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Have the Grown Ups Grown Up?

=1 5

Nationd Centre for Children's Literature, a
wingof Nationa Book Trugt, India, organised
an interactive discussion with renowned
author MsJujjawe dander from Svedenand
Mr Lennart Jonsson, eminent journdist and
psychotherapis onthetopic'Havethe Grown
UpsGrown Up?: Revigting Fantasy in Life
at Lady Shri Ram College for Women,
Universty of Delhi on 21 October 2011. The
discussion was organized in close
association with the Department of
Elementary Education, Lady Shri Ram
College for Women.

Ms JujjaWeidander was the Guest of
Honour on the occasion. Ms Weidander
is the author of the book for children
Mama Moo onaSwing, published by NBT.
Sherequested parents“to read story books
to childrenlaudable’. She said that parents
download books in their ipods and give
them to children to listen to the stories.
She added that though sheis not opponent
of new technology 'but nothing surpasses
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your Voice, it is you who can understand
your child better.'

The author said that children cannot
express themsalves in their own language
which makesthem unhappy. Readingfairy
tales, stories about our own self etc in
authentic language givesthem satisfaction
and courage to speak for themsalves and
helps them stand up for what is right and
what iswrong.

While sharing his experience as a
psychotherapist, Mr Lennart Jonsson said,
"children's books are important; they help
them grow up."

Earlier, Shri M A Skandar, Director,
NBT welcomed the speaker and guests
present on the occasion. He said, “I do
hope that many such collaborative
programmes will be organised in near
future with the college”. He also
announcedthat, “NBT will haveanew book
shop at Faculty of Arts, University of
Delhi.”

Mr Arvind Kumar, former Director of
NBT also spoke on the occasion and
thanked NBT for inviting him. The
discusson waswell attended by renowned
authors, publishers, scholars, teachers and
students of the college.

At the end, Mr Manas Ranjan
Mahapatra, Editor (NCCL) and Prof.
Sujata Chakraborti proposed the vote of
thanks. DwijendraKumar, Assstant Editor,
NBT compered the proceedings.
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Ebethoi
Raghu L eishangthem

There once was alittle girl whose name
was Ebethoi. She lived on the Loktak
Lake near Imphal, capital of Manipur.
Ebethoi had no sisters or brothers. Her
mother was a widow. So mother and
daughter had only each other in the
world. They were very poor. Their
home was atiny but built on the phum,
as the floating marshes on the lake are
known.

No other children lived nearby. But
Ebethoi had company enough. In the
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winter, the sky grew crowded and noisy
with birds that flew down from the high
Himalayas. Inthe summer, the dancing
sangai and other deer came to feed on
the water plants that grew on the phum.
They were gentle, shy creatures,
Ebethoi would crouch down, very still
and quiet, to watch them graze. Then
therewere thefishes. Below thelake's
surface they swarmed—nhundreds of
thousands of them—in all sorts of
shapes, colours and sizes.
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One day, Ebethoi and her mother
went rowing on the lake in their canoe.
They were going to catch some fish.
They used a net stretched on a bamboo
frame. As Ebethoi watched, her mother
dipped the net into the lake. Then she
lifted it out of the water. There in the
centrewas one small ngakha-mei-ngang-
bi, which is akind of barb fish with a
red tail fin. “Hi!” said Ebethoi’s mother
to the fish, as she dlipped it back into
the lake. “Back you go into the water,
young ngakha-mei-ngang-bi. Next time
bring your parents, brothers, sisters and
friends.”

Tothelittlegirl, it sounded asthough
her mother wasinviting the fish to come
back with its family and friends to play
with her. That day Ebethoi decided that
the fishes were her special friends.

Timewent by. Ebethoi’s mother was
takenill. She passed away. Ebethoi was
left alone in the floating hut.

The water lilies and lotuses on the
lake became her garden. The birdsong
in the sky above became the music for
her dance. Ebethoi |earned to paddiethe
canoe. She ate lotus seeds and water
chestnuts to stay alive.

Now the fishes in the Loktak Lake
were her constant companions. Thedays
turned into months and then into years.
Thefishesbrought up Ebethoi. Sheeven
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learned their language. They would swim
up to her hut for a chat every now and
then.

“Eta,” asoft, bubbly voicewould call.
Eta means friend. It is the way girls
address each other in Meitilon, which is
the language of Manipur.

It was the ngakha-mei-ngang-bi that
her mother had set free.

“Eta- Ebethoi! Are you afraid of
being aone?’

“No. Why should | be afraid when
you are there for me?’

“Ohyes. Weareadl very closeby. If
you're ever afraid, all you needto dois
call out to us.”

