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Facing the sea with a Book

Saffronicious and rare 

I see the rain outside 
The silence of the moment reminds me of 
A quarrel with my friend last night

Was it he or was it me

To be blamed?

It's like pondering; is a zebra black on white

Or white on black?

Lost in deep thought 

I think all that I can

As the raindrops mingle with the sea

What exactly is the essence of life?

Zebralicious!!!

 Life’s banquet is delicious in black and white

The flavours of life consume me

Cake wouldn't be as sweet

 If eaten day and night

Nor would so good be life

If each day brought the same light

Some sunny days 

Some moonless nights

Are the flavours of life

Bitter, sweet, salty, sour

They‘re all here to make you smile

Maybe in ways

Not direct at times

So teach those buds in your minds

To savour the many flavours of life

For instance the books around 

Just like this one

Often offer a hub of themes

And thus a flavour spectrum

Like the eyes of my dog

With Imlicious love to offer

A sweet sour tingle 

As he cuddles on my lap

Carte de Menu



3

There is reminiscence of Life experiences

Chocolicious

For a crunchy sweet nudge

Happy and honeyed good

Escaping into dreams more often

In realms of Mystery and Adventure

Adding spicy thrills

Like an interesting Peppericious flavour

As we grow 

And our interests develop differently

Spicy turns to tangy

And adventure to thrill and mystery

A man of high Morals

Is a man of character

We gain as we grow

Through experiences Karelacious

Like education makes us

 Honest, good and kind

Service is the essence

The salt of life

And like all your hard work and 
selflessness

Sums up to a Career Fruiticious

 Combination of all these

Distinctive flavours

Make up a life platter 

With realisation and thought

It occurred to me in time

That did it really matter

Was it his mistake or mine?

I picked up my phone 

And quickly apologised

And then we became again

Close friends for life

For life is a banquet

For each to add a flavour

And we can make it sumptuous

Only if we believe we can...
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Imlicious
For a sweet and sour tingle....

The world is so full of life, 
Of creatures great and small 

The beauty of Nature lies in them 
The little Birds, Animals and all

Like the essence of vinegar  
Sometimes sour sometimes mild

Are the different creatures 
Some passive and some wild.

They complete and beautify  
Their life so raw so pure 

Playing infinite little roles around 
The Jungle Book of Rudyard Kipling 
Or the profound Panchatantra series

The delight of little minds 
Who cherish such Imlicious tales
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Pass It Up 

By the big red barn, in 
the green field, there 
was a little pink Pig 

learning to squeal. He was 
all bored and tired so he 
thought of playing a game. 

He went to his friend the 
Rooster and said in his ears, 

‘Oink’ and told him not 
to pass what he said to any 
other animal on the farm. 

The Rooster went to 
his friend the Cow and 
whispered, “Oink a doodle” 
into her ears and asked her 
to keep it a secret. 

The Cow went to her 
friend Crow and told him he 

had something to tell him 
about the Pig, 

“Oink a doodle moo”. She 
said this into his ears and 
asked him to keep it a secret. 

The Crow went to his 
friend the Horse and told 
him he had something to 
tell him about the Pig, 

“Oink a doodle moo caw”. 
He said this into his ears and 
asked him to keep it a secret. 

The Horse went to his 
friend Sheep and told her 
that he had something to 
tell her about the Pig, 

“Oink a doodle moo caw 

neigh”. He said this into her 
ears and asked her to keep it 
a secret. 

The Sheep went to her 
friend the Cat and told her 
that she had something to 

tell her about the Pig, 

“Oink a doodle 
moo caw neigh baa”. 
She said this into her 
ears and asked her to 
keep it a secret. 

The Cat went to 
her friend the Dog 
and told him that he 
had something to tell 
him about the Pig,

“Oink a doodle 
moo caw neigh baa 
meow”. She said 
this into his ears and 
asked him to keep it 
a secret. 

The Dog went to 
his friend Pig and told him 
that he had heard a secret 
about him. The Pig asked 
him what had he heard . 

The dog said,“Oink a 
doodle moo caw neigh baa 
meow bow”. 

