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Reading Promotion  Activities
in Jammu & Kashmir

NBT has been making  serious efforts at making
quality children’s books available to children in
Jammu and Kashmir in the Kashmiri language. As
part of the same endeavour, it has brought out
another book titled Haput Ta Tanga Hetch (Bear
and Dried Slices of a Pear). Written by Irshad
Ahmad Shah, a young Kashmiri, it has been
illustrated by Hakim Gulam Mohammad who also
hails from Srinagar, Jammu and  Kashmir.

 The story goes like this – A bear lived on a
village hill top. Though ferocious, he was a coward.
It was a biting cold night. He was very hungry and
so decided to go down to the village. Peeping
through a window, he saw a lamp burning.
Meanwhile, a child started weeping. His mother
tried to console him but in vain. Then she took
names of wild animals such as wolf and tiger, still
the child kept weeping. The mother patted him
again to sooth him and told him that there were
some dried slices of a pear.

 The child became silent immediately. The bear
thought that the slices of a pear must be mightier
than him….

 NBT has in the recent past organized Book
Fairs, Book Exhibition, Panel Discussion on the
Status of  Children’s Literature in Jammu and
Kashmir and  Workshops  for Children and Young
Adults in the state of Jammu and Kashmir.

Promotion of Children’s
Creativity in Andhra Pradesh

Marking beginning of the Silver Jubilee Year of
Vijayawada Book Festival, started in 1989 by NBT and
later continued by the Vijayawada Book Festival Society,
a 2-day workshop on Creative Writing and illustration
was organized by National Centre for Children’s
Literature (NCCL), a wing of National Book Trust, India
at Vijayawada (Andhra Pradesh) on 8-9 January 2013.
The workshop was inaugurated by Dr. N. Mangadevi,
prominent author and activist for children.

Lauding the efforts of National Book Trust
towards developing children’s reading habit, Dr.
Mangadevi recalled how she grew as an avid reader
with colourful Nehru Bal Pustakalaya series of books
of NBT.  She emphasized on making interactive
pleasure reading books available and accessible to
children of the under privileged sector.  Smt. Swati
Shripada, eminent children’s author in Telegu, Shri
Siddharth Ramanuj, eminent illustrator from Gujarat
and Smt. M Krishna Kumari, eminent author and
Station Director Incharge, AIR, Vijayawada also spoke
on the occasion.  Shri D Ashok Kumar, Member of
Telugu Advisory Panel of NBT and an eminent
publisher presided over the inaugural function.

40 select children from various schools of the
region took part in this workshop and were briefed
by the resource persons on the skills of writing and
illustrating. The material developed in this workshop
will be published in the form of a special issue of
Readers’ Club Bulletin, the bilingual children’s
monthly magazine brought out by NBT.

Shri Manas Ranjan Mahapatra, Editor (NCCL)
and Dr. P. Mohan, Assistant Editor (Telugu) of the
Trust coordinated various sessions in the workshop.
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vkdk”k ls yVd jgh gS pkanuh dh

pknjA uhps leqanj dh ygjsa pkanuh esa

tyifj;ksa dh rjg vV[ksfy;ka dj jgh

gaS A rkjkas ds esys esa galrk gqvk pkan

pfdr gksdj ns[k jgk gS ,d rSjkd

dksA

fot;h vikfgt
vferkHk 'kadj jk;pkS/kjh

/kkjkokfgd lkr leaqnj

bl vad ls ge ubZ /kkjkokfgd ^lkr leqanj* izLrqr dj jgs gSaA

mEehn gS vkidks ilan vk,xkA
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,d LVhej dh vkokt lqukbZ ns jgh

gSA mlh ds ikl ,d vkneh lkxj eas rSj

jgk gS A vkLVªsfy;koklh  tkWu eSdfyu

us rSj dj 34 fd-eh- pkSM+k bafXy”k pSuy

dks ikj djus dk chM+k mBk;k gS A ,d

ckj vlQy Hkh gks pqdk gS] ;g mldk

nwljk iz;kl gS A

nl lky igys dh ckr gSA Vªk;kFkSyu

ds vH;kl ds fy, og nkSM+ jgk FkkA

Vªk;kFkSyu dh izfr;ksfxrk esa gjsd izfr;ksxh

dks rhu [ksyksa esa fgLlk ysuk iM+rk

gS& 1-5 fd-eh- dh rSjkdh] 10 fd-eh- dh

nkSM+ vkSj 40 fd-eh- dh lkbfdy dh jsl

eSdfyu lM+d ij nkSM+ jgk Fkk] rHkh

vpkud ,d Vªd us vkdj mls ihNs ls

/kDdk ekjk] og fxj iM+kA fQj vLirky

ls vikfgt gksdj ?kj okil vk;k] fQj

Hkh mlus fgEer u gkjh A vkxs mlus

bafXy”k pSuy dks ikj djus dh Bkuh A

igyh ckj leqnzh Tokj ds dkj.k mldk

liuk lkdkj u gks ldk] vkt ;g mldh

nwljh dksf”k”k gSA

varr% fot;Jh us mldk eLrd pwe

fy;k A

Hkkjro’kZ ds nf{k.k if”peh rV ij

lg;kfnz ioZrekyk ls mrjdj vjc lkxj

rd fdydkjh ekjrk gqvk lcls NksVs

izkUrksa esa ls ,d dsjy gS vFkkZr~ ukfj;y

dh Hkwfe] ftls nsork Hkh ialn djrs gSa A

blh dsjy ds ,d xkao gfjine~ ds

,d edku esa dqlhZ ij cSBk ,d o+̀++)

dWkQh dh pqLdh ysrs v[kckj i<+ jgs gSa]

gok esa vkaxu ds dsys ds iRrs fgy jgs gaSA

,d ys[k esa mudh n`f’V vVd x;hA

fot;h vikfgt uke ls ml ys[k esa

vkLVªsfy;k ds tkWu eSdfyu dh dhfrZ ds

ckjs esa fy[kk x;k gS A

ml cw<+s ckck dk eu ekuks mnkl gks

x;k A psgjs dh eqfj;ka xk<+h gks x;h]

p”esa dks mUgkasus flj ds Åij mBk fy;kA

nwj fnxar dh vksj ns[krs&ns[krs dqN lkspus

yxs A nwj f{kfrt ds ikl vkdk”k ds

uhps ukfj;y vkSj rkM+ ds isM+ flj fgykrs

gq, [kM+s Fks A ml gjs fdukjsokyh uhyh

lkM+h ds ihNs ǹf’V [kks xbZA

gsMekLVj “kf”k”ks[kj ukjk;.ku~ lkspus

yxs fd brus cM+s ns”k esa dgha ,slk dksbZ

iz;kl vc rd D;ksa ugh gksrk\ [ksydwn

dk eryc dsoy fØdsV\ ;g [ksyksa dh

iVjkuh Bgjh\ vkSj ckdh [ksy fHk[kkfju\

bDds&nqDds viokn dks NksM+ nas rks nkSM+]

rSjkdh fdlh Hkh [ksy esa ge gSa dgka\

mlh le; ckgj vkaxu esa iqUVq iguh

gq;h ,d lkaoyh lh yM+dh viuh lf[k;ksa
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ds lkFk mNy&mNy dj [ksy jgh FkhA
;g mudh dqpqeksy ;kuh iksrh xk;=h
FkhA

