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A Morning with an Illustrator

In its relentless efforts to promote
reading habit in the country especially
among the children, National Centre for
Children’s Literature (NCCL),
organised an interactive storytelling
session at Nehru Bhawan, Vasant Kunj,
New Delhi on 21 October 2013 for
school children with well-known
illustrator Shri Jagdish Joshi, who has
also authored over two dozen picture
books for children.

The session, divided into two parts, was
held in NBT’s book shop and NCCL
Library.

Shri Jagdish Joshi talked about the
skills of illustration and making of
picture books, and especially
deliberated on his title in Hindi Ek Yatra,
recently published by NBT.  He
confessed that most of his books are
based on the real-life facts and not
imagination. He said that he began his
career as an illustrator when he was
studying Fine Arts at the Indian College
of Arts and Draftsmanship in Kolkata
and later on worked for organisations
like Hindustan Times and Children’s
Book Trust. “My books brought out by
NBT have not only flourished my
professional career, but also given me a
distinct identity,” he added.

The children also asked several
questions to Shri Joshi regarding
illustrations used in his books and his
hobbies. Later, they glanced through the
books available in the NCCL Library on
various subjects related to children’s
literature in different Indian and foreign
languages.

This special issue carries writings and illustrations by the children from Dehradun
and Mussorie (Uttarakhand).  The works were developed at a Creative Writing and
Illustration Workshop held at Oak Grove School, Mussorie of the Ministry of Railways
from 7 to 8 November, 2013 in which prominent authors Shri Ganesh Shaili, Shri
Prempal Sharma, Ms Ratna Manucha and illustrator Ms Suvidha Mistry were the
resource persons.
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Life
Vani Prasad

LIFE – these are just four alphabets
which encapsulate years between the

first breath inhaled to the last breath
exhaled. You experience failures, you

TATHAGAT PAL
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experience the joy of attaining your
goals, but behind these experiences,
more importantly you learn through fun
and adventure, the lessons from which
you can imbibe values, and shape your
character.

Every vacation, I would escape from
the hustle-bustle of the metropolitan
life and would run off to my
grandmother’s house. Being a keen
naturalist, she kept a well-maintained
lush green garden. As a part of our daily
routine we would take a round of the
garden observing all the plants which
needed regular monitoring or extra care.

One morning while taking our ritual
round, I came across an empty patch and
it suddenly struck me that I could plant
one of my favourite trees there – the
Guava Tree.

The very same day my grandmother
and I went to the nursery and picked up
the seed and other requirements. With
great care, I planted the seed and from
then on, made several visits to the sapling
making sure that it was supplied with a
sufficient amount of water and manure.

Days flew by and before I knew, I
was back to my grandmother’s house the
very next vacations. I was hopeful that
the sapling would have grown to a
considerable height but was in great
dismay seeing no change in the sapling.

I was infuriated and called my
grandmother there at once. I felt like
uprooting the sapling.

My grandmother looked at me
calmly and told me that I would have to
wait for the next set of holidays. I was
apprehensive whether the tree would
grow and somewhere I feared that my
grandmother was giving me false hope.
Putting all the feelings aside, I prepared
myself for the next holidays.

It was just another term which went
by and I came back all excited for the
holidays. Before I could meet anyone,
I ran towards the Guava Tree.
I was ecstatic as my eyes set themselves
on a full-grown tree, which bore fruits.

On seeing the full-grown tree,
I understood what my grandmother was
trying to convey me. She had taught me
patience and perseverance. I had an
impatient approach towards the situation
and wished to uproot the plant at the
initial stage itself.

In a subtle manner, she had emabled
me to feel that by nurturing the plant with
patience and affection, it would grow
beautifully. By a mere incident such as
this; my grandmother had been
successful in teaching me to ‘Dream’,
‘Believe’, ‘Achieve’ and more
importantly to have ‘Patience’.
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[kjxks'k dk jgL;
lanhi dqekj

,d I;kjh&lh yM+dh Fkh] lksukyhA
fcydqy eklwe] NksVh&lh] dksey&lhA
ns[kus esa ,slh yxrh] ekuks Nwus ls nkx
yx tk,! mlds eEeh&ikik ugha FksA
bl dkj.k og mnkl jgrh FkhA

lksukyh Ldwy esa i<+rh FkhA ,d fnu
tc og >wys esa >wy jgh Fkh rks mls ,d
[kjxks’k fn[kkbZ fn;kA mls og [kjxks’k
cgqr vPNk yxkA og mls idM+us ds
fy, nkSM+hA mldk ihNk fd;k] ij
[kjxks’k dks idM+ ugha ikbZA

vc og [kjxks’k mls jkst fn[kkbZ
nsus yxkA tc Hkh og >wyk >wyrh rks
mls [kjxks’k fn[kkbZ nsrkA vc ;g gj
jkst dk dke gks x;kA

,d lqcg og >wyk >wy jgh FkhA
mls ogh [kjxks’k fn[kkbZ fn;kA vkt
mlus Bku fy;k fd og mls idM+dj gh
jgsxhA og [kjxks’k ds ihNs nkSM+ iM+hA
[kjxks’k Hkh mNyrk&dwnrk ogk¡ ls Hkkxus
yxkA vc og >kfM+;ksa ds chp ls fudydj
Hkkx jgk Fkk vkSj lksukyh mlds ihNs&ihNs

nkSM+ jgh FkhA

[kjxk s ’ k dk ihNk
djrs&djrs og ,dk,d
#d xbZ] D;ksafd [kjxks’k
,d cM+s&ls fcy esa ?kql
x;k FkkA mlus lkspk] ^vc
eSa D;k d:¡\ vkt rks eSa
bls idM+dj gh jgw¡xhA*
vkf[kjdkj] og Hkh [kjxks’k
ds ihNs&ihNs fcy esa ?kql
xbZA tc lksukyh fcy esa
?kqlh rks mls yxk] tSls
og fcy ugha cfYd ,d
NksVh&lh lqjax gSA [kjxks’k
mlls FkksM+h nwj vkxs [kM+kvueksy dqekjh
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Fkk] ekuks dg jgk gks] ^eq>s idM+dj
fn[kkvks rks ekuw¡!*

tc og lqjax ls ckgj fudyh rks
mls ,slk yxk] ekuks og fdlh vkSj nqfu;k
esa vk xbZ gksA pkjksa rjQ Qy ls yns
isM+] Qwy] jax&fcjaxh frrfy;k¡ vkSj
gjs&gjs ?kkl ls Hkjs eSnku FksA mls Hkw[k
yx jgh FkhA blfy, og ogk¡ isM+ ij
yxs Qyksa dks rksM+dj [kkus yxhA mlus
isV Hkjdj Qy [kk;k vkSj lks xbZA

tc og mBh rks ns[krh gS fd mlds
lkeus ,d ijh Fkh] tks cgqr [kwclwjr
FkhA lksukyh dks viuh ek¡ dh ;kn vkus
yxh vkSj og jks iM+hA cksyh] ^^ek¡] rqe
dgk¡ gks\ eq>s rqEgkjh ;kn vkrh gSA ek¡]
rqe okil vk tkvks!**

