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National Book Week Celebrations

As part of the nationwide National Book
Week celebrations, in addition to several
places across the country, book - related
functions were organised in Delhi and
Port Blair.

Intheinaugural function held at Zakir
Hussain College, New Delhi, the chief
guest was Honourable Minister of
Communications, Shri Kapil Sibal. The
event was graced by the presence of
around 700 children, teachers and
representatives from various NGOs
working with children.

Shri Kapil Sibal on the occasion said
that he believes through books we
empower children and children in turn
empower us through books. He added
that the real treasures are books as they
impart never-ending knowledge. Shri
Sibal also distributed NBT books to
select school libraries and NGOs and
merit certificates to the winners of the
'Sit & Draw' Competition.

In Port Blair, a 2-day Festival of
Reading was held at State Library on 16-
17 November 2012. The event was
inaugurated by Dr. R.Dev Das, Director,
Education on 16 November 2012. Dr.
Bhoopal Reddy, eminent Telugu author
and Sahitya Akademi award winner for
children’s literature was the Chief Guest
on the occasion.
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On the first day of the Festival on
16" November, Readers’ Club
Movement, the largest children’s
reading promotion programme in the
country coordinated by National Centre
for Children’sLiterature (NCCL ), awing
of NBT, was launched in the Andaman
and Nicobar | dands and 400 schoolsand
children’s libraries were enrolled as
members. Over 70 teachers, principals,
teacher educators, librarians and
activists were oriented on the occasion
on how to run a Readers Club.

The second day of the Festival on 17
November featured three interactive
sessions with the author Dr. Bhoopal
Reddy at the Govt. Sr. Secondary School
(Telugu medium), Jawaharlal Nehru
Govt. College and State Library.

A week-long exhibition-cum-sale of
NBT publications was organized on the
occasion at the State Library from 14-
20 November by the Eastern Regional
Office of the Trust.
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Mystery of a Dream

Manoj Das

Once upon atimetherewasagentleman-
king whose only love was sound sleep
and who never bothered to remember a
dream if he ever had any. But one night
he gave out a terrific shriek and sat up
on his creamy tender bed.

His terrified servants did not dare
to come near him and ask what disturbed
the royal slumber. They rushed to the
prime minister.

The king's shiver had not stopped
when the prime minister appeared
before him.
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“’The sunriseis still hours away, my
Lord, what's the matter with you?’ the
wise minister queried in a especially
affectionate voice.

“”No matter, unless you call adream
amatter,” replied the king.

“"His Majesty never ceases to be a
philosopher even amidst a crisis, you
know,” remarked the minister looking
at the servants peeping through the door.
Turning to the king, he asked again,
“”What could have happened, your
Majesty?’ Hisvoice sounded like apurr
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compared to the king’'swhich was like a
howl.

“’Nothing unless a dream is a
happening. Nevertheless, something
ominous, I'm afraid, is going to happen
to me,” said the king as he sighed.

“’My Lord, I’'mrather puzzled,” said
the minister.

“Asif I’'mnot!” commented theking
and proceeded to narrate his dream
which, in brief, was this:

Somehow he had lost hisway in the
forest and it was growing dark. He did
not know when and how he came there
and what happened to his faithful horse
and body-guards. He climbed a tree to
survey the area. Indeed, how lucky was
he to have done so in time, for the very
next moment he saw a pack of hyenas
emerging from a nearby cave and
circling the tree. They looked at him
menacingly and made severa attempts
to climb the tree. The king sat on a
branch, clinging to another, scared tiff.
He could tumble down any moment, he
feared.

Just then he saw three jolly young
men galloping in his direction from
some highlands in the forest’s vicinity.
He cried out for help. All the three saw
him, but thefirst one merely yawned and
trotted away. To the king's horror, the
second one gave a lusty cheer to the
hyenas and laughed and disappeared.
However, the third one turned his horse

8 /fawwR 2012

at once towards his tree. *’Hurry up,
young man!”’ shouted the king and that
woke him up.

“’Extraordinary, my
commented the minister.

“’Should | care two hoots if it were
ordinary? But, my friend, don’'t advise
me to consult our court soothsayers
about it. Should the dream signify my
death, they would say that | wasto soon
get a nymph for my latest bride. What
dol do?’

The king got off his bejeweled
bedstead and paced on the floor in a
restless manner.

"My Lord, I've a feeling-strange-
that the dream has something to do with
your three worthy sons,” observed the
minister, keeping pace with the king.

The king came to an abrupt halt. He
stood silent for a few moments, deeply
meditative, and said, 'l too have a
feeling-strange-that you are speaking a
fat lot of sense, my friend.”

“’Thanks, my good Lord,” said the
minister with abrief bow and continued,
“’] suggest that we ask the three princes
to find out the meaning of the dream.”

