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Children’s Activities at NDWBF 2016

National Book Trust, India organized the
New Delhi World Book Fair 2016 from
9 to 17 January 2016 at Pragati Maidan.
In the fair, a special pavilion for children
was also put up by its National Centre for
Children’s Literature.

The Children’s Pavilion was
inaugurated by Prof. Hrushikesh Senapaty,
Director, National Council of Educational
Research and Training (NCERT). While
inaugurating the pavilion, he said that
NBT is helping in the overall development
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of children by organizing literary and
creative activities during the fair. Dr Rita
Chowdhry, Director, NBT, also spoke
on the occasion. She hoped that the
children coming from different parts of
the country will enjoy the activities being
organized at the Pavilion.

The special features at the Pavilion
were the Illustrators’ Irans Corner put
up the Riyaz Academy of Eklavya,
Bhopal to encourage young artists, a
Comer for Children as well as Teachers
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by IL&FS informing about the learning
aids, a Corner by Care India making
people aware about the need to educate
children, especially girls, a Reading
Corner where the booklovers could
read books and know about the National
Centre for Children’s Literature Library-
cum-Documentation Centre which has
a collection of books on children’s
literature etc. in Indian as well as foreign
languages and an Activity Corner.

Besides, the Children’s Film Society
had an exhibition of their CDS and
DVDs of popular Children’s films. They
also screened a number of popular films
for Children at the pavilion every day
like Anmol Tasveer, Aasman Se Gira, Ek
Ajooba Hai, featuring noted actors Nana
Patekar, Amrish Puri and many others.

During the Fair, a large number
of booklovers, especially children,
teachers, etc. visited the Children’s
Pavilion. Several activities for and
by the children were organized at the
Pavilion; such as author-illustrator
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workshops, story telling sessions, skit
performances, panel discussions on
children’s literature, Nukkad Natak
presentation, songs on the importance of
books, dance-drama, reading sessions,
book release functions, sit and draw,
art show, Balloon Puppets workshop,
workshop on script writing, symposium,
folk music and dance, animation
workshop, and much more.

The fair witnessed the participation
of eminent writers, illustrators, painters,
etc. like Bandita Phukan, Das Benhur;
Rajesh Utsahi; Mahendra Kumar
Mishra; Girija Rani Asthana; Shashi
Jain; Sangeeta Sethi; Hemant Kumar;
Shantanu Tamuly; Prakash Manu;
Rajnikant Shukla; Gaurav Sawant; Speed
Painter Rabin Bar; 1llustrators Atanu
Roy, Viky Arya, Sangeeta Raj, Shashi
Shetye, and many more.

All these programmes were organised
by NCCL (NBT) in collaboration with
NGOs, various schools, and other
organizations working in the field.
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Tit for Tat

Srihari Navak

There lived a Pandit in a village. He was
the only Pandit in the nearby villages.
He was in great demand by the people
for performing pujas and several kinds
of ceremonies, religious festivals and
traditional rites. Thus, he had good
income as well as materials like rice,
fruits, vegetables, dhotis and towels.

In spite of these, he was reluctant
to spend. Everybody in the village
knew that he was a miser. Many talked
about him among themselves. But they
could not utter a single word against
him for fear of his non-cooperation or
high charges for performing different
religious functions in the family as no
Pandit was available in the area.

The Pandit had a habit of taking
tobacco snuff. He kept snuff in a piece
of paper. When he was taking out some
powder for inhalation, it fell down. So
he wanted a small wooden container
carved out from a piece of wood with
a small opening to take out the powder
with two fingers.

There was a carpenter in the village.
He was an expert in making wooden toys,
glasses and some such articles. Pandit
went to the carpenter and asked him
to make a snuff container for him. The
carpenter agreed. He knew that Pandit
will not pay for it so he kept on delaying
the work. Many times Pandit asked him
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for the container. The carpenter told
Pandit that for this kind of work a good
piece of rosewood would be needed. He
requested Pandit to arrange a piece of
rosewood.The Pandit agreed to arrange
the same.

Time passed by and one day the
carpenter met Pandit and asked why
Pandit has not arranged rosewood. Pandit
had no answer.

Now, every day the carpenter used
to ask Pandit why he is not giving him
wood. People standing nearby thought
that Pandit had taken something from the
carpenter and is not returning it.

This news spread across the village.
Pandit felt embarrassing and could not
show his face any more and by doing so
the carpenter saved himself from loss.