ijh us lksukyh dks pqi djk;kA cksyh]
^^rqe D;ksa jks jgh gks\ pqi gks tkvksA
ns[kks] fdruh vPNh txg gS!**

lksukyh cksyh] ^^eq>s eEeh dh ;kn
vk jgh gS!**

ijh cksyh] ^^eSa Hkh rks rqEgkjh ek¡
tSlh gw¡A rqEgkjh eEeh us eq>s Hkstk gSA
vc pqi gks tkvksA oks rqels ckn esa feyus
vk tk,xhA**

lksukyh vc pqi gks xbZ FkhA og ijh
dks ns[kdj eqLdjk jgh FkhA ijh us mls
gok esa mM+k;k vkSj cgqr&lkjs tknw fn[kk,A

lksukyh dks yxk fd mls mldh nknh
vc <w¡<+ jgh gksxhA og cksyh]  ^^eq>s vc
?kj igq¡pk nksA**

ijh cksyh] ^^Bhd gS]  pyksA**

tc lksukyh ?kj tk jgh Fkh rks mlus
ijh dks crk;k] ^^eq>s jkst ,d [kjxks’k
fn[kkbZ nsrk gSA cgqr gh I;kjkA eSa tc
Hkh mls idM+us tkrh gw¡ rks oks Hkkx tkrk
gSA eSa D;k d:¡\**

ijh eqLdjkrs gq, cksyh] ^^tc rqe
mls idM+ yksxh rks rqEgsa vius vki irk
py tk,xk fd blds ihNs D;k jgL;
gSA**

tc lksukyh cM+h gks xbZ rks mls
cxhps esa ogh [kjxks’k fn[kkbZ fn;kA og
mls idM+us xbZA cgqr esgur ds ckn
lksukyh us [kjxks’k dks idM+ fy;k vkSj
mlds flj dks pwe fy;kA

rHkh ogk¡ ,d rst jks’kuh gqbZA [kjxks’k
,d lqanj&lk jktdqekj cudj mlds
lkeus [kM+k gks x;kA cksyk] ^^eSa jktdqekj
gw¡A rqeus eq>s esjs 'kki ls eqfDr fnykbZ gS
blfy, /kU;oknA eSaus rqEgkjh tSlh lqanj
yM+dh vkt rd ugha ns[khA D;k rqe esjs
lkFk esjs egy esa jgksxh\**

lksukyh [kq’kh ls mNydj cksyh]
^^gk¡ jktdqekj! eSa rqEgkjs lkFk tkuk
pkgrh gw¡!**
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nks jksVh dk dtZ
vafdr dqekj frokjh

^^ekbZ--- vks ekbZ] dqN [kkus dks ns nks!**
pkSng lky ds ,d nqcys&irys vCnqy
uked ckyd us fujk’kk ds Loj esa xqgkj

yxkbZA Hkw[k ls og
v/kejk&lk gks x;k
FkkA

^ ^D;k g qvk\ * *
vanj ls Øks/k Hkjs Loj
esa ,d vkokt vkbZA

vkokt lqudj
vCnqy dks yxk fd
bl ?kj ls Hkh mls
[kkyh gkFk gh tkuk
gksxkA mlus fgEer
djds Hkjs Loj esa dgk]
^^ekbZ] D;k nks jksVh
fey tk,xh\ ik¡p
fnu ls dqN [kk;k
ugha gw¡] cgqr Hkw[k yxh
gS!**

ekyfdu us tc
njoktk [kk syk rks
vCn qy dh gkyr
ns[kdj mldk ân;
fi?ky x;kA

^^vPNk] ns[krh
gw¡A** ;g dgdj ekyfdu ?kj ds vanj
pyh xbZ vkSj vius csVs lksuw ls cksyh]
^^lqu lksuw] ml Vscy ij jksVh j[kh gSA

fuf[ky
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ckgj [kM+s yM+ds dks ;s jksfV;k¡ ns nksA
Hkw[kk gS cspkjk!**

ekyfdu dks /kU;okn nsrs gq, og
jksfV;ksa dks gkFk esa nckdj jsy fczt dh
vksj nkSM+ x;kA fczt ds uhps mldh
cgu jTtks mldk bartkj dj jgh FkhA
jTtks dh mez ;gh dksbZ rhu&pkj lky
jgh gksxhA

jTtks dk psgjk f[kyk gqvk FkkA vkt
mls nks jksfV;k¡ [kkus dks feyhaA og vius
HkkbZ ls dgrh gS] ̂ ^Hkkb;k] rw ugha [kk,xk\**

^^eSa [kk pqdk gw¡A esjk isV Hkjk gqvk
gSA** mlus viuh cgu ls dgkA og vius
isV dks nckdj jkr dks lks x;kA

pkj fnu chr x,A

vkt dh lqcg og eky jksM dh vksj
fudyk FkkA lqcg mls ,d ?kj ls ,d
jksVh feyh FkhA mlus mls cpkdj j[kk
FkkA

dqN nwj ds ckn mlus ,d ;qod dks
pk; ihrs ns[kkA mldk Hkh eu pk; ihus
dks fd;kA

ysfdu tsc esa rks ,d QwVh dkSM+h u
Fkh! og ikuh ihdj ,d cjxn ds isM+ ds
uhps lks x;kA

nksigj dh dM+h fryfeykrh /kwi us
mls mBk fn;kA vc lM+d cl vkSj

xkfM+;ksa ls Hkjh FkhA /kwy bruh mM+ jgh
Fkh fd lM+d ds ml ikj ns[kuk eqf’dy
FkkA

Hkkxrk gqvk lM+d ij xkfM+;ksa dks
phjrk gqvk ,d ckj rks mlus ,d cPps
dks /kDdk rd ns fn;kA bldk ifj.kke
;g gqvk fd og Lo;a ,d Vªd ds uhps
vk x;kA

/kDdk [kk, ml ckjg lky ds cPps
dks dqN le> ugha vk;k fd ogk¡ D;k
gqvkA /kDds ls yxh viuh pksV Hkwydj
og ml yM+ds dks cM+h nsj rd ns[krk
jgkA

rc mls ;kn vk;k&og tks yM+dk
viuh vkf[kjh lk¡lsa ys jgk Fkk og vkSj
dksbZ ugha ogh fHk[kkjh Fkk] tks pkj fnu
igys mlds ?kj ls nks jksVh ek¡xdj ys
x;k FkkA

lksuw dh ek¡ Hkh Hkkxrh&Hkkxrh ml
txg igq¡p xbZA vCnqy us vius gkFk esa
tksj ls idM+dj j[kh jksfV;k¡ lksuw dks
;g dgrs gq, ns nhA

^^;g esjh cgu jTtks dks ns nsukA
og cM+s jsy fczt ds uhps jgrh gS!**

lksuw vkSj mldh ek¡ vokd~~ FkhA

✫ ✫ ✫
✫

✫
✫ ✫

✫

✫✫
✫
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Her existence is not welcome
But she isn’t a lie
Don’t just stand there
And watch her die

Don’t treat her like scum
It isn’t fair
She asks for nothing
Just a little more care

The Earth sees another morning
But some stand stunned
When the first ray of light
Finds her abandoned

She is so talented
Never underestimate her
Behind the boy child
She is never far

The girl child
She’s still anonymous
She’s the creator of new beginnings
Altering a new dawn after the dusk

Do help her survive.
Because  she’s gentle,  kind and mild
As true it is
She is God’s Own Child...

