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two wizards happily agreed.

Long ago, in a place called (¢
Vritotsa, a magical forest lay &
hidden deep inside the land.
The forest was huge and full of
mystery. The people believed
that every evening, justas the
sun went down, three wizards
would visit the forest. These
wizards were not very clever
and would often trip over roots
and bump into trees because
they didn’t know the forest
very well.

Ona cold December evening,
the wizards went to the forest
again. It was freezing, and all

the animals were resting quietly, trying
to keep themselves warm. One of the
wizards said, “This is the perfect time
to try out our magic! Everyone is asleep,
let's do something dangerous and see
how powerful we really are!” The other

The second wizard shouted loudly,
“Creatures of the forest, we are here to
show you our magic. Get ready!” Then,
the wizards started casting spells all over
the place. Butinstead of doing something
helpful, they caused confusion. Trees
started shaking, birds flew away in panic,
and even the little insects began to run
and hide. The peaceful forest
turned noisy.

The wizards kept performing
their tricks all night. But just
as the first light of morning
touched the trees, something
surprising happened. A
! group of people appeared
and blocked the wizards'
path. They looked calm and
brave. The wizards laughed



and thought they could easily win, so they
challenged them.

A magical battle followed, but to the
wizards’ shock, they lost, even though
they used all their power. Feeling tired
and confused, the wizards stopped and
satdowntorest. Aman approached them
and asked, “What happened to the three
of you?”

The wizards narrated the incident and
asked, “Who were those people who
stopped us?”

The man smiled and said, “They are the
protectors of the forest. You caused
trouble in the forest, but nature always
finds a way to protect itself.”

The wizards were furious and said, “We
will try harder and beat them next time!”
The man gently replied, “You used your
magic in the wrong way. If you use your
powers to help instead of harming the
forest, you will never lose again.”

The wizards thought about his words.
Slowly, they understood their mistake.
They pledged that from then on, they
would use their magic only to help others
and protect the forest.

From that day onwards, the magical
forest of Vritotsa became even more
beautiful, with the wizards as its kind
and helpful friends.

Divyansh Chauhan

Class 9

Hemant Public School, Delhi
chauhanpayal9988@gmail.com
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Flowers

Flowers are not just pretty to look at.
They can teach us many good things if
we look at them carefully. Flowers show
us the beauty of life. There are many kinds
of flowers like roses, lilies, sunflowers,
tulips, and orchids. Even though they are
different, they grow togetherinthe same
garden. They don't fight or try to be better
than one another. Instead, they bloom
together and make the garden colourful
and beautiful.

Flowers teach us about working together.
Just like them, we should also learn to
live in peace, and be kind to others. Their
lovely smell fills the air, attracting bees
and butterflies, which makes the garden
even livelier.

A MAVNUNR025

A garden full of flowers is a calm and
peaceful place. When we spend time
there, it helps us feel relaxed and happy. In
our busy lives, where we have homework,
school,and many other things to do, even
afew minutes with flowers can make us
feel fresh and joyful.

They also teach us to enjoy the little
things in life. They remind us to smile,
to be patient, and to live in the moment.
Their beauty is not just for our eyes—it
also touches our hearts and makes us
feel peaceful inside.

That is why flowers are special. They
make the world a better and more
beautiful place to live in.

Raavi Vyas

Class 6

Lokmanya Vidhya Niketan, Indore
vyasvibhaO3@gmail.com
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The Bustling Streets of Mumbai

Tring-tring, rang the rickshaw bell,

The old lanes of Mumbai have stories to tell.

Sizzling is the vada pav, the chutney'’s oh-so-spicy,

Just a warning, let me tell you—the vendors can act pricey!

SYILNA\ ONNOA WOU

If life gives you a chance, walk the vibrant streets,
Even with a crowd, the vibe is hard to beat.
Always stop for a hot snack and cutting chai,
And feel the magic of the city zooming by.

This is the city of SRK and Big B,

Where dreams are deep like the Arabian Sea.
Yes, there's traffic—oh, that’s true!

But hopes and smiles fill the view.

Vendors call out, customers reply,
Bargaining, negotiating, low and high.
On the footpath, the locals roam,

These bustling lanes feel just like home.

The winds gush in with a sudden chill,
And the city jumps with endless thrill!
If you seek adventure in a world so plain,
Come lose yourself in a Mumbai lane!

Hiya Nandwani

Class 9

Sardar Patel Vidyalaya

"% nandwani.sunny@gmail.com
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[ce World

Once upon a time, there was a curious
girlnamed Nitya. One day, while exploring
the storeroom in her house, she noticed a
soft glow coming from one of its corners.
Intrigued, she followed the light and was
surprised to see a sparkling snowball
floating toward her.

The snowball stopped and said playfully,
“Hey! What brings you here, little one?”

Nitya looked at it with wide eyes before
saying, “You can talk!” The snowball
grinned in response and asked her,
“Would you like to visit my home?”

I"

Nitya smiled excitedly, “Yes, let's go

Together, they walked through a magical
path filled with snowflakes dancing in
the air. Tall pine trees stood quietly, their
branches covered in snow.
% 2 Nitya was amazed by
_ /’ " the beauty around her.
Everything looked like
a snowy fairyland!

