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Children and Books Together;
Once Again in the World Book Fair

Braving the hectic annual examination
schedule, over 10,000 children turned
up at Children’s Pavilion in the New
Delhi World Book Fair and participated
in the activities. “This is a golden
opportunity for me to be part of a mass
creative activity amidst colourful and
interesting books and | did not want to
missit,” said Arunabh Borpujari of Delhi
Public School, Noida who had come to
attend a session on ‘Meet the Child
Celebrities’

The Children’s Pavilion in 20" New
Delhi World Book Fair was one of the
major attractionsof thefair. The pavilion
was inaugurated by Prof. Manoj Das,
renowned author and thinker on 25
February 2012. The events showcased
in this pavilion included an interactive
session with renowned actress and
Chairperson, Children’s Film Society of
India, Ms Nandita Das, a series of
handicraft workshops by Eklavya,
Bhopal, storytelling sessions by
NCERT, AWIC and Habitat Children’s
Books Forum, an illustration workshop
featuring illustrators form Finland and
Indiaand anumber of seminarsand panel
discussionsincluding atwo-day National
Seminar on the theme My Little India:
Communicating India to Children. Also,
anumber of playswere staged by various
schools and organizations on the
occasion.

Readers' Club Bulletin

While in one wing of the Pavilion
various workshops, seminars and panel
discussions took place, the other wing
showcased Contemporary Indian
Children’s Books in 13 major Indian
languages. Over 1000 select original
books brought out in Indian languages
since the year 2006 were displayed in
this pavilion. There was also special
display of Children’s Books from
Norway and posters from Japan on
Hiroshima, availed through AWIC. Inthe
reading corner in this wing of the
pavilion children were encouraged to
read books, write book reviews, short
stories, poemsand draw pictures. A touch
screen was available in this Corner to
enlighten the young readers on
children’s literature.

Two special issues of Readers Club
Timesincorporating children'swrintings
were also brought out on the occasion.
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Crocodile Congress

Nirmala Kumari Mohapatra

It was Sunday yesterday. It was the
holiday for many. There was a meeting
in the Bay of Bengal, a big congress of
crocodiles. There were costly banners
hanging from the tree-branches. The
content was “Crocodile Congress:
Sunday Morning”.

| 2012/ 2

Mrs Ghadial was the chair person.
Miss Baula was the anchoress. Master
Thantia (the bird-beaked crocodile) was
the office bearer. A lot of baby
crocodiles were attending the guests.

The place was 5 kms away from the
river mouth. What a nice place! Cool
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shady forest of Hental. Various reptiles
were crawling around. It was a kingdom
of watery lives.

The sky was clean. Weather was
bright and sunny. Mrs Ghadial openedits
large mouth and addressed the meeting.
So the members of the gathering were
kept silent. There were 21 species of
crocodiles. Thethreeleader groups were
Ghadial, Baulaand Thantia. The Thantia
group comprised the fish-eating species.

The first session started with mutual
introduction. It wasfine. Then there was
a short break for breakfast. The food
items, ready for the purpose, were very
fresh. Itincluded fish, crab, prawn, turtle,
frog, toad, water, some nuts etc.

The members of the congress
enjoyed the party. Then the second
session began. Miss Gouri was the
anchoress. She was well dressed. She
was wearing pure silk-salwar. She was
very mild and good. It was a golden
opportunity for her as she had to anchor
the sessions. She distributed the agenda
papers. So each member got the
opportunity to speak.

Each female member cried heavily.
They were harassed by poachers. One
expressed her grief with tears in her
eyes- “See my dears, the law isin our
favour. ThisisWild Life Protection Act.
Some people... cruel human beings... |
mean poachers hunt our eggsand kill our
babies. It is very bad. | have come to
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know that they export our baby's flesh
to Japan.”

Another crocodile looked with
anger and said, “That is why | became
furious and attacked about dozen of
men. Always | escaped with minor
injuries. Every timel prey on one or two
lives. Some were hurt severely. Since
last month | have been preying upon
goats, sheep, pet dogs and even human
beingsHaah... Haah..”

