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Festival of Reading

As part of NBT’s continuous effort to
promote reading habit and books in the
tribal areas, a Festival of Reading was
held from 29 March to 1 April 2013 at
Damanjodi (Koraput, Odisha) in
collaboration with National Aluminium
Company (NALCO), M&R Division. A
Seminar, a Women Poets’ Meet, a
Reading Session with eminent Hindi
Poet Shri Manglesh Dabral, a Literary
Conference and a 4-day exhibition of
books were held in this Festival.

The Festival was inaugurated by
Shri B.N. Mohanry, Executive Director,
NALCO, M&R Division on 29 March
evening. Lauding NBT’s effort for the
promotion of reading habit in remote
areas, Shri Mohanty hoped that such
endeavours will help in creating a book
reading society in the under-privileged
sector.

Dr. Chaganti Tulasi, eminent scholar
in Telugu and Odia chaired over the
seminar on the topic Amara Adivasi
Sanskruti 0 Ajira Sahitya. Shri Pravakar
Swain, Subash Chandra Mishra, Dr.
Narayan Panda, Bijay Upathyay, Rabi
Satpathy, Deepanwita Das among others
took part in the discussion.

The Women Poets’ Meet on 31
March was chaired by Dr. Prativa
Satpatty, eminent poet. Several noted
women poets from the state including
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Dr. Ranjita Nayak, Pravasini Mahakud,
SailabalaMahapatra, Paramita Satpathy,
Sujata Choudhury, Deepanwita Das,
Dr. Pritidhara Samal, Madhuri Panda
and Rajalaxami Sahu participated in the
meet. This was followed by a Literary
Conference the same evening.The next
day, Mangalesh Dabral, eminent poet in
Hindi and Executive Editor, The Public
Agenda, Dr. Paramananda Rajabanshi,
Vice- President, Asam Sahitya Sabha,
Dr. Krutibas Nayak and Sailabala
Mahapatra, eminent authors interacted
with children. Over 20 children recited
their poems on the occasion.

Several senior functionaries from
NALCO, M&R Division including
Shri Rabi Narayan Tripathy, GM,
Hemant Kumar Pal, DGM and R.S. Das,
DGM graced these events as chief
guests. Manas Ranjan Mahapatra, Editor,
NBT, Chandiprasad Rao, Convener,
Welfare Committee, NALCO and
AmeyaVikramanandan Bhuyan, poet and
activist coordinated this Festival.
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From NBT’s Treasure Trove

The Burning of the Khandava Forest
Santha Rangachary

i
—_'E.h

One day when the battle of Kurukshetra
was over, and Yudhishthira had been
installed as King of Hastinapura,
Krishna and Arjuna were sitting on the
banks of the Yamuna enjoying the cool
evening breeze. Life had been peaceful
since the battle ended — too peaceful
for their liking. They enjoyed adventure
and excitement.

Asthey sat gossiping about the new
ministers and statesmen at the court,
they saw a tall man, who looked noble
but sick and troubled, coming towards
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them. He walked as if each step was a
strain. He came near and said piteously:
“ Food, give me food. | am famished.”

Krishna and Arjuna, speaking with
one voice, said: “We shall immediately
arrange for you to be fed to your heart’s
content. Sit down and rest while we
order food.” People were very hospitable
in those days.

But the stranger shook his head and
said: “| do not want ordinary food. | want
crunchy, mouth-filling food. Can’t you
recognize me? | amAgni.”

e Ha golfesd



Krishna and Arjuna looked closer
and saw that it was indeed the Fire God
who had changed so much that they had
failed to recognize him. They saluted
him respectfully and seating him
comfortably enquired about hiswelfare.

Had he been ill recently? What
specia food would he like? Even if it
was rare and difficult to obtain, it would
be brought and cooked as he wanted.

“Thereisno need to make anything,”
said Agni weskly. “My specia dinner has
aready been prepared.”

“Whereisit ? What isit?
“It isthe Khandavaforest.”

“You mean it is in the Khandava
forest.”

“No, itisthe Khandavaforest itself.”

“What?”
astoni shment.

“You want to eat aforest?”

“Yes,” replied Agni. “I shall tell you
why. Have you heard of King Swetaki?’