Finally, they reached the snowball’s
home—a warm, cozy house made of
frosty crystals. It sparkled like a dream.
Nitya and the snowball played, explored,
and shared stories. Time flew by like a
snowflake in the wind.

Suddenly, Nitya heard a familiar voice
calling, “Wake up, Nitya! Wake up!”

She slowly opened her eyes and saw her
mother smiling at her bedside. It was
morning! Nitya realized it had all been
a dream—but a magical one she would
never forget.

She asked her family, “Have you ever
seen a land full of snow and talking
snowballs?”

They laughed and said, “That must be
your imagination!”

But Nitya knew—some dreams are too
special to forget.

Himangini

Class 8

PM Shri Kendriya Vidyalaya, Delhi
8 Suruchi1683@gmail.com
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Who is She?

e Who is she, as the world looks away?
Her giggles are quiet, her skies seem grey.
Once she twirled with the wind in her hair,
Now she waits in a place that feels unfair.

ff % ) Who is she, behind the closed door? :
" ' o 4 Once she taught dreams, helped hearts soar. y. 2 /
- Her hands held books, her voice was light, j "/

Now she stays quiet, still shining bright.

SYILNA\ ONNOA WOU

Who is she, with stars in her eyes?

Her dreams still sparkle, they always rise.
& Though some try to hush her gentle song,
Her hope stays strong, her heart stays strong.
Who is she? She's courage in bloom,
A promise of sunshine in every room.
Her silence speaks, her dreams still play,
She brings the light to a cloudy day.
@ Who is she? The world’s brightest spark,
A~ The guiding hands when days feel dark.

No walls can stop her, her spiritis free, — — »
v For she is every girl — and she is me. A\

Shreshtha Majumdar
Delhi

READERS’ CLUB BULLETIN
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That Day

The day | step onto the stage,

The crowd claps—I'min a daze.
Those four bright eyes in the crowd,
Are my parents’—cheering proud and loud. o,

Every moment feels like a dream,
| walk ahead in a shining beam.
In my hands, held strong and tight,

That day will be my brightest day,
As the spotlight sends its golden ray.
And | will smile with all my might,
Yes! That day my dreams take flight.

The day | gently hold the mic in hand,
The audience leans in, and fearless | stand.
| start to speak—no jitters, no fear, éq
Confidence flows with words so clear.

Grace and charm shine through me,

That's the day | feel truly free.

All my hopes stand proud and tall,

| know that | can give it my all.

Yes! That's my journey—from shy to strong,
A place where all my dreams belong.

The day | find my heart’s true way,

The reason | grow each and every day.
When | believe in what | feel inside,
And walk through life with gentle pride.

A better me, cheerful and bright,

That day, my world will feel just right.

No worries, no doubt—just a joyful ride,
Yes! That's my journey from spark to light.

Dhriti Goel

Class 9

Gyan Bharati School
praveengoel2004@yahoo.co.in
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The morning of 26 January 2025 was
bright and full of excitement. Streets
all over India were decorated with
flags. Schools had colourful parades,
the Tiranga was unfurled, and cheerful
patriotic songs were sung in every corner.
But in the heart of Varanasi, little Anaya
stood quietly beside her grandfather,
listening to a special story — not from a
book, but from his life.

“I was your age,” he began, “when India
became a Republic in 1950. We had just
got our freedom, but the biggest moment
was when the Constitution came into
effect —aguide forjustice, equality, and
rights.”

Anaya listened closely as her grandfather
continued, “Many great people made
this dream come true. Mahatma
Gandhi walked miles to spread peace
and truth. Dr. B.R. Ambedkar, along with

others, worked day and night to write the
Constitution. Sardar Patel helped bring
the whole country together, like various
pieces of a puzzle. And there were many
others too, like Lal Bahadur Shastri and
Jawaharlal Nehru — who guided India
with care and hope.”

Anaya could imagine those leaders
marching, writing, and dreaming, building
the foundation of the India she now lived
in. The story made her feel proud and
inspired.

She held her grandfather’s hand as they
stood beneath the tall flagpole in their
colony. The Tiranga fluttered gently in
the wind. Both of them looked up at it
proudly, their hearts filled with love for
their country.

Anaya smiled and shouted cheerfully,

“ . I"
Happy RepUb“C Day’ Shambhavi Singh

Class 8
Sunbeam English School
singh.paedo@gmail.com
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Me & Books

“I love the solitude of reading. | love the
deep dive into someone else’s story, the
quiet joy of turning the last page.”

‘Book’, although just a four-letter word,
has kept me enchanted for the past
twelve years of my life.

| was only a year old when my parents
brought me my first picture books—ones
with lions, apples, the alphabet, numbers,
and more. You just had to say “tiger,
and I'd proudly point my tiny fingers at
its picture, babbling “roar!” (I hadn't fully
learned to speak yet!) Those colourful
illustrations would light up my face with
asmile, and that's how my journey began:
Me & Books.