God’s Own Child
Debadrita

DEBANITA



Readers’ Club Bulletin November 2013 / 9

Musings in the Dark
Jasmine Kaur

I was sitting on a bench at the graveyard.
It was almost midnight.The fog seemed
to surround me.The moon was not
visible. I mused to myself, “It’s a new
moon. Perfect for starting a new life.”

“Really, why? You seem rather young
to start a new life,” said someone. I was
terrified on hearing an unknown scary
voice and I screamed out of fear.

“Oh calm down, I am not going to
eat you.” He was standing right in front
of me and I stared at him in shock. “Not
that you’re ugly, I am sure you’ll be
delicious to eat,” he continued.

He was only two to three years older
to me and very handsome. But the only
thing that made him scary was that he
was white and translucent like a ghost.

“You’re the ghost who haunts this
place, aren’t you?” I asked.

 “Right, on the mark!” he said
cheerfully. “But do explain what you
said earlier, it sounds rather interesting.”

I opened my mouth to speak but he
interrupted me and said, “Oh, wait! I
know, you’re running away!”

“Actually I am going to kill myself,”
I replied.

 “Oh…seems like a waste, isn’t it?”
he said.

 “I have failed twice in a row. Believe
me, I deserve it,” I cried.

“That must have made you feel
useless,” he remarked.

“Exactly,” I said.

“Bring your books here tomorrow
at midnight,’’ he commanded.

“What? Why?’’ I asked.

 “To help you in your studies,” he
said affectionately.

“And why do you want to do that?” I
asked him suspiciously. He winked at me
and said, “I have my own evil plans,” and
disappeared.

The other night I went to the
graveyard. He was leaning against a
tomb. He smiled at me and then we
started studying.

“No it’s not a, it’s an!”

“It’s translucent, not transparent!”

“No, no eighteen divided by two is
nine not six!”

This went on for almost a year.

When the results were about to
come, I was praying and hoped that



10 / uoEcj 2013 ikBd eap cqysfVu

atleast this time I will be able to clear
the exam. I could’nt believe my eyes
when I saw the result. I got 95 per cent!

Screaming with joy, I rushed to the
graveyard, yelling, “I got 95 per cent! I
got 95 per cent!”

He beamed at me, “Excellent! Now

I can finally begin a new
life.” I was confused and
asked, “What do you
mean?”

“You see after I
died…” He spoke gently,
“I could not go to heaven
as I was greedy about my
knowledge and I never
shared it with people.

I was told that unless
I shared my knowledge
with someone, I would not
be able to start a new life.
Now, thanks to you, I can.”

“But, but what about
me? You just can’t leave
me!” I said almost in tears.
He gave me a sad smile.

He suddenly brighte-
ned up and said, “It’s a new
moon. Perfect for starting
a new life.”

Looking up at the sky, I thought, “he
is right, it is a new moon.”

I turned back to see him. No one was
there but only an envelope was lying on
the floor. Fighting back tears, I picked
it up.

 “The best is yet to come!” it said.

DEBAYANI CHAKRABORTY
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cSV dh ;k=kk
;'k HkkfV;k

jkr ds Ms<+ ct jgs FksA pkjksa rjQ lUukVk
FkkA fojkV dksgyh ds cDls esa lc lks
jgs Fks&iSM] gsyesV] FkkbZ&xkMZ] ,Ycks&xkMZ
& lHkhA rHkh ,d dksus ls fdlh ds
flldus dh vkokt vkrh gS&

^^gw¡--- gw¡--- ¼lqcd] lqcd½!** cSV jks
jgk FkkA xsan cSV dh fllfd;k¡ lqudj
yq<+drh gqbZ mlds ikl vkbZ vkSj cksyh]
^^D;k cYys HkkbZ] vkt rqeus esjh fiVkbZ
dh] esjk lkjk cnu nnZ dj jgk gS vkSj
jks rqe jgs gks!**

cSV vk¡[kkas ls vk¡lw iksaNrk gqvk cksyk]
^^,slk ugha gS NksVh cgu] vkt eq>s ?kj
dh ;kn vk jgh gSA** xsan vius lhou ds
/kkxs dks [kqtykrh gqbZ cksyh] ^^dkSu&lk
?kj HkkbZ\ vPNk] oks QSDVjh] ftlesa
ydfM+;ksa dks csjgeh ls dkVdj vkSj u
tkus fdrus tqYe <kdj mUgsa rqEgkjk
tSlk cukrs gSa!**

cYyk cksyk] ^^u ckck u! ml txg
dh ;kn rks fdlh dks lius esa Hkh u
vk,A eSa rks ml ?kj dh ckr dj jgk gw¡
tgk¡ eSa iyk] c<+kA** ,slk dgrs gq, cYys
us igys xgjh lk¡l yh] fQj viuh fuxkgas
Åij djds cksyk] ^^oks lqanj igkM+h] oks
:bZ tSls ckny] oks [kqyk vkleku] oks

BaM+h gok--- vkg! cM+s ets ds fnu Fks oks!

ysfdu ,d fnu dqN yksx ogk¡ vk,
vkSj gekjs HkkbZ&ca/kq dks dkVus yxsA lc
jge dh Hkh[k ek¡xus yxs] ij eSa [kqn
VwVdj dVs ydfM+;ksa esa 'kkfey gks x;kA
eq>s cpiu ls gh ?kweus dk 'kkSd FkkA esjs
cqtqxZ eq>s jksdus yxs] ij eSaus mudh ,d
Hkh u lquhA eSa nwljh ydfM+;ksa esa 'kkfey

rFkkxr iky



12 / uoEcj 2013 ikBd eap cqysfVu

gks x;kA mu yksxksa us gesa mBk;k vkSj
Vªd esa j[k fn;k] dqN nwj ys tkdj
mUgksaus gesa ufn;ksa esa Qsad fn;kA

^^ge ^Nikd* ls tkdj unh esa fxj
iM+sA igys rks eq>s Mj  yxk fd dgha eSa
Mwc u tkÅ¡A eSa ckS[kyk&lk x;k Fkk
vkSj enn ds fy, fpYykus yxkA ysfdu
/khjs&/khjs eSa ikuh dh lrg ij vk x;kA
eq>s rc tkdj irk pyk fd eSa ,d
vPNk rSjkd Hkh gw¡A eSa nwljh ydfM+;ksa
ds lkFk nkSM+ yxkus yxkA dHkh fdlh
iRFkj ls Vdjk;k] dHkh #ddj vkjke
dj fy;kA eSa fQj ls vius igkM+ dh
nqfu;k dks Hkwydj bl ubZ nqfu;k dk
yq¶r mBkus yxk FkkA