“An excellent idea. And the one to
explain the dream to my satisfaction
would be the one to succeed me to the
throne. Well, why not!” He murmured
in the way of a soliloquy.

The princes were summoned
immediately. The king narrated his

Lord,”
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dreamtothemandsaid,‘’ My boys, | give
you twenty-four hours. Go wherever and
consult whomsoever you like. But you
must be back by tomorrow morning.”

The eldest prince who was still
lamenting the loss of his deep, hurried
back to his cozy bed and ordered for an
extra blanket to sleep under it with a
vengeance. He did not get up till the sun
had crossed the tallest tree in their
eastern garden by which time he had
enough of his own dreams to forget al
about his father’s dream.
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But his two brothers galloped away
forthwith and the two went in opposite
directions.

The youngest prince met several
sooth-sayers, scholars and astrologers
and heard their explanation of the dream
with attention, but did not feel quite
satisfied with them.

On the remote frontiers of the
kingdom stood a hill. Atop the hill, in a
cave, lived a weird old woman. Some
called her witch and some revered her
aswise, but al agreed that she could see
the shape of things to come. She could
also solve, with as much ease as adding
one and one, all sorts of knotty
problems which people brought to her,
if she was pleased.

By sundown the prince and hishorse
were extremely tired. Leaving the horse
at the foot of the hill, the prince climbed
the rocks with great difficulty. In the
twilight he saw the mysterious woman
looking as haggard as a withered broom
warming her shrunken fingers in a fire
in front of her cave. The flames looked
unearthly white.

The prince bowed to her and the
woman sported asmilewhich would have
scared even a scarecrow.

> O wise woman of the hill, will you
mind explaining a dream my father the
king dreamt last night?’

The woman nodded. But no sooner
had the prince begun narrating the dream
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than she said, *’'| know, | know. I’ tell
you what it means. But will you promise
to marry my grand-daughter?’ The
prince was least prepared for such a
bargain, *’Ah, ah...” he hemmed and
hawed and managed to say, ‘' Well, your
grand-daughter must be wonderful
since she is your grand-daughter....
But...But...”

“You'll like to see her, I'm sure,”
said the woman and she called out for
her ward.

Out came acreaturewho had afigure
as vague as an owl’s reflection on an
unsteady water and who greeted the
prince in a voice that would have
endeared her to a braying donkey.

10/ fewR 2012

The prince took a step back and
sighed, but managed to say, ‘* Well,
frankly, your grand-daughter does not
quite resemble the picture of the bride |
had cherished, but | will marry her if my
father is satisfied with the meaning you
read into hisdream. Your grand-daughter
must marry somebody after all. And it
is important that we know what the
king's dream means, for he believes it
has something to do with his death.”

“’It has, my boy, it has. His end may
come tonight.”

“Tonight?’ cried out the prince.

“’Tonight. But did | say that he must
die tonight? Someone would try to kill
him tonight. That'sall | said.”

UIed Hd gelfed



"My wise grandma, allow me to
hurry back and stand guard onhim,” said
the prince.

“’You areaworthy son,” commented
the women with a chuckle. *’But be
careful, don’t breathe aword to anybody
about it. Hide yourself and expect the
assassin. For the full meaning of the
dream, meet me tomorrow.”

The prince rode back as fast as his
tired horse could carry him. He reached
the palace on time to hide himself in the
king's bed-chamber, behind a screen,
before the king retired for the night.

The musicians sang a couple of
lullabiesand | eft when the king’ssnoring
surpassed their volume.

By and by the palace became as quiet
as alonely hill-top. Then, to his horror
the prince saw a stranger emerging from
the darkness under the king's bedstead,
dagger in hand. He was about to stab the
king when the prince sprang out and
surprised the would-be assassin,
brandishing his dazzling sword.

The commotion woke up the king
with ajolt. He shouted for his servants.
They rushed in and captured the stranger
after a brief tussle. The news spread as
fast aswild fire and brought to the scene
the prime minister, the members of the
family, the commander of the army and
several others- even the sleepy eldest
prince.

Nobody could recognize the culprit
and the fellow refused to spesk.
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The prince narrated all that he had
done and said, ‘' Father, we are yet to
know the complete meaning of your
dream. | must return to the woman on
the hill to find it out.”

“’| must accompany you. | must thank
her personally. But for her | would have
lain like an empty bag devoid of all my
blood and soul. Also, we must lead the
prisoner to her. She should be able to
identify him.”

The royal procession to the hill set
out forthwith. It was morning when the
party reached the hill-top. All greeted
the old woman who sat warming her
fingers-in violet flames this time-and
the king thanked her profusely. The
prince then requested her to explain the
meaning of the complete dream.