D-11-61, Kaka Nagar
New Delhi -110003
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Birth of the Divine Child

Manoj Das

People of Mathura heard with shock and
surprise what Kansa did!

It was a sad day for most. Many
cursed their fate that they had to suffer
the rule of a demoniac king and to
bear with his barbaric deeds. The
sensible ones among the ministers and
the courtiers walked with their heads
hung.

But there were also some who
felt amused or happy at such bizarre
tidings.
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They were the picked ones. In Kansa
they had found their hero!

A noble deed inspires nobility in
many. An evil deed encourages some
people to do evil. And when a good or a
bad example is set by a king or a leader,
its influence is always widespread.

A climate marked by tender sunlight,
a soothing breeze and fragrance of flowers
makes us happy even when we are not
conscious of these elements around us.
One feels depressed when the atmosphere
is damp or foul. Similarly, in
an atmosphere dominated by
goodwill compassion, and trust,
virtues lying hidden in people
flourish. When cruelty and
inhumanity in a powerful few go
unchallenged, many others think
that they too could do anything
they liked and get away with
their misdeeds.

Kansa’s action in killing
Devaki’s new born child vitiated
the atmosphere of Mathura as
well as of the neighbouring
kingdoms. There were weak-
minded kings for whom Kansa
became a model. They thought
it was great to be heartless and
ruthless.
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However, one good outcome of the
prophecy about Kansa’s doom was, by
and by he began spending more and
more of his time brooding over his own
fate. Fear of the mysterious foe yet to
be born dampened his enthusiasm for
going out to harass his innocent subjects
or humiliate the sages.

Devaki and Vosudeva continued to
live as prisoners. Vosudeva had some
freedom of movement, but Devaki had
none. Kansa persisted in his brutality. He
went on destroying their children, one
after another, year after year. It became a
sinister ritual with him: he would snatch
the child from Devaki’s lap, hurry to the
courtyard and holding the child by its
legs, raise it high and dash it down on a
slab of stone. While most of the inmates
of the palace shunned the sight, Kansa
nevertheless had a group of flatterers and
cronies to cheer him.

Devaki was to give birth to her
seventh child. The couple came to know
through their dreams that a great soul
was to be born. Devaki, naturally, was
anxious to protect it from Kansa’s wrath.
But where could she find someone who
would help her in that regard? Her
ardent prayers went up to the Divine
Mother.

Vosudeva had married Devaki
because his first wife, Rohini had
remained childless. Rohini’s prayer for
a child and Devaki's prayer for saving
_the child about to be born to her, were
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granted at the same time. An emanation
of the Divine Mother, Mahamaya,
capable of wondrous deeds—came down
and transferred the child from Devaki’s
womb to that of Rohini. The child—Ilater
to be famous as Balarama—grew in
the safety of the house of Nanda, the
chieftain of the cowherd clan and a dear
friend of Vosudeva, at Gopa across the
River Yamuna.

Kansa was informed by the maids
taking care of Devaki that the child had
died in her womb. Kansa made enquiries
and saw no reason to doubt the report.

A year or so later the maids once
again informed Kansa of Princess
Devaki expecting yet another child. The
news gave him the creeps. For, this was
going to be the dreaded eighth child of
Devaki!

At the same time he found some
solace in the thought that once this child
had been destroyed he would be free
from all anxieties.

Every passing day added to his
tension. At least, as the maids kept
bringing him reports that the child
was to be born in a day or two, Kansa
found himself in the grip of a terror and
suffering fits of trembling.

Time and again he would cross the
corridor to Devaki’s apartment and prick
his ears to hear if an infant’s cry could
be heard. He replaced the human guards
by those recruited from a demon horde—
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more trusted by him. Their vigil over the
dwellings of Vosudeva and Devaki never
slackened.

It was the eighth day of the dark
fortnight of the month of Bhadra. Kansa
was pacing up and-down the corridor in
the evening when a maid met him. *My
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Lord, the princess is expected to give -
birth to her child tonight,” she said.

“Is that so?” asked Kansa, passing a
searching look over the maid. Suddenly
he grew suspicious of all the maids
attending upon Devaki. Who knows if
they had not been won over by her?
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“No maid is to attend upon Devaki
tonight!” he roared out his order. He
stomped into Devaki’s room to ensure
that it had been cleared of everybody
but Vosudeva. And he ordered the demon
guards to knock on his bed chamber
the moment they heard an infant’s cry!
A dark, dark night was descending on
Mathura. Giant clouds looking like
floating hills jammed the sky. Even the
tiniest of stars found no chink in the
clouds for a peep down. A strong wind
invaded Kansa’s castle raising a thousand
howls and whistles.

