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Global Event for Children’s Content: AFCC 2015
Asian Festival of Children’s Content
(AFCC), one of the major events of the
children’s content in the world is organized
annually by National Book Development
Council of Singapore (NBDCS). This
year, the festival will be held from 30
May to 6 June 2015 at National Library,
Singapore.
India was the focus country in the year
2014 where India showcased its diverse
and rich children's content and tradition of
storytelling in different Indian languages.
The Indian presentation included a
special exhibit of over 200 children's
books in English, Hindi, Gujarati and
Tamil, a set of specially curated panels
displaying a visual journey of children's
literature in India and illustrative elements
including cut-outs of amazing legendary
characters like Vyasa and Ganesh, Tenali
Raman, Birbal, Swami etc. from Indian
mythology and storytelling tradition.
Some of children’s authors, publishers
and illustrators including Atanu Roy,
Deepa Agarwal, Divik Ramesh, Arup
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Kumar Gupta, Navin Menon among
others also participated in the festival.
China is the focus country at AFCC
2015. NBDCS in collaboration with
Singapore English authors and mainland
Chinese authors will bring out a bilingual
anthology of 16 of their short stories. The
major features at AFCC include AFCC
Writers & Illustrators Conference, AFCC
Media Mart & Book Fair, AFCC Parents
Forum and AFCC Teachers Congress.
Besides, several conferences and workshops
for professionals working on developing
children’s content like authors, publishers,
editors, animators, illustrators etc will also
be organised.
National Book Trust, India is on the
Board of Advisors of AFCC. For any
queries related to the Asian Festival of
Children’s Content (AFCC) 2015, one
may contact National Book Development
Council of Singapore (www.bookcouncil.
sg) or National Centre for Children’s
Literature of NBT (www.nbtindia.gov.in).
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From NBT’s Treasure Trove

The Boy with a Catapult
Bhisham Sahni
Our class at school had an odd assortment
of boys. There was Harbans Lal who, when
asked a difficult question, would take a
sip out of his inkpot because he believed
it sharpened his wits. If the teacher boxed
his ears he would yell, “Help! Murder!”
so loudly that teachers and boys from
other classes would come running to see
what had happened. This caused much
embarrassment to the teacher. If the teacher
tried to cane him, he would put his arms
round him and implore, “Forgive me, Your
Majesty! You are like Akbar the Great. You
are Emperor Ashoka. You are my father, my
grandfather, my great grandfather.”
This made the boys giggle and put the
teacher out of countenance. This Harbans
Lal would catch frogs and tell us, “If you
smear your hands with frog fat you will not
feel the teacher’s cane.”
But the oddest fellow in the class was
Bodh Raj. We were all afraid of him. If he
pinched anyone’s arm, the arm would swell
up as if from a snake-bite. He was utterly
callous. He would catch a wasp with his
bare fingers, pull out its sting, tie a thread
round it and fly it like a kite. He would
pounce on a butterfly sitting on a flower and
crush it between his fingers; or else stick a
pin through it and put it in his note book.
It was said that if a scorpion stung
Bodh Raj the scorpion would fall dead;
Bodh Raj’s blood was believed to be so
Readers’ Club Bulletin

full of venom that even snake-bite had no
effect on him. He always had a catapult
in his hand and was an excellent shot. His
favourite targets were birds. He would
stand under a tree, take aim and the next
moment bird cries would rend the air and
the fluff of feathers float down. Or else he
would climb up a tree, take away the eggs
and completely destroy the nest.
He was vindictive and took pleasure
in hurting others. All the boys were scared
of him. Even his mother called him a
rakshasa–demon. His pockets bulged with
strange things–a live parrot, an assortment
of eggs, or a prickly hedgehog.
If Bodh Raj quarrelled with anyone, he
would charge at him head on like a bull, or
viciously kick and bite him. After school,
we would return home, but Bodh Raj would
be off on his wanderings.
He always had a fund of strange tales
to tell. One day he said, “There is a goh
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living in our house. Do you know what a
goh is?”
“No. What is a goh?”
“It’s a kind of reptile, about a foot long.
It has many feet and claws.’’
We shuddered.
“We have a goh living under our
staircase at home,” he continued. “Once it
catches hold of anything, it won’t loosen
its grip come what may.”
We shuddered again.
“Thieves keep gohs. They use them to
scale high walls. They tie a rope on the goh’s
hind legs and fling it up. As soon as the goh
touches the wall, it clamps firmly on it, so
firmly that even ten men cannot dislodge
it. The thieves then pull themselves up the
wall with the help of the rope.”
“When does the goh loosen its hold?”
“After the thieves have climbed over
they give it some milk. It immediately
relaxes its hold.”
Such were the stories Bodh Raj would
relate.
My father was given a promotion in his
job and we moved into a large bungalow. It
was an old style bungalow on the outskirts
of the city. It had brick floors, high walls,
a slanting roof and a garden full of trees
and shrubs. Though comfortable it seemed
rather empty and big, and being far from the
city my friends seldom came to visit me.
The only exception was Bodh Raj.
He found it good hunting ground. The
trees had many nests, monkeys roamed
about, and under the bushes lived a pair of
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mongooses.Behind the house there was a
big room, where my mother stored our extra
luggage. This room had become a haunt
of pigeons. You could hear their cooing all
day. Near the broken glass of the ventilator
there was also a myna’s nest. The floor of
the room was littered with feathers, bird
droppings, broken eggs, and bits of straw
from the nests.
Once, Bodh Raj brought a hedgehog
with him. The sight of the black mouth
and sharp bristles gave me quite a turn. My
mother did not approve of my friendship
with Bodh Raj, but she realised that I was
lonely and needed company. My mother
called him a devil and often told him not
to torment birds.
One day my mother said to me, “If
your friend is so fond of destroying nests
tell him to clean our store-room. The birds
have made it very filthy.”
I protested, “You said it's cruel to
destroy nests.”
“I didn’t suggest he should kill the
birds. He can remove the nests without
harming them.”
The next time Bodh Raj came I took
him to the godown. It was dark and smelly
as though we had entered an animal’s lair.
I confess I was somewhat apprehensive.
What if Bodh Raj acted true to form
and destroyed the nests, pulled out the
birds’ feathers and broke their eggs. I
couldn’t understand why my mother who
discouraged our friendship should have
asked me to get Bodh Raj to clear the
godown.
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Bodh Raj had brought his catapult. He
carefully studied the position of the nests
under the roof. The two sides of the roof
sloped downward with a long supporting
beam across. At one end of the beam, near
the ventilator, was a myna’s nest. I could
see bits of cottonwool and rag hanging out.
Some pigeons strutted up and down the
beam cooing to one another.
“The myna’s little ones are up there,”
said Bodh Raj aiming with his catapult.
I noticed two tiny yellow beaks peeping
out of the nest.
“Look!” Bodh Raj exclaimed,
“This is a Ganga myna. It isn’t usually
found in these areas. The parents
must have got separated
from their flock and
come here.”
“Where are the
parents?” I asked.
“Must have gone in search of food.
They should be back soon.” Bodh Raj
raised his catapult.
I wanted to stop him but before I could
open my mouth there was a whizzing
sound, and then a loud clang as the pebble
hit the corrugated iron-sheet on the roof.
The tiny beaks vanished. The cooing
and tittering ceased. It seemed as if all the
birds had been frightened into silence.
Bodh Raj let fly another pebble. This
time it struck the rafter. Bodh Raj was proud
of his aim; he had missed his target twice
and was very angry with himself. When
the chicks peeped over the rim of the nest,
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Bodh Raj had a third try. This time the
pebble hit the side of the nest, a few straws
and bits of cottonwool fell–but the nest was
not dislodged.
Bodh Raj lifted his catapult again.
Suddenly a large shadow flitted across the
room, blocking the light from the ventilator.
Startled we looked up. Gazing down at us
menacingly was a large kite with its wings
outstretched.
“This must be the
kite’s nest,” I said.
“No, how can a
kite have its nest here?
A kite always makes its
nest in a tree. This is a
myna’s nest.”
The chicks began
fluttering their wings and
shrieking loudly. We held our
breath. What would the kite do?
The kite left the ventilator and perched
on the rafter. It had folded back its wings.
It shook its scraggy neck, and peered to the
right, and the left.
The birds’ frightened cries filled the
air.
“The kite has been coming here every
day,” said Bodh Raj.
I realised why broken wings, straw and
bits of bird flesh littered the floor. The kite
must have ravaged the nest often.
Bodh Raj had not taken his eyes
off the kite which was slowly edging its
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way towards the nest. The cries rose to a
crescendo.
I was a bundle of nerves. What
difference did it make whether the kite or
Bodh Raj killed the myna’s young? If the
kite had not come Bodh Raj would certainly
have made short work of the nest.
Bodh Raj raised his catapult and aimed
at the kite.
“Don’t hit the kite. It will attack you,”
I shouted. But Bodh Raj paid no attention.
The pebble missed the kite and hit the
ceiling. The kite spread its wings wide and
peered down.
“Let’s get out of here,” I said,
frightened.
“The kite will eat up the little ones.”
This sounded rather strange coming from
him.
Bodh Raj aimed again. The kite left
the rafter and spreading its wings, flew in a
semi-circle and alighted on the beam. The
chicks continued to scream.
Bodh Raj handed me the catapult and
some pebbles from his pocket.
“Aim at the kite. Go on hitting it. Don’t
let it sit down,” he instructed. Then he ran
and pulled up a table standing against the
wall to the middle of the room.
I didn’t know how to use the catapult.
I tried once, but the kite had left the beam
and flown to another.
Bodh Raj brought the table right under
the myna’s nest. Then he picked up a
broken chair and placed it on the table. He
climbed on the chair, gently lifted the nest
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and slowly stepped down.
“Let’s get out of here,” he said, and ran
towards the door. I followed.
We went into the garage. It had only
one door and a small window in the back
wall. A beam ran across its width.
“The kite can’t get in here,” he said,
and climbing on to a box, placed the nest
on the beam.
The myna’s young had quietened
down. Standing on the box Bodh Raj had
his first peep into the nest. I thought that he
would pick them both up and put them in his
pocket, as he usually did. But after looking
at them for a long time he said, “Bring some
water, the chicks are thirsty. We’ll put it,
drop by drop, into their mouths.”
I brought a glass of water. Both the
chicks, beaks open, were panting. Bodh
Raj fed them with drops of water. He told
me not to touch them, nor did he touch
them himself.
“How will their parents know they are
here?” I asked.
“They will look for them.”
We stayed in the garage for a long
time. Bodh Raj discussed plans to close the
ventilator, so that the kite would not be able
to enter the godown again. That evening he
talked of nothing else.
When Bodh Raj came the next day, he
had neither catapult nor pebbles. He carried
a bag of seeds. We fed the myna’s young
and spent hours watching their antics.
(From the NBT Publication:
The Best Thirteen)
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dkSus djoV cSBs Å¡V
f'kopj.k pkSgku

