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From YounG AUTHORS

Caroline and the Magical Stick

Onceuponatime,atenyear old girlnamed
Caroline lived with her stepmother and
two stepsisters, who were very unkind
to her. They made her do all the chores
and gave her almost no food. They wore
fancy dresses and went to parties, but all
poor Caroline had was an old frock. She
often dreamed of a better life.

One day, Caroline went E) the brook to
wash clothes. She felt very hungry. As
she was working, she saw a shiny stick
floating in the water. It looked like wood

but had tiny, white gems on it. Caroline

Suddenly, the stick sparkled, and right
in front of her appeared bread, butter,
and a glass of warm milk! Caroline was
shocked but happy. She gobbled up the
bread and butter, and drank the sweet,
warm milk. Her eyes sparkled with joy.

She decided to hide the magic stick in
an old oak tree that her grandfather had
planted. It was her favourite tree, tall and
strong, with birds singing onits branches.

She visited the tree every day, and
used the stick to get food. One day, her
stepsister secretly followed her,and saw
the magic. She stole the stick and gave
it to her mother. The stepmother and
stepsistersusedittogetgold,

silks, and a big house.

picked up the stickand cleaned it gently, =——=

“I'm so hungry,’ she whispered.
"lwish | had bread, butter, and warm
milk, like Mum used to make."

i MAR-APR 2025




They became meaner than ever, and the
entire village began to talk about their
greed and cruelty.

Poor Caroline was left cold and hungry.
One night, the stepmother marched
into the attic and shouted, "We want
you gone!” She rubbed the magic stick,
hoping it would send Caroline far away.

But instead of making Caroline disappear,
a bright light filled the room. Caroline’s
mother emerged from the light! She wore
a gown of stars, and her smile was full of
love. She hugged Caroline tightly.

The stepmother was shocked. Caroline’s
mothertook the stick and said, "This was

sent to help my daughter. All'she wanted
was food and kindness, but you chose
greed."

Then, she said, "Go away and never
return!" With that, the stepmother and her
daughters vanished into a puff of smoke.

Caroline got her mother back, and they
lived happily ever after with the magic
stick by their side. They planted flowers,
baked cakes, read storybooks every night,
and filled the house with laughter. And
the oak tree outside stood tall, shining in
the sunlight, as if smiling down at them.
Anvi Aeron

Class B

Arwachin Bharti Bhawan Senior Secondary Schoal
caanantgupta@gmail.com
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The Red Stone and Ruhi’s Three Wishes

One sunny afternoon, Ruhi was playing
in her garden as usual. The soft breeze
rustled the leaves and the sweet scent
of roses filled the air. She loved this little
corner of her house, where colourful
flowers bloomed and butterflies danced
around. As she skipped past the rose
bushes, something shiny caught her eye.

Curious, Ruhi pushed aside the thorny
branches and found a small, shiny red
stone lying quietly on the ground. It
sparkled like a tiny star, glowing softly
under the sun. As Ruhi picked it up,
she felt a strange warmth in her hand.
Suddenly, a magical voice echoed, “My
Lady! What do you wish for?”

Ruhi’s eyes widened in surprise. “Who's
there?” she asked, looking around.

“It's me, my lady—the red stone!” the voice
replied cheerfully.

Ruhi blinked. “Wait, are you a talking
stone?”

“I'm not just a talking stone, but also a
magical stone, that grants three wishes
to anyone who finds me,” said the stone.

Ruhi's heart raced with excitement. She
had heard stories about magical objects
in fairy tales, but never thought she'd find
one herself. She quickly decided to take
the stone home. After all, who wouldn’t
want three wishes?

At home, Ruhi sat on her bed, clutching
the red stone tightly. It glowed faintly, and
then the voice boomed again, "My lady,
what is your first wish?”

Ruhigiggled. “Wow, this is amazing! Okay,
for my first wish— | want a pretty frock,
and ared bicycle, so | can go to my best
friend's party in style!”

The stone replied, "Your wish is my
command, my lady!”

Inthe blink of an eye, a beautiful pink silk
frock appeared on her desk, and a brand
new red bicycle was magically parked
outside her window, gleaming under the
sunlight.