Inside their room Devaki and
Vosudeva were in acute agony. The
flickering lamp showed Devaki’s face
growing pale with increasing pain.
Vosudeva paced round her bed, sad and
helpless.

If my child is to play any role in
fulfilling the will of providence, the grace
of the Divine Mother must take charge
of the situation. She alone can come to
our rescue,”said Devaki by way of a
poignant prayer.

An erratic gust of wind suddenly
extinguished the lamps. It was the darkest
hour of the night. Vosudeva closed his
eyes in prayer. Next moment he felt as
though a heatless flame flashed in the
room. He opened his eyes and saw it to
be true: a bluish-golden light had replaced
the darkness.

Soon, a splendid figure emerged
from the flow.
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Vosudeva had a vision of Goddess
Mahamaya.

“Pick up your son!” said the
Goddess.

“Son?” Vosudeva looked back. Near
Devaki, who had fallen into a stupor, lay
her eighth child incomparably charming
and magnetically luminous. At once
proceed to the house of Nanda. His
wife, Yasoda, has just given birth to a
female child. Exchange your son with
their daughter and come back,” advised
the goddess.

Vosudeva lifted the child and held it
in his trembling arms. He was in ecstasy.
No artist could have painted a face that
could surpass this infant’s in loveliness.
Vosudeva found it difficult to take his
eyes off the child.

“But, Mother...” he fumbled out
his doubts about his ability to go out of
Kansa’s castle.

“Don’t you worry,” said Mahamaya.
“All the guards and inmates of the castle—
in fact, all the people of Mathura—are
plunged in an unconscious sleep. My
Maya had done it. Proceed without
fear!”

With the child held close to his
bosom, Vosudeva bowed to Mahamaya
and looked at the locked doors.

At once the doors flung open.

(From the NBT Publication:
Story of Krishna)
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Raghav Became Wiser

Hema Rao

When Seth Bhagwandas was going out of
the city for a few months with his family,
he gave his costly goods to Raghav for
safekeeping. He trusted Raghav who was
his dear friend!

Time passed. Bhagwandas came
back. He went to Raghav to take back
what he had given to him. Raghav
insisted nothing had been given to
him!

“What did you give me?” asked
Raghav, puzzled.

*“Gold, silver and costly items that |
sell,” said Bhagwandas.

/
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“Do you have any proof 7 asked
Raghav.
H.Nol“

“Then 1 did not take anything from
you,” retorted Raghav angrily.

Bhagwandas’s protests fell on deaf
ears. He was very angry. He had been
cheated by a person he thought was a
true friend!

Bhagwandas went to his another
friend, Birbal. He told him about how
he had been cheated.

“Go home,” adviced Birbal. “You
will soon get back everything!”

A few days later, Birbal summoned
Raghav. Raghav went to meet
Birbal. He was little scared.
Suppose the Emperor
had heard about his
treachery? He would
order his men to cut off
Raghav’s head!

“Ah, Raghav,”
smiled Birbal. “I just
wanted to tell you
that the Emperor
is setting up new

courts of justice
in every district.

I was thinking of
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suggesting your name for the post of a
court judge.”
Raghav was delighted.

“This will take some time,” warned
Birbal.

“Huzoor!” said Raghav eagerly.
“I will wait patiently. Thank you for
considering me!™

After a month, Birbal told
Bhagwandas to again ask Raghav to
return his goods.

“A thief never gives back what he
stole!” retorted Bhagwandas. “But [ will
ask him again.”

Bhagwandas went to Raghav’s

house. He again asked him to return
the things he had given to Raghav for

safekeeping.

“Dear friend,” said Raghav, “Take
your goods. I was only playing a joke
on you!”

Bhagwandas was surprised that he
had got back everything!

A few days later, Raghav met Birbal
at the market place.

“Huzoor!” said Raghav hesitantly.
“When I will be appointed a judge?”

“Only the righteous can covet that
post!” replied Birbal curtly.

Raghav went back home, a sad but
WISer man.
FF-2, Suraksha Comforts

19, 17th Cross Padmanabha Nagar
Bangalore-560070 (Karnataka)
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Meeza, The Talking Fish

Shaveta Nayvar Dham

Victoria was a funny, energetic and
talkative little girl studying in Class 2.
As soon as her summer holidays began,
she made a plan with her Mom and Dad
to go to Nainital. On Sunday morning,
the whole family got up on time and
started their adventurous journey by road
to Nainital.