,d & nks & rhu

Lkglk ukjk;.ku~ ds eu esa ,d iz”u
dkSa/k x;k & D;k xk;=h dks bl ek;us esa
vkxs c<+k;k ugha tk ldrk\ D;k vkSj
nwljh yM+fd;ksa dh rjg bldk thou Hkh
pkSds&pwYgs esa dSn gksdj jg tk;sxk\
[ksy&dwn esa dqN djus yk;d izfrHkk gS
bles\

ukjk;.ku~ lksprs jgs] lksprs jgsA

cl & ogh rks gS & vkSj tjk lk
nks&pkj gkFk vkSj ekj ys rks og igqap
tk;sxh vksg A

xk;=h O;kdqy gks pqdh Fkh ] mldh
lkal Qwy jgh Fkh] vksg! Hkxoku] tjk lh
gok A fLofeax iwy esa pkjksa vksj yckyc
ikuh] mlh esa og rSj jgh gSA ijarq mlds
yykV ij ilhus dh cwans ped jgh gS] og
gkaQ jgh gS cqjh rjg] gkFk&iSj Hkh ekuks
f”kfFky gksusa yxs gSa A mldh vUrjkRek
ls flQZ ,d gh vkokt vk jgh gS & gs
Hkxoku vkSj tjk lh gok A

mls yx jgk gS tSls mldh Nkrh QV

tk;sxh A gs in~eukHkLokeh] rqEgkjh nqfu;k

esa D;k lkal ysus dks gok Hkh bruh de

gks x;h gS\

rst vkSj rst cl~ eafty igaqpus gh
okyh gS A mlus deku ls NwVs rhj dh
rjg “kjhj esa cph&[kqph ÅtkZ ls Lo;a
dks vkxs /kdsykA ikuh essa lwjt dh jks”kuh
fIk?kyh pkanh dh rjg ped jgh Fkh]
mles ls ekuks ,d fctyh dkSa/k xbZA

vkg A vkS & eka A

xk;=h us fdukjs dks Nw fy;k A

vjc lkxj esa xtZu ds leku rkfy;ksa
dh xM+xM+kgVksa ds chp xk;=h dks vglkl
gqvk fd mlus fLofeaxiqy ds fdukjs dks
Nw fy;k gS A pkjksa vksj mYykl dh rjax
nkSM+ jgh Fkh] LVsfM;e esa vk;s gq, nwljs
dWkyst ds Nk=&Nk=k;sa nkSM+ jgs Fks&
xk;=h dk vfHkuanu djusA

/kkSaduh dh rjg xk;=h dk lhuk Qwy
jgk Fkk A Vi~ Vi~ & iwjs cnu ls ikuh pw
jgk Fkk] cky ds Åij yky dsi Hkhaxh
Fkh] vka[ks xhyh FkhA esgur ls] mRrstuk
ls MckMck vk;h Fkh] ekjs [kq”kh ds gksBksa
ls ,d “kCn Hkh ugha QwV jgk FkkA

ml {k.k fgj.kha tSlh vka[kksa ds lkeus

,d /kqa/kyh rLojh rSj jgh Fkh] tSls ikuh

yxs “kh”ks esa psgjk mrjrk gS----] >qfjZ;ksa ls

Hkjs lQsn cky vkSj lQsn HkkSa okyk psgjk

nn~nk---- mldk vIiqiu---- vka[ks Hkhp dj

gal jgs gSa---



Readers’ Club Bulletin February 2013/5

¼Øe”k%½

jkedVksjk] okjk.klh ¼m-iz-½

ukjk;.ku us vius gkFk c<+k;s] xk;=h

muls fyiV x;h] muds lhus esa eqag Nqikdj

mls ml fnu dh ;kn vk x;h tc bl

dgkuh dk vkjaHk gqvk FkkA

^vksg nn~nk & esjk gkFk Fkke yks]

vksgA* Ng lky dh cPph xk;=h unh esa

Mqcdh yxk jgh Fkh] gkFk&iSj ekjrs&ekjrs

fdlh rjg mlus nn~nk dks vkokt nh]

ijarq ukjk;.ku Vl ls el ugh gq, A

paik unh ds fdukjs feV~Vh esas iSjksa dks

tekdj [kM+s Fks fu”py] dsoy mudh

vka[ks viuh iksrh ij Vhdh gqbZ Fkh A gksys
gksys ygjksa dks phj dj uUgha lh xk;=h
vkxs c<+ jgh Fkh] ph[kus ds fy, Hkh
mlesa ne ugha Fkk] og lgeh gqbZ FkhA

^vksg nn~nk & tjk gkFk Fkke yksA*

ukjk;.ku fu’iyd ns[krs jgs A vkt
iksrh dks rSjkuk lh[kkuk gh gS A

;gh Fkk mldk igyk fnu A

rSjkdh dk igyk ikB A
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Jadumani was a famous poet and narrator
of the Oriya Riti Yuga literature. He was
born in the year 1781 at Alhagara village
in Ganjam District. However, he left his
birth place during his adolescence and
resided permanently at ltamati village in
Nayagarh District. His descendants are
still residing in Itamati village. He was
popularly known as an extraordinarily
talented poet, intellectual and orator

Vegetables
Gayatri Mishra

instead of   merely as an ordinary
carpenter.  He was able to acquire in-
depth knowledge in Oriya and Sanskrit
languages.

Through jokes, humorous pieces,
satire and ridicule, he used to face the
truth and unmask dishonesty,
illegitimacy and untruthfulness. King, the
common mass and the courtiers-
everybody was carried away by his jokes
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161-M, Aram Bagh
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and humours. Nobody ever dared to argue

with him. Very cleverly he could avoid

others and avow/declare the actual truth.

Many of his humourous poetic

exclamations are used as idioms in day-

to-day activities even today.

One day there was no vegetable in the

house of Jadumani. In spite of  being

repeatedly reminded by his wife, the

absent- minded Jadumani had not

brought any vegetable. The fact was that

he had no money to buy vegetables.

Hence, his wife cooked some bamboo

sprout. Jadumani, without uttering a

single word, ate that and set off  for the

royal court. He headed towards the

queen’s palace after uttering some jokes

and humourous pieces in the court. The

queen warmly greeted him and inquired

about his wellbeing. Jadumani narrated

some stories from the Mahabharata and

sang some bhakti, songs to her. While

serving him the lunch,  the queen

suddenly asked, “What curry has been

cooked in your house?”

Jadumani was in an awkward position.

‘How  could he say that bamboo sprout

has been cooked in his house?’ He felt

shy. It was Shree Ram Chandra’s birthday

that day and the queen  loved to hear

stories on Shree Ram’s life. So he sang-

“Cap on his head since childhood,

mesmerised the Gopis in the Krishna

Incarnation,

killed Ravana in the Rama

Incarnation,

This is the curry today my wife had

cooked.”