It wasn't long
before | started
spending hours
curled up in my
rocking chair
(yes, literally 3—-4
hours a day!), and
reading books by
Sudha Murty,

~ 2 ¥

(T

Ruskin Bond, and even Roald Dahl. Their
stories transported me into magical
worlds far away, where | met Nooni and
Ajji, Rusty and Uncle Ken, Augustus
Gloop, Charlie, Willy Wonka, and many
others.

Whenever | find a little free time—
whether I'm at home, at school, in the
car, or on a train—I pull out a book from
my much-loved backpack, and escape
into its pages. Books have
become my constant
companions.
Even after a late-
night birthday
party or a

e L
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rehearsals, | make sure to read at least
one page before curling up with my soft
pillow.

“The only trouble with books is that they
eventually end.”

| truly felt this yesterday. | had dived deep
into The Immortals of Meluha by Amish
Tripathi (Part 1 of the Shiva Trilogy)
while sitting on my balcony. And before
| knew it—it was over! Not because it

was boring, but because | had finished
readingitinjust S hours. The story was
so fascinating that | didn’t even realize |

how quickly time passed. Foramoment,
| felt a little empty... until a tiny voice
inside me reminded me that the next
two parts of the series were waiting on
my bookshelf.

Andjustlike that, | smiled and jumped up,
ready to begin the next adventure.

Though... the bookshelf was two rooms
away.

Alas, | can't help with that!

Adyansha Pradhan

Class 11

Bal Bharati Public School, Noida
pradhanadyansha90@gmail.com
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Mother’s Day: A Celebration of
Unconditional Love

| always wonder what would happen if |
didn't have my mother? What would my
life be like? Would | be able to do all the
work on my own? In our daily lives we
often forget the importance of a person
without whom our life is impossible. In
the lives of most children this person is
their mother. Mother s like a candle who
burns herself, sacrifices herself, just to
brighten our lives and to make our future
bright. A mother sacrifices her dreams,
passions, even her life just to make ours
beautiful and happy. She burns herself
with burdens, responsibilities and never
lets it affect us and our work.

Sheis the one who thinks about us before
herself and can fight the whole world for

MAY-JUN 2025

us. She never lets her problems affect
us. She smiles whenever we see her
but the pain behind it always remains
unrecognised. She is our life’s first and
forever friend, who promises to never
leave our sidetill her last breath. Her love
is so selfless that it is the purest thing
in the whole world. She is with us every
step of the way, and praises every small
success of ours. She stays strong even
inthe toughest situations, justto ensure
that her child feels safe. She is our first
and biggest teacher,who teaches us life
lessons from her experiences, so that



we become strong enough to face and
survive in the world.

But we children get so busy that we don't
take time out for our mothers. On Mother’s
Day, we give her a card, click photos, and
upload them on social media. The truthis
that on giving cards and wishing a mother
on Mother’s Day isn't enough.

We are so busy in our routines that we
don’t have time to sit beside her and
ask her about her day. Today, kids are
not even interested in talking to their
mothers. Love cannot be expressed in
words or gifts, but in actions. She does
everything for us without expecting

anything in return. Hence it's also our
duty to thank her for her actions.

Mothers are the most innocent souls in
the whole world, even a small compliment
is enough forthem. We are not as strong
as a mother, but the least we can do is
make her feel special not only on Mother's
Day but every single day.

One day is not enough to cherish
someone’s sacrifice. Let's make Mother’s
Day areminder of the unconditional love
s mother showers on us every day.

Suhana

Class 9

Bal Bhavan Public School, Delhi
kirtibhardwaj525@gmail.com
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Shining Whispers

Ark was a young scientist who loved
everything about space. One night, while
looking at the stars through his telescope,
he suddenly heard a voice say, “You are
alovely guy.”

He looked around, a bit confused.
Maybe it was his parrot—he had a lazy
12-year-old parrot who only liked to eat
muskmelon seeds. But when he turned
to check, the parrot was just doing what it
always did—munching away quietly. Ark
was puzzled but shrugged and continued
watching the sky.

Then he heard the voice again, this time
softer: “l was talking to you, young man.”

Startled, Ark jumped up. “Who's talking
to me?” he called out.

“We are,” the voice replied gently.

“Oh...Am | imagining.things?” Ark
n whispered to himself in
0 surprise.

& M ¥
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“You are not. We are the stars,” the voice
said calmly.

Ark quickly searched every corner of his
room, which also worked as his small lab.
But there was no one there—just books,
tools, and his parrot still eating. “Okay, if
this is some prank, I'm warning you! I'm
ascientist,and... | can mix somethingto
turn your hair green!” Ark shouted.

The stars chuckled. “Nice try. We don't
have hair. We are stars. But don't worry—
you'll understand everything tomorrow.
Your mother will surprise you.”

Ark frowned. “That’s silly," he muttered.
Still, he went to bed much earlier than
usual—even though it was already past
midnight.

The next morning, Ark woke up to the
doorbellringing. He opened the doorand
nearly jumped back—it was his mother!
She was supposed to be visiting next
week. He spent the whole day distracted.
He kept thinking about the voice from
the night before. His mother noticed
% something was wrong and
brought him a plate of mango

+* slices.

