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;g cqysfVu jk"Vªh; cky lkfgR; dasnz ls tqM+s ikBd eapksa dks fu'kqYd forfjr fd;k tkrk gSA

fpV~B~ h vkbZ gS---

la;ksx gh Fkk fd ^ikBd eap cqyfs Vu* dk
vad ns[kus dk volj feykA izFken`"V;k eu
dks Hkk x;kA lqna j dysoj] lkQ&lqFkjh NikbZ]
cf<+;k lkexzh] og Hkh nks Hkk"kkvks&a fganh o
v¡xt
sz h esAa jpuk,¡ ,slh fd cPps vkSj cM+s
lHkh mudk Hkjiwj vkuan ys ldsAa if=kdk ?kj
esa vkrs gh cPps vkSj cM+s lcksa esa gksM+ ep
tkrh gS igys i<+us ds fy,A ,slh vuks[kh
mi;ksxh if=kdk ds izdk'ku ds fy, esjk
gkfnZd lk/kqokn! ^cqyfs Vu* vkSj izxfr djs]
lQyrk izkIr djs vkSj yksdfiz;rk dh gj
lhek yk¡?k tk,!

eSua s igyh ckj ^ikBd eap cqyfs Vu* if=kdk
jsy esa ns[khA if=kdk us bruk eu eksgk fd
dgk¡ rd c[kku d:¡! ;g ,d mRd`"V
eueksgd cky lkfgR; dh tkudkjh nsus okyh
if=kdk gSA

vkse izdk'k ctkt] ch&2] xxu fogkj] xqIrs'oj]
tcyiqj&482001 ¼e-iz-½

jk/kkdkar Hkkjrh] 56] ukfxu ysd] ihjkx<+h
ubZ fnYyh&110087

eksfgr dqekj iwfu;k] yksgkj dh&345023
tSlyesj ¼jktLFkku½

eSa fiNys dbZ o"kks± ls ^cqyfs Vu* dk ikBd jgk
gwA¡ gky ds eghuksa ls ^cqyfs Vu* esa fu[kkj
vk;k gS tks fd ljkguh; gSA

NBT-Hyderabad Book Fair
National Centre for Children’s
Literature (NCCL) of NBT organised
several book related programmes for
children, young adults and makers of
children’s literature in recently
concluded Hyderabad Book Fair held
from 7 to 15 December 2013. The
events included a Storytelling
Marathon, a Workshop on Creative
Writing and Illustration, a Panel
Discussion on Writings for the
Children in Indian Languages:
Problems and Possibilities and a
Readers’ Club Bulletin

meeting of Telugu authors and
illustrators for children.
Eminent illustrator Shri Kolloju and
authors Shri C H Venkataramana, Shri
D Venkataramana, Smt. Swati Sreepada,
Shri Suddala Ashok Teja, Shri
Jonnalagadda Rajagopal, Shri
Machirajukameshwar, Shri P Suresh
Kumar, Shri A Govinda Rajulu, Smt. D
Sujata Devi among others participated
in the programmes. The events were
coordinated by Shri Manas Ranjan
Mahapatra, Editor (NBT) and Shri P
Mohan, Asstt. Editor (NBT).
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/kkjkokfgd miU;kl
Hkkx % 11

lkr leqna j
dqN ikus ds fy, vius dn ls Åij mBuk gksxk
MkW- vferkHk 'kadj jk; pkS/kjh

xk;=kh rSjkdh dh rS;kjh ds fy, jkst ^vysIih* tk,xh vkSj ukjk;.ku mls Vªfs uax nsxa As bl ij ?kj esa
cgl gks jgh FkhA blds ckn xk;=kh ifjokj ds lkFk vkfr'kckth dk utkjk ns[krh gSA ?kj ykSVdj
cgl tkjh jgrh gSA vIiqiu dh ftn gS fd xk;=kh rSjkdh esa vkxs c<+As nn~nk vIiqiu lksbZ xk;=kh
ds flj ds ikl iqjLdkj esa feys foaM pkbe dks yVdk nsrs gSAa bl Hkkx esa dqN vkSj ubZ ckrs-a --

liuk rks vc xk;=kh Hkh ns[kus yxh FkhA
vPNh rSjkd cuus dk liukA daihfV'ku esa
Lo.kZ ind thrus dk liukA ;w¡ gh [ksy&[ksy
esa ukjk;.ku us ftl ckr dh 'kq#vkr dh Fkh]
ogh vkt mlds fnyks&fnekx ds iksj&iksj esa
iqjkus cjxn ds isM+ dh tM+ dh rjg ?kql xbZ
gSA xk;=kh rSjkd cuuk pkgrh gSA
ijarq bPNk ,oa lkeF;Z esa varj gksrk gS]
[okc dks gdhdr esa cnyus ds fy, ,d&,d
cwn¡ ilhus ls [okc ds ikS/ks dks lhapuk iM+rk
gSA
izfrfnu ?kM+h esa vykeZ yxkdj ukjk;.ku
Lo;a pkj cts mB tkrs] fQj iksrh dks mBkrsA
eqg¡ &gkFk /kksdj ,d I;kyh dkWQh ihdj og
rS;kj gks tkrhA pkj ipkl ds Qsjh yap ls
nksuksa vysIih ds fy, py nsrAs ?kj ls iaik
rd ukjk;.ku iksrh dks lkbfdy ij ys tkrsA
vysIih igq¡pdj Qsjh?kkV ls LVsfM;e rd
ukjk;.ku fQj mls viuh lkbfdy ij <ksrAs
ml fnu lqcg vk¡[k [kqyrs gh xk;=kh dks
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dqN vpjt gqvkA ^^vjs] ;g vkokt dSlh
gS\**
jkst dh rjg ckx ls fpfM+;ksa dh pgd
Vh&oh&Vh&VqV~ VqV~ ds cnys Vqu&Vqu dh vkokt
dSlh\
rHkh nn~nk Hkh vk x,] ^^vjs] cqr cudj
cSBh D;k gS\ py mB! rsjh Vªfs uax dh ?kaVh ct
jgh gSA lqu&lqu! rwus rks dy [kksydj ns[kk
Hkh ugha] vkf[kj rq>s feyk D;k!**
b/kj dqekju dh vk¡[kksa esa Hkh ,d T;ksfr
pedus yxh gS] ^^lj] vkius eq>s dPpk yksgk
ykdj fn;k gSA mls QkSykn cukuk esjk dke
gSA eSa opu nsrk gw¡ vkidh ;g esgur O;FkZ
ugha tk,xhA**
LVsfM;e esa izk;% ,d ls Ms<+ ?kaVs dh
Vªfs uaxA lcls igys Ýh gSMa ,Dljlkbt] ;kuh
fLdfiax] jLlh dwnuk vkfnA blls 'kjhj dh
ekalisf'k;k¡ f'kfFky ,oa ltx gks tkrh gSAa
fQj rSjukA LQwfrZ vkSj ne c<+kus ds fy,
dHkh&dHkh nkSM+ HkhA
ikBd eap cqyfs Vu

pkj 'kCnksa esa bl ckjs esa fy[kuk ftruk
vklku gS] djuk mruk ughaAa lk<+s lkr ct
tkrs gSa ;g lc djrs&/kjrsA
,d fnu Fkddj xk;=kh lqLrk jgh Fkh rks
dqekju us crk;k] ^^feY[kk flag dk uke lquk
gS\ mUgksua s 1956 ds esycksuZ vksyfa id dh
nkSM+ esa pkSFkk LFkku izkIr fd;k FkkA <kbZ lky
rd jkst ik¡p ?kaVs nkSM+rs FksA dbZ ckj rks eqg¡
ls [kwu rd vk x;kA muds nksLrksa dks mUgsa
vLirky ys tkuk iM+k FkkA**
[ksydwn ds ckjs esa bu lPph dFkkvksa dks
xk;=kh è;ku ls lqurhA dqekju us gh crk;k
Fkk fd pkj lkS ehVj dh nkSM+ esa nks lkS ipkl
ehVj rd lcls vkxs jgdj Hkh os ,d Hkh
ind u ik ldsA mUgksua s lkspk] os cgqr rst
nkSM+ jgs FksA vr% mUgksua s ihNs eqM+dj ns[kkA
cl] brus esa vksfVl Msfol ¼vesfjdk½] dkyZ
dkS Q eS u ¼teZ u h½ vkS j eS y du Lis U l
¼n- vÝhdk½ vkxs c<+ x,A os lksuk] pk¡nh
vkSj dkaL; ind ys x,A feY[kk ds gkFk dqN
Hkh ugha vk;kA feY[kk pkSFks LFkku ij gksdj
jg x, vkSj Hkkjr dks vksyfa id ,FkysfVDl esa
vkt rd dksbZ ind ugha feykA
mUgsa rks ^mM+u fl[k* dgk tkrk FkkA mUgsa
;g mikf/k nsus okys Fks ikfdLrku ds jk"Vªifr
v;wc [kk¡A tc mUgksua s ikfdLrku ds gh vCnqy
[kkfyd dks nks lkS eh- dh jsl esa gjk;k FkkA
'kq:&'kq: esa xk;=kh tc LVsfM;e ls
fudyrh Fkh rks fdlh&fdlh fnu vius vIiqiu
dh lkbfdy ds gSfa My ij gh flj Vsddj lks
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tkrhA cspkjh D;k djrh\ lqcg mBuk] fQj
;g lcA ?kj igqp¡ dj Ldwy Hkh rks tkuk jgrk
gS!
,sls gh ,d fnu lksrs&lksrs vpkud
lkbfdy ls yq<+d xbZA
^^vjs xk;=kh] D;k gks x;k\ ukjk;.ku
tYnh ls czd
s u yxkrs rks nq?kZVuk gks ldrh
Fkh] lks xbZ Fkh\**
?kj esa tc bl ckr dk irk pyk rks lHkh
fpafrr gks mBsA ef.k'kadju Hkh vius firk ls
dgrk] ^^;g vki ij dkSu&lk tquuw lokj gks
x;k gS vIik\ vjs] viuh mez dk rks [;ky
dhft,!**
ukjk;.ku g¡l fn,] ^^egkcyh ls bl
i`Foh dks iqu% ikus ds fy, Lo;a Hkxoku
in~eukHkLokeh dks Hkh okeukorkj dk :i
ysuk iM+kA gesa Hkh dqN ikus ds fy, vius dn
ls Åij mBuk gksxkA**
lh&26@35&40 ,] jke dVksjk
okjk.klh&221001 ¼m-iz-½
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From NBT’s Treasure Trove

