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Activities Galore for Children at
New DPelhi World Book Fair 2017
Children’s Pavilion at New Delhi World

Book Fair held in January this year
presented a world of magic and mysteries

drawing large crowds of children and
adults alike. It witnessed a lot of events
during 9 days of Asia’s biggest book
fair which included interaction with
children’s authors and illustrators,
workshop on story writing, storytelling
sessions, seminars on various aspects of
children’s literature etc.

Some of the programmes held include a workshop on Enacting a Story
conducted by Shri Manish Pandey and Ms Aarohi Layal who enacted a story ‘Sher
and Khargosh’ from Panchatantra. It was followed by recitation of humorous and
funny poems by noted children’s author and poets including Dr Divik Ramesh.

Viewers were also amazed to see the first and the most recent Bravery Award
winners at the same platform. Shri Harish Chandra Mehra was the first recipient of
Bravery Award in 1958. He was proud that he received the award from the hands
of Pt. Jawaharlal Nehru. The recent winners include Kumari Mahika Gupta, a little
girl who saved three drowning children at the cost of her life. On the occasion,
a book titled ‘Sahashi Gathain’ by Shri Rajnikant Shukla on 22 brave children
was released. An interesting skit ‘Kitabein Kuch Kehti Hain’ by the students of
Butterflies NGO under the direction of their drama teacher Sh. Yogesh Kumar, an
NSD alumnus too was held.

Seminars on promotion of Reading Habit among Children brought many
writers, educationists, social workers at one platform. Ms Roma Singh, a lecturer
and writer described her childhood and the role her mother played in providing
selected reading materials. So, to make the children of today a better citizen of
tomorrow, parents have a major role to play. They need to foster book culture at
home to imbibe the reading habit among children, On last day, storytellers from

Jammu and Kashmir including Eishan Shalimari, TV Journalist, presented folk
stories from the state.
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Mrs Richards and Games

Neelmani Bhatia

Soniya sighed as she looked forlornly
round the dishevelled room. It’s s hard
to keep the room clean when one is always
so busy. She sullenly looked at the mess.
Though most of it was of her own making
yet sharing room with her younger brother
made things worse. At that moment she
did not have any kind thoughts to spare
for Vikki. She was unjustly impatient

with him.

Vikki was a wonderful brother, always
willing to do her bidding — running and
fetching and sometimes even serving cold
drinks to her friends! Though Soniya was
not sure whether all the contents were
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poured into tumblers or some ligy;q
directly into his own stomach! Went

But when it came to making
him put things at the right places it WOf
not only next to impossible, | was
impossible! His jeans were spread 0:
wide on the chair, with one leg drapeg
over the armrest and the other gyer the
back. Shoes, which were supposed ¢, be
kept and worn in pairs, were as far as (e
North and South Pole on a globe. Apg
mother expected her to clean this meg;
before dinner.

“Soniya and Vikki don’t forget,
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you are supposed to have your room
immaculately clean, otherwise no reading
of story books before bed”,

“OK, mum but please not all of it. I
will try to do the best but don’t expect me

to finish this Herculean task in a span of
two hours”,

Their mother was in no mood to
comply and replied, “If you spend more
time actually doing the job and less on
thinking how to start doing it, you might
well get done a lot more. Had you not
been so careless in the beginning and
taken care to put things at their proper

place the room would not have been in
such a mess”.

Grumbling, Soniya took up the firs
thing that came to her hands and threw it
in disgust right across to the other comer
of the room. Bruno, their pet Labrador,
who had sought shelter there, got up with
a yelp thinking a tornado had hit him.
Soniya felt bad and ashamed. She went
to pat him and picking up the thrown
object that incidentally was her own water
bottle, put it on her study table.

Muttering at the injustice of life,
Soniya started stacking things at their
proper places. All the while imagining
what fun her friends would be having

playing hide and seek or was it the day
for Hop-Skotch?

Such nice games. And they had not
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even known about the existence of these
games a few months back. It was all
thanks to the new owner of the flat on
the ground floor. The day she had shifted,
Soniya’s mother had sent her and Vikki to
inquire of the old lady if she wanted some
help in setting her furniture. Would she
care to have dinner at their place, seeing
she was all alone and she would hardly
find time or things to cook, in the general
medley of shifting the house.

