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NBT-Dastkar Summer Festival of Reading

Nationa Book Trugt, Indiainassociationwith
Dastkar, asociety for craftsand craftspeople
organised an event Kidsstuff: Craft
Carnival for Kids at Nature Bazaar, Kisan
Haat, AndheriaModh, New Delhi from 17
to 26 May 2013.The specially designed
Forest of Imagination, a dedicated book
corner for exhibition of booksand holding
book-related activities was the centre of
atractionfor vigtorsespecidly childreninthis
Fedtivdl.

A hand-made imaginary tree with
different varietiesof fruitsdepicting fun, eterna
knowledgeand wisdomwastheuniquefeature
of the book corner. Small book markswere
also hung up onthetreefor childrento draw
picturesand writedown their thoughts. The
other important featurewasthelllustrators
Corner where illustrations drawn by 10
eminent Indian artistsweredisplayed.

Beneath the book tree, storytelling
sessions and workshopswere organised in
the carnival. Everyday arenowned author-
illustrator duo interacted with children. They
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read out storiesand inspired childrento draw
illustrationsonthelinesof the narrated story.
Children of all age-groupsalong withtheir
friends, parents and grand parents
enthusiagticaly participatedin theworkshops.

The renowned authors and illustrators
who conducted the workshops included
Atanu Roy, KshamaSharma, SuvidhaMidry,
Neeta Gangopadhyay, Ratna Manucha,
Taposhi Ghoshal, Deepa Agarwal, Partha
Sengupta, Manjul Bg g, SuddhasatwaBasu,
Ruchi Singh, Paro Anand, Subir Roy, Priya
Nagrajan, Shashi Shetyeand V K Sharma.

Apart from NBT, renowned publishers
including Rupa & Co., Scholastic India,
Hachette Indiaand Penguin Indiahad put up
their stalsinthiscarnival. Thecarnival was
an attempt to bring children closer totheworld
of books and to broaden their world of
imaginetion.

Amongst theeminent personalitiesthose
visited the carnival were Meira Kumar,
Hon’ ble Speaker of Lok Sabhaand M A
Sikandar, Director, NBT.
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From NBT’s Treasure Trove

A Torn Quilt Tale

Amarendra Chakravarty

The two countries lie next to each other
with a river meanders through both of
them. We know that barbed wire fences
can divide countries but not rivers. You
can’'t even draw aline across water.

One day whilefishing, fisher folk of
a country entered into the water of
another. Nobody was around to tell them
exactly wheretheriver of acountry ends
and where the other begins.

It was a day of monsoon when
Judhisthir went out with his two sons to
fish for Eilish. He had no idea when he
had sailed beyond his own country and
crossed over to the next.

Throughout the night he had watched
the shoals of Eilish getting caught in his
net. In the morning he said to his sons,
“What luck! Wherever we are dropping
net we are getting shoals and shoals of
Eilish! It looks like sacks and sacks of
silver coing!”

Suddenly he realised that they were
onthe other side of the country. A strange
river-patrol boat was coming towards
them. The boat drew nearer and a
policeman jumped onto their boat. He
took their boat towards the bank of the
river.
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Judhisthir and his two minor sons
were kept in a lock-up the whole night
under the charges of stealing fish. The
next day when they were produced inthe
court, the Magistrate ordered one year
lifeimprisonment for Judhisthir, and only
three-month terms for his two sons
keeping in view their tender age.

And the Eilish? They were stolen
goods and were therefore ordered back
into the river.

Judhisthir adored histwo sons. Their
mother had died while collecting shrimp
seedlingson the bank of Bidyadhari river.
A crocodile pulled her into the river
biting her knees. At that time the boys
werevery young and were playing under
the shade of hetaal and garaan trees.
After that they had never seen their
mother again.

Judhisthir and his sons were
imprisoned separately in the jail.

The brothers used to cry alot in the
beginning, and then would sit quietly or
fall asleep, exhausted. Gradually, they
got used to pain.

The two brothers had once learnt
rhymesfor few yearsin a school located
three villages away from their home.
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Now they recited those rhymes to each
other, their bodies rocking slowly.
Theserhymeshad tigers, crocodiles, fish,
honey, boats, rivers, which were the
creations of village poets.