Gold or Grain
Tertia Sandhu
In a faraway village there lived two
neighbours who constantly squabbled
and competed with each other. One was
a farmer and the other a businessman.
Both men worked very hard and were
successful in their chosen field. Their
children were friends but like their
fathers, they too played the game of oneupmanship.
“We have a sack full of gold and
silver in our house while you poor
people have none,” the businessman’s
son scoffed at the farmer’s son. The
farmer’s son ran home to his father in
tears.
“Father, are we very poor? Khamhu
says we are poor because we do not have
any gold or silver like them?” The farmer
was quick to take offence. “What does
he know? Does his father know how
much grain we have? If we were to
compare our grain with their gold we
would have a hundred times more than
them.” The little boy’s eyes lit up and
he ran to convey the message to his
friend.
Khamhu took up the matter with his
father as soon as the tired man got home
4 / Qjojh 2014

for lunch. How dare the farmer
compare his measly grain with gold?
So annoyed was he that he immediately
marched off to the farmer’s house.
“I can buy off all your grain and still
have more gold than you,” he told the
farmer who was having his dinner. The
farmer took a moment to swallow his
food before replying. “My grain is worth
more than all your gold and silver.”
“Ha! Ha! You are a strange fellow!”
the businessman laughed. “Why don’t we
go to the king and let him settle this
matter once and for all?”
“Alright!” the farmer agreed. “But
his majesty will want some proof.”
“That’s easy,” the businessman
replied. “I’ll take all my gold and silver
and you take your grain.” They decided
to leave for the king’s court the
following day.
“How are you going to carry all the
grain? We do not have enough sacks and
neither do we have a cart,” the farmer’s
wife fretted. Indeed, they had very little
else besides their granary which was
always full of grain. Perhaps it was not
such a good idea to go to the king. The
ikBd eap cqyfs Vu

more she thought about it the more she
began to worry about how her husband
was going to manage this seemingly
impossible task.
“What are we going to do?” she
asked. “Have you thought of a solution?”
“Make me a khowpuk hat and cloak,”
the farmer said. “Have it ready by night
time.”
The obedient wife set to work at
once. She went to her friend and
exchanged a basket of grain for some
sesame. While waiting for the rice to
cook, she roasted the sesame and
pounded it to a fine powder. Then she
emptied the cooked rice into a large tub
and sprinked salt and sesame powder over
it. Both husband and wife took turns with
the pestle, pounding the rice into sticky
dough. They patted the dough into the
shape of a conical hat and a cloak.
It
was already dark by the time they finished
and both were totally exhausted.
The businessman did not have any
problem. He simply bought a new sack
and filled it with his gold and silver.
When he woke up the next day he wore
his best clothes, loaded the sack onto a
horse drawn cart and set off for the
palace. He slowed down in front of his
neighbour’s gate and almost fell off the
cart in surprise at what he saw. The
farmer seemed to be wearing something

stiff and bulky and had trouble moving
about.
“Do you want a ride on my cart?” the
businessman shouted out. The farmer
was reluctant to accept a ride from his
competitor but his wife whispered, “Go!
You can hardly walk in what you’re
wearing and it’s a long journey to the
king’s palace.”
“It looks like you are carrying the
entire contents of your granary on your
body,” the businessman smirked.
“Only a little bit of it my friend. A
tiny grain, compared to what I have at
home,” the farmer answered good
naturedly.
After a long and tiring journey they
reached the gates of the imperial palace.
The guards led them into the royal court.
What a strange sight they made. A well
dressed man bent double under the load
of a heavy sack accompanied by an oddly

* Khowpuk: Sticky rice cake
Readers’ Club Bulletin
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dressed man. The king’s eyes almost
popped out of his head when the two
men were presented before him.
“What brings you here?” he asked.
The businessman spoke first. “Your
majesty,” he said. “We cannot decide
which one of us is richer. I have this sack
full of gold and silver while he only has
a granary that’s full of grain. We have
come all the way to meet you so that
you may judge which one of us is richer.”
“Fools!” the king thundered. “Do
you think I have nothing better to do than
make silly judgements? I’ll have you
thrown in prison and you can stay there
till you both decide between yourselves
who is richer.”
The two men were taken to prison
and locked up, sack and all. They had
never in their wildest dreams expected
the king to react in this manner.
“It’s so unjust of the king to lock us
up like criminals. We haven’t committed
any crime,” the farmer grumbled. “It’s
all your fault. You were the one to
suggest this stupid idea of coming
here.”
“Perhaps if you had not worn that
silly costume the king might have
listened to us,” the businessman replied.
They argued on and on till it got dark
and their throats went dry.
“I’m hungry,” the businessman
complained. He walked to the door and
6 / Qjojh 2014

yelled out, “Guards! When are we
getting food? We’re hungry.”
“We have not been told to give you
food,” the guard replied and walked off
to another part of the building.
“Does the king want us to starve to
death?” the businessman said. “Does he
think we can survive on air?”
“Luckily I won’t starve,” the farmer
said as he broke off a piece of his hat
and ate it. “My wife is an excellent cook.
The salt and sesame are in just the right
proportion.” The businessman looked
longingly at the khowpuk. His stomach
growled in protest.
“Let me have a little bit of your
khowpuk,” he said at last. “I’m really
hungry.”
“Food is scarce here,” the farmer
replied. “If I share it with you what will
be left for me to eat?”
“No! No! I don’t want it for free. I’ll
pay you for it,” the businessman said,
opening his sack and taking out a silver
coin. The farmer took the coin and
handed him a very tiny piece of khowpuk
in return. The businessman was about to
protest but he knew he could not afford
to offend the farmer. Not when he
depended on him for food.
“Isn’t your khowpuk overpriced?”
the businessman asked. “For that amount
I could have bought a sack of grain.”
“So why don’t you do that?” the
ikBd eap cqyfs Vu

farmer replied. “I’m not forcing you to
buy from me.”
The businessman was hungry. The
morsel of khowpuk he had eaten only
served to whet his appetite. He took out
a handful of coins and kept on buying
pieces of khowpuk from the farmer until
his stomach was full. The same thing was
repeated the next day and the next until
the khowpuk hat and cloak were over
and there was not crumb left. The
businessman dug into his sack each time
he was hungry and the farmer handed him
a tiny piece of khowpuk in exchange. The
farmer was now the proud owner of the
sack of gold and silver that had not so
Readers’ Club Bulletin

long ago belonged to the businessman.
“Now who do you think is richer?”
asked the farmer with a satisfied look
on his face.
“You have reduced me to the status
of a pauper,” the businessman pointed
out. “All my gold now belongs to you.
If you are not rich, who is?”
The two men called the guards and
said they had come to an agreement and
no longer needed to be kept in jail. The
king had released them and they went
home, one richer and the other poorer
but both undoubtedly wiser.
(From the NBT Publication Lengdon’s Legacy)
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fpfM+;k mM+ xbZ
lqj's k ^vkuan*

cPpksa us ns[kk] ,d fpfM+;k dejs ds jks'kunku
ls vkbZ vkSj V~;cw ykbV ij cSB xbZA fQj
mM+dj pyh xbZA
nksigj rd pkj fpfM+;k¡ iqu% vkb±A vkdj
V~;cw ykbV ij cSB xb±A fQj pkjksa ckgj ls
frudk pksp
a esa j[kdj vkrh&tkrh jghaA
nks&rhu fnuksa rd fpfM+;k¡ viuk ?kksl
a yk
cukrh jghaA cPps mudks rksM+rs jgsA fpfM+;k¡
8 / Qjojh 2014