“Youknow | will, Eta” Ebethoi would
reply.

“But Eta...” the ngakha-mei-ngang-
bi asked shyly. “Would you save usfrom
the fishermen?’

“Of coursel would, Eta. You aremy
special friends, always looking out for
me. You don’t need to ask.”

“That makes me feel so much
better.” And with the flip of abright tail
fin, thelittle fish would dive down under
the water.

Sometimes they would talk about
their home.

“Look, Etal How the cool breeze
from the Thang-jing Hills make the
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ripples dance on the lake. Listen to the
voices of our mothers and grandmothers
singing in the sky over Loktak. Isn’t our
place the most beautiful on earth?’
Ebethoi would say.

“Yes Eta,” her friend would agree.
“Thisisthe land of Khamba and Thoibi,
thehome of Lord Thang-jing.” Thelittle
fish spoke of the legends of the land, and
of the god that watched over them. Itis
so beautiful, that we even sing songs
about the beauty of Loktak Lake.”

Then it added: “Eta- Ebethoi, | love
you dearly. | would give my lifefor you.
All the fishes in the lake agree with me.
If you are ever hungry, don’t be afraid to
catch usin your net. You can sdll us at
the Sana Keithel, the big market.”

“What are you saying Etal” Ebethoi
was horrified at the thought. “I would
rather die of starvation. Besides, if |
sold you off at the Sana Keithel, |
wouldn’t have any friends left, would I?
| wouldn’t survive without you, Eta.”

In unison, the fishes cried, “Ebethol,
even you don't catch and sell us, there
are other humans on the lake. The
fishermen are sure to catch us al.”

“That cannot be. | shall protest. You
areall my friends. | shall ask them not to
spread their nets for you. If they don't
listen to me, | will complain to Lord
Thang-jing.”
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“Your heart is pure and kind. Truly
you are the goddess of Loktak.”

And so Ebethoi grew into a fine
young woman. Surely the fishes were
right. She was like the goddess of
Loktak. Even the water birds sang her
praises and the deer bowed their heads
when she passed.

Then the fishermen came. They
spread their huge netsand began to trawl
the lake.

The fishes cried out: “Ho! Eta-
Ebethoi—the fishermen have spread
their netsfor us. Ho! Eta, saveusplease.”

The cries of the fishes echoed across
the waters.

Ebethoi pleaded, “Ho, fishermen!
Please don’t catch the fishes in my
Loktak. They are my friends. Please
leave them alone. Can't you hear their
cries?’

But the fishermen paid her no heed.
They spread their nets wider for
Ebethoi’s friends.

Ebethoi’s eyes filled with tears.

“Ho fishermen! How can you be so
cruel? My friends are screaming out in
pain. Please do not hunt my friends the
fishes of Loktak!”

The fishermen still would not stop.

Ebethoi could not bear it any longer.
She prayed aloud to Lord Thang-jing.
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“Hal Great grandfather Thang-jing,
the fishes are being destroyed by the
fishermen. | beg you—Ilisten to the
prayers of your daughter. | ask you to
save my friends.”

Lord Thang-jing heard her pleas. He
sent for the wind god, who blew up a
fierce storm. The waves grew choppy.
Therain lashed down, even whilethe sun
shone from the sky. The boats were
overturned. The fishermen floundered
in the water. The fishes swam for cover
under Ebethoi’s hut built on the floating
phum.
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Alarmed by the sudden storm on
such a clear day, the fishermen paddled
and flapped their way home through the
water. “We have angered the great Lord
Thang-jing,” they gasped. “We will
never trawl here again.”

Ebethoi was overjoyed. She had
saved her friends. From that day on,
nobody dared disturb them again. And
Ebethoi and the fishes lived on Loktak
Lake, happily ever after.

Imphal (Manipur)

N\
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Jamnagar!
Ruskin Bond

Adventures of Rusty and his friends
continue and two hours later they were
in Jamnagar in Gujarat. They had run
away from their school to experience
the world outside classrooms.

We stopped near a small tea-shop
and watched other people eating
laddoos and bhelpuri. We couldn’t even
afford a coconut.

“Whereisthe harbour?’ | asked the
shopkeeper.
“Two miles from here,” he replied.
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“Are there any ships in port?’ |
asked, relieved.

“What do you want with aship?’

“Well, there's only one, and it sails
today, so you had better hurry if you
want to go away onit.”

“Let’'sgo,” said Daljit.

“Wait!” said a young man who was
lounging against the counter. “It will
take you amost an hour to get there if
youwalk. | will takeyou in my ghari.”
He pointed to a shabby pony-cart close
by. The pony did not look as though it
wanted to go anywhere.