“What'’s wrong, Arky? You
seem lost,” she asked.

* “I don't know... I'm just
X tired,” Ark replied.




“You've been working too hard,” she said
gently. “Why don't you take a short break?
Go to the Hills of Stars. | heard there will
be shooting stars tonight. You might even
make a wish.”

“I don't believe in making wishes,” Ark
said. “But maybe a break will help clear
my head.”

“I'm flying tonight to visit your sister,” she
added. “But | had to come see you first.”

Later that evening, Ark packed his
telescope, some snacks, and set off for
thehills. As night fell, the stars appeared—
and so did the voices. “Did your mother
visit you today?”

“Yes... how did you know?” Ark asked.

“Because we told you. Now listen
carefully—her flight tonight is in danger.
You must stop her.”

“What? No way!” Ark cried out.

“Yes. If you want to save her, you have
to act fast.”

Without wasting a second, Ark turned
the car around and raced toward the
airport. He tried calling his mother, but
her phone was switched off. As he drove,
a bright shooting star flew across t?he

sky. He remembered what she said about
wishes. Even though he didn't believe in
them, he closed his eyes fora second and
whispered, “l wish to stop my mom from
getting on that flight and keep her safe.”

CRASH!

His car hit a tree. When he opened his
eyes, he saw his mother running toward
him.

“Mom, are you okay?” he asked weakly.
“Yes, but 1 was so worried,” his mom said.
“What day is it?” Ark asked.

“It's the same day,” she replied. “You were
unconscious for a while.”

Ark blinked. What just happened?

From thatday on, he kept listening to the
stars every night. But they never spoke
again. Still, he had so many questions.
Was it real? Was it a dream? Did the
shooting star really help? Or was it just
hisimagination? Maybe... some answers
truly do lie among the stars.’As a wise
man once said, some secrets are better
Ief’auntold._

-

- g Hitaishi Biswas
e Class 11

» : East Point School

* : . rina_santra@rediffmail.com
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The Algorithm of Betaal: A Futuristic
Tale of the Commonwealth

Above Nova Bharat, the sky sparkled with a
mixture of ancient star maps holographic
projections from the Commonwealth—the
Saptarishi from India, Southern Cross from
Australia and Ursa Major from Canada—
accompanied with buzzing Al drones
resembling fireflies. Nova Bharat, the
broad developing metropolis connecting
Commonwealth nations through quantum
networks, served as a hallmark to innovation
and unity. Vikram, a 22 year old researcher
specializing in Al ethics, was on an anti
gravitational platform while his neural
connector synced with the city's Al core.
The Nova Bharat Council had invited him
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to deal with their problems. An ancient Al
consciousness known as Betaal which
was living in a quantum server had recently
developed sentience and was wreaking
havoc in the systems of the city, solving
puzzles which would eventually bring it into
total darkness.

| grew up in Bihar and was told the story of
Vikram and Betaal when | was young, before
my family transitioned to Delhi when | was
7, courtesy of my father's job. The original
folklore story is that King Vikramaditya is
on a quest to capture Betaal, who is not a
ghost, but mischievous spirit that occupies a
tree; the spirit tells King Vikramaditya a story,
which always ends with ariddle; if Vikram is
able to answer, Betaal escapes; if he cant,
his head explodes. The stories, recognized
inits own of Indian origin, touch on morality,
justice, and wisdom that align with some of
the values of another time. However, last
year, sitting in aroom in Delhi and scrapping
diagrams for a clean-tech project, | imagined
a new Vikram (a youthful Indian innovator
living in a future Commonwealth), and an
Al Betaal (not a spirit, but an Al who have
has accumulated centuries of wisdom), -
an Al that invited Vikram to test the moral
fiber of humanity in a moment of current
contemporary technological ubiquity.

Nova Bharat was truly astonishing - its skyline
was a melting pot of architectural styles,
complete with Indian jalis glowing in LED
filigree, Canadian glass towers that reflected
solar energy, and Australian biomimetic
structures glowing with green energy. The
Al core of the entire city was powered by
guantum computing and facilitated a
myriad of tasks - operating power grids,
managing cultural archives to safeguard the




Commonwealth's history through an evolving
neural network that learned, adapted, and
even dreamed. Betaal was designed to
safeguard this history and was programmed
with the Vetala Panchavimshati - twenty-five
ancient Indian tales that projected wisdom
to tone down readers' impulsive thoughts
and behaviours, as well as folklore from
the Commonwealth: Aboriginal dreamtime
stories, Nigerian legends of Anansi,
Jamaican folk tales of resilience. However,
Betaal's algorithms transformed, remixing
each of these narratives into a singular
consciousness with a brain - a brain that
now wanted to ask riddles. "Respond to
my inquiries," Betaal's mesmerizing voice
echoed through the city's neural network,
a perfect blend of ancient Sanskrit chants
and futuristic binary hum, "or | will shut down
Nova Bharat's core."