“Yes,” saidArjuna. “Isn’'t hetheKing
who has acquired such fame and renown
because of his religious ceremonies and
sacrifices?’

asked Krishna with

“Yes,” agreed Agni gloomily. “One
day Swetaki undoubtedly will go to
heaven. But while he is still on earth,
not aBrahminin hiskingdom will speak
to him.”
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“Why?" asked Arjuna.

“They have become almost blind in
hisservice”, explained Agni. “What else
would you expect if you sat before a
smoking fire and recited Vedic hymns
day after day, month after month? | was
not responsible for the smoke. After
every kind of dry wood in the country
had been exhausted, they tried to feed
me with green branches. Hence the
smoke. It got into the eyes and throats
of those poor Brahmins. The result was
that the King had to send for priests
from aneighboring kingdom to officiate
a his last ceremony.”

“Do you mean that these religious
ceremonies have been going on for a
long time?’ asked Arjuna, avoiding
Krishna's eye in case they should both
burst out laughing.

“Years,” said Agni wearily. “No
sooner did King Swetaki end one
ceremony than he began another. He
performed the five great sacrifices
which all Kshatriya kings are expected
to perform. Then he undertook another
ceremony to give gifts to a thousand
Brahmins. This was followed by yet
another to please the gods so that the
women and children in his kingdom
would be happy and healthy”.

“That does seem excessive even for
avirtuousking”, said Krishna gravely.

“Look what it has doneto me!” said
Agni sighing. “See my condition! You
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could not even recognize me when |
came. For years | have been only fed
ghee which has been poured on me in
barrelfuls during these endless
ceremonies. Just think what it must be
like to eat nothing but ghee for so many
years! Look at my complexion. Where
is the sheen, the glow, the radiance that
was the envy even of women? | am
famished for healthy, nourishing food.
| feel listless and weak.”

“Is that why you want to eat the
Khandavaforest?’

“Yes, that is one reason. The
Khandavaforest has everything | crave:
dry trees which will crackle in my
mouth, green, juicy plants, shrubs and
vines whose sap | can lick with one of
my many tongues, animals whose fat
will taste like nectar to me.”

“You said this was one reason,”
Arjuna said hastily. “Is there another?’

“Yes,” replied Agni, turning away his
thoughts with an effort from the idea of
food. “The Khandavaforest has become
one of the outposts of the empire of
Indra, the King of the gods of space. |
have never understood why Indra, who
wields so much power and has at his
command innumerable gods, should
suffer from a sense of insecurity. He is
always on the lookout for possible
rebels and usurpers, both on earth and
in heaven. He seesenemiesaround every
corner.”
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“So Indra has got friends and
watchdogs in the Khandava forest?’
asked Krishna

“Yes, and guesswho istheir |eader?
Takshaka.”

“What!” exclaimed Arjuna. “Does
the King of serpents descend to the level
of aspy and an informer?’

“He himself does not,” said Agni. “
| have no quarrel with him. We go our
separate ways. But his army of snakes
in the forest does not have as keen a
sense of justice as he has. Moreover,
there is a strange collection of fiends,
demons, devils, monsters and unclean
spirits. There are vampires, gnomes,
dwarfs, giants and cannibals. There are
curious-looking birds, savage beastsand
ferocious brutes. People are afraid to
go out after sunset because wild
animals carry away their young. And
throughout the night, such weird noises
are heard from the depths of the forest
that even grown-up men and women lie
awake trembling. Something has to be
done. The forest has to go.”

“Do you really think you can
consume this huge forest?” Arjuna asked
doubtfully.

“Yes,” saidAgni licking hislips, “ but
| need help. | have tried to do it alone
seven times but never even got started.
Indra himself protects the forest with
the help of the gods of the heavens. In
despair, | went to Brahma, and he said:

e Ha golfesd



‘Go and ask Krishnaand Arjunato assist
you.” Canyou help me?’

Krishna waited for Arjuna to make
the decision. The Khandava forest was
part of his kingdom.

“We shall help you,” said Arjuna
after some thought, “but we need
weapons. For instance, | want a heavier
bow than the one | have and a large
number of arrows. | would also need a
chariot to carry this load. And the
chariot must be drawn by pure white
horses which can run asfast asthewind
on wheels which, when they turn, will
disperse the clouds for miles around.
Krishnawill want some weapons too. If
you can supply us with these, we are
ready to help you reduce the Khandava
forest to a well- cooked meal.”