The old lady had graciously accepted
and had come for dinner that evening.
She told them that she was a retired
school teacher and used to live with her
son and daughter-in-law, as she had lost
her husband a few years back, in a road
accident. But now the son had been
transferred to Bombay and had gone there
with his wife and children. They had all
wanted her to go with them but she had
declined for two reasons. Firstly, she
knew that getting a large flat in Mumbai
was impossible and secondly, Delhi was
home for her. It was here she was bomn,
brought up and experienced all the ups
and downs of life.

She had sold her sprawling house as it
was too large a house for a single person
and bought this small flat and now had
enough bank balance to see her through
the rest of her life without being a burden
on any one.

After that evening she had become
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a constant visitor and Soniy
occasionally go to her, seeking
whenever she faced some prob|e
studies.

4 Woulq
her

M in her

Mrs. Richards, as she g
started accompanying them Whe
took Bruno for his walks, botp,
morning and evening. During ope
strolls, she had asked Soniya hoy, she ang
her friends passed their free time. Soniya
recited a long list: video games cards
and books. Mrs. Richards was hom'ﬁed’
There was no outdoor game on the list.
that had some physical exercise in jt. All
were good in their limited sense. Bogj
and video games were a good pass time
and did help in increasing brainpower
but in excess could be harmful too. My
Richards told Soniya of the games she
had played which involved physica]
exercise. Not only had the games helped
them keep healthy and fit but also tested
their alertness, innovative power and
imagination. They had played games at
night too- especially on full moon days.

Ca”ed,
N they
In the
of the

Soniya was curious and plied Mrs,
Richards with all sorts of questions and
had repeated her information about the
‘funny games’ elders used to play, to her
own circle of friends. All were anxious
to try their hand at playing them and
had pestered Mrs. Richards for rules and
ways.

They had enjoyed the game so much,
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@ ond felt so refreshed that they hardly

realised where time flew. They all went
scampering to Mrs. Richards for the new
games. Mrs. Richards obligingly told
them about the ones she remembered
and suggested Hare and Hounds, Ring a
Ring Roses, Kick the Stone, Chain, Kho
— Kho, etc. and advised that they should
ask their own parents too.

The whole colony was relieved. Now
the children no longer pestered their
parents for money to spend on video
games, ice creams, etc. The children were
no longer found to be getting under the
feet of their parents for want of doing
something. They all gathered in the park
and played every evening for two hours.

They need not even worry about
supervision. Mrs. Richards always made
it a point to sit in the park while the
children played. Mothers could work in
the kitchen without worrying about the
whereabout of their children.

Elders of the colony really blessed
the day when Mrs. Richards had decided
to come and stay among them. On the
other hand, Mrs. Richards was thankful
that she now had such a large family. She
no longer missed her own grand children
as much as she used to in early days.
When Soniya’s father found that Mrs.
Richards went to church every Sunday by
a crowded bus, he asked Sanju’s father if
he could drop her on his way to factory
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that was open on Sundays. He willingly
agreed. Mrs. Richards’s extended family
never allowed her to feel like an outsider.
No function was held without inviting
Mrs. Richards. She had been prepared for
having a lonely Christmas, as there was
no other Christian family in the area. She
was really surprised to see a beautiful
Christmas tree at her doorstep. The
children had made it for her. That day she
baked cakes, helped by other mothers. The
whole colony celebrated Christmas with
Mrs. Richards and few even escorted her
to hear the midnight mass at the church.

All the children must be having
fun playing those games taught by Mrs.
Richards and here was Soniya forced to
remain indoors cleaning up the room.
Soniya tried to glare at the room as if it
was guilty of this forced imprisonment.