The Pig rolled on the floor 
laughing at how a silly thing 
started by him had turned 
into a big silly story. 

��Students of Nursery - A
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Who Wins The Race?

The Cheetah was once well known 
for his speed. Every day the Cheetah 
would run and show his speed to all 

the animals in the jungle. When he did 

that all the animals smiled at him. Soon 
the Cheetah became very proud of himself. 
He would not talk to any other animal. The 
animals did not like it. The next time the 
Cheetah ran and showed his speed, all the 
animals ran away. 

So the Cheetah shouted saying, “You are 
jealous of my quality. Let us have a race.” 

All the animals agreed to have a race. 
However, they were worried to lose it. A fairy 
appeared and asked the snail to join the race 
and that to have the race on the hills. Soon the 

day of the race came. All the animals started 
running. As usual, the Cheetah was very fast. 
It was amazing to see the snail moving at a 
slow pace and then rolling over the hill like a 
wheel and reaching the winning line first. The 
Cheetah was no more proud and understood 
that everyone is great in ones own way. 

��Students of Nursery - B
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It was a hot summer day. 
Two children named Poo 
and Penny were going to 

a park to play. Since it was 
hot there was no one playing 
there. Poo and Penny went 
on the slides and the merry-
go-round. They were having 
a good time but they soon 
got tired. They looked 
around but saw only garbage 
everywhere. They felt very 
sad. There was a big dustbin 
in the park but still the 
people littered around not 
using it. They both decided 
to pick the litter and throw 
it in the dustbin. Due to 

the heat they got extremely 
tired. They thought of taking 
some rest. There were a few 
trees in the park. Looking for 
some shelter from the hot 
sun, they saw a tree with big 
leaves and branches spread 
out like an umbrella. They 
placed their belongings on 
the ground and sat in the 
cool thick shade of the tree. 

After taking some rest, 
Poo said to Penny, “What 
a useless tree it is! It has no 
fruits at all.” 

Hearing this, the tree felt 

very sad and started crying. 
It said “You are so ungrateful, 
on one hand, you are taking 
shelter in my cool shade 
from the heat of the sun and 
on the other hand, you are 
calling me useless. Go away 
from here”. 

Poo and Penny felt sorry 
for what they had said. 
They accepted their mistake 
and said sorry to the tree. 
They even said thank you. 
Hearing it, the tree had a big 
smile on its face.

��Students of Nursery - C

Say Thank You When Others Help You                             
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Once upon a time in a jungle, 
a lion was in a very good 
mood. So, he went to 

different animals to hear his praises. 
First he went to a rabbit living in a 
burrow. 

The Lion asked him, “Tell me who 
is the king of the jungle?” 

The Rabbit replied, “You, Mr. Lion, 
you are the king of the jungle.” 

The Lion became very happy. He 
gave carrots to the rabbit. Then he 
went to the Bear and asked him the 
same question. The Bear also gave 
the same reply. The Lion became 
happier. He gave fresh honey to the 
Bear. Then he went to the Elephant. 
The Elephant was not in a good 
mood that day because he had a 
toothache. 

The Lion went in front of him and 

asked, “Tell me who is the king of 
the jungle ?” The Elephant turned 
his face away. 

The Lion again went close to him 
and asked him, “Tell me who is the 
king of the jungle ?” The elephant 
became very furious and picked up 
the Lion in his trunk and threw him 
on the ground. The Lion was badly 

injured. The Lion got up and went 
limping to the elephant.

 He said in a low voice “If you 
didn’t know the answer, you should 
have asked me. It’s Ok! You don’t 
need to feel bad about it but why did 
you throw me?” 

The Elephant started laughing 
hearing this and his toothache 
vanished. Thereafter, they became 
very good friends.