dbZ lkS lky gq,A gksM+y xk¡o esa ,d dqEgkj
jgrk FkkA og feV~Vh ds vPNs&vPNs cjru
cukdj cktkj esa cspk djrk FkkA mlds
cuk, cjru brus vPNs gksrs Fks fd gkFkksa&gkFk
fcd tkrs FksA
dqEgkj ds iM+ksl esa ,d fdlku Hkh
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jgrk Fkk tks viuh [ksrh esa dHkh&dHkkj
lkx&lfCt;k¡ cks fn;k djrk FkkA mlds ikl
,d Å¡V Hkh Fkk tks [ksr tksrus vkSj lokjh
ds dke vkrk FkkA ,d ckj dksbZ cM+k ioZ
vk;kA fdlku us lkspk] Å¡V rks esjs ikl gS
gh! D;ksa u bl ckj lkx&lfCt;k¡ cktkj esa

ikBd eap cqysfVu

ys tkdj csph tk,¡A R;ksgkj gksus ds dkj.k
lfCt;ksa ds vPNs nke fey tk,¡xs] rks #ds
dke gks tk,¡xsA
dqEgkj us tc lquk fd mldk iM+kslh
fdlku viuh lkx&lfCt;k¡ ysdj bl ckj
cktkj tk,xk rks og fdlku ds ikl vk;kA
cksyk] ^^HkkbZ! rqe eaMh py jgs gksA eq>s Hkh
lkFk ys pyksA g¡lrs&cksyrs jkLrk Hkh dV
tk,xk vkSj rqEgkjk eky Hkh eSa vPNs nkeksa
ij fcdok nw¡xkA**
fdlku Hkksyk&Hkkyk FkkA dqEgkj dh ckr
eku x;kA fuf'pr fnu nksuksa cktkj pysA
Å¡V dh ihB ij ,d rjQ fdlku dh gjh
lkx&lfCt;k¡ ck¡/kdj yVdk;h xb± vkSj
nwljh rjQ mrus gh otu ds cjkcj dqEgkj
ds cuk, feV~Vh ds cjru cksjs esa Hkjdj
yVdk;s x,A Å¡V dks ysdj nksuksa cktkj dh
rjQ py fn,A
FkksM+k pyus ij Å¡V us viuh xjnu ihNs
?kqekbZ vkSj yiddj fdlku ds xV~Bj ls
lfCt;ksa ds gjs iÙks eq¡g Hkjdj uksap fy;sA
vc rks Å¡V dks etk vk x;kA og FkksM+k
pyrk vkSj fQj viuh xjnu ihNs ?kqekrk
vkSj gjckj lfCt;ksa ds xV~Bj ls eq¡g Hkj dj
lfCt;k¡&iÙks tks Hkh vkrk [kk ysrkA
fdlku ijs'kkuA og euk djrk] ekjrk]
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ij Å¡V ekurk gh ugha FkkA fdlku dh
ijs'kkuh ij dqEgkj dks etk vk jgk FkkA
og ckj&ckj fdlku dh f[kYyh mM+krs gq,
dgrk &
ßesjk eky lkQ cp vk;kA
rsjk eky Å¡V us [kk;kAÞ
dqEgkj }kjk dbZ ckj viuh f[kYyh
mM+kus ij fdlku pqi u jg ldkA og nwj
dh lkspdj cksyk &
ßvkxs py dqEgkj ds iwrA
dkSus djoV cSBs Å¡VAAÞ
ikBd eap cqysfVu

;gh uksad&>kasd djrs&djrs os nksuksa
cktkj ds djhc igq¡p x,A rc rd Å¡V
us fdlku ds xV~Bj dk eky [kk&[kk djds
vk/kk dj fn;k FkkA bl dkj.k ihB ds ,d
rjQ yns dqEgkj ds cjruksa dk cks> T;knk
gks x;kA ihB ds nksuksa vksj yns cks> dk tc
larqyu fcxM+ x;k rks Å¡V vius dks l¡Hkky
ugha ldk vkSj ,d rjQ dks /kEe ls cSB
x;kA Å¡V dh ihB ls] uhps gksus ds dkj.k
dqEgkj ds lkjs feV~Vh ds cjru pdukpwj
gksdj feV~Vh esa fey x,A vc dqEgkj dk
fnekx vkleku ls /kjrh ij vk;kA og flj
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ihV ihVdj jksus yxkA
fdlku us mls le>krs gq, dgk µ
ßHkS;k! vc jksus ls D;k gksxk\ ;fn rqe
esjh f[kYyh u mM+krs vkSj gekjs lkFk feydj
Å¡V dks lfCt;k¡ [kkus ls jksd nsrs rks ;g
fLFkfr u vkrhA
dgrs gSa ^ns[ksa Å¡V fdl djoV cSBrk
gS* okyh dgkor blh ?kVuk ds ckn ls py
iM+hA
109@323 jkeÑ".k uxj
dkuiqj&208012
¼mÙkj izns'k½

ikBd eap cqysfVu

ukuk th!
MkW- vfuy ^losjk*

ukuk th! ge gSa ukjkt!
cgqr fnuksa esa vk, vkt
rqe brus fnu jgs dgk¡\
vk, vc rd ugha ;gk¡
vk, gks] vc er tkuk
[kk,¡xs lax&lax [kkuk
[ksysaxs lax&lax ge [ksy
ydM+h dh dkBh] Nqd&Nqd jsy
lqusaxs rqels jkst dgkuh
lqukrha tks panh dh ukuhA
829] jktk xyh
txk/kjh&135003 ¼gfj;k.kk½
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ikBd eap cqysfVu

Mr. Walnut’s Kindness
Dr. Hundraj Balwani
There was one Mr. Walnut – fat and
strong! He lived in a jar in a shop
with his brothers, sisters, cousins and
others.
Once Abraham went to the shop
selling dryfruits and bought some
walnuts. Along with the walnuts there
was Mr Walnut, too. When Abraham
returned home, his children surrounded
him and started ...
“Papa, please give me a walnut.”