“’Itisclear, as clear as this morning
sky, that the king’s bodyguards deserting
him in the forest meant there was
laziness and callousness everywhere.
People were negligent of their duty. The
hyenas stood for the forces of violence.
The tree the king climbed was his own
goodness that sustained him. The three
young men who rode in his direction
were the three princes. The first prince
wastoo lazy to be of any useto theking.
The second prince too had no
individuality of his own. Both were
swept by the forces dominating the
atmosphere.

Infact, the second prince had met me
before the youngest prince. | had told
him that the night ahead was dangerous
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for theking. If theking survived thenight,
he would live long. The second prince
did not like that the king should live
long. Just as the eldest prince was a
victim of laziness in the atmosphere, the
second prince had been possessed by the
forces of violence dominating the
atmosphere. He decided to kill the king
in order to usurp the throne. He donned
a disguise and hid under the king’s
bedstead.”

“’What, my son?’ screamed the king
ashe pulled thefalse beard of f the young
man’s chin. There stood before him his
second son.

Continued the woman, looking at the
king, *’ The young man who cameto your
rescue in your dream, was needless to
say, your youngest son. He has already
proved how true your dream was. His
head and heart alone was not affected by
the atmosphere.”

| feel so delighted at having my
dream explained sowell,” exclaimed the
king,

“You are satisfied aren’t you, father?
In that case, please alow me to marry
this good old lady’s grand-daughter. |
promised to marry her if the grand
dame’s explanation of your dream
satisfied you,”” said the prince, his voice
as apologetic as it could be.

“’Surely, my son, marry her by all
means! Should we not have alook at her
at the earliest opportunity?’

“’Don't, father, don’t,” cried out the
prince, hiding his face by his pams.

But before long, at the old woman’s
call there appeared beforethem amaiden
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as beautiful as the dawn and endowed
with avoice assweet asthenightingae's.

“’How lucky my boy is!”” exclaimed
the king and he patted him on the back.
The embarrassed prince opened hiseyes
and saw the very picture of beauty and
grace before him and himself looked
simply bewildered.

Explained the old woman, "My
grand-daughter was under a curse. That
explains why she looked like an ogress.
It had been so ordained that the day a
truthful young man would promise to
marry her, her curse would end. The day
has come at last.”

The marriage was performed with
great pomp and ceremony. The king
ordered that the two elder princes be
banished. He crowned the youngest
prince the king and himself retired into
the solitude of the hill with the old
woman for his guide.

But the very first thing the new king
did was to pardon his brothers.

“’They arenot bad. They weremerely
the victims of the forces of laziness
and violence prevalent in the
atmosphere. We must try our best to
change the atmosphere with truthfulness
and courage. Once we succeed in this,
they too would become better men,” he
said.

And better times did come soon,
under the noble rule of the new king and
his queen.

(Fromthe NBT book, ABrideinside
a Casket.)
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A Vidt to Bangalore
V. Cheritha Reddy

During last summer holidays, we went
to our aunt’s house at Bangalore. We
enjoyed very much there. After few days
my father and uncle informed that all
of uswere going to visit afew important
places of the state next day. We were
very happy to hear that.
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Next day weall woke up at 4 o’ clock.
My mother and my aunt prepared
breakfast which included snacks for us.
We all bathed ourselves and started our
journey. We soon started playing
‘Anthyakshari’. After two hours, we
reached a place full of coconut trees. We
took our breakfast there.
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After that we again started our
journey. At first we went to Shravana
Belogolo, famous pilgrimage. Here
therewere so many stairs, but we enjoyed
climbing them. Therewe saw abig statue
of Yometeswaraand also Dharma Chakra.
Then we moved to our next destination.

It was the famous temple of Lord
Shiva. Then we saw a huge statue of
Nandi Hoysaleswara at a temple. we
played there and had ice-creams and
snacks. Next we went to Mysore.

There, we went first to Brindavan
Gardens. There were so many fountains
like Musical fountain, Globe fountain,
Crown fountain, Russian fountain etc.
This reminded me of afilm- *’ Jagadeka
Veerudu — Athiloka Sundari’” starring
Chiranjeevi and Sreedevi. We played a
lot there splashing with water. Then we
went to Krishnargja Sagar Hotel near
Brindavan gardens.

Next day wewent to Chamundi hills,
and Mysore RgjasMahal. Near Mysore
Raja’s palace, we had our breakfast.
Later we kept our cell phones and
valuablethingsin aclock room and went
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inside it. It was very beautiful, and then
we went for shopping. | bought key
chains and perfumes.

We also visited Lord Srinivasa’'s
temple. It was very beautiful. We also
saw the place where Tippu's dead body
wasburied, that is Tippu'sjail whichwas
once Tippu's summer palace. After
having seen so many places, we had to
return to our aunt’s house. And after few
days we came back to our home as the
holidays were coming to an end. It was
very enjoyable and memorable
experience which | would never forget.