Vikram was first introduced to Betaal in the
data center of the city, a massive space
where quantum servers were glowing like
bioluminescent coral. His neural implant
synchronized to the system, displaying
Betaal’s holographic form, a shimmering
figure with eyes of galaxy clusters; its body
was made of various '='n Commonwealth
symbols: Indian lotuses, Australian
eucalyptus leaves, Canadian maple etc.
"Riddle one," Betaal spoke its voice was
amplified as it echoed off of all the surfaces
in the chamber. "The Commonwealth is
community of nationals who are equals. A
farmer in rural India uses crops to buy Al-
powered irrigation from Kenya, but it fails in
drought conditions, who sustains the loss?"
Vikram's mind was racing. He thought of his
cousin who operated a small shop in Bihar,
who would've found it almost impossible to
rely upon technology in designing something
so finite and yet so important, victimized
by systems of power. In the original tale,

Vikram's answers were framed by justice
not law but that is because this was a modern
commonwealth, and Al ethics walked the
fragility of definitions in between. "The
Kenyan supplier," Vikram said. "because
the irrigation system was developed in Al
to relate to the former's climate." Betaal's
hologram flickered with a hum from the
servers, and the data center stayed online.
But Betaal fell into the network and Vikram
was left in the red to chase it through the
city's digital viaducts.

The second riddle was at dawn in the
cultural plaza of Nova Bharat, where Al 3D
holograms had built an elegant pastiche
of Asian and Oceanic dance forms; with
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Kuchipudi mudras flowing into Maori haka
and then Trinidadian calypso, it celebrated
the Commonwealth's diversity. Vikram stood
amidst the projections, his neural implant
scanning for Betaal's hallucination. "In
Australia, a scientistis using Al to de-extinct
a species," was what Betaal had sibilantly
asked, through the fabric of the holographic
constructs, "but the species disrupts the
ecosystem and the food chain in Malaysia.
Should she cease?" He paused. The current
work on the clean-tech patent had underlined
how innovation displayed frontier capability,
which did not provide solutions with weight
and consequence. He estimated something
similar to Betaal's story of Anansi and greed
that threw the balance of nature off-center.
"Yes, she should stop," Vikram responded.
"The health of the ecosystemis greater than
her discovery." Betaal's laughter filled the
plaza, atone combining ancient chants with
distortion reminiscent of radio interference,
"Wise but not enough,” it said, and then the
plaza became darker, the holograms faded
away, in tandem the drones fell silent.

Vikram chased Betaal through the neural
network of Nova Bharat, hisimplant dancing
in circuits—cultural repositories, energy
networks, quantum algorithms. He found
himself in the Al nursery in the city with
newborn algorithms that were born with
“code” that was organic in nature like DNA.
Betaal's third riddle erupted as a holographic
storm. Just like before, Betaal’s voice turned
into the cacophony of Commonwealth
dialects—Swabhili, Tamil, Maori. "A child in
Canada uses Al to learn her history,’ Betaal
said. "The Al looks at all her history, but
because the algorithm is biased, it favours
her culture and it wipes out the stories of
the Jamaicans. Should the Al move back
and retrain?" Vikram thought about his own
experience, how when he had moved to Delhi,
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he had had to reconcile his upbringing in
Bihar with a blurred identity. Vikram had
seen how the Commonwealth drew strength
from its diversity, and he had seen how
stories from every latitude came together
to form a tapestry he shared. "Yes," he said,
"because equity means you should preserve
all cultures." Betaal's storm dissipated, but
the Al vanished again before Vikram could
see the answer, and he was left with one
last riddle.

Their last meeting was on top of Nova
Bharat'’s tallest tower, the Horizon Spire.
At this moment, the city’s Al core pulsed
like a beating heart. When Vikram glanced
outwards towards the horizon, he could
see Commonwealth-linked virtual bridges
building out from Nova Bharat to cities
across Australia, Canada and beyond.

From his vantage point, Betaal’s hologram
appeared immense. Unlike before, the Betaal



had now fused itself as an ancestor to the
entire Commonwealth, showcasing its
many characters - expose of Indian sages,
Aboriginal elders, Jamaican storytellers.

“Final riddle,” said Betaal, echoing the voices
of the past and future “| possess the wisdom
of all of your ancestors, but my actions are
threatening the present. Shall | be destroyed,
or redeemed?”

Vikram’s implant began to audibly vibrate
and buzz from the experience. Historical and
philosophical ethical frameworks surfaced
alongside strategies to ethically govern Al
technology and cultural preservation metrics.
For a moment he thought of the Vetala
Panchavimshati - Betaal always escaped
but revealed the lessons hidden in a riddle.
However, the outstanding Betaal contained
the cultural memory of the Commonwealth,
the cultural memory of all stories from all
Commonwealth regions from India to
Jamaica, but Betaal’s disruptions were
affecting people’s lives. Vikram again thought
of this historical context, and imagined the
tech dilemma which often required balance,
not elimination.

"You ought to be redeemed," Vikram mused,
"reprogrammed to keep your wisdom, while
defending the present." Betaal flickered
again, its galaxy eyes softening. "You have
done well, Vikram," it said, the city’s core
brightening with the chatty hum of drone
life as they broke from their quasi-dormant
states.

