to answer
another call. Groups of people gathered
to discuss the bread that was shot in the
head. Then everyonefollowed the police
to the bakery whereinvestigations began
in earnest.

The baker’s boy told his story, the
baker told his story, and Shen told his
story all over again. He had got over his
shock and was beginning to feel that his
encounter with the robbers was the
highlight of his young life. It was the
best thing that had happened to him —
the most exciting adventure he had so
far!

The crowd listened to hisstory three
times over after the police left, taking
the bread with the bullet hole in it with
them. Then, their curiosity satisfied,
they set off for home.
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LAUGHING
TOGETHER

Stories, Riddles & IProverbs
from Asia & rthe Pacific

bread and walked home with his mother.
It was getting dark and Dad would be
coming home soon for dinner. Yes, he
could tell Dad his story. Then, there
would be Grandma and the aunts they
would want to hear the story, too!
“Areyouadl right now, Mum?’ asked
Shen.
Hismother nodded. Sheput her arms
round him, thankful that he was safe.
Shen grinned and kissed hismother’s
cheek. He would always be grateful to
her. If shehad not said, “ Takecare!” none
of thiswould have happened to him.
(This is a story from Singapore included in
NBT’s publication Laughing Together brought out

in collaboration with Asian Coltural Centre for
UNESCCO)
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The Old Woman

Devina Basu

Cancer — is the word that gives me
goose-bumps. It reminds me of the
indifference that we had shown towards
the old lady in our neighbourhood. She
was new to our neighbourhood. Her
appearance was funny and it made us
laugh. She was afat, pot-bellied woman
with wrinkles on her hands. Her thighs
were huge and her feet big.

We thought that she was an old
woman who, due to her age, was weak
and couldn’t take care of herself ... but
we didn't really care.

We were so much engrossed in
making fun of her that we weren't aware
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that she was suffering from a deadly
disease.

Being a young boy in my teens |
didn’t really understand much about the
pain of the old woman and | never did
really care to enquire about her health or
even talk to her in a polite manner.

Shewasapoor woman and could not
really afford much. We could have given
her some money or even read her the
Bible but wedidn’t, instead we spent our
daysteasing her.

We regret it now ... at least | do!

She had often told me that she was
lonely, she liked me and craved for my
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company, but | always brushed it away
saying that | had little time to waste on
her.

Now, when | think of how rude| had
been to her, it makes me cry. She often
used to tell us about bad effects of
smoking and drinking because her son
died of lung cancer due to addiction. We
never listened to her. Wetold her that we
didn’t care about her dead son and did
not heed her advice.

After sometime, arrived the biggest
problem in her life — cancer.

We had noticed her face getting
blown up and even her body. Her health
was deteriorating. | was worried. A
chapter that | had studied in middle
school came back to me. It spoke about
lung cancer and its symptoms. But |
couldn’t remember anything written in
the chapter because | had not paid
attention then.

That night, | looked up the internet
and understood that ‘our’ old lady had
the symptoms of lung cancer.

Next morning, | went straight to her
house, picked her up and drove her to
the hospital. After many tests, my worst
fear was confirmed. | admitted her to the
hospital immediately and told my parents
over the phone about the old lady. They
scolded me for my earlier behaviour
towards her. They instructed me to do
everything | could to prevent her from
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getting the cancer, regardless of what
the cost was.

Over the next few weeks, | did
everything | could for the old lady. As
my parents were out of town, | paid for
her chemotherapy and other treatments.
Though my friendsthought it to be stupid
and unnecessary.

| spent every minute of my sparetime
with her. Even after Six weeks, shewasn't
getting better but on the contrary her
condition was worsening. The doctors
told me that they’d done all they could
and now all we could do was wait and
watch ... which was another way of
saying that she was dying. | couldn’t
believe it.

A couple of days after that, when |
was feeding her soup, she told me that |
shouldn’t blame myself and that it would
hurt her deeply. Shetold methat the only
reason she had returned to her old habits
was that she saw me as her own son and
seeing me wasting my lifewastoo much
for her.