As soon as the three months ended,
one day a policeman came and released
the boys out of the prison and put them
on arickshaw and said to the rickshaw
puller, “Take them straight to the river
bank. Their boat is lying there tied to a
sirish tree. Make sure that they aboard
the boat before you report back to the
police station.”

Theboysburst into tearsthe moment
they heard this. They asked, “ But where's
our Baba?’

The policeman took a betel leaf and
nut out of a container, put them into his
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mouth and chewed a little, before
explaining, “He's no longer around. He
wept and wept over your woes until he
died.” The boys cried loudly. On seeing
them into tears the policeman expressed
his sympathy towards them. His eyes
were looking moist as well. He spat out
some betel-juice and wiped hiseyeswith
a handkerchief.

The boys sat on to the boat and sped
across water. The elder one swung the
helm around in a strong grip with his
hands moving fast. The younger one,
putting al his strength, pulled at the two
oars with his hands. Suddenly, they
noticed a bird was accompanying them
since the beginning of their journey. It
was flying at a height unusual for the
bird. Low, amost touching their heads,
right in front of the boat.

The elder boy cried to his younger
brother, “Ketu, this could be our father!
May be Baba is returning home with us
in the form of a bird! We haven't ever
seenabirdfly solow, except whendiving
for fish, have we?’

Ketu was pulling at the oars with all
his might. He said, “Dada, the tragedy
has muddled your head. How can aman
transform into a bird?’

“Can’'t aman’'s soul fly like a bird?
Baba’s soul must be following us in the
form of a bird!” Justified the elder

ed HA gelfed



brother.

Nobody knew which way the boat
was heading for. Had they crossed into
their own river? Or were they still on
the foreign water? They had never come
so far, not even with their father. This
river was a complete stranger to them.

The day wasabout to end, They were
hungry and felt queasy.

Their limbs were on the verge of
collapse. It looked as if they no longer
had the strength to grip the helm or pull
at the oars. Not a single boat, motorboat
or launch was to be seen. Had they
trespassed into foreign territory again?
And the river kept getting wider and
wider, ready to join the sea soon.

Suddenly, dusk approached. It spread
itself over theriver like ahand-net flung
into air. The bird disappeared from the
view. Then, only alittle distance away a
two-tiered ship rose in that diaphanous
darkness. A small rowboat started off
next to the ship and sped towards them
like an arrow. A man picked up amassive
anchor and threw it into their boat. The
boat bobbed madly and nearly capsized.

The rowboat began speeding back
towards the ship, tugging their boat
along. The brothers were then forced up
into the ship along rope ladders.

There were about twenty to twenty-
five people on board. A man sat on a
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bright plastic chair with a revolver. As
soon as his eyes fell upon the brothers,
he asked, “Where were you heading
for?’

The terrible sound of his voice
reduced the elder boy to instant tears
and it was younger who replied, “We
were returning to our own land, and our
village.”

“What'sthe name of your land?And
that of your village? Which way isit?’

Elder trembled as soon as he heard
that voice again, but managed to say as
clearly as he could, “The country is
called- Our Country. The village is
called Torn Quilt. But sir, we do not
know whichway itis.”

“Stop talking in riddles! If you lie
I'll ...”, he pointed the revolver at them,
“ ... tell me now, where exactly are you
coming from?’

Seeing that the elder brother was
getting unduly alarmed, Ketu replied,
camly, “We had gone out to fish for
Eilish but had trespassed into foreign
waters unknowingly. The police there
threw us into jail for three months and
set us free only this morning. We are
on our way home.”

The man told one of his men, “Give
them something to eat. They haven’'t had
a bite since morning.”

Saffron-rice with meat, curries-ribs,
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foot-long pieces of Eilish fish, Kheer
and other desserts were brought to them
instantly.

“Eat. You'll be eating this food
everyday now, twice a day. And getting
lots of money than you have been getting
from fishing for Eilish.”