The third member gave a smiling
look and said- “Listen to me, my dear
chair person, sisters and brothers. Some
human beingsare good. They pay ushigh
regards and worship us as their fore-
fathers. They offer us nice food. But |
find, some use guns, sharp weapons,
stones, staff etc to kill us. They know
the quality of our skin and tail. Now-a-
daysthey have become very greedy and
lawless.”

The next speaker was from
Dangamal of Odisha. It spoke on behalf
of the crocodiles of the National Park
of Bhitara Kanika of Odisha: “Oh my
dear chair person and friends, we are
okay there in Bhitarakanika. It is a
pleasurable place for breeding. It isaso
an internationally famous place for
wildlives. Morethan 200 speciesof wild
creatures live there. We are well
protected there. Somehow the number
of crocodiles there is 1500 as on the
year 2011. The number may grow to
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2000 in coming years. You all know the
anchoress- Gouri. She is the largest
crocodile in the world. You all are
welcome to our place. Thank you all.”

The session went on. The next item
was reading out of a message. It was
from a friend crocodile that lived in a
lake- like big pond in West Bengal. The
content of the letter was- “Could | have
your attention ladies and gentlemen! |
am V.C. speaking. | am well here. | lead
a very simple life. | am a monk
crocodile. | get a lesson everyday from
the Buddhist temple. | am quite
vegetarian now. When | float on water,
like a log of wood, quite motionless,
children call me as vegetarian crocodile.
In short they say- V.C., V.C. Redlly | am
the V.C. or Vice-chancellor of thislake-
like vast watery university. Here, water
is well protected. As wages | get 3 full
meals per day- nice and very delicious.
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On festive days a lot of people come
here. Sometimes there is a congress of
religion.

People visit me with high respect.
Children like me very much. Some treat
me as uncle vegetarian crocodile. | open
my long mouth. They put sweets, fruits,
cheese etc. on my tongue. | love
children and men equally. | am harmless.
Children compose songs on me. One
such song reads as:

"Come Mugger, Gautam Mugger
you are the leader

keep this sagar

pure for sure.”

It was followed by a huge round of
applause. Now the chair person gave her
presidential remark in brief: “See my
friends, we have some difficulties. Yet
we are protected by law and
love. We should be loyal to the
nature. We should take care of
ourselves. Thank you all for
arranging this gathering and
offering me this chair.”

An adult crocodile said-
“Thank you all. Let this
meeting come to an end. The
lunch is ready.” The chair
person declared the close of
the function.

-

2/426, Niladri Vihar
Bhubaneshwar- 21
(Odisha)
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The Worn-out Green Ball

Sangeeta P Menon Malhan

Shama and her brother, Ejaz, were
thrilled when their father decided to take
them for a long drive in their new car.
“We will drive towards the Bardar Hill
Range and stop wherever we want.
Would you like that?’ he asked. The
children nodded, happily. Their mother
packed some food and snacks, and the
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family took off from its home in
Jamnagar city in Gujarat. Just 15-20
kilometres down the road, the

countryside began changing.

It was open and pristine. There was
much greenery, and very little clutter and
noise. The teenagers looked out of the
window and took in the cool breeze.
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Music played on the radio, and their
mother sang along. It was perfect. An
hour and a half |ater, their father brought
the car to a halt. He then surveyed the
kachcha path going off the main road,
and decided to take the children into the
fields. They clapped with joy.

“Abbu, may westay herefor awhile?’
asked Shama. Her father smiled.
Photography was both his profession and
his hobby. Faizal loved taking pictures,
and he was planning to click some here,
too. He parked the car by a tree and
stepped out. His wife pulled out a mat
and spread it under the shade and began
laying out the food. It was going to be a
veritable picnic.

The field was deserted. Perhaps the
workers had gone home early. There
were afew thatched huts here and there.
But thefamily saw no onearound. “Isn’t
it strange that the place is so empty?’
he asked of hiswife. This might be the
time when the sowing isall done and the
reaping is still far way,” she said. That
could be the case. The children had
begun investigating. Ejaz pulled his
sister’s plait and ran away from her and
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she chased him. They were both
laughing.