someone took a stone and someone had
a nutcracker. Like soldiers they attacked
the walnuts. They began to break their
bones. Mr. Walnut felt sorry. He was
looking for a chance to escape. But
it was not possible. There was a tight
security around. At last Abraham caught
Mr. Walnut and prepared to hit him with
a hammer ... thud!
But Mr. Walnut was clever and
strong too. He had thick skin. Though

“ I, too, want a walnut”
“Give me two walnuts,
please, papa.”
“I’ll take three walnuts.”
“Be quiet,” Abraham said
sternly, “No one will get the
walnuts. We are going to
prepare tasty walnut sweets.
Yes, you can help me crack
these walnuts.”
All the walnuts were laid
on the floor. They began to
run about because they knew,
they were going to be beaten.
All the family members
were ready to crack walnuts.
Somebody had a hammer,
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he was struck hard, he could manage to
run away. He did not crack. Abraham
said, “O God, this walnut is too strong!
It doesn’t break! Again Abraham caught
Mr. Walnut, held him tight with one
hand, lifted the hammer with another
and struck him with all his might.
Unfortunately it hit Mr. Walnut on the
side. It jumped out of the window and
got into Ravi’s house.
Ravi was studying. He heard
something falling. So leaving aside his
books, he went to see what it was? He
saw his sister Trupti with a walnut in her
hand. She said, “Ravi bhai, who must
have thrown this walnut on our kitchen
platform?”
Ravi’s father overheard Trupti. He
came there running and said, “Stop.
Don’t eat it. Let me check if it is a
walnut.” He examined Mr. Walnut very
closely. He could not understand why
the man was gazing at him so hard.
Ravi and Trupti also were surprised.
They asked, “What’s wrong with that
walnut, Papa? Why are you gazing at
it so hard?”
Papa replied, “Children, these days
some terrorists leave bombs in toys
at different places. They kill innocent
people. So, if you find something on the
road, don’t touch it. It can harm you.”
After a while Papa seemed relaxed.
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He said, “All right, there is nothing
dangerous about this walnut. You can
have it for yourselves.”
This made Mr. walnut feel very
proud. Trupti proposed, “Ravi, let’s
crack it.” She got the pestle from the
kitchen. The very sight of the pestle
blinded Mr. Walnut!
Ravi hit Mr. walnut hard with the
pestle. But he could not break him. He
slipped from his hand, flew into the air
like a flying horse and landed in a hut.
He breathed sigh of relief!
The hut belonged to a poor woman.
She lived there with her young son
named Kalu. He studied in a government
school and got books and notebooks in
charity.
He lifted Mr. Walnut and asked,
“Mother, what’s this?”
The boy’s ignorance surprised Mr.
Walnut. Mother said, “Son, this is a
walnut.” “What’s a walnut, mother?”
Kalu raised a question.
“It’s too much,” thought Mr. Walnut.
“How ignorant this boy is If he doesn’t
know? what a walnut is, how would he
know its taste?”
By the time Mr. Walnut was busy
thinking about Kalu, his mother said,
“Son, you have a chance to eat a walnut.
Dry fruits like pistachio nuts, almond,
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cashew nuts and walnuts are very costly.
So we can’t afford to eat them.”
Now Mr. Walnut knew why the boy
was ignorant about him.
Kalu immediately put Mr. walnut
in his mouth to eat. His mother said,
“Son, its skin is too hard. You won’t be
able to break it. Get a big stone and I’ll

break it for you.”
Kalu ran out and returned with
a stone. This frightened Mr. Walnut.
Kalu’s mother tried to break it with the
stone but Mr. walnut managed to save
himself. She tried hard to break Mr.
Walnut but could not. At last she gave
up trying. She said, “I’m sorry, I can’t
break it.” Kalu said, “Mother!
Please, I want to eat it. Break
it for me, please.”
Mother said, “I shall get
you another walnut. Let’s throw
it away.”
Kalu began to cry and said,
“No, I want this walnut only. I
don’t want another one.”
Mother solaced Kalu and
said, “All right, please don’t
cry. I’ll try again.” Mr. Walnut
also did not like Kalu crying. He
took pity on him. He thought,
“So far, I’ve saved myself from
cracking but now I must allow
this child to eat me. No problem,
if I have to break myself for this
poor boy’s joy.”
The mother hit Mr. walnut
with a stone and broke into
pieces!
172, Maharathi Society
Sardar Nagar
Ahmedabad-382475 (Gujarat)
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vesfjdh yksd dFkk

fpfM+;k¡ ds ia[k
MkW- Å"kk 'kekZ

cgqr le; igys dh ckr gSA nqfu;k ,d cMs+
taxy esa fleVh gqbZ FkhA rc flQZ lQsn vkSj
lQsn dkyh fpfM+;k¡ gh gqvk djrh FkhaA mlh
fo'kky ou esa ,d yack vkSj cM+k&lk gjk lk¡i
jgrk FkkA ,d fnu lqcg&lqcg lk¡i us yky
jax ds lqanj&ls Qwy f[kys ns[ksA cl fQj D;k
Fkk! lk¡i dk ykyp vk x;k vkSj mlus mu
Qwyksa dks [kk fy;kA tc mlus lc Qwy [kk
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fy;s rks mlus ns[kk] vjs ;s D;k\ mldh iw¡N
rks yky jax dh gks xbZ] cfYd igys ls T;knk
lqanj fn[kus yxh vkSj mlds lkjs 'kjhj esa
txg&txg yky jax ds laqnj NhaVs iM+ x,A
lk¡i dh vk'p;Z gqvk] ysfdu og [kq'k Fkk
fd vc og lqanj fn[k jgk gSA
FkksM+h nsj ckn lk¡i dks uhyss Qwy fn[ksA
og mUgas Hkh pcj&pcj [kk x;k vkSj fQj

ikBd eap cqysfVu

mlus vius 'kjhj ij utj QsjhA vkgk! ;s
rks deky gks x;kA txg&txg uhys NhaVs vkSj
Hkh laqnj! lk¡i vkuan ls exu gks mBkA cl
fQj D;k Fkk! taxy esa ftrus Hkh Qwy feys
mlus [kkus 'kq: dj fn,µyky] ihyk] uhyk]
gjk] xqykchµlc jaxksa ds QwyA
'kke rd lk¡i dk 'kjhj vusd jaxksa ls
lt x;kA ^vc eSa nqfu;k dk lcls [kwclwjr
lk¡i cu x;k gw¡]* ;g lkspdj mlus daqaMyh
ekjh vkSj vius dks fugkjus yxkA
ysfdu ;s D;k! lk¡i dks ns[kdj taxy
dh lc fpfM+;k¡ ukjkt gks xb±A mUgkasus lk¡i
dks pkjksa vksj ls ?ksj fy;k vkSj pgpgkdj
dgus yxhaµ^^ns[kks&ns[kks] rqeus ;s D;k dj
fn;k\ rqeus taxy ds lc Qwy [kk fy;s vkSj
taxy dSlk cnjax gks x;kA rqeus taxy dks
cjckn dj fn;kA ;gk¡ vc flQZ gjk jax gh
cp x;k gSA ;g lc rqEgkjs dkj.k gqvkA**
fpfM+;k¡ xqqLls esa fpYyk jgh FkhaA
lk¡i tkurk Fkk fd fpfM+;k¡ lp gh dg
jgh gSaA mlss cM+h 'keZ eglwl gks jgh FkhA
og /khjs&/khjs ogk¡ ls ,d v¡/ksjs dksus esa pyk
x;k tgk¡ mls dksbZ u ns[k ldsA og bruk
nq[kh Fkk fd tehu ij yksVus yxkA og rc
rd yksVk tc rd fd mlds 'kjhj dh [kky
fudyus ugha yxhA /khjs&/khjs og ml txg
ls ckgj fudyk vkSj mldh jax&fcjaxh [kky
ihNs NwVrh xbZA mlds 'kjhj ij ubZ pednkj
[kky vk xbZA tYnh gh fpfM+;ksa dks iqjkuh
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jax&fcjaxh [kky fey xbZA mUgksaus feydj mls
viuh pkasp ls QkM+ MkykA QVh [kky fpfM+;ksa
ds 'kjhj ij fpid xbZa vkSj ns[krs&gh&ns[krs
fpfM+;k¡ jax&fcjaxh gksus yxhaA dksbZ yky] dksbZ
ihyh] dksbZ uhyhA gj ,d fpfM+;k dks ,d
jax fey x;kA cM+h&ls& cM+h] NksVh&ls&NksVh&lc
fpfM+;k¡ jaxhu gks xb±A ;gk¡ rd fd NksVh&lh
gSafxax cMZ Hkh yky xys vkSj ihys 'kjhj okyh
gks xbZA
dgk tkrk gS fd tcls mUgksaus lk¡i dh
[kky ds VqdM+s fd, rHkh ls fpfM+;ksa ds ijksa
dks lqanj vkSj pednkj jax feysA rcls vkt
rd os ,slh gh gSaA dksbZ Hkh nf{k.k vesfjdk
ds taxyksa esa tk;s rks fuf'pr :i ls ;g ckr
gesa crk ldrk gSA
vkt Hkh ;g ckr ge nf{k.k vesfjdk ds
taxyksa esa eglwl dj ldrs gSaA
,u 9@87& Mh&77
tkudh uxj
iksLV& ctjMhgk] okjk.klh ¼mÙkj izns'k½
ikBd eap cqysfVu

xjeh dk losjk
deyflag pkSgku

fVadw fpadw xqM~Mw jkuh
?kj&?kj vkbZ xjeh jkuh
gqvk lcsjk vk¡xu fc[kjk
gj dksbZ nkSM+k Hkjrk ikuhA
			