“My pony is fast!” said the young
man, following our glances. “Never go
by appearances. She may look tired but
sherunslikeachampion! Getin, friends,
| will charge you only one rupee.”

“We don’'t have any money,” | said.
“We'll walk.”

“Eight annas, then,” he said. “Eight
annas and a glass of tea. Jump in,
friends!”

“All right,” said Daljit. “There’'sno
timeto lose. Eight annas and buy your
own tea.”

We climbed into the ghari, and the
youth jumped up in front and cracked
hiswhip. The pony lurched forward, the
wheelsrattled and shook, and we set off
down the bazaar road at a tremendous
trot.
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“I didn’t know you had eight annas
left,” | said.

“l don’'t,” said Daljit. “But we'll
worry about that later. Your uncle can
pay!”

As soon as we were out of the town
and on the open road to the sea, the pony
went faster. She couldn’t help doing so,
astheroad wasdownhill. Thewind blew
my hair across my eyes, and the salty
tang of the seawasin the air.

Daljit shook me in his excitement.
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“We will soon be at the harbour,” he
said. “Andthenaway at last!”

Thedriver called out endearmentsto
his pony, and, exhilarated by the sea
breeze and the comparative speed of his
carriage, he burst into song. As we
turned a bend in the road, the sea-front
came into view. There were several
small dhows close to the shore, and
fishing-boats were beached on the sand.
The fishermen were drying their nets
while children ran naked in the surf. A
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steamer stood out at sea and though |
could not make out its name from that
distance, | was sure it was the Lucy.

The ghari stopped at the beginning of
the pier, and we tumbled out and began
running along the pier. But even as we
ran, it became clear to me that the ship
was moving away from us, moving out
to sea. Its propeller sent small waves
rippling back to the pier.

“Captain!” | shouted. “Uncle Jim!
Wait for us!”

A lascar, sailor, standing in the stern,
waved to us; but that was all. | stood at
the end of the pier, waving my handsand
shouting into the wind.

“Captain Uncle Jm! Wait for me!”

Nobody answered. The seagulls,
wheeling in the wake of the steamer,
seemed to take up the cry—"Captain,
Captain. . ."

The ship drew further away, gaining
speed. And till | called to it in ahoarse,
pleading voice.

Yokohama, San Diego, Valparaiso,
London, all dlipping away for ever. . .

We stood by ourselves on the pier,
in the late afternoon, with gullswheeling
around us, mocking us with their calls.

A phrase from one of Uncle Jim'sletters |

ranthrough my head. “First cal Aden, then
Suez and up the Canal. .. " But for me
therewas only thelong journey back, the
indignation of my guardian, the boredom
of the school-room.
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Daljit had been silent. When at last
| forced myself to look at him, | was
surprised to see him smiling. He did
not seem at all downcast.

“We've arrived too late,” he said.
“We' ve come hundreds of miles, and
we're five minutes too late!”

“Never mind! Everything has been
for nothing. All our plans. . .”

“All our dreams!”
“What'swrong with dreams?’

“Nothing. As long as they don't
come true, we can keep on dreaming.
We Il go back to school and we'll have
other dreams.”

“I didn’t know you were a
philosopher, Daljit. And how do you
think we are going to get back to school ?
Even if you sall your watch, it won't be
enough. I’'mfed up. | don’'t want to go
anywhere, I'll sit on this pier until my
uncle returns.”

“How long will you haveto wait?’




“One or two years,” | said, smiling.

“Don’'t worry about getting back,”
said Ddljit. “When we ran away, it had
to be a secret, but it isn't a secret any
more. We'll sell the watch, pay the
ghariwallah, and send a telegram!”

“To the Headmaster?”’

“No. To an uncle of mine in
Bombay. He can come and fetch usin
hiscar. And he cantake usback to school
in hiscar. WE'll travel in comfort this
time! We'll eat chicken and ice-cream
all the way. We'll enjoy ourselves for
afew days!”

“Yes,” | said. “We won’'t have
anything to enjoy when we get back.”

| didn’'t say much as we talked back
totheghari. My thoughtswerefar away.
| reminded myself that next year, some
time, Uncle Jmwouldreturninthe Lucy,
anthen | wouldn’t make another mistake.
I’d be on the ship long before it sailed.

And so | stopped and stared out to
sea for the last time. The steamer
looked very small in that vast expanse
of ocean.

This year, next year, some time. . .
Yokoham, Valparaiso, San Diego,
London. ..