“Hurray! | am so happy that summer
holidays have started. Papa, which
cottage you have booked for me. Mom
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are you also carrying my [-Pad?” Victoria
asked. As soon as she mentioned I-Pad,
her Mom said, “Darling, vou will be
close to the nature. Why not leave your
I-Pad for few days and simply observe
the trees, plants, lakes, fish and animals.
When do you get to see them often in
Delhi?”

Victoria became sad with her Mom’s
reply, still she reluctantly said fine
and looked out of the window. They
had almost reached close to
Bhimtal. The mesmerizing
view of the hills left her
spellbound. She could feel
the cool breeze on her face.
It seemed to her that their car
was going through the flying
clouds. She felt marvellous
and kept looking outside the
window. She saw a flock of
sheep passing by, farmers
working in their fields, women
carrying wood logs on their
heads, children running and
chasing the goats and people
eating corn at the stalls.

“Papa, how much time
is left? When will we reach
our cottage? 1 am feeling
hungry,” she asked rather
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enthusiastically. “My dear, in ten
minutes we will be at our destination.
So cheer up and refresh yourself!” Said
her father.

As soon as they reached their cottage
in Nainital, Victoria was delighted
to hear the chirping of the birds. She
saw the beautiful garden of roses, the
spectacular view of the valley from their
cottage and so many pine trees around
her. She walked further to the cottage’s
garden and saw many ducks, rabbits and
puppies at their kennel. Overjoyed and
curious she had many questions in her
mind.

After having lunch and regaining her
strength and energy, Victoria asked her
mother, “ Mom, do birds and animals talk
to each other. Do they communicate?”
Her Mom replied, “Yes darling, they do
talk to each other and can understand
each other’s language. However, for
us it is difficult to interpret what they
are talking. Human beings, on the other
hand can express themselves more
effortlessly.”

Victoria went to the garden and
started communicating with those
white ducks. She loved the “quack-
quack”™ sound of the ducks. She was
trying to understand their response and
behaviour.

Tired, she went back to the room
and slept. In the evening, Victoria along
with her parents attended a special
event planned for the guests arrived.
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On her way to the venue, she also heard
the sounds of the crickets, ipsects and
toads. She was able to define the sounds
and understand that insects too have a
language.

[n the dark night, she stood listening
attentively the drumming sound of a
toad, sometimes croaking sound of a
frog and then different noises made by
insects. She kept thinking about how
birds and animals talk. She thought
that it is wonderful to listen to their
sounds.

While returning from the event she
was about to sleep when her father said,
“My dear, we need to get up early in the
morning. We are going for trekking and
fishing!"” She was puzzled and asked
her father, “Papa, where are we going.
What does Trekking mean?”” Her father
said, “My dear, Trek means journey on
foot through mountainous areas. So get
ready to explore!” Excited to experience
this new adventure, Victoria quickly fell
asleep.

The next day Victoria started for
trekking with her Mom and Dad. It was
a beautiful moming with sky covered
with a blanket of dark clouds, and fresh
and cool breeze were embracing them.
At six in the morning, it seemed half
of the town was awake. They first saw
Naini lake where boatmen washing their
boats, newspaper vendors segregating
newspapers, the chaiwala preparing tea
near the lake. The mango shaped lake
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looked beautiful with sparkling clean
water.

Then, their guide led them to a very
narrow pathway which went through the
dense forest. Victoria was little scared to
go ahead. However, the guide assured
them that they are not going deep inside
the forests.

As they went ahead, they reached
near a small lake inside the forest. “Be
little careful Victoria! Do not go deep
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inside the lake. Just stand at the bank.,”
said Victoria’s Mom. Victoria was
delighted to see many fish inside the
lake. Mostly were brown in colour but
one beautiful orange fish came towards
Victoria.

Victoria then sat on the first step near
the lake. After two minutes, Victoria
heard a strange voice calling her,
“Hello Victoria! Hello Victoria! How are
you?"” She looked at her Mom and Dad
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who were little afar and busy talking to
the guide. Victoria said, “Mom, did you
call me now?” As her Mom was busy
talking, she could not hear what her
daughter said.

In some time, Victoria took out her
bag and started feeding the fish. “Hello
Victoria, Hello Victoria! Look nowhere.
I am the fish in this Lake. My name is
Meeza!” Victonia was stunned. She could
not believe and then looked at the orange
fish in the lake. Victoria asked. “You are
speaking in my language. How a fish
can talk?”