Soon, Faizal got his pictures. There
were some birds in the area, and they
made for spectacular visuals. He had
strayed away from the spot where his
wife had spread the mat. The children
were even further away, In fact, he
couldn’t seethem now. Ejaz had runinto
agroup of hutsfar, far away, which were
almost in ruins. And, his sister had
followed. Shewas concerned about him,
and curious to know what lay beyond
those dilapidated walls.

It was a large ruin; room after room
had been built but no onelived there. But
it beckoned her, as it had drawn her
brother inside. She called for him but
he did not respond. Some crows had
made their home in atree in a corner of
a courtyard in the ruin, and they went
flapping about, as Shamastumbl ed abouit.
| wonder who lived here, thought the
young girl to herself. Or, was it never
inhabited?

The place looked like a large stable.
There were so many small cubicle-like
structures where horses could be held.
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Perhaps the rest of the structure
was built for the families of those
who looked after the horses. The
rooms were small with just one
window in them and just one door.
The place began making Shama
uncomfortable. “Ejaz, Ejaz,
where areyou?’ she shouted
loudly. Still, therewasno
response.

Fearing the worst,
she decided to go back to
the car and to her parents.
It was also possible that Ejaz
had exited the place and returned
to Ammi. As she turned around,
from the corner of her eye, she saw a
worn-out green ball; lying in one of the
rooms. That changed everything.

Shewent inside the room and picked
up the ball. Dusting it off, she told the
ball, “You have comeasatota surprise.
Had it not been for you, I’d have begun
to believe that this place was haunted.
Coming here has been exciting but
finding you has been arelief.”

The ruin was not scary anymore.
Young children had been here; they had
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A

played here, just like she and her brother
would. The ball became a symbol of life
and normalcy, for her, in that wilderness.
She began tossing it up in the air as she
left the place and ran towards her brother.

sangitamal han@yahoo.co.in
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Three Poems

RitaMalhotra

My World
My baby sster’sasmiling doll
acrossthetoy-room she does crawl
her tiny pamsclaspmy curls
twolittleteeth likeshining pearls

Her chortleisatiny song
shescreamsevenif nothing’ swrong

Her baby-kicks, alittlegame
her nappy wet, yet no shame
she'smama sdarling but more of mine
shefillsmy world with goldenshine.

Grandpa Dear Home
Trudging up theochreslope Twilight hour, mom cooking food
onyellow pine-needlessand cacti green | talk to the starstrying to be good
grandpain hisweightlessshoes | watch the moon so calm and white
shining black and clean when papacomesin smiling bright
Right palm around thewalking stick Atthetableweall do meset
eyesfilledwithchild- likeglee A ddliciousmedl, areal treat
at thered-as-rosewild blossoms weawait thesemomentsall through the day
thefruit|aden berry tree for papanow hastimeto play
Hiswatering mouth and quick steps Mommy joinsinwithwarm big hug
resumetheclimb ahead beditime stories on the bedroom rug
grandpadear, do take care good bye stars, good bye moon
pleasedo carefully tread. good night all and seeyou soon.
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My Vigt to Dharmshala

Chaitanya Srivastava

| would like to describe one of my most
memorable journies to Dharamshala in
Kangra district of Himachal Pradesh.
Himachal Pradesh is also called
devbhumi.We started our journey by
boarding our trainfrom old Delhi railway
station for Una (HP) where my father is
posted . When we reached there it was
early morning . My father was at the
station to receive us . We went to our
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home and had our bath and break fast.
Meanwhile my father hired a taxi for
our trip to Dharamshala.

After we started our journey from
Unawetravelled onplainareasfor half
an hour and then the hills started. There
we saw the beautiful mountains of
Dhauladhar range with its top capped
withiceandits highest peak “Hanuman
katibba,” at about 5,639 meters and the
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scenic beauty with the greenery all
around made us feel being on top of
heaven. We stopped at many places to
capture and click the sights on the way;
the beautiful flowers, deodar and chir
trees, lambs and goats were a sight to
see. During our journey to Dharamshala,
we visited many ancient temples which
are the shaktipeeths of the goddess
Durga such asChintpurny , KangraDevi,
ChamundaDevi , Jwala Ji etc.

The “Jwala J Temple’ as the name
suggests has an eternal natural source of
firewhichisseento emergefromvarious
corners of the temple wall and a Kund
lit with this pure fire.lt is the abode of
Devis's tongue . Chintpurni devi, is the
place where the feet of the goddess lie.
Kangradevi istheabode of devi’schest.