Jadumani had thought that the queen

would not think anything and only listen

about Shree Rama. But the intelligent

queen  was able to guess what Jadumani

had said. Due to poverty, bamboo sprout

had been cooked in his house. Bamboo

sprout has a cap upon it. With the flute

made of bamboo,  Shri Krishna seduced

the Gopis. With the arrow made out of

bamboo, Shree Rama killed Ravana. The

queen praised the poet’s honesty as also

the way in which he had put his financial

condition into words. The queen

immediately sent bags of fresh

vegetables to Jadumani’s place.
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tknqbZ vke
#fp flag

cgqr igys dh ckr gSA usiky ds
lxjekFkk vapy ds xkao fljgk ds cxhps
esa ,d cM+s ls vke ds isM+ dh lcls mij
dh Mkyh esa ,d vke Qyk A og vke
vkSj vke tSlk lk/kkj.k ugha Fkk A og tknw
dk vuks[kk vke Fkk A isM+ ds lcls Åaph
Vguh ls og vke cgqr dqN ns[krkA nwj&nwj
rd QSys igkM+] xkao] unh] lc ns[krk A

,d fnu tknw ds vke us lkspk]Þvc eSa
bl isM+ ls mr:axkA csfQØ gksdj dgha

Hkh ?kweawxk A tknw dk vke bruk Hkkjh Fkk
fd vius vki isM+ ls ugh mrj ldk A
,d fnu cgqr rst dh vka/kh vk;hA vke
dk isM+ rst vka/kh ls dHkh nk,a rks dHkh
ck,a Mksyus yxk A vpkud tknw dk vke
isM+ ls tehu ij fxj iM+k A tknw ds vke
dks dgha ls Hkh pksV&iVd ugh yxh A
dqN nsj rd tknqbZ vke ?kkl ij yksV&iksV
djrk jgk A  ?kkl ij yksV&iksV djrs
gq, tknqbZ vke dks cgqr etk vk;k A
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#fp flag] ch 3,@340 tudiqjh
ubZ fnYyh&110058

vke us lkspk] ÞeSa isM+ ls uhps vk x;k !
vc eSa iwjk usiky ?kweus tkÅaxk Aß

tknw ds vke dk iSj ugh Fkk ! og
yq<+d dj tkus yxk A tknqbZ vke igkM+
ls yq<+drs gq, xkao dh vksj tkus yxk A
xkao ds utnhd tknqbZ vke dh eqykdkr
,d canj ls gqbZ A canj us dgk& Þ,s vke
#d&#dA eSa rq>s [kkÅaxk A canj dh ckr
lqu dj tknqbZ vke galus yxk A
galrs&galrs vke xkuk xkus yxk A

ÞeSa gwa tknw dk vke] eSa gwa tknw dk
vke] rqe eq>s idM+ ugh ldrs]

 eSa iwjk usiky yq<+drs&yq<+drs ?kqeawxk]

eSa gwa tknw dk vke] eSa gwa tknw dk
vkeAß

bruk dgdj tkn w dk vke
tYnh&tYnh yq<+drs gq, vkxs c<+us yxk!
canj Hkh vke ds ihNs&ihNs nkSM+us yxk A
jkLrs esa ,d NksVs ls yM+ds us vke dks
yq<+drs gq, ns[kk rks mlus Hkh dgk& Þ,s
vke #d&#d] eSa rq>s [kkÅaxk A ^^tknqbZ
vke us mls Hkh ogh xhr lquk fn;k A ÞeSa
gwa tknw dk vke] eSa gwa tknw dk vke] rqe
eq>s idM+ ugh ldrs] eSa iwjk usiky
yq<+drs&yq<+drs ?kqeawxk]  eSa gwa tknw dk
vke] eSa gwa tknw dk vkeAß

caanj ds lkFk&LkkFk NksVk yM+dk Hkh
vke ds ihNs nkSM+us yxk A

vke yq<+drs&yq<+drs ,d [ksr esa
igqapkA [ksr ij dke dj jgh vkSjrksa us

Hkh vke dks :dus ds fy, dgkA vc rks

vke ds ihNs lHkh nkSM+us yxs A vc tknw

dk vke Nqius ds fy, txg ns[kus yxkA

vke us yach&yach ?kkl nss[kh A mlh

?kkl eas tknw dk vke Nqi x;k A canj]

yM+dk] vkSjr vke dks [kkst ugha lds

vkSj okil ykSV x,A tknw dk vke

yq<+drs gq, cgqr Fkd x;k Fkk A ?kkl

ds vanj gh lks x;kA  tc tknw dk vke

lksdj mBk rks /kwi f[ky jgh Fkh A /kwi

dh xehZ tknw ds vke dks cgqr vPNh

yxh A tknw ds vke us lkspk&vc eSa

dqN fnu ;gha jgwaxk A

dkQh fnuksa ds ckn tknw ds vke ls

gjs&gjs iRrs vkSj Mkyh fudyus yxs A

vc tknw dk vke ,d isM+ cuus dh rS;kjh

eas Fkk A mlus yq<+duk NksM+ fn;k A

usiky ?kweus dh bPNk Hkh NksM+ nh A dqN

lky ds ckn tknw dk vke ,d cM+s vke

ds isM+ esa cny x;k A fQj tknw ds vke

tSlk gh laqnj vkSj ehBk vke ml isM+ ij

Qyus yxk A yksx pko ls ml isM+ dk

vke [kkus yxs A tknqbZ vke isM+ ds uhps

nck gqvk lc ns[krk vkSj eqLdjkrk A
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,d Fkk ^cnyw izlkn* A ,d fnu oks leqnz
ds Åij ?kwe jgk Fkk A ?kwers&?kwers leqnz
esa mNydwn dj jgh ygjksa dks fxu jgk
Fkk & ß,d ygj] nks ygj] rhu ygj]
pkj ygj] ikapAß rHkh mlds dkuksa esa nwj

ckny cnyw izlkn
izrqy of'k"B

dgha ls ,d vkokt vkbZ&Þcnyw izlkn]
tYnh vkvksAß

cnyw izlkn fxurh fxuuk Hkwy x;kA
mlus b/kj ns[kk] m/kj ns[kk A mls u
b/kj dksbZ fn[kk] vkSj u gh mls m/kj
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dksbZ fn[kk A cnyw fQj ls ygjksa dks
fxuus esa yx x;k & ^^,d ygj] nks
ygj] rhu ygj] nl ygj] mUuhl ygj]
chl ygjAß rHkh mlds dkuksa esa nwj dgha
ls fQj ,d vkokt vkbZ & Þcnyw izlkn]
tYnh vkvksßA

cnyw izlkn fxurh fxuuk fQj Hkwy
x;k A mlus b/kj ns[kk A m/kj ns[kk A
mls u b/kj dksbZ fn[kk] vkSj u gh mls
m/kj dksbZ fn[kk A cnyw fQj ls ygjksa
dks fxuus esa yx x;k A ysfdu ygj
fxuus esa mldk eu ughs yxk A cnyw us
lkspk&pydj ns[kk tk,] vkf[kj mls cqyk
dkSu jgk gS A