��Students of Nursery - D
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There was a jungle named Jumbroo . In 
it lived a huge lion named Jo-Jo. He 
was as big as two lions. So he ate many 

animals at a time. All the other animals of 

the jungle were very scared of him. One day 
lots of people came to the jungle to hunt. 
They caught many animals and birds to 
sell them. The jungle was very dense and 
so they also cut many trees . In a few days, 
they had killed and caught many animals 
and cut many trees. This made the jungle 
very scanty. Eventually, there were a very 
few animals left. Jo-Jo could not hunt many 
animals to eat. This made him starve and he 

started becoming thinner and thinner day 
by day. The people continued hunting and 
cutting the trees. They also started living in 
the jungle. Soon the jungle looked like a city 

with people living around. Only Jo-Jo and 
a very few animals were left. Where would 
they go ? Circus? Zoo? No! No! That would 
be so cruel! 

 Shouldn’t we take a vow to protect our 
environment and the animals on our 
planet?

��Students of Nursery - E

The Animal World
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Once upon a time in a jungle 
there were two friends. One 
was a kind-hearted monkey 

and the other was a clever and 
wicked fox. The monkey always used 
to tell the fox to help others but the 
fox never listened to him. He liked 
to play pranks and disturb everyone. 
One day, the king announced a race 
amongst the animals of the jungle. 
During the race, the monkey and 
the fox heard a peacock crying in 
pain. They stopped and went to the 
peacock and saw that its feathers 

were tangled in a bush and he was 
not able to free himself. The monkey 
told the fox to stop and help the 
peacock. The fox refused and ran 
ahead. However, the monkey helped 
the peacock. Meanwhile, in trying 
to run fast, the fox tumbled and fell 
off the cliff and hurt himself. On 
the other hand, the monkey helped 
the peacock and won the race also. 
Thereafter, the monkey and peacock 
became very good friends.

��Students of Nursery - F

The Helpful Monkey
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Once in a village, a 
few villagers were 
sitting and discussing 

amongst themselves. The 
first villager said, “There are 
many families in our village 
and so we need some more 
place to build houses.” 

The second villager said, 
“We will have to cut down 
the trees of the nearby forest, 
so that we can build houses.” 

They all agreed to this. 
They started cutting down the 
forest. The animals were very 
sad seeing their home being 
destroyed. The animals were 

talking amongst themselves. 

The Deer said “If these 
villagers keep cutting our 
forest where will we live?” 

The Monkey said “You’re 
right we will have to save 
our forest because this is our 
home, but how?” 

The animals decided to go 
to the villagers and request 
them not to cut down the 
forest. 

They went to the villagers 
and pleaded, “We are here to 
request you not to cut down 

our forest because it’s the 
only place where we can live 
peacefully with our families. 
If you destroy the forest we 
will have no place to live 
and no food to eat, all of us 
will die one by one. Also, the 
trees are very important for 
you human beings too.” 

Hearing this, the villagers 
said “We are sorry to destroy 
your forest, your homes. 
We shall not cut down the 
trees anymore. You and your 
families can live happily and 
peacefully in the forest”. 

��Students of Nursery - G

Live and Let Live
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Raga a cute baby elephant had no 
friends. Every day he played alone 
and used to get bored. He wanted 

someone to play with. One day he went 
to a lake for a swim, and he saw many 
monkeys playing cricket there. 

Raga came out of the water and 
asked, “Can I play with you, please.”  

All the monkeys made fun of the 
baby elephant, saying, “You have a 
very big nose. You cannot play with 
us. You look very funny.” 

Raga was sad.  He stood quietly and 
watched the monkeys at play. 

Suddenly he heard, “Help, somebody 
help”. 

Raga quickly rushed to help. He 
saw a monkey had fallen into the 
lake. Raga got an idea. He put his long 
nose in and the monkey caught hold 
of it. Raga then pulled the monkey 
out. 

The monkey thanked Raga saying, 
“It’s your long nose that has saved me 
today.” All the monkeys were sorry for 
being rude to Raga. Thereafter, they all 
became friends.

��Students of Nursery - H
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The Great Escape

Rahul was excited as the day of circus 
had arrived. Rahul loved circus. It was 
so much fun. In the evening he was 

at the huge red and white stripped tent of 
Rambo Circus. 

A man inside 
the tent 
dressed 
in 

black 
shouted, “Good evening 
ladies and gentlemen.” 