ds yk, fruds] ?kklQwl fudky&fudkydj
lM+d ij Qsd
a rs jgsA
fdrus gh fnuksa rd cPpksa o fpfM+;ksa dh
;w¡ gh vk¡[kfepkSyh gksrh jghA fpfM+;k¡
?kklQwl&fruds&Mksjk&:bZ tks Hkh feyk yk&ykdj
viuk ?kksl
a yk cukrh jghA cPps lqcg mldk
fujh{k.k djrs vkSj fQj rksM+ nsrAs
,d fnu cPpksa us ns[kk] fpfM+;ksa ds nks
ikBd eap cqyfs Vu

tksMs+ pha--- pha--- dj mM+rh&mM+rh dejs
esa vk x,A fpfM+;k¡ vkdj V~;cw ykbV
ij cS B xb± A muds vkrs gh
fpfM+;ksa ds uUgs&uUgs cPps pksap
fudkyus yxsA fpfM+;k¡ mudh pksp
a
esa nkuk pqxkus yxhaA irk ugha D;ksa
cPps lge&ls x,A
nwljs fnu cPpksa us ns[kk] mudk
uUgk cPpk V~;cw ykbV ds Åij cSBus
dh dksf'k'k djrk jgkA
cPps lks p us yxs] ge yks x
V~;cw ykbV ds Åij ds bl ?kksl
a ys
dks v[kckj esa mBkdj D;ksa u ckgj Qsd
a nsAa
cPps lksp gh jgs Fks rHkh ek¡ vk xbZA
dgus yxh] ^^cPpks] D;k dj jgs gks\**
cPps cksy]s ^^ek¡! ek¡! ns[kks] fpfM+;k¡ us
;gk¡ ij ?kksl
a yk cuk fy;k gSA ,d cPpk Hkh
ns[kk gSA ge bldks rksM+us dh lksp jgs gSAa **
ek¡ cksyh] ^^ugha cPpks! ?kksla yk er rksMu+ kA
vxj fpfM+;k¡ rqEgkjk ?kj rksM+ ns rks rqEgsa dSlk
yxsxk\**
cPpksa us ,d&nwljs dh vksj ns[kkA fQj
cksy]s ^^ek¡! ek¡! ns[kks] bUgksua s fdruk xank Hkh
rks dj fn;k gSA ns[kks] fdruh ?kkl ys vkbZ gS\a **
ek¡ us Lusg ls cPpksa dks ns[kk vkSj I;kj ls
cksyh] ^^ns[kks cPpks! tSls eSa rqEgkjh ek¡ gw¡ oSls
gh fpfM+;k Hkh vius cPpksa dh ek¡ gSA dksbZ
rqEgkjh ek¡ dks ekjsxk rks D;k rqEgsa vPNk
yxsxk\**
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cPps cksy]s ^^ugha--- ugha--- ek¡! vkidks
dksbZ ugha ekj ldrkA ge Hkh mldks ekj
Mkysaxs!**
ek¡ cksyh] ^^cPpks] blh rjg rqe Hkh fpfM+;k
dks er ekjksA mldk ?kksl
a yk er rksM+kAs og
rks vius cPps cM+s gksus ij Lor% gh dgha ys
tk,xhA fQj ;s cPps vkdk'k esa mM+us yxsxa As
fQj rqEgsa vkdk'k esa ;s fdrus lqna j yxsxa !s **
cPps cksy]s ^^ugha--- ugha--- ek¡! lpeqp esa
ge ?kksl
a yk dHkh ugha rksM+xas As **
ek¡ cksyh] esjs vPNs cPpks! rqe fdrus
vPNs gks! ns[kks&ns[kks] lpeqp esa fpfM+;k mM+
xbZ gSA cPps Hkh tk jgs gSAa cPps pha--- pha--djrs fdrus [kq'k gSa uk\**
vkuan ifjf/k] ,y&62
ia- izes ukFk Mksxjk uxj] jryke&457001 ¼e-iz-½
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The Tiger Myth
Indira Bagchi
In India, animals are treated not only as
animals, they are also considered divine
and hold important place in our religion.
Perhaps no other culture is as inherently
associated with nature as Indian culture.
Most of the gods have animals as
their vahanas (vehicles) and these
animals are worshipped along with the
deities who ride them. From the mighty
elephant to the humble rat—all are
revered in our mythology.
Goddess Durga rides a tiger;
Lakshmi, the goddess of wealth—an owl;
Saraswati, the goddess of learning, sits
on a swan; Lord Ganesh on a rat and
Kartikeya is seated on a peacock. Shiva’s
vahana is Nandi, the bull. A snake also
remains coiled around Shiva’s neck.
Lord Vishnu is seated on Garuda (eagle).
The bed on which Lord Vishnu reclines
with His consort is made of Sheshnag
(snake).
Out of these vahanas the most
powerful is the lion or the tiger the
vehicle of goddess Durga. Tiger has
played a major role in Indian mythology.
No creature dares match his supremacy.
He is known as the King of the Jungle,
its guardian and the supreme protector.
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According to the wildlife expert,
Valmik Thapar, “Tiger is the most
powerful representation of nature that
walked the earth. Nature is the giver of
life and the tiger seemed to symbolize
the force that could provide life, defeat
evil and act as ‘elder brother’ to man,
defending crops and driving out
unhealthy spirits. It was the protector,
the guardian, the intermediary between
heaven and earth.”
There are many stories connected
with tiger or lion.
The Narsimha Avatar is the story
of young Prahlad who was an ardent
worshipper of Lord Vishnu. His father
King Hiranyakashyap resented this as he
considered himself to be the most
powerful person on earth.
The king was given a boon by God
that he could not be killed by a man or
an animal, he could not be killed in the
morning or at night neither could he be
killed inside a house nor outside, no
weapon could kill him, he could not be
killed on the ground or in the sky. This
boon made him a very powerful and
proud person and he started torturing his
subjects.
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One day Hiranyakashyap challenged
his son Prahlad to show him where his
God was. Prahlad told his father that God
was everywhere.
The king asked him if God was
present in the nearby pillar. When
Prahlad said that He was in the pillar,
Hiranyakashyap hit the pillar with the
mace and Lord Vishnu emerged from the
pillar in the shape of half lion and half
human, put the evil king across His
knees and killed him with His nails under
the threshold of the room at twilight
when day and night met.
In some parts of India, especially
Bengal, Durga Puja is celebrated with
lot of enthusiasm. Vijayadashami
represents the victory of goddess Durga,
riding the tiger, over Mahisasura, the
great buffalo headed demon.
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According to a Puranic story,
Mahishasura became so powerful that
none of the devas (gods) could defeat
him. Therefore the deities met, pooled
together their weapons which is a
symbol of pooling their power, resulting
in a great explosion of light from which
goddess Durga emerged with these
weapons in her ten hands, riding a lion,
and killed Mahishasura.
There is another legend connected
with Ayyappan in Kerala, who is the
third son of Lord Shiva and Parvati after
Ganesh and Kartikeya. People in north
India do not know much about him.
Ayyappan was ‘born’ to the king and
queen who were childless. He was not
really born. The king and queen found
this beautiful child on the bank of a river
and brought him up as their own child.
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After that, the queen had a child of her
own and was jealous at the thought that
the adopted son, Ayyappan, would inherit
the throne.
Ayyappan’s foster mother pretended
that she was terribly ill. The royal doctor
advised her that she could be cured if
somebody could bring milk of a tigress
for her. Nobody was prepared to do that.
Twelve year old Ayyappan volunteered
to bring the milk for the queen.
Young Ayyappan went into the forest
and returned riding a tiger and followed
by many tigers of the forest. It is
believed that all the devas assumed the
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form of tigers and followed Ayappan.
The king was terrified and begged
the forgiveness of Lord Ayyappan. But
Ayyappan did not stay any longer. He
said, “I am 13 years old and I am going.”
The king, realizing that he was not
facing an ordinary human being, asked,
“Where do you want your temple to be
built?” Ayyappan fired an arrow and it
fell at a place called Sabri. It became the
great pilgrimage of Sabrimala.
Thousands of pilgrims visit this place
every year.
C-103, Purvasha Apartment
Mayur Vihar, Phase-1, Delhi-110091
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vk/kqfud Jo.k dqekj
latho tk;loky ^lat;*