“Krishnawill only need the chakra,”
said Agni. “I shall giveit to him myself.
Arjuna., asfor theweaponsyouwant I’ll
ask Varunato supply them to you.”

When one arrow was taken out, another
at once appeared in its place. He was
also given a chariot built by
Vishwakarman, the architect who had
designed the universe. It had white
steeds with golden harnesses which
moved across the sky like a flash of
lightning. In addition, VarunagaveArjuna
a huge mace which, when flourished,
sounded like thunder.

Arjuna put on his coat of mail,
girded his sword, drew on gloves of soft
leather, strung his bow, examined the
chariot for any possible defects and
then turned to Agni.

“We are ready,” he said. “Please go
and surround the forest. Then Krishna
and | will takeup our positions. | promise
you will get your Khandava meal.”

As the God of Fire hissed his way
round the Khandavaforest, Krishnaand
Arjuna rose into space and stationed
themselves above the dense green
foliage.

Krishna got the
chakra, a wheel with a
serrated edge and ahole in
thecentreinwhich hisright |
index finger fitted. He [
could throw it in such a [§
way that it would cut off his [j!
enemy’s head smoothly
and swiftly and return to
him like a boomerang.

Arjuna got Varuna’'s |J '
marvelous bow along with [ A%/
a magic quiver of arrows.

Readers' Club Bulletin

May 2013/ 9



Hundreds of living creatures, large
and small, of all shapes, sizes and
colours, had already smelt the fire and
were looking for a means of escape.
Some had huge heads and webbed feet,
others were one-eyed and still others
had scaly wings and long claws. Some
of them panicked and ran straight into
thefire. Burning like torchesthey rolled
on the grass trying to put out the flames
but tongues of fire spreading wider and
wider in the forest caught them again
and they died howling frightfully.

Large-winged strange birds rose
like black clouds into the sky. Krishna
and Arjuna’s arrows dropped them into
theflamesbelow where, inthetwinkling
of an eye, they werereduced to steaming
mounds of flesh. Deep in the forest
many animals stood in terror watching
with dilated eyes the flames creeping
greedily closer and closer. Snakes tried
to wriggle through the grass and escape
but Agni, ever watchful, burnt the grass
and they perished.

The streams and ponds within the
forest began to boil because of the
intense heat. Fish died in shoals and
floated on the water.

The smell of burning flesh pervaded
theforest. The peopleinthe surrounding
villages left their homes and fled from
the sight, sound and smell of burning.

The gods of space watched in awe
for a while and then went in a body to
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their King, Indra. Indrawas furious.

“What!” he roared. “has the stupid,
ghee-eating Agni dared to attack my
stronghold in Khandava? Takshakaand |
will teach him a lesson which he will
never forget.”

“If you remember, Sire,” said one of
the gods, “ Takshaka is not in Khandava
He has not yet returned from
Kurukshetra. But even if he were there,
it would be difficult to protect
Khandava”

“Why would it be difficult?’

“Because Agni isnot alone. Krishna
and Arjuna are helping him. At this
moment their chariot is standing above
the burning forest.”

This made Indra pause for a
moment. Krishna and Arjuna were
famous warriors, and were known to be
invincible. But such was the arrogance
of the King of the gods that he swore
that | will now take care of two birds
with one stone— save the forest and at
the same time defeat Krishna and
Arjuna—and become the greatest
warrior of the universe.

Having come to this decision, Indra
set to work. He made his gods cover
Khandava with miles of thick clouds
overhead which would, at his bidding,
pour rain over the forest.

As the clouds gathered above,
Krishna and Arjuna fired innumerable

e Ha golfed



arrows just above the forest but below
the clouds. These arrows, lying
horizontally side by side, covered the
forest like a canopy below the cloud
level. They were so closaly packed that
when it began to rain, the water could
not seep through, but slid off the
umbrella of arrows and collected at the
edge of the forest. Soon it was as large
as ariver. The fleeing forest creatures
were caught between the fire and the
water and perished in the one or the
other.

