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Workshop on Himachali Folktalesand Kangra Art

National Centre for Children's
Literature, a wing of National Book
Trust, Indiaorganised atwo-day Cresative
Writing & Illustration Workshop at
Government  Senior Secondary School
in a remote village named Polian
Purohitan, inAmb Tehsil of UnaDistrict
in Himachal Pradesh on 26-27 March
2012 in association with Consortium
Octet.

The uniqueness of the region is the
rich, unpolluted traditional culture and
history with one of the oldest post
offices in India. The postmen in the
British era were the nomadic ‘Gaddi’
tribe, who delivered letters and packets
to resident Britishers in distant upper
hills. The ‘Kamakhya temple atop a
remote hill, with the manifestation of
the goddess was sanctified here by the
Vatsayan Rajpurhoits, who are said to
have migrated from Nilachal-Garo Hills
in Assam by the Himalayan range route
some 800 years ago in 1203 B.C.

The objective of the workshop was
to bring to fore the latent potential in
the children in creative writing and
Kangra art of Himachal Pradesh. Shri
Monu Kumar and Shri Suresh Kumar,
Kangra art illustrators from the Kangra
Art Promotion Society introduced and
guided the children in the skills of
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Kangra art painting. Shri Rajnikant
Shukla, an author, guided the school
children and teachers in creative
writing.

Shri Kanshi Ram Bharati, 1AS,
Deputy Commissioner of Una,
inaugurated the workshop and
appreciated the Nationa Book Trust and
Consortium Octet’s effort to promote
the latent talent of the village children.
He assured the admistration’s
co-operation in organizing such
workshops in future as well.

Even some teachers and residents
participated in the workshop.The
stories and illustrations developed in
the workshop have been published in
this issue of your favourite magazine.
Ms Nyapi Bomjen, a student of 1IMC,
Dhenkanal has worked on this issue as
part of the editorial team.
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The Forest Mongter

Neeta Sarkar

iii 1 l
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Once upon atime in aremote hill forest
villagein Himachal, lived an old woman.
She was very kind and loved all the
animalsand birdsintheforest. The birds
and animalsin turn helped the old woman
to collect fruits and firewoods. The
woman lived alone. She was brave and
fearless. She loved to face difficulties
and challenges. She went to the forest
to collect fruits to eat, and firewoods to
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cook food and keep her warmin the cold
winter month.

In that same forest, there lived a
monster, who was cursed by amagician
to live in the forest pond forever by
casting a magic spell on him, as the
monster had annoyed the magician in
some way or the other. The spell could
be broken only if a fruit was thrown in
the pond by akind old woman.
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The mischievous monster had tricked
the kind old woman to set himself free.
Oneday, when the old woman came near
the pond, the monster moaned pitifully
"Help me. I’'m hungry and cold in the
pond. Just give me one of those fruits
you have.”

The kind old woman threw afruit in
the pond. The spell was broken and the
monster was set free.

The monster now roamed fredly in
the forest and returned to his old
mischiefs. He loved to frighten away
anyone who entered the forest. No one
dared to enter the forest as they feared
the monster, but the kind old woman had
never cared about the ungrateful monster.

The monster was extremely puzzled
when he tried to frighten her away, but
the old woman remained unmoved to the
frightening sounds or the mischief of the
monster. Though he tried a lot, nothing
seemed to work.

“I will irritate and imitate her,”
thought the ungrateful monster. “She
will get fed up and leave the forest.”

He was delighted by his plan.

On the next day, when the kind old
woman came to collect fruits from the
forest, the monster immediately began
imitating her actions. When she bent
down to collect afallen fruit from atree,
the monster would do the same. If the
old woman sat down to rest, the monster
would sit down. The old woman was now
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annoyed and wanted to get rid of this
monster. Then, she planned to trick the
monster.

The following day, the kind old
woman before coming to the forest,
tied a thick bandage on her hand and
soaked it in water. She pretended to have
injured herself. When she entered the
forest, she saw the monster sitting on
top of atree watching her curiously. She
pretended to cry in pain. “Oooh... My
hand hurts! | can't collect fruits today.”

The monster was delighted to see her
in pain and wanted to further annoy her.
He imitated her-"Oooh..My hand hurts!
| can’t collect fruits today.” The
monster was now really enjoying
himself.

The old woman called out loudly so
that the monster could hear-" | think I’ll
light afire to comfort my aching arm.”
The monster repeated by saying- “I
think I'll light a fire to comfort my
aching arm.”