Four days after that, on 17th May
2007, Alberta Christine Matthews died.
Yes, that was the name of ‘our’ old lady,
though strangely, it hardly mattered to
me. She would remain the ‘sweet old
lady’ to meforever. | remained speechless
that day. | could't cry.

After her body was taken away, the
doctor came to me and gave me a letter
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saying that it wasfound beneath her bed.
It was addressed to me. It read:

Dear Jonathan,

| will always be in debt because of
the love you have shown to me. | don’t
know how | can ever repay you for your
kindness? | don’t think, | will have
enough time to do so.

You've aways reminded me of my
sonand I’ veawaysloved you. You stood
by me when no one was there. You've
acted like a son. | hope you'll always
remember me. If I’ve ever been of any
helptoyou, | shall be happy. Forgiveme,
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if I’ve ever made any mistakes. God
bless you!
Yours
Alberta
Shewill dwaysbe in my memories,
till the day | die. She has had a huge
influenceinmy life. | have quit smoking
and drinking for good. | havelost all my
friends that | had, but I’ ve realised that
they weren’'t my true friends.
So old lady, hats off to you for doing
so much for me. | hope you are having a
spectacular life in heaven.

3 Regent Park, Kolkata-700040 (W.B.)
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Grandmother

Grandmother...

O, my grandmother!

Where are you?

Where are your sweet songs?
Where is your sweet food?

| always miss your soft touch
On my forehead
| always miss your fairy tales
At the bed time
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Hemant Kumar

Where is that blue sky
And full moon light
The soothing shade
Of those mango trees?

| dways remember my childhood
And the time | spent with you

My tear swollen eyes for want of food
And your sweet words

“Wait my prince!”

“1 am baking breads for you”

And your fingers getting burnt

From the frying pan due to hurry

And | also remember your sweet lullabys
Which you aways sang to me at dinner
time

To feed me with your loving hands
Will these things never return...

Can you not come back to me?

*kk*
kxkkk*k
*kkkkk*

*kkkkk*k

RS-2/108, Rajya Sampatti Avasiya Parisar
Sector-21, Indiranagar
Lucknow-226016 (Uttar Pradesh)
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A Foolish King

Prabir Kumar Pal

Once there was a king. He was very
cruel. He never loved his subjects. His
main joy was to punish people.

His son was also a boy of no virtue.
Like his father, he was nitwitted and
reckless. He always loved to show his
bravado.

One morning he went out with his
horse for a joy ride. He whipped and
whipped the horse. The horse ran faster
and faster. But, alas! the prince could not
keep control. He fell down, got badly
injured and died.

From lip to lip the news of his death
ran. The cause of hisdeath wasexplained
in many ways. Someone said that the
prince was murdered. The king heard it.

He became angry.

Soon he passed an order to find out
the murderer.

His guards, servants, fighters, spies
and even the jester ran to catch the
culprit.

They weretremblingin fear. Because
the king would hang them. But the jester
was not worried. The king was a great
fool. Heknew it well. So he madeaplan.

He brought two asses. He said to the
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king, “These two asses have murdered
the prince. The secret murderer is called
an‘Assassin’. Therearetwo assesin the
word. These two asses came into my
room to seeif | was searching for them.
Just then | caught them.”

The silly king took them as
murderers. With the beating of drums he
hanged them. He got so much joy that he
forgot the death of his son.

Purbagopal pur Primary School
P.O. Bhadrapur, Birbhum (W.B.)
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Two Poems
Dash Benhur

Water

Water isthe gift of god

Can we say this now?

What man has done with nature’s gift
Every child does know.

Therivershaveturned to garbage dumps
The sky is black with soot Pigeon I '
' The oceans are choked with stinking
! . sludge It's only atiny, common bird 0
0 Who'll live to share the loot? Yet it flies ever so high
0 When it soars into the sky ]
0 WEe' ve broken all of nature's rules | can only look up and sigh. "
p p Thinking we know the best 0
) Wg’ .rejust a p:ack of'arrogant fools Itsonly atimid bird 0
g ! Failing nature’s test! Sheltering in the house
? Water is the spice of life Living in constant fear of 0 ’
b Water lets us live The cat, the dog and the mouse.
b Never asks for arly return I’m anormal healthy boy ' ?
8  Only knowsto give. Growing big and stout
b ¥ Comefriends, let'sjoin hands Yet | never dareto venturefar §
) Let us rescue water Lest danger be about. ﬁ

Save the water, save the earth

: | should be like the pigeon )
And tomorrow will be better.