We reached Dharamshala in  seven
hours. It was a very tiring journey. We
stayed there for one week . We visited
other temples, shops etc . We went to
Mcleodgan] whichwas at the hill top. It
isknown as“little Ihasa’ or “dhasa’ due
to its large population of Tibetan
refugees. The Tibetan government-in-
exile is headquartered in Mcleodgan.
Here in the ancient monastry we saw a
big, golden statue of Lord Buddha, along
with the other Buddhist avatars .We
rotated various prayer wheels in the
monastry. Dalai Lama, the religious
leader of the Tibetans, lives here. We
also visited Bhagsunath an ancient
temple dedicated to Lord Shiva.
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In Mcleodganj one can have Tibetan,
Indian, Chinese cuisines . We ate
momos and drank Chinese soups. On our
return journey, the next day we went to
visit Chamundadevi temple, located on
the bank of Baner river. This ancient
temple dates back to 16th century . The
temple is dedicated to Kali devi , also a
form of Durga

It was avery enjoyable trip with my
family.

Delhi Public School, Sector- 45
Gurgaon (Haryand)

q1e& #d gelfed



TS BT 6 Sitfor g U ™ So oxaiRAl H A Up o1 HAl
& ATEY T AR AT| AN Yo AN g | o7 e ey o, e
S I o | I & AR S U8 ST 81 P JAT WIUDR | 3eh
Iqd® 9™ & W] Oxd, R GRERI T TR H ARl Si=ar a
Siifer Rig fbe @1 gep 7 gar o1 Rig 1 =red o, g B9 g d4=i

Readers’ Club Bulletin March 2012/ 23



@ ol H A R weR & |HH
gehdl o | 9 HAT IS Bl A g
& RIATh wedhId IEd | GR—4R 7T
R T ST gEDBI Pl AR B oI |
TUh qR XIS Sfifed g 7AiM
e BT gag Aed H oI | AT
A g & Hgcl Uge W RISl B
TR TS TS | S A a1 AT et
ST 3R 7 & g8 IR 3 93 urdn|
RIS Bl T b I8 TSds Gag—ANR
d fHg @ o9 <@ | g8 T
RIS = A 48 P A98H BRR TR
e H sofar g T 3FTell s
I B G BT VA hR T |

G Rig 9 WY 3R o a8 @<l
Hle ¥ dea1 You fea— "wWR
TRATRIAT, ST e g T ool
GaE WT 4§ <@l o, [ Sa!
TR TS T8 | R 3 1 A1 S
4 gas o o1, e gRomRgwy
g3l BRI & S RS 2| 3 Y Bl
g fb #8d B ® H AT ]S
Siferm Rig |

Al U WdhPR ST AN PHE—
‘S PR Dol gag IS DI B
WE sy # Bl W JaRR DI BIg
S8 YT U8 Hahdl & |

UST ST 3@ T gu ofl, I8 gd

ST & 39 g | STl @merd
3R STl | FME—1E bl g | ARIE
ARTR®T & f3adl S o |

A RiE &I BT <9 & folg #HaM
H AN S T 98 ) AR A
3AT| IS o AF 48 Bl BRI o
H BROT IADT AIgd BT IR |

A g BT af$dl H STrsHr Hidl
< @ foly 79 R AR AT ]S A
A g A Pe- g 3@ dad S
HEAT ATe], HE Fhd Bl | Jon 3AfaH
ST SRR [ B QT |

AT 2012 / 24

1 Gl TSl Siifer {8 & Raarh
AR o ot Rerfa farsa <@
TSI = AfPT BT ST TR BIS IRAH
@ ey fau, fes Jfel 9 S
ST DI Udrs fordT | WA 7 AFRiE
DT FeTgad DR QT | FRY ST g
gIH) diferat goTe &l |

e ¥ a9 A9 Rig @
RIS 997 f&ar T 3R g Iral
Sfer g @1 IFd arued SraTRY]
P AT BRAETR § S fear |