Meeza answered, “Let me tell you a
story my dear. I am under a vow of the
King and Queen who ruled this town.
They were very generous and used to
come everyday to feed us. One sunny
day, as the Queen was feeding us, [ saw
a snake approaching towards her. [ spoke
to all my friends, and we started making
different noises inside the water. The
Queen could make out that something
was wrong and that all the fish were
behaving different.

She turned around and saw the snake
well in time. Her guards quickly came
and threw the snake away. The Queen was
much relieved. She saw all the fish were
happy. As her eyes were on me, she said,
“My dearest! You are beautiful. | give you
this promise and blessing that you will live
forever. You will be able to communicate
with human beings who have a good heart
and understand their language.
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So here I am, Victoria. I just told you
a true story of the King and the Queen.
Only people with a good heart can hear
me.”

Victoria was delighted. She said, “I
love this moment. I have been thinking
about how fish and animals talk to each
other. I really wanted to talk to fish. It is
indeed a blessing!”

Then Meeza said, “Victoria, now |
have to go. But remember you are lovely.
Always have a good heart and do good
to all people. These days people are
more focused on materialistic things and
have forgotten to look inside, towards
self! Therefore, I bless you to be a good
human being!”. The orange fish soon
disappeared in the water.

Victoria was speechless. She could
not believe that she spoke to a fish. All
the while she had been thinking how all
these creatures talk to each other. It was
a great moment for her.

She went to her parents and said that
people should have a good heart in order
to do good to the society. Her parents
smiled at their daughter. Pleasantly
surprised, they listened to the whole story
and experience of Victoria.

Victoria murmured, “Meeza, 1 will
always love you and miss you. Thank
you Meeza, for teaching me such a nice
lesson. We should all have a good heart

to do good to others!”
B-1/1545, Vasant Kunj
New Delhi-110070
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Dadu’s Gift

Mugdha Pandey

As night blanketed over the village
of Hamir Nagar, little Raju anxiously
waited for his mom to serve him dinner.
It wasn’t so much for the hunger but
for the storytelling session of his
Grandfather, Dadu, as he dearly called
him.

Raju was a young boy of ten years. He
lived with his mother and grandparents

in the village. His father staved most
of the times in a far off city due to his
work requirements. Raju used to study
in the village school where all his friends
would go along with him.

Every evening when night descended,
Raju would grow restless with excitement
for his Dadu would tell him a new
story.
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Tonight, his mother had been a little
late in cooking the meal. **Maaaa! What'’s
taking you so long? You know Dadu likes
to sleep early. But before that he has
to tell me a story. You know 1t already.
Please, make the dinner quickly. Oh
Lord, gifted as you have made my Ma,
please give her a magical wand too, so
that her dinner gets ready in only two
minutes!”

“Of course | have a magical wand.”
Raju’s mother replied. “Really? You
must be joking.” “I am serious. The
magical wand is you. Give me a helping
hand where I ask and see for yourself,
dinner will be ready in no time.”

Raju did as his mother asked him
to do like getting the vegetables from
the refrigerator, passing on the bottle
of water, taking out a plate from the
cupboard. Raju already felt a little
responsible. With his small help, he was
actually surprised to see that the dinner
was ready.

“Ma, lefme call Dadi and Dadu for
the meal.” Raju went running out of the
kitchen and shouted on top of his voice,
“Daaaadiil, Daaaaduu! The dinner is
ready. Please come and have dinner.”

Generally, his call would be answered
the first time itself. Today, it was getting
a little delayed than usual. It was a
little odd for Raju that neither of them
had replied to his call. What could
have kept them from answering, Raju
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thought. He decided to check on them
personally. He took the stairs and went
to his grandparenfs’ room which was
on the first floor. Panting, he reached
at the door, and knocked at it shghtly.
And, after waiting for two minutes, he
decided to move inside. His Dadi had
once taught him to knock at the door
before entering, and from that day on,
he would religiously follow it.

When Raju entered the room, his
grandparents were startled. They began
hiding something from him. “What is it
Dadi? What are you concealing from me?
Come on Dadu, show it to me.” “Just an
elderly thing beta. We are so hungry, let’s
go and have food.” Dadu would always
use the garb of elderly things to hide what
he felt was not appropriate for Raju’s
comprehension. But Raju thought to
himself, I am old enough, how can they
hide their so called elderly things from
me. Never mind, | am more interested in
the story, so let’s just eat.