Mother told Rahul that he was the 
ringmaster. The lights grew brighter and the 
show began. Up in the air they saw a man 
and a woman acrobat balancing on a swing. 
Suddenly, a side door banged open and in 

came six huge and ferocious lions with their 
trainer. Rahul was amazed to see the trainer 
put his head into the biggest lion’s mouth 
holding its teeth with his hands. He also saw 
animals like the bear dancing on a ball, the 
monkeys swinging around in the air just like 

the acrobats and a few dogs riding on 
cute tricycles. Finally, the elephants 

came into the ring. Three 
enormous grey elephants 

and one baby elephant 
were seen. The baby 

elephant balancing 
on one leg, played 
a lot of tricks. Rahul 

was enthralled seeing 
the animals perform. 
Finally, the show 
ended and it was time 
for Rahul to leave. 
Before leaving Rahul 
wanted to see the 
baby elephant again. 
So, he somehow 
managed to reach 
the place where all 
the animals were 
kept in the cages. 
He was very shocked 

and surprised to 
see the animals 
chained up in the 

cages. The animals 
looked sad and tired. 

Rahul decided to free them. 
One after the other, Rahul opened the cages 
of all the animals. A complete chaos set in. 
The cirus people ran after the animals to 
capture them but could not succeed. All the 
animals escaped into a jungle close by and 
were never to be seen again.

� Students of Nursery - I
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“To market”, Babloo read on 
the signboard and went 
ahead trotting casually. 

As soon as he reached the market he 
saw bright red apples and his mouth 
started watering and his tongue 
lolled out. He asked the shopkeeper 
to give him a dozen apples. He 
collected them but didn’t have a 
bag. He held the apples in his hand 
but it was in vain. One by one all the 
apples started rolling down. Babloo 
began to cry. He actually regretted 
not bringing a bag. If only, an animal 
friend of his could help him, was all 
he wanted. Luckily for him, Hoppy, 
the kangaroo, saw him crying and 
was rather puzzled to see the always 
happy Babloo crying. 

Curiously Hoppy asked, “Why are 
you crying?” 

“I don’t have a bag. How will I carry 
my lovely apples home?” inquired 
Babloo sadly. 

“Don’t worry. I have an idea,” 
said Hoppy. He took the apples one 
by one and put them in his pouch. 
Babloo watched him in absolute 
amazement. Seeing his apples safely 
packed in Hoppy’s pouch, he was 
very happy. He clapped his hands 
excitedly. 

Suddenly he thought, “If we 
humans too were born with a pouch 
like that of a kangaroo, we wouldn’t 
be using polybags. We would not 
have been polluting Nature.”

��Students of Nursery - J

Kangaroo V/S Polybags …Who Wins ?
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Friends Forever

One day Rahul and Siya went to 
the fruit and vegetable market. 
There they saw that the fruits and 

vegetables were talking to one another. 
At one of the fruits and vegetables shop 
they overheard an interesting conversation 
between a Carrot and a Tomato.

The Carrot asked the Tomato, “Why didn’t 
you attend Pineapple’s Party?” 

The Tomato replied, “I was ill since two 
days so I did not know about the party”. 

The Tomato questioned, “Why did 
Pineapple give a party?” 

The Carrot answered, “Oh! There is a 
story behind this. Listen carefully! Last 
Thursday early morning when we had all 
just settled down in the market, all of a 
sudden we saw that Pineapple and Mango 
were quarrelling.”

The Tomato asked, “Why were they 
quarrelling?” 

 The Carrot continued, “They were 
fighting because Pineapple used to tease 

Mango everyday saying that Mango looked 
smaller than him.”

 Just then a boy came there to buy 
strawberries.

The mango told the boy, “Please take this 
Pineapple as he harasses me a lot.” 

The boy however took the 
strawberries and went away. Pineapple 
was very angry and gave Mango a 
punch on his face. Mango started 
crying and his forehead was also 
bleeding. When Pineapple saw this he 
felt very bad and brought the first aid 
box. He cleaned Mango’s forehead, 
applied medicine and put a bandage 
on it. Pineapple and Mango both 
realized their mistakes and said sorry 
to each other. Pineapple also planned 
for a surprise party and invited all 
the fruits and vegetables including 

Mango. Pineapple and the potato decorated 
the house with balloons.