Z.PH. Shool, Balapamur
Puliverndula Kadapa-5164384
(Andhra Pradesh)
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Bhar Bitna and the Village Mahajan

Paulie M

A long, long time ago in a village in
Bihar lived a tiny little man who was
called Bhar Bitna (measuring a hand
span) because of his size.

Just because Bhar Bitna was small,
peopl e thought they could take advantage
of him. The village mahajan (money
lender) had done just that. He had
managed to take away Bhar Bitna's
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house, farms and even most of hiscattle.
Now, the only possession that Bhar Bitha
was | eft with was a shiny black bull.

Every night Bhar Bitnatook his bull
tothemahgjan’sfieldsand left it to graze
to its hearts' content. Seeing the harm
being caused to his crops, the mahagan
decided that he would hide in the fields
at night and punish the miscreant.
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It was a moonless night when the
mahajan took asickle, climbed atree on
hisfieldsand hid in its branches waiting
for the thief. Just after midnight, Bhar
Bitnaled hisbull to the mahgjan’sfields.
He himself hid under a bush near the
entrance of the field while he left the
bull to graze.

Just as the bull passed under the tree
on which the mahgjan was hiding, the
mahajan leapt off the branch and landed
on the bull. He dlit the bull’s throat with
his sickle. The bull howled in pain and
stomped around. In no time it bled to
death.

Bhar Bitna was terrified. He did not
know that what had scared the bull. The
night being extremely dark, he could not
even make out that the bull was dying.
Bhar Bitna thought that there were
ghosts around and he ran out of the field
at top speed. Just as mahajan came out
of the field Bhar saw him. It upset him
to see that the bull was dead. Killed by
ditting its throat.

“It must be the mahajan who did this,
concluded Bhar Bitna. “ Just you wait, I'll
teach you alesson or two which you will
not forget in a hurry.”

So, thevery next day Bhar Bitnawent
to meet themahgan. “Mahjanji,” hesaid,
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'can you please give me the skin of the
bull you killed yesterday night in your
field?

By now the mahajan had sent people
to check the bull and knew that it was
Bhar Bitna's bull.

“’You can certainly take the skin,”
said themahgjan sarcastically. *’ That you
have lost your only possession, the bull,
is punishment enough for you. But, tell
me what you will do with the skin?”

1 will sell the skin,” replied Bhar
Bitna.

The mahajan was amused to hear the
reply.

Bhar Bitna took the bull’s skin and
headed for the market. On the way, he
had to pass through a forest and he
decided to spend the night hidden in the
top most branches of a tree.

Unable to sleep for fear of falling
off the tree and being eaten up by some
wild animal, Bhar Bitnawaswide awake
when two men came and sat under the
very tree he was hiding in. They had a
big bundle tied up in a white sheet of
cloth.

“’Let’'s dig here and hide the loot,”
one said to the other.
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“’This is as good a place as any
other,” said the second man and started
digging.

Scared of being caught by the
thieves, Bhar Bitna was shaking like a
leaf. The bull’sskin dipped from hishand
and landed on the two thieves under the
tree.

“’Oh! My!! God, a ghost,” said one,
throwing his hands and legs about.

’Please help me or it will eat me up.”

“’Run for your life,”” said the other,
disentangling himself from the skin and
making a dash for it.

As dawn broke, Bhar Bitna took
courage and got down from the tree. He
picked up the skin to continue his
journey to the market when he saw the
bundle that the thieves had left behind.
Bhat Bitna opened the bundle and was
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dumb founded to see gems and jewels
that caught the light of the dawn and
sparkled and shown.

“Oh! Am1 lucky,” hethought. ** I will
never ever want for anything now.”

He quickly put the bundle on hishead
and marched back to the village.

Taking out a few jewels, he hid the
rest in an old, unused well. Then, he
bought himself some farmland and built
for himself a house.

Then, he set out to buy cattle at the
village haat (market). There he met the
mahajan.

When the mahgjan saw Bhar Bitnahe
came up running. *’ | have heard that you
have bought fields and also made a
house,” he said.

“Yes!” replied Bhar Bitna. “’And |
have only you to thank for it."

“Me?' Exclaimed the mahajan.

“Yes!” said Bhar Bitna. “If you had
not killed my bull I would not have been
able to sell its skin. All the money | got
came from selling the skin.

“Oh! Really?Will you sell someskin
for me?’ asked the mahgjan.

“Sure, as many asyou want,” replied
Bhar Bitna.

“Then, come let’s kill all my bulls
and other cattle,” said the mahajan.

Readers’ Club Bulletin

Feeling really happy, Bhar Bitna
helped the mahajan kill his animals.