88,1395, AT IV
31q1eTT Niet (819arvr)

q1e& #d gelfed



AT =T

qAT o7 &1 a7 &=l
0 w@d SIS
ST @Al gotal [
# M gdar @R
Rar #=11 & @l AR
9 Sfe @

A DRl TR Bl DB
¥ 9 ®M Hw
HHT o7 &1 a7 &=l
0 wqd SIS

o BT Mg W qY

31 @I 7 et gy
0 g A @
RAL, FHAR BT ST
Ug folg &R 0 IR
SEIEICK BRIl
HRY AT &7 AT G
o TR SIS

S TR ST B
o B A G g

Readers' Club Bulletin

¥ ugh

R =

§ wgar G el

3R 9T SRAT 991 SIS
| g Rar @1 7R o=
T & AF-3Tg B TR SRA
G | I S |
A gest SIS |

122 df aife, Hlg.ael
TSI B,
(777 37V &)

March 2012/ 25



The Legacy

Thangamani

Amjad sat in the front of his father, in
the large music room of their house in
Gwalior. Amjad, not yet eight years old,
was trying to get a particular note right
on his sarod.

"That’s not correct. Play it again!”
said his father. He looked pretty stern.
Amjad tried once more, with fingers that
were turning clammy with sweat. When
he saw his father’s brows shooting up,
he knew that he had made the same
mistake.

"Play with concentration, not with a
wandering mind!” his father scolded.
Amjad nodded meekly and tried once
more. Again a false note crept in. This
time his father didn’t say a word. He
simply got up and left the room.
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Amjad was unhappy at having
angered and upset hisfather. He decided
that he would play the correct note, right
then. A determined look came into the
boy’s eyes as he kept at it, unmindful of
the painin hisfingersand the achein his
arms. Slowly, the note came right and
melody flowed from his sarod. Amjad
was elated, not only because he had
playedit right, but al so because hisfather
had come back into the room, with a
smile on his face!

His father, the renowned sarod
player, Ustad Hafiz Ali Khan, was also
his guru, histeacher. This made it rather
difficult for Amjad, because he never sat
down and gave him regular lessons.
Amjad picked up tips here and there as
he listened when he played or sang, or
when he taught his students, many of
whom lived in their house.

Inthe evening well known musicians
and artists assembled in the hall of their
house for musical discussions.
Sometimes hisfather invited him to play
for the distinguished guests and Amjad
regaled them with his sarod or sang in
his sweet young voice. At times when
the eminent guests sang or played an
instrument, Amjad accompanied them
on the tabla.
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Though Amjad loved music, he
missed the games and activities of the
children in his neighbourhood, because
he hardly had any free time after his
school and music lessons. He was aso
afraid of getting hurt while playing.
‘What if the ball hits my fingers? he
would think and shudder. How could he
then strum the sarod?

He was often lonely. All the boysin
the neighbourhood had such different
interests and pastimes. But Amjad
couldn’'t discuss music or analyse of a
particular composition with anyone of
the boys his age, not even Karunesh his
best friend, who was into body building
and physical activities most of the time.
He also fancied himself to be the
neighbourhood ‘dada’ with a body to
match his image. It was he who
sometimes forced Amjad to take time
off for a game of football or cricket.

On one such occasion, Amjad was
playing football. His team was on the
verge of scoring thewinning goal. When
Amjad passed the ball to his team-mate,
a burly fellow from the other side came
intheway and Amjad collided with him.
Several boys from the other side were
immediately upon him, crying ‘Foul’,
‘Foul!” The game came to an abrupt halt
and fisticuffs took over, with boys from
both the sides giving as good asthey got.

All were participating in thefree-for-
al fight, except Amjad. He stood till,
as two boys pummeled him, before
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Karunesh came to his rescue. By then,
Amjad had a cut lip and a black eye.
Karunesh was vey annoyed with Amjad.

"Why wereyou taking it all quietly?
They weren’t much bigger than you! You
could have easily beaten them or at least
pretended to fight! You are such a
coward.”

Amjad was quiet for a while. His
whole body hurt and hefelt angry too, at
no one and nothing in particular. But he
thought that Karunesh was being rather
unfair calling him a coward.