cnyw izlkn b/kj&m/kj ns[krs gq, vkxs
c<+k A mlus ns[kk& phafV;ksa dk ,d >qaM
cM+h esgur dj jgk gS A cnyw us phafV;ksa
ds  >qaM ds ikl tkdj iwNk&ÞphaVh&phaVh]
D;k rqeus eq>s vkokt nh\ß phafV;ksa us
Mjrs gq, dgk&Þugha] ugha] geus rqEgsa ugha
cqyk;k A ge u;k ?kj cuk jgh gSa A rqe
vkdj cjls rks gekjs ?kj esa ikuh Hkj
tk,xkA ge lc cg tk,xs Aß cnyw us
dgk & eq>s ekQ djuk Aß dgdj og
vkxs c<+ x;k A

vkxs mlus dqN eksj ukprs ns[ks A
cnyw us lkspk & bUgsa “kk;n esjh t:jr
ugha gksxh A ;g lksprs gq, og vkSj vkxs

c<+ x;k A vkxs mlus dqN esa<+d ns[ksA
esa<+d cnyw dks ns[kdj mNyus yxs A
cnyw us lkspk & bUgsa “kk;n esjh t:jr
gSA mlus rqjar esa<+dksa ls iwNk& esa<+d]
esa<+d] D;k rqeus eq>s vkokt nh\ß esa<+dksa
us VjZ&VjZ djuk “kq: dj fn;k A cnyw
izlkn  us lkspk& bUgsa “kk;n esjk vkuk
cqjk yxk gS rHkh ;s lHkh eq>s VjZ&VjZ
djds Hkxk jgs gSa A cnyw izlkn pqipki
ogka ls Hkh py fn;k A

vkxs cnyw dks dqN fdlku [ksrksa esa
dke djrs fn[kk;h fn;s A lHkh cnyw dks
ns[kdj cgqr [kq”k gq, A oks muds ikl
x;k vkSj cksyk&ÞD;k rqeus eq>s vkokt
nh\ß lHkh fdlkuksa us gYyk epk fn;k
&Þgka] gka] gka A geus gh rqEgsa cqyk;k gS A
gekjh Qlysa I;klh gSa A rqe gh mudh
I;kl cq>k ldrs gksAß

cnyw izlkn us tedj ckfj”k dh vkSj
fdlkuksa dks [kq”k dj fn;k A fdlkuksa ds
cPps ckfj”k esa [kwc ugk;s A dqN cPps
ckfj”k gksus ds ckn dkxt dh uko rSjkus
yxsA

cnyw izlkn ckfj”k djds okil tkus
yxk A tkrs&tkrs oks mu cPpksa dh uko
ns[krk tk jgk Fkk A

cnyw us igyh uko ns[kh tks ikuh eas
rSjrh tk jgh Fkh A

cnyw us nwljh uko ns[kh tks FkksM+h nwj
rSj dj Mwc xbZ A



12@Qjojh 2013 ikBd eap cqysfVu

244@10] Ldwy CykWd] xyh&3 e.Mkoyh
fnYyh&110092

cnyw us rhljh uko ns[kh tks rSjrs&rSjrs
,d txg vVd xbZ FkhA cnyw us tSls gh
pkSFkh uko ns[kh rHkh mlds dkuksa esa nwj
ls fQj ,d vkokt vkbZ& Þcnyw izlkn]
tYnh vkvksAß

cnyw izlkn ogha fBBd x;k A dkxt
dh ukoksa dks ns[kuk NksM+dj og vkokt
dh fn”kk esa c<+ pyk A vkxs mls ,d
jkgxhj tkrk fn[kkbZ fn;k A cnyw us
jkgxhj ls iwNk&ÞD;k rqeus eq>s
vkokt nh\ß jkgxhj us dgk &
Þugha & ugha] eSaus rqEgsa ugha cqyk;kA
esjk ?kj nwj gS] eq>s ?kj tYnh
igqapuk gS] rqe lkFk jgs rks eq>s
:duk iM+ tk,xk Aß

cnyw izlkn us dgk&ÞekQ djuk
HkkbZA eq>s dksbZ cqyk jgk gS ysfdu
eq>s irk ugha og dkSu gSA blfy,
vkils iwN jgk gwaAß dgdj cnyw
vkSj vkxs py fn;kA

vkxs cnyw dks ,d rkykc
fn[kkbZ fn;k A ftldk ikuh lw[k
dj cgqr FkksM+k jg x;k Fkk A
cnyw us /;ku ls ns[kk A ml
rkykc esa dqqN eNfy;ka rM+i jgh
Fkha vksj dqN dhpM+ esa fNius dh
dksf”k”k dj jgha Fkh A cnyw us
ogka tkdj iwNk&ÞD;k rqeus eq>s
vkokt nh\ß ,d eNyh us tku
yxkdj cksyk &Þgka] geus gh rqEgsa cqyk;k

gS A gekjk ifjokj fcuk ikuh ds ej jgk
gS A rqe gh gks tks gesa cpk ldrs gks Aß

;g lqudj cnyw us lw[ks rkykc ij
[kwc nsj rd ckfj”k dh A lHkh rM+irh
eNfy;ka rkykc ds Hkj tkus ls csgn
[kq”k gksdj b/kj&m/kj rSjus yxha A cnyw
izlkn ckfj”k djds cgqr irys gks x, A
rHkh tksj ls gok pyh vkSj os ml gok ds
lkFk&lkFk u tkus dgka mM+ x, A
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gksyh ;ksa cksyh
vCnqy efyd [kku

gksyh vkdj ge ls cksyh
mBdj cSBks yYyk
D;ksa djrs gks rqe gksyh ij
bruk gYyk&xqYyk

ydM+h ykrs pksjh& pksjh
jkgxhj dks vka[k fn[kkrs
dkV&dkV dj gjs isM+ dk
iy Hkj esa rqe BwaB cukrs

ysdj esjk uke idM+rs
“kSrkuh dk iYyk

dHkh fdlh dk lqanj eq[kM+k
dksyrkj ls djrs dkyk
dbZ ckj ukyh dk dhpM+
rqe us vkSjksa ij ns Mkyk

euekuh djrs jgrs rqe
gj ne [kqYye&[kqYyk

gksyh dk rqe #i fcxkM+ks
;g dqN vPNh ckr ugha gS
jax] vchj] xqyky mM+kvks
dguh rqe ls ckr ;gh gS

[kkvks vkSj f[kykvks lcdks
jcM+h vkSj jlxqYykA

jkeuxj&Hkokuhe.Mh
>kykokM+ ¼jkt-½ fiu&326502
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Friendship

Friendship, Friendship

it is a cute and beautiful ship

which takes us to an enjoyable trip

it never loses its tight grip

It mixes in our heart in one little dip

it makes us to fly to the mountain tip

it is the sweetest word to my pink lip

gift your friend with a flower of tulip.

Rain
That is the rain

from the black clouds' train
why should we strain

when it gets drain

Its diamond drops
help to grow crops

make joyful farmers hop
by coming from the tops.