			
			
			

ufn;k¡ lw[ks rkykc :Bs
taxy esa rks fn[krs [kw¡Vs
ia[ks: vc <w¡<s+ clsjk
frudk ykbZ fpfM+;k jkuhA

dk¡o&dk¡o dj dkSvk vk;k
dks;y us Hkh jkx lquk;k
xjeh ls ckgj er fudyks
cVsj rhrj eqxhZ jkuhA
			
			
			
			

vke fuacksyh rjcwt id x,
fl;kj ykseM+h lwvj Nd x,
vPNk yxrk xjeh dk ekSle
gj _rq dh vyx dgkuhA
^dfork fuokl* LVs'ku jksM
chM+&450110 ¼e-iz-½
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ikBd eap cqysfVu

Bologna Children’s Book Fair
One of the most prominent events
for the promotion of children’s
content, Bologna Children’s Book
Fair was held at Bologna, Italy
from 30 March to 2 April 2015.
Over the last five decades, the Fair
has become a vibrant forum for
meaningful dialogue in the field
of children’s literature.
In Bologna authors, illustrators,
literary agents, licensors and
licensees, packagers, distributors,
printers, booksellers, and librarians
meet to sell and buy copyright, find the
very best of children’s publishing and
multimedia production, generate and
gather new contacts while strengthening
professional relationships, discover
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new business opportunities, discuss and
debate the latest sector trends.
Twenty publishers from India
including National Book Trust, India,
Karadi Tales, Duckbill Books, Tulika
Books, Pickle Yolk Books, BAP Educare
participated in the Fair. National
Book Trust, India was given a
spacious stand of 35 sq. mt where
130 select children’s books brought
out by 25 publishers of India were
exhibited. Besides the annotated
catalogue of these 130 books,
various information materials on
NBT including the Katha Sagara
Catalogue, New Delhi World Book
Fair, brochure on financial assistance
programme for translation, NBT
Newsletter and Readers’ Club
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Bulletin were circulated among the book
lovers. These promotional materials
generated interest among the visitors and
participants about the Indian publishing
industry. New Delhi World Book Fair,
NBT and its various activities and bookrelated events in India.
Croatia was the Guest of Honour
Country at the Fair. Several book related
activities were organized during the Fair
including Astrid Lindgren Memorial
Award and Lecture, BOP Bologna prize,
illustrator’s exhibition, Bologna
Ragazzi Awards, the Literary Agents
Centre, Children’s Museum Award,
Weekend Deigiovani Lettori, Media
All Rights, Exhibition on Books &
Seeds, Bologna Licensing Trade
Fair, special exhibition on Alice
in Wonderland, the Children’s
Laureates Summit, Translators’
Café, New Opera Prima and focus
on Guest of Honour Country.
Readers’ Club Bulletin

Out of these activities,
the predominating and
traditional feature of the
Book Fair which makes it
stand apart from others was
Illustrators’ Exhibition. The
illustrators from across the
world submitted their works
to the Book Fair Authority
and were critically assessed
by a jury. This year, about 130
illustrations were on display.
Shri Manas Ranjan Mahapatra,
Editor, NCCL represented NBT at the
Bologna Children’s Book Fair where
he had meeting with participants of
other countries including Mr Minn
Woong Kih, Chairman, Nami Concour
Award, Nami Island, Ms Hind Abdullah
Lenaid, General Coordinator, Sharjah
Children’s Reading Festival and Dr
Christina Raabe, Director, International
Youth Library, Munich.
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Trees too have Life!
Divyesh Lakhotia
Once upon a time, there lived two
brothers named Ram and Shyam. They
used to spend their summer breaks at
their grandmother’s house. She lived
in a village. At the end of the village
was a big forest where many trees had
grown. Ram and Shyam played near
that forest.
One day while playing near the
forest, they heard a loud noise coming
from the forest. They went to the
forest following that noise and saw a
woodcutter who was cutting the trees.
They were surprised to see that someone
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was cutting trees. Shyam said, “Let’s
go and stop him.” Ram said, “No, he
seems to be dangerous. We will tell this
to the police.”
They went to the village police
station and asked a policeman, “Is
killing living beings is a crime?” The
policeman answered, “Yes, it’s a crime.”
They said, “Then please come with
us.” The policeman along with other
policemen went to the forest and saw the
woodcutter. The children pointed out to
him and said, “He is the man who kills
living beings.”
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The policemen stopped him. The
woodcutter said, “I am a woodcutter
and I only cut down trees.”
The policeman said, “He is only
cutting trees and not killing living
things.”
Ram replied, “Trees are also living
things. They are used to make paper,
matches, medicines, etc. The Sun is
very hot these days but still the weather
is cool here because trees form a shield
which doesn’t allow sunlight to enter.
Not only this, trees are also home to
many animals and birds. They are very
useful to us. This woodcutter should be
punished.”
The woodcutter said, “There are
many woodcutters like me, why should
I be punished only. If you will stop me
from cutting trees then how would I
raise my family?”

The policeman said, “Okay, from
now onward, I am making a rule in this
village that if any woodcutter wants
to cut trees then he should first take
permission from the forest officer who
would tell him which tree can be cut.
But he will also have to grow one more
tree in that same place.”
Soon, the forest officer decided that
if any woodcutter cuts a tree then he
must grow two more trees. This rule
was implemented in the whole state
and that state was given a title of ‘The
Green State’ in a few years. Thousands
of people visited the state to see the
beauty of that place. Thus the children’s
belief gave life to many more trees
and spread their message that trees too
have life.
Tagore International School
Jaipur (Rajasthan)

An Invitation to Authors
National Centre for Children’s
Literature
of
NBT
invites
young readers including school
children, teachers, authors and
those interested in writing stories
for children to contribute their
work in either English or Hindi
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for the Readers’ Club Bulletin.
NCCL (NBT) will also offer an
honorarium for the published ones.
The story may be sent through
post or email at office.nbt@nic.in
addressed to Shri Manas Ranjan
Mahapatra, Editor, NCCL.
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ygjksa ds chp
MkW- vferkHk 'kadj jk; pkS/kjh

njoktk [kqy x;kA
dY;k.kh dks rks tSls viuh vk¡[kksa ij
fo'okl gh u gksA ^^vjs thtk th! ;g dkSu
gS\ ef.k dh csVh\ gs Hkxoku fr#ifr] bruh
cM+h gks xbZ gS! esjh 'kknh ds le; ef.k [kqn
bruk gh cM+k jgk gksxkA**
^^vjs] njokts ij gh iksrh dks [kM+h j[ksxh ;k
vanj ys tkdj dqN f[kyk,xh Hkh\** ukjk;.ku
us lkyh ls etkd fd;kA
dY;k.kh O;Lr gks mBhA mlds vkg~ykn dk
fBdkuk u jgkA mldk ifr lcdk vkoHkxr
dj jgk FkkA mlds cPps Hkh ekSlk vkSj Hkrhth
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ls feydj [kq'k FksA ^^ef.k HkS;k ls Hkh feys gq,
fdrus fnu gks x,A 'kknh ds le; vuarh HkkHkh
dks geyksxksa us fdruk ijs'kku fd;k Fkk!**
^^vjs] dHkh gfjine Hkh vkvks csVAs **
^^t:j&t:j!**
jkr dks [kkus ds le; dY;k.kh Lo;a
cSBdj nksuksa dks f[kyk jgh FkhA mlus rjg&rjg
ds O;atu idk, FksA ,sls esa vius yksxksa dks
iM+kls uk] f[kykuk fdruk vPNk yxrk gS!
[kkrs&[kkrs ukjk;.ku Hkh yxs NsMu+ ]s ^^D;ksa jh
xk;=kh] rsjh vEek¡ rks vc cw<h+ gks xbZ gSA rsjh
bl NksVh nknh dks gh ?kj ys pyrs gSAa jkst&jkst