Everyone came to the party but Pineapple 
was waiting for Mango to come. They were 
all enjoying the party. Strawberry brought 
a chocolate cake for Pineapple and Mango. 
Pineapple thanked the strawberry for such a 
delicious cake. At last, Mango arrived at the 
party. Pineapple was very happy. Pineapple 
promised Mango that he would never ever 
fight with him and be his best friend forever. 
Mango also promised the same. Everyone 
enjoyed playing games, dancing and eating 
the different types of snacks in the party. 
Listening to the story of Pineapple and 
Mango, Tomato also promised that he would 
also not quarrel with anyone and be friendly 
with everyone.

��Students of Prep-A
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The Rat went to see the World

Once there was a small rat who went 
out to see the world. As he was 
passing through the mountains he 

met a butterfly. 

The rat asked the butterfly, “Will you 
come with me to see the world?”

The butterfly refused as she had some 
work. The rat started walking ahead through 
the meadows and there he met a honeybee.

 He asked the honeybee, “Will you come 
with me to see the world?”

The honey bee replied, “I would love too, 
but I have to search for food.”

 So the rat went ahead where he came near 
a pond. There he met some frogs. 

He asked them, “Will you come with me 
to see the world?”

The frogs also said, “No, we have to search 
for food.” 

The rat went further. He found some ants 
near the tree. They too were busy collecting 
food. The rat went ahead. He found a wall. 
There he met a spider. 

He asked the spider, ‘Will you come with 
me to see the world?’

The spider replied, “No, I cannot as I have 
to spin my web.”

Sadly the rat went ahead as no one was 
ready to go with him. Moving ahead he 
found a big orange cat. 

He asked the cat, “Will you come with me 
to see the world?” 

The cat replied, “Not now as I have found 
my food and I am not going to let you go.”

Hearing this, the rat got frightened and 
ran away saying, ‘I have seen the whole 
world now and I need to go home soon.’ 

Running through the bushes and the 
bridge, the meadows and mountains he 
safely reached home.

��Students of Prep-B
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A ladybug and a 
honeybee lived 
together in a house. 

They were very good friends. 
One day it so happened 
that the honeybee felt 
very thirsty. So she went 
in search of water. At last, 
she found a well with lot of 
water in it. As she went to 
drink she suddenly, fell and 
was about to be drowned in 
the water. The ladybug who 
had followed her saw this. 
She quickly, slipped into the 
water and saved her.

One day when the lady 

bug was moving around in 
the house a boy tried to hit 
her. The honey bee on seeing 
this immediately stung the 
hand of the boy. The boy 
screamed and the honey bee 

took the lady bug and flew 
away. Thus, the ladybug was 
saved.

� Students of Prep-D.
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TRIP TO THE MOON

Let’s do something adventurous. Let’s 
go on a trip to the MOON. Wow 
isn’t it exciting!! So the spacecraft 

PREP- F is launched which would take us 
to the moon and our imagination would 
be a reality. Yes, all the preparations are 
done and finally the day has arrived for 
our departure to the moon. We girls, all 

dressed as astronauts ready with oxygen 
cylinders set off with the countdown 
10...9...8...7….6….5….4…3…2….1….into 
space. It is all very thrilling; it is like a 
dream come true. In space we come across 
Stars, Planets, and the Milky Way. We see 
Mercury, Venus, Mars, Jupiter, Saturn, 
Uranus, Neptune, Pluto and to our surprise, 
the Earth looks so small like a sphere. 
Finally our spaceship lands on the Moon. 