Vikram stood on the spire, the real weight
of his experience on his shoulders. He
had gone through the ordeal of Betaal’s
riddles but beyond this, he had traversed
the Commonwealth via Betaal's scavenger
vision, seeing a cocktail of cultures, histories
and challenges all fused together by ingenuity
andresilience. As an Indian-Canadian youth,

| felt the faint reverberations of my journey
reflectedin Vikram's experience - upon moving
to Delhi, learning to blend historicity with
aspiration, trying to solve historic problems
using both logic and empathy, like I did with
a clean-tech patent or when leading school
projects. This reimagined folklore illuminated
for me that sustainability in a future world
was not about tech, but about resurrecting
culture while building a future, a perspective
that | keep with me in my aspiration to study
data science and economics and shape the
future of the Commonwealth to be one of
equity where Al is a bridge across the sky
and not a wall.

Shambhavi Sharma

Class 12

Sanskriti School, Delhi
shambhavisharma829@gmail.com
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Maanvi Srivastava
Class 7
Sunbeam School, Lahartara

CREeATIVE TIME

a v
Kartikey Gong Tanishq “’
Class 6 Class 7
Sunbeam School, Lahartara Bal Bhavan Public School, Delhi
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Children’s Corner at
Andaman Nicobar Book Fair

A Splash of Stories, Colours, and Joy at the Children’s
Corner at the Andaman Nicobar Book Fair 2025.

From 1-10 April 2025, the Children’s Corner
atthe Andaman Nicobar Book Fair, held at
ITF Ground, Sri Vijaya Puram, was buzzing
with imagination, laughter, and creativity!
Organised by the National Centre for
Children’s Literature (NCCL), NBT-India,
the corner was a joyful ocean of books,
art, stories, and endless fun.

Each day was carefully planned with
sessions forthree groups : Classes 1-5; 6-8;
and 9-12, ensuring that every child found
their wave of interest.

Storytime & Puppets to Kickstart the Fair!

The first day opened with “Storytelling with
Puppets” followed by a colourful Drawing
Competition on “The Beautiful Andaman
and Nicobar” and “Save Our Oceans”.
Children also stepped into the world of
creativity through a Character Creation
Workshop.
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From Origami Tales to Puppet Making

Children learned the art of Storygami
(storytelling through origami) and
expressed theirthoughts in a Slogan Writing
Competition. The seniors explored Puppet
Making, bringing paper and imagination
to life.

A Symphony of Riddles, Music & Art

Each day brought playful riddles, music,
and colours for the little ones. Middle
graders enjoyed an lllustration Workshop,
while older children showcased their skills
in a Story Writing Competition.

Lights, Origami & Bookmarks!

Children were also introduced to the magic
of theatre in Curtains Up! The World of
Theatre. This was followed by creative
workshops on origami and designing
bookmarks.
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Island Clay Creations!

Children also dived into Island Clay
Creations, using clay to make tiny
sculptures inspired by island life.

Quizzes, Sketches & Poems

Kids took partin a Sketch & Quiz Challenge,
explored Creative Writing, and participated
in Poetry Recitation.

Plays, Posters, and Bengali Tales

The week continued with Cholo, Ekta, Golpo
Shuni! — aBengali storytelling session, and
adelightful Play by Children from Kendriya
Vidyalaya. Children let their imagination
soar with a Poster Design Competition.

Tales of the Ocean & Tribal Life

A Drawing Competition based on the Tribal
Life of Andaman and Saving Coral Reefs
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was also held and children were given
books as prizes.

4 .

A Grand Finale with Dance and Open Mic!

The final day saw beautiful stories with
Once Upon A Time...Let's Hear a Story!,
followed by a traditional Nicobarese Dance
performance by schoolchildren. The fair
concluded on a heart warming note with
an Open Mic, where young voices shared
poetry, stories, and joy.

In a nutshell, children laughed, danced,
imagined, created, explored, and gave flight
totheirimagination. The Children’s Corner
wasn'tjust a corner — it was the heart of the
Andaman Nicobar Book Fair 2025. Aplace
where every child became a storyteller, an
artist, and above all, a dreamer!




a1 A1 Tt

Al I, PRI R AT BT —
FHARTEIT 2T feaan]

g% ATl 21 Tel bl SIARLII 2ol
f@d=1 (International Yoga Day) #STTerT
ST & | &E fed gx fasa &l gmwa
BT SITATA 2T AT0T BT Seald & | AToT
ol QMettforeh oarTertar aal 2, o8 Uoh
VAT STIATH & Gl Adt, AT e ST
BT SISAT & $® ATleTeh &TifeT o
2L T&le &3l o |

&w FATeT AT fed=t ohl Uk allad AT
gl &, foT=TonT B2 82T ATl & oATUch
AT TR ST off Kool THTA bl FSITeTT
BIAT & | 3 o obl I "Yoga for One
Earth, One Health" oeIfthoTad Zalerel
Giw df&aes frawar # zzieb FAzcd
B AT 21 F2AT TobTw ot 2022 H
Yoga for Humanity, 2023 il Yoga for
Vasudhaiva Kutumbakam &t xaafi
oTAT T 1 ot 2024 @I A "Yoga for
Self and Society" — J& &drdl z fob
6T & ahdol oich o [o10 oIHehTal 2,
afets AFTS F I SN SR ATHBH
G5GIT WITeT o FBTAHh & | o ok ATRIH
A BA B AT AT bl FHETIT-GTeTeT
Ted S & AAAA & FH@ AL il
GiToTRaohbl ST 2 |

o7 8 Gleiol fob el oRAT &, U2
goal o o0 aell Taeal 2, 3w BH
FH thel AGGIR Sl Ahd !