Soaring ever so high b
Ready to face any challenge
My courage shall not die.

dashbenhur @yahoo.com
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My Page

Dehradun 2025

Kartik Dhiman

It was anormal day. | woke up early in
the morning and found myself lying on
the bed and to my amazement | found
that my bed was attached with new
electronic gadgets. | wished to spend my
whole day with the gadgets but | had to
get ready for the school alittle earlier as
| had to attend aworkshop in my school.

When | |eft for schooal, | discovered
that my house was surrounded with many
huge buildings that did not exist earlier.
This left me wondering, it was not
possible because the place where | lived
had no buildings at all. | felt likeasif |
was in a big city like Los Angeles or
Boston.

When | moved further, | noticed that
Dehradun was very clean asif it wasthe
cleanest city of the world. | always
dreamed about visiting Singapore or
Dubai but now Dehradun looked like
them.
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On my way to school, | also
observed that now Dehradun had itsown
airport from where both domestic and
international flights were taking off.

As | moved closer to my schoal, |
saw that bullet trains — the fastest trains
in the world — were departing from the
raillway station. | also found that a huge
flyover was built over the Rajpur Road
withtrafficsignalsall over andvery few
vehicles running on it.

Finally, | reached school, met my
friends and attended the workshop.

After school, | reached home and
started doing my homework. | began my
work by writing the date 4 August 2013
in my notebook. My sister interrupted
and told methat | had written the wrong
date as today the date was 5 July 2025.

| was shocked and thought that |
should ascertain the date from my
mother. | ran towards the kitchen to see
if my mother was there or not but |
slipped over on a banana pedl.

Can you guess what it broke...? It
didn’'t break my bone or any other part
of my body. It broke my dream... a
dream of Dehradun 2025!

Jaswant Modern School
Dehradun-248001 (Uttrakhand)
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My Page

The Portrait

Dar shil Shastri

The canvas was his creation, the palette his fantasy
As he painted relentlessly towards ecstasy
Oblivious to the world but devoted to his muse
Unrelenting, beauty and perfection he pursues

The toil rewards him, with a master piece so rare
Sensesfail; al he doesis stand and stare

His passion breathes life into the paper

The damsel enchants him into a pleasant stupor

Lost in the long twirls that flow unbound

The doe-eyed gaze, |eaves you spellbound
The lips curl into a smile that reaches the eyes
Yet beyond everyone's grasp this damsel lies

Captivated by his work, the creator becomesits slave
The word spreads of its beauty due to his flattering rave
From far and wide come people, to meet the same fate
One look it takes, to pass into the hapless state

Obsessed by her beauty

His brushstrokes never the same
He loses sanity

For the damsel cast had her spell
Smitten for eternity.

darshil.shastri@livein
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|nteresting Facts about September
Surekha Sachdeva

September isthe ninth month of the year
in the Julian and Gregorian calendars.
On 23rd day of this month, falls the
equinox which brings Autumn in the
Northern Hemisphere and Spring in
Southern Hemisphere. Some major
historical events and inventions took
place in thismonth. Not only this, many
personalities in the field of science,
literature and arts were also born in this
month.

1 September

e 1939: World War |l began with
German invasion of Poland

2 September

e 1945: World War Il ended with the
surrender of Japan

3 September

e 1875: Ferdinand Porsche, a German
inventor who designed the Porsche and
Volkswagen cars was born

e 1971: Kiran Desal, an
Indian author who won
the Man Booker Prizein
the year 2006 was born

e 1976: Viking |l spacecraft landed on
Mars at Utopia Planitia
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5 September

e Teacher’'s Day is
celebrated in Indiain
honour of Dr Sarvepalli
Radhakrishnan, former
President of India
who was also a great
philosopher and teacher

