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Review a Book, Design a Cover

National Centre for Children’s Literature
(NCCL) of National Book Trust, India in
association with India Trade Promotion
Organisation and Federation of Indian
Publishers organized a workshop ‘Let’s
Review a Book’ and an interactive
session-cumworkshop withanillustrator
for school children during Delhi Book
Fair 2014 at Pragati Maidan, New Delhi
on 29 August 2014.

The first session on book review
was conducted by Prof. Nandini Sahu,
Associate Professor of English, IGNOU
and creative writer and the second
session on illustration was conducted
by Shri Subir Roy, renowned illustrator
and Art Director at Children’s Book
Trust.

While giving details on how to write
a book review, Prof. Sahu said that, “the
role of reviewer is very important as the
reviewer tells the reader what the book
i1s all about.” She further added that,
“since the reviewer has the freedom to
write about the book, his mind should
be open and should not have negative
approach towards the writer, especially
towards the new writer.”” She also
informed that the reviewer has freedom
to give his opinion on the conclusion
of the book and if he does not like the
end of the book, he may suggest an
alternative.

Inthe second session, Shri SubirRoy,
well-known illustrator gave an insight
into designing a cover of the book. He
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said that in our country there is no dearth
of good artists. He informed children
about the young Indian artists who have
won several awards at international
level. He shared his experience as an
illustrator and gave tips to children to
draw good illustrations.

The children showed keen interest
in both the sessions and interacted
with the speakers. They asked several
question related to reviewing a book
and designing the cover. More than
150 children from various schools
of Delhi and NCR including Ahlcon
International School, Mayur Vihar, DAV
Public School, Paschim Enclave, DAV
Public School, Shreshtha Vihar, Rama
Public School, Najafgarh, Sarvodaya
Bal Vidyalaya, Anand Vihar, Shraddha
Mandir School, Faridabad, among
others participated in this programme.

The best twenty students in the
workshop were given away NBT books
as awards along with certificates. All
the participants were given NBT books
as gift. Shri Manas Ranjan Mahapatra,
Editor, NCCL-NBT coordinated this
programme.
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From NBT’s Treasure Trove

Irah Becomes Flower Gardener
Toety Maklis

The meeting room was noisy. Gamelan
music intermingled with loud and soft
voices. Several men wearing ties were
talking to the village headman of Cibiru.
These were city men who wanted to
invest their money in flowers marketable
in Jakarta.

This was the first meeting between
the investors and the farmers. The farmers
assembled from several villages had, of
course, to be given some guidance first,
as they had no experience in growing
flowers.

The meeting place was now full of
people. First, the farmers had to listen
to the speech made by the headman of
Cibiru, and after that to some explanations
offered by the city men. Finally, those
who were interested in becoming flower
growers were requested to hand in their
names and addresses to Mrs. Sri.
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There were obviously not many
farmers who wanted to become flower
gardeners. From the neighbouring
village Cihejo, the one most expected
to become a flower plantation because
of its suitable soil and climate, there was
only one representative, a cheerful girl
of fourteen called Irah.

Irah was the only daughter in her
family. She was the eldest, then came
three little boys. She had loved flowers
since she was very small. As the daughter
of a farmer, she knew a lot about growing
plants.

Mrs. Sri put Irah's name on the list,
and gave her a book with pictures of
all kinds of attractive flowers. Mrs. Sri
told Irah to read and study the book so
that she would know the names of the
flowers, what flowers were suitable for
growing in Cihejo, how to plant them,
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and what fertilizers to use. Irah nodded
and promised to read the book.

The next meeting would be held in
three months. By then, all participants
were expected to know the contents of
the book so that they could put their
knowledge into practice.

Irah did not look cheerful on her way
home. How could she understand what
was written in the book if she didn't even
know how to read it? There was no one
to ask at home. Neighbours? No, better
not ask the neighbours, she thought.

Oh, how stupid she was for having
thrown away her chance to study! How
she regretted it now. There was indeed
a compulsory elementary education in
her village. A few weeks after she started
school, however, she got typhoid fever,
and had to stay at home for months.
When she returned to school, she was
already far behind the other children.
She grew lazy, and used typhus as an
excuse for staying home, making people
believe that high fever had made her
unable to learn. She was allowed to stay
for two years in the same class, but spent
most of the time drawing pictures. She
became quite skilled at making pictures
and designs. Finally the village headman
agreed to release her from compulsory
elementary education. Oh, she truly
regretted it now! That night she couldn't
sleep.