Two Poems
K. Lasya Chandrika

lasyachandrika123@gmail.com
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One day Bakor Patel was on his way to
his firm. When he boarded the train at
the Dadar Station, he was followed by
another person. Patel took a seat. The
fellow also sat close to him. He had an
old turban on his head, a bead necklace
around his neck and on the forehead, he
had large kumkum tilak. The upper part
of his body was covered with a dirty

The Astrologer’s Prediction
Hari Prasad Vyas

piece of cloth, which had the word
‘Rama’ printed all over.

He stared at Patel and then suddenly
gave him a smile as if he knew Patel for
a long time, “Hello Shethji. How are
you?” he said. And he continued to smile
at him.

 Patel was surprised, for he did not
know the person. Since he had

From NBT's Treasure Trove
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addressed him, he replied, “I am Jiraf
Shankar Joshi. You must have heard my
name.”

Before Patel could say ‘yes’ or’no’,
Jiraf Joshi said, “Shethji, let me read
your palm.”

 Patel extended his hand towards
him. Jiraf Joshi started studying the lines
on his palm minutely.

Then he laughed and said, “Sethji, you
seem to be very fortunate. You are a well
to-do person. Should I tell you the truth?
Hope you don’t mind.”

Patel got interested in his talk. He
moved a little close towards Jiraf Joshi
and said, “Why should I feel offended?
Tell me what you want to. I have great
faith in astrologers like you”.

  The astrologer replied with a
chuckle, ‘Shethji, these days one rarely
comes across persons like you. There
are two calamities that are likely to
befall you.”

Patel was taken aback. He replied
promptly: “What? Is it so?

   The astrologer said, “You would be
faced with two calamities. One concerns
you, and the other your friend.”

Patel straightened up and said, “is that
so? Oh astrologer, why don’t you tell me
in a straight forward manner.”

“A friend of yours has borrowed a
large amount of money and  hasn’t paid
you the amount back.”

Interrupting the astrologer, Patel
said, “Yes it is true.”

The astrologer further said, “A
couple of days ago some one  in your
family had been taken ill. Is it true?”

Patel was surprised to hear all these.
He felt the man was a great astrologer.
It was a fact that a few days back Amatho
servant had been ill for some time.

Jiraf Joshi added, “Shethji, don’t take
ill of what I say. We astrologers are often
the targets of people’s anger but there
is no go. This profession is such that
when we tell the truth….”

Patel replied, “Dear astrologer, tell
me whatever you feel is true. I swear by
my throat. “

“Shethji, you should not swear in the
name of your life. May you have a long
life of hundred years.” Said the
astrologer as if he was shocked.

Bakor Patel said, “Don’t worry,
please let me know what you have to
say.”

Jiraf said, “I can see a threat to your
life through water. Since certain stars are
favourable so there is a way out.”

Pleased by what Jiraf told him, Patel
said, “Is it so? Indeed I am relieved.”
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Jiraf Joshi replied, “If I prove wrong
I am ready to face the consequences. To
avoid the threat you will have to perfrom
a ritual. The threat is quite serious.”

Patel said, “It is true sir, but what is
the remedy?”

Jiraf said, “Oh! every disease has its
cure. I have a solution to all such
problems. You will have to get one
thousand one Japas performed.”

Patel said, “Is that all? I don’t mind
it.”

The astrologer took out the almanac
from his pocket, opened it and then
started counting something on his
fingers. Dhan, maker, kumbh,…Look at
the birth chart. Please put a rupee and a
quarter in one of the squares.” Saying so
he placed the book in Patel’s hand and
showed him the chart.

Initially Patel thought for a while and
then took out the amount from his pocket
and placed it on one of the square, with
his eyes closed.

“It is all right.  The astrologer lifted
the money and put it into his pocket. Then
addressing Patel he said, “One item is
over. Now one more remains to be done.”
Saying so the astrologer brought our a
large idol from a bundle that was lying
close to him and placed it in Patel’s hand.

Patel turned toe idol from one side
on to other and asked “What is it?”

Jiraf Joshi
replied, “This is
the remedy to
your threat.”

Patel inquired,
“How is this to be
used?”

Jiraf said,
“Listen to what I
say. Place this
idol in water and
worship it for
fifteen days. On the sixteenth day I will
visit your house. Then I will perfrom the
puja with the  necessary rituals and
Japas.” He further added, “Then all your
problems will be solved.”

Patel heaved a sigh of relief and said,
“All right Maharaj.”

Jiraf Joshi then took out a piece of
paper from his pocket and said, “Patel,
write your address on this. I will
definitely visit your place after fifteen
days.”

Patel wrote down his address and
gave it to him.

Patel got down from the train as he
reached his station. He bowed to Jiraf
Joshi with folded hands and said, “Ok,
then sir, please keep your promise.”

Jiraf said, “ Ok Shethji, Don’t be
worried. Leave all your problems to me.”
Bakor Patel reached his firm but his
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mind was time and again drawn to that
astrologer’s talk. He placed the idol on
the table and for some time continued
to stare at it. The idol was fine and well
moulded. It had a large forehead. Patel
continued to watch the forehead for
some time.

He failed to concentrate in his work.
That day he eagerly awaited evening. In
the evening Patel got ready and reached
home by train .

The moment he reached home, he
rushed to Smt Patel even without

changing his clothes. He exclaimed,
“Look here dear, I have brought
something new.”

Smt Patel emerged from the kitchen
drying up her hands and said, “What a
surprise! You have rushed to the kitchen
with your shoes on!.....

Bakor Patel said, “I simply forgot…
but look here.”

Smt Patel took the idol in her hand
and said, “Oh, This is an old idol. Where
did you bring it from?”

Illustration from the original text.
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Patel then narrated to her the story
of the astrologer.

Having listened to the whole matter
Smt Patel said, “Didn’t I  tell you that
these days some misfortune will befall
you? Threat through water is something
extremely serious. Do you remember
Khoda Patel’s son? He was also
forewarned by some astrologers to keep
himself away form water, but he paid no
heed to it and was drowned.”

Bakor Patel said, “Oh, what is it so?
I will have to be cautious about it.”

Smt Patel asked him, “ Why is the
idol so dirty? Let me get it cleaned. ”

Then Bakor Patel said, “ That is true.
You should clean it properly. We shall
then worship it every day.”

Smt Patel got the idol cleaned. Then
she started rubbing it with a  piece of
cloth. Suddenly she said, “Oh dear, look
here! Something is engraved on the
forehead of the image.”

Bakor Patel took the idol. He put on
his specs and minutely examined it. It
was true that something was engraved on
the forehead. “Break the forehead, earn
a fortune.”

Smt Patel said, “What’s written on
it?”

Bakor Patel read the words aloud,
“Break the forehead, earn a fortune.”

Smt. Patel was lost in thoughts. She
couldn’t make out anything.

Just then, Vaghjibhai Vakil from the
neighbourhood arrived there. Looking at
the idol in Patel’s hands he said, “Oh Patel
Saheb! What have you brought?”

Placing the idol in Vaghjibhai’s hand,
Patel narrated the whole story. Bakor
Patel said, “Vaghjibhai, there is
something engraved on the forehead
which I don’t understand.”

Vaghjibhai also tried to read the
writing, “Break the forehead, earn a
forutune.”