Soniya was surprised. The room
looked so spotlessly clean. As if a magic
wand had been waved and the mess
disappeared. While she was reminiscing,
her hands had been busy working and now
the room was, as it ought to be. The work
well begun was really half done. Soniya
looked up at the clock; she still had half
an hour of playing time. She gaily sailed
out of the room, satisfied and happy,
with a pledge to herself that she would,
in future, take care that the room was
not allowed to get into such disorder and
spend few minutes each day to arrange
things properly.
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Justice

Seema Nirupam

r was sitting beside the Tiver
e quiet waters. He
but even after much
tting worthy

Tinku bea
throwing pebbles into th
needed to start a business
brain storming, he wasn't ge
ideas.

The banks of the river were lined with
beautiful flowers and tall grass. Some
children playing nearby were rying to make
something with the sand. Suddenly he hit
upon an idea. Why not make toys out of mud
and sell them to the children? Tinku was
artistic and hardworking. He also had a way
with children.

- As soon as Somu Jackal came to know
about this, he went to Tinku and requested
him to take him as a help.

‘Dear Tinku, since you are
wonderful artist, I would love to Woﬂl:Ch. 2
you. I will help you in selling these tW“h
said Somu. 0ys,"

Tinku agreed. He did need a compgy;
Soon the customers started visiting his SIiOn.
Everyone praised the wonderful toys, P

Mintoo Monkey bought a small tab|e
which he decorated all kinds of fruits, Bit::;
Squirrel fell in love with the splendid box apg
pcrsuaded her mother to buy it to store nys

Bimmy Rabbit fancied the toy elephans
he could carry everywhere. Soon all the toys
were sold. Tinku was overjoyed. He hag
made a lot of profit. He called Somu.
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“Somu, you are like a brother to me. So
I suggest that we divide the money equally,”
saying this Tinku smiled at Somu. But
Somu’s eyes were fixed on the money lying
in front.

“Why half?” Somu glared at Tinku. “I
should get a bigger share as without my help
you would be sitting here with all unsold
toys,” said Somu.

“That’s really mean of you Somu. I made
the toys and you only helped me in selling
them,! Tinku was nearly in tears.

“Oh really. The whole jungle knows how
intelligent and clever I am. Without me you
are nothing,” Somu shouted.

Tinku understood that Somu was
greedy and there was no point in talking and
persuading him. He straightway went to the
court and narrated the whole incident to king
Sheru Singh.

Sheru Singh heard him with full attention
and called for Somu.

“Hmmm so you think you are more
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intelligent and therefore should get a bigger
share,” Sheru Singh told Somu.

“Without doubt, your majesty. Business
nourishes because of brains and the whole
jungle can vouch for the fact that I'm only
second to you when it comes to brain power,”
Somu replied with full confidence.

“Good,” Sheru Singh smiled. “In that
case you deserve the first chance. Come
forward and divide this amount according to
your intelligence”.

Somu’s eyes lit up. Promptly he divided
the money into ten parts keeping nine portions
in front of him and pushing one portion
towards Tinku.

All right. Now Tinku it’s your turn. You

may take whichever portion you like,” said
the king.

Tinku jumped up with joy. Quickly he
picked the bigger amount and thanked the
king profusely. Everyone who saw and heard

this praised the king for his timely and perfect
justice.
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The Cake Shweta Baked
Decpa Agarwal

" |"
“Dee-licious!” “yum-mm-m!” “A real trca.t.
Shweta’s twin brothers burst 1n, yelling

loudly.

“What's delicious? What's yummy?”
Shweta asked, her bright eyes curious. SI:le
was twelve, with wavy, shoulder length hfur.
Amit and Sumit were ten, with matching
grins and an uncontrollable tendency to tease
Shweta.

“Neha’s chocolate cake, what else!” they
replied together.

“Neha! That girl’s really talented!” Ma
exclaimed. “She can already bake such lovely
cakes.”

Shweta frowned. She was sick of hearing
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Neha being praised all the time. He; hext
door neighbour, and exactly the same P
Shweta, there wasn’t a thing she couldn’y 4,
perfectly, it scemed.

“Shweta! Come on!” It was her -
friend Rashi calling. She tringed her bicyc|,
bell impatiently. Shweta ran outside.

But she was absent minded as they
pedalled along the shady, tree lined lape,
She didn’t even try to race with Rashi as she
usually did.