Ruhijumped, her eyes sparkling with joy.
“Wow! This is like a dream come true!”

1‘é§he cheered.

“Now, my lady,” the stone said, “what is



Ruhi thought for a moment, then grinned
mischievously. “| wish for a super soft,
cuddly teddy bear, the fluffiest one ever!”

“Your wish is my command, my lady!”
said the stone.

Abig, fluffy teddy bear appeared in Ruhi's
arms, its soft fur feeling like a cloud. She
hugged it tightly, laughing with delight.

“Okay,” she said, "now for my third wish.
... | want my mom back.”

The room grew silent for a moment.
The stone’s glow dimmed slightly, and
its voice became gentle. “I'm sorry, my
lady. This wish is beyond my power.”

Ruhi’s heart sank. She had hoped the
stone would bring her
mother back. She
looked at the
teddy bear, her
eyes filled
with tears.
But then she
remembered
something her

mother had always told her: "Even when
I'm not with you, my love will always be
in your heart.”

She wiped her tears, hugged the teddy
bear, and smiled faintly. She realized that
while the magical red stone had given
her many wonderful things, the most
preciousthingsin life cannot be granted
with wishes.

-
5
z
-
o]
<
4
o
>
=
z
o
=
o

She held the red stone one last time.
“Thank you for everything,’ she whispered.
“But | don't need more wishes. | have
love, memories, and my own strength
and that's enough for me.”

The stone glowed warmly, then gently
faded away, leaving Ruhi with her teddy
bear and a heart full of courage. [

And from that day on, Ruhilearnt
that while magic could give you
many things, the greatest magic
of all was the love she carried
in her heart—strong, beautiful,
and everlasting.




From YounG AUTHORS

Mira the Mermaid and t%e Magic Stg)ell

Once upon a time, in the deep blue sea,
there lived a mermaid named Mira. She
lived inside a big, shiny shell. The shell
was magical and full of bright colours.
It glowed like a rainbow under the water.
Mira was happy in her shell, and loved
singing to the fish.

Not far from the sea, there was a queen
who ruled the land. She was clever, but
she was very sad. Long ago, someone
she loved had passed away. One day, she
heard a story."There is a magic shell in
the sea,’ someone said. “It can help bring
people back.”

]

&

The queen wanted the shell. “Find it for
me!” she ordered her knight.

The brave knight - Sir Cedric - went to
find the shell. He sailed across the sea,
followed the dolphins and the fish until
he saw a big, glowing shell underwater.

Inside the shell, however, sat Mira, the
mermaid. She had long, shiny hair and a
kind smile. Sir Cedric was mesmerised
by her beauty. Mira sang a sweet song,
her voice soft like the waves of the ocean.

Sir Cedric forgot about the queen’s order.
He didn't want the shell anymore. He liked
Mira and asked her to come to the land.

But Mira was not sure. She had to protect
the magic shell.




She thought people from land did not
want friendship, but only magic.

“| can’t come with you,” she said. “But you
can stay for a little while.”

So, Sir Cedric stayed. He swam with
dolphins, rode seahorses, and watched
jellyfish glow inthe dark. He laughed and
learnt the ways of the sea.

Mira saw how kind he was. He didn't want
the shell. He just wanted to be her friend.

“You are not greedy,” she said. “You
have a good heart.”

Mira gave Sir Cedric a small pearl
from the magic shell.

“Give this to your queen,” she said. “It will
not bring someone back, but it will help
her feel better and smile again.”

Sir Cedric thanked her and returned to
the land.

When the queen held the pearl, she felt
warm and happy inside. She smiled
for the first time in many years. She
understood that love never truly leaves
us, and continues to stay in our hearts.

Mira and Sir Cedric stayed good friends.
Sometimes Mira waved from the water,
and Sir Cedric waved back from the shore.

They knew that magicis not justin shells
_or pearls. Real magic is in kindness,
friendship, and love.
| Akanksha Kumari

Class 11

Sarvodaya Vidyalaya No. 1
akankshadB29@gmail. com
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The Black Cat

Dhruv was playing on the balcony of
his house. He loved these quiet Sunday
mornings, where the world felt still and
full of secrets waiting to be discovered.