ikBd eap cqysfVu

,sls gh tk;dsnkj [kkuk f[kyk,xhA**
^^èkr~ thtkth] vki Hkh cM+s oks gS!** dY;k.kh
tSls 'kjek xbZA
^^vPNk] dc lqcg tYnh ls mBk nsukA
fQj Qsjh yap ls dksfPp igqp¡ uk gSA**
ns[krs&ns[krs jkr chr xbZA
lqcg xk;=kh ,d ubZ LQwfrZ ysdj tkxhA
tYnh ls os rS;kj gks x,A xk;=kh us viuk
fLofeax dkWLV~;ew ] izo's k dkMZ vkfn cSx esa j[k
fy;kA ukjk;.ku cksy]s ^^vPNk dY;k.kh] rks
vc ge jokuk gksrs gSAa **
^^'kke dks okil vkus esa Ng&lkr rks ct
gh tk,¡xs u\**
^^gk¡] lks rks gS!**
dY;k.kh dk csVk muds lkFk Qsjh ?kkV rd
vk;kA mlh us mUgas Bhd ls LVhej esa fcBk
fn;kA ßvPNk ekSlk th] rks ge pysAa 'kke dks
vkus esa rks dksbZ fnDdr ugha gksxh\Þ
^^vj]s eSa bruk cw<k+ ugha gks x;k gwA¡ tk
rw ?kj tkA**
leqnz dh ygjsa vkdj LVhej ls Vdjk
jgh FkhaA LVhej gkFkh dh rjg fgy jgk
Fkkµbèkj&ls&mèkjA T;ks&as T;ksa LVhej pyus yxk
lkxj ds ia{kh xksy&xksy pDdj dkV&dkVdj
mM+us yxsA iksueku ;kuh jkefpMS;+ k eNyh
idM+us ds fy, rhj dh rjg lk¡; ls ikuh Nw
tkrhA LVhej ds ihNs lQsn >kx mB jgk FkkA
nks&rhu iaNh mlds Åij ia[k QM+QM+k jgs FksA
e'khu pyus dh vkokt dks Hksndj mudh ph[k
lqukbZ ns jgh Fkhµpha&pha&bZ&bZ--23 / viSzy 2015

^^xk;=kh] l¡Hkkydj cSB csVhA** nn~nk us
mls vius ikl [khap fy;kA
yap ij vkneh BlkBl Hkjs gq, FksA dbZ
yksx rks lkbfdy vkSj LdwVj ysdj Hkh lokj
FksA lc ,.kkZdy
q e tk jgs gSAa dksbZ fo|kFkhZ
gS rks dksbZ vkWfQl esa dke djrk gS rks dksbZ
fnu&etnwjhA
dksbZ NksV&s cMs+ nl }hiksa dk lewg gS ;g
canjuxjh dksphuA lSdM+kas o"kks± igys nwj&nwj ls
;gqnh vkdj ;gk¡ cl x,A muds mikluk LFky
^flusxkWx* ds vklikl mudh cLrh gSA vkSj
tkus fdrus fons'kh ;gk¡ vkrs FksµMp] LiSfu'k]
irqxZ ht] vkSj lcls var esa v¡xt
sz rks Fks ghA
dksbZ elkyksa dk O;kij djus ds fy, rks dksbZ
'kklu djus ds fy,A
LVhej dh jsfyax ds ikl dbZ vkSjrsa [kM+h
gSAa mUgas cSBus dh txg ugha feyh gksxh ;k
lcls igys mrj lda&s blfy, Hkh yksx [kMs+
jgrs gSAa muesa ls fdlh dh xksn esa cPpk gS rks
fdlh ds gkFk esa IykfLVd dh ckLdsV gSA lc
iwjc dh vksj ns[k jgs gSAa dc dksfPp igqp¡ xs \s
ns[krs&ns[krs dksphu dh cM+h&cM+h bekjrsa fn[kkbZ
nsus yxhaA
mèkj] ;gwfn;ksa dk eqgYyk gSA leqnz ds
fdukjs yach&yach ydfM+;kas ls >wy jgs gSa eNyh
idM+us ds phuh tkyA xk;=kh cM+h mRldqrk
ls pkjksa vksj ns[k jgh FkhA mÙkj esa ukfj;y ds
ckxA bèkj] ,d&ls&,d [kwclwjr gksVy vkSj
vkyh'kku fcfYMax] yap dh j¶rkj èkheh gks xbZA
cl] yksx fdukjs igqp¡ us gh okys gSAa lc csrkc
gks mBsA xk;=kh viuh txg [kM+h FkhA mlds
ikBd eap cqysfVu

lhus esa tSls gFkkSM+s py jgs Fksµèkd~ & èkd~--fdukjs pkjksa vksj eNqvkjksa dh NksVh&NksVh
ukosa FkhaA pkjksa vksj ls eNyh dh xaèk vk
jgh FkhA ukoksa ij eNfy;k¡ lw[k jgh FkhaA
muds fdukjs ls tky yVd jgs FksA fdlh
rjg LVhej vkxs c<+kA yksx Hkkxs tsfV dh
rjQA ,d vtho vQjk&rQjhA lHkh ,d
nwljs ds igys mrj tkuk pkgrs FksA fdlh
dks cl idM+us dh tYnh rks fdlh dks vkSj
fdlh ckr dhA rHkh vpkud ,d eNqvkjs
dh uko lkeus vk x;hA ukfod us yap dks
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QwfrZ ls nwljh vksj ?kwek fn;kA LVhej ,d
rjg >qdk x;kA yksx ,dne ls fpYyk mBs]
^vjs lHkk¡y ds&A*
vkSj rHkhµ
ßvEek---!Þ ,d cPps dh ph[k lqukbZ
nhA
uhps lkxj esa cqycqys mB jgs FksA
lh&26@36&40 ,
jkedVksjk] okjk.klh& 221001
¼mÙkj izn's k½

ikBd eap cqysfVu

lksekyh yksddFkk

fHk[kkjh ls jktk
JhÑ".k dqekj f=kosnh

lksekfy;k ds ,d xk¡o esa fdlh le; nks
fHk[kkjh jgrs FksA ,d dk uke Fkk Mksyh vkSj
nwljs dk uke Mj.gksehA Mksyh lhèkk&lknk vkSj
Hkyk vkneh Fkk] ij Mjgkseh nq"V izÑfr dk
Fkk vkSj ges'kk nwljksa dk vfgr lkspk djrk
FkkA os izk;% lkFk&lkFk Hkh[k ek¡xus tkrs FksA
,d ckj os nksuksa dkQh nwj rd ds xk¡oksa esa
Hkh[k ek¡xus pys x, vkSj ykSVs rks v¡èksjk gks
x;kA
jkLrs esa nksuksa dks cgqr I;kl yxh rks og
;gk¡&ogk¡ ikuh [kkstus yxsA [kkstrs&[kkstrs
,d dqvk¡ rks feyk] ij mlesa ikuh cgqr uhps
Fkk vkSj os ogk¡ rd igq¡p ugha ldrs FksA
os lkspus yxs fd D;k fd;k tk,A Mksyh us
lq>ko fn;k] ßeSa rqEgkjh dej esa ,d jLlh
ck¡èkdj rqEgsa dq,¡ esa mrkj nsrk gw¡A rqe ogk¡
tkdj ikuh ih vkvksA fQj eSa rqEgsa Åij
[khap yw¡xk vkSj rqe Hkh oSlk gh djuk rks eSa
Hkh ikuh ih vkÅ¡xkAÞ
Mjgkseh dks lq>ko ilan vk;k rks Mksyh us
mls dq,¡ esa mrkj fn;k vkSj tc og ikuh ih
pqdk rks mls ckgj [khap fy;kA fQj Mjgkseh
us Mksyh dh dej esa jLlh ck¡èkdj mls dq,¡ esa
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mrkj fn;kA ij og ikuh rd igq¡p Hkh ugha
ik;k fd Mjgkseh us jLlh NksM+ nhA Mksyh ikuh
esa fxjrs&fxjrs cpkA mlus Mjgkseh ls cM+h
fourh dh fd og mls dq,¡ ls ckgj fudky
ys] ij nq"V Mjgkseh fcuk mldh ijokg fd,
[kq'kh&[kq'kh ?kj pyk x;kA mls [kq'kh Fkh fd
vc og vdsys gh Hkh[k ek¡xk djsxk vkSj
[kwc dek,xkA
Mksyh us ikuh fi;k vkSj dq,¡ ds Hkhrj
gh cSBdj losjk gksus dh izrh{kk djus yxkA
jkr esa ogk¡ rhu ydM+cX?ks vk;s vkSj dq,¡ dh
txr ij cSBdj ckrsa djus yxsA
,d us dgk] ß;gk¡ dh jktdqekjh cgqr
chekj gSA ;fn mlds uk[kwu dkVdj ,d
rkcht esa Hkj fn;s tk,¡ vkSj og rkcht
jktdqekjh ds xys esa iguk nh tk, rks og
Bhd gks tk,xhAÞ
nwljs us dgk] ß;gk¡ ls nl dne dh
nwjh ij ,d cM+k&lk iRFkj iM+k gSA ;fn mls
gVk fn;k tk, rks ogk¡ ls lkQ ikuh ges'kk
feyrk jgsxkAÞ
rhljk cksyk] ßpyks] dksbZ gekjh ckrsa lqu
u jgk gksAÞ
ikBd eap cqysfVu