Patel asked him eagerly, “Vaghjibhai
can you make out anything?”

Vaghjibhai was puzzled for a while,
then suddenly said, “Yes, yes, I got it!”

Bakor Patel said, “What?”
Vaghjibhai replied, “The term ‘Bhal’

means forehead; and it has to be split
open.”

On hearing this, Smt Patel broke into
laughter. She said, “What is this? The idol
is an antidote for the threat and you are
talking of breaking its forehead. What
an absurd thing to say?”

Bakor Patel  laughed and then again
became serious and said, “Vaghjibhai,
“Don’t you thik it means something
else?”

Vaghibhai pondered over the matter
and then made a reply, “Breaking the
forehead” means that we have to split it.
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It means one has to apply one’s brain,
one should use one’s intelligence.”

Bakor Patel said, "Yes, yes it must
be so.”

Smt Patel spoke, “ This has some
valid point in it. If some one uses one’s
brain, one can be prosperous. It is true.
After all forehead is the most important
thing."

Vaghjibhai said, “It means nothing but
this, 'Apply your brain.' It includes
everything. This idol also warns that one
who is cautious never lands himself in
trouble. Such a person is bound to be
fortunate.”

That was all. The sentence on the idol
was interpreted. Both Bakor Patel and
Smt Patel were free from all worries

now. Smt Patel started worshiping the
idol with more care than Patel.

Fifteen days passed.

On the sixteenth day, early in the
morning a stranger arrived at Patel’s
bungalow. He stood in the front yard and
called out “ Sheth, O Sheth.”

Bakor Patel came out and asked,
“What you do want?”

The stranger said, “ Are you
Bakorbahai?”

Bakor Patel said, “Yes I am.”

He then saluted Bakor Patel and
said, “ Sheth, do you remember you met
our guru?”

Bakor Patel said, “ Which Guru?”

Illustration from the original text.
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He said, “ Have you forgotten him?
Jiraf Joshi…"

Patel said, “Yes, yes, please come in.
He had promised to come today. Please
come in.”

The fellow entered the bungalow and
sat on a chair. Then with serious look on
his face, he said “ Sheth, our guru passed
away…” Saying so he started weeping.

Patel was shocked. He almost stood
up in surprise.

The stranger wiping the tears from
his eyes said, “ Yes Sheth.”

Bakor Patel remained silent for a
while and then said., "It is indeed sad!”
“What’s your name?” The fellow replied,
“ I am Jibha Joshi.”

Bakor Patel asked, “ Did your guru
convey anything to you?”

Jibha Joshi said, “ He has explained
to me every detail about the Japas and
rituals to be performed. If you permit
me I may begin it.”

Bakor Patel said, “ Why should I have
any objection to it? Tell me what you
need for it?”

Jibha Joshi said, “ I don’t need
anything. I have brought everything with
me. Do you have any spare room with
complete silence.”

Patel replied, “Yes, why not?”
Jibha Joshi said, “ That is fine, I will

close the door and perform the Japas
there. Have you performed the puja
well?”

Bakor Patel said, “ Yes, we did that.”
Jibha Joshi said, “ Please hand over

the idol to me. I’ll start my work and
Sheth, you will  have to do one more
thing.”

Patel asked, “ Say it without any
hesitation.” Jibha Joshi said, “ I would
start Japas in the room with closed door
and there should not be any disturbance.
See to it that nobody either enters the
room or stands near the door. Can you
manage all this? I request you with
folded hands.”

Bakor Patel said, “ It will be done. I
will ask every one not to come close to
your room.”

Then Bakor Patel got the room
cleaned and also handed over the idol to
Jibha Joshi.

Jibha behind the closed door began
the Japas. Patel then went to his drawing
room and started reading newspaper in
a relaxed mood.

Right from the beginning, servant
Amatho was listening to all these. As
soon as Jibha had entered the room,
Amatho had  become restless. He could
not contain himself. Finding an
opportunity,  he stealthily stood close
to the door. He peeped into the room
through a crack. He could clearly see
Jibha Joshi’s activities. After a while he
became more and more restless. He was
gripped by a strange feeling. He rushed
to Bakor Patel and brought him there.
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Bakor Patel also tiptoed to the door
and observed the activities of Jibha
Joshi.

He was really surprised.

Jibha Joshi took the idol in the hand.
He observed it minutely and then after
applying some force he started rotating
a part of the forehead. Wow, the forehead
had threads on it. As he rotated the top,
it came apart and the rest of the idol
appeared hollow from within. Jibha put
his hand into the hollow part and took
out a number of diamonds, rubies and
pearl necklaces.

Patel was stunned to see all these.
He thought to himself, “Oh how is it that
this didn’t strike me. For it was written
in clear words on the image, ‘Break
forehead and earn a fortune’.”  It is a fact
that he broke open the forehead and took
out the jewelry and he has proved
himself lucky.

Jibha minutely observed all the
jewelry and then put all things in the
hollow again. He then tightened toe top
of the forehead. Then with closed eyes,
he started mumbling some thing.

Patel rushed to Patalani and
described to her the whole matter with a
lot of excitement.

Then  they eagerly awaited for Jibha
to come out.

After an hour and a half Jibha came
out of the room. He was holding the idol
in his hand. Bakor Patel as if he knew
nothing asked him,  “Is it over.”

Jibha said, “ Yes sir.”

Bakor Patel said, “Why are you
taking away this idol? Your Guru had
asked me to retain it.”

As if taken aback Jibha said, “Did he
ask you to keep it?  Impossible! This idol
is full of magic powers. This I have to
carry with me.”

Bakor Patel said, “I won’t part with
it. Your Guru asked me to keep it.”

 Jibha said, “How can that be? I will
have to take it with me."

Bakor Patel replied, “Whatever it
may be. Take twenty five rupees.” Saying
so he offered him the amount.

Placing his hands on his ears, Jibha
Joshi said, “Twenty five rupees! You can
befool somebody else, not me. I offer
you Rs. 200. Do you agree to it?”

Patel said, “I don’t want to listen to
anything. Alright take rupees three
hundred.”

Jibha Joshi was equally clever. He
said, “Why don’t you take rupees one
thousand and give the idol to me?

Bakor Patel was drawn into a sense
of competition.  He saw before his eyes
those diamonds, pearls and rubies. He
said, “I offer you one thousand and five
hundred.” Jibha Joshi said, “I offer you
one thousand seven hundred fifty.
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Bakor Patel said, “I say, take rupees
two thousand.”

Jibha Joshi laughed and said, “I am
no match for you. You are a rich person.
However, I am bound by my Guruji’s
words. So there is no go. Ok, give me
two thousand rupees and this idol is
yours.”

Patel gave him the amount without
any delay. Jibha Joshi tied the money in
a bundle and went away bidding him

goodbye. Now Smt Patel, Amatho and
Patel were left alone. Smt. Patel closed
the door and then said, “Ok now open
the idol. Make no delay or somebody
else will arrive.”

Patel unscrewed the forehead of the
idol. Soon it opened. They could see the
hollow part of the image. Patel upturned
the idol and there came  out from it
different kinds of jewelry: pearl
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necklaces, diamonds, rubies, etc. Patel’s
joy knew no bound. He started to jump

around.