As he was tying a knot to his kite,
something shiny caught his eye—a
small charm glinting behind an empty
cardboard box. When he bent down to
pick it up, he noticed something strange:
a black cat sitting silently behind the box,
its black eyes locked onto his.
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The cat was as black as the midnight
sky, so dark that it seemed to absorb the
light around it. Its fur was sleek, with a
faint shimmer that made it look like it
had been dipped in shadow. But what
caught Dhruv’s attention the most was
the charm hanging from
the cat’s neck. It
sparkled faintly, as
if it held a secret.

The cat hissed softly,
its sharp gaze making
Dhruv’s heart race.

But he was a brave boy.

He loved animals, and his curiosity was
stronger than his fear. He reached out
slowly, his fingers gently brushing the
cat’s soft fur. To his surprise, the cat
didnt flinch. In fact, it leaned to his touch,
purring softly. The cat was wet, probably
from the morning mist, and its fur felt as
soft as silk, like a pillow filled with clouds.

Dhruv’s heart melted. He picked up the
cat carefully, cradling it in his arms. But
then—something magical happened.
As soon as he hugged the cat, a soft,
glowing light surrounded them. The cat’s
form began to shift, its fur fading away
to reveal something incredible: the cat
transformed into a boy.

Dhruv gasped in surprise. Standing in
front of him was a boy with curly black
hair that shimmered like silk. His eyes
were the same sparkling black as the
cat’s, and he wore a faint smile that held
aworld of mystery.

“Hello,” the boy said in a voice as gentle
as the wind. “I'm Kuro.”

Dhruv blinked. "Kuro? Like...
' R\ black?”

The boy nodded. “Yes. In
my world, it means ‘black,
just like the colour of the cat
you found.”

Dhruv's heart filled with wonder.
“Wait, were you the cat all along?”



Kuro nodded again. “Yes. I'm from
another universe, a place beyond the
stars and beyond time. The charm you
found was a key, and it brought me here.
But | can only stay until | recover.”

Dhruv felt a pang of sadness. He'd just
met Kuro, and he didn't want to say
goodbye. "But... | want to help you get
home,” he said firmly. “I'll take care of
you until you're strong again.”

Kuro's eyes sparkled with gratitude.
“You're very kind, Dhruv. I'll be delighted
to return to my world when I'm ready.
And | promise... I'll visit you every week.”

Dhruv’s face lit up with joy. He
carefully carried Kuro home,
where he wrapped himin

a warm blanket and

made him a cup of

hot cocoa. They sat

by the window, and

Dhruv listened

to Kuro's stories

about his world—a

place filled with
glowing trees, rivers

that sang lullabies, and
skies painted with colours
Dhruv had never seen.

Over the next few days, Dhruv took care
of Kuro and on the day Kuro had to leave,
they sat on the same balcony near that
empty box where they had first met.
Dhruv hugged him tightly, not wanting
to let go.

“I'll miss you,” Dhruv whispered.

Kuro smiled warmly. “I'll miss you too. But
remember, I'll always be just a heartbeat
away. |'ll visit you every week, no matter
where | am.”

With a final wave, Kuro touched the
charm around his neck. A brilliant light
surrounded him, and inthe blink of an eye,
he was gone, while Dhruv stood there,
tears glistening in his eyes. Yet, he knew
that though Kuro was gone, the magic of
their friendship would never fade.
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And true to his promise, Kuro visited
Dhruv every week. Dhruv learned that
friendships can be magical, crossing

worlds and defying time.

And even though
Kuro was from

another universe, his
heart would always be
with Dhruy, like a secret
whispered between the
stars.

Anaisha

Class 8

Mount Abu Public School, Rohini
anaisha2636@agmail.com



Pihu and the Mysterious Copper Vase

On a warm, sunny afternoon, while Pihu
was playing in her garden, she saw
something shiny hidden behind a thick
patch of flowers. Her heart raced with
excitement as she reached for it. It was
a beautiful artefact, unlike anything she'd
ever seen before.
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It was a copperware vase, delicate and
shimmering with intricate designs. The
vase wasn't ordinary; it looked like it had
been crafted by skilled hands. Its designs
were inspired by the rich art
- ) of Jammu & Kashmir,
L~ ~With swirling motifs
. % of flowers, leaves,
) andtiny mountain
S peaks.