ekLVj Hkkyw jke ds d{kk esa vkrs gh lkjs cPps
[kM+s gks x,] fdarq fiaVw canj est ij flj
j[kdj lksrk gh jgkA fMadh fgj.k us dksguh
ekjh rks og gM+cM+krs gq, [kM+k gks x;kA
Hkkyw jke us cPpksa dks cSBus dk b'kkjk
fd;k vkSj fQj i<+kus yxsA fiaVw dk eu i<+kbZ
esa ugha yxrk FkkA FkksM+h nsj ckn og fQj est
ij flj j[kdj lks x;kA
^^fiaV]w rqe fQj lks x,\** Hkkyw jke us
mls VksdkA
^^lj] dy jkrHkj tkxdj oYMZ di dk
Qkbuy eSp ns[kk Fkk blfy, cgqr uhan vk
jgh gSA** fiaVw us eqg¡ ij gkFk j[k tEgkbZ HkjhA
^^ysfdu csVk] vxj d{kk esa lksrs jgksxs rks
eSa tks i<+k jgk gw¡ og le> esa dSls vk,xk\**
Hkkyw jke us 'kkar Loj esa le>k;kA
^^vki dksbZ ubZ pht FkksM+s gh i<+k jgs gS!a
fdrkcksa esa tks fy[kk gS vki ogh nksgjkrs gSAa
eSa ckn esa fdrkc ls lc i<+ ywx¡ kA** fiaVw
f<BkbZ ls cksykA
ekLVj Hkkyw jke fiaVw dh d{kk esa lksus dh
vknr ls ijs'kku gks pqds FksA le>kus&cq>kus
dk ml ij dksbZ vlj ugha gksrk FkkA vkt
mudk Øks/k HkM+d mBkA mUgksua s MiVrs gq,
dgk] ^^vxj d{kk esa lksuk gS rks Ldwy esa vkrs
gh D;ksa gks\**
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^^eEeh&ikik dk eu j[kus ds fy,A vxj
eSa Ldwy ugha vkÅ¡xk rks cspkjksa dks cgqr nq[k
gksxkA** fiaVw us tku&cw>dj vius Loj dks
eklwe cukrs gq, dgkA
Hkkyw jke le> x, fd ;g ,sls ugha
lq/kjus okyk gSA blds fy, dksbZ mik; djuk
gksxkA mUgksua s ,d ;kstuk cukbZA
vxys fnu fiaVw d{kk esa igqp
¡ k rks mls
ns[krs gh lkjs cPps [kM+s gks x,A fiaVw us ns[kk]
d{kk ds fiNys fgLls esa fcLrj fcNk gqvk gSA
mlus vk'p;Ziow d
Z iwNk] ^^vjs] ;g fcLrj
fdlds fy, fcNk gS\**
^^vkids fy,A** fMadh fgj.k us crk;kA
^^esjs fy,\ ysfdu fdlus fcNok;k\**
fiaVw vk'p;Z ls mNy iM+kA
^^vki tSls egku izk.kh dh lsok djuk
ge lcdk /keZ gS blfy, eSua s fcNok;k gSA
vki bl ij vkjke ls lksb,A** rHkh ekLVj
Hkkyw jke us d{kk esa vkrs gq, dgkA mUgksua s
d{kk esa [kM+s cPpksa ij n`f"V nkSM+kbZ] fQj cksy]s
^^tc rd fiaVw th vkjke djrs gSa nks cPps
nkSM+dj muds eEeh&ikik dks cqyk yk,¡A**
^^esjs eEeh&ikik dks D;ksa cqyok jgs gS\a **
fiaVw ?kcjk mBkA mldh le> esa gh ugha vk
jgk Fkk fd vkt ;g lc gks D;k jgk gSA
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^^?kcjkb, erA Ldwy dh rjQ ls vkt
vkids eEeh&ikik dks lEekfur fd;k
tk,xkA** Hkkyw jke us 'kkar Loj esa dgkA
^^fdlfy,\** fiaVw vk'p;Z ls Hkj mBkA
Hkkyw jke us phdw [kjxks'k dh vksj ns[kk
rks og [kM+k gksrs gq, cksyk] ^^iqjkus tekus esa
HkDr Jo.k dqekj gq, FksA mUgksaus vius
ekrk&firk dh [kq'kh ds fy, mUgsa vius da/kksa
ij cSBkdj lkjs rhFkks± dh ;k=kk djokbZ FkhA
bl ;qx esa nwljs egkiq#"k vki gq, gSa tks
vius ekrk&firk dh [kq'kh ds fy, Ldwy tSlh
csdkj txg esa vkus dk d"V djrs gSAa vkids
bl egku R;kx ls izHkkfor gksdj iwjs Ldwy us
vkids lkFk vkids eEeh&ikik dks Hkh lEekfur
14 / Qjojh 2014

djus dk QSlyk fd;k gSA**
^^;g [kcj tc v[kckjksa esa Nisxh rks
vkèkqfud Jo.k dqekj ds :i esa vki iwjs ns'k
esa izfl) gks tk,¡xAs ** Hkkyw jke us Lusg&Hkjs
Loj esa le>k;kA
;g lqu fiaVw dh gkyr [kjkc gks xbZA
mlus gkFk tksM+dj ekQh ek¡xh vkSj oknk
fd;k fd vkt ds ckn d{kk esa dHkh ugha
lks,xk vkSj [kwc eu yxkdj i<+xs kA Hkkyw jke
us mls ekQ dj fn;kA fiaVw dks lcd fey
x;k FkkA og vc ,d vPNk cPpk cu x;k FkkA
la;Dq r funs'kd@vkj-Mh-,l-vkslh&5300] lsDVj&12
jktkthiqje] y[kuÅ&17 ¼m-iz-½
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gfj;kyh dk iyuk
deyflag pkSgku

pha&pha djds fpfM+;k xkrh
ia[k QSykdj mM+rh tkrh
ckrsa djrh vkleku ls
Qwyksa ij frryh e¡Mjkrh
dkSvk&dcwrj mM+rs tkrs
?kj dh Nrksa ij fQj bBykrs
nkuk pqxrs eu cgykrs
rksrs dh Vs&a Vsa Hkh Hkkrh
pkSeklk o"kkZ dk vkrk
lcdks ns[kks fdruk Hkkrk
gfj;kyh dk iyuk ns[kks
ufn;k¡ Hkh ns[kks bBykrh
pqUuw&eqUuw xqMM~ w jkuh
f[kyrs psgjs gSa uknkuh
ekSle lax ;s feyrs tkrs
/kjrh ean&ean eqLdkrhA
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dfork fuokl] nqxkZ eafnj ds ikl
jsyos LVs'ku jksM] chM+
ftyk&[kaMok&450110 ¼e-iz-½
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Valiant Daughter of India
Roop N Kabra
It was early morning in Bithur near
Kanpur, people were moved by a girl’s
wailing. Nana Sahib Peshwa’s only
daughter Maina was sitting on a stone
and was crying incessantly over the ruins
of her ancestral palace.
Just the night before, the British
soldiers had blown off the palace by
firing with cannons. They couldn’t arrest
Nana Sahib and in the hope that he might
be hiding in some corner of the palace,
they fired at the palace furiously. In the
morning they began a sweeping search
but they were disappointed.
An officer happened to look at the
weeping girl. He felt that she might be
Nana Sahib’s daughter Maina. He at
once called other people and got her

identified. She was arrested immediately
and presented before an officer of higher
rank.
In the camp she was cruelly tortured
and was inquired about Nana Sahib.
When no torture could move her she was
sentenced to death.
Next day she was fastened to the
mouth of a big cannon and was asked
again about Nana Sahib. She was assured
that she could be freed if she told them
the whereabouts of her father.
Maina said that she knew nothing.
She remained firm. The cannon roared
and a flaming shell came out of the
mouth of the cannon and her body was
torn to shreds.
In this way the
valiant little Maina
sacrificed her life for
her motherland. History
might have forgotten this
brave girl but the country
feels grateful even today.

A-438, Kishore Kutir
Vaishali Nagar
Jaipur-302021
(Rajasthan)
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The Mystry of Redcliff
Ankit Meena
It was a fine day. I heard a knock on the
door. My mom opened the door. I saw a
tall man with brown hair and black cold
eyes standing in front of the door. He
was holding an envelope in his hand. I
realised that he was the postman who had
come to deliver a letter.
My mom took out the letter from
the envelope and in bold printed words
it was written that ‘Mr. Antonio has
cleared the entrance exam of Redcliff
Academy.’ Seeing this, a chill went
throughout my body. I was shocked and
with great disappointment I left the
room.
After dinner, I went to sleep but
could not sleep because of the letter. I
went to the other room and read the
letter again. It said that I was required to
report to the school next week on
Monday.
As I was leaving the room, I saw the
photograph of my father lying on the
table. He died in a road accident when I
was only two years old. Just then, I saw
my mom standing on the door. The door
was ajar. I rushed towards her and started
crying. She lifted my spirits up and told
me that Redcliff Academy was a nice
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boarding school. She also promised me
that she would come to meet me every
month. Even though my mom tried to
console me, the night seemed to be the
longest night of my life.
On Sunday, my mom packed the
bags. Next morning, we boarded a taxi
and about 4 pm we reached near a
diversion. One path was leading to the
Castaway Cliff and another to Redcliff,
we took the road to Redcliff.
The cliff looked like as if it was
swimming in the mist with no roots in
the Earth. The road had a line of sparkling
round buttons in the middle. When the
driver switched on the headlights of the
car, they gleamed in the fog and guided
him well. As we were near the Redcliff
Academy, the road began to slope
upwards and finally we reached our
destination.
As we stepped out of the taxi, a cold
breeze hit me and I shivered with cold. I
felt awkward on seeing the academy.
The Redcliff Academy was
surrounded by a massive wall. The
school building had diamond paned
windows and hefty wooden doors. The
big towers of the building looked awful.
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He told her not to worry
about anything and finally,
she left for home. When she
sat in the taxi, there were
tears in my eyes and she went
out of my sight.