Thetwo were already seated in front
of the food. They could not resist for a
second longer. But just as the elder
brother had brought ahandful of saffron-
rice to his mouth, younger asked the
stranger suspiciously, “Why are you
feeding us al this? Why do you intend
to give us money?’

“All you'll haveto dois carry some
stuff from this country on your boat, to
the other. Twice, may be thrice a week.
Not along illegal routes, you must take
the legal one. There are many such
routes along thisriver, and you won't be
forgetting those once we' ve shownyou.”
The man answered.

Elder stuffed the second handful into
his mouth and mumbl ed, “Hopetheload
won't be too heavy, sir?’

But before the man could reply,
younger asked, “What exactly will bein
the load?’

“Somelight, very light goods. Small
things like foreign watches, packets of
hemp, gold biscuits! You'll be sailing to
and fro, free of all worries. Your
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appearance is so innocent that nobody
will become suspicious of you.
Moreover, your experiences in the river
are an added asset!” the man said.

“Isit eeesmuggling?’

“Smuggling, if you call it so.
Business, if you call it business. Don’t
things get transported on trains, shipsand
aeroplanes? Don’'t mangoes, roses or tea
get exported from one country to the
other? Thisis the same. All you have to
be sure of is that not even the birds and
crows get to know about it.”

Younger was yet to take the first
handful of saffron-rice into his
mouth, but he shot to his feet like
lightning, “Dada, don’'t eat this stuff!
Don't! Thisfood's not to be touched!”

The man ordered hismen inacam
voice, “Put both of them in a room for
now.”

In the darkness where they had been
kept, the two brothers didn't wail or
whimper, nor rock and recite rhymes to
each other. All they did was sit quietly
and think.

Mother used to love them so
much, but they wouldn’t be able to find
her again. Baba also used to love them,
but they wouldn’t be able to go to him
either, not in this lifetime, and if such
misery was not bad enough, they’d
falen into a trap now! And had landed
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in the devil’s lair!

Five days later, the brothers reached
their ownvillage-Torn Quilt, intheir own
boat. How exactly they had evaded the
men on the ship, or crossed the strange
river to locate their village, or how
they managed to survivethosefive days,
| do not have the power to explain, nor
does anybody else. But everyone does
keep writing about how man’'s powers
expand in so many ways, even beyond
our imagination, when they face danger.
And it istruethat every single person of
the Torn Quilt village was addicted to
water. And the two brothers were very
good at swimming, for miles tugging
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along a submerged boat with a piece of
rope, with only their noses showing
above water!

Meanwhile, as was expected, the
disappearance of the three people, of
whom two were quite young, had caused
more than a few sighs and wails. The
news had reached to the new Officer-in-
Charge at the police station situated five
villages afar. He came personally and
ordered thevillagersthat the three should
present themselvesto him as soon asthey
returned.

The two brothers reached home at
night. They ate their fill of stale rice
steeped in water, with salt and chillies
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offered by the neighbours and slept in
peace. The next morning, they went and
stood in front of the Officer-in-Charge.

The officer went ballistic. “Why just
two, where's the third?’

But he was stunned into silence by
listening their tale of woe. In the middle
of which he sighed heavily, squeaked
“hmmm ...,” and said, “If only | had just
ten constables who can forego
saffron-rice or curries-ribs and kebabs, |
could have turned villages like Torn
Quilt, Water Lily, Binnidhanpur and
other ten to twenty such villagesin these
parts-into the god’'s own country!”

The very next day, the Officer-in-
Charge accompanied the two brothersto
a school situated three villages afar and
had them readmitted. He declared that
he would write to the Government
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so that the brothers could join the same
police station as soon as their studies
were over to become policemen. He
believed in young people joining the
police force as they are aways full of
courage, and free of greed. Elders are
exactly the opposite. With minds
00zing greed and their courage measures
equal to awet box of matches!

e ATornQuilt Tale:Ataleof avillage
named Torn Quilt or Chhenra
Kantha. Kantha are wrappers
stitched together from old
and torn cloth, widely used in the
villages of West Bengal. Usually
found worn from prolonged use,
they act as a symbol of the
villagers' strained circumstances.

e Eilish: afreshwater river fish, also
cdled Hilsa.

e Hetaal: A tree common to the
Sunderban area.

e Garaan: A tree common to the
Sunderban area

e Sirish: A tree common to the
Sunderban area

e Baba: Daddy, father.
e Dada: Elder Brother

e Kheer: Reduced and sweetened
milk.