The next morning, Irah was sleepy
and irritable. The whole family was

6 , RyawR 2014

worried. "Was it because she had had
to go all by herself?" Her father asked
himself. "But she knew that I had to
attend an important meeting to discuss
the annual kite competition." Irah's father
and brothers were very excited about the
kite competition which was to take place
in three months in their village. There
were to be several prizes, one of them
for the best design.

The Cihejo villagers all tried to
make their kite the best possible. They
had won several prizes in the past and,
as before, they expected Irah to do the
illustration.

"We have to start discussing the
design of our kite as soon as we can,"
they said, "it takes much time to come
to an agreement. We only have three
months."

"I also have three months to read the
book," thought Irah, feeling her dreams
shattered. She sat hours under a jambu
tree, staring at the blue sky and the top
of the mountains. Her thoughts were
far away, in a rose plantation. If she
succeeded in this business, she would
be able to see and smell roses every day.
She would not have to look for flowers
every time she had to visit poor Aunt
Cicih, who was stuck to her wheelchair
and loved flowers very much. She would
not have to worry about the marketing.
Those city men would take care of it.
Just thinking about being among roses
and other flowers every day made her
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feel happy. She smiled, then suddenly
became sad again. "Oh, how can I grow
roses 1if I do not know how to take care
of them? If only I could read that book,"
she sighed.

She was startled to hear her name
called. It was time to go in for lunch.

During lunch, Irah's brothers talked
incessantly. Irah remained silent.

In the afternoon Irah's friends came.
They wanted to talk to her again about
the kite. When they pressed her for a
reply, she became angry. "I don't want
to help you," she shouted, "go away!"
She ran crying to her room. Her friends
stared in surprise.

Irah's mother did not understand.
"Something had happened at the
meeting," she thought. "Did they refuse
her because she was a girl? No, she is the
only representative of Cihejo; they have
to accept her." She followed her daughter
into her room and saw her flying herself
down on the bed crying. She sighed
and looked around the room. She saw
something on the table. She went to look
at it — a book about flowers. She turned
the pages, and suddenly she knew...

Back in the sitting room, she faced
Irah's friends. "Irah is in trouble," she
told them, "she needs your help to make
her dreams come true. Will you help her?
Will you teach her to read?"

They were all ready to help, and
finally it was decided that Irah's best
friend Sari would secretly teach her to
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read and write. The others had to act as
if they knew nothing about it.

"Well, you all have to be patient," said
Irah's mother. "Until she has overcome
her obstacle, Irah obviously will not be
able to help you with the kite."

The next morning Sari came to have
a chat with Irah.

"This is unbearable. Because I can't
read, I won't be able to possess that
flower plantation I've always dreamed
of," Iran cried.

"Don't be sad, Irah. You will posses
your rose garden, for I'm going to help
you. I'm going to teach you every day
until you are able to read and write."

"You mean it?" Cried Irah, "Oh, but
we only have three months' time, and
I am expected to help them make that
kite."

"Let's forget the kite for the time
being. Knowing your talent, you don't
need much time to make the design and
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illustration. Why not concentrate on your
lessons first? If you do your best, you will
be able to read within one month."

"I'll do my utmost," Irah promised.

Irah made good progress. She was
now more cheerful. She did not mind that
all her friends knew about her learning to
read, and she did not mind being taught
by them. They taught her in turns, to
read, to write and to take dictation. In the
end, the book about flowers was read and
discussed in the 'classroom’ by all.

Irah was grateful to her friends, and
one day she told them that it was time to
help them with the kite. They all clapped
their hands when they heard the good
news.

They spent many days discussing the
shape and design of the kite. Finally one
of the boys made the kite and Irah made
the illustration. When she had finished,
everybody was filled with admiration. It
was a big kite with a long tail, a unique
shape with a beautiful design of flowers
on it. The village headman came to see
it for himself and praised her. Irah had
done her utmost for the good name of
her village, Cihejo.

As expected, Cihejo won First Prize,
for the kite's beautiful design of flowers
was irresistable. The whole village was
invited by the headman to celebrate.

"Now that the competition is over,
I'm going to concentrate on my roses,"
Irah told her father the next day. "I'm
going to be a rose gardener."

8 , RyawR 2014

"I fully agree with you, and I promise
to help you," said her father. "The most
important thing is that you feel happy
with your work. Do you realize how
much you can do with flowers?"

"Aunt Cicih will certainly feel
happy every time I send her flowers,"
Irah said.

"Not only Aunt Cicih, Irah. You can
make many people happy with your
flowers. In turn, making others happy
will bring happiness into your own
heart."

A few months passed.

It was a sunny day. Irah's garden had
never looked so pretty. Flowers in all the
colours of the rainbow made her house
look bright. The smell of roses filled
the air. The garden was full of roses,
marigolds, marguerites and carnations,
and in the house, vases full of roses filled
every corner of the rooms.

All kinds of flowers in Irah's flower
plantation found a market in Jakarta.
Irah increased her knowledge by reading
many books.

Her dream came true. She could
see and smell roses every day, and
sent flowers to her aunt and also to her
friends on their birthdays and on other
occasions as well. She had become an
accomplished flower gardener.

(A Folktale from Indonesia from NBT
Publication The Last Ticket and Other Stories)
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Reflections

Herminder Ohri

Long, long ago in a forest lived a holy
man, a Rishi. He had disciples from far
and near. They lived in his ashram and
he was their Guru or teacher. From him
they learned the holy scriptures and
philosophy. They also worked on the
land, so they were self sufficient. It was
a hard but satisfying life. Among his
disciples was simple, quite, village boy
whose name was Kundan. He seldom
spoke, but listened intently, and observed
all that went on.

One day the Rishi saw Kundan in
deep thought. He said nothing. The
follwing days, Kundan was still the
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same. In fact, in the middle of his chores
he would stop, and forget to complete
them. The Rishi called Kundan and asked
him what was the matter?. Did he want
to go home? What was troubling him
that he was forgetting his work? Was he
unhappy? Kundan sat at his Guru's feet
with folded hands.

"Oh, no! I am very happy here,
but there is something I am not able to
understand."

"What is that my son?" inquired the
Rishi.

"Living here in the ashram, 1 have
understood the rhythm of the seasons,
the plants when they flower; and how
they trun into fruits; autumn, when
they turn old and fall from the trees or
bushes, spring when they are reborn. |
have understood the ways of the wild
animals of the forest, and when to milk
the cows and goats. But, it is the human
mind and behaviour that I am not able to
understand at all.

The Rishi smiled saying, "Tomorrow,
much before sunrise, you and I will leave
the forest and there we will get some
answers."

Next day they left, and walked to the
edge of the forest, to a dusty road that
led to a village. The Rishi said, "Kundan

September 2014 / 11



hide behind a tree from where you can
see me, do not make a noise and come
out only when I tell you to."

The Rishi lay face down on the dusty
road, and Kundan hid behind a tree. For
sometime nothing happened, then cries
of "Thief! Thief! Stop him" rent the air.
A man was running with a bulging sack,
chased by a crowd of angry villagers.
As the thief saw the prostrate figure
lying on the road "Ah! A novice thief,
he has already fallen and lost what he
robbed." With a chuckle he escaped into
the forest.

Alittle while later, indignant screams
of women could be heard, from the other
side of the road. Some men came running
out of the trees. They were spying on
the village women bathing in the pond,
seeing the figure lying on the road, they
hooted with laughter, "Silly man! This
is not from where he can see the women
bathing, he should have come with us."

12 , RyawR 2014

Joking and smirking they made their way
towards the village.

As the evening drew near, a holyman
came that way, he stopped in amazement,
"What piety! Look at him, he is so
immersed in the almighty, that he is
totally unaware that he is lying on a
dusty road, even the heat and cold don't
bother him." He took of his shawl and
covered the Rishi, bowed his head and
humbly folded his hands in prayer and
went his way.

Now the Rishi stood up and called
out to his disciple, "Did you see all that
happened? Each person saw in me his
own reflection. The world is a mirror, it
only reflects what you show it." Kundan
was now wiser. He walked back with his
guru, to their forest ashram.

B-4/2, Safdarjung Enclave
New Delhi-110029
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Curious Colin

Avril C. Dsouza

Colin was a white, woolly, friendly
sheep.

"Where's Colin?" the good shepherd
asked. No one seemed to know.

Colin was lost.

Colin had a curious nose. He sniffed
here and he sniffed there, while he
grazed. Colin had curious eyes. He
searched here, there and everywhere for
juicy grass and flowers. Colin was an
explorer, he was the first of the sheep to
find honey sweet blossoms.

Colin and Charlie were best
friends.

Colin had taught Charlie how to sniff
and tell good plants from bad plants.
Grazing time was the best time. But
gathering around their good shepherd
and listening to his voice was even better.
He spoke the language of their hearts.

One day the good shepherd had taken
them to a grazing ground, all of them.
He asked, "Do you know my voice little
ones?"

"Yes, Master!" they replied. For, they
loved him dearly.

"Then listen to my voice and stay
close to me," he told them. The good
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shepherd was so caring that if any one of
them was tired or ill, he would lift him
on to his shoulders and carry him all the
way home.

Another day, the good shepherd said,
"I must warn you little ones, there are
good shepherds and false shepherds. The
false ones try to steal you from me."

Colin had shuddered. "I'll stay as
close to you as I can, Master," he said.

Colin's friend Charlie looked around.
He could not see Colin anywhere. Then
he remembered; as they were all grazing
Colin and Charlie had heard a voice.
"Come this way, little ones, come this
way," the voice said.

"The Master is calling us Charlie,"
Colin said.

"I don't hear the Master's voice,
Colin," Charlie told him. "You have
curious ears. It could be a false
shepherd."

"Where's Colin?" the Master asked
again. His voice trembled. Charlie went
cold.

"Master," Charlie said. "We had
heard a voice calling. Colin had lagged
behind, then knowing it was not your

September 2014 / 17



voice he came running and grazed beside
me."

"I hope the false shepherd has not
stolen Colin, Master," Charlie said with
a sob.

"No false shepherd can steal Colin
from me. I will bring him back. Colin
knows the language of my heart," he
said gently. "A good shepherd leads his
sheep while a false shepherd feeds on
his sheep."

Then the good shepherd cupped his
mouth and called, "COLINnnnnnnn!"
his voice shot forward like a dart; there
was no answer. The good shepherd then
put all the sheep in their pen. "Charlie,
look after my sheep," he said. All the
sheep huddled together. They were sad
and afraid. The good stepherd ran this
way and that. "Colin, do you hear me?"
he kept calling.

After two long hours he heard a sob.
He raced towards that sound. When Colin
heard the good shepherd's voice he was
filled with hope. He knew he must fight
his way to that voice. Colin realized that
he had made a mistake. Stumbling and
staggering, he pushed the false shepherd
aside.

"You are not my shepherd let me go",
Colin cried. The false shepherd saw the
good shepherd and fled.

Colin ran to the good shepherd. His
Master held Colin close. "What happened,
Colin?" he asked very tenderly.

18 , RyawR 2014

"Oh, Master! I'm so glad you found
me. | saw someone. I got curious and
followed him. He had bundles of green
leaves and he said he would take me to
other juicy leaves. Soon I could no longer
see you, Charlie and others. I said to him,
"Will you please take me home?"

"He was a false shepherd. I got to
know too late, because his voice was
different. Then I caked to you".

"No one who calls out to me will be
lost Colin," the good shepherd said and
lifted Colin on to his shoulders, even
though he himself was tired. As they
neared home, the sheep in the pen began
to bleat. Charlie was overjoyed.

"Colin is back home and all is well,"
said the good shepherd.

St. Xavier's High School
Camp Belgaum
(Karnataka)
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A Voice That Reached Us

Bibhuprasad Mohapatra

"A voice reaches us, crying out from the
depths of a profound silence: "l am alive,
I can think, and no one has the right to
deny me these two realities..."

These motivational words were
conveyed by aflicker of the left eyelid and
come from a truly extraordinary book, Le
Scaphandre et le papillon (French name
of The Deep-Sea Diver and the Butterfly)
by a former journalist, author and editor,
Jean-Dominique Bauby (23 April 1952 -
9 March 1997). He worked for journals
like the Quotidien de Paris and Paris
Match. He was the very successful
chief editor of fashion magazine Elle
for four years until 7" December 1995.
He had two children with Sylvie de la
Rochefoucauld, a son named Theophile
and a daughter named Celeste.

For him, 8" December of 1995, was
a black day on which the unthinkable
happened. A massive and catastrophic
cardiovascular stroke paralyzed him and
put him into a deep coma. His mouth,
arms, and legs were paralyzed, and he
lost 60 pounds (27 kg) in the first 20
weeks after his stroke.

The stroke made him entirely
speechless; he could only blink his left
eyelid. When he woke up 20 days later
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in the Hospital Maritime at Berck, on
the north-east coast of France, he was
diagnosed as suffering from the rare
disease called 'Locked-in Syndrome',
unable to breathe, swallow or eat without
assistance. 'Locked-in Syndrome' is a
condition wherein the mental faculties
remain intact but most of the body is
paralyzed. Though his brain was intact
and sound, but was only able to blink
his left eyelid. His body was useless but
still painful.

Calamity turned him into a
connoisseur of irony and eeriness. In
this inert body, the brain was working
furiously. The author cultivated strong
feelings, especially anger with a mixture
of rage, exasperation and wild humour,
trying to make people understand what
he was thinking.

With the help of a specialized nurse,
Claude Mendibil, dispatched by the
publisher Robert Laffont, he was able to
write his book, using only his ability to
blink at the most frequently used letters
of the alphabet - E, S, A, R, I, N, T and
so on, while she pointed to them on a
screen: one blink for "yes", two blinks
for "no".

He would spend most of the night
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editing his thoughts and composing
sentences, which he memorized so that
when she arrived in the morning he could
dictate the latest instalment to her in a
succession of blinks.

To make dictation more efficient, his
interlocutor, Mendibil, listed the letters
in accordance with their frequency in
the French language. By moving his
left eyelid in response to an alphabet
rearranged according to the letters'
frequency of use, he managed to write a
book as any composed by the wheelchair-
bound theoretical physicist, Cosmologist
Stephen Hawking.

"It is a simple enough system," he
explains, "You read off the alphabet...
until, with a blink of my eye, I stop you

22 , RIa=R 2014

at the letter to
be noted. The
maneuver is
repeated for
the letters
that follow,
so that fairly
soon you
have a whole
word. Fairly
soon! Less
soonwhenthe
amanuensis
was asked
what [ wanted
to do with
the moon
(lune)."

The man's courageous spirit and the
passionate tracking of a good story were
combined in this supreme journalistic
effort to produce a book whose vivid title
describes the immobile state of his body
(the deep-sea diver in one of those heavy
old-fashioned diving suits) and the state
of his mind, fluttering like a rare butterfly
from letter to letter, from word to word,
page to page to the end of a book of just
over 100 pages.

He is also in search of past time,
of the books he has read, the poems he
learnt by heart; even more sad, he thinks
of all the books he wanted to read and
hadn't read. He has to listen to someone
else reading them to him. He remembers
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a bet he lost at a race track, one of the
many flashes of wry humour in his book.
Above all, he remembers his life as a
journalist, as an editor, with its agonies
and disappointments, his sense of being
exploited by the media, yet his desire, in
his post as editor of E/le, to do something
for the rights of women, to help them free
themselves from various tyrannies.

All this is admirably conveyed in
a documentary about Bauby's last year
made with scrupulous care and great
sensitivity by Jean-Jacques Beineix,
already programmed before his death
to be shown on the weekly literary
television program Bouillon de Culture,
directed by Bernard Pivot. Pivot says 'he
became a real actor, eager to make the
film work perfectly.'

Despite his pity condition, he
would not give up. His determination to
overcome difficulties that would send
most of us into irretrievable depths of
despair are expressed in the words:
"I have decided to carry on my fight
against fatality by setting up the first
association in the world for people
suffering from Locked-In Syndrome.
So he created ALIS (Association du
Locked-In Syndrome) and became its
first president stating his objectives thus:
"To collect all the present information
about the syndrome, to allow sufferers to
communicate better with one another, to
create means of breaking the solitude and
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i1solation, and to make them true citizens
of the 21 century."

In 2007, painter-director Julian
Schnabel released a film version of The
Diving Bell and the Butterfly. 1t starred
actor Mathieu Amalric as Bauby. The film
received many awards and nominations
including the Best Director Prize at
Cannes Film Festival and the Golden
Globe Award for Best Foreign Language
Film and Best Director, as well as four
Academy Award nominations.

Jean-Jacques Beineix directed a
short documentary film about Bauby's
time at Berck-sur-Mer, which was
released in 1997. The film features
Bauby himself, as well as appearances
by his interlocutor, Mandibil, and his
partner, Florence Ben Sadoun.

During the book's composition,
his long-term prognosis was uncertain.
He was though likely to experience
some improvement with digestion and
respiration, and perhaps even to reach
a point where he might "muster enough
breath to make my vocal cords vibrate."
The book was published in French on
6th March 1997. He died suddenly
from pneumonia three days after the
publication of his book, and is buried
in a family grave at the Pere-Lachaise
cemetery in Paris, France.

Rayagada Head Post Office
Rayagada-765001 (Odisha)
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Decoding Happiness

Srihari Nayak

Ram was ill. The attending doctor had
lost his hope. He was sinking. The end
may come at any time. Doctor had
advised to pray for God's blessings. He
was lying on the bed. He called his only
son, Raghu. When he came, the father
told him that his end is certain. Raghu felt
helpless. He asked his father to advice
him about what he should do after his
death?

The father said, "Do not worry my son.
There would be no problem for you.

26 , RIdwR 2014

You will live happily. You should do
four things after my death. Firstly— you
should drink water in the middle of the
tank. Secondly — you set up a market in
our land. Thirdly — you should eat only
the heads of the fish. Lastly — if you face
any problem go to your uncle for advice
and solution".

Raghu's father died after some days.
Raghu performed last rites of his father.
Then he started implementing his
father's advice. He constructed a bamboo
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bridge upto the middle of the
tank in his campus area and
brought water from there for
drinking. Then he set up a
market on the land available
in his campus. He bought big
fishes from the market and
enjoyed eating them.

Gradually, he faced extreme
want of money to manage
the family expenses. Unable
to find any solution, he went
to his uncle for his advice
as his father had told him to
follow.

When he saw his nephew
Raghu, he was very happy. He
asked him about his problem. Raghu
narrated what he had done following the
last advice of his father.

The uncle said, "Raghu, you have
not understood the advice of your father.
That you would drink water from the
middle of the tank was not his advice. He
had indicated that you should drink water
while you took your food so that there
would be no problem while swallowing
the food."

"As regards setting up a market in
your home land, he actually meant to
cultivate all kinds of vegetables in your
campus so that you would not have
to go to the market to purchase your
needs rather you might go to market to
sell your surplus vegetables after your
consumption."
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"You have completely misunderstood
his advice about eating heads of fish. The
advice was to eat small fishes so that
you would get adequate nutrients for
your good health. When you eat heads
of big fish, you eat only flesh not bones
which are rich in calcium, and they are
costly also. By misunderstanding the
advice of your father, you have suffered
financially.

Raghu understood. He was happy
with uncle's interpretation. He dismantled
the market and bridge up to the middle
of the tank. He started cultivation of
vegetables in his campus, bought small
fish and reared them in his tank and lived
happily with his family.

D-11-61, Kaka Nagar
New Delhi - 110003
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Courageous Jhuma
Sribas Mondal

Once upon a time there lived a man at
Akalipur. He had three daughters. They
were Tumpa, Rumpa and Jhuma. Tumpa
was the eldest daughter among them. She
lived in her maternal uncle's home. Their
father used to drink wine everyday and
oppress their mother. For this matter one
day, suddenly, his wife died by fire when
Jhuma was very little. It was the first
shock for the maidens. Then their father
decided to get Tumpa married. Tumpa
was married in a middle class family.

After few months, their father decided
to get Rumpa married. She is compelled
for child marriage. Then their father
admitted Jhuma in Maa Bindhya Basini
Primary School at Akalipur Village. She
studied hard.

One night, Jhuma was studying at
home and her father was sleeping. But her
father died while sleeping. Jhuma did not
anticipate that her father had died. The
little girl slept while reading the books.
And that night she did not eat anything.
When she got up next morning, she saw
her father sleeping. She did not wake
her father up. She went to the school.
When she came back from school, she
noticed that her father was still sleeping.

32 , Rya=R 2014

She could not
understand
what the matter
was. Then she
called her
uncle. And
after sometime
they all got to
know that her
father was no more. It was the second
shock in her life. She became lonely. Her
uncle and aunt did not accept her in this
critical moment.

The villagers kept her in an orphange
in Narayanpur in Birbhum District.
There she spent her life. And when she
grew older, the people of that locality
decided for her marriage. But she did not
want to marry. She wanted to be a good
sports person. She became a good tennis
player. Now, she is well know not only
in India but also in the world. In her past
life, nobody encouraged her and stood
by her. But, now many people meet and
praise her. She received the blessings
of God.

Village Akalipur, PO-Bhadrapur
Distt. Birbhum

(West Bengal)

ured Ha gelfed



Book Review

Rahul and The Dream Bat
Ken Spillman

[lustrated by Suvidha Mistry
National Book Trust, India
% 50/-

Rahul and The

Dream Bat

Rahul loves to play cricket. But, he
never scores runs from his bat. He is
always out for duck. He is let down by
his own poor performance. An old man
helps him overcome his shortcomings.
With old man’s blessings, he gains
confidence and starts scoring well.

Ken Spillman has written more
than 45 books — more than half of them
for children. He is the author of the
popular Jake series and also created the
Daydreamer Dev adventures.

Suvidha Mistry is a freelance
illustrator with a passion for all forms
of art.
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