Pihu’s eyes widened. How could such a
precious thing be hidden in a bush? she
wondered. She carefully held the vase,
and it seemed to whisper secrets from
a faraway land.

Determined to uncover its mystery,
Pihu rushed to the nearby library, and
began her investigation. She flipped
through pages, reading about artefacts,
copperware, and the rich cultural history
of Jammu & Kashmir. She discovered
that copperware was often crafted by
artisans who had passed down their
techniques through generations. Some
vases were even believed to have magical
properties, holding stories of kings,
queens, and ancient legends. The more
she read, the more excited she
. became.

She returned to the garden,
this time with a detective’s spirit.
She examined the rose bushes carefully,

et looking for clues. She noticed small,

LLVARZABRE? 02 5]

faint footprints around the area—tiny,
almost like the ones left by a child. She
also found bits of old fabric caught in
the thorns, torn and faded. It looked like

it had been there for a long time.

spot where she found the vase. With
small trowel, she gently scooped

the soil. Suddenly, her trowel hit
- something hard.



Pihu carefully cleared the dirt and
uncovered a small, rusted tin box. She
opened it and found a faded note inside.
The note read:

“To the one who finds this vase, may you
discover the truth hidden within. This vase
holds the legacy of a forgotten time, waiting
for a curious heart to unravel its story."

Pihu gasped. A secret message! She felt
like atrue detective. Sherealized that the
vase wasn't just an artefact—it was part
of a larger mystery.

She rushed back to the library to find
more clues. She compared the script
in the note with old manuscripts and
found a match in a book about ancient
scripts! It was written in a language used
by artisans from Jammu & Kashmir long
ago.

Pihu's discovery caught the attention
of the librarian,Mr. [f|

Sharma, who was [
an expertin history.

He decided to help
her. Together, they
researched more
about the origins of
the vase.

After days of
investigation, they
discovered that the
vase once belonged
toanancient artisan
named Aarav, who
had crafted beautiful

copper pieces for royalty. The vase was
part of a set, each with its own unique
story. It had been lost during a royal
expedition many years ago, and hidden
in the soil by a young apprentice who
wanted to protect it.

Pihu smiled, proud of her adventure.
She had not only solved the mystery but
had also uncovered a forgotten piece
of history. The vase was considered
a valuable artefact, and Pihu and Mr.
Sharma were invited to share their story
at a local museum.

The adventure was over, but for Pihu
the real treasure wasn't the vase or the
fame—it was the thrill of discovery, the
joy of learning, the magic of curiosity, and

her love for history.
Advika Pattnaik
Class 4
DPS Schoal, Vasant Vihar
rashesnabanszal’@gmail com
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A Visitor

It was a peaceful night, and | was fast
asleep, wrapped in the comfort of my
blanket. | was lost in a dream where |
was flying over magical lands filled with
glowing stars and whispering winds.

Suddenly, a loud noise jolted me awake.
I rubbed my eyes, still half-dreaming, and
got up to close the window. But just as |
reached for it, a brilliant light shone into
the room from outside, blinding me for a
moment. ltwasn't like any ordinary light—it
was sharp, glowing with an otherworldly
huethat flickered like stars trappedin ajar.

| stepped outside, clutching my umbrella,
determined to find out what was
happening. The rain had grown heavier,
and the air felt different, charged with
something strange, something... unreal.

As | stood in the pouring rain, | noticed
something move in the darkness. A

rted across the sky atlightning

th

=

speed. It crashed with a loud thud on an
empty patch of land near my house. My
heart raced with both fear and curiosity.

| struggled against the wind, and rushed
tothe spot where it had landed. But when
| got there, all | saw was the wet ground
and a faint, burning smell in the air. The
place looked as if nothing had happened
atall.