The following afternoon, when she came
home from school, she announced, “Ma, |
want to bake a chocolate cake.”

“Bake a cake?” Her mother looked
astonished. Shweta was hardly the
kind to potter around a kitchen.

“Bake—a cake?” Amit and
Sumit repeated. “Please, Shweta.
Remember the time you tried to
make tea? And fry an egg? Please!
You can’t bake a cake!”

“Shut up,” Shweta glared. “I
can—and I will!”

“Of course you can,” Ma said,
frowning at the twins. “I'll help
you'”

“No,” Shweta’s mouth set. “I
want to do it on my own. And I can.
I’ve watched you do it so many
times. Just give me the recipe.”
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“All right,”

aware that no one could make Shweta budge
once she’d made up her mind,

Ma sighed. She was well

Amit and Sumit
glances but Shweta i
them all, she thoy
that
Neha.

exchanged knowin g
gnored them. She’d show

ght. She’d do better than
silly, buttcr—won‘t-meIt-in-her—mouth

Her brothers shrugged and ran out to
play and Shweta got busy. “One cup flour..,
four tablespoons cocoa...” she read. “How
easy! Any dummy can do jt

She felt very efficient as she measured
and mixed, humming under her breath. She

didn’t even go out cycling—so busy was
she.

Bake for half an hour, the recipe said. At
the exact time, Shweta took the cake out from
the oven.

But...somehow...it didn’t look right.
Was it a little flat? And hard? “Ma,” she
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called out anxiously. “Take a look at this.”

Ma took one look. Her brow puckered as
pressed the cake with her finger. «

Yyou put baking powder, didn’t you?”

she Hmm. ..

“Baking—powder. . » Shweta flushed.
“I-I can’t remember, , ] think, [ didn’t, . »

Just then the door

burst open. “Where’s
the cake?”

“What a yummy smel]!” The twins were
back.

Shweta dashed to her room and locked
the door. But she could hear them screaming

with laughter and saying, “Get an axe!” “No,
a hammer, yaar!”

That did it. I'm not going to give up, she

vowed. I'll bake a perfect cake. Better than
any Neha can!

The next afternoon, she was back in
action. Ignoring the twins’ knowing smiles,
her mother’s trying-to—be-understanding
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looks. This time she double-chcckeq to.makc
sure that nothing was left out. \'Vlnle it was
baking, she decided to call Rashi and tcll.her
that cycling was out again. They -gct talking.
About the maths teacher’s new hair-do. Abo_l'u
the coming basketball match. About Rasht’s

birthday party the following week...

When the smell of burning becan:ﬁ
really strong, it reached Shweta. “NO-O!
she yelled, banging the phone down.

But the cake was already scorch.ed.
Totally. And the twins had to return home just
then!

“Charcoalate cake!” Sumit grinned.

Shweta kicked him—really hard, before
Amit got ideas.

She was getting desperate now, though.
She knew they’d never let her forget it. And
that would be quite unbearable. So...the next
afternoon found her back in the kitchen.

This time, she sat there and watched the
cake like a hawk while it baked. There were
just six minutes left for it to be done when
the bell rang. It was Neha, of all people. She
looked worried and scared.

“Shweta! Please help me!” she said
breathlessly. “My cousin’s locked himself
in the bathroom. He’s only two—and he’s
howling and screaming and screaming like
mad. There’s no one at home and...I don’t
know what to do!”

“Oh...uh...” Shweta began,

“Please! Come quickly. I'm really scared
he’ll hurt himself!” Her voice went up in a
frantic wail.

“O—Xkay,” Shweta sighed. My cake’s
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jinxed, she thought, switching off the oven

Neha's cousin was yelling loud enougp
{0 bring down the house.

«Get a screwdriver,” she told Neha, Ang
she ran to try and calm him down.

In two seconds flat, Neha’s cousin wag
out. Shweta just unscrewed the door latch!

“Wow, that was clever!” Neha exclaimeq,
«'d never have thought of it. Thanks so
much. I was out of my mind.”

Shweta couldn’t help laughing now.
«“What’s the joke?”” Neha frowned.