The old woman then lit a fire and
when the fire was ablaze, she put her
hand inthefire. Thewet bandage did not
burn her arm. She was unhuirt.

However, themonster, who was quick
to imitate her; lit afire and put his hand
in the blazing fire and cried out in pain
"Help! Help! | have burnt myself!” The
monster ran to the nearby pond and
plunged into the water to put the fire out
and thus never to return again!

ued Ha gelfed



Prayu and Lodlu
Subhi Koundal

Once upon atime, two orphan brothers
lived inthehillsof Himachal. Therewas
a true bond of brotherly love and
friendship between them. Prayu, the
elder brother cared for Lodlu, the
younger brother. Prayu took all the
responsibilities for his younger
brother’s upbringing and also took care
of the farm their father had left behind
for his two sons.

Prayu loved hisyounger brother and
hence, felt the need to have a lady to
manage al the household work, while
they went to the farm. A matrimonial
aliancewithagirl fromanearby village
was arranged. Prayu was married with
celebrations. Theentirevillage attended
the marriage ceremony and enjoyed the
wedding feast.

Prayu was happy, but his newly
wedded wife Lilavati, was unhappy
because she was greedy. Prayu was
always concerned about his brother
Lodlu. It annoyed her extremely that the
farm, belonged to both of the brothers.
In fact, she began to hate Lodlu and
looked upon him as a hindrance. She
wanted her husband to own the entire
farm. She, aso, wanted freedom to do
whatever she wanted to. So, she began
plotting her evil planto get rid of Lodlu.
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One day when the two brothers had
gone to the farm, a sage with magical
powers, paid a visit to their house.
Lilavati was alone and respectfully
wel comed the sage. She washed the feet
of the sage and prepared a good medl
for the revered sage. The sage was
pleased by Lilavati’'s devotion and
hospitality.

“Desireaboon and | shall grant it to
you,” the sage proclaimed.

“Most holy saint”, shemoaned, “1 am
unhappy because my husband always
cares for his younger brother and
neglects me. Grant me a boon to break
this bond between the two brothers to
make me happy.”

“You shall haveit”, said thesage. He
took out some herbs from his bag and
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gaveit to her. “Mix this herb with milk
and serve it to the younger brother. He
will turn into adog and you can chase it
away from your house. However, | warn
you, if he licks or smells sandal wood,
the spell will be broken,” he instructed.
Lilavati was extremely pleased.

The next day, when the two brothers
left for the farm, she prepared a potion
of milk mixed with the magical herb for
Lodlu. She knew Lodlu would come in
the afternoon to fetch food for his
brother Prayu.

When Lodlu came, the evil woman
spoke kindly to Lodlu. “You must be
tired and thirsty. Drink thismilk. You will
be refreshed.”

Lodlu, who was unaware of her evil
plan gulped down the milk . He was
immediately turned into a dog! Poor
Lodlu cried out in horror and began to
bark. He ran out barking loudly to his
elder brother.

Prayu was resting under a tree after
the day’s work, waiting anxiously for
Lodlu to return.

He saw a dog rushing towards him
barking loudly. Prayu thought that the
dog was attacking him. He raised a stick
and started beating the dog to chase it
away. Prayu waited for along time for
his brother to return and finally went
home. He asked his wife about Lodlu.

“He had come to take the food away.
He has also taken all your savings and
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gone. Such ungrateful person after al
the care you took to keep him happy,”
she replied and began to moan and
complain.

Prayu was worried when he did not
find his younger brother. He searched
everywhere with the dog following
him. The dog began to bark trying to
tell Prayu about the truth, but the
barking annoyed him. He chased the
dog away.

Poor Ladlu was left yelping and
whining in pain. He ran down the road
feeling very miserable. He was very
hungry. While he was wandering on the
road in search of food, he saw an aged
shepherd trying helplessly to get his
flock together. Some of his sheep had
strayed away.

Lodlu immediately went round
barking to help the aged shepherd to
collect his flock. The shepherd was
pleased and shared hisfood with Lodlu,
now a dog. He had now found a new
companion.

The shepherd’'s young daughter was
pleased with the dog. She cared for him
because he always helped her to gather
theflock whenever shewent out with the
sheep to graze.