^^fQj tSls&tSls igkM+ksa ls uhps
vkus yxs] gekjh osx Hkh de gksus
yxhA

^^eSa vius nksLrksa ds lkFk bl
jksekap Hkjh ;k=k ds ckjs esa ckr dj
gh jgk Fkk rHkh eSaus ns[kk fd unh
ds vxys Hkkx esa dkQh ydfM+;k¡
bdV~~Bk gks j[kh Fkha vkSj mUgsa ikuh
ls fudkyk tk jgk FkkA

^^eq>s fQj FkksM+k Mj yxkA eSa
lkspus yxk fd esjs lkFk D;k gksxkA
irk pyk fd ;s yksx gesa ^QSDVjh*
uke ds LFkku ij ys tk jgs gSaA esjs
eu esa ,d ubZ meax Hkj vkbZA eq>s
yxk fd ;g Hkh dksbZ ^euksjatu

ikdZ* gksxkA ysfdu tc vanj x;k rks
ogk¡ dk n`̀’; ns[kdj esjs jksaxVs [kM+s gks
x,A ogk¡ ydfM+;ksa dks Nhyk tk jgk
Fkk] dkVk tk jgk Fkk] Bksdk tk jgk Fkk]
ihVk tk jgk FkkA

^^eq>s Mj yxus yxkA eq>s vius ?kj
dh ;kn vkus yxhA esjs lkFk Hkh ogh
gqvk tks nwljh ydfM+;ksa ds lkFk gqvkA
vkSj vkt] eSa ;gk¡ rqEgkjs lkeus ,d
cYyk cudj [kM+k gw¡A eq>s vius ?kj dh
cgqr ;kn vkrh gS!**

dgkuh lqudj tc cYys us xsan dh
rjQ ns[kk rks xsan Hkh jks pqdh FkhA cYyk
fQj vius iqjkus fnuksa dh ;kn djus
yxkA
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Teenagers
Abhishek  Raj

Teenage is fun
Teenagers are amazing

They are the youth of our country
And they are ever ready to learn

Wonderful things happen in their mind
About studies they become blind

Ideas pop-out of their brain
They want this and that again

Teenage is the time
When there is a lot of desire

Having freedom of grown-ups
They go haywire.

SHUBHA KUMARI
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A village near Rajasthan was facing the
problem of famine. The farmers could
not cultivate their land due to scarcity
of water. Not only human beings, birds
and animals were also starving.

Days passed, weeks passed and the
months passed. The condition of famine
worsened so much so, that it could no
longer be ignored. The headman of the
village held a meeting. The headman and
villagers concluded that the reason for

Umbrella Brings Hope
Sejal Agrawal

no rainfall was the anger of God. The
solution for the crisis thought upon was
to pray to God and please Him to make
the situation better. Finally, the villagers
decide to gather in the field in the
evening.

At 6 pm, the villagers assemble. The
prayer started. A person came running
and joined the prayer after 10 minutes
and opened his umbrella. The headman
asked him the reason for his late coming.
He said that he thought that the rain will
arrive during the prayer. Therefore, he
was searching for his umbrella at home
and got late. Everyone laughed at his
reply.

Soon the sound of thunder is heard,
followed by a voice — the voice of God.
He said, “Your prayers have been
accepted and you will soon receive the
rain. But this has only been possible
because of the act of one person who
came with an umbrella. Through his act,
he has displayed hope, faith and trust that
his prayers will be granted. It showed the
positive outlook which he has towards
life.”

Silence pervades and suddenly, a
flash of lightening followed by rain
arrives.

DEBADRITA & ALISHA
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'kke Ng cts dk le; Fkk
lwjt gks jgk Fkk vLr
?kj esa ykSV jgs Fks ikik
dke ls gksdj iLr

pha&pha dh vkokt ls
xw¡t x;k lkjk vkleku
fpfM+;ksa ds pksap esa Fkk
[kkus dk lkeku

cPps ih jgs Fks nw/k ?kjksa esa
vkSj dj jgs Fks 'kke dk uk’rk
?kj esa eEeh cuk jgh Fkh
cM+k ytht&lk ikLrk

cfRr;k¡ ty mBha cktkjksa esa
pepek jgh Fkha nqdkusa
lc O;Lr Fks djus esa
viuk dksbZ&u&dksbZ dke

uhyk Fkk vkleku
exj vc gks jgk Fkk dkyk
lksus tk jgs Fks lc
yxk jgs Fks vanj ls rkyk

lw;kZLr
fl¼kFkZ ik.Ms;

lwjt gks jgk Fkk vLr
vkSj va/ksjk ?kuk gks x;k
ns[krs&gh&ns[krs lwjt
viuh nqfu;k esa [kks x;kA

lqdU;k Hkkjrh
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Kolkata Festival of Children’s Content
An Overview

National Book Trust, India organised the
2nd edition of the Kolkata Festival of
Children’s Content at the Future
Foundation School, Regent Park,
Kolkata from 23 to 26 September 2013.
The Festival was organised in
association with the Publishers’ and
Booksellers’ Guild, West Bengal and Sri
Aurobindo Institute of Culture, Kolkata.

Renowned singer, composer and actor,
Shri Anindya Chattopadhyay inaugurated
the Festival with the signature Boimelar
Gaan at the school premises on 23
September 2013. He felt that in this age
of Internet and Smartphones, the written
world will never die out. He added,
“Books are like music. Many singers rue
that the CD sales are down because of
piracy but the fact is that people are
listening to the music. And people do

read. Tell children that reading is as
important as career counselling. May be
he/she will pick up a pen.”

Shri Debajyoti Dutta, eminent
publisher and former President,
Federation of Indian Publishers, Shri
Sourin Bhattacharya, noted academician,
Shri Tridib Chatterjee, General
Secretary, Publishers’ and Booksellers’
Guild, West Bengal, Shri Manas
Mahapatra, Editor (NCCL) and Shri
Ranjan Mitter, Principal, The Future
Foundation School spoke on the
occasion.

The speakers hailed the NBT’s
pioneering effort for celebrating Indian
children’s literature in the city with
school children and help them discover
their creative skills through workshops
on illustration, publishing and
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interactive sessions with authors. They
were of the view that this ‘unique
concept’ will empower children to make
their own path.

The Children’s Book Fair organised
on the occasion was open from 11.00
am to 7.00 pm everyday for general
readers. Thousands of children’s books
were put up on display-cum-sale in this
Fair by the National Book Trust, India
and the Publishers’ and Booksellers’
Guild, West Bengal. A large number of
book lovers showed keen interest in the
exhibition.

The Festival was a treat for
booklovers as well as the professionals
in the field of children’s literature as a
host of activities related to children’s
literature were organised during the
Festival. On 24 September, a thematic
session on the topic How to Illustrate
a Book for Today’s Children: New
Challenges was held. The discussion
was chaired by Prof. Jayanta Choudhury.
Shri Debasis Deb from Kolkata,
Shri Durlabh Bhattacharjee from Assam

and Shri Debu Sarkar, Deputy Director
(Art), NBT were the speakers on the
occasion.

