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National Children’s Book and Activity Fair

Dr. Narender Jadhav, eminent
educationist and presently Member,
Planning Commission, inaugurated the
week-long National Book Week
celebrations and National Children’s
Book andActivity Fair at Nehru Bhawan,
National Book Trust, India, on 14
November 2011.

Prof. Poonam Batra from Central
Institute of Education, University of
Delhi, was the Guest of Honour on the
occasion. Earlier, Shri M.A.Sikandar,
Director, NBT, welcomed the guests,
publishers, teachers and children present
on the occasion. Speaking to the
children, he said, “Dr Jadhav is a role
model for many including me." Ms.
Farida M. Naik, J. Director (Admn.&
Finance), NBT, proposed a vote of
thanks.

The theme of this year’s National
Book Week was ‘Imagination’,
encouraging children to ‘Soar High on
Wings of Imagination’. In keeping with
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the theme, the week-long programmes
and activities saw many eminent
illustrators, writers of children’s books
actively interacting with the children,
enabling their imagination to soar high
in aworld of stories, poetry and fun-
filled activities.

While the children prepared their
dream calendars and posters under the
guidance of eminent illustrators Shri
Pulak Biswas and Shri Atanu Roy, they
were also aso regaled through stories
and poetry recitation sessions by Anupa
Lal, Madhu Pant, Kamlesh Mohindra,
K shama Sharma, A parnaA pte Guptaand
Surekha Panandikar. Other activitiesfor
children included a quiz on books by
Dwijendra Kumar, Assistant Editor,
NBT, dance and drama workshop by
Mulla Afsar as well as screening of a
film based on the NBT publication
Bridge at Borim, written by Surekha
Panandikar.

Children’s books publishers like
A&A Book Trust, Centre for Learning
Resources, Children’s Book Trust,
Eklavya, Indradhanush, Jaiditya
Publishers, Jodo Gyan, Katha, Mind
Melodies, Ponytale Books, Pratham
Books, Room to Read India Trust,
SahityaAkademi, Tulika Publishersand
many others participated in the Fair.

Shri Sandeep Dixit, Member of
Parliament, East Delhi Constituency,
inaugurated the second edition of the
National Children's Book & Activity
Fair on 18 November 2011 at Poorva
Sanskritik Kendra, Laxmi Nagar, Delhi.
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A Day to Remember!

Hema Rao

Gopi’s birthday was on Friday. He
wanted only one present — a birthday
party! His father was a maali. His
mother was a bai. She did household
chores in a few select houses. Gopi
knew that his parents could not afford
the expenses of hosting afancy birthday
party for him.
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“What's wrong in dreaming about
having a fabulous birthday party?’ said
Gopi to his friend Sandeep. “A dream
costs me nothing.”

“| shal hold aparty for youwhenyou
are 70 years!” promised Sandeep.

“I’ll be an old man by then, my
friend!” retorted Gopi, sarcastically.
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“Yes!” said Sandeep. “So there will
be no need for me to spend lavishly on
food. You will not be ableto eat much as
you will have no teeth and suffer from
poor digestion. Yes Sir! That's the best
time to hold your first birthday party.
Music and dancetoo can be banned from
my expense list. You will not be able to
hear and your rickety knee bones will
refuse to help your legs jig to a lively
tune!”

Gopi pounced on Sandeep in mock
fury and started pummelling him.

However, unknown to Gopi, his
mother had made up her mind to hold a
birthday party for him. It was a gift that
he badly wanted and THAT waswhat she
had to somehow give to him.

Gopi’s birthday finally came. Gopi
was now officialy 9 years old. He was
gifted things that he needed for school
— a new geometry box, a water-bottle
and anew uniform. Hismother told him
not to leave the house. She had invited
his friends over for lunch. Gopi was
very astonished. Could he dare to hope
that amma was finally throwing a
birthday party for him? Evidence
showed the contrary. No lavish
preparations were going on in the
kitchen. Odd things were being put into
the garden shed — lots of used
cardboard boxes and old newspapers,
used candles, dried flowers and leaves,
old magazines, empty glass bottles and
last year’s Diwali mud diyas.
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“After lunch, your father wants all
of you to assemblein the garden shed,”
said his mother.

Gopi was horrified. He fervently
prayed that his father was not going to
make them dig up the garden on his
birthday! His friends would be very
annoyed to do work after ahearty meal.
Oh dear! WHERE was the lunch? He
could not get a whiff of anything nice
wafting from the kitchen. Each visit to
the kitchen confirmed that there was
NO food bubbling on the stove.