One day, the king of that kingdom
was hunting in the forest riding his
favourite horse when he noticed the dog
gathering the stray sheep flock. He
requested the shepherd to give him the
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dog. The shepherd
obliged and Lodlu,
the dog now began to
reside in the king's
palace. Lodlu, the
dog was liked by
everyone for his
gentle behaviour.
Even the beautiful
young princess loved
the dog. Lodlu lived
in the palace for
many years.

The king wanted the princess to be
married as she was of marriageable age.
He sent invitation to the kings from far
off kingdoms to attend the traditional
'‘Swyamvarum’ matrimonial ceremony,
wherein the princess would select her
own husband. Many suitors came to try
their luck ontheday of ‘* Swyamvar’, and
the entire people from the kingdom
came to attend the wedding. Lodlu’'s
brother, Prayu and hisevil wife, Lilavati
had also come to watch the wedding.
Lodlu was happy to see his brother
among the crowd.

According to the traditional custom,
the princess was adorned as a bride with
sandal wood paste smeared on her hands.
Lodlu, the dog, who was standing
patiently near the princess, lovingly
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licked her hands. The spell was broken
and heturned into hisoriginal self to the
amazement of everyone present.

The princesswastaken aback, and the
‘Swyamvar’ garland fell around Lodlu’s
neck. According to the custom, he was
the bridegroom selected by the princess.
He was married to the princess.

Lodlu went to get the king's
blessings. He also went to seek his
brother’s blessing. Prayu was overjoyed
to find his lost brother after so many
years. Lilavati fell on her knees to ask
for forgiveness. Lodlu, who was very
kind, forgave her and the entire family
lived happily in the kingdom ever after.

Translated by Neeta Sarkar
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Farmer Ramgullu
Sudesh Sharma

Vi g

In a village in Himachal, there once
lived a happy farmer named
Ramgullu. Farmer Ramgulluwasvery
kind and loved everyone. He loved to
grow pumpkins. In fact, he was the
best farmer in the village who grew
large yellow pumpkins. Some were so
big that he had to wheel them in a cart
to the market. Ramgullu’s pumpkins
were in demand everywhere- in
weddings, in festivals and even in the
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king’s kitchen !

‘Look at Ramgullu! He's
carrying the biggest pumpkin of the
year!” the villagers would say to each
other when farmer Ramgullu pushed his
huge pumpkin through thevillageto the
market. Hispumpkinswerefamousand
sold away at once, while the other
farmers sat in the village market all day
long.
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"Wonder what his secret is?' asked
some farmers who envied him. They
could never grow a pumpkin that big!

They would talk endlessly about his
pumpkins. Some would watch him
secretly or find some excuse to see what
he did at his farm. They always found
him at his pumpkin patch rooting out the
weeds or thumping them with love when
the pumpkins grew fat.

Ramgullu loved his pumpkins very
much and spent most of histime talking
to hispumpkins or even playing hisflute
to them. He always thumped them when
they grew a little bigger each day. The
pumpkins were so happy that they
rejoiced with a short ‘blurb’ !

"Let’'ssend Totulu to find Ramgullu’'s
secret" said one of the farmers. So
Totulu, who lived in the neighbouring
farm, was sent one morning to Ramgullu.

"Good day!" greeted Totulu when he
saw Ramgullu in the pumpkin patch
enjoying his morning breakfast!

Poor Totulu, like other farmers had
tried hisbest to grow pumpkins, but they
never grew to more than the size of a
small football. He kicked hard at the
pumpkinsin hisanger and the pumpkins
refused to grow!

Ramgullu saw Totulu come up to
him. He knew that his surly neighbour
had come not to pay acourtesy visit, but
to find out the secret of his pumpkins.

"Good day Totulu! Nice to see you
early this morning," he said merrily,
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enjoying his breakfast in the pumpkin
patch.

"How are your beautiful pumpkins
doing?Oh! They look solovely," hesaid
eyeing the yellow pumpkins that were
smiling radiantly in the sunshine. In the
next instant, therewasa'blurp’ !

"What was that?' he asked, rather
surprised at the queer sound from the
pumpkin patch.

"The pumpkinisgrowing. Don’'t you
know they ‘blurp’ when they are happy?"

"Eh?Isthat so?' asked Totulu rather
surprised. "l thought they grow whenyou
kick them hard!"

Ramgullu, who by now had finished
his breakfast placed his plate in the
pumpkin patch. "You are indeed wrong.
Just listen quietly while | sing to them
to make them happy," said Ramgullu,
bending hisear over ahuge pumpkin. He
began singing aHimachali song to them.

"Why don’t you also listen?"
suggested Ramgullu.