"You know very well why | didn’t hit
back,” he replied after a while. “The
moment | hit anyone, Abba Sahab would
get to know; and would be hurt to find
that one of his sons had behaved like a
ruffian. You know that | can’t ever dream
of bringing a bad name to the family or
hurt Abbainany way,” continued Amjad,
wiping the blood from his mouth.

Karunesh wasquiet. Hefelt sorry for
having been so hasty while blaming
Amjad. Heknew that hisfriend wasbeing
groomed to carry forward the family
namein thefield of music. “1 am sorry,”
he said presently, patting Amjad’s
shoulder.

When they reached home, Amjad’'s
father asked, “Wereyou in afight? How
many timeshave told you to keep away
from those ruffians?’

It was Karunesh who answered him.
“USTADJI, Amjad didn’t hit a finger.
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There were some new boysfrom another
locality and they just picked upon him.”
Amjad's father wasn’t convinced, and
finally Amjad pleaded, “Abba Sahab, |
won't play with those boysin future.”

L ater, hismother cleaned hiswounds
and applied medicineto them. Her touch
was soothing. “Now go and practice
music,” shetold him, giving him asweset.
Being the youngest of the family has its
advantages too. Amjad happily went to
the music room.

He sat there were with the portraits
of hisforefatherslooking down benignly
upon him. His mother had told him that
he had been bornin that very room, “You
were born into music,” she often told
him. Looking around, hiseyesfell onthe
tiny sarod he used to play as a child. It
was especially madefor himwhen hehad
been barely three years old.

When he held it in his hand, he felt
the weight of his heritage and the
enormous responsibility he carried on
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his small shoulders. His brother and
many his cousins were also trained
musicians. But his father pinned all his
hopesonly on Amjad. The boy a so knew
that one day soon, he would help his
father earn for the family by the strength
of hismusic. “I will make Abbaproud of
me. | will never let him down," hevowed.

He took a deep breath, put aside the
tiny sarod and picked up hisregular one.
Soon, hewaslost in hisriyaz (practice),
trying out new variations. There was a
particular note he wanted to play, but try
as he would, he couldn’'t get it right.
Finally helost patienceand cried, “1 can't
do what | want to do with this
instrument!” His father who heard his
cry came in and sat next to him.

"Here, let me show you. You need
patience and love and not anger, to make
the sarod do what you want, beta!” he
told him gently. Amjad looked onin awe
as melody poured forth from the sarod
while his father caressed the strings.
“You can makethe sarod do whatever you
want- sing, laugh and cry.” It was a
poignant moment for Amjad and there
were tears in his eyes.

He loved his father at such tender
moments, but hewas never certain about
hisfeelingstowards him. Hewas scared,
respectful and affectionate, all at the
same time. His father’s a towering
personality, who wasagiant of histimes.
To Amjad, he was the USTAD and the
father and he never knew which
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relationship took priority. Moreover,
his father was very old in comparison to
the fathers of his friends. It was almost
like having agrandfather for afather! Yet
for al that, he loved and respected him.

One day, while playing a bandish in
raag Bhairav, he got so involved that he
didn’t notice his father had come in.
“Wah, Beta Sahab!” he said with genuine
pleasure, when Amjad concluded. He
beamed. His father generally used this
form of address when he was very
pleased with his son. And for Amjad,
getting praise from hisfather was almost
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like a blessing. But that day, there was
more to come. His father hugged him.

"Your excellent performance today
deserves areward,” he said and pulling
out some coins, he pressed them to
Amjad’'s palm. “Go and watch movie
with your friend!” he said with twinkle
in his eyes.

"Shukriya (thank you), Abba
Sahab!” said Amjad happily. He went
straight to Karunesh’s house.

"Shall wego and see'Baiju Bawra 7’
he asked hisfriend, who readily agreed.
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The two boys has a great time at the
movies, listening to the wonderful
music of Baiju's soulful songs while
munching on spicy chana (roasted
gram).

Amjad lived in Gwalior till he was
12 and then his family shifted to Delhi.
There, they lived in a colony of artists-
where, likes of the Dagar Brothers, the
Dhrupad singers, Siddheshwari Devi
who sang Thumris, Shambhu Maharg,
the Kathak maestro and Wahid Khan the
renowned sitarist, lived. He grew up
surrounded by music and dance, anong
like- minded men and women who
respect each other.