“Bhaiyya?’ asked Mitu, his sister.
“Why are you inspecting the kitchen
every minute? Are you hungry?’

“No!” said Gopi.

“What are we having for lunch?’
asked his little brother, Dipu. “1 heard
amma say she is NOT cooking lunch
today!”

Now Gopi was really very, VERY
worried. Why werethey hosting alunch
party when the cook wastaking asiesta?
Just then the doorbell rang. A friend had
finally come.

“Auntyji told menot to bring any gift.
Maa told me to return this big steel
tiffin box to her,” said Sandeep.

“Keep it in the kitchen,” said Gopi.
He wondered how he was going to say,
“There is NO lunch being cooked
today!”

Then Rohit, Poonam, Kanchan and
Mudit too came. Mitu opened the door.
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Gopi heard alot of muffled giggles. He
could not see what was happening as
Sandeep had dropped his marbles and he
had to help him pick them up from the
floor.

They all sang popular filmi tunes.
Then they played rummy as they waited
for lunch to be served. Gopi was not
enjoying himself. Only one thought
drummed incessantly inside his head.
WHAT was his mother going to serve
them for lunch? A hurried trip to the
kitchen again confirmed nothing was on
the stove. There was only a huge
shopping bag on the kitchen slab. He
could see spinach leaves on the top of
the bag. The only utensil to be seen was
the tiffin box brought by Sandeep.

“Slices of gajar, mooli and pyaz
seasoned with nimbu pani and maybe a
glass of lassi!” whispered Mitu from
behind him, in alow voice.
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“Do you have to tiptoe about like a
cat?’ asked Gopi, angrily.

When he went back to the living
room he found Dipu telling his friends
that lunch would be served in haf-an-
hour. Gopi wasin mental agony. WHAT
lunch was going to be served when there
was NO cooked food in the kitchen?
Thirty minutes ticked away slowly for
the birthday boy. When lunchwasfinaly
served, Gopi's eyes nearly popped out
of their sockets in disbelief! There was
matar pulao, aloo-gobi sabz, raita,
pooris and a salad plate with sliced
gajar, mooli, pyaz and hari mirch, and
a big, chocolate cake!

“l baked a cake for you,” said his
mother. “Your friends' mothers each
cooked adish. THAT istheir gift to you!
After lunch all of you go to the shed.
You have to make some gifts for your
friends!”

Gopi and hisfriends had a busy fun-
filled afternoon. They re-cycled ‘waste
to make gifts for their friends!

Gopi made pencil/pen stands from
re-cycled newspaper.

Poonam made vases. She painted
flowers on discarded glass bottles.

Kanchan made bookmarks from old
greeting cards. She decorated each
bookmark with crushed dried colourful
leaves and flowers!

Rohit made candlesin all shapesand
sizes from left-over wax.
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Sandeep made origami animals with
glossy paper taken from discarded
magazines.

Mudit made Ganesha wall hangings
with cardboard taken from old cardboard
packing boxes. He pasted crushed
flowers and seeds on each Ganesha.

Mitu and Dipu, Gopi’slittle brothers,
too had fun. They painted finger motifs
on mud diyas!

“Woof!”

“Who said that?’ asked Sandeep.

“Woof-WOOF!”

The friends looked suspiciously at
each other. Someone was pretending to
be a puppy! Each one shook their head.

“Someone is a clever ventriloquist!”
insisted Sandeep, looking at Mudit
suspiciously as his friend’s lips seemed
to be ‘moving’.

“Bubble-gum!” mumbled Mudit.
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Gopi went out of the shed. Hefound
asmall little puppy tethered to hiscycle!

“Woof! Woof-WOOF!” said puppy,
enthusiastically. Finally he was going to
be set free! There was a small note
attached to his collar. It read —“| hereby
declare that Gopi is my master. When |
make trouble, punish him!”

Gopi was ecstatic. His friends were
envious. Gopi had got awonderful gift!
They all had a whale of a time being
chased by alively puppy. It was only at
night that Gopi wondered who had given
him the puppy.

“Not amma,” said Mitu. “She hates
dogs.”

“She also hates cats!” said Dipu,
sadly.

“Why didn’t you tell him Y OU gave
him the pup?’ said Gopi’s father to his
wife later that night.

“If | told him it was | who gifted him
the dog then our Dipu will want a cat!”
retorted Gopi’s mother. “Let it remain
an unsolved mystery. Only then will
peace reign in this house!”