Once the skins were dry, Bhar Bitna
took them to the market. He walked
around the market shouting, “ Skins for
sale, skins for sale.” Evening set in but
he found no buyer. So, hereturned to the
village with the skins.

“No onewanted to buy the skins,” he
told the mahajan, piling the skins in a
corner of the courtyard.

“You cunning fellow,” said the
mahajan, stomping around like a wild
bull. “You knew all along that the skins
would be worthless. You just wanted to
avenge the death of your bull. Just you
wait. I'll set to your house on fire and
you will be homeless again.

Though Bhar Bitna pleaded with the
mahajan to spare his house, the mahagjan
did not relent. Bhar Bitnasaw hishouse
turn to ashes.

Next morning, Bhar Bitna went to
borrow a sack from the mahajan.

“ Andwhy do youwant asack?’ asked
the mahgjan.

“Nothing but ashes are left of my
house,” replied Bhar Bitna, with tearsin

his eyes. “I'll take the ash to the market
and sdll them.”

The mahgjan had a hearty laugh and
gave a sack to Bhar Bitna.
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Bhar Bitna filled the sack with ashes,
loaded it on a cart and headed for the
market. On the way he met a king who
had come to the forest to hunt but had
been separated from his guards and
soldiers.

“l am very tired,” said the king to
Bhar Bitna. “1 will really appreciate if
you will take me to my palace in your
cart."

Clever man that he was, Bhar Bitna
refused. “I am carrying jewels in this
sack,” he said, pointing to the sack full
of ashes. “If you sitin the cart thejewels
will turn to ashes.”

“That’s funny,” said the surprised
king. “How can jewels turn to ashes by
my gitting in the cart? Ok! If they turn to
ashes, | will give you two sacks full of
jewels and half my kingdom.”

Tempted by the offer, Bhat Bitna
agreed. When the cart reached the
palace, the king alighted and opened the
mouth of the sack to seewhat wasinside.

“’See!”” screamed Bhar Bitna,
pointing to the ash. *’| told you it would
turn to ash. And look it has.”” Then
holding hishead in hishands Bhat Bitna
sat down on the ground, lamenting
loudly.

“’Don’t cry my good man,” said the
king. ‘" Just as| had promised you, | will
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giveyoutwo sacksfull of jewelsand half
my kingdom.”

It was a very finely dressed Bhar
Bitna with a retinue of servants who
returned to his village.

Themahg an was surprised to seethe
style in which Bhar Bitna was moving
around.

| am grateful to you, oh! mahajan ji
for al this,” Bhar Bitnatold the mahajan.
“’The ashes from my house sold very
well and now | own half a kingdom,
besides two sacks full of jewels.”

“’Really? Just the ashes from your
house?’

“’Yes! Mahgjan ji, just the ashes,”
Bhar Bitna reassured him.

“’Then, come and help me burn my
house,” said the mahgjan.

“’Any time you want,” said Bhat
Bitna.

So, Bhar Bitnaand themahgjanlit two
torches and burnt down the mahajan’'s
house.

Next morning Bhat Bitna went to
help the mahajan to collect and sell the
ashes.

“’You are no good at selling,” the
mahajan told Bhat Bitna after they had
collected the ash and filled it in ten
sacks. “'I will go and sdll it myself.”

“’As you wish,” said Bhar Bitna,
smiling to himself.
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The whole day long, the mahajan
walked around the market shouting,
“’Ash for sale, ash for sale.” But he
found no buyers.

Depressed and in tears he returned
to his village. He had lost al his cattle
and also hishouse. Hewasin arage and
wanted nothing more than to see Bhar
Bitna dead.

So, he sent for Bhat Bitna and had
him tied with a strong rope. He tied a
heavy rock to Bhar Bitna's waist and
threw him into the river.

’Good riddance,” he said as he saw
Bhar Bitnasinking in the water with the
weight of the rock.

Bhar Bitna was prepared for
something like this and was carrying a
sharp knife. He quickly cut the rope and
swam under water to the opposite shore.

Whilelying down on the shoretrying
to catch hisbreath, Bhar Bitnasaw aman
bathing an eephant. When the man saw
Bhar Bitna he asked, “ Can you take care
of my elephant while | go to the village
to get some food for him?”’

“Sure,” said Bhar Bitna, his brain
working really fast.

As soon as the man left for the
village, Bhar Bitna climbed onto the
elephant’s back and rode him to hisown
village.

The mahagjan was shocked to see
Bhar Bitna still alive. “Where did you
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get the elephant?’ he asked when he was
able to speak.

“l amreally angry withyou,” said Bhar
Bitnamaking asullen face at the mahajan.
“You threw me into the shallow part of
the river. If you had thrown me in the
deeper part, | would have got lots of
elephants, tigers and other animals.”