(From NBT’s publication Torn Quilt Tales)
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The Dinosaurs
Sudha Puri

Chitra hugged the new stuffed toy — a
dinosaur. In fact, they were two of them.
Shenamed them, Bihu and Hola. Thetwo
names were based on two important
festivals of India-Bihu, an Assamese
festival and Hola or Hola Mohalla, a
festival of Punjab, celebrated by the
Sikhs.

Her father had brought her thesetoys
from Germany, where he had gone for
an official trip. The two of them were
very funny. They were battery operated
toys and when she clapped they rolled

12 | S 2013

over each other laughing loudly in the
most infectious manner.

They were placed in a bright red
basket. They were military green in
colour and when started by clapping,
seemed to be rolling over each other,
unable to control their laughter.

Somehow, Chitra could sense that
they were pretending to be just toys and
were actualy real dinosaurs. They were
behaving liketoys, so that children would
feel free to play with them and not run
away from them fearing that they will
roar at them.

Chitrawas not afraid of animals. In
fact it was she, who held Anu’s hand
tightly when Aunty Shama's dog barked
at them, whenever they crossed her
garden to go to Sanjay’s house to play.
Anu was terrified of it, even though it
was securely tied up in the verandah.

Chitra was not afraid of the cows,
buffal oes, donkeys, horses and monkeys
which she saw on aregular basis around
her house on the streets or the parks
nearby.

Even the white and pink painted
elephant, with abig bell around it’sneck,
which they saw occasionally in their
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street, advertising some herbal hair ail,
looked friendly to her. It was
their eyes, which seemed to be able to
‘see, that shewasnot afraid of them and
that was what made them like her and
know that she liked them too.

Chitra loved the caged parrot,
Mitthu, too, hanging outside Aunty
Cythia'shouse. She alwaysfelt sorry for
it being caged like that, but it seemed to
be pretty well adjusted to it's captivity
and kept learning new words and tricks.

The street dogs, Kalu and Goru,
seemed to be perpetually running here
and there and barking at one and all, at
al the times. Chitra was not afraid of
them aswell.

Sometimes her mother told her to
feed them with the left over rotis (Indian
bread) at night. She would go out of the
main gate of her house and call out with
a ‘tch-tch’ sound made by the clicking
of her tongue, in atypical way, and they
seemed to emerge from the back lanes
of their colony, wagging their tailsswiftly
and their eyes shining with anticipation
of theratis.

She would then break the rotis in
smaller pieces and throw them on the
ground in front of them. Sometimesthey
first sniffed the pieces and |ooked away
and at other times they ate them one by
one. Chitraloved to see them eating the
rotis.
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It must have been her high comfort
level with the animals that Chitra could
tell that the dinosaurs were actually real
and were just pretending to be toys.
Moreover, they were believed to be
extinct many thousand yearsago and did
not want to attract undue attention, by
starting a new controversy about their
reappearing on the earth.

They werevery shy. Chitracould say
that, seeing theway they curled upinthe
basket, nudging to get under each other,
laughing, as if trying to get over their
embarrassment in the new surroundings.

The presence of her neighbourhood
friends — Anu, Bhramjot, Meenakshi,
Yithew and Raiyan — did not improve
matters much.

They had all come to see Chitra's
new toys. They found the new names of
the dinosaurs very interesting, specially,
Anu whose father was from Goa and
mother from Assam.

Assoon as she heard the name of one
of them as Bihu, she could not control
her excitement and told them, all that she
had heard from her mother about the
festival. Brahmjot, being a Sikh boy was
bursting with information on Hola
Mohalla.

In ashort while, Anu’s mother came
to call her. There were many relativesin
her house that day, as they were
celebrating Bihu in a small way, with a
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special lunch for al. Anu requested her
mother to invite Chitraand other friends
as well. Her mother took Chitra’s
mother’s permission and took all the
children to her house.