“Nothing...well...I thought you were the
smart one,” Puja burst out impulsively. “I'm
no good at cooking and I was trying to bake a
cake when you came. I left it half done—”

“Oh-h!" Neha’s eyes grew round. “Come
along!” She grabbed Shweta’s arm. “Maybe
we can still rescue it.”

They dashed back. But to Shweta’s
surprise, they found the cake nicely baked!

“Perfect!” Neha cried. “There must have
been enough heat in the oven to finish baking
it.”

They’d just completed the icing when
the twins arrived. “It’s scrum-a-licious!” they
yelled, gobbling down huge chunks.

“Me too!” Neha's cousin reached.

“Mmm,” Neha nodded, handing a price
to him and another to Shweta. “It’s better than
any of mine.”

Shweta smiled. She knew it was not an
empty compliment—it actually was!
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Nestling Up
Dipavali Debroy

On the leafy branch of a tall tree, there
was a nest. There were two white eggs
in it.

Crack! One of the eggshells cracked
and a fluffy head came out of it. There
was another crack. Another fluffy head
came out. Now there were two baby
birds on the leafy branch of the tall tree.
They had no feathers as yet. Their eyes
were still closed.

Cheep! Cheep! One baby bird began
to cry. 'l am hungry!'
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'l am hungry too! cheeped the other.

'Where is Amma?'

They heard the swish of strong

wings.
'Amma, is that you?'

The baby birds could not yet open
their eyes.

They could not see that it was not
at all their Amma but a huge big eagle

coming down upon them.
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Its yellow beaks were open in wide
enough to pick both of them at one go.

Then there came the sound of other
wings.

The baby birds heard a lot of flapping
and swishing, shrilling and squawking.

Scared. They huddled together in
their little brown nest. They heard the
swish of strong wings fade away.

Then they smelt something very
nice and opened their beaks wide. Into
each open mouth, there dropped a juicy

worm,

'‘Amma, it is you!' chirped the two
birds together.

"Yes! I knew you would be hungry
the moment you were out. So T'had gone
out to get food."

The mother-bird sat down by the side
of her babies. They nestled up to her,

In a few days the baby birds grew
some feathers.

Soon they could flap their tiny

wings.
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Flap, flap! They tried all day, but
could not really get up and out of the

nest.
"Don't try to fly while I am away",
said Amma, "getting you some grub."
But the two baby birds could not
stop flapping their wings.

One of them flapped its Wings too
hard. It gave a jerk to the nest itself. It

jerked the other one out!
Whoosh! It fell down, down, down.

Only one bird was now left in the
nest. "Why is the nest feeling bigger?" it
wondered. Its eyes sprang open.

It looked around itself. The nest, the
tree, the sky above.

There came a squeak from below.
It popped its head out of the nest and
looked down.

The other baby bird had landed up
on a patch of grass below.

Its eyes too had come open. It looked
up and saw:

The grass, the tree trunk, the leaves
and the nest above-with its brother

peeping out of it.
'Amma!' screeched the baby bird
below.

'Amma!' screeched the baby bird
above.
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The mother-bird heard and turned
back. But she was far away.

There was a swish of strong wings.
The eagle had heard the babies crying.

Now that their eyes had popped
open, the baby birds could see the eagle

swoop down.

How big and wide it spread its wings.
How quick it moved! But then it shung
in mid-air, wondering what to do. Which
baby bird should it go for first?

The one on the ground or the one in
the nest?

The one below or the one above?

Amma meanwhile had reached! And
she knew her mind.

She picked up the baby bird from the
ground and flew up. She placed it inside
the nest. Beside the one that was there.
Then she turned towards the eagle.The
two baby birds watched open-mouthed.
Their small Amma pecked at the huge
eagle, scratched it, and pulled off the
feathers from its widespread wings. She
sent the eagle away into the sky where it
had come from.

This time they saw Amma sit down
beside them. Feathers a bit ruffled where

the eagle had swiped at her. But oh, so
brown and beautiful! They nestled up to

her.
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Story of Rajkumari Belmanti
Radha Kant Bharati

There lived four brothers in a
village. When their parents died,
the four brothers thought of going
to the city to earn a livelihood.
Three brothers were married at
the time, but the youngest was still
unmarried. While leaving home,
all three brothers explained to
their wives that they should look
after the youngest brother nicely.