It was the strangest place I had ever seen
before. I thought that the people of the
academy live and die only within its
walls and have nothing to do with the
outer world.
We went to the staff room. Some of
the teachers were sitting in the room.
One of the teachers came to us, he was
very fuddy-duddy. He asked my mom,
“What brings you here?” She told him,
“My son Antonio has cleared the
entrance…” Before she could say
anything further, he interrupted and said
“Alright!” He gave some documents and
asked us to complete the admission
procedure.
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The teacher came to me
and led me to the dormitory.
I saw two boys in the
dormitory. The teacher
introduced me to them. One
of the boys was having black
curly hair and brown eyes; his
name was Bill and another
was having brown straight hair
and fair complexion; his name
was Charlie. Teacher
instructed them to help me. They took
my luggage and told me to arrange my
things in the empty cupboard and went
downstairs.
Next morning I went to my class
room. There were 38 boys and girls in
my class. After self-study hour in the
evening, we went for dinner and then to
the dormitory to sleep.
Around two o’clock I woke up with
a jerk. I was feeling very thirsty. As I
started drinking water, I heard a strange
noise. I saw someone running towards
the dormitory. I had a gut feeling that he
was standing behind me. I turned to see
him and there he was! He was wearing
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black dress. He had bloodshot eyes and
thick thatch of hair were falling over his
face. His terrible features frightened me.
Without any delay, I dashed to my
bed and covered my face with blanket.
There was a deadly silence in the
dormitory, when I took out my head
from the blanket I saw him again. He was
standing in front of me. I tried to shout
but was unable to and I lost my
consciousness.
In the morning when I woke up I
looked at my watch. It was seven
o’clock. I was late. I hastened up to
attend my class downstairs. At lunch I
told my friends about that dreadful man.
I did not notice that a girl was also
listening to my story. When I finished
my story, my friends introduced me to
her. She was Charlie’s friend. She had
beautiful eyes and black hair.
Charlie and Bill told me the history
of the academy. They told me that earlier
a British family used to reside in this
large building. They had built it in 1865.
Their son Nick was habitual of digging
earth to explore new things. One day he
went to the desolate tower. Though he
knew that the tower was built upon a
graveyard, he started digging it. He found
a grave; he opened it and saw that several
bones were lying in the grave. Suddenly,
the lights went off but he was not scared.
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He laid his hands inside the grave and
found a knife. He took the knife and
covered the grave again. He went to his
room and kept the knife in his cabinet.
At midnight he heard some noise, he
saw that the door of the tower was open
and a man was coming out of the tower,
wearing a black dress. His face was
covered with his hair. Nick rushed to his
parents’ room and on his way he saw the
man again. He yelled out of fear and
returned to his room and locked the
room. He tried to look at the man from
the keyhole but was not able to see
anything.
All of a sudden, he saw the man
standing in front of him. Before he
could do anything, he disappeared. Nick
picked the knife and went to his parents’
room. He had gone mad. He thought that
instead of his parents', ghosts were
sleeping on the bed. He pierced the knife
through them and killed them and
afterwards he killed himself.
As Charlie was telling the story, I
saw bright yellow eyes staring at us, it
was a cat. I asked my friends whose cat
it was? They said that the cat belonged
to our class teacher.
After having dinner we went to
sleep. At midnight I heard the scary noise
again. I figured out that it was coming
from the third floor.
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I went to the third floor, it was dark,
gloomy and isolated. I ventured into the
first room of the floor and stuck upon
some sports items. I saw a shadow of a
man moving in the room. I went closer
to him and was shocked to see that he
had no eyes.

The night came. I went to sleep early
at about nine o’clock. Again my sleep
was disturbed at midnight because of the
same noise. I saw from the window that
the door of the tower was open and the
same dreadful man was coming out of
the tower.

Out of fear, I ran and fell down. He
was running towards me. I picked up a
javelin and threw it towards him. It hit
him hard and he died. As I stood up I saw
that he was not a ghost. It was a cat! I
was going mad like Nick. I went to the
dormitory and tried to sleep but couldn’t
sleep as I had killed a cat.

I woke Charlie up and told him that I
saw a man standing outside the tower but
he didn’t believe me. He thought that I
was playing a prank with him, so he went
to sleep.

In the morning, the teacher asked us
to help her find out her cat but none
could find it. I suggested Charlie to
search for it on the third floor. As we
entered the room, we saw that the cat
was lying on the floor; dead.

Suddenly, the man appeared before
me. I wished to shout but was unable to.
He disappeared and the knife was lying
before me. I pierced the knife into my
friend’s body, after that I pierced the
knife into my own body. I screamed and
when I opened my eyes I saw myself
lying on the bed.
My mom rushed to me and
asked me why was I screaming? I
told her that I had a terrible
dream. Then I heard someone
knocking the door. My mom went
to open the door. From the
corridor I saw a man, with brown
hair and black cold eyes, having
an envelope and a bag in his hand.
He was the Postman…
Oak Grove School
Mussorie (Uttarakhand)
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'ksjs uh dk cPpk
,fytkcsFk VqVV~ h

,d 'ksjuh FkhA ml 'ksjs uh dk ,d cPpk ¼'kkod½
FkkA og mlls cgqr I;kj djrh FkhA 'kkod
djhc nks eghus dk FkkA 'ksjuh ges'kk f'kdkj
djds ykrh Fkh] cPpk ekal [kkrk vkSj lks tkrk
FkkA 'ksjuh jkr dks f'kdkj djrh FkhA lqcg og
vius cPps ds lkFk le; fcrkrh FkhA og
ges'kk vius cPps dks le>krh fd dHkh Hkh
vdsys ?kweus ugha tkukA
nksigj esa ,d fnu tc og lks jgh Fkh rHkh
mlds 'kkod dks ,d es<a d fn[kkA og lkspus
yxk fd vkf[kj ek¡ eq>s ckgj tkus ls euk D;ksa
djrh gS! 'ksjuh dk cPpk ml es<a d dks idM+us
ds fy, c<+kA es<a d mNy&dwn djrs gq, nwljh
txg pyk x;kA es<a d dk cPpk mldk ihNk
djrs&djrs cgqr nwj igqp¡ x;kA vkf[kj esa
'ksjuh ds cPps us ml es<a d dks idM+ fy;kA
vc og 'kkod viuh ek¡ dks es<a d fn[kkus
ds fy, eqMk+ rks mls mldh ek¡ ugha fn[khA mls
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vkxs ls ,d 'ksj vkrk fn[kkbZ fn;kA vutku
'ksj dks ns[kdj 'kkod cgqr Mj x;kA mlds
gkFk ls es<a d fudy x;kA og jksus yxkA 'ksj
mldh gh rjQ vk jgk FkkA og jksdj viuh
ek¡ dks crkuk pkg jgk Fkk fd og ogk¡ gSA
'ksj tc mlls dqN nwj Fkk rc rd 'ksjuh
vius cPps dks <w<¡ r+ s gq, ogk¡ vk igqp¡ h vkSj ml
'ksj ls yM+us yxhA 'ksj Mjdj Hkkx x;kA 'ksjuh
vius cPps ds ikl xbZA mldk cPpk Mj ls jks
jgk FkkA og mls le>kus yxh fd vdsys dgha
er tkvksA tc rqe FkksMs+ cM+s gks tkvksxs rc
tkukA mlds ckn 'ksjuh vius cPps dks lkFk
ysdj vius ?kj ykSV xbZA 'kkod us iz.k fd;k
fd vc ls og viuh ek¡ dh ckr ekusxkA
izkt
s os V lsVa y
ª Ldwy] fdjhcq:
if'pe flagHkwe&833222 ¼>kj[kaM½
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;wdfs yIVl gVkvks
ek/kqjh fVYyw