Smt Patel said, “ How much would

all the jewelry come to?”

Patel’s mouth watered and he said
“Please don’t ask…”

Smt Patel was also extremely

pleased. She said, “Just say the

approximate price.”

Patel replied “We would know if we

consult a jeweler.”

Smt Patel said, “That’s all right. You

should do that. Ask him the exact price
of this pearl necklace. Don’t take

everything with you today.”

Patel said,  “Why.”

Smt Patel said, “Why don’t you

realize people would suspect us?

Patel laughed and said, “Come come,

who do you think I am! Patel has a lot of
credit”.

Smt Patel said, “Don’t show off. Do

one thing, show one part of the jewelry

to one jeweler and the rest of it to

another one.” Patel said, “Ok I will do

so meanwhile you prepare meals. I will
take a round to the jewelry market and

come back. Then I will go the firm. I will

give the office a ring and inform them

that I will reach a little late.” (From Stories of Bakor Patel)

After taking meals, Patel went to the

jewelry bazaar.

It  took him almost four hours. When

he returned home his face had lost its

luster.

Smt Patel was shocked to see that.

She rushed towards him and said, “Why

have you come back so early? What

happened?”

Patel collapsed on the divan. He

struck his forehead and said, “ My lord,

what should I say?”

Patalani’s heart beats increased and

she asked, “Why don’t you tell me what

happened?”

Patel said, “What should I say? All

the jewelry was imitation. It wasn’t

genuine. They say, it won’t fetch even

rupees fifty……”

Smt Patel was shocked and she

exclaimed, “What!”

Patel said, “Yes, and your pearl

necklace wouldn’t touch even a rupee.

Patel could only say, “Yes, everything

is false. Oh lord, I am done with!”

Patel wept bitterly. Patalani tried to

find ways of consoling him.
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Siddharth’s parents had decided to

arrange a grand tea party on his

11th birthday. So they drew up a

Gifts-in-Transit
A C Tuli

list of their son’s friends whom he

wanted to invite on this occasion.

Bes ides ,  t hey  a l so  dec ided  to
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invi te  the i r  c lose  re la t ives    to

share their happiness.

All arrangements for the tea party

were made to the entire satisfaction of

Siddharth’s parents.

His mother, assisted by their

domestic help Sheela, was bustling about

to ensure that everything was okay

before the party began. His father was

ringing up the confectioner with whom

the family had placed their order for

Siddharth’s birthday cake.

The first guest to turn up at their

house was Vikrant, their son’s best

friend. Vikrant came accompanied by his

mother. Both of them wished Siddharth

many happy returns of the day and then

handed him his birthday gift, packed in a

cardboard box that was wrapped in a

yellow translucent paper. Shortly

afterwards, more school friends of

Siddharth walked in. The attractively

packed gifts and bouquets that they had

brought for Siddharth were deposited on

a side-table. Siddharth’s uncles and aunts

also dropped in to shower their blessings

on him and wish him a long life. They

too had brought gifts for him.

When the party was over and all the

guests had departed, Sheela set about

washing and cleaning up in the kitchen.

It was now quite late in the evening, and

Siddharth’s parents were feeling

somewhat tired and wanted to rest for a

while. Suddenly, Siddharth heard his

mother asking him if he would like to

see his birthday gifts now or in the

morning.

“Mama,”  replied Siddharth, “I think

I better see these gifts now, otherwise

I’ll go to bed thinking of all these packs

and wondering what each one of them

contained.”

While his mother set about removing

the wraps from the cardboard boxes, his

father sat down on the sofa to give his

tired limbs some rest. The first pack that

was opened contained a wristwatch. The

second, surprisingly, also carried a

wristwatch. The third pack that was

slightly bigger than the other two

promised to break the monotony of

wristwatches. And it did indeed - it was

an alarm clock! When the fourth pack,

larger than the previous three, was torn

open, all of them were a little startled,

for this time it was a wall-clock.

Siddharth had not yet taken his eyes off

it when his mother, tearing open another

oblong pack, said with a note of
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disappointment in her voice, “Oh, it’s a

timepiece fixed in a pen-stand.”

When all the packs had been

opened, they took stock of the final

tally-wristwatches three, alarm clocks

three and wall clocks four, apart from

the timepiece embedded in the pen

stand. Siddharth’s father wondered

what zany impulse it was that had

inspired their guests to plump for

watches, clocks and timepieces as gift

for their son. Was it some kind of joke

on their part to jointly convey to

Siddharth the age-old truth that time

is a precious commodity and,

therefore, it should not be wasted? But

on second thoughts, it seemed to him

rather foolish and farfetched to think

that there was any kind of considered

plan behind these gifts. Their guests

had come from different parts of the

city, and most of them were unknown

to each other.

“What shall we do with all these

wristwatches, alarm clocks and wall

clocks?” Siddharth’s father wondered

aloud. “We have already enough of them

in the house. Obviously, we’ll have to

keep all these gifts dumped in some

cupboard.”

Siddharth’s mother, however, had

already decided how these gifts were to

be used. So she said, “ I think these gifts

can be gifted away again.”

“Gifts can be gifted away again?

What do you mean by that?” asked her

husband sharply, for he had not followed

this riddle.

“The sensible thing to do is to give

these gifts, of course under fresh

wrappings, to friends and relatives as and

when an occasion arises for doing so,”

she replied.

“But shouldn’t a gift that you receive

on a particular occasion from someone

as a token of his or her affection for you

be cherished as a gift? It’s after all a sort

of memento,” protested her husband.

“No need to be sentimental about it,”

she said, with an impatient wave of her

hand. “If you receive, say, a dozen

fountain pens or a dozen table-lamps as

gifts from your friends on your birthday,

will you be able to use all of them? Of

course you won’t. So, what should one

do with a superfluity of gifts of one

particular kind?

“The other day when we met at a kitty

party, Mrs  Kappor  said, giving and

taking of gifts has nowadays become a



28@Qjojh 2013 ikBd eap cqysfVu

dull, mechanical routine in our life. In

fact, I call the gifts I receive from

friends and relatives on my children’s

birthdays and some other occasions as

gifts-in-transit. They come, stay with me

for a while, and then find their way to

other homes.’ So, like Mrs Kappor, we

too should regard these gifts as gifts-in-

transit.”

However, in this matter Siddharth’s

father thought in a different way. “A

gift,” he said emphatically, “was a gift

and, therefore, ought to be cherished for

its sentimental associations.” But then,

suddenly, a thought struck his mind.

‘Why had they all this while not asked

Siddharth what he wanted to do with all

these wristwatches, alarm clocks and
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wall-clocks? After all, these gifts were

meant for him.’ When they put this

question to Siddharth, the boy thought

over it for a while, and then said, “Well,

dad, you have rightly said we don’t need

all those alarm clocks and wall-clocks,

since we have already enough of them

in our home. My study table has one

beautiful wall clock in it. There is also

an alarm clock on my study-table.

Besides, I have two wristwatches- one

given by you and the other by grandpa

on my last birthday. So I don’t need even

wristwatches now.”