The three sisters-in-law started
taking very good care of their
brother, but each began asking him
to marry their younger sister. They -

became too insistent, and the poor #5)
boy got ready to leave the house.
The sisters-in-law felt offended >
with him and said sarcastically, <<=
'Our sisters are obviously not good
enough for you, so we will watch
you marry the great Princess
Belmanti'. Belmanti was a legendary,
famous beauty in the area.

The youngest brother stepped out in
search of the princess Belamanti. As he
was walking around, he entered a jungle
where he found a hut of a saint. He
cleaned the hut and its entrance. When
the saint woke up he saw that his hut was
too clean. "Who could do all this for me,
he thought. He looked all over and saw a
boy and asked him what he wanted. The
boy said he wanted to marry the famous
princess Belmanti. The saint said, 'Go
straight and on the way you will find a bel
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tree (wood apple tree). It will have only
one wood apple fruit. Pluck the fruit and
bring it to me. But don't by any chance,
look back'. He went there and piucked the
fruit and brought it. The saint asked him

to take the wood apple fruit home, and to
break it twice.

The boy left for home with the fruit.
As he reached near home, he felt thirsty.
So he sat near a well. As he looked into
the well, fruit dropped and broke. From
that fruit, the princess Belamanti came
out, all dressed up with jewellery. The
boy went to the village to get a carriage
(Palki). In the meantime the princess felt
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thirsty. At that very time, a midwife had
come to the same well to fetch water, The
princess asked for water and the midwife
gave her a bucket to fetch water herself.

As the princess tried to
midwife took her clothe
and pushed her in the

wore that precious Jewellery and waited
for the boy wrapped in the princess's
clothes. When the boy came back with
a Palki, the midwife sat in it. The boy

thought she was the princess, and took
her home.

fetch water, the
s and jewellery
well. She herself

In course of the wedding ceremonies,
one day all the four brothers reached near
the well to drink water. When the eldest
brother put a bucket to fetch water from
the well, he saw a beautify] flower. He
couldn’t retrieve the flower in spite of all
his efforts. All three brothers tried their

best to fetch the flower, but were not
successful. At last the youngest brother
put the bucket into the well, and the
flower jumped into the bucket.

They came home and gave the
midwife the flower. She recoiled when
she saw it, and threw it on ashes. Flowers
and leaves grew on the ashes. The midwife
threw away the flower again. This time, a
wood apple tree sprouted overnight from
the ashes. The horrified midwife took the
tree and gave it to a gardener.

The gardener took the fruit plant and
said he would give half of the fruits to
them. Only one fruit grew, however and
the boy asked the gardener to give it to
him. When the boy broke the fruit (bel),

Belmanti came out of it. The princess
married the boy.
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“The Fascinating Tales from _ —
Pt - M Fascinating Tales from the W bring

the World of Medicine” c¢o i) °'“"‘-"'°”d°"€dv -1“"
authored by Dr Yatish Agarwal BT D, AT R o
& Dr Rekha Agarwal is an L

interactive narration by a
retired Civil servant to his | | gl
granddaughter Ira that evokes || ¥ " DrRekra Agarwal
1 1 1 ; i _J. Ti ‘aton - Madhu Sk
interest in a.t Chlld.S mind the f : . mm wa;g
history of diagnostic tools and | 3 .
the causes of the ailments.

Thediagnosticinvestigationsby
a doctor, apart from physically
sensing body temperature or
tapping for investigations,
medical instruments like the
thermometer to measure body
temperature; the stethoscope
and the “tapping technique” of
body parts like the abdomen,
the chest and heart, make
interesting reading,

The narration continues with
the role of Hypothalamus to
control body temperature,
and the discovery of vaccines
to protect humans from __ —— ;
microscopic pathogens. THE STRANGE THEROMETER

| and other Stories
- Dr Yatish Agarwal/ Dr Rekha Agarwal
National Book Trust, India
'Rs 120/ pp 94|

Dr. Sekhar Sarkar
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