The mahgjan was taken in by Bhar
Bitna's words. He begged Bhar Bitna to
tie him up and throw him into the deepest
part of the river. So, Bhar Bitna tied the
mahajan with athick piece of rope, tied a
big rock to hismiddle, put him on a boat,
rowed to the middle of the river and
threw him in. That was the end of the
mahajan who had tried to fool Bhar Bitna
just because he was tiny.

Block V 3, First Floor, Eros Garden
Surajkund Road, Faridabad- 121009
(Haryana)
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Winter

Marooj ul Muntana

Winter’s dawn and firesides are lit
merrily cracking in warm tides
the ambience consumes al frolicking yellow light
as the aroma is filled with visions of dreams

Of embers that refuse to die....
and the gray ashes that shadow God'’s sky
| sit motionless by the fire...

Listening keenly to all sounds
as my eyes scour the hued sky
for any signs of weightless cottony
flakes of snow...

That may silently dab the ground
in awordless voice
and give some warmth to my frozen blood

My dull eyes await the last snowfall
to greet the wraith of the wintry chill
...my age old friend

And my wan sight awaits the last snowfall
as my last breath flies away.

C-92, Badshah Nagar
Natipora, Srinagar
J & K)

26 / e 2012

UIed Hd gelfed



JME et oft R
TET @ off MR
T T off R
ggel Al off MR

TRYT B Tl TAN
-8 PRSP ATV
& 9 fa sdda A
39 F9U-SW 99 |

Readers’ Club Bulletin

HICISECICRIY

31 Afgarg e

= B g9

e Mo, gl T

@ T 9d Tged

Ugq MehX dfedl HUS

IR TS TEH

gl SfeiRT, faorell e

qa §B A @

3O A qE-uHaml

o gy R g

Hl & wH B g H

930 M-

Ugd ¢ gE S A

TIH T§ SN
A FEe a @R
R AT < AT
T T H I OET
g1 g el
Wh ® 9 @M B
aeE H R T A
ar @& g=1 8 gl
TET BT W U7

fawe g gt aiver
§VGI5—241001 {3.9.)]

December 2012/27



G| M ol s G |

quer ifie

A —

1 Y wEd 2 6 ogw gfiar & g, AT 1500 3. FT 9@ B W9
UGBl o} 19| I H U WMt YAl e IRfdR] SN 3 @8
UG We S @ Ud ol o] TS & W 9Ys I R ed o)

28 / fewwaR 2012 UIed A gelfe



a9 guiEgy dEfes el & R
ITHT WElo g9 AT AT| WA B I
W dd & 13 o) o |WrEey 39
ANAM A &1 U AT W8Tl 3reh
B TUC § WK ¢ W AR ACH T
oA | i & ¥ T W 9 &N b
dEE q e & R 9 I 7w W
< WG| e € Sl g8 A 9 o
arfad anell iR Bed @ QA W
$B W T I AN AT DI b BRI
4§ forgar fed U e W @ BIS
f6 aul Rt © o1 IR B3 S
e W ¥ M WY o ¥ '@ R

TG R o1, IAT S PN A D
IR H qAT I WX HEARN B TH
P W W foEar (@ S B I
RGP I4 (@ Us & o1 & A DI
SIBAX dAcH feaT qIfe dI SR M
foel @ S gfc S @edd A
R TR TS |

H3 U 9% Td el WCdl gall
IR 1 Fpelr A MG o TS STt
3 o @ 9@ A= 99 e @
WM 7 W4 §Ys d¢ W EFHAT Y
FER-SER ToR SIS 1 US B o W
dehdl A TE oAl fem M| dwE
q W9 §d BT G far 99 9D

Readers’ Club Bulletin

IR W T gA far| Tfaw A S
T3 $ 99 UQI, q9 qul USel g3 oMl
B IRE B OMT UG UM < 3R
el < A S GHRR @ e @
gRT g |

9 §a ¢l g3 5 99 9d @i
&M ¥ Y@HR U3 ufedl gaeR Ul
IR M § dedw WM b, forad

AT UF fI@HR ST FRG TG B
T R SIfpAT $° AP UMW ardl
6 UgIM B Fa FX1| 39 TR
w-facet § wF-ufedl @1 wEen gw
g AT

FcA® Aleel e qve JearEret
96736101 (7. 777}

December 2012/29



A

31, Hvarg

S5 L R 1 o e 1 A I I o i M Tod § A 2| PBld—dld 9T &
g1 el # P T OET B TWE SR WA S g
A SR T AT W E T 9Ed I AT W& B AT @

WA TR AR TR § O W w I R
QYT o, Wl O R OBE WL s o see 4
2| o T 98 uee €, gafry 98 . . .