On 25 September, Authors’
Readings took place in which Shri Amar
Mitra, renowned Bangla author and
Ms Jash Sen, noted author in English
interacted with the children and read
from their books. Shri Bratin Dey,
Bangla Editor, NBT and Ms Virginia
Redden from The Future Foundation
School were the facilitators for the
programme.

The most significant session of the
Festival, KFCC Annual Lecture on
Indian Children’s Literature Today:
Need, Availability and Accessbility was
delivered by Shri Arvind Kumar, former
Director, NBT and now Convener of the
Publishers’ Action Group (Pag-e) on
26 September 2013. The session was
chaired by Shri Abhijit Bhowmik, Chief
Librarian, State Central Library, Kolkata
and facilitated by Ms Dipanwita Roy,
famous author and TV producer.
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mtyk&mtyk gal ,d fnu
mM+rs&mM+rs vk;k

gal ns[kdj dkyk dkSvk
eu&gh&eu 'kjek;k

yxk lkspus] mtyk&mtyk
eSa dSls gks ikÅ¡
mtyk gks ldrk gw¡ lkcqu ls eSa
vxj ugkÅ¡

;gh lkspdj dkyk dkSvk
esjs ?kj ij vk;k

dkyk dkSvk
fuf'krk

vkSj vk¡xu ls esjs lkcqu ysdj Hkkxk

fQj tkdj isM+ ij mlus

lkcqu [kwc yxk;k

[kwc ugk;k fQj Hkh

viuk dkykiu u /kks ik;k

feVk u mldk dkykiu rks

eu&gh&eu iNrk;k

ikl gal ds dHkh u fQj oks

dkyk dkSvk vk;kA
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A note of salt
seeping down the desert of sorrows
to the sentiments of people
of yesterdays and tomorrows

People who are mercilessly killed
whether in body or in soul
even if the time has long gone
the pain is still within

And the chords make harmony
in one’s life or death
and the music reaches out for agony
to carry hope’s rays

But the song continues
its notes growing sour
until the whole song is
diminished to ruins

Now as the leaves rustle nearby
a storm’s coming on
the gentle drops of water
are almost nearly gone

And when these indicate
the storm’s coming in
all the music is liberated
of the pain that was once within…

The Music of Sorrow
Ankriti Pandey

DEVENDRA SINGH
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Not Enough Sugar for My Tea
Aarya Sarawgi

I woke up and rubbed my eyes. Today
was one of the best days of my life. It
was the day of my college graduation.
Now I can finally forget about studying
and step into the real world, earn money
and do all the things in my office that
all the grown-ups do. I will be writing
articles for The Times of India for the
next two years.

I went to the washroom to bathe and
dress-up. I was horrified when I looked
at myself in the mirror. I stared back and
was shocked to see my face as it looked
like a face of an old hag!

I shouted with all my might. I ran
towards my car. I wished to get out of
the place. I was going mad. I rushed to
my best friend Lily’s house.

As the bell rang, Lily came out to
greet her early morning visitor.

“Hey, How come…? What
happened?” asked Lily.

She was upset to see the scared and
crying Aarya in front of her.

I was shocked and angry. Couldn’t
she realize that my face was looking like
a face of an old woman? I was convinced
that I had gone mad. I ran to her room
and looked at myself in the mirror again.

“Oh, God!” I muttered to myself.

“What happened? Is everything
alright?” Lily was out of breath as she
ran after me.

I explained everything to her and
after that, the last thing I remembered
was seeing a grim expression on her
face.

When I woke up, I found myself
lying on Lily’s bed. She was talking to
someone who sounded like a doctor. She
must have called him right after I lost
consciousness.

“Are you alright? How are you
feeling?” asked Lily.

With a longing to see mirror again,
I replied, “I am fine and feeling better.”

“Oh! Great! Um… the doctor says
that ...” She spoke hesitantly, “the doctor
says that you need to take rest.”

“But I need to go for my graduation
ceremony.”

“Aarya! Okay, I’ll ask the doctor,”
she turned around to call the doctor.

“Of course you can go to your
college but on your way back, you need
to visit my clinic,” said the doctor while
entering the room.
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“Thank you so much
doctor,” said I with a tinge of
genuine gladness in my voice.

“Can I see the mirror?” I
asked Lily when the doctor
left.

“Sure,” replied Lily as she
helped me stand up and walk
to the washroom.

Seeing that same old
woman in the mirror again, I
fainted within a short span.

“Aarya! Aarya! Get up!
Open your eyes! Please!” I
could hear the anxious voice
of Lily.

“What has happened to
me? Why am I seeing the old
lady over and over again?” I
stammered as I tried to put the
thousand swirling questions in
my head into two lines.

“Aarya, listen to me. We need to go
to a hospital. What the other doctor said
was just an assumption!” said Lily.

“No, damn it! I want to know!” I was
fully awake at that very moment.

“Listen to me Aarya,” she tried to
sober up. “You may…you may be having
symptoms of spectrophobia.”

She started crying louder as the
words leave her mouth.

Akanksha too was in tears as she
finished reading the story of Aarya and
went to her mother.

“I’m sorry for arguing with you last
night mom. I have realized that life can
do anything with us anytime so we
should enjoy each day as if it is our last
day to live — even if I don’t get my
iPhone,” said Akansha to her mother.

All that her mother did was she gave
her a very tight hug.

DEVENDRA SINGH
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pwfM+;k¡
vkfrZdk

[ksy [kRe gksrs gh rkjk fcuk iSj /kks,]
nkSM+rh gqbZ jlksbZ?kj esa tkdj viuh ek¡
ds iYyw ls fyiV xbZA ^^ek¡] D;k vki
eq>s ubZ xqfM+;k fnyok nksxh\**

^^D;ksa\ iqjkuh okyh dgk¡ xbZ\** ek¡ us
iwNkA

^^oks Hkh gS] ij eq>s ,d vkSj pkfg,!**

y[kuÅ ds Mkyhxat bykds esa jgus
okyh ,d fuEu&e/;oxhZ; nairh dh rkjk
bdykSrh csVh FkhA og Fkh rks dsoy pkj
o"kZ dh] ijarq uV[kV bruh fd Lo;a cky
xksiky dk :i gksA

rkjk LoHkko ls ftn~~nh Hkh FkhA ckfydk
dk papy eu dHkh jaxksa dk u;k MCck
ek¡xrk Fkk rks dHkh pIiy dk u;k tksM+kA

vf/kd vkenuh u gksus ds ckotwn
ekrk&firk rkjk dh ek¡xsa iwjh djus esa
dksbZ dlj ugha NksM+rs FksA