'kkyw tksj&tksj ls Nhad jgh FkhA eEeh th us
eq>s cqykdj dgk] ^^cgw] blds :eky ij
;wdfs yIVl ds rsy dh nks cwn¡ as Mky nks vkSj
lw?¡ kus dks ns nks blsA Nhadas Hkkx tk,¡xh bldhA**
^^nknh th] gekjs ?kj ;g rsy gS\** 'kkyw
us iwNkA
^^gk¡&gk¡] eq>s rks bl rsy dks ?kj esa j[kus
dh vknr gks xbZ gSA rqEgkjs nknk th rks QkWjLs V
vkWfQlj FksA ,d ckj gekjh eqDrkfxjh ds
taxy esa iksfLVax gks xbZ FkhA ogk¡ ;wdfs yIVl
ds brus isM+ Fks fd nwljk isM+ cM+h eqf'dy ls
feyrkA ogk¡ ds yksx bu isM+kas ls rsy fudkyrs
Fks vkSj mls cspus dk gh mudk /ka/kk FkkA bl
rsy ls dQ lhji Hkh cukrs gSAa eSa rks rsy
t:j j[krh Fkh ?kj esAa ** eEeh th 'kkyw dks
crk jgh FkhaA
^^'kkyw csVk] xjeh ds fnuksa esa blh rsy ds
dkj.k taxy esa vkx yx tkrh Fkh vkSj tkuojksa
dks cpkus ds fy, gesa fdlh Hkh le; Hkkxuk
iM+rk FkkA** firk th us dgkA
eSua s :eky ij ;wdfs yIVl rsy dh nks cwn¡ as
Mkyha vkSj 'kkyw dks ns fn;kA 'kkyw us dgk]
^^eq>s rks bl rsy dh [kq'kcw cM+h ilan gSA**
'kkyw us ikl iM+k gqvk v[kckj fy;k vkSj
ns[kus yxhA mls [kcjsa i<+us dk 'kkSd FkkA
^^vks gks nknk th] nknh th] nsf[k,] ge
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ckr dj jgs gSa ;wdfs yIVl dh vkSj v[kckj esa
ys[k Nik gS ^;wdfs yIVl gVkvks*A cM+k xqLlk
vk jgk gS eq>As fdrus gjs&gjs Å¡p&s Å¡ps isM+
gksrs gSa ;sA isM+kas dks fxjkuk rks xqukg gS u nknk
th\**
^^gk¡] xqukg rks gS] ysfdu vkxs Hkh rks
i<+kAs fn[kkvks isij! blesa fy[kk gS tgk¡&tgk¡
bu isM+kas dks yxk;k x;k gS] ogk¡&ogk¡ vc
leL;k,¡ c<+ jgh gSAa ** firk th i<+ jgs FksA
^^vkWLVªfs y;k ls bu isM+kas dks nqfu;kHkj us
yxk;k vkSj vc dgrs gSa bUgsa gVkuk iM+xs kA**
'kkyw us dgkA
eSa Hkh dke [kRe djds dqjlh ij cSBhA
eSua s 'kkyw dks le>kdj dgk] ^^'kkyw] dksbZ Hkh
fu.kZ; yksx vuqHko ls ysrs gSAa tSl]s v[kckj
esa ;g Hkh gS fd vÝhdk us viuh LFkkuh;
ouLifr bu ;wdfs yIVl dh txg yxkus dk
fu.kZ; fy;k gSA bu isM+kas ds dkj.k ogk¡ ds
LFkkfud tho de gks x, gS]a i{kh de gks x,]
lk¡i Hkh de gks x,] LFkkfud izk.kh Hkh de gks
x, gSAa blfy, vc os tkx x, gSa vkSj
;wdfs yIVl gVkus dk fu.kZ; mUgksua s fy;k gSA
mUgksua s Bhd gh fd;k gSA
^^'kkyw] rqEgsa irk gS ;s isM+ cgqr T;knk
ikuh [khaprs gSAa blfy, bUgsa T;knk ikuh ds
lkFk esa yxk;k tkrk gSA gekjs ikdZ ds ikl
ikBd eap cqyfs Vu

tks cgqr cM+k ukyk gS blh otg ls ikdZ ds
fdukjksa ij ;s isM+ yxk, x, gS]a rkfd os ukys
dk ikuh [khap ldsAa ** eSa crk jgh FkhA
^^ysfdu xqfM+;k] ;fn ge bu isM+kas dks
vius ?kj dh ckÅaMhª cuk,¡xs rks D;k gksxk\**
firk th us 'kkyw ls iwNkA
^^vksg uks!** 'kkyw fpYykbZA ^^;s isM+ rks
gekjs tehu dk lkjk ikuh ihrs jgsxa s vkSj fQj
gekjs ckx ds ikS/ks lc [kre gks tk,¡xAs **
^^,dne lgh xqfM+;kA ;gh ckr dsiVkmu
okyksa dks yx jgh gSA bUgha isM+kas ds dkj.k ogk¡
dh ouLifr [kRe gks jgh gSA dSfyQksfuZ;k ds
dqN Hkkxksa esa bu isM+kas ds taxy yxk, x, FksA
ogk¡ ls Hkh bu isM+kas dks blh dkj.k gVk;k tk
jgk gS fd buds dkj.k gh muds vius i'kq&i{kh]
dhV] tho&tarq lc [kRe gks jgs gSAa ns'k ds
i;kZoj.k ij nq"ifj.kke fn[k jgs gSAa ** firk
th us 'kkyw dks le>k;kA
^^nknk th] vki rks QkWjLs V vkWfQlj FksA
eq>s bl ;wdfs yIVl ds ckjs esa vkSj crkb,
uk!**
^^vks-ds-! eqDrkfxjh esa tc ge Fks] taxy
esa ?kwers le; eSua s bl ;wdfs yIVl ds Å¡p&s Å¡ps
isM+ ns[ks gSa—60&60 QhV dsA brus Å¡ps isM+
ns[kdj eq>s yxrk Fkk] bl isM+ ij i{kh
?kksl
a yk dSls cuk,xk] vius cPpksa dh j{kk
dSls djsxk\ isM+ esa cz'k ds tSls yky&yky
Qwy vkrs gSAa cM+s gh lanq j gksrs gSAa mlh le;
FkksM+s i{kh] dhV bl isM+ ds ikl vkrs Fks] ugha
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rks ;s vdsys [kM+s jgrs gSaA** firk th us
;wdfs yIVl ds ckjs esa 'kkyw dks cgqr dqN
crkuk pkgkA
^^vc rks eq>s bl isM+ ls T;knk cjxn ds
isM+] tkequ] beyh vkSj vke ds isM+ gh vPNs
yx jgs gSAa nknk th] d'ehj ds Å¡ps isM+ ge
fcgkj esa rks ugha yxk ldrs\** 'kkyw us ftKklk
dhA
^^csVk] rqEgkjk fnekx rks cM+k rst gSA
igkM+h bykds esa mxus okys isM+ mlh rjg ds
le:i tyok;q okys vU; igkM+h bykds esa
gh mx ldrs gSaA mlh rjg dsiVkmu]
dSfyQksfuZ;k] Hkkjr tSls txgksa ij ;wdfs yIVl
dSls yxsxk\ mlds fy, vkWLVªfs y;k T;knk
vPNk gksxkA cgw] ns[kks] eSa 'kkyw dks nks fp=k
fn[kkrk gwA¡ ns[kw]¡ og igpkurh gS ;k ugha\
'kkyw] crkvks] ;g dkSu gS vkSj ;g dkSu gS\**
firk th nks fp=kksa ij ckjh&ckjh m¡xyh j[kdj
iwN jgs FksA
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^^;g\ ;g rks dksvkyk gS vkSj ;g gS
[kjxks'kA** 'kkyw us crk;kA
^^dksvkyk [kkrk gS ;wdfs yIVl ds iÙks]
ysfdu [kjxks'k ugha [kkrk blsA mls rks uje
?kkl pkfg,] og bl isM+ dh Nk¡o esa ugha
feyrh mlsA fQj og nwj pyk tkrk gSA ikuh
dh deh ds dkj.k tehu dh ueh [kRe gks
tkrh gSA fQj ?kkl dSls mxsxh\ i'kq&i{kh]
dhV] tho&tarq lc bl isM+ ds dkj.k nwj pys
tkrs gSAa tgk¡ mUgsa viuk Hkkstu] ikuh] jgus
dk fBdkuk feysxk ogha os clrs gSAa ** firk th
dks vkt 'kkyw dks crkus esa etk vk jgk FkkA
^^;gh dkj.k gS fd ys[kd Hkkjr dks Hkh
;wdfs yIVl gVkus dk lq>ko ns jgk gSA** firk
th isij fn[kkrs gq, dg jgs FksA
^^nknk th] nknk th] vc eq>s nhft, rks
isijA eSa tjk xkSj ls i<wx¡ hA** 'kkyw us v[kckj
gkFk esa fy;k vkSj nwj tkdj i<+us yxhA
^^cgw] lqurh gks! eqDrkfxjh esa yksx bu
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;wdfs yIVl ds isM+kas ls jax cukrs FksA flLd ds
diM+kas dks jaxus esa mldk mi;ksx djrs FksA**
eSa eEeh th dh ckrsa lqu jgh FkhA
^^cgw] tc rqEgkjs llqj th taxy dk Vwj
djrs Fks rc eq>s cM+h fpark yxh jgrh FkhA bu
;wdfs yIVl ds isM+kas dh Vgfu;k¡ dc VwVxas h
irk ugha yxrkA tksj ls gok vkbZ vkSj VwVh
Vgfu;k¡A dPps gh isM+ gksrs gSa ;s!** eEeh th
cksy jgh FkhaA
^^nknk th] nknk th] blesa fy[kk gS] ;fn
bu isM+kas dks gVkdj vki nslh ikS/ks ogk¡] ml
txg yxkrs gks rks ogk¡ ds LFkkfud tho okil
vk ldrs gSAa ;fn gesa [kwc gjh&Hkjh ?kkl
pkfg,] [kjxks'k pkfg,] canj Hkh ns[kus gS]a
tho&tarq ns[kus gSa vius ns'k esa rks bu isM+kas dks
gVkuk gh iM+xs kA** 'kkyw i<+dj crk jgh FkhA
^^eryc rks ;gh gqvk fd ;g isM+ LFkkfud
tkuojks]a if{k;ks]a tho&tarv
q ksa dh enn ugha
djrsA ,d le; Fkk gesa bu isM+kas dks gekjs
ns'k esa ykus dkA tYnh&tYnh ;s c<+rs gSAa c<+
x,] gekjs ou laiUu gq,] gjs Hkh gq,A ysfdu
gekjs ns'k dk i;kZoj.k cny x;kA nwf"kr gks
x;k gSA** firk th cksys tk jgs FksA
^^isM+] tkuoj] ?kkl] dhV] tho&tarq budk
pØ lary
q u fcxM+ x;k gSA blfy, gesa Hkh
^;wdsfyIVl gVkvks* ij lkspuk pkfg, ;k
ugha\ D;ksa 'kkyw\** firk th tksj&tksj ls g¡lus
yxsA ge Hkh mudh g¡lh esa 'kkfey gks x,A
158 lh@,2ch] if'pe fcgkj
ubZ fnYyh&110063
ikBd eap cqyfs Vu