Then, without warning, a strong gust of
wind swept my umbrella from my hands,
sending it spinning into the air like a lost
kite. | tried to catch it, but before | could,
| heard it—a strange, buzzing sound, like
athousand bees buzzing at once.

| turned around to find a UFO hovering
over me. Its shape was unlike anything
I'd ever seen—saucer-like, glowing with
lights that shifted from blue to green to

purple. The buzzing grew louder, vibrating
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| froze. My legs felt like they were made

of stone, my mind screaming for me to
run. But my body wouldn't move. The
UFO hovered above me, its lights shining
brighter, casting strange shadows on the
ground. | could see shapes inside, but
they weren't like people or animals—they
were... different.

| was sure they were going to abduct
me, whisk me away to some distant
galaxy. But instead, after what felt like an
eternity, the UFQ tilted slightly, and with a
sudden burst of speed, it shot into the sky,

 disappearing into the dark clouds. The

52

rain continued to pour, and | stood there,
drenched and'bréathless, staring at the
empty sky where the UFQ had vanished.

The next day, | retufned to the spot. The

ground was muddy,'and thgre were faint

'scorch marks where the UFO had landed.
Andthere, lying in the wet grass, was my

umbrella—broken, its handle bent, and
one of its spokes snapped.

| picked it up, my hands trembling slightly.
That's when | realized—it wasn't a dream.

But what was it? Was it an alien visit? A
secret military experiment? Or something
beyond human understanding? | don't
Know.

AllTknow is that something extraordinary

happened that night. And ever since then,

whenever | look up at the stars, | wonder

whethegl was just a visitor to t't"ua universe,

or was the universe visiting me?

Gitanjali Sharma
Class 10

Aster Rubllc School, Greater Noida West
naveensalesconsultant@gmail.com
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Glimpses from Children's

dz Kingdoyy,

Once upon a time,

H

I WHERE

T




Event Rerort

Lo
o
-
Y
L.
&
=3
Q
<
®
=
2
=
©
Q.




eI, T, X7, 3T STETs |
Teha Ux TUaiitioT, SiciT ehls ool
e ST TR ©

20



SEAT 3Tgg o AT |
W B 3%G, FTaT Swell o
\3TTer faTerTs 7 |

2]



Q
Ty
oc
a
-
]
T
)
L
=
=
—
<
Q
=
Pl
0
<

08

Hindustan Times | KALEIDOSCOPE,

Fun and heart-warming

reads to enjoy this week

Author NellaBarletta brings an avian tale from the Caribbean land
of The Dominican Republic in Cata And Lina, Anather literary delight
titled Upside Down, by Dominican author, Kianny N, Antigua
narrates tha story of a young airl full of questions and curiosity,
Maharala's Children narrates the story of Palish orphans in Jamnagar.
Also listed are titles Chandrayaan-3 and The Feet Tapping Matara).

THE FEETTAPPING NATARAJ

CHANDRAYAAN-3

Author: Neelam Saxena Chandra

Srmll.vLil ;K*S M bt g
things Thal we g ¥
are truly passion };Ellr'_l:}j'
ate abalit, are .y
not necessarly 5
conwestional or
mamstreanm

Thisisexactly S8

the theme of \" l{h

This Feet

Tapping b,

Kataiaj which tells -

us the story of Natara), who discavers that
thaneinig is hisseal passion - not the schioo]
wiork he struggles with, As hus family
grapples with the uncanvertional path
they ultimately choose bo norture his
talent instearl of compelling him 1o con-
form to academic standards. The rest of
the story in this books takes readars
thwansgh how Nataza), with his family's
support by his side, takes his first baby
staps towands realising hs dream s

Authar: Yivea) Malik

| What is soepacial
A about the binding

of the Chandray

aan-3.0n tha

Moon? This is

wxactly the

yhestzon little

el sits with

wondarng

endlessly,

Seeing this as

anopportune moment to

educate his granclson about the Inspiring
mission, Vieer's gramdfather sits beside kém
to tel| him about [ndia's past glory, about
Isro, thie determination of the scientists
involved in the mission, how they faced
all oddds and finally succeeded i thea
Bdoon mission! Vibrantly iliustrated
Chandrayaan 3 -- [irsnga Hies to the
Moo, isa go-to pick for evervone locking
tointrodice their children to the inspiving
story behirad Chandrayaan-3
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UPSIDE DOWN