She made all the children sit
together on a dari (cotton mat) on the
ground in the drawing room of their
house. All the relatives had already
started eating and the presence of Anu’s
friends was making the atmosphere all
the more jovial and full of fun.

Anu’s nani (maternal grandmother)
greeted them all cheerfully and helped
her mother to serve the coconut laddoo,
til pitha, ghila pitha and delicious fish
pithika to the children.

Some of the elders started singing
some traditional Bihu songs, gesturing
the othersto join in. Two of Anu’s aunts
started doing the Bihu dance in the open
courtyard of their house and many of her
young cousins aso joined in, giggling
al the time.
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They danced in simple steps in a
circlewiththeir armsbehind each other’s
waist. Later they all formed smaller
groups and kept showing some new
intricate steps and movements as well
with their hands behind their heads or
their backs.

Anu’s nani told the children, that in
Assam, Bihuwas celebrated thriceayear,
Bohag or Rongali Bihu —in the middle
of April, Maagh or the Bhogali Bihu —
in the middle of January and Kaati or
Kongali Bihu—inthe middle of October.

All the three Bihus are connected
with agriculture i.e. the harvest, or the
beginning of the agriculture season, or
the preparation of the rice fields. The
Bohag Bihu also marks the beginning of
the new year for the Assamese.

Brahmjot’'s mother came calling for
him but seeing all the festivitiesand him
enjoying so much, just smiled and
greeted Anu’sparents. Thesight of young
boys and girls dancing reminded her of
Punjab’s famous group folk dance
Bhangra.

She said excitedly, “Last month, in
March just after the festival of Holi (the
spring festival of colours of the Hindus),
the Sikhs had also celebrated Hola
Mohalla, with a lot of Kirtan (group
religious singing), Langar (community
vegetarian feast) and dancing (Bhangra)
and it was the beginning of the new year
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for the Sikh community.”

Shewished al of them, ‘ahappy new
year,” and asking Brahmjot to comehome
soon, she went away.

All thechildrenfinished their festive
food and keeping their plates in the
kitchen, went along with Chitra to her
house to play with the dinosaurs again.
They told many dinosaur stories to each
other, which were a mixture of fact and
fiction. After sometime they al left for
their homes as it was getting dark.

Chitra placed the dinosaur toys on
the dining table, on one side of the
drawing room. She left for her room
saying a warm good bye to them. They
did not move at all, but she was
determined to catch them unawares in
their live form.

As she moved forward casually, she
turned suddenly, before going to her
room. She managed to see them
exchanging puzzled glances with each
other. They were clever enough to get
back to the lifeless toy mode, when she
kept standing near the curtains of her
bedroom to see if there was any other
movement or action by them.

“1 saw you,” she called out from the
distance, but they did not move and in
fact were very-very till.

“They areacting out their lifelessness
very well”, thought Chitrato herself.

She once again went near them and
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picking them out of their basket held
them like two babies in her arms. Then
putting them down she tried to tickle
them on their cream bellies. It was then
that her grandmother called out to her
to come and sleep as next day was
school again.

Chitralied down on her cot close to
her grandma’s charpai (jute hand woven
cot). She saw her mumbling a mantra
(aprayer) under her breath, asshemoved
the rosary swiftly between her fingers.
Soon she began to doze off, her eyes
started shutting and her fingers became
slower.

Chitraalso started feeling sleepy but
her dadi’s snoring kept her awake ...
wide awake. She was wondering if she
should go back to the dinosaurs and play
with them but realized that their laughter
would wake everybody up and earn her
the scorn of her mother and the mocking
laughter of her elder brother.

She could clearly hear the tick-tock
of the clock, which looked absolutely
silent during the day. But the tick-tock
wasunusually loud and clear and seemed
to be coming nearer to her slowly and a
little unsurely. She could now feel her
bed shaking a little, as something very
heavy was moving towards her.

“The dinosaurs” thought Chitra, “yes
they werethedinosaurs, that wereexploring
the house and moving towards her.”
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She slipped out of her bed softly so
as not to wake up her dadi and tiptoed
towardsthe drawing room. ‘' YES! There
they were. Standing tall in the middle of
thedrawing room ... their headstouching
the ceiling.’