Therefore, Totulu also bent down to
listen.

Sureenough, therewasaloud * blurp’
and then another ‘blurp’! The entire
pumpkin patch was ‘blurping’ happily.
Ramgullu went to each of his pumpkins
and thumped them lovingly.

"Oh!" said Totulu rather taken aback.
It istruethat the pumpkins‘blurp’ when

they are happy!
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Totulu rushed back rather excited to
thevillageto inform everyone of hisnew
found secret. "I know how Ramgullu’s
pumpkinsgrow so big! They ‘blurp’ when
you sing to them!"

The word soon spread in the village
to other farmers who grew pumpkins.

The farmers sat in their pumpkins
patch with plates of food specially
cooked of pumpkins. They began singing
to them. Sure enough, the pumpkins
beganto‘blurp’ andgrow fat! They patted
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and thumped the pumpkins lovingly.
Even Totullu, who was earlier a surly
farmer, became happy.

To this day, the farmersin Himachal
st with plates of food in the pumpkin
patch and sing to them. Only thefarmers
in Himachal know the secret
of Ramgullu’s huge pumpkins.

That was a good thumping
story! Wasn't it?

Translated by Neeta Sarkar
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The Witch of Kinnaur Kingdom

Savitri Sharma

Aarti Sharma

Once upon a time in the kingdom of
Kinnaur in Himachal, there ruled a
famous and a just king. The loyal
subjects of his kingdom were devoted
and served the king and the kingdom
earnestly. The king also loved his
subjects. In fact, the entire roya family
helped in the welfare of the state.

The king and the queen decided to
hand over the state responsibilities to
the young crown prince. They had sent
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out the matrimonial alliance
request for suitable brides to
distant kingdoms, but they could
not find any beautiful princess
worthy to be the queen apparent.

In the nearby kingdom, a
witch lived in the hill forest and
cast her evil spell on everybody.
When she cameto know about the
king's proclamation to search for
a beautiful bride for the crown
prince, she changed herself into
a beautiful girl.

The learned courtiers and
priests assembled to view the
proposal. Everyone was
unanimous in the choice,
although a wise astrologer who
was also the royal priest of the
kingdom where the witch lived,
knew all about the evil plans of
the witch through his predictions. He
warned the royal court about the dire
evil consequences that may befall on
the kingdom. He asked them to chant
Vedic mantras during the wedding to
break the spell and discover the truth.
No one paid heed to his warning.

No sooner than the date of marriage
was fixed; the evil witch began casting
spells of drought in the kingdom. She
used magic spell to changethe direction
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of themonsoon clouds. Rivers, lakesand
wells dried up. There was not a drop of
water in the entire kingdom. The harvest
and cattle began to perish every day.

Thewise council met again to discuss
the drought situation. The evil witch had
not only sent the drought but also sent
evil thoughts in the dreams of everyone.
It was to offer a sacrifice of the king or
the prince to appease the rain gods. She
wanted to be the sole queen of the
kingdom and the subjects.

The wise astrologer took the queen,
the crown prince, the raj-purohit and the
state minister into confidence. He told
them all about the evil witch through his
astrological predictions. They finally got
together and set up a plan to get rid of
the witch. They proclaimed that the
marriage would be performed according
to the ancient rites. The bride had to
prove her purity by sitting onthefire pyre
amidst the chanting of Vedic mantras.
The evil witch unaware of the plan was
to the contrary rgjoicing her success and
readily agreed to perform the required
ancient wedding ritual.

The day of marriage was fixed. The
entire kingdom with guests from other
kingdoms arrived in the royal wedding.
The king, the queen and the royal guests
sat to see the wedding ceremony. The
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crown prince arrived on a white horse
decked up as the bridegroom. The witch
who had turned herself more beautiful
than ever was looked up with awe and
admiration by the waiting ladies.

Finaly, the auspicious time arrived.
The royal priest asked the bride to sit
on the platform erected with logs of
wood. The witch slowly went like a
demure bride and sat on the pyre. The
astrologer gave the signal at the
appropriate moment. The royal priest lit
the holy pyre.

The witch realized to her horror that
her magic spell did not work against the
Vedic chants of the holy mantra. Sheran
out of the flame screaming in pain. Her
clothes had caught fire and soon shewas
reduced to ashes. After the riddance of
the witch, the kingdom received rains
and the drought conditions were over.