(From the book Adventures of Rusty,
National Book Trugt, India)
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Ring happy bells

ring in the new

there comes my cat
sings Mew-Mew-Mew

Ring happy bells

ring in the new

| take amorning walk
on grass washed in dew

Ring happy bells

ring in the new

tend to your plants

they will give lovely view

Ring happy bells
ring in the new

read a new book
and write its review

Ring happy bells
ring in the new

don’t forget old hbills
which are over-due
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Ring Happy Bédlls

Sarla Bhatia

Ring happy bells
ring in the new

follow the rules
stand in aqueue.

C-13, Swvami Nagar (South)
New Delhi-110017
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| Want Love
Prabir Kumar Pal

Once there lived atiger in a forest. A
cat family also lived there.

Oneday the baby cat said, “Mother, |
have seen some onein thisforest. Heis
a little bigger than me. We look alike.
He haswhiskers. | haveit dso. He has
pawsand claws. | do havethemtoo. But
men fear him.  And nobody fears me.
Why it is s0?

“My daughter, you are right. His
second nameis‘Big Cat’. One day God
was distributing food and food-habit to
animals. He had three types of food in
three big trays—only vegetables, only
meat and both,” the mother said.

SHaRT 2012 /20

“First cameyour friend howling and
said, ‘| want only mest to eat and nothing
ese’ Now God warned him, ‘If you
want to eat meat only, you must collect
your food yourself. You cannot live
with humans—the nicest of all animals.
You must live in forests enduring rain
and sun. All animals will run away to
seeyou. No other animal will play with
you. And one day you will starve. But
if you want to eat either the mixed food
of meat and vegetables or vegetables
only, you will get plenty of food.” But
your friend did not take God's advice.
Now he is amost starving, as you see.
Dogs, cows and we obeyed God,” she
continued.

The mother Cat further told her
daughter that they get human’sbest food,
their lap, their bed and their love. “Now
what do you want—Man should fear
you or love you?’

Purbagopal pur Primary School
Bhadrapur
Birbhum (WB)
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Spots

Deepa Agarwal

“But | don't want to talk to her even!”
Mandira yelled. Her square face turned
a deep beetroot red and her thick
eyebrows drew together angrily.

“Shsh,” Ma said. “That’s not nice.
One hasto act friendly towards guests.”
“Guest!”Mandira spat. “But | didn’t
invite her.”

“Butwedid, darling,” Masvoicewas
heavy with patience. Mandira could
guess that she was close to cracking
point. “Be reasonable, sweetie. Be
nice.”

N-NICE! Mandira sighed, or
huffed rather. She hated that word. She
jolly well knew why she had to be nice.

Readers’ Club Bulletin

Nitya's father was important. He
could—well, he could do all sorts of
things. Papa, Ma had to be nice to him
and Nitya's mother. And—she had to be
nice to that brat Nitya She wanted to
puke.

“I'm not! I’'m not going to be
nice!” she repeated to herself
defiantly—but in her heart of hearts she
knew she would. She couldn’t spoil
things for Papa like that. If only...

Spots! The idea struck her that
morning as she was looking at herself
in the mirror while brushing her teeth.
She smiled...It would fun...real fun...
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“Hi!” Even Nitya's voice was
irritating. High pitched, nasal, it went
right through her head. “Why are you
hiding in here? Scared of me?’

Even though she kept her back
turned, Mandira could imagine the
sickening grin that must be splitting her
face. She knew that Mandira had to be
nice to her. “Hey! What is wrong with
you?’

This was the cue Nitya had been
waiting for! She swung around
dramatically. Let Nitya get the full
impact of the green spots painted on her
face!

“Eeeeks! What's wrong with you!”
Nitya's high pitched voice was shriller
than ever. Her large popping eyes almost
burst out of their sockets.

“Greenchickenpoxitis!”Mandirasaid
gravely. “It'savery rare disease. And—
"she lowered her voice meaningfully,
“it’s highly infectious too.”

“No-o!” Nitya wailed. “Why-why
didn’t your Mom warn me?’

“She-she must have thought it
might look rude—that—that you might
think I didn’t want to play with you...”

“Asif that could ever happen.”Nitya's
confidence bounced back. Yes, the brat
knew. “Is—are they painful ?’

“Horribly! They even comeupinside
your mouth. You can’t eat. Want to see?’
She knew how fond of eating Nityawas.

“No-o!” Nityaput ahand on top of her
eyes, just in case Mandira insisted on
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showing her. Of course she wouldn’t
have. She hadn’t painted any spotsinside
her mouth, naturally. “Well...I’m going.
| suppose | might as well go and get
bored with the oldies...Hmm...l might
pick up some juicy gossip...”