^^cksyks u] fnykvksxh D;k\** rkjk us
viuh ek¡ dk iYyw [khaprs gq, ,d ckj
fQj iwNkA

jlksbZ?kj esa [kM+h ek¡ ds fopkj Bhd
mlh izdkj mFky&iqFky dj jgs Fks tSls
pwYgs ij mcyrk gqvk nw/kA ifr dh
fcxM+rh lsgr vkSj Mwcrs gq, dkjksckj

dks ysdj og dkQh fpafrr FkhA ,sls esa
rkjk dh bl ftn us mls Øksf/kr dj
fn;kA ,d iy esa gh mlus viuk iYyw
rkjk ds gkFkksa ls NqM+k;k vkSj mls ftn
djus ds fy, Mk¡V fn;kA

ek¡ dh Å¡ph vkokt lqudj rkjk dk
fny nq[k ls Hkj x;k vkSj ;gh nq[k
vk¡lw ds :i esa mlds us=ksa ls cgus yxkA
og pqipki jlksbZ?kj ls pyh xbZA

diM+ksa dh vyekjh [kqyh gqbZ FkhA
diM+s vkSj f[kykSus b/kj&m/kj iM+s gq,
FksA tc jlksbZ dk dke fuiVkdj ek¡
rkjk dh [kkst esa vius dejs esa igq¡ph rks
n`̀’; dqN ,slk gh FkkA

QSys gq, lkeku ds chp uUgh&lh
rkjk vius gkFkksa esa dqN ncksps gq, cSBh
FkhA ek¡ dks ns[kdj rkjk us vius gkFk /
khjs ls vkxs c<+k, vkSj cksyh] ^^D;k vkt
eq>s ubZ xqfM+;k fnyok nksxh\**

mlds gkFk esa Fkh mldh iqjkuh xqfM+;k]
flj vyx vkSj 'kjhj vyxA ;g ns[krs
gh ek¡ vR;ar Øksf/kr gks mBhA xqLls esa
cM+cM+krs gq, mlus [khapdj rkjk dks
[kM+k dj fn;k vkSj dejs ds ,d dksus
dh vksj /kdsy fn;kA
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eklwe ckfydk ek¡ ds
bl dBksj O;ogkj ls dkQh
vpaHks esa FkhA og fllfd;k¡
Hkj&Hkjds jksus yxh vkSj
eu&gh&eu lkspus yxh]
^ek¡ fdruh cqjh gS! eSa ek¡ ls
dHkh ckr ugha d:¡xhA*

bUgha fopkjksa ds chp
rkjk dks ek¡ dh :vk¡lh&
lh vkokt lqukbZ nhA ihNs
eqMdj ns[kk rks ekywe gqvk
fd rkjk dks [khaprs le;
ek¡ us gkFk brus tksj ls
>Vdk Fkk fd mlds gkFk
dh pwfM+;k¡ gh VwV xbZ FkhaA
mUgha esa ls ,d VwVh pwM+h us
ek¡ ds gkFk ij ,d ?kko
cuk fn;k FkkA

ek¡ dk ?kko ns[krs gh
rkjk dk xqLlk I;kj esa cny
x;kA og nkSM+dj viuh ek¡
dh xksn esa tk cSBhA igys
mlus ek¡ dh vk¡[kksa ls vk¡lw
iksaNs vkSj fQj viuh ÝkWd
ds dksus ls mudk ?kkoA

fQj viuh ekl we
vkokt esa cksyh] ^^ek¡] eq>s]
xqfM+;k ugha pkfg,A cl]
vki Bhd gks tkvks!**

fnfÙk feL=h
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xsanksa dh iapk;r
lkdsr jrwM+h

^^'kkar gks tkb,!** ljiap fØdsV&xsan
us xqgkj yxkbZA fnYyh dh yksdlHkk esa
fØdsV dh xsanksa dh iapk;r yxh FkhA
lHkh fØdsVizseh ns’kksa ls fofHkUu izdkj
dh xsansa vkbZ FkhaA

ljiap&xsan ckdh iapksa ds lkFk cSB
xbZ vkSj lHkk izkjaHk gqbZA lHkk ds vk;kstu
dk eqn~~nk Fkk&fØdsV&xsanksa ds lkFk gksus

okyk cqjk O;ogkjA

ljiap th us ,d yach&pkSM+h dgkuh
Hkwfedk ds :i esa dgh] mlds ckn mUgksaus
lHkk esa mifLFkr xsanksa ls viuh ckr j[kus
dks dgkA gj xsan viuk&viuk nnZ lqukus
esa tqV xbZ vkSj ,d 'kksj ds :i esa
lcdh vkokt lqukbZ nhA

ljiap th us lcdks 'kkar djkrs gq,
,d&,d djds cksyus dks dgkA ,d xsan
cksyh] ^^ekbZ&cki] ekurh gw¡ bulku gesa
d"V nsrs gSa exj gesa cukrs Hkh rks ogh
gSa] vkSj gekjh dher Hkh ogh yxkrs gSaA
lfpu rsanqydj ftl xsan dks Nw nsa og
yk[kksa esa fcdrh gS] yk[kksa esa!**

rHkh HkhM+ esa ls ,d NksVh daps tSlh
pht ckgj fudyh vkSj tksj ls cksyh]
^^,d ckj gqvk rks Bhd gS] exj dksbZ
lSdM+ksa ckj gqvk rks\**

lHkk esa mifLFkr lHkh yksx mls ns[kus
yxsA ljiap us ml xsan dh rjQ ns[kk
rks g¡lrs gq, cksyh] ^^igys ;s crkvks] rqe
daps gksdj ge fØdsV&xsanksa ds chp D;k
dj jgs gks\**

^^eSa dapk ugha gw¡A eSa oks vHkkxh xsan gw¡
ftlls lfpu rsanqydj us nks lkS ju ekjs
FksA**

nsosUnz flag
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iwjh lHkk esa gM+dai ep x;kA ^^eSa Hkh
gw¡**] rHkh ,d xsan fpYykbZ vkSj lcdh
fuxkgsa ,d VwVh&QwVh xsan dh rjQ iM+hA
mls ns[kdj lcdk fny Hkj vk;kA

ljiap us mlls iwNk] ̂ ^rqe dkSu gks\**

^^eSa og xsan gw¡ ftlls ;qojkt flag us
Ng NDds ekjs FksA**

rHkh ,d fo’kky QqVckWy tSlh xsan
jksrs&yq<+drs uhps vkbZA

ljiap us iwNk] ^^rqe brus fo’kky
gksdj Hkh jks jgs gks] D;ksa\**

mRrj feyk] ^^nksLrks] eSa og xsan gw¡
ftlls fØl xsy us 175 ju ekjs Fks vkSj
oks Hkh ,sls fd eSa pkjksa rjQ ls lwt
xbZA**

iapk;r [kRe gqbZ vkSj ljiap th us
QSlyk lquk;k fd vc ;g ^vxsanuh;*
cjrko jksduk iM+sxkA rHkh ,d xsan
f[kM+dh rksM+dj vanj ?kql xbZ vkSj tksj
ls cksyh] ^^Hkkb;ks&cguks] eSa og xsan gw¡
ftlls egsUnz flag /kksuh us vHkh&vHkh
NDdk ekjk gSA eq>s cpkvks!**

py x/ks] vc mB Hkh tk
diM+s /kksus tkuk gS
uhan esa dksbZ dke ugha gksrk
;g lcus ekuk gSA

viuh vk¡[ksa [kksydj
vc rks rw [kM+k gks tk
bruk lksus ds ckn Hkh
rq>s ysuk gS vkSj etk\

vkyl viuk NksM+ ns
tkuk gS /kksch?kkV

x/k pyk /ksch?kkV
lksukyh dqekjh

/khjs&/khjs lqLr rjg ls
u gksrk dksbZ dkeA

x/kk mBk] ckgj fudyk
/kksch us diM+s ykn fn,
/khjs&/khjs vkxs c<+k
lkjk cks> ihB ij fy,A

bruk pyus ds ckn
og /kksch?kkV vk x;k
lkjk lkeku uhps mrkjdj
og ogha ij lks x;kA
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A cool refreshing breeze blew away my
sullen mood. After the sad demise of my
mother and sister, my father had turned
into a drunkard. He used all of his hard-
earned money in gambling and liquor.