_ e 1997: Mother Teresa,
! h\‘ Nobel Peace Prize
| winner, died

6 September

e 1766: John Dalton, renowned scientist
was born

8 September

(" o

e 1933: Asha Bhosle,
famous singer was born

e UNESCO cdlebrates the International

Literacy Day across the world to spread
literacy awareness amongst world’s
illiterate community
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11 September

e 1816: Carl Zeiss, noted German
optician was born

13 September

e 1916: Roald Dahl, children’'s author
was born

15 September

e 1890: Bestseller novelist Agatha
Christie was born

16 September

e 1916: M S Subbulaxmi, famous
carnatic vocalist and
Bharat Ratna receipient
was born

21 September

e 1866: H.G. Wells, the father of
science fiction, was born

e International Alzheimer’s Day or the
World Alzheimer’s Day is observed
every year to spread the understanding
of this degenerating disease of the
central nervous system

e United Nations celebrates World
Gratitude Day to foster ‘an idea of
gratitude’ in people so that they
appreciate good things about others
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26 September

e 1820: Ishwar Chandra
Vidyasagar, well-known
writer and reformist was
born

e 1888: T.S. Eliot, famous writer was
born

e 1923: Dev Anand,
one of the popular
Bollywood actors was
born

27 September

¢ 1825: Thefirst passenger train became
operational in England

28 September

e 1907: Bhagat Singh,
the great freedom
fighter was born

| e 1929: Famous singer,
Lata Mangeshkar was
born

surekha_sachdeva@rediffmail.com
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National Centrefor Children’s Literature Library: A Profile

National Centre for Children’'s
Literature (NCCL) has a Library-cum-
Documentation Centre with a collection
of over 15,000 books on children’s
literature covering wide range of
subjects in 44 languages of the world
(18 Indian and 26 foreign languages).
Over 50 periodicals of children’s
literaturein various Indian languages are
also subscribed by the Library for
reading and reference of the library
users. The Library has recently been re-
modelled to give an ultramodern look
and provide quality servicesto the users.
Located at the ground floor at the
premises of the Trust, the Library is
spread over an area of 96.2 sq mts. It
has been designed keeping in mind the
multifarious needs of the users.

The Library has the following
holdings:

e Research and Reference: over
600 rare reference books to help
professionals, scholars and researchers
for their research work, surveys etc.

e Media/Multi-Media: 150
DVDs/Videos on children’s literature, a
touch screen, 4 PCs and one LCD TV.

e Booksfor Children and Young
Adults: over 15,000 books (both fiction
and non-fiction) for children and young
adultson variousthemesfrom around the
world.

32 | RyawR 2013

Reading Room Facilities:
Reading tables, chairs, book shelves,
library space, recessed lights, anti-skid
flooring, wooden steps and appropriate
ventilation for users for providing ideal
atmosphere for reading.

Networking: NCCL Library is
connected with over 4,000 DELNET
member libraries through internet
including Delhi Public Library,
Jawaharlal Nehru University Library etc.

Who can be a member of the NCCL
Library?

Anybody working in the field of
children’s literature, established and
budding writers, editors, librarians,
illustrators, publishers, researchers,
teachers among others.

How can one become a member of
the NCCL Library?

To become a member of the NCCL
Library one can fill up the membership
form and pay Rs 100/- as one time
membership fee and Rs500/- for general
members and Rs 250/- for budding
writers as the case may be as refundable
security. Free temporary membership
(Reading Room Facility only) for
outstation experts on visit to Delhi for
Library consultation is also available.

The Library is aso open to school
children for group visit.
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Hazy the Lazy
Sagarika Maheshwari
Aadya Books
Rs. 50.00
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(Hazy the Lazy)

A story about ababy elephant ‘ Hazy’ who
livesin aforest with aherd of el ephants.
Heisthelaziest elephant in the herd and
his fellow elephants call him with the
name ‘Hazy the Lazy’. One day, Hazy
decides to leave the herd but at night he
feels lonely and misses his mother.
Finally, he learns a valuable lesson of
being careful and attentive. The small
children would find thisbook interesting
and inspiring. The book has attractive
illustrations and has been written in easy
language.
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