Ridhi Devi
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My Grand Ma's Sory

Vasundhara Sharma

There is always excitement among
people when someone arrives at our
village Polian Purohitan , specially when
there is festivity in the Kamakhya
temple or a wedding.

Our temple is about 800 years old
when the ‘Devi’ was brought to thisland
of the gods from Nilachal hills by the
Vatsayan Rajpurohits and sanctified here.

Many pilgrims visit the temple. | go
there every day when our school is over.
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The entire village visits the temple
during ‘Navratra' festival.

The excitement today at school
was different when our principal
informed us that the District Deputy
Commissioner was coming to
inaugurate our creative writing and
illustration  workshop  being
conducted by NBT-National Centre
for Childre's Literature from
Delhi! Wow!
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At first we were all confused, but
later our teacher and the resource
persons informed us all about it.

Oh! What fun! We would write
stories and draw and colour pictures
under the guidance of Kangra artists
from Dharamshala. NBT editors would
correct our stories that would be printed
in a magazine. We could not believe
it! All my friends were excited, but
wondered what storyieswewould write?

| ran hometo tell my Grandmaabout
this news when the school was over. She
is very old with wrinkles on her hands
and face. She looks funny when shetries
to chew something without her teeth or
giggles, but she is loveable and
has lots of stories to tell me. | love to
hear her telling me about her youthful
days:

Long , long years ago when the
British Officers with their families
came to the Himachal hills in the
summer for vacation, there would be
excitement in the remote village called
‘Dera inthelower Shivalik hills.’

‘The white people are coming!’
would be the excited words around. All
work inthevillagewould cometo astand
still. Kalia ,the blacksmith would stop
pumping the leather bellows of his
furnace; the woodcutter would drop his
axe and rush to the roadside; the women
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folk would leave their household work
to huddle together at the temple
courtyard. Villagers would rush out to
see the British families ride pompously
on horse driven coaches, or sometimes
a ‘Gora Memsahib’ carried in
palanquins passed in hushed grunts of
the sweating palanquin bearers.’

Somvati, a young eight-year-old
Himachali village girl along with her
friends would watch in awe at the
grandeur of the pageantry. Somvati’s
father, Omkarnath was a poor man,
while her mother Mangla was burdened
with the domestic ordeals, from cutting
fire wood to fetching water from the
rivulet.

Thewomenfolk inthevillagehad no
rest, except during some moments of
excitement when the Goras arrived..The
Gora Saheb sometimes hunted aleopard
or adoth bear. The villagers rgjoiced as
they would get ‘ Bakshis' for carrying the
dead animal slung on a pole with the
‘Saheb’ leading onahorse. Thevillagers
followed with the children behind. The
village dogs too did not want to stay
back. They scampered after the retinue
barking !

The * Gora Sahebs never came back
for a long long time.They now come
walking with backpackswandering from
one village to another with a cameral
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Somvati never went to school because
there were no schoolsin the village, nor
were there any schools miles around.

Then one day some people from the
neighbouring village came. Therewasto
beamarriageinthevillage. Somvati was
to be married off to the nearby village
‘Polian Purohitan’. For the next two
months everybody was talking
of Somvati’s marriage. Finally the big
day came. She was married to a
simpleton named Khushiya.

Khushiya was a poor farmer with a
small patch of land . The harvest crop was
enough to last the whole year. Khushiya
sometimes worked as a labourer or did
odd jobs for the ‘Mukiya® when he had
nothing to do.
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A boy was born to Somvati. It was a
day of rgjoicing ,specially because aboy
was born in the family. He was named
Ramanlal. When hegrew up, hemarried
a pretty girl named Dayavati from
Chamba. They had apretty girl child after
many years.

Today Kushiya is an old man and
Somvati ..? Sheisyour Granny!’

‘Oh Granny’ | said hugging her.'Do
tell me about the other girls you had as
friend.’

Grandmagaveasighandsaid, 'Some
other time my pretty little angel!’

Trandlated by Neeta Sarkar
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Favourite Disciple

Bhawna Devi

Once upon atime in a Gurukul, a Guru
liked one of his disciples more than the
others. And for this reason, the other
disciples were jealous of him. After
sometime, the Guru came to know about
it and he realised his folly of ignoring
other disciples, so he summoned all of

his disciplesincluding his favourite one.

On this occasion, the disciples
complained to the Guru of being unfair
to them. To this, the Guru answered that
his favourite disciple was more
intelligent and honest than the rest of
them. The other disciples objected to
their Guru’sremark and pleaded that even
they were as intelligent and honest like
his favourite one.

aiiet 2012 / 30

To test their claims, the Guru asked
them, “Which is the best organ of our
body?’