We put our first step on the Moon. It 
has a rough surface full of Craters (big big 

holes). Due to less pulling down force we 
jump to reach from one spot to another. 
We are really enjoying ourselves. But our 
enjoyment did not last long, one of us lose 
balance and is about to fall in a crater, but 
luckily she catches hold of her friend’s 
hand who pulls her out and saves her life. 
We are happy that our friend is saved but 

that is not 
enough. The 
moment 
we turn 
back, to our 
surprise we 
see a big 
army of 
Aliens. They 
are not very 
happy to see 
us. We try to 
be friendly 
with them 
but they 
do not 
understand 
our 
language 
and capture 
us and keep 
us in prison. 

On the Earth the boys are worried because 
we do not return. They leave to look for us. 
They come to the Moon where they see 
the spacecraft P-F. They are sure that we 
girls are here on the Moon and something 
is wrong. As soon as they land they see 
the Aliens rushing towards them to attack 
them. So they also take out their weapons 
to fight. But Aliens are stronger than them. 
There is a tough fight between. Finally, our 
team wins the battle and we are rescued. 

��Students of Prep-F
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Once upon a time there was a big 
forest. In this forest there were four 
friends. A deer, a crow, a mouse and 

a turtle. They all were having a great time 
but all of a sudden the crow saw a hunter 

coming towards them. The crow warned 
his friends to run. The deer quickly ran 
into the forest, the mouse went inside his 
hole, the crow flew away in the sky and the 
turtle started moving slowly towards the 
river. But unfortunately, he was caught in 
the hunter’s net. The crow was watching 
all this. He immediately informed his other 
two friends. They met and discussed how to 

free their friend, the turtle. They got an idea. 
The deer acted as if he was sleeping. The 
hunter saw him. He slowly went to get his 
net. Meanwhile the mouse ran to his friend, 
the turtle and started cutting the net with 

his sharp teeth. With the help of the mouse 
the turtle was free now and he quickly went 
inside the river. The mouse again went to his 
hole and the crow flew away in the sky. The 
crow gave a signal to the deer who also ran 
away before the hunter could return. Thus, 
the hunter lost both the turtle and the deer.

��Students of Prep-G
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No to Zoos

A girl and boy named Meera and Shyam 
went to the zoo. They reached the 
first cage where they saw the monkeys 

sitting on a branch of a tree.

They heard the monkeys conversing with 
each other, “We love bananas but we get 
the same food everyday. We feel bad when 
nobody looks after us. People make fun of 
us, watch us and move ahead.”

Then they went to the second cage where 
they hear peacocks saying,  “This cage is very 
small for us, we want to go back to our forest, 
so that we can move and dance whenever we 
feel like it.”

They went ahead and heard the lions saying, 
“Being the King of the forest why are we kept 
in such a small cage? We are not even getting 
sufficient food, place, good surrounding, or 
any other animal around us.”

Then they saw trees talking to each other. 
The big tree was very sad and it told the 
small one, “I don’t like being here as no 
animals are around me, I don’t have a good 
company, I feel lonely here. “

After hearing all that the children felt that 
those living creatures too had a right to live 
freely and they wanted to help them.

After the visit the kids had a wonderful 
idea. 

They said, “Let’s create a park for them 
where there is more space and the best 
surrounding. Let us break the captivity of 
innocent animals and make them free by 
making a national park for them where they 
can be looked after properly as well as live 
with freedom.”

��Students of Prep-H
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Sita a small girl stayed near a village 
named Gorakhpur. She used to stay 
with her parents in a small hut outside 

the village. She had no friends to play with. 
Every time when she saw children playing 
together she would be sad. One day she was 
sitting all alone under a tree. There were 
many small plants and trees around. The 

caterpillars, insects, butterflies and birds 
were all moving and having fun. Flowers 
and plants were talking to one another. The 
trees were busy merry making. 

All of a sudden a butterfly flew near Sita 
and asked her why she was sad. She replied 
with a heavy heart that she had no friends to 

talk to and play with. 
So all of them got 
together and decided 
that they should help 
the small girl. All of 
them came to her and 
asked her whether she 
would like being their 
friend and play with 
them. 

Sita, on hearing 
this was very happy 
and immediately 
agreed to be friends 
with them and to 
play with them. That 
day she played with 
them and had fun. 
Now she had friends 
with whom she could 
play