FF-2, Suraksha Comforts
19, 17" Cross
Padmanabha Nagar
Bangal ore-560070
(Karnataka)
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Trip to Srinagar

Sakshi

Prakash

e —

My parents decided to visit Srinagar
during the winter vacation last year. |
knew that Srinagar is a very beautiful
place, so | became very excited when the
plan for the trip was made. Actualy,
before coming to Delhi, | used to livein
Jammu. So visiting Srinagar was my
dream. Also, discovering new placesis
my passion.

fedar 2011 /6

Srinagar has along history, dating
back at least to the 3" century BC and
has been known by different names.
The city was founded by the king
Pravarasena Il over 2,000 years ago
who named it Parvasenpur. The city
was then a part of the Maurya Empire,
one of the largest empires of the Indian
Sub-continent.
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Day and night | used to think about
the trip. What will 1 do there? How
much funwill | have? And soon. Finaly
the day came for which | had been
waiting desperately. When | enteredinto
the plane, | was shocked to see that the
plane was so huge and gigantic. Itwasa
fifty minute flight. When we landed in
Srinagar, suddenly rainfall started taking
place. The whole view was like a feast
for the eyes. Then we boarded a car to
the hotel.

At first we went to Gulmarg. The
snow there reminded me of the film—
"Kashmir Ki Kai” staring late Shammi
Kapoor and SharmilaTagore. | played a
lot with snow. Then, we traveled in
Gandola(trolley). Theview of thesnowy
place was very beautiful from above. At
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the end of the day we
went back to our
hotel.

The next day we
went to Dal Lake,
Shankaracharya
Mandir and Mughal
Garden. Dal Lake
was full of boats and
shikaras. | travelled
in a boat with my
family. The boat ride
was fun filled and
enjoyable.

After taking the
boat ride, | talked to one
of the Shikara owners. Hetold
methat Dal Lakeistheir highway and
Shikara their BMW. They don't have
to go anywhere to find food, post office
etc. as everything is there in the lake.
In ShankaracharyaMandir, therewere so
many stairs that | felt restless while
climbing them. There we prayed to the
God and then moved to our next
destination, Mughal Garden.

In Mughal Garden we found so
many varieties of flowers. It was as
if the heaven had fallen there. After
having seen so many places, we had
to return to our home as the holidays
were coming to an end. It was a
memorable experience which | would
never forget.

Ahlcon International Schooal,
Mayur Vihar, Phase-1, Delhi
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From Deadly Desert to Wonderland

Anukriti Gupta

“Prateek...wakeup...wakeup...The
teacher is heading towards your seat.”

“Yes, yes | am awake...” | told my
partner.

“Prateek, deeping again??! Why do
you sleep here? Isthisyour bedroom?...I
don’'t want such students in my
class...get out.”

Thisismy life. My day starts with
the breakfast of my teacher’s lecture,
followed by standing hours in front of
the principal’s room and looking at the
worn-off plasters of my school’s wall.
Now, it is more like my schedule which
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T

has been already prescribed in the holy
list of our school’s defaulters.

“Prateek...whatever you did today
you got to bear the consequences. So
the school has decided to punish you
and for that you have to stay back after
school...”

“But miss...what have | done?’ |
asked in alow voice.

She said, "I would clean the
classrooms. The job that | hated the
most."

After finishing my job... | got back
homeat fiveintheevening. | waslikea
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person who had been mentally tortured
in a jail for a crime which he didn’t
know; al my body partswereaching...so
| just fell on my bed.

All of asudden my aarm clock started
ringing...when | saw thetime, it wasjust
five minutes to eight in the morning...

| did not waste a minute and started
to pack my bag for school.

“What's happening?... Not a minute
has passed since | went to my bed and my
“dear” darm clock has started to ring...”
But, on second thoughts,| opened my
room'’s door and went downstairs. What
| saw there left me perplexed. It was a
real railway platform!!!

Someone had told me before that,
platforms are a nice place. As | was not
too fond of going to school | preferred
to go there. When | inspected the place,
| got to know that it was not like usua
platforms. The strangest thing about the
place was that everything was white.

White pillars, white trains and even
the men there had painted their bodies all
inwhite...it wasreally becoming aqueer
place with the passage of the time.

“Hello! Mr...Whatever is your
name...What areyou doing here...don’'t
you know the DD expressiswaiting for
you? Leave this place for the good
ones...thisisnot meant for the kids like
you,” a strange voice spoke in my ears.

“But Sir...who are you...and how
comeam | here? | wasjust opening my
room’'s door and all of a sudden | got
here,” | asked the man humbly.

“You, yes Mr. Prateek...” he looked
at thelist. “Friend, you have been given
a ticket for the train to deadly
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desert...you should feel lucky enough
that the number of kids that reached our
office today were less and as a
consequence you have got the
opportunity.. now don’'t argue and get
into the train.”

| was really disturbed and it
aggravated when an invisible power
pulled me into the train.