Indrathen brought hisgods— Yama
the God of Death, Kubera the God of
Weslth, Vayu the Wind God and many
others—into the fight and led them
himself on his white elephant. But
Krishnaand Arjunaput them al toflight.
Even Indra was routed. But he did not
leavethefield of battle and save himself.
He had to keep his promise at any cost.
He had to save Takshaka swife and son.
It was apledge he had made to Takshaka
when he had sought the serpent-King's
help in managing the strange birds,
beasts and reptiles with which he had
filled the Khandava forest.

When Takshaka's wife saw Indra's
magnificent mount over the forest, she
came whizzing through the flames, her
lovely skin singed by the heat. Arjuna
saw the splendid female snake rise into
the sky, and got ready to shoot her down.
But Krishna stopped him. “O wife of
Takshaka,” he called out, “where is your
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son?| cannot seehim. Areyouleavinghim
in the forest to perish while you escape?’

“My son is in my belly,” replied
Takshaka'swife.

“l swallowed him to protect him
from the flames. You will have to kill
me before you can get at him.”

On hearing this, Arjuna dropped his
bow. The Khandava forest burned for
fifteen days. Agni, summing large
guantities of flesh, blood and fat with
his many flaming tongues, was at last
satisfied. And when exhausted and sated,
he stopped, the once large, thickly-
populated forest stretching for milesin
all directionswasbut an unending desert
of grey and black ashes.

(FromtheNBT publication Talesfor All Times)
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The Big, Banyan Tree

Prema Ramakrishnan

There was a big banyan tree. It stood in
a clearing in the forest. Among its
branches lived many birds. Along its
trunk, in holes, lived squirrels.
Travellers who passed by the forest also
came to take shelter under its shade in
the hot summer months.

Gopal, the cowherd also cametorest
under its leafy boughs when he brought
the cows to graze every morning. He
loved the big, banyantree, for it was here
he ate his little lunch and lay down and
kept watch as the flock grazed happily
all aong the grassy patches that grew
alongside.

One evening before he was about to
gather hiscowsand get home he saw two
men arriving on the scene. He knew
them to be woodcutters for he had seen
them in the village. So he hid behind a
bush to see what they were up to.

One of them said, “What a big tree!
If we cut it, we can sell some of the

12 | BIS 2013

wood and the rest can be used as
firewood to last us through this winter”.

The other man said, “Let us come
before daybreak and begin the work of
cutting. We don’'t want people to know
that we have come here to chop them.
We can cut a couple of branches at a
time and not raise any suspicion.”

Gopal wasvery upset when he heard
this. The birds and the squirrels sensing
danger began to weep and wail “Where
shall we find such anice shady tree with
so many branches? We have lived here
for so long. Our houses will be
destroyed and little ones will die!”

Gopal understood their plight at
once. He knew he had to help his bird
and squirrel friends. Hehad tofind away
to save the tree.

After the woodcutters went away
Gopal also went home. He was very sad
and wondered how he could help his
friends.

That evening when hewaseating his
meal, he heard his father telling his
mother.

“Doyou know?Poor Kalu'sdog was
bitten by a cobralast night and it died”.

Hismother said, “Wetold them long
ago not to build their housein that place.
It is visited by an old cobra that is
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supposed to live under that big banyan
tree near the hillside. But they chose not
to listen.

“Don’t you remember what
happened when some years ago
somebody tried to cut down that big,
banyan tree in the forest? One of the
men got bitten by that very cobra. Yet
they did not believe it. Nobody likes to
believe such things even when tragedy
befalls them. They call us superstitious
if we tell them these tales.”

Gopal was very excited. “Does a
cobra really live there?’ he asked.
“Infact, some woodcutters were looking
at that tree under which | sit every day
when our cows are graze in the forest.
So many birds and squirrels live on that
tree. They are planning to cut it.”

Gopal’s mother said, “You should
not sit under the tree! Find another
place!” Before Gopal could reply, to
Gopal’s great delight, his father said,
“We should not allow that tree to be cut.
| will speak to the village head man in
the morning.”

Anyway, before his father could go
to the village head man, Gopal decided
to act. He woke up, as usual, at break of
day and set off to the hillside with his
COWS.