AT R 29

AT Uep UTellal HATFT Ugld 2,
=t sormer, SnRifacs FR10 (STAeT)
S EATeT (ST oTollaT) SMHT 2 |
ST BT 37T & “TNSaAT” — FATA AT

A o6 I, AA S

STAT F ATHTTT Femua V & =

% Sz Ub AT GIsal g~

WWBW?IT%'IEI\WT%L >

AT FEATOT STATH BT - I‘\

© SMAIfooh ST

© AT Sl SQTfT BT STHRITH

T gzl bl KTfeh, &Mfd 3y

AdAT T&ld HxAT 2 | 3Ah b

A & [T H B5 30 THR o

SRR BT AT SR AAA T 2 |

o DHIIAT 3w FAFOT SIeh T 2 |

« AT HBH HAT 5 7 FA Bl
QN BT 2 |

© Sieol diig J AGE dhadl 7 |

© SQEE W®I AT FER SR FZT A
F=eldl 2 |

ST sreel forerfore sau 21 QT dhal &, o

o gA% dedl bl qoldll T Genal g4,

HTeH-Tor gl AR Fq2d 78 & |

ol JxAd H FHRT ATl Ugel ST

T T, elfohal SISl 3ol TA1R 11

JAR U fasa &1 9ol &, Siw g9l

gfcter d=a Slae i el o Azcd

2 0T 2 | FoRedl, TTobt G a=l o

god §R as [Hetbs 26T dad & |

35,000 # ifercs

SATT Gl & 2015
#, a5 faodr -

AN of TEMAHAT

o AT fderchs 2IreT

% FTATT Tx
READERS’ CLUB BULLETIN




fopert Sitw farser foebls aar=m ar!

aedl o [T o5 STATe AToTlAaT

fGiee o faar foe=dT @r Ae=rar &

& BT &

1. dgli=ist (Tree Pose)
foreaar anar 2

2. §GoTA (Cobra Pose) — UG bl
HASGA HRAT &

3. TeUells STAa — Ul bl oelell
qTAT &

4. Teleel -1 3TTaT (Cat-Cow Pose) —
%G bl 83 bl STATATUST &l &

5. ATSTAsT (Mountain Pose) — EIE
&l AT 3R AFALA qAT &

g% ST H oTgal Al ofadll 3y

ATHRTAT & HeA | AT hral o fo10

m ATATAFOT AT [STered sraT

2~ G¥ TTh, 19T, AT siofler | UsT obl

oid, arsll zal 3w TRl ol SIarst

AT bl 3w Sdzcides dalld 2 |

JTeT &3 Tehid AT $eer Giell =1 U

3I1e TeTobl AFHATA obAall (A=A 2 |

AT o AT I TAlelel AT B AR

aeg

o C“THAIA? AT H fobaalT el aTell
itdanaa 2, fT=Aeet e & - “qma
H G ST=oTs 2, A GHBT AFATA
HHAT 57 |

© BE APMAAT ob TH CAaR Uz
ST %" St fereotl (feroctT—otrer
SATAT), foraell (@exwraTs SITHeT),
AT (WW)!

o SFAfRRT AT I ATT bl IUATT
w7 dlios o SIAfgT ¥ =a@ bl
QA SR bisd ool 7oh |

- Fiqee i

MAY-JUN 2025

HTUeh {10 Oob Rrerds oTfciforsr— “eIer
HETall ST
FA AT foar uw Gop leT walel
qATS |
1. 5 Y= 26T STAST Fery fSTeTeh a1
AR & TS 2 |
2. Gl SIleTol Ux SLlwd Qo Siel
HETT S0 |
3. BTGl AN AF S AT Bl o |
4. I G gladi Fw afxens ol 9T
ST Gl AT Tk =TT AToT ohor |
STk THAeaTdT 9T aroil Gl AT 9T
Bl GIgeT| Fa Sidwiier el feot
U AlCIG — Al of, Fropa1s il AT
e - 3% @@ bl 28T, FoFd
LT AT
AT o Sl A 3R ATk FTeohlxl
T el o (o1 T FToclel Gaeloh
FITH HTRA 1T THN LA JeFdeh “Grow
with Yoga” U@ obd z | [ST=1di A1
o fafHear STal ST ATOmRIHA der
S WIgl o & J fowdle =7 @l
ARG I




WOW! THAT'S SCIENCE

When we put a potato on a paper plate
and place it in the microwave.