The train was redlly intimidating in
itself. The train had red hot iron coating
with a sketch of flames on the
compartments...even the tracks were
releasing smoke and fire...and it gave an
expression that desert was not a nice
place.

“Listen,” another quiet strange voice
came from the train but, now | was used
to it.

“My nameis Kim. And you should
know from now, | am the most powerful
kid herein the desert...and these people
are also scared of me. You better keep a
distance from me.”

“Good job, but can you please tell
mewhy am | with you?’

“With me” he laughed...listen friend
we all are the inhabitants of the
desert...and this train is going to the
desert. Thisdesert isthe placewhereyou
aretreated according to thedeedsyou do.”

Abruptly, my eyes went towards the
window. It was a scary scene...people
like zombies with skeletal bodies were
roaming there...their eyes were deep
inside their sockets; it was like my worst
nightmare coming true.

“Kids...come this way!!” a shadow
approached our cabin and another
moment we all were seen standing in a
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queue, waiting for our punishments. |
was scared as| knew that | had also done
many bad things in my school.

Kim had told me that these people
were really cruel but they also had a
sense of not punishing the kidswho were
already in pain. Being aregular defaulter
at my school | had already learnt the art
of manipulating the situations in my
favour. So, | stood there with twisted
limbs and face...pretending to be a
sufferer.

“Oh! Poor little child...how come
are you here,” aman asked me.

| kept on pretending.

“Doesn’'t matter. You can go to that
juvenileroom and wait for the decision.”

| really rgjoiced at this verdict...But
| had totally forgotten about my mother’s
words that honesty always wins...And
unfortunately, this time too my mother
turned out to be right.

Kim betrayed me and told the truth
to them...and their fuming master
accordingly ordered that | be thrown in
erupting magma in the desert. But, this
time too...god save me.

Out of the blueaman wearing awhite
gown appeared at the gateway with an
agreement in hand. Seeing him other
kids started to talk and | got to know that
he was an angel from wonderland.

He told them that the masters of
wonderland have called me because of
my intellect.

He came towards me and cast a spell
and the next moment we were in
paradise..... the wonderful wonder
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land..... most joyful place...My joy
grew when the messenger turned out to
be my mother who was disguised in his
clothes...

“Son...for your information we must
tell you that these desert zombies were
not the oneto call you. Thiswasjust an
act to make you redlize that you should
never wave from your duty...you a
student, always do your duty, if | am not
there with you it doesn’'t matter. Your
intellect will always be there to guide
you...”
Shedisappeared and my eyesopened
in a hospital.

“Wheream 17’

“Prateek...you are in the hospital
and by the blessings of god, you arefine.
Your teachers brought you here.”

My teachers told me that while
cleaning the classrooms | fell down and
they brought me here.

| realized that it wasjust adream but,
for me it was more than a dream as it
opened the doors of my sleeping mind
that used to
think that |
was the only #%.
one on this
earthwho had
to face the
atrocities of
destiny...

Ahlcon International School
Mayur Vihar Phase-|
Dehi
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The King and the Squirré

Manoj Das

Once upon atime, there was a king who
wasvery proud of himself. Hewasyoung,
well-read and intelligent and none of the
youths of his kingdom equalled him in
physical strength or valour. Needless to
say, he was naturally the richest manin
the kingdom.

Oneday, whilestrolling in hisgarden,
he said to his wise, old minister, “I am
sure no one would ever dare to boast
before me about anything. | am glad that
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| am superior to everybody in every
respect.”

The old minister, who generally
agreed with everything the young King
said, did not reply. Hedid not even smile.

The King was very surprised. “Why,
my good minister, why do you keep
quiet?’ he asked.

Theminister smiled and replied, “My
noble Lord, to be quite frank, you can
never be sure that no one will ever boast
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before you. Though it is afact that you
are superior to everyonein the kingdom,
it is quite possible that there are people
who will not realise this. Everybody has
hisown vanity. Oftenit isseen that even
a weakling considers himself the
boldest of knights. We should not be
surprised if somebody, ignorant of your
superiority, boasts before you some day.
The best we can do is to ignore such a
fellow. To take notice of the vanity of
others is to lose one’s own peace of
mind.”

Whilethe minister wastalking, atiny
squirrel jumped forward and climbed a
marble column in front of them. In his
front paws, he held high a small coin.

The king was amused. Sure that the
King noticed him, the squirrel chanted:

| have got so much wealth

How much has the King?

How miserable he looks, indeed!

Envy causing him suffering.