Aurthor; Kianny N, Antiguz i
Thiy story birings to Haht common situations faced by

NEW DELHI
FEDRUABRY Ti, 7035

EY ey

| Taryg
=( Psicle
wn

e i

wiorking panasts who, at times, strugehe to spend quality
time with thair children, The central chasactar inthis book,
Tiama, gets very [ittle time with her mother, making her
wonder if the workd would be upside down if children
were to go out for work and parents were to stay &t home
playing instesd. Sitting on a kitchen counter, awaiting a
cup of hot chocalate that her loving grandmather is
nvvakirict for Fer, Thara lets ber Thoughts carry her o
ancther world. The book touches ipan dmportant

questions that often occupy young minds.

CATA AND LINA

MAHARAJA'S CHILDREN

Author: Nelia Barletta

Threugha story

which takes

readers amid

varfois bind

species like the

Palmehat,

Emerald

Humminghired

and Hispani- =

ola Parot, |

campeting with each

other to be selected by humans as the
National Blod of the Domincan Repubiic,
the author introduces children to unique
endemic birds inhabiting the island nation,
complete with caloarful lstiations by
Juny Marniiiel Mogena. The book descr bes
thie unigue chismctonstics of vanous native
byl and the similarities in the biodiversity
of Dominican Republic and that of lndis,
all while t2aching readers impertant

mral lessans.

Author: Monlks Kowaleceko Stumovsha

When Polish

arphizns whio had

heen departed to

Siberia wire

evad Uited in

1942, Maberaja

Jaenn Sahel

Digyijay Srhiji

affared them

shelter in s

peincely state of Nawana-
gar. The book takes us through the joumey
af thasechildias firding & new bomstand
Vb adwventiies in thecanip and e
tecavery of their lost chitd heod, (lustrated
by Urrwaas Vi aarnd Braskated by Nins
Zmelonek BMulligan, thes novells binnas this
tieart wanming Second Wil War-erm story
to childran in a way that will engage.
Informand inspiie, The atthor was alio

an executive producer of a short docsmen-
Lary fifrn for children based on her book
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Kashi-Tamil Sahgamam 3.0

1H043Y ININT

eir rernarkable creatwny and amstlc
kills palntlng vivid g

P T

'earmng \mth fun sessuons fer chlldre e

: '_f'ery bfush stroke, capturing the
timeless charm of Varanasi. i

aﬁd Tamil,
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Fold & Fun

Let's make an Origami Dog with a square piece
of coloured paper and a black sketch pen!

NAME OF THE DOG
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Nature Around Us: Plants Used in Worship

Spring follows winter, and the weather
becomes very pleasant. Trees look
bright green with fresh new leaves, birds
start making their nests for laying eggs,
peacocks start dancing like they do during
monsoon, and plants start flowering. In
Miku's garden too, new seedlings were
being planted.

Miku is very fond of watching plants grow
in her garden, so she asked her Botanist
Daadi how the ones to be planted are
chosen. Daadi as always, was very happy
to discuss-nature with her enthusiastic
granddaughter. She told the little girl
that we grow what makes our garden
look beautiful in spring, and we also get
flowers we need for our daily prayers.

A good garden must have annuals,
seasonal flowers, as well as shrubs and
trees which flower in all seasons. Some
evergreen plants must be grown to make
the garden look beautiful throughout the
year.

Miku asked her
Grandma the
names of the
flowers used during
"Miku, the
b common flowers
' used in worship are
Puja Thali e marigold, rose and
jasmine. They are very easy to grow and
are used as plucked flowers.”

26

Harshringar Nagalingum
She added, "For special worship, we use
flowers of Hibiscus also called China
rose, buds, and open flowers of lotus
and Naagaling. A small flowering tree
is Harshringar or Shiuli, which flowers
around Durga Puja, and is used in worship

in various forms."

Hibiscus

Shankhpushpi
"A creeper called Shankhpushpi bears
conch shaped blue flowers. These are
also used for worship, especially of Lord
Shiva. The flowers look similar to those

of edible peas but are much bigger and
very ornamental.”

Marigold



"Miku | hope you remember, in an earlier
issue of this bulletin we had talked about
marigold flowers being used in puja. They
are used as separate flowers, and are
also used to make garlands.