Thedisciplesinunison said, “O Guru!
The hand is the best organ of our body.
For it helps us in working and after
studying, we can write with our hands.”

Again, the Guru asked, “Whichisthe
worst organ of our body?’

For sometime, the disciples were
silent, and said that every organ of our
body are of utomst importance.

Then the Guru posed the same
guestion to his favourite disciple.

Thedisciplereplied, “O Guru, the best
andworst organsof our body is thesame,
and that isour vocal chord which help us
to speak. In fact, it iswhat we speak can
create a friend or turn friends into foes.
If we talk in mellifluous voice and
respectfully to others, then it can even
turn strangers and enemies into friends.”

Hearing his explanation, all the
disciples were surprised and enchanted.
Pleased with the intelligence and the
quick and judicious thinking on part of
his favourite disciple, the Guru
rewarded him. .
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A  number of
folktales do the
rounds across the
length and breadth
of our country with

similar plots,
characters and
events. These

folktales may
therefore cannot
be ascribed to be
of a particular
region. This
Himachali folktale
falls in the same
category.

Once upon a
time, there lived an
old man with his
two sons in a hilly
region of
Himachal. Though
poor, he was
leading a very
happy life as his
two sons, obeyed '
and respected him.
But after the old
man died, the elder
brother had turned
selfish and greedy.
So, when the time
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came for the distribution of the blanket,
the apple-tree, the buffalo, the mere
possessions of the old man, equally
between the two brothers, the elder
brother thought of a mischievous
scheme.

“1 will use the blanket during night
while you use it in the morning; | will
have the ownership over the back portion
of the buffalo, while you take over the
front half and | will utilize the upper part
of the apple tree and you, the lower,”
declared the elder brother. The younger
who respected his elder brother agreed
for the same.

Soon, the younger brother realized
that his elder brother had deceived him
and made him abig fool. Whilethe elder
brother was taking complete advantage
of the blanket, buffalo and the appletree,
the younger one was at receiving end.
Now the younger brother began to live
in utter frustration.

An old neighbour, who was keeping
aneyeontheturn of eventsinthefamily,
felt sympathy and got concerned for the
younger brother. He told the younger
one that he must teach his brother a
lesson. The old neighbour’s suggestion
suited the younger brother and an idea
struck him.
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Next morning, the younger brother
put the blanket in the pond on the pretext
of washing it. The wet blanket turned
very heavy and useless for the elder
brother for a number of nights. When
the elder brother came to milk the
buffalo, the younger one did not offer
fodder to the buffalo but hit it very hard.
Anangry buffalo started running around
and the elder brother could not milk it.

However, the most interesting
incident took place when the elder
brother was on the appletree and tasting
the ripe apples. The younger brother
came with an axe and started cutting the
tree. The branch on which the elder
brother was sitting fell down and hewas
severely hurt.

“You are not following what you
promised. You are aliar,” said the elder
brother to the younger. The younger
brother, who now could not bear to see
his brother in pain, asked for
forgiveness but added that justice
should be done to him. The elder
brother, now began to repent for his
selfishness. “I am sorry for what | have
doneto you. We would together own all
thethreethingsand live peacefully,” the
elder brother made thefinal declaration.
Both the brothers started living happily
thereafter.
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Fly High in the Sky

Priya Sharma

The book ‘Fly High in the Sky’ starts
with the children flying kites on a bright
day. A kite fallen from the sky becomes
the desirable object among the young
boys who want to own it. The boysran
after it as fast as they can. When they
get hold of the kite, it gets torn into
pieces. Despite the protagonist Meeta's
warning, they get on to a fight while
trying to grab it and later, blamed each
other for tearing it.

Meeta becomes the peacemaker of
the fight. Her knowledge about kite
making proves fruitful. The boys, Aman,
Vivek and Manav make colourful kites
under her guidance and are happy about
it. They do not have to fight again and
can play peacefully together.

Hence, it is a wonderful story about
how an individual desire and selfishness
can be harmful and afailurein one'slife.
The story also highlights about the unity
and discipline, as Meeta guides the boys
to fulfil their individual desires by
working together in making their own
choice of kites.

The pictures are eye pleasing; the use
of simple sentences has made it easier
and interesting for the young children to
read it with delight.

@

Fly High in the Sky

lagdish Joshi
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