“Yes, that’s why we’re asking you

what you propose to do with these

gifts,” said his mother. “Mama, I think

we should give one wall-clock to Sheela,

our jharoo - pochawali.” He replied.

“She is so poor that she can’t afford a

wall clock for her house. Then, she has

a school-going son almost my age. Why

shouldn’t we give her one wristwatch for

her son? He’ll be so happy to receive this

gift from us. So mama, please give

Sheela these two things when she comes

out of the kitchen after finishing her

chores. Besides, Ram Lal, the mali who

looks after our plants, is also very poor.

The other day I heard him say that his

daughter was nowadays working hard for

her matriculation examinations. We can

give him one alarm clock and one

wristwatch for his daughter. She really

needs them. Similarly, the chowkidar of

our locality has a school-going son, he

also deserves to be given one of these

wall-clocks for his house.”

Siddharth’s father was surprised, for

he had no inkling that his son nursed

such generous feelings for the poor. But

he also felt a little ashamed of himself,

as he wondered why this thought had not

struck his mind in the first instance-the

thought that gifts acquire added value

when these are given to the needy.

To Siddharth’s mother, it was also

something in the nature of a revelation -

and also a lesson- that her son was so

generous towards the poor. In fact, she

was now no longer inclined to follow her

kitty friend Mrs Kapoor’s clever advice

about recycling gifts under fresh

wrappings if one did not need them for

oneself.
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mYyw D;ksa cukrs gks th!
fnfod jes”k

xqLlk vk tkrk gS rks ge
dV~Vh lcls dj ysrs gSa
ugha jgk tkrk gS rks ge
vCck Hkh >V dj ysrs gSa

dV~Vh djrs gSa rks dSls
lHkh eukus gedks vkrs
vCck djrs gSa rks dSls
xksnh esa lc gesa mBkrs

“kksj djsa rks D;ksa eka dgrh
vkleku flj is u mBkvks
vkleku rks bruk Hkkjh
dkSu mBkrk ;g crykvks

ge dks NksVw NksVw dg dj
mYyw D;ksa cukrs gks th
vk tk,xk ckck dg dj
ge dks D;ksa Mjkrs gks thA

uks,Mk ¼m- iz-½
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Secret of Success
Varun Kumar

Rini  and Ankita were two sisters . Rini
was only one year older than Ankita.They
were students of the same class in the
school  and lived in the same locality.
Their parents loved both of them very
much and treated them equally.

The two sisters had similar taste for
all things. They never complained about
each other to their parents . They loved
each other very much.

However, while the younger sister
Ankita had many friends in the  school,

My Page
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Rini found it difficult to make

friendship. The teachers too showered

praise on Ankita and hardly ever paid

attention to the elder sister, Rini.

On the Foundation Day of the

Society in which they lived, Ankita was

declared  the best and most popular child.

It made Rini unhappy. She could not

understand in what way she was inferior

to Ankita. She also wondered why her

younger sister was more popular than

her.

One day she asked about this to their

mother: “ Mom! I try to be as friendly

to everyone as Ankita is but our

neighbours as well as children of the

society have chosen her as the most

popular girl . Why everyone likes

Ankita more than me?"

Her mother replied softly, “My dear

daughter you are so much talented but

Ankita has learnt certain ways of doing

things which have made her more

popular than you. She has imbibed the

qualities of good manner, obedience and

duty consciousness. Ankita is very

respectful and polite in her behaviour.

She always speaks with a smile on her

face. She never quarrels with any fellow

student and takes part in co-curricular

Bal Bharati Public School
Pitampura, Delhi

as well as sports activities. Because of

these good habits, everyone considers

her as a friend. People like extroverts

more than introverts.”

“Do you know why she is also so

popular with the teachers?” her mother

asked and continued, “There are so many

children in the school. The teachers are

attracted towards only those students

who have some special qualities.

Students having good qualities become

teacher’s pet.”

“What are the qualities which our

neighbours and teachers like in a

student?” Rini asked.

“I shall tell you some important

things which each child  should

remember: Always be neat and tidy.

You should clean your face and your

hands and feet should be properly

washed. Again, you should never reach

late in the school. One must take part

in sports and other activities in

addition to the curricular and co-

curricular activities. One should

always be ready to help the needy and

do whatever with sincerity.”
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iqLrd leh{kk

ukVd ,d fefJr dyk gS tks fofHkUu dykvksa
vkSj fofHkUu dykdkjksa ds lg;ksx ls vfLrRo
esa vkrk gSA izLrqrhdj.k bldh vkRek gSA
ukkVd nwljh fo/kkvksa dh rqyuk esa vf/kd
egRoiw.kZ gS D;ksafd tgka dfork] dgkuh] miU;kl
i<+rs gq, ckyd dk /;ku b/kj&m/kj tk ldrk
gS] ogha ukVd mls vius lkFk    cka/ks j[krk gSA
ukVd esa dgkuh dk izokg Hkh gS] dfork dk jl
HkhA ukVd ckyd dks fdz;k'khy cukrk gS]
mlesa mRlkg vkSj meax dk lapkj djrk gSA

bl iqLrd esa ladfyr ,dkafd;ksa us f'k{kk
dh l̀tukRed i}fr dks /;ku esa j[krs gq, izse]
eerk] Lusg dh L;kgh dk mi;ksx dj Hkfo";
dh fn'kk ryk'krs cpiu dks d+ye dk lgkjk
fn;k gSA ̂f'kokth egkjkt*] ̂eYgkj jko gksydj*]
^vuks[kh chch*] ̂tsBh ckbZ*] ̂ [ksek nsnk.kh* tSls
ik=ksa }kjk ns'k&izse dk lans'k fn;k gS rks ̂dgha
nsj u gks tk,*] ^eqagcksyh csVh*] ^balkQ dh
Mxj is* ,dkafd;ksa }kjk Hkkjr dh mTtoy
U;k; iz.kkyh ds n'kZu djk, gSaA ^HkkX;oku
dkSu\^ esa xq: efgek dk c[kku gS rks ̂vueksy
rksgQ+k* vkSj ̂dkSu thrk dkSu gkjk\^ esa /kkfeZd
lfg".kqrk] jk"Vªh; ,drk vkSj uSfrdrk ds
ghjs&eksrh HksaV fn, gSaA fQj lc ls c<+dj cky
lkfgR; ds izeq[k mn~nss'; ̂euksjatu* dh ǹf"V
ls ̂,d ds rhu*] ̂isV dk nnZ*] ̂cspkjk HksykukFk*
^xqy'ku ou dk fofp= tho* ds }kjk cpiu
dks vkokt+ nh gSA ekSykuk vktkn+ us ,d ckj

  bDdhl ,dkadh
MkW- ckuks ljrkt
v;u izdk'ku
#- 300@&

bDdhl ,dkadh

dgk Fkk% ̂ ^vkdk'k ij lw;Z ped jgk gSA ml
ls FkksM+h lh fdj.ksa eakx yks vkSj ;gka&ogka
jkS'kuh fc[ksj nks tgka&tgka va/ksjk iljk
gqvk gSA**