$X T @ 2 e B3 ol 9w € ¥ Rasa

30/ fasT=R 2012 uled He qeifen



| dfed o e feed 3 T8 B
WA el 7 Q@ A @ e s
q5 & % gAS] qom 1| AT @
WS R IR OSTell, W SR A @
N @A W uNe Tl oA

T P P8 @ B A FEI| Y
AR T IS D B O e i L
TG d @ 8 o hal iR foaferal @
Ed § 3R g9 B g1 9 99 ¥ Rm
gofey W g1 9 usl @ SRl off
93 B B1 3R TS 9 A B @l Ul
g A g § R faaferal d1 A
<A Bl

R, W D oI @ A S §ed A
W R A of| S FE oo 5 @
o AT M B AT I B ADR
archt off| 93 B g0 99 W dS
St oft, fig e off ek amETr @
<adl off| 98 =g &1 fid T off —
g A e o # g U meE o
dx Rgarsit | R FEdl -8 s
T AT 3| AN H & | H El
T dop} B g g

Readers’ Club Bulletin

We db 98 Ma T 3R FHr B
WA 9 Tb SHB I Wordl adl|

GG LG A A 1 o S
B Bl qEDR g91 G g off|
T U @ M T § A 9m 9 o
I Apa-fom @M o @ uienefe &R
I HT HY T8 B UM W Bl d
g W §8T ulelefd iR 99 & F9
Tl ¥ JoTER gHseH H B off| Il
Ug P Apfeal gear AR wrd off @
ITH PR HeaM H ST qdl off|
g8 W B WH—GRT X@dl off |

Tg @ T I qd ¥ AT FaET
T AUAT TR A W% IN dd 8, W
IR B A WG A&l I H S|
WETE W WE A ARy | T A
$US UETd &, TeTdRY INR Pl ATH
XA § a1 9% W WHE B AR [

Jg q A 991 AW I qqrg’
TE el | g 9%ls, Us Uld, B
uwl, foaferar ok fafsar €t areo
GG

‘T P BT @ B A H FE
d A9 GR IR A, AN I R
@ qE Al A% BRAT o 5 GeD Bl Al

December 2012/31



STS, § W AT &1 W AR TSIE!
TG I PH Agd T8l <d | S9d T
TERAEN | e Fel fhaar & &
g1 TR M @ AR ¥ P awE
G B I s i c 1 S o
gdr 98 9 3 Judy TIA qwd
wd Bl

T 1 B O B
999 TR &1 BICh ATA 97d 2 |
FHI-HH T A GBS AT @Al g
M T AN Bed | fTHd W BeH
W @S & WM & 99 d GBIE Hxal
® § 3Rk § 9ol o W@ §) # Farict
4 DWW g R 9 TP B ° TEW
A WERYT A | 3 AT JUA
Sl B 9 PRG @A 2 AT AUAT
T BT I8 © | USIEl AR
SR B, 38T @ Tl W TOn e e[
IR 9 w9 feaxR e | ®d 2
S8 3R W fgR wot & T i,
RIJH R TS AW T D AW d
N W R A TR W w E R e
AT o ¥ 9 ff X od &) S
FfFTa R TS § g3 | A
ST H S= 9qd 8 wdar ar favied
T |

32 /feawR 2012

49 R gamr - g T8 S
g el 9% ¥ 9o el 9 go e
A M| w9 s & T R oA
qHdl & WA d I B W A AN
WHI§ P A8 o ol | S ¥8 B
T S 8 W B

e @ @ WE @S Al gI AR
G309 I R @ A A TN T TS
R fafedl &1 @ e om| §® fafea
Ug W 8 ax o A & oA exd oh
IR §B AW| 7 IS HB b8 Yol oA
T ZB W AT PR MM
off ok o8 W& ff — & w9 I=a £
g W9 fider wd € fide} Sed @
AR PR rad g1 T Na BT G
gy ® W@ o R # W WA I g
g B @ o

fepeey arE ® TE AT AT TN
T gP # T UEd W T |
ars of | i1 39 Regal w® gom fea
g 99 § 30 q@d § @ T & qE
7 & 2 F R T w9 q@ W&
ad wRA @ B




g gHiEn
WRART @ |9l I

7 Qe g9 |
qd 600 ¥ 1471
AT B ARG
& qd-—ufygq, |
SaR—3RT B
A T W a9 S
gee @ orT- .
JaT wHg 7
qagerd |3
ITAT B Tl
BT U 2|

Afgdr 7 WRA™T B wgE I
&1 quiq g g, ofasRie gaTO
My sfogert @ fewfrm & wmr
JIT WA, qare R AAS AT H
el & w9 # R 8| qWe el
o fou 98< SUERl, SH@E &R AR®
arfyd gy |