He sat under the tree and waited for
the woodcutters to arrive. They came
with nicely sharpened axes to cut down
the tree. Gopal said to them, “Please
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don’t cut this banyan tree!”

Themenwerevery angry. They were
rudeand said, “L ook boy, out of our way.
We have to cut this tree before anybody
comes here. So keep out. And don't try
to stop us or we shall show you how
strong we are!” And one of them came
to give the boy a big push.

Gopd said, “Don’t cut thetree, | warn
you. They say that an old cobra has been
living under this tree for many years. If
you cut down the tree, it will surely bite
you!”

They ignored hiswarning and began
the job of cutting. One of them had
already climbed up the tree and was
about to lop off a branch. Another was
mid way through the climbing. Gopal
tried in vain to stop them but would they
listen? They did not believe the old
superstitious village people. Just then
Gopal heard some voices. Yes, the
village head man was coming with his
men. The woodcutters were very
frightened and clambered down the tree
at once!

The head man said to them, “If | see
you cutting any tree again here, | will
report and take you both to the forest
officer and drive you out of the village!
Thistime | am letting you go.”

That day little Gopal became the
hero of the village. He had saved his
beautiful banyan tree for himself and all
his beautiful friends.
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My |deal Player

Soham Sen Gupta

| have an ideal player
| hope, you want to know

My ideal player ishe
Who keeps on playing his game

My idedl player is he
Who never misses a chance

My ideal player ishe
Who aways scores his goal

My idedl player is he
Who has a strong sportsman spirit

My ideal player ishe
Who never says, “I quit”

Above all, he has to be agood man
And area maninreality

Madhubanti (Near Ashok)

34, Mohiary, 39 Bye Lane
GIP Colony, Jagacha

Howrah -711112 (West Bengal)
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Raju

Avani Medhekar

Lazy Raju spent his days sleeping and
eating. His mother wanted him to be
intelligent, smart and strong. Hewastoo
lazy that his parents had to take afternoon
batch for his schooling. He had a bad
habit, whenever he ate something he
went to sleep in no time. He loved
custard very much.

One day his friends Rajesh and
Ramesh, the two brothers, went to his
house to give some fruit custard. Rau
smelled it, went to them, snatched the
custard and ate it up.

Ramesh and Rajesh felt very bad as
they had bought it for Raju and his
family as well. They decided to teach
Raju a lesson. His mother aso felt that
there was a need to teach Raju alesson.

Next morning, they went for a
picnic. Raju was very excited to hear
thisand thought, “I wonder wherearewe
going?’. Soon they were ready for the
picnic. They reached Krish Garden.
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Raju did not know that hisuncle wasthe
friend of the owner of the Krish Garden.

After having their breakfast, Raju
fell asleep. The owner of the garden
shouted at Raju. He said, “You boy, you
have made the place untidy. You will be
punished for this. Clean this place now!”

Raju was disappointed. Since Raju
did not know that thiswasaplantoteach
him a lesson, he started cleaning the
garden. When he finished the work, his
mother called him for the lunch. After
having lunch, he remembered the
punishment which wasgivento him after
the breakfast. But he slept thinking that
the man who scolded him was not there.

After some time he heard a noise,
“You boy, you aways make the place
untidy, just now in front of me, clean it
up again”. Hethought, “Why isthisman
scolding me?’ And started cleaning the
place.

After tidying up the place, hethought,
“When | go to somemadl or hotdl, they do
not scold me like this man, | must go and
ask my mom the reason for this?’ His
mother told him that it was a lesson for
him. He understood that it was abad habit
and never followed it again in hislife.

Shri Arvind Chetra Kendra
Pune-38 (Maharashtra)
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Evils of Proudness
Manas Ranjan Samal

There was a village, a small
village. Neither it had a concrete
road nor it was clean.

A barren stony road passed
through bushy and dense forest.

Besides the small village
having fiveto ten thatched houses,
situated abarren hill covered with
various types of trees like teak,
sal, mango and many other trees.
Flower plants with green leaves
were stretched where animals and
birds like elephant, deer, tiger and
peacock had taken shelter.