“Hi!” She whispered.

They looked at her alittle startled but
realized that there was no point
pretending that they were toys anymore.
They could see the friendly look in her
eyes.
They curled up their long legs and
sat down adjusting with each other to fit
in the drawing room. “Thank God, we
are the dwarf varieties of our group ...
these humans live in small rooms,” said
one of the dinosaurs.

Chitratold them that she had named
them, Bihu and Hola, and they both
repeated their names again and again as
if trying to memorizethem...‘Bihu’, said
one, ‘Hola, said the other. Then they
started laughing uncontrollably saying,
“Bihu”, “Hola’, “Bihu”, “Hola" ... till
Chitra put a finger on her lips and
‘shshd’, them.

“Don’t laugh like that. These are
beautiful names, just like the festivals
they represent”, said Chitra admoni-
shingly.

“Festivals?’ asked thedinos, looking
at her in a puzzled way.

“Yes, Bihu is the harvest festival in
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the North East of India. It is mainly
celebrated in Assam. The people
celebrate it with great joy. They perform
the Bihu dance at the community
gathering,” said Chitra.

“It isagroup folk dance performed
mainly by the women-folk with their
armsbehind theminaspecia style. They
movein lines and circleswith the gentle
movements of their feet and a graceful
forward and backward movement of their
shoulders. They wear aspecial two piece
saree with embroidery typical to that
area,” said Chitra confidently.

Bihu gave a shy smile and looked
happy while Hola gave him a grudging
frown.

Chitra noticed this and patting it on
it'sspiked back said, “And Hola or Hola
Mohallaiscelebrated in Anandpur Sahib
Gurudwara of Punjab. It is like a Sikh
Olympic event and sometimes marks
their new year. It is famous for its
processions in which the Sikh people
display their martial arts.”

“They form groups and in the form
of an organized dance, they put up shows
like mock battles called Gatka, archery,
daring feats on horse backs and show
their skills of using various types of
weapons.”

“The procession is a riot of
colours as many Sikhs adorn huge
decorated turbans and throw color on
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the people. Later prasad or the langar
in the form of fruits, samosas, sweets
etc. is distributed to the people joining
the procession”.

“This festival is celebrated a day
after the Hindu spring festival of colors
called Holi. It was started by Guru
Govind Singh, the tenth Guru of the
Sikhs. It is a time to celebrate and
dedicate oneself to community service”.

The dinosaur called Holanow had a
joyful look and gave a broad smile to
his friend.

Then they both looked around as if
they were searching for something,
before looking at Chitra. “What isit 7’
asked Chitra.

“We are hungry”, said Hola
sheepishly.

“Oh yes ... wait, I'll go and get
something for you”. Chitra went to the
fridge and took out some apples, guavas
and bananas from the fridge. She took
out some biscuits from the
wire mesh cupboard of the kitchen.

Both the dinosaurs ate up the
delicious fruits and biscuits and thanked
her for them. Chitra was thankful that
the dinosaurs were the vegetarian as it
was the Navratra time and there was no
meat or chicken snacks in the fridge.

Her mother and dadi were fasting
for the nine days. These were the
Chaitra or the Vasant Navratras,
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which marked the beginning of the
Summer months. At the end of thesenine
days of fasting Ramnavami would be
celebrated. Dadi would invite eight of
her friends-all girls and worship them
and serve them delicious halwa, poori
and chanaprasad.

Navratras are celebrated during the
beginning of the winter months in
September- October as well. They are
called the Sharad Navratras. These
ended with the Dusshera festival. It was
during these Navratras, that every night
there was a Garba night in the
neighbourhood Gujrati society.
Sometimes, she and her friends would
dressup intheir new clothesand go there
to see the ladies dance in a circle.

They usually danced with two
decorative sticks in hand, beating them
together and with each other in slow
rhythmic motions, in the beginning.
After sometime they gathered
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momentum with the music, and moved
fast in the circle with beating of the
sticks asif in agame.

The children were allowed to form
their own separate circle elsewhere or
sometimes inside the bigger circle.