Mandira could have hugged herself.
Nitya turned. She was going...going.
Mandira was just holding back her
chuckle of delight...when suddenly
Nitya whirled around.

“You know...” she said slowly.
“It might not be such abad ideato catch
it—even if it's as horrible as you say.
I’ve some tests coming up next week.
And after that an awful cousin of mine
IScoming to stay. I’d do anything to put
her off. By the way—does it travel
through the air or do | have to actually
touch you?’

Mandira held her breath. “No, no!
You don’'t want to catch it. It's really
horribly, terribly painful. You don’t
know what you’'re letting yourself in
for!” she said almost pleadingly.
“And...suppose...suppose your Mom
blames me for giving it to you?’

“Who cares!” Nitya's grin was
infuriating. “Hmm...I think I’d better
touch you just to make sure.”

“Stay away—" Mandira screamed.

But Nitya was already reaching
out. Mandira froze as she felt her rough
hand on her cheek. What would happen
now? The paint would spread, or just
wipe off. She closed her eyes
tightly...she could imagine the scene.
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The yells, screams, accusations and the
dressing down that would follow. Oh,
why, oh, why did shedo thiscrazy thing!

Then...” Greenchickenpoxitis...”
She heard Nitya say or rather squeal.
“Greenchickenpoxitis! It’s brilliant,
absolutely brilliant. And instantly
catching. See—I’ve already got it!”
Mandira opened a cautious eye. The
green paint—it was smeared all over
Nitya's hands.

She was about to groan aloud when
she heard Nityachuckledelightedly. “ To
think | always thought you were such a
stuck up old thing. In fact | just hated
the thought of coming here and being
forced to play with you. Hey...how did
you get the idea?’

Mandira's eyes popped. She—stuck
up! She felt awave of fury go over her.
She wanted to dlap Nitya. But the very
next minute she found herself exploding
into laughter. She laughed so much that
tearsran down her cheeks, leaving green
streaks on her face.

Nitya joined in too.
“Greenchickenpoxitis...” She
repeated dreamily when they finally
stopped. “Which paint did you use?
And—do you think it might fool my
Mom?’

“l doubt it...” Mandira said. She
began to wipe her face with awet towd.
“But you couldtry it onyour cousin...who
knowswhat might happen?’

“Hmmm...who knows?” Nitya
sounded thoughtful.
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ﬁ A
Thevery important guests had left—
al inareally good mood. The food, the
company everything had been highly
appreciated.

“See, dear, you were uselessly
throwing tantrums,” Ma said. “Nityais
a really sweet child. Don’t pretend
now—I can make out you two had lots
of fun together.”

“She's okay,” Mandira pretended to
yawn. Eeeks—agreen spot till lingered
on her wrist. Quickly she covered it with
her hand. “Yeah, | managed to tolerate
her.”

Ma shook her head and smiled.

Mandirasmiled to herself too as she
turned away thinking...who'd have
dreamt the time would come...when she
could shareajokewith Nitya...wouldn't
dread her visits any more?

But she was not going to let Mom
know—not as yet!

D-Block, Preet Vihar
Delhi-110092
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Due to water logging
and long traffic jams
| could not reach school
aong with my ma'm

Ma m took me to her home
while she made snacks

| played with adoll

bought from Rome

Ma m has a parrot
he looks so cute
his colour is green
and sings toot toot
Ma m hasadog
his name is brown

Rainy Season

Sudarshan Bhatia

when he jumps for a biscuit
he looks like clown

Ma m has some pots
the plants look fresh
they climb on moss sticks
with the help of wire mesh

| love to sing songs
along with my ma'm
and feel here safe
far from traffic jams.

C-13, Svami Nagar (South)
New Delhi-110017

SHaRT 2012 /32



PapaTell Me A Sory

We used to listen stories from our
Mummy-Papa and grandparents. As we
know, nature of every story is to start
gradually in order to finish it on an
interesting note. In the middle of the
story listener always remains anxious to
know the ultimate end of the story. The
listening to these type of stories provide
excitement and unknowingly it develops
the trait of curiosity into the children's
mind.

Due to the prevalent trend of the
time, we can only help our children by
providing them with interesting story-
telling books.

This picture-based story book is an
effort to match with the psychological
preferences of the child's menta level.
It will really keep up the interests and
remove the boredom of the child. It will
create the environment of fun and
enjoyment through the short stories
with interesting characters and funny
actions. The colourful and lovely
pictures are capable of making the
stories more understandable to the
children.

It is hoped that teachers and parents
would like the idea of keeping children
busy in books according to their own
likings.

PapaTedl Me A Sory
AradhnaJha

Tiny Tot Publications
pp. 160, Rs.160/-
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