Mksyh ydM+cX?kksa dh cksyh le>rk FkkA
mlus mudh ckrsa cM+s è;ku ls lquha vkSj
mUgas eu&gh&eu nksgjkrk jgkA losjk gqvk
rks ikl ds xk¡o ds yksx ogk¡ ikuh Hkjus
vk,A mUgksaus ns[kk fd dq,¡ esa dksbZ iM+k
gqvk gS rks jfLl;ksa ds lgkjs Mksyh dks ckgj
fudky fy;kA
dq,¡ ls ckgj vkdj Mksyh us yksxkas dks
èkU;okn fn;k vkSj jktk ls feyus ds fy,
jktèkkuh dk jkLrk idM+kA
jktk ds ikl tkdj mlus dgk] ß;fn eSa
jktdqekjh dks Bhd dj nw¡ rks eq>s D;k buke
feysxk\Þ
jktdqekjh dh xaHkhj chekjh ls jktk
cgqr nq[kh FkkA mlus dgk] ßeSa rqEgkjh 'kknh
jktdqekjh ls dj nw¡xk vkSj rqEgsa viuk vkèkk
jkT; ns nw¡xkAÞ
Mksyh us [kq'k gksdj jktdqekjh ds uk[kwu
dVok, vkSj mUgas ,d rkcht esa Hkjdj
jktdqekjh ds xys esa iguk fn;kA jktdqekjh
rqjar Bhd gksus yxh vkSj nks fnu esa fcydqy
Bhd gks xbZA jktk us viuk opu fuHkk;k
vkSj Mksyh dh 'kknh jktdqekjh ls djkdj mls
viuk vkèkk jkT; nsdj jktk cuk fn;kA
;g ckr nwj&nwj rd QSyh rks Mjgkseh us
Hkh lquhA mls yxk fd ml dq,¡ esa gh dqN gS
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ftlds dkj.k Mksyh dk HkkX; cny x;k gSA
og Hkh mlh jkr ml dq,¡ esa ?kqldj cSB x;k
vkSj peRdkj gksus dh izrh{kk djus yxkA
jkr esa rhuksa ydM+cX?ks fQj ml dq,¡ dh
txr ij vkdj cSBsA os cgqr ukjkt Fks fd
mudh ckr dSls yksxksa dks irk yx xbZA mUgksua s
lkspk fd ml dq,¡ eas gh dksbZ jgk gksxk ftlus
mudh ckr lquh gksxhA ,d us dgk] ßpyks]
bl dq,¡ dks Hkj nsrs gSa rkfd vkxs ls ;gk¡
cSBdj dksbZ gekjh ckr u lqu ldsAÞ
ml ckr ij lc jkth gks x, rks mUgksaus
vkl&ikl ds iRFkj] feV~Vh vkSj jsr vkfn ls
ml dq,¡ dks Hkj fn;k ftlls Mjgkseh ogha
?kqVdj ej x;kA
lossjs yksx ogk¡ ikuh Hkjus vk, rks dq,¡
dks Hkjk gqvk ns[k cgqr nq[kh gq, fd vc
ikuh dSls feysxkA mUgksaus jktk ds ikl tkdj
cryk;k rks Mksyh us ogk¡ vkdj og cM+k&lk
iRFkj gVok fn;kA iRFkj gVrs gh ogk¡ [kwc
lkQ ikuh fudy iM+kA
ykssxksas us jktk dks cgqr èkU;okn nsdj
fonk fd;kA ogk¡ ls os ikuh vkjke ls ys
tkus yxs vkSj dqN fnuksa esa dq,¡ dh ckr gh
Hkwy x,A
}hikarj
yky cgknqj 'kkL=kh ekxZ
Qrsgiqj & 212601¼m-iz-½
ikBd eap cqysfVu
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Indian Railways
Gaurav Pati
It rolls down the track
Lick scarlet Indian dragon
A star in the front
And the windows in the middle

Police marching in with dogs
And people coming in to tell business tips
The sales man coming in with booklets
And vendors selling puffs and chips

We climb up the steps
And through the aisles
All sort of people come in
With sacks baggage and huge piles

With windows to gape out
And always you will fell happy and gay
For this is forever assured
On board, the Indian Railways.

All sorts of people as I told
With tall, turbaned Sardars
And book worms on board
With toddlers licking their fingers
And a man whistling like a toad
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tknw dh NM+h
lq'khy lfjr

ckdh lc rks Bhd Fkk] ysfdu
irk ugha D;ksa dsfeLVªh dk
ihfj;M vkrs gh jfo dks tSls
cq[kkj&lk p<+ tkrkA D;k
cksfjax lCtsDV gS\ [kkldj
izSfDVdy rks tSls iYys gh ugha
iM+rkA dy eaFkyh VsLV Fkk
vkSj lj us igys gh dg fn;k
Fkk] ßeaFkyh VsLV esa vxj ikl
u gq, rks le> yks!Þ oSls]
;g Ldwy Hkh jfo dh le>
ls ijs FkkA
viuk fiNyk Ldw y
fdruk vPNk Fkk! ekuk fd
mldh fcfYMax bl tSlh cM+h
ugha Fkh] ysfdu D;k ykWu vkSj
D;k mlds VhplZ! nsosanz lj dks gh yks] tks
iwNks mls I;kj ls feuVksa esa le>k nsrs fd
dksbZ ftanxhHkj pkgs Hkh rks u Hkwy ik,A
,d ;gk¡ ds lj gSaµ,d rks bruk tYnh
cksyrs gSa fd D;k crk;k tk,] nwljs] dksbZ
ckr iwNks rks ekFks ij ,slh R;ksfj;k¡ p<+sxh
fd nqckjk iwNus dh fgEer gh u iMs+A eEeh
dks Hkh tkus D;k lw>h tks vPNk&[kklk Ldwy
psat djok fn;kA vHkh nks lky vkSj ogha
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i<+rk rks Bhd jgrkA ^^D;k lksp jgs gks
jfo\** dgrs gq, feyu vady us tc mls
Vksdk rkss og ldidk x;kA feyu vady dc
mlds dejs esa vk x, mls irk gh u pykA
^^ueLrs vady! vki dc vk x,\**
vjs] eSa rks nl feuV ls ;gha rqEgkjs
lkeus cSBk gw¡ vkSj rqe gks fd irk ugha fdu
[;kyksa eas [kks;s gq, gks\**
^D;k crkÅ¡ vady] tcls bl u;s
ikBd eap cqysfVu