.
B

Let me tell you a secret about marigold.
Each “flower” is actually a bunch of
flowers called inflorescence. If you take
amarigold and pluck out all the petal like
structures, you will find that each petal
is a flower. These flowers mature into
long, thin fruits which when separated
and planted in soil grow into numerous
new plants!”

"Wow!", Miku was surprised to know.

"Many leaves like banana leaves, mango
leaves, coconut leaves, betel-nut or Paan
leaves are also used in worship.

27

Mango leaves are tied into strings and
put up on entrance doors, and in water
in a kalash used for sprinkling on the
devotees. Banana leaves and plants are
used as pillars at puja venues.

Rose garlands are being made.
Puja roses are smaller in size and have more fragrance.

Coconut leaves are placed around the
puja altar, paan leaves are used during
certain rituals. Ashoka leaves are rolled
tomake green strings. Along with strings
of marigold, they are used for decoration.

Miku was fascinated to learn that so
many types of flowers and leaves are
considered sacred. It brings our lives
closer to nature.
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Strings of Ashoka leaves
and Marigold

Banana leaves in puja

She made a mental note to share this
knowledge with her friends in school.

Dr. Gita Mathur
Associate Professor (Retd ), Botany
gitamathur@gmail.com
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Know Your State

(1) The capital of West Bengal is K_L_A_A

(2) TheH_WR_H B__ID__E of Kolkata is the world's busiest
cantilever bridge in the world.

(3) D_RG_ P__JAis a grand festival that unites people and is
honored by UNESCO as a special tradition.

(4) The AL__P__RE Zoo in Kolkata is the oldest zoo in India.
West Bengal boasts the world's largest B__N__AN Tree.

(5) TheN_T_O_AL L_BRA_Y inKolkatais
the country's largest public library.

(6) WestBengalis HometoR_B_NDR_NA_H
T__G__RE, the first Asian Nobel Laureate.

(7) The S_NDE__B__NS in West Bengal is the world's
largest mangrove forest.

(8) West Bengal is the Sweet Paradise. It is famous for M_SHT__ D__I, SA_D__SH,
and R_SOG_LL__— adreamland for sweet lovers!

(9) The hill station D__RJ__EL__NG offers breathtaking views of Kanchenjunga, the
world’s third-highest peak and it is in West Bengal.

(10) The Kolkata Metro started in 1_8_, making it India’s first metro rail system.

86 L (01)'Buyaalieg (g) 'e|joBosoy ‘Usapues 100 nusywy (g) ‘Buobe] yieueipuigey (/) sueniapuns (9)
faeigi jeuoiep (g) 9au) urdueg ‘siodipy (v) 'eind ebung (£) '86pug ueimoH (2) 'BleyioM (1) samsuy

Statement on Ownership of the Journal 'Readers' Club Bulletin' Form IV (See Rule 8)

Place of Publication - New Delhi
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E Publisher's Name ] Anu) Kumar Bharti
- Whether Citizen of India ; Yes
g Address ’ 5, Institutional Area, Phase ||, Vasant Kunj, New Delhi-110070
&2 Editor's Name . Kanchan Wanchoo Sharma
Whether Citizen of India ! Yes
Address I 5, Institutional Area, Phase ||, Vasant Kun|, New Delhi-110070
Name and address of individuals who own the : Natlonal Book Trust, India, 5 Institutional Area, Phase ll, Vasant Kunj, N.D-110070

newspaper and printers or shareholders of more
than one percent of the total capital

| Anuj Kumar Bharti, hereby declare that the particulars given above are true ta the best of my knowledge and belief.

Date: 15.03.2025 Anuj Kumar Bharti
(Signature of Publisher)

g

A\AAD._A D
MAR-A

30



Cross Numbers

Across:

1.  Asequential number, where each digit increases by 1.

5.  Predecessor of successor of 2-digit largest number.

8. Anumbersmaller than 20 and whose sum and product of the digits is 3.
10. Two more than 2-digit smallest number added 5 times to itself.
Down:

2. Anumber less than 50 and the product of the digits is 10.

3. Two-third of half of 90.

4.  Six less than one-fourth of 3-digit largest number.

6

7 d
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7 times of total of 1 ten and 3 ones.