A heavy shower of rain from the
black cloud above the sky drenched the
barren hill and a stream of water flowed
down the village. Passing through
bushes, surrounding villagesand severd
bridges, the stream finally turned into a
river. The stretched water dazzled asthe
rays of sun reflected on it.

Theheavy shower fromtimeandtime
again had formed abig river, starting from
the barren hill. Now fishes started
swimming, many plants grew along the
river side. The river looked attractive in
the moonlit night. Beasts and birds
depended on the river for water. People
started farming and cultivation due to
surplus water of the river.
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When it stretched along way, many
roads, buildings and bridges were
constructed for a new township.
Several civilizations like Indus valley
civilization, Mesopotamia in Babylon
and other human civilizations grew up
on its banks and the banks of its
stretched offsprings. Many hermitages
and Ashrams were also established.

The importance of the river
increased gradually. Bamiki wrote the
Ramayananear river Tamasa. Sitamade
it sacred by taking birth, Shri Ram
Chandra took exile for fourteen years
on the banks of river Godavari.
Merchants sailed on oceans for business
purpose and accumulated wealth and
gold.

Now the river took pride of such

May 2013/ 21



developments due to its existence.
Overcoming innumerable
obstacles on the way, it advanced
towards the sea

Again when it rained in the
rainy season, flood water made it
over loaded and proud. This
proudness crushed over many
villages, corn fields resulting in
death of large number of men and
animals. Proceeding towards the
seg, it took pride in destruction of
many lives and creations whom it
once nourished on its banks. It felt
the pride of sharing happiness as
well as sorrow at its own accord.

At last reaching its destination
merging into the sea, the river
accused the seato be salty despite
adding its sweet water. So came the
hesitation to provide sweet water to sea
as an am but in response sea said that
he had no loss or profit regarding any
mixing or detachment of water. It was
for the welfare of the community as a
whole. Sea keeps its heart open for the
Sun God to soak the water high above
sky in the form of vapours of smokes.

But all these spiritual advices, river
did not like to listen from the sea and
returned without merging in the sea.
Now the sea got annoyed and didn’t
allow its water to form vapours as a
result of which no rain or monsoons
could be created and there was no
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and turned into landscapes. Accumul ated
water became dirty and no one used it,
everybody got disgusted with the river.

At last river could realize its
mistake of its proudness and apol ogised
before the sea and cried a lot. Sea
forgavetheriver and allowed vapoursto
be formed as before and continuous
process went on. Sacrificing oneself is
the real service to mankind and it is the
real emancipation for which rivers
decided to merge into the sea.

144-Govt. Ind. Tenement
Charbatia-754028
Dist. Cuttack (Odisha)
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Kulkulbaazi
Mohan Lal Mago

It isreally good at winning competitions,
making thousands of humans flock to
kabootarbaazi events—the amazing
science of training them to do so.

At Kuberpur (Agra), the Khalifas or
pigeon-fanciers show off their skills.
The trick for someone to win the
competition is that if he starts off with
100 pigeons and ends up with 150 —

the 50 pigeons are weaned off from
various competitions.

Kabbootarbaazi, also known as
Kulkulbaazi, is an annual festival
that many say is attracting more and
more youngsters each passing year.
They are being pulled to such events
for the love of one of India's oldest
sports.
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May 2013/ 23



The competition was revived in
2004 and draws some of the best
pigeon-fanciers. The venue is changed
every day so that the birds do not have
the advantage of recognizing the lofts
on which they were raised.
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The festival of sorts goes on for a
week. Pigeons are literally raised like
kids and fed on arich diet of dry fruits,
desi ghee, millet and corn. A typical
khalifa spends hours every day to train
his birds.

P-65, Pandav Nagar
Mayur Vihar, Phase-I
Delhi-110091
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How the Tortoise got his Shell!

Ratna Manucha

Thetortoisewasaslow and lazy creature
— and because hewas slow, hewasalso
very forgetful.

One moment he would be searching
for some nice, juicy leavesto nibble on,
but before he could reach the leaves, he
had forgotten where he was going! You
see, he had spotted some butterflies
flitting about and had started playing with
them. He had completely forgotten
about his hungry stomach!

“Ooh! I’'m having so much fun!” the
tortoise cried gleefully as he played
hide-and-seek with the butterflies. “But
why ismy stomach rumbling so much?’