Ldwy esa vk;k gw¡ dqN le> eas gh ugha
vkrk gSAÞ]
^^D;ksa] ,slh D;k ckr gS\ fiNyh Dykl
rd rks rqEgkjh fjiksVZ cgqr vPNh Fkh!**
feyu vady ds Loj esa vk'p;Z mHkj
vk;kA
^^vady] ;gk¡ vkdj irk ugha D;k gks
x;k gS] u fQftDl iYys iM+rh gS] u gh
ck;ks] vkSj dsfeLVªh rks tSls [kkus dks nkSM+rh
gSA eq>s rks vady dksbZ ,slh tknw dh NM+h
yk nhft, ftlls ;g lc dqN vklku gks
tk,A**
^^tknw dh NM+h**! feyu vady pkSads
^^gk¡ vady! vkidks ;kn gS u vkius gh
,d fnu eq>s crk;k Fkk fd vÝhdk esa ,d
,slh tknw dh NM+h ikbZ tkrh gS tks iyd
>idrs gh lkjh leL;k gy dj nsrh gSA
vkius ;g Hkh dgk Fkk fd vkidk nksLr
vÝhdk esa jgrk gSA** jfo us vady dks ;kn
fnyk;kA ^tknw dh NM+h* dgrs&dgrs feyu
vady lksp esa Mwc x,A ;s mudh ges'kk
dh vknr gSA feyu vady lksprs jgs] fQj
,dne mB [kM+s gq,] ^^Bhd gS jfo] eSa vc
,d g¶rs ckn vkÅ¡xk] vkSj tknw dh NM+h
ysdj vkÅaxk]** dgdj feyu vady jfo
ds dejs ls ckgj fudy x,A
,d lIrkg chrrs fdruh nsj yxrh gS!
ysfdu jfo dks yxrk fd vcdh ;g g¶rk
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chr gh ugha jgk gSA jkst lqcg mBdj og
dSysaMj ns[krkA feyu vady brokj dks vk,
Fks] vxyk brokj tYnh ls vk tk, vkSj
vady oks tknw dh NM+h ys vk,¡] clA brokj
Hkh vk x;kA jfo dh fuxkgsa lqcg ls gh xsV
ij FkhA eEeh us iwNk Hkh fd D;k ckr gS]
ysfdu jfo ^dqN ugha* dgdj Vky x;kA
lqcg ls 'kke gks xbZ] ysfdu vady dk
irk ugha FkkA irk ugha og NM+h feyh Hkh
;k ugha] feyh gksrh rks vk u tkrs! ysfdu
feyu vady okns ds iDds gSa] vk,¡xs t:jA
jfo lksp gh jgk Fkk fd feyu vady xsV
ds vanj vkrs fn[kkbZ fn,A muds gkFk esa
,d NM+h ns[kdj jfo dh vk¡[kksa esa ped
vk xbZA ^^vady&vady! NM+h fey xbZ\**
og ogha ls fpYyk;kA
^^gk¡ HkkbZ] vHkh&vHkh feyh gS vkSj ns[kks]
fy;s pyk vk jgk gw¡]Þ dgrs gq, vady
vanj vk x,A
ßvjs] HkkbZ lkgc vki] ueLrsAÞ eEeh us
fdpu ls gh feyu vady dks ns[k fy;kA
ßueLrs HkkHkh th! vki tYnh ls eq>s
,d pk; fiyk nhft,] D;ksafd eq>s vHkh
rqjar xkM+h idM+uh gSAÞ dgdj vady jfo
ds dejs esa cSB x,A nks feuV esas gh eEeh
pk; ys vkbZA
ßHkkbZ lkgc] ;s D;k gS\Þ vady ds gkFk
esa NM+h ns[kdj eEeh iwN cSBhA ß;s tknw
ikBd eap cqysfVu

dh NM+h gS] vÝhdk ls e¡xkbZ gS]Þ dgrs gq,
vady us pk; dk di gkFk esa mBk fy;kA
ßtknw dh NM+h!Þ eEeh g¡l iM+hA
ßg¡lus dh ckr ugha gS HkkHkh th]
;g lpeqp tknw dh NM+h gS vkSj eSaus cM+h
eqf'dy ls bls e¡xk;k gS] bl jfo ds fy,
nsf[k,xk] blds izHkko ls u dsoy jfo ds fy,
lkjs fo"k; ljy gks tk,axs cfYd dsfeLVªh
izSfDVdy tks blls gksrk gh ugha] pqVdh
ctkrs gksus yxsxkA jfo] bls rqe j[kks]Þ dgrs
gq, vady us og NM+h tks yackbZ esa eqf'dy
ls ,d QhV dh gksxh jfo dks lkSai nhA
ßvady bldk iz;ksx dSls gksxk\Þ jfo
us NM+h dks myV&iyVdj ns[kkA
ßtc Hkh rqe i<+ks ;k izSfDVdy djus
cSBks] NM+h dks vius ikl j[kuk gS] ysfdu
,d 'krZ gS tc rd rqe i<+ksxs ;k izSfDVdy
djksxs] rqe NM+h dh vksj ns[kksxs ugha] vxj
nss[kksxs rks bldk vlj ugha gksxkAÞ vady
us jfo dks le>k;k vkSj ßvPNk HkkHkh th]
pyrk gw¡Þ dgdj pys x,A
ßvady] vc] dc vk,¡xs\Þ jfo us
VksdkA
ßnks fnu ckn]Þ vady us njokts ls
>k¡ddj dgk vkSj pys x,A jfo NM+h dks
ysdj myV&iqyVdj ns[kus yxkA NM+h esa
dksbZ ckr rks t:j FkhA ,d fljs ij gkFkh
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nk¡r dh uDdk'kh esa mnwZ esa dqqN fy[kk gqvk
Fkk vkSj NM+h dk vkcuwlh jax bruk dkyk
Fkk] bruk pednkj Fkk fd viuk psgjk ns[k
yksA jkr dks [kkuk [kkdj jfo tYnh gh lks
x;kA lius esa Hkh mls NM+h gh fn[kykbZ
nsrh jghA oSls Hkh og mls lkFk ysdj gh
lks;k FkkA
lqcg mBdj ugk&/kksdj tc og Ldwy
ds fy, pyk rks NM+h Hkh mlus cLrs esa j[k
yhA Dykl esa i<+rs&i<+rs mlus dbZ ckj NM+h
dks gkFk yxkdj ns[kkA izSfDVdy :e esa Hkh
og NM+h dks lkFk ys x;k vkSj mls mlus
lkeus j[k fy;kA ysfdu chp&chp esa mls
ns[kus ls og vius vkidks ugha jksd ik;kA
fQj Hkh mls yxk fd ml fnu u dsoy mls
Dykl esa dkQh dqN Bhd le> esa vk;k
cfYd iSzfDVdy esa Hkh mldk eu yxkA
fQj] nwljs fnu rks deky gh gks x;kA
dSfeLVªh tks mls lcls cksj yxrh Fkh mldk
iSzfDVdy mlus cM+h vklkuh ls dj fy;kA
vc rks gj fnu ;gh gksus yxkA NM+h mlds
ikl jgrh vkSj mls yxrk fd i<+kbZ mlds
fy, tSls [ksy gks xbZ gSA /khjs&/khjs ijh{kk,¡
vk xb±A ijh{kk esa Hkh og brus vkRefo'okl
ds lkFk cSBk Fkk fd mlds Dykl ds lkFkh Hkh
vk'p;Zpfdr gq,A ifj.kke Hkh vk'kkuqdy
w gh
fudykA jfo ds u dsoy Dykl esa lcls T;knk
uacj vk, Fks] cfYd dSfeLVªh eas ftls og lcls
ikBd eap cqysfVu

cksj ^lCtsDV* ekurk Fkk] fMfLVaD'ku FkhA vkSj
;g cl ml NM+h dk gh deky FkkA
fjtYV dkMZ ysdj og lkbfdy ls ?kj
dh vksj pyk rks ges'kk dh rjg NM+h mlds
cSx esa iM+h FkhA ,d rks lcls T;knk uacj
ykus dh [kq'kh] nwljs] dsfeLVªh esa fMfLVD'ku
dh [kq'khA jfo ds iSj iSMy ij dqN T;knk gh
rst iM+ jgs FksA vkf[kj ?kj tkdj eEeh&ikik
dks ;g dkMZ fn[kkuk Fkk vkSj feyu vady
ls Hkh feyuk Fkk ftudh ykbZ NM+h ds dkj.k
bruk vPNk fjtYV vk ldkA
?kj vkrs&vkrs mls 12 ct x,A eEEkh
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xsV ij gh mldk bartkj dj jgh
FkhA ^^eEeh] eSas QLVZ vk;k gw¡
vkSj dsfeLVªh esa fMfLVad'ku Hkh
gS]** lkbfdy ,d vksj Qsadrs gq,
mlus dgk vkSj cSx ls fjtYV
dkMZ fudkyus yxkA cSx esa gkFk
Mkyrs gh mldk fny /kd ls jg
x;k ^^vjs] esjh NM+h dgk¡ xbZ\**
gBkr mlds eq¡g ls fudykA mlus
tYnh &tYnh iwjk cSx Nku ekjk]
ij NM+h dgha ugha FkhA QLVZ vkus
dh [kq'kh ,d {k.k esa dkQwj gks
xbZA
^^D;k ckr gS jfo] D;ksa ijs'kku
gks\** ikik us dejs ls ckgj vkdj
mls ns[kdj iwNkA
ßirk ugha esjh NM+h dgk¡ pyh xbZ\**
jfo vc Hkh cSx VVksy jgk FkkA
ßD;k gqvk jfo\Þ feyu vady Hkh dejs
ls ckgj fudy vk,A
ßvady] vkius tks NM+h nh Fkh og vkt
gh dgha [kks xbZ]Þ dgrs&dgrs jfo mnkl gks
x;kA ^^fjtYV D;k jgk\Þ feyu vady ds
Loj esa mRlqdrk FkhA
ßbl ckj viuk jfo lcls T;knk uacj
yk;k gS]Þ eEeh us izlUurk Hkjs Loj esa
dgkA
ikBd eap cqysfVu

