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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 histitlein 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 availablein the NCCL Library on
various subjects related to children’s
literature in different Indian and foreign
languages.

esource persons.

This special issue carries writings and illustrations by the children from Dehradun
and Mussorie (Uttarakhand). The works were developed at a Creative Writing and
[llustration 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
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Life

Vani Prasad

SRR S e —

TATHAGAT PAL
LIFE — these are just four alphabets first breath inhaled to the last breath
which encapsulate years between the  exhaled. You experience failures, you
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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, | would escapefrom
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 al the plants which
needed regular monitoring or extracare.

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

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

Days flew by and before | knew, |
was back to my grandmother’shousethe
very next vacations. | was hopeful that
the sapling would have grown to a
considerable height but was in great
dismay seeing no change in the sapling.
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| was infuriated and called my
grandmother there at once. | felt like
uprooting the sapling.

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

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

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

In a subtle manner, she had emabled
metofeel 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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God’s Own Child

Debadrita

Her existence is not welcome
But sheisn't alie

Don't just stand there

And watch her die

Don't treat her like scum
Itisn'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
Sheis never far

The girl child

She's still anonymous :
She's the creator of new beginnings
Altering anew dawn after the dusk

DEBANITA

Do help her survive.

Because she'sgentle, kind and mild
Astrueitis

Sheis God’'s Own Child...
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Musings in the Dark

Jasmine Kaur

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

“Really, why?You seemrather young
to start anew life,” said someone. | was
terrified on hearing an unknown scary
voice and | screamed out of fear.

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

Hewas only two to three years ol der
to me and very handsome. But the only
thing that made him scary was that he
was white and transucent like a ghost.

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

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

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

“Actualy | am goingtokill myself,”
| replied.
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“Oh...seems like awaste, isn't it?”
he said.

“I havefailed twiceinarow. Believe
me, | deserveit,” | cried.

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

“Exactly,” | said.

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

“What? Why?’ | asked.

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

“And why do youwant to do that?’ |
asked him suspiciously. Hewinked at me
andsaid, “1 havemy ownevil plans,” and
disappeared.

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

“Noit'snot a, it'san!”

“It’s tranducent, not transparent!”

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

This went on for amost a year.

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

November 2013/ 9



DEBAYANI CHAKRABORTY

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

Screaming with joy, | rushed to the
graveyard, yelling, “1 got 95 per cent! |
got 95 per cent!”

He beamed at me, “ Excellent! Now

10 / g+R 2013

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

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

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

“But, but what about
me? You just can't leave
me!” | said amost intears.
He gave me a sad smile.

He suddenly brighte-
ned upand sad, “It'sanew
moon. Perfect for starting
anew life”

Looking up at the sky, | thought, “he
isright, it isanew moon.”

| turned back to seehim. No onewas
there but only an envelope was lying on
the floor. Fighting back tears, | picked
it up.

“The best is yet to come!” it said.

e HA gelfed
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Teenagers
Abhishek Raj

Teenage isfun
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
I deas pop-out of their brain
They want thisand 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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Umbrella Brings Hope

Sejal Agrawal

A TNt
©-

DEBADRITA & ALISHA

A village near Rgjasthan 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 ameeting. The headman and
villagers concluded that the reason for

14 | FqFR 2013

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, thevillagersassemble. The
prayer started. A person came running
and joined the prayer after 10 minutes
and opened his umbrella. The headman
asked him thereason for hislate 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 avoice— 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 hasdisplayed hope, faith and trust that
hisprayerswill begranted. It showed the
positive outlook which he has towards
life.”

Silence pervades and suddenly, a
flash of lightening followed by rain
arrives.
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Kolkata Festival of Children’s Content
An Overview

National Book Trust, Indiaorganised the
2nd edition of the Kolkata Festival of
Children’s Content at the Future
Foundation School, Regent Park,
Kolkatafrom 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,
“Booksarelikemusic. Many singersrue
that the CD sales are down because of
piracy but the fact is that people are
listening to the music. And people do

16 | dFR 2013

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

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

On 25 September, Authors
Readingstook 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 Accesshility 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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The Music of Sorrow
Ankriti Pandey

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 amost nearly gone

And when these indicate
the storm’s coming in
al the music is liberated

of the pain that was once within...
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Not Enough Sugar for My Tea

Aarya Sarawgi

| 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 | can finally forget about studying
and step into the real world, earn money
and do all the things in my office that
al the grown-ups do. | will be writing
articles for The Times of India for the
next two years.

| went to the washroom to bathe and
dress-up. | was horrified when | |looked
at myself inthemirror. | stared back and
was shocked to see my face asit looked
like aface of an old hag!

| shouted with all my might. | ran
towards my car. | wished to get out of
the place. | was going mad. | 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 Aaryain front of her.

| was shocked and angry. Couldn’t
sheredlizethat my face waslooking like
aface of an old woman?1 was convinced
that | had gone mad. | ran to her room
and looked at myself inthe mirror again.
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“Oh, God!” | muttered to myself.

“What happened? |s everything
alright?’ Lily was out of breath as she
ran after me.

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

When | woke up, | found myself
lying on Lily’s bed. She was talking to
someone who sounded like adoctor. She
must have caled him right after | lost
CONSCi ousness.

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

With alonging to see mirror again,
| replied, “1 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 | need to go for my graduation
ceremony.”

“Aaryal 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

tovisit my clinic,” said the doctor while
entering the room.
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“Thank you so much
doctor,” said | with a tinge of
genuine gladness in my voice.

“Can | see the mirror?’ |
asked Lily when the doctor
left.

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

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

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

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

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

“No, damnit! | want to know!” | was
fully awake at that very moment.

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

She started crying louder as the
words leave her mouth.
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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. | have realized that life can
do anything with us anytime so we
should enjoy each day asif it is our last
day to live — even if | don't get my
iPhone,” said Akansha to her mother.

All that her mother did was she gave
her avery tight hug.
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The CIiff

Shivang Gunjiyal

SUSMITA

A cool refreshing breeze blew away my
sullen mood. After the sad demise of my
mother and sister, my father had turned
into adrunkard. He used al of his hard-
earned money in gambling and liquor.

| 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
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sneakers are al dirty. But | 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.

| 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
reved 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.

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

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

As | was about to jump, | thought
there would be nobody who would give
apenny of athought to me—leave alone

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

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

Mom, you gave me birth
and areason to live on earth
you gave me joy

and areason to fly

you gave me satisfaction
showing all your perfection

You showered me with your blessings
all loving and caring

whenever | 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 | have nothing to say

and for this| can never pay
Mom, I’'m like a seed

your affection is all that | need!
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Follow Your Dream!
Alisha Lakra

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
aong another stream

but al you havetodois
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 al you havetodois
follow your dream

. SHUBHA KUMARI
In future someday you'll think

how successful you turned out to be
without paying heed to criticism
that made your hopeful heart sink
al that you did was

followed your dream!
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Book Review

A @
Wet
Summer

A Wet Summer Day
Ada Bhansali
National Book Trust, India
Rs. 105.00

A novellafor young adultswhich dwells
on ajoint family situation where a lot
of issues related to gender, sibling
rivary, socia 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.

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 |
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.
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