I am now walking towards our once
pleasant garden, the place in which we
had spent our happy moments. Earlier,
it was well maintained by the gardener
but now it lay all waste and had grown
waist long weeds. My shoes and

The Cliff
Shivang Gunjiyal

sneakers are all dirty. But I don’t think,
it now mattered to anybody.

Both my sister and mother had
jumped off the cliff. First it had been
my sister after knowing that she had
badly flunked her college and could not
get any good job and being heavily
drunk, she jumped off the cliff and
committed suicide. No one survived
after jumping from the cliff.

I am now on my way towards the
cliff. Many stories of murder by pushing
off the cliff and suicide haunted in our
hill station. After my sister, followed my
mother. She had known for a very long
time that she was suffering from lung
cancer but didn’t tell anybody knowing
that the money saved for my future
would be wasted on her costly cancer
treatment.

But my father got to know about her
deadly disease and saved money for her
treatment. That night he was going to
reveal it to her and help her. But, it was
too late. She had already left the house
and gone to the cliff to commit suicide.
From that day, my father blamed himself
for not telling her earlier.

I was then left in some dark corner

SUSMITA
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of my house. I used to eat the food that
was left in the house. And sometimes
brought provisions from my pocket-
money that I had saved, while my father
spent the day and night in the bar to keep
his sorrow away.

I have now reached the edge point
of the cliff. I can easily escape from this
treacherous world. I will be free and
cease to live in this hard, cruel world.

As I was about to jump, I thought
there would be nobody who would give
a penny of a thought to me – leave alone

my drunkard father… No I should not
do this, I cannot leave my father who was
once loving and caring father. Isn’t it my
responsibility to take care of my father?
I will help my father come out of his
grief.

With this thought, I was again full
of hope. Now, I do not wish to commit
any mindless suicide. I will turn over a
new chapter in my and my father’s life.
As I turned, determined to help my
father and go home, I lost my foothold
and fell backward into the cliff.

Mom, you gave me birth
and a reason to live on earth
you gave me joy
and a reason to fly
you gave me satisfaction
showing all your perfection

You showered me with your blessings
all loving and caring
whenever I was worried
you made it your hobby
to make me energetic

Love You Mom!
Yash Bhatia

You serve me the best dishes
all those delicious puris and fishes
you are the best mom forever
and for me you are supreme forever

Even though you were sad
you made me glad
now I have nothing to say
and for this I can never pay
Mom, I’m like a seed
your affection is all that I need!
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dSls djrs gaS ;s dykdkj ^peRdkj*\
rkjk dkR;kf;uh flag

dHkh&dHkh eq>s vius fo|ky; dh
vè;kfidkvksa ds fy, cgqr nq[k eglwl
gksrk gSA ,d d{kk ds rhl cPpksa dks
l¡Hkkyuk dksbZ ck;sa gkFk dk [ksy ugha
gksrkA ckrsa rks gj dksbZ djrk gS] fdarq
v/;kfidk ij tks chrrh gS] mldk vuqHko
fdlh dks ugha gksrkA

ckrsa gh ugha] tSls gh v/;kfidk viuh
ihB Nk=ksa dh rjQ djrh gS {k.kHkj esa
gh iwjh d{kk dh gjdrsa vkjaHk gks tkrh
gSaA

tc v/;kfidk CySd&cksMZ ij dqN
fy[krh gS ;g lksprs gq, fd muds gksugkj
vkSj esgurh cPps dqN le>us dh dksf’k’k
djsaxs ;gh ^gksugkj* cPps ihB ihNs viuh
fnypLi fdrkcksa esa Mwc tkrs gSaA

^ekbdy ,atsyks* vkSj ^MkW +foaph* ls
izsfjr gksdj viuh ikB~~;&iqLrdksa ij
egku&ls&egku fp= cukus yxrs gSaA

xksn ij fdlh vkSj fo"k; dh iqLrd
j[kdj mldk dke djus yxrs gSaA d{kk
ds ,d dksus dh yM+dh nwljs dksus dh
yM+dh ls eq¡g vjksM+&ejksM+dj fcuk ok.kh
dh ckrsa djrh gqbZ fn[kkbZ nsrh gSA dksbZ
mcklh ysrk gS] rks dksbZ csdkj dh ckr
ij g¡lrk jgrk gSA

;s lc ckrsa rks cM+h ekewyh gksrh gSa
,d lk/kkj.k&lh d{kk esa] ij lcls egku
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dykdkjh dk dk;Z rks os fo|kFkhZ
dj ikrs gSa tks bl dyk esa ekfgj
gksrs gSaA

;g dyk gS v/;kfidk dh
utjksa ls cpdj vius us=ksa dks
{k.kHkj dk vkjke nsukA

th gk¡! eSa mlh egku dyk
dh ckr dj jgh gw¡&v/;kfidk ds
fo"k; i<+krs gq, mudh ukd ds
fcydqy uhps gksrs gq, Hkh >ifd;k¡
ys ysukA

dSls djrs gSa ;s dykdkj ,sls
vn~~Hkqr peRdkj!

lqcg mBdj tks Hkh uhan iwjh
ugha gks tkrh os yksx blh uhan dks
d{kk esa iwjk dj ysrs gSaA mudh
can vk¡[kksa vkSj vkjke djrs gq, 'kjhj
dks ge lc ¼ftuesa bl fofp= dyk dh
deh gksrh gS½ vk¡[ksa QkM+&QkM+dj ns[krs
gh jgrs gSa] tSls fd os dksbZ vuks[ks izk.kh
gksaA lp esa] vius fnekx dks bl gn rd
fu;af=r djuk T;ksfrf"k;ksa vkSj LVhQu
gkWfdax tSls egkiq#"kksa ls Hkh egku dk;Z
gksrk gSA