ßfQj rks feBkbZ f[kykb, HkkHkh th!Þ
feyu vady pgdsA
ßysfdu vady] esjh NM+h rks**A jfo vc
Hkh lqLr FkkA
ßvjs HkkbZ] NM+h vkSj vk tk,xhA blesa
bruk ijs'kku gksus dh D;k ckr gS!**feyu
vady us rlYyh nhA
ßysfdu vady] oks rks tknw dh NM+h Fkh!
nqckjk vc dgk¡ feysxh\Þ jfo ds Loj ls
ijs'kkuh tSls tk gh ugha jgh FkhA
ßvPNk #dks] eSa vHkh vk;k]Þ dgdj
feyu vady us LdwVj mBkdj LVkVZ fd;k
vkSj nl feuV esa gh okil ykSV vk,A ß;s
yhft, HkkHkh th] I;ksj nslh ?kh ds jlxqYys]
vkSj ;s yks jfo] ,d ugha pkj&pkj tknw dh
NfM+;k¡!Þ dgdj feyu vady us jfo dh
vksj pkj NfM+;k¡ c<+k nhaA
jfo dks viuh vk¡[kksa ij fo'okl ugha
gqvkA lpeqp fcydqy oSlh gh NfM+;k¡ rks
FkhA rks D;k ;s Hkh tknw dh gSA jfo dh
dqN le> esa ugha vk;kA mlus feyu vady
dh vksj utjas mBkb±A feyu vady eqLdjk
jgs FksA
^^feyu vady] esjh rks dqN le> esa
ugha vk jgk gSA bruh tYnh ;s NfM+;k¡ vki
dgk¡ ls ys vk,\Þ jfo dks vkf[kj iwNuk
gh iM+kA
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^^gkf'ke NM+hokys lsA** feyu vady us
rikd ls mÙkj fn;kA
ß;kuh ;s tknw okyh ugha gSa**A jfo ds
Loj esa gydh&lh ukjktxh mHkj vkbZA
ßigys okyh Hkh ugha Fkh]Þ feyu vady
us mlh Loj esa mÙkj fn;kA
ßD;k eryc\Þ vc jfo ds pkSadus dh
ckjh FkhA
ßns[kks jfo] u rks og tknw dh NM+h Fkh]
u ;s gSaA lp rks ;g gS fd rqEgkjk fo'okl
vkSj ml fo'okl ds lgkjs dh xbZ rqEgkjh
esgur gh og tknw dh NM+h gS ftlus u dsoy
rqEgkjk i<+us esa eu yxk;k] rqEgsa uacj Hkh
vPNs fnyk, vkSj ;gh tknw dh NM+h vkxs Hkh
rqEgkjs dke vk,xh]Þ dgrs gq, feyu vady
us ,d jlxqYyk mlds eq¡g esa j[k fn;kA
tc rd jlxqYyk jfo ds eq¡g esa jgk jfo
feyu vady dh ckr ij gh xkSj djrk jgkA
/khjs&/khjs mls lc le> esa vk x;kA ßBhd
gS vady] ysfdu eSa ;s NfM+;k¡ j[kw¡xk vius
dejs esa ghA eq>s ;s ;kn fnykrh jgsaxh fd
tknw D;k gksrk gS]Þ dgrs gq, jfo us mu pkjksa
NfM+;ksa dks cMs+ djhus ls dejs dh nhokj ij
ltk fn;k vkSj os NfM+;k¡ vkt rd jfo ds
dejs dh nhokj ij lth gqbZ gSaA
36] v;ks/;k dqat ,
vkxjk&282001
¼m-iz-½
ikBd eap cqysfVu

mldks vius xys yxkÅ¡
';ke lq'khy

og cPpk tks dwMs+ esas ls
dkxt chu jgk gS
og cPpk tks v{kj&v{kj
i<+uk lh[k jgk gS

og cPpk tks fxj&fxjdj fQj
mBuk pkg jgk gS
og cPpk tks thou dk gj
liuk Fkkg jgk gS

		
		
		
		

		
		
		
		

eEeh] esjk eu djrk gS
ml cPps ds ikl eSa tkÅ¡
[ksy&[ksy esa mls i<+kÅ¡
mldks vius xys yxkÅ¡!

og cPpk tks gS xjhc] ij
eu ls Hkjk&Hkjk gS
og cPpk tks gS xqykc] ij
dk¡Vksa chp iyk gS
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eEeh] esjk eu djrk gS
ml cPps ds ikl eSa tkÅ¡
mldh fgEer vkSj c<+kÅ¡
mldks vius xys yxkÅ¡!

og cPpk tks g¡ldj] xkdj
gj nq[k Hkqyk jgk gS
og cPpk tks pqi gS] fQj Hkh
yxrk cqyk jgk gS!

eEeh] esjk eu djrk gS
ml cPps ds ikl eSa tkÅ¡
ml xqykc dks eSa lgykÅ¡
mldks vius xys yxkÅ¡!

ikBd eap cqysfVu

eEeh] esjk eu djrk gS
ml cPps ds ikl eSa tkÅ¡
mldks viuk nksLr cukÅ¡
mldks vius xys yxkÅ¡!
,&13] nSfud tu;qx vikVZesaV~l
olaq/kjk ,uDyso] fnYyh&110096
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Sina Got Back!
Aleen Sanskreeti Palai
Once, there was a family of four
members. Father, Mother and two
sisters–Sina and Shelly. Sina was ten
years old while Shelly was nineteen
years old.
Shelly went to her college everyday
in an auto rickshaw. One day while
travelling, she met with an accident by a
truck. Lots of efforts were put in to save
her life but all in vain. The heart broken
family never thought of this. Sina could
not stop crying. She became lonely.
Her mother suffered from depression
and became very ill. Sina could hardly
manage to go to school.
One day when she returned home
from her school, she saw a crowd
gathered near her house. She pushed
herself into the crowd and saw her
Readers’ Club Bulletin

mother lying dead in the bed. She was
devastated by the loss of her mother. She
did not want to loose her father.
Her father went to the office everyday
for his work, instructing Sina lots of
things for her safety. But what she
would do? Only playing with her toys
alone, eating her lunch, doing her home
work and nothing! The maid-servant
came to work every day. One day she
brought her little girl named Kajal. Sina
slowly started playing with her. Seeing
happiness on Sina's face, her father asked
the maid to bring Kajal everyday. When
her father came back home from work,
Sina had a lots of things to tell. With
Kajal her happiness came back again.
She always thought that she had got her
sister and mother back.
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Book Review

The Good Books Guide
Guide offers key criteria for selecting
the best children’s books from among
the hundreds on offer, based particularly
on the requirements of such a mass scale
selection procedure. Librarians and
teachers from all schools, government
and non-government as well as private
institutions, will find useful guidelines
from this draft report/document as how
to identify the ideal one for the target
group. A good book is a good book!

The Good Books Guide
National Book Trust, India
` 130

40pp

With the publishing scenario for
children’s books having changed
dramatically over the last few years,
there is a wide range of books now
available. This makes selecting books
for libraries a daunting task. Further,
the Right to Education (RTE) Act 2009
mandates that every government school
in every district of every state across the
country has to select and buy books for
libraries each year. The Good Books
Readers’ Club Bulletin

vPNh fdrkcksa dh xkbM
jk"Vªh; iqLrd U;kl] Hkkjr
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