But Modern School in Delhi, where
he was admitted, was a different world
altogether for Amjad, who had grown up
in the small town of Gwalior.

"The boys speak so differently from
us!” he told his mother. For someone
like him, used to the respectful forms
of address and the civil tongue of a
cultured family, the rough language of a
big city was shocking. But soon, he got
over his initial hesitancy and began
making friends, thanks to his sarod.

When played at aschool function, he
became the centre of attraction. “What
Is this instrument? We haven't seen
anything like this,” said the boysto him
backstage.

Music being Amjad’'s favourite
topic, all his shynessleft him as he held
forth. “This is the sarod and it was
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invented by my forefathers,” hetold the
boys proudly. “It has been adapted from
the rabab, a musical instrument which
is used with folk music. One of my
Pathan ancestors from Afghanistan
brought it to India. Since rabab has a
staccato sound it is unsuitable for
classical music. To overcome this
problem, Gulam Bandegi Khan, the
Pathan’s son, who was interested in
classical music, modified it into the
present form of sarod. Of course there
have been several changesintheorigind
instrument since then.”

The story of sarod made Amjad quite
popular among the boys. But there were
some who thought that he was getting
too much importance.

"l am sureyou can only play thealap
and raagsinit! You can't play any other
kind of music!” challenged one boy,
trying to pull Amjad down.

Thiswasan openinvitationtoAmajd.
“Of course, one can play and kind of
music on sarod! It is a wonderful
instrument,” he said, stung on the quick.
He then played afilm tune, much to the
delight of the boys. Whatever
reservations any boy had about Amjad,
was dispelled with that demonstration
and finally, he was part of the group. He
continued to be different from them,
and yet was one of them.

Oneday, the principal called Amjad.
“I want you to represent our school in
the inter-school music competition,” he
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told the boy. And thus began asuccession
of performances which fetch trophies
and awards for his school. His music
teacher at school also encourage him in
every way.

Outside school, he played with his
father on concerts. He was still in high
school, when he got the opportunity to
go abroad. Now he wouldn’t let his
beloved son to take the risk of flying!

" Abba Sahab! | will befine! Thereis
nothing to worry about. So many others
are going. Please say ‘yes’,” pleaded
Amjad. It took all of his persuasive
powers to make his father agree. He
blessed his youngest child with tears in
his eyes.

Amjad, on his own for thefirst time,
gave a good account of him and
completed a successful tour.

Back home, he continued
accompanying hisfather regularly during
his concerts and also gave solo recitals.
Ustad Hafiz Ali Khan was losing his
hearing and therefore gave more and
more chance to young Amjad to play for
some distinguished guests at Delhi.

About ayear or so, after Amjad’'sUS
trip, his father was invited to play for
some distinguished guests at Delhi.
Amijad routinely prepared to accompany
his father. There was nothing to indicate
this concert was going to be any
different from numerous others that had
preceded it.

Just before the programme was to
begin, Ustad Hafiz Ali Khan went up the
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stage, “It gives me great pleasure to
present my son Amjad Ali Khan as the
artist of this evening!” he said,
motioning to aconfused Amjad to come
and take his place on the stage.

This was so unexpected! There was
amoment of panic for Amjad. ‘How can
| fill in for Abba Sahab? Will the
knowledgeable audience accept me in
thisplace? hethought worriedly. But his
father had already made the
announcement and there was on way he
could back out.

Nervous, but proud because his
father had thought him capable enough
to stand in for him, he ascended the
stage and touched his father’s feet.

But a while later, sitting before the
audience, he pushed all misgiving aside.
With a silent prayer to the Almighty, he
began strumming. A new energy coursed
through his veins and tingled in his
fingers. They danced; caressed and
coaxed melody out of hisinstrument till
divine music soared and filled the
auditorium.

The thundering ovation that greeted
the end of his recital was ample proof
of the fact that the son had indeed
justified the faith of his father in him.
Thelegacy had been passed on from one
generation to yet another of master
sarod player.

(From the book, “ Children Who
Madeit Big,” NBT)
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DRAW THE HAPPIEST SMILEY, YOU LIKE THE
MOST AND GIFT IT TO YOUR DEAREST ONE...