“This is very tasty”, said Bihu ,
taking abig bitefrom theredjuicy apple.
“We are used to much tougher variety of
vegetarian food like the branches of the
treesand their leaves. The smaller bushes
are also good but their thorns are really
troublesome”, said Hola enjoying the
banana.

“But haven’t you all become
extinct?’ asked Chitra.“Ex .. Exn .. what
isthat?’ asked Bihu in a puzzled tone.

“Oh, extinct means to be wiped out
from the earth”, explained Chitra who
had |earnt the new term recently and was
proud to use it so casually in her
conversation, as if it was a part of her
everyday vocabulary.

“But we are here right in front of
you”, said Holla biting into the crisp
biscuit.

“Ohvyes... but they say if an animal
is not sighted for about fifty years or so
itisconsideredto beextincti.e. asif they
do not exist any more .. well like the
Dodo bird of the Mauritiusidands .... ”
explained Chitraimagining herself to be
science teacher and the two dinosaurs,
her pupils.
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“Ohthat! ... well yes, inthat way you
can call us extinct, because our huge
large varieties both herbivorous and the
carnivorous are no more to be seen and
many of them have evolved to bevarious
animals and birds of the present times.”
replied Bihu with his mouth full of the
bananas.

“But how did it all happen .. 1 mean
| saw afilm on TV, which showed, how
the entire earth was covered with thick
forests and many different types of
dinosaurs roamed freely ...”, enquired
Chitrawith rising curiosity and thethrill
of hearing the truth from the horses
mouth or in the present case, the
dinosaur’s mouth.

“That’s true but soon with the
passage of time and change in the
weather conditions of the earth many
dinosaurs started vanishing. Then that
meteorite which hit the Earth and the
thunderous explosion, causing all that
smoke and dust covering the Earth and
blocking the sunlight... only our great-
great-grandparents seemed to have
survived that. ...”, said Bihu in a
thoughtful voice.

“ ....Andtheearth becoming so ... S0
... cold ... and al the vegetation dying
because in the absence of sunlight they
could not make food for themselves...”,
said Hola.”

(To be completed in the next issue )
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The Buzzing Ghost!

Hema Rao

Shikha was not able to sleep at night!

For the past few days she kept on
hearing this SCARY, SPOOKY sound
every night.

L77777...

There was no bumble bee or
mosquito in her room.

Dadaji was not snoring. Dadiji was
not snoring.

Ma and Papa were not snoring.

Rekha's nose was not blocked. She
was not snoring. Rewa was not snoring.
She was wide awake!

Shikhawas sure a bhoot was outside
her window. She crept under her bed-
sheet. It was hot but she was safe. She
forgot bhoot can pass through anything!

She told Rewa and Rekha about the
snoring bhoot.

“Cows snore!” said Rewa.

“Lalita’s dog snores,” said Rekha,
her sister. “Besides, ghosts are busy at
night. They gotovisit folks. They do not
sleep!”

Shikhastayed with Rewa and Rekha
that night.

It was midnight and that creepy noise
started coming again.
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“It isscary,” muttered Rewa, hiding
behind the curtain as shefearfully peered
out of the window. “It seems to be
coming from that neem tree!”

“Didi!” sgueaked Rekha. Her fingers
gripped Shikha's arm suddenly, making
her squeal with fright! “May be it is a
vetal, like the one that sat on King
Vikramaditya's back!”

“Stop being ascared choohi. Be Rani
of Jhansi!” retorted Shikha.

The girls giggled as Rewa sang —
“ Bhoot, Bhoot, here we come..... Hup ...
2..3..4""

“If you dare come here, wewill show
you the door.”

“There’snored carpet for you onthe
floor! Hup ... 2 ... 3 ... 4I”
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The next night, they kept awatch on
the neem tree. Elders in the house were
told that they were looking for Sapta
Rishi star constellation in the sky. It was
their Science home-work.

The noise was coming from inside
theholeinthetree. Thegirlswere scared
to peer into the tree. There could be a
family of hissing snakes!

“If we do not look into it, how will
we know what isin it?" asked Shikha,
angrily.