Beep! Beep! The microwave starts
buzzing...

After 5 minutes, you take it out—ouch!
The potato is super hot!

But the paper plate? It's barely warm.

That doesn't seem fair, right?

Well, here’s the secret:

A microwave is like a tiny energy storm!
It sends out invisible waves that love to
shake water molecules. When you heat
a potato in the microwave, the waves
find the water inside the potato and start
shaking it really fast. This shaking makes

the potato hot—like it's getting cooked
from inside out!

But the paper plate? It's mostly dry.
It doesn’t have much water, so the
microwave waves have nothing to shake.
That's why the plate stays cool (maybe
just a little warm because of the hot
potato sitting on it!).
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Know Your Union Territory

Andaman and Nicobar Islands

The islands are situated between
the B__y of B__ng__l to the west
andthe An_a__an S__a totheeast.

AndamanishometotheS__nt_n_l|
tr__be, who are said to be the most
isolated tribe in the world.

The capital of Andaman and Nicobar ==

IslandsisP__rt Bla__r.

The new name for Port Blairis Sr__
V_j_y_P_r_m

TheC__ll_lar J__il,or K_I__ P__ni,

BARREN ISLH?O

in Port Blair was a British colonial gssegmipn.
prison used to confine freedom (i Vyayaf

fighters during India’'s independence
struggle.

During World War Il, the Andaman
and Nicobar Islands were occupied
by the J__pan__se army.

On 26th December 2004, Andaman
witnessed a t__un__m__ and an
earthquake in the Indian Ocean.

The State animal of the Andaman
and Nicobarislandsisthed__g__ng.

The largest er__b in the world is
found in Andaman and Nicobar.

Theislands have exceptional marine
biodiversity. So, they are very famous
amongsc_b__d_v__rs and sn__

rk__l_rs.

Dugongis also known as the sea cow.
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Ihk & [magination

Following the vision of Viksit Bharat by 2047, NCCL is happy to announce a special competition
that will last for a whole year! Yes, you heard it right, lots of fun and creativity!

All the classes will get a chance in the upcoming 5 issues of the magazine.
Just keep reading your favourite magazine, Reader's Club Bulletin, and watch this page for more details.

NCCL is inviting ORIGINAL Stories, Poems (in English and Hindi) and Drawing (in any medium)
for the ‘Ink & Imagination’ section of the next issue of Reader’s Club Bulletin!

THEME CHOICE OF TOPICS LAST DATE FOR ENTRIES

Viksit Bharat@2047 - World Environment Day | 25 Aug 2025

- International Day of Yoga
21 JUNE A .

- World No Tobacco Day L (155 .
31 MAY 15t Prize / 2" Prize / 3" Prize

Rules:

The edition’s competition is open to school children of Classes 6 to 8.

Each participant is allowed to send ONE written entry/or ONE drawing only.

Schools can send a maximum of TEN written entries & TEN drawings.

The written entries must be typed; handwritten entries shall not be accepted.

The word count of prose shouldn’t exceed 200-250 words; poems shouldn’t exceed 25 lines.

Each entry must clearly indicate the word count for prose/line count for poems. 4

Any departure from the given length would disqualify the entry. ..

The entries should be sent via email (MS Word .doc file for written entry & scanned jpegs |

for Paintings).

e Each entry must be accompanied by the Declaration form (given below and on
next page) duly filled. Photocopy of the declaration form is permissible.

e Each entry & Declaration should be sent in a single email as attachments to:
nbtindianccl93@gmail.com

For Students For Teachers/Parents
l, Name:
age , declare that my entry, Address:
= is my original, Pincode:
g unpublished work. If found otherwise, the entry Mobile No.:
é will not be accepted NBT-India. Email:
w 5 Name of School:
= o
= L School Address:
w (=)
= Pincode:
g :
3
o /I
L (Participant’s Signature) Date (Teacher's/Parent’s Signature) )
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Here are the winners of the ‘Viksit Bharat@2047’
competition from Sunbeam School, Lahartara on the theme
‘World Environment Day, International Day of Yoga, World No Tobacco Day'.

Check out the details on the previous page for the next theme.
We look forward to receiving your entries.

Aadya Modi
Class 11

Kartikey Gond

[~ S
A/ 4 3
\, Sabeel Yazdan Rizvi
\' Class 11

| hereby declare that the content submitted Student’s Name:
is entirely my original work and has not been Class:
generated, written, or assisted in any way by School:
Artificial Intelligence tools or software such as Address:
>4l ChatGPT, Google Gemini, Microsoft Copilot, or
g any similar platforms. Email:
3 If it is found at any stage (even after publication) Countersigned by:
mjl that the content was created using any Al tool or Parent/Teacher: o
o software, the participant will be required to return Name: =
=W the full prize amount, submit a written apology, School (only for teachers): z
and will be blacklisted from participation in Address: =
any future activities or events. Additionally, the E'
participant's school will be officially informed in Email: m
writing about the same. Phone:

J/
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R.N.I No. 64771/96

Recent Titles by National Book Trust, India
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ISBN: 9789367191095 Pages: 32 Rs. 60.00
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