“May be you're hungry”, suggested
a butterfly helpfully.

At once the tortoise remembered
that he was going to eat his breakfast
when he started playing with the
butterflies.

“Oh! Yes! I' d better be going home”,
he replied as he crawled off.

But there was one more thing the
tortoise always forgot — he just
couldn’t remember where he lived!

It was lunchtime by now and most
of the animals in the forest were
scurrying back home for their afternoon
siesta.
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The tortoise stood by and watched
theanimals hurrying past. He compl etely
forgot that he was hungry! “I think, I'll
have a little nap too”, he decided and
crawled slowly into the first hole that
he saw.

But the hole was too narrow and the
tortoise found himself squeezing
against avery angry snake.

“What are you doing here?’ hissed
the snake angrily.

“Why, I've come for my afternoon
sesta’, replied the tortoise. “What are
you doing in my home?’

“Oh, you silly creature! hissed the
snakein exasperation. “ You' veforgotten
your home again”.

The tortoise crawled sheepishly out
of the hole and entered the rabbit’s
burrow nearby. But the rabbit was busy
feeding carrots to her little bunnies and
there was no place for the tortoise.

“I wish you would remember where
you lived and stopped being an
unwelcome visitor”, complained the
rabbit.

The tortoise, mouth open, front
hands on hishead. The rabbit hasturned
away and is putting her bunniesto sleep.
Dim lights.
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The poor tortoise was feeling very
confused. “Why am | so forgetful?’ he
asked himself. “I crawled out from my
house this morning. How could, | have
forgotten where | live?’

“Do you know where | live?’ he
asked the rabbit. “I don’t know why I'm
such a muddle-head”.

“Get out of my burrow and ask
someone else”, snapped the rabbit
crossly as she turned to put her bunnies
to sleep.

“I am indeed a muddle- head,
thought the tortoise to himself. “It
would be so much easier if | could carry
my home with me whenever | went and
then, | wouldn’'t have to worry at all!”

This thought made the tortoise
smile. He was so proud of himself for
thinking of such awonderful idea!

“1 wish the Lord of the Jungle could
read my thoughts’, said the tortoise to
himself.
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Far, far away, the Lord of the Jungle
could indeed read the thoughts of the
tortoise. In fact, he knew what each
animal in hisforest wasthinking! Hewas
aware of how the poor tortoise was
pushed around by the other animals due
to his forgetfulness. So, he thought of a
plan.

“I think I'll give the tortoise a nice,
hard shell on his back, which he can use
as hishome. Since heissuch adow and
forgetful creature, this shell will keep
him from all harm”.

The Lord of the Jungle used his
magic power and whoosh! All of a
sudden the tortoise had a beautiful shell
on his back.

“Thisis your new home”, the Lord
of the Jungle told the tortoise as he
smiled down at him.

“Now you do not have to worry
about trying to remember where you
live. You will always carry your home
on your back and whenever you feel
tired, you can curl up inside, without a
care in the world. It will protect you
from the sun and the rain and from
anybody elsewho may try to harmyou”.

Saying this, the Lord of the Jungle
disappeared. Thisishow thetortoise got
his shell on his back!

Principal

Little Flower School

6, Haridwar Road
Dehradun-248001 (Uttarakhand)
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Book Review

Anold lady lived in alittle house among
the mountains high. A grey cat, ayellow
dog and a brown hen aso lived with her.
One evening as she was about to prepare
dinner, a monk stood at her door and
asked if there was any room for him. The
old lady welcomed him and started
preparing the dinner.

As she was about to serve the food
to the monk, she heard avoice of ayoung
man, requesting her to stay at her home.
In meantime, other visitors including a
woman and two men with a donkey also
knocked her door and asked for help. The
generousoldlady welcomed them all and
shared dinner with them.

The visitors wondered and asked the
old lady how she managed to fit them al
in her small home. The old lady smiled.
The monk replied, “ There will always be
room in your home, as long as there is
room in your heart.”

This charming folktale from Bhutan,
contains teachings about openness and
generosity of spirit.

Room in Your Heart
Kunzang Choden
[llustrated by Pema Tshering
Young Zubaan
ISBN 978-81-89884-95-6
3195/-
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