Eight less than 3 times of one-third of 90.

Successor of sixth odd prime number.
Boxes:
9.  Product of first natural number and first whole number.
11. 19th odd composite number divided by square of 3.
12. Seven added to three times first whole number.

13. Average of first four add numbers. ok K

vivekk24@omail.cam
www.numeracyliteracy.com
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Winners of the Art Comepetition

Futura Explarers: Drow Tamorrow's India
- with Discoveryl

Event Rerort

L;zi_“_;ﬁ____

Soumya Dixit
Biscovery

Future Explorers: Draw Tomorrow's India Futuire Explorors: Diraw Tomormow's India Futura Explarers: Draw Tomorrow's Indis

Future Explorers: Draw Tomorrow's Indla
th Disce ; with Discovery! with Discovery!

with Diszovary!

Ira Bharti Diya Paliwal
Discovery & = e Biscovery

Futurs Explorers: Draw Tomorrew's Indla

with Discovery|

. |
Samriddhi Saxena _ Kajal Chauhan Bhagyashree A S
Dacovery Qe it Discovery ot & Biscovery P L
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@Kidz Kingdom (NDWBF 2025)

wplorers: Deaw Tomorrow dis 3 r r r Future Explorers: Draw Tomarrew's lndia

with Dise I Vi soveryl

Futuire Explorars! Draw Tomorrow's lndis Future Explarers: Draw Tomorraw's India Futura Explarmers: Draw Tomorrow's lodin Lurw oters: Draw Tomomrow's
with Discowvery! with Riszovery! weith Discovery!

Bhanst
¥

ha g !

= o

&

Shanaya Gupta = Tanishq Singh
Discovary i Pk e ik Discover e Hih Discovery L b~

w Tomarrow’s India
veryl oA G Bkl
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Ihk & [maginaftion

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 6 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 next issue of Reader’s Club Bulletin!

THEME CHOICE OF TOPICS LAST DATE FOR ENTRIES

Viksit Bharat@2047 “JelllenwiaBogh 10 June 2025
- World Earth Day
- World Book DQ:YAPNL Winn.ing Eniries‘: ,
23 APRIL 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 25lines.

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

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
I Name:
age , declare that my entry, Address:
= is my original, Pincode:
E unpublished work. If found otherwise, the entry Mohile No.:
8 will not be accepted NBT-India. Email:
s j Name of School:
= Q
7 LLi School Address:
= . Pincode:
= :
o
bl /i
(Paticipant's Signature) Date (Teacher's/Parent’s Signature)

MAR-APR 2025
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Here are the winners of the ongoing competition
from Bal Bharti Public School, Noida on the theme of
‘Viksit Bharat@2047'. The topic for this issue was 'India Republic @ 75'.

Details are provided on the previous page for our next edition.
We look forward to receiving your entries.

Charvi Agarwal

\

Sainika Bhagat

)

L
1‘;’ Riddhima Naag
B v
<
SN C

~
| 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 Schoal:
Artificial Intelligence tools or software such as Address:

-4l ChatGPT, Google Gemini, Microsoft Copilot, or

E any similar platforms. Email:

§ If it is found at any stage (even after publication) Countersigned by:

mj that the content was created using any Al tool or Parent/Teacher: o

o software, the participant will be required to return Name: =

= the full prize amount, submit a written apology, Schaol (only for teachers): &
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
wrlﬂng abCluT the same. Phone:

J
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R.N.I No. 64771/96

T'ne 1or Fyn, Friends, and cheer
Summer Camp is Finally herell

& LITTLE JUNIOR
&3 EXPLORERS TRAILBLAZERS
L4

i1 5=8vears | 9-14vears

CAMF DATES

Wokihon /

SCAN OF CODE

National Centre for Children's Literature

NATIONAL BOOK TRUST, INDIA (Ministry of Education, Govl. of India)
5, Institutional Area, Phase - I, Vasant Kunj, New Delhi-110070

E-Mail ; nbtindianccl93@gmail.com, ncel@nbtindia.gov.in
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