The King was furious. He rushed at
the squirrel before the minister could
say a word. The squirrel dipped awvay
but dropped the coin. The King pocketed
it. Looking at the minister, he smiled
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with satisfaction. The minister, however,
did not seem to appreciate his action.

It was evening and the King and his
minister were busy discussing some
important issues with the emissaries
from the neighbouring kingdoms.
Suddenly, from above, they heard the
squirrel chanting:

If the King is so rich and so proud

It iswith my wealth! | disclose this
aloud!

The King's blood boiled with anger.
But he had to control himself as he was
in the company of honoured guests. The
squirrel hopped from pillar to pillar and
repeated his verse. The emissaries were
curious, but they did not laugh or utter
a word, lest the King should feel
offended.

After the guests had left, the King
searched for the squirrel. He looked
everywhere but could not find him.
Restless, he could not sleep a wink at
night.

The King used to began his day by
giving alms to the poor. The next
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morning, while he was doing so the
squirrel appeared near the door and
squealed:

How proudly he distributes alms!

But is it not my wealth that
adorns his palms?

The King ordered his attendants to
capture the squirrel. But the squirrel
managed to dip away. It was with great
difficulty that the poor King suppressed
his surging anger.

A few hourslater, whenthe King was
just about to sit down, the squirrel
peeped through the window and sang:

Isit not funny

That with my money
Many a dish
The King would relish!

The King was so enraged that he
could not swallow even a morsel of
food. His attendants rushed around
trying to catch the naughty creature. But
the squirrel was nowhere to be seen.

Early that night, just when the
hungry Kingwasgoingto eat hisdinner,
the squirrel appeared in front of him and
repeated the verse that had made him
give up hislunch.

Theking felt absolutely helpless. He
took out the squirrel’s coin from his
pocket and hurled it at him. The squirrel
picked it up immediately. But on
leaving, he chanted:

Victory to myself, the mighty
squirrel

To all the world | can tell

TheKing did return all my wealth
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Out of fear for my strength!

The King chased the squirrel like
mad man. But again the squirrel gave
him the dlip. Once again sleep evaded
theKingat night. Thesquirrel’ staunting
words haunted him.

As soon as the day broke, the King
summoned the minister. “We should
mobilize all our soldiers and order
them to kill all the squirrels in the
kingdom. That will solvethe problem,”
he said.

“My Lord!” Theminister replied,
"1 understand your wrath. But there
IS no certainty that your soldiers
will succeed in killing all the
squirrelsin theland. Spread over are
vast stretches of corn fields, the
dense forests of our land where men
cannot enter, and on the lofty peaks
of our mountains, their number can
runinto millions! Besides, asquirrel
does not need a passport to enter our
land. Any number of squirrels from
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our neighbouring lands may pour into
our kingdom. Our soldiers, who are
so brave in battles, would feel
surprised and unhappy when asked to
fight tiny enemies like squirrels.
Imagine their disappointment when
they would not be altogether
victorious. And what will our people
say and the future historians write
about you? Would it not be funny for
the students of tomorrow to read:
Once upon a time, there was a king
who led his army against squirrels!”

“What then should | do? asked the
harassed King.

“My Lord, simply ignore the
creature. If you had paid no attention to
him when hefirst appearedin the garden,
or better still, without getting angry you
had just listened to his idle boasts, he
could not have caused you so much

unhappiness. However, it is never too
Readers ClubBulletin

late to change one's attitude for the

better.
A little later, the squirrel

= approached the King and
repeated the theme that the

King had been obliged to return his
wealth out of fear.

Thistimethe King stood unmoved.
He smiled and said gently:

Who does not know that the mighty
squirrel

In wealth and wisdom can easily
excel

A king or a monarch, as the yawn of
a hen

Excels in expanse the mighty
ocean?

The squirrel was delighted. He
looked at the King in pleasant surprise.
Without a word, he scampered away,
never to be seen again.

(From the NBT publication
Sories of Light and Delight)
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My Page

Best Friend Like You

Akshita Garg

Acts sweet only when needs help and backstabs later on!
uses a friend completely and acts rude aways
and then puts the blame on you!

Well you maybe famous, you maybe cute and you maybe pretty too!
but one thing you can never beisaFriend!

| hate you and | don’t need you!
you can come to me when you are over with your dramal
like you aways do!

You know | will be by your side
but you never will care and later on forget!
and so it will go on...

Ahlcon International School
Mayur Vihar, Phase-I
Ddhi
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20TH BIENNIAL NEW DELHI

WORLD BOOK FAIR

25 February to 4 March 2012 Pragati Maidan, New Delhi
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