iz;kx 'kqDy dh nks dfork,¡
[kk;k geus ,d larjk
[kk;k geus ,d larjk
FkksM+k&FkksM+k ihyk Fkk og
FkksM+k&FkksM+k gjk&gjk
[kk;k geus ,d larjk
FkksM+k&FkksM+k ehBk Fkk og
FkksM+k&FkksM+k [kV~Vk Fkk
FkksM+k&FkksM+k eksVk Fkk og
FkksM+k gV~Vk&dV~Vk Fkk
FkksM+k&FkksM+k lw[kk Fkk og
FkksM+k jl ls Hkjk&Hkjk
gk¡ HkkbZ] jl ls Hkjk&Hkjk
FkksM+k&FkksM+k ihyk Fkk og
FkksM+k&FkksM+k gjk&gjk
[kk;k geus ,d larjkA

,d fxygjh
,d fxygjh [kkrh fcLdqV
dqV dqV dqV dqV dqV dqV dqV
fQj og Hkkxh tkrh gS
nkSM+h Hkkxh tkrh gS
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isM+kas ij p<+ tkrh gS
mrj ogk¡ ls vkrh gS
>ViV >ViV >ViV >V
fQj FkksM+k lqLrkrh gS
fQj og fcLdqV [kkrh gS
fQj og Hkkxh tkrh gS
dqV dqV dqV dqV dqV dqV dqV
dqV dqV fcLdqV [kkrh gSA
prayagshukla@gmail.com
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igsfy;k¡
mn; Bkdqj

1-

NksVh&lh gS ij gS] cM+s dke dh
jko.k dh onhZ esa lsuk Jhjke dhA

2-

NksVh&lh eqfu;k
,d gh gkFk is
mBk yh lkjh nqfu;kA

3-

NksVk&lk ckyd] jlHkjh cksyh
vk¡xu esa ukps] jLlh tks [kksyhA

4-

lkjl dh Vk¡x]as mYyw&lh vk¡[k
Vk¡xksa ls dku idM+]s eq[k ls ukdA

5-

Mksjh ls ca/k x;k] rhj dkxt ltk deku is
;ks)k /kjrh ij [kMs+] ;q) vkleku esAa

6-

fdruh lkjh Fkh] vc de gks xbZ
jksr&s jksrs cspkjh [kRe gks xbZA

7-

,d 'kCn v¡xt
sz h dk] ,d gS fganqLrkuh
Qwyksa dk jktk gS ;g] lCth dh jkuhA

8-

nk¡r gS] tqcku ugha
lj gS] dku ugha
pyrh gS] tku ughaA

mÙkj % 1- dkyh elwj dh nky 2- ykSxa 3- yV~Vw
4- ,sud 5- irax 6- cQZ 7- QwyxksHkh 8- dkSM+h
9- [kjcwtk 10- eNyh
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9-

,d vuks[kk Qy ,slk gS
dSls dkVs ml ij Nik gSA

10-

;gh ek;dk gS] ;gh gS llqjky
ej tkÅ¡xh] ckgj u fudkyA

jksVjh Ldwy QkWj MsQ
jkeckx jksM] vackyk Nkouh ¼gfj;k.kk½
ikBd eap cqyfs Vu

xf.kr esa fnypLih txkus dk [ksy
gky gh esa ,d 'kke osLV dkYMosy] U;w tlhZ
dh ,d ykbczjs h esa itkek ikVhZ vk;ksftr dh
xbZA jktdqekjksa dh iks'kkd igus 20 NksVs
cPps pedhys tkuojksa ds fLVdj fxu jgs Fks
vkSj mUgsa ?kj esa cuk, x, pkSdksj cksMZ ij
fpidk jgs FksA
,LVªksfQftflLV ls ?kjsyw efgyk cuh ykjk
fcyksM;~ w vksojMsd bl utkjs dks xaHkhjrk ls
ns[k jgh FkhaA njvly] itkek ikVhZ dk
vkbfM;k mUgha dk FkkA og xSj&ykHkdkjh laLFkk
csMVkbe eSFk ¼lksus ls igys xf.kr dh f'k{kk½
dh laLFkkfidk gSAa

ykbczjs h rd gks pqdh gSA csMVkbe eSFk dk
QaMk lk/kkj.k gSA blesa jkst xf.kr ds loky
fn, tkrs gSAa
bUgsa rhu Jsf.k;ksa esa ck¡Vk x;k gSA igyk
^oh oal* izh&fdaMjxkVZu cPpksa ds fy, gSA
nwljk ^fyfVy fdM~l
~ * fdaMjxkVZu ls nwljh
d{kk rd vkSj rhljk ^fcx fdM~l
~ * nwljh
d{kk ls cM+s cPpksa ds fy, gSA
xf.kr ds loky dgkfu;ks]a igsfy;ksa ds
:i esa fn, tkrs gSAa tksM+] ?kVkok] xq.kk] Hkkx

ykjk pkgrh gSa fd cPps
vadksa ls I;kj djus yxsAa
mudk fe'ku gS fd cPpksa
dks jkr esa lksus ls igys
jkspd vankt esa xf.kr
fl[kkbZ tk,A
ykjk us ,d lky
igys ^csMVkbe eSFk*
uke dh lkbV ykWUp
dh FkhA vc bldk ,i
vkSj fdrkc cktkj esa
vkus okyh gSA
ykjk dh igq ¡ p
ves f jdk dh dbZ
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xf.kr dh f'k{kk fnypLi
vankt esa nsus ds xqj
crkrh gSA
ykjk dgrh gSa fd
ge xf.kr ds ckjs esa cPpksa
dks oS l k gh eglw l
djkuk pkgrs gSa tSlk [kkus
ds ckn os feBkbZ ds fy,
eglwl djrs gSAa

fl[kkus ds fy, dSMa h] P;qbxa xe] pkWdysV
tSls uke izrhd ds rkSj ij bLrseky gksrs gSa A
ykjk dks mEehn gS fd cPpksa dh ilan ds
ity xf.kr dks ysdj mudh vfuPNk dk
bykt gks ldrk gSA 'kks/k ls irk yxk gS fd
xf.kr esa cPps dh izoh.krk mldh 'kSf{kd
lQyrk dk ladrs nsrh gSA ysfdu] xf.kr esa
34 vkS|ksfxd ns'kksa esa vesfjdh Nk=k 25osa
LFkku ij gSAa
^eSFk QkWj yo* uked laLFkk pykus okyh
MSu fQUdsy dk dguk gS fd csMVkbe eSFk
izkt
s Ds V ij dbZ yksx dke dj jgs gSAa izkt
s Ds V
dk mn~n~ 's ; Ldwy igqp
¡ us ls igys gh cPpksa esa
xf.kr ds izfr #fp txkuk gSA
fl,Vy fLFkr MSu dh laLFkk f'k{kdksa dks
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fiNys lky Qjojh
esa ykjk us vius nksLrksa
vkSj fj'rsnkjksa dks xf.kr
i<+ u s ds fy, vius
ifjokj esa viuk, tk
jgs rjhds ds ckjs esa bZ&esy HkstkA
blds ckn ls 20]000 yksx muds jkstkuk
Hksts tkus okys lan's kksa ls tqM+ x, gSAa csMVkbe
eSFk esa ik¡p yksxksa dk LVkQ gSA
csMVkbe eSFk cPpksa ds dkS'ky dks c<+k
ldrk gSA fiNys fnuksa csMVkbe eSFk us U;w;kWdZ
esa xf.kr ds u, E;wft;e esa itkek ikVhZ dk
vk;kstu fd;k FkkA
blesa cPpksa dks ?kqekonkj jkLrksa ij
Vªkbfldy pykdj T;kseVs hª ds iz;ksx fl[kk,
x,A ogk¡ dksbZ 100 cPpksa us xeZ pkWdysV dh
pqfLd;k¡ ysdj ?kfM+;k¡ vkSj Mk;xzke cuk,A
nSfud HkkLdj esa izdkf'kr ,d fjiksVZ
ikBd eap cqyfs Vu

gkFkh dkdk
MkW- vfuy losjk

gkFkh dkdk! gkFkh dkdk!
dgk¡ [kks x, Fks\
D;k fpfM+;k ds ?kksl
a ys esa
Lkks x, Fks\
D;k fpfM+;k us pksp
a ekjh
tks jks jgs Fks\
D;k jks&jks :eky Hkhxk
/kks jgs Fks\
D;k ey&ey ufn;k esa
ugk jgs Fks\
D;k ;w¡ gh rqe ikuh
cgk jgs Fks\
D;k eLrh esa isM+kas dks
fgyk jgs Fks\
D;k nksLr&nq'euksa dks
feyk jgs Fks\
829] jktk xyh] txk/kjh
¼gfj;k.kk½
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My Page