Reluctant Shikhawas madeto climb
on top of Rewa. She then put her torch-
light into the hollow. Six round, black
eyes were staring at her!

“Eeeeeel” screamed Shikha.
“Quch!”
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She had been dropped by her
assistants. Both had fled!

“What areyou doing?’ asked avoice.

Shikha's feet refused to move. She
kept her eyes firmly shut as she did not
want to see bhoot.

“Who ... who ... are you?’
“It's me, Dadaji.”

He laughed when Shikha told him
that there was a bhoot in the tree.

The eerie sound started coming
again. Shikha screamed out of fear and
clunged to her grandfather.

She did not see a huge Barn Owl
swoop into the hole in the tree.

“Silly girl,” he said, affectionately.
“It's only a big owl going into her nest.
She walks on our terrace
every night. That's why
we never see mice. The
little owlets snore just
like us!”

Shikha realized she
should not have looked
into the hole. If Mama
Owl had been at home,
shewould have scratched
her face. When Mama
owl went away, Dadaji
got aladder. They peered
into the hollow. Six baby
owls were fast asleep.
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Two were awake! They were making a
wheezy, hissy sound. Dadaji told Shikha
that the little owlets were grumbling.
They wanted food!

He told Shikha that Barn Owl does
not make anest. It just needsahollow in
an open field. It throws up pellets made
of fur and fragmented bones.

This bird has alight colour, a heart-
shaped face, long legs, long wings, black
talons and a small squaretail. A ridge of
feathers aboveitsbeak lookslikeanose.

The oversized black eyes give the
Barn Owl, a mask-like face. Its scary
screech and spooky face got it another
name - Demon Owl or Ghost Owl!

Barn Owl eats rodents, shrews,
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termites, crickets, bats, small snakesand
even toads. This bird is every farmers
friend.

The three girls now love their Barn
Owl’s family, the permanent feathered
residents in the hole-apartment in the
neem tree. They got the imprint of an
owl put ontheir plain white T- shirtswith
the words “ Mujhse Dosti Karo!” The
trio also got a mehendi-owl tattoo put
on their right arm.

They triggered off a fashion trend
in school.

It is now SUPER COOL to sport an
ullu!

FF-2 Suraksha Comforts
19, 17th Cross Padmanabha Nagar
Bangalore-560070 (Karnataka)
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My Page

My Happy Day

Today ismy happy day
Because

Two Poems
Neha

What MalesYou Hurry

What makes you hurry?
What makes you hurry?

My Nanaji is going to Himalayas If you wake up on time

Today ismy happy day
Because
My Nanaji is going to London

Today ismy happy day
Because

Brush your teeth and take bath
Then what makes you hurry?

If you worship God
And take breakfast on time
Then what makes you hurry?

If you go to school on time

My Nanaji is going to meet Hanumanji - Then what makes you hurry?

Today ismy happy day
Because

In thisway, my Nanaji makes me

happy in my dreams ...
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After coming back from school
If you eat your lunch on time
And take a nap too

Then what makes you hurry?

If you wake up on time
And go to play for an hour
Then what makes you hurry?

When you return home
And study for awhile
Then what makes you hurry?

If you eat your dinner
And go to sleep on time
Then what makes you hurry?

4B Sreet-23

Sector-5, Bhilai
Durg— 490006 (Chhattisgarh )
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Bhakta Salbega

The book with colourful illustrations
shows how Salbega, asoldier inthearmy
of Mughal King Aurangzeb became the
devotee of Lord Jagannath and came to
be known as Bhakta Salbega.

Bhakta Salbega
Rabindra Nath Sahu

National Book Trust, India
978-81-237-6687-4
Rs. 25.00

Bheema, the
Sleepyhead

Bheema has a problem that many of us
have every morning. He just can't wake
up ontime. Herequestshisfriendsto help
him. Read this interesting story to know
how his little friend helps him.

Kiran Kasturia writes for children
and has contributed to magazines such
as Children’s World.

T gepneatre!

Shweta Mohapata

Bheema, the Sleepyhead

Kiran Kasturia
Pratham Books
978-81-8479-255-3
Rs. 20.00
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