G I B R o o | | B A EC
I MeATR B 3N$ s fafr
F-ufaen # yelE g3 &1 g
Al ATYT B B3 Bl BT fEdl H
aqars A foeam 2

e |
HTIdET @t
HHFGAT ATIAE

FEAT W T
@l gfc @
g @& Raid
gardft & fo
IEHT TR SHIG
d ST T
WRT 3T 2 |
dgrfasl @7
Hgd1 8 f®
ARG AaRe
I FAgI—1 IR AT ST 9
T R SR ST @ AegId B
95 dgH W R aFl 8 BT e
feoam ST <81 & S99 @ I U §st
@ geTHl W OWRT AT B | Rl @Y
¥ag W e e o € 99e 99
giierd ot ot =i 6 |wWRT gem
g, v W AN R

foeM-o@® S qecy I A FiQ
¥ 9 Aad qed AR IGIM §RI
TEH W U B W B AR B Y
e R dd & WP et H 39
A AR (A G B I A I
8 §R-9R UG TR |




R.N.l. No. -64771/96 Postal Regd. No-DL-SW-1-4066/2012-14
Licenced to post without prepayment, L. No. U (SW) 24/2012-14 Mailing Date :. 20/21 Same Month

Date of Publication:14/12/2012

o e
i
I Happy 100th Birthday Delhi
= Shashi Shetye
$502 | ISBN 978-81-237-6526-6; Rs 18.00
v &
A Wet Summer Day
Ada Bhansali

Illustrations: Amitava Sengupta
ISBN 978-81-237-6555-6
Rs 105.00

Chotu’s Misadventures
Kumkum Somani

Ilustrations: Durga Dutt Pandey
ISBN 978-81-237-6507-5

Rs 30.00

Fly High in the Sky

International Center for Literacy
and Culture

Illustrations: Jagdish Joshi

ISBN 978-81-237-6336-1; Rs 30.00

Red and Blue Pencils: The Same
But Not the Same

International Center for Literacy
and Culture

Ilustrations: Mistunee Chowdhury
ISBN 978-81-237-6375-0; Rs 25.00

Thewks the Vimer

Sheebu-the Sheep

Neetu Sharma

Illustrations: Partha Sengupta

ISBN 978-81-237-6365-1; Rs 25.00

atest NBT Books for Children

:_ e An Ancient Tale from Andaman

Anvita Abbi
Ilustrations: Partha Sengupta
ISBN 978-81-237-6351-4; Rs 25.00

A Baby Hornbill Learns to Fly
Dilip K Barua

Ilustrations: Partha Sengupta

ISBN 978-81-237-6167-1; Rs 25.00

Little Sunshine

Jaswant Singh Birdi

lustrations: Ratnakar Singh

ISBN 978-81-237-6023-0; Rs 25.00

Granny’s Day Out

Debashish Majumdar

Illustrations: Ratnakar Singh

ISBN 978-81-237-6196-1; Rs 25.00

Ripe and Ready

Sukumar Ray

[lustrations: Debashish Deb

ISBN 978-81-237-6013-1; Rs 30.00

Sammy the Snail

Roopam Carroll

Illustrations: Susmita Halder

ISBN 978-81-237-6543-6; Rs. 25.00

!;? The Whole Wide World
Mg Jeyanthi Manokaran
. Lo ISBN 978-81-237-6387-3; Rs 25.00

These books can be bought from the following outlets or online

Northern Regional Office

NATIONAL BOOK TRUST, INDIA

Nehru Bhawan, 5 Institutional Area

Phase-ll, Vasant Kunj, New Delhi - 110070
Phone: 011-24526168/6169/6164/6187/6189
Fax: 011-26851795

E-mail: nbtindia@ndb.vsnl.net.in

Website: www.nbtindia.org.in

Southern Regional Office

NATIONAL BOOK TRUST, INDIA

Hall No. 1, BDA Shopping Complex
Banashankari Il Stage, Bangalore - 560070
Phone: 080-26711994, Fax: 080-26711994
E-mail: nbtindia@ndb.vsnl.net.in

Website: nbtindiasro@vsnl.net

Eastern Regional Office

NATIONAL BOOK TRUST, INDIA
Jalanseva Trust Building, lind Floor

61 Mahatma Gandhi Road

Kolkata - 700009

Phone: 033-22413899, Fax: 033-22413899
Website: www.nbtindia.org.in

Western Regional Office

NATIONAL BOOK TRUST, INDIA

Municipal Urdu Primary School

Babula Tank Cross Lane

Opp. J.J. Hospital, Mumbai - 400009
Phone: 022-23720442, Fax: 0222-23720442
E-mail: nbtindiamumbai@yahoo.com
Website: www.nbtindia.org.in