Unto Reality
Cadet Suraj Kumar Verma

One day I sat beside my bed
Thinking about my life
Which was once like a rose bright red
By the caring sweet hands
Of my mother I was fed
I also remember myself as a child
Angry with cheeks fluffy red
I would be enraged
Without a reason in a second
And then my mother would undertake
Her task to make her ‘king’ happy
And my dear father
Would change my broken toys
And let me play with his beard
But times have passed
And days gone ahead
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Now as a young man
I remember them with a mood very sad
I remember the delicious sweets
And cakes she baked
I remember the stories
Of the princes and swords she said
I remember how she
Slept on the floor
And me on the fluffy bed
Now I am away from her
Toiling hard to move ahead
But now I know why she has
Put me away from her gentle shade
I am now an adjustable boy
With no anger in my head
I eat with a fork and knife
And sleep on a simple bed
Though it is a bit tough
I promise you dear mother
That I will always in my life
Take care that your head remains high!

Rashtriya Indian Military College
Dehradun-248003, Uttarakhand
ikBd eap cqyfs Vu

The Selfish Squirrel
Ramesh Chandra Dash
Spring season — trees were full of
flowers and fruits; birds were singing
songs happily and farmers were happy
and busy in leisure activities as they had
good harvest this time.
There was a mango tree near a
village pond. It was also full of mangoes.
There lived a squirrel. He thought that
these mangoes were his property. So he
decided that he would not give mangoes
to anybody. He hid all the mangoes
behind the leaves. Seeing the selfishness
of the squirrel the tree felt unhappy.
The tree compared the inherent
qualities of a squirrel with that of a man.
The tree thought that man is his best
friend. Without the help of man he could
not survive a moment. He also saw an
army of ants scrawling on his trunk. He
praised the ants because they are the
most disciplined animals who work hard.
Seeing ants, the tree realised that a
strong will never fails. He must do
something to teach squirrel a lesson. So
he requested Sun to put his rays on the
mangoes to make them ripe. The Sun
granted him his wish. Then he requested
wind to blow over the mangoes to
loosen their grip to make them fall on
the ground. The wind did accordingly.
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Then the mangoes fell down. People
became happy to get them. Ants and
other animals were also happy. A good
number of mangoes fell down from the
tree but the squirrel had to jump from
one place to another to get hold of
mangoes. He was disappointed as he
could not get a single piece. He left the
tree in search of food and repented his
foolishness.
Gorual U P School
PO-Gorual, Brahmagiri
Puri (Odisha)
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[kqn djds ns[kks

Qksu uacj iwNks] mez crk nks
vkboj ;wf'k,y

Qksu uacj iwNdj lgh mez dk irk dSls
pysxk] ;g tkuus ds fy, rjdhc ge rqEgsa
fl[kk, nsrs gSAa
lcls igys rks rqe vius fdlh lkFkh ls
mldk Qksu uacj iwNks vkSj lkFk gh mlls bl
uacj dks fdlh dkxt ij fy[k ysus dks dgksA
tc og uacj fy[k ys rks mls dgks fd nkfguh
vksj ls pkj vad NksM+dj og ckdh dks dkV
nsA
blds ckn cps gq, pkj vadksa dks
myV&iyVdj ,d ubZ la[;k cukus ds fy,
cksyks vius bl nksLr dks] vkSj lkFk gh ;g Hkh
fd ubZ la[;k cukus ds ckn cM+h la[;k esa ls
NksVh dks ?kVk nsA
bl rjg urhts ds rkSj ij tks la[;k feys
mlds lkjs vadksa dk vc ;ksx fudkyuk gS
rqEgkjs lkFkh dksA gks ldrk gS fd ;ksxQy
fQj ls nks vadksa okyh la[;k gksA ,slk gksus ij
budks Hkh tksM+uk iM+xs k] rkfd var esa urhtk
flQZ ,d vad esa feysA bl urhts esa rqEgkjs
nksLr dks 7 tksM+uk gksxkA
blds ckn vius lkFkh dks rqEgsa ;g dguk
gksxk fd og vius tUe ds o"kZ ds vkf[kjh nks
vad ¼;kuh nkfguh vksj okys igys nks½ bl
la[;k esa tksM+s vkSj fQj bl rjg var esa feyh
la[;k rqEgsa crk nsA
rqe eu&gh&eu bl la[;k esa ls 16
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?kVkvksxs rks rqEgsa vius lkFkh ds tUe dk o"kZ
fey tk,xk] ftlls mldh mez dk irk vklkuh
ls yxk;k tk ldrk gSA
eku yks] rqEgkjs lkFkh dk VsyhQksu uacj
gS&272856
nkfguh vksj ls dsoy pkj vad ysus ij
2856
rqEgkjk lkFkh bu 4 vadksa ls tks ubZ la[;k
cukrk gS og gS ¼eku yks½ 6852
cM+h esa ls NksVh ?kVkus ij
6852&2856 ¾ 3996
bl la[;k ds lkjs vadksa dk ;ksx %
3 + 9 + 9 + 6 ¾ 27( 2 + 7 ¾ 9
7 tksM+us ij 9 + 7 ¾ 16
lkFkh }kjk vius tUe okys o"kZ ds vkf[kjh
nks vad tksM+us ij ¼eku yks og o"kZ gS
1981&16 + 81 ¾ 97
bl rjg lkjk xf.kr pqipki [kqn djus
ds ckn rqEgkjs fe=k }kjk 97 dh la[;k rqEgsa
crk, tkus ij rqe eu&gh&eu blesa ls 16
?kVk nksxAs 97&16 ¾ 81
vkSj yks] mlds tUe dk o"kZ rqEgsa fey
x;kA vc gekjs rjdhc crk, fcuk rqe mez
dh x.kuk rks dj gh yksxAs
lh&203] d`".kk dkm.Vh
jkeiqj uSuhrky] feuh ckbZikl
cjsyh&243122 ¼m-iz-½
ikBd eap cqyfs Vu

iqLrd leh{kk

gosyh dk jgL;
nks HkkbZ] dey vkSj foey vius firk ds lkFk
esyk ?kweus x,] ysfdu ifjfLFkfr;k¡ dqN ,slh
cuha fd os ogk¡ dh ,d igkM+h ij cuh gosyh
esa py jgh vkradoknh xfrfof/k;ksa dks mtkxj
dj ghjks cu x,A bl dke esa mudh cgu
fiadh vkSj nksLr 'k'kkad dk Hkh lkFk jgkA dSls
;s fd'kksj o; dh vksj c<+rs cPps ?kwers&?kwers
ml igkM+h rd igqp¡ x, vkSj ogk¡ ce&ck:n
dk t[khjk ns[k iqfyl dks [kcj dh ;g lc
?kVukØe cM+s gh jkspd vankt esa iqLrd esa
fy[kk x;k gSA ,d lkglHkjh jksekapiw.kZ xkFkk
ls Hkjh iqLrdA

gosyh dk jgL;
lqdhfrZ HkVukxj
jk"Vªh; iqLrd U;kl] Hkkjr
` 60-00

uV[kV dqIiw ds vtc&vuks[ks dkjukes
pkSchl v/;k;ksa esa uV[kV dqIiw ds vtc&xtc
dkjukeksa dks jkspd <ax ls] fdarq ljy Hkk"kk
esa ofj"B ys[kd }kjk bl rjg latks;k x;k gS
fd ;g iwjh fdrkc ,d /kkjkokfgd miU;kl
tSlh cu xbZ gSA dqIiw dHkh [ksy ds eSnku esa
gksrk gS rks dHkh csYV yxh dqjlh ij vkdk'k
dh lSj djrk gSA dHkh og xqykch ns'k igqp
¡a
tkrk gS tgk¡ lc dqN xqykch&gh&xqykch gksrk
gSA ljl] jkspd vkSj etsnkj iqLrd] ftls
i<+uk vkuane; yxrk gSA
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uV[kV dqIiw
ds vtc&vuks[ks dkjukes
izdk'k euq
jk"Vªh; iqLrd U;kl] Hkkjr
` 110-00
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