,sls uhykHkh euq";ksa ds fnekx dk
vki vxj vkdyu djsaxs rks okdbZ
ekykeky gks tk,¡xs] D;ksafd ,sls euq";
fo’o esa cgqr de gksrs gSa tks cl dqN gh
fo|ky;ksa esa feyrs gSaA

vuks[kh ckr rks ;g gS fd vxj ge
bl dyk dk vuqHko djuk pkgsa rks mlh
iy v/;kfidk eqM+dj Øks/k Hkjh utjksa
ls gekjh rjQ ns[kdj 'ksj dh ngkM+ ds
leku ok.kh ls gesa d{kk ls ckgj fudky
nsrh gSaA vc mudh Hkh rks xyrh ugha gS!
oss lc rks viuk fo"k; i<+kuk pkgrh gSaA
vkSj gekjh Hkh rks xyrh ugha gS!

ge rks cl bl dyk dks lh[kuk
pkgrs gSaA ij gk¡] vxj ,sls dykdkj gesa
;g dyk fl[kkus dh ftEesnkjh ys ysa]
rks lp esa dqnjr dk dfj’ek gks tk,xkA

vueksy dqekjh
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?kM+h vkSj p'ek
vfHk"ksd jkt

jkr ds lk<+s nl cts jgs FksA jksfgr vius
fcLrj ij lks jgk FkkA jksfgr dks lksrs
ns[k rqjar mldh ?kM+h vkSj p’ek tkx
mBrs gSaA jkr dks os nksuksa blh rjg
tkxdj viuh ckrsa ,d&nwljs dks crkrs
Fks] ij vkt ckrkas&ckrksa esa gh nksuksa dk
>xM+k 'kq: gks tkrk gS A

p’ek ?keaM esa vkdj cksyk] ^^eSa rks
mlds ukd dks flagklu cukdj cSBrk
gw¡A mlds lkFk iwjh nqfu;k ns[krk vkSj
fn[kkrk gw¡A**

?kM+h us Hkh viuh ckr dg Mkyh]
^^esjh gh otg ls rks jksfgr vius dke
le; ij dj ikrk gS!**

p’ek vdM+dj cksyk] ^^ugha] le;
rks eSa mls fn[kykrk gw¡A

?kM+h] ^^py >wBs! rw mls le; ugha
fn[kkrkA rsjs esa rks ,slk flLVe gh ugha
gSA**

p’ek vfMx gksdj cksyk] ^^eSa fn[kkrk
gw¡A**

?kM+h cksyh] ^^crk] dSls\**
p’ek cksyk] ^^tc rd jksfgr dh

vk¡[kksa ij eSa ugha gw¡xk rc rd oks rq>s
ns[ksxk dSls\** vc ?kM+h dks xqLlk vk
jgk FkkA

og p’es ls fiNM+ jgh Fkh A blfy,

og cksy iM+h] ^^esjs vykeZ ds fcuk jksfgr
lqcg le; ij ugha mB ik,xkA mls
Ldwy tkus esa nsj gks tk,xhA**

p’ek bl ij dqN cksy ugha ik;k
blfy, mlus viuh ckr tkjh j[kh]
^^rqe rks esjs lkeus dwM+s gks] dwM+s!**

p’ek Hkh mRrsftr gks mBk] ^^esjs fcuk
rks oks va/ks dh rjg ?kwerk fQjsxk] i<+kbZ
Hkh oks esjs fcuk ugha dj ldrkA lkspks]
eSa fdruk egRoiw.kZ gw¡!**

?kM+h viuh ckr esa fiNM+uk ugha
pkgrk FkkA og Hkh cksyus yxh] ^^rqEgsa rks
og fMCcs esa j[krk gSA rqe mlds fMCcs esa
dSn gksdj jg tkrs gksA tcfd eSa ;gk¡
[kqyh gok esa lk¡l ysrh gw¡ A^^

^^vjs! rqe Hkh rks mlds gkFk esa jgdj
fiVrh jgrh gks! tc jksfgr rqEgsa gkFk esa
igudj [ksy [ksyrk gS rks rqEgsa fdrus
Bksdjksa dh pksV [kkuh iM+rh gS!**

?kM+h dks Hkh vc xqLlk vk jgk FkkA
og dgus yxh] ^^eSa cgqr vk/kqfud gw¡A eSa
lsdaM] eghuk] fnukad rd fn[kkrh gw¡A
vkSj eSa ty&vojks/kd Hkh gw¡A crkvks]
bldk dksbZ rksM+ gS D;k\**

bl le; ?kM+h dk iyM+k Hkkjh gks
jgk FkkA ?kM+h vius ckjs esa vkSj rkjhQ
fd, tk jgh FkhA og cksy jgh Fkh fd
og rks bEiksVsZM gSA
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p’es ls vc jgk ugha x;kA og fcLrj
ds uhps tkdj fNi x;kA lkspk] ^ns[krk
gw¡ fd oks esjs fcuk dSls dke pykrk gS!*

lqcg tc vykeZ ctk rks jksfgr vykeZ
can djus dh dksf’k’k djus yxk] ij
mlus vHkh p’ek ugha iguk FkkA ?kM+h
<w¡<+rs&<¡w<+rs vius ?kM+h dks gkFk ekj fn;k
vkSj og est ls uhps tkdj fxj xbZ]
p’es ds cxy esaA

?kM+h vc cgqr nq[k esa FkhA mlds
'kh’ks VwV x, FksA og jks jgh FkhA mlds
nnZ ls p’es dk Hkh fny fi?ky x;kA

og mlds ikl x;k vkSj cksyk] ^^ge
nksuksa vius dke esa cjkcjh dk egRo
j[krs gSaA gesa vkil esa ugha yM+uk pkfg,A
gekjs fcuk rks jksfgr vius fnup;kZ dk
dksbZ Hkh dke ugha dj ik,xkA** blds
ckn nksuksa esa nksLrh gks tkrh gSA

lqfLerk cSuthZ
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A dream doesn’t strike
our mind suddenly
but when it comes to us
it enchants us completely
gradually it becomes
life’s purpose
life may be flowing
along another stream
but all you have to do is
follow your dream

It gives us immense
peace of mind
sometimes it even
makes us scream
wanting to run away
from this society
that does bind
keeping us away from
that shining successful beam
but all you have to do is
follow your dream

In future someday you’ll think
how successful you turned out to be
without paying heed to criticism
that made your hopeful heart sink
all that you did was
followed your dream!

Follow Your Dream!
Alisha Lakra

SHUBHA KUMARI
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A novella for young adults which dwells
on a joint family situation where a lot
of issues related to gender, sibling
rivalry, social status, etc. crop up but an
incident silences all differences and
emotional bonding amongst family
members prevails. The book has been
illustrated by Amitava Sengupta

This debut novel by Ada for
teenagers covers a quite a contemporary
theme of sibling rivalry.

Book Review

Beaming Reflections
Varenya Reddy

Samanvayi Publications
Rs. 180.00

This book is a collection of 32
poems written by a young budding
poetess who has been writing since the
age of 6. Poems like ‘Mum I’m Sorry I
Broke the Dish’ and ‘Unwanted
Company’ revolve around the world of
a young child while the poems like
‘Creative Thinking Saved the Day’ and
‘The Plea of Tree’ reflect the
imagination, deep expressions and
concerns of the young poetess.

A Wet Summer Day
Ada Bhansali

National Book Trust, India
Rs. 105.00
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