Raju helped his mother serve dinner
for all of them. They sat on the chairs
and started eating. Raju had only taken a
bite of the roti, when he asked Dadu and
could not suppress his curiosity. “Which
story tonight?” Dadu was satisfied to
see the pleasant shift in Raju’s curiosity
from the *hidden thing’ to the daily ritual
story.

“Why do you get so impatient boy?
Let us first enjoy the food that your
mother has so dearly cooked for us and
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then we will listen to the story.” Raju
couldn’t stop himself from telling his
Dadu, with a sense of achievement, that
he had helped his mother in cooking
tonight. Raju was glad his grandparents
appreciated his responsible nature.

Raju’s grandfather could see that
Raju had felt proud in helping his mom
but he also noticed that he had been
gulping down his food and all his focus
was to get a hint of the story that would
be narrated to him at the end.
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“Yeh! Story time it is,” cried Raju
after having kept his plate in the kitchen
sink. By the time Dadu had also finished
eating. Raju offered to keep his plate
too. But Dadu denied him the offer. He
said, “Let me do it till the time I am
able to,” and he had a grin on his face.
Raju couldn’t understand the reason for
Dadu’s smile. He waited for Dadu at the
dinner table. When Dadu came back, he
held him by his hand and led him upstairs
to his room.
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They went inside the room. There
at the bed was something wrapped in
gift paper. “A gift! Is this for me or for
you?”’ Raju asked curiously. A peal of
laughter cracked in the room. “Gone
are the days, my boy, when your Dadi
would take me by surprise and give a
gift to me,” Dadu said reminiscently. His
face flashed an expression that showed
the memory of all the gifts he had been
offered. “This one is for you, Raju, from
Dadi and me.”

“For me?” jumped Raju with
exhilaration. *Dadu, you both had been
hiding a gift for me. May I open it?” “Of
course, it is yours. Go ahead, open it.”

Dadu had a content smile on his
face. Raju went close to bed. He sat on
the edge and took the gift in his hands.
With a wide grin, Raju felt his gift. Had
he guessed by now what was inside? “A
book!”

“Thank you so much for the gift. One
more book is added to my collection.”
Dadu now went towards Raju and sat
on the bed with him. “Would you like to
hear the story?” There was a resounding
yes from Raju.

Dadu told Raju the story of a man
who was very generous and helped
anyone and everyone. This man named
Madhav Das was going to the city. He
was carrying some money with him.
When he arrived at the station, he saw
that his train was late. He sat down on a
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bench. A man approached him. The man
was decently dressed. The man looked
a little perturbed. Hesitatingly, he told
Madhav Das about the theft of his bag
and wallet which had all his money. He
asked for some money from Madhav
Das. Being the kind man that he was,
Madhav Das took out his wallet and
gave him some money and kept a little
for his own journey. The man thanked
him profusely and asked for his address
so that he could repay him later. Madhav
Das did not give his address and assured
the other man that it was completely fine.
He did not need the money back.

“Dadu, how did Madhav Das manage
then?” Raju could not imagine someone
as kind as Madhav Das existed in today’s
world. Dadu, then told him. “Madhav
Das somehow managed. Even if you
find yourself in a difficult situation, if
you have helped someone at any moment
in life, there will be help for you in any
form, at any time especially when you
least expect it. What you give is what
comes back to you.”

Raju listened to the story, wondering
all the time, how one could have managed.
In the end, his seed of curiosity, stemmed
in a question,“Dadu, so you mean, if you
give a gift, you will get a gift too?” Dadu
laughed at Raju’s innocence and said,
“Who knows!”

Amity University, Rajasthan
Amity House, 14, Gopalbari
Ajmer Road, Jaipur-302006 (Rajasthan)
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The book is about the divine life and
adventures of Lord Krishna, starting
from his birth as the incarnation of Lord
Vishnu to his important role in the battle
of Mahabharata. Beautifully illustrated,
it describes how Lord Krishna was bomn
on earth to annihilate tyrannical forces.
As a protector of the people of Vrindavan,
he killed the demoness Putana, tamed the
serpent Kaliya, lifted the Govardhana
hill and prevented the devastation of the
pasture land of Govardhana and kill Kansa,
the King of Mathura. It’s not only a story
but comprises a series of tales on the
victory of good over evil, ideal friendship
of Krishna and Sudama, message of
Bhagavad-Gita for a value based life, the
great war of Mahabharata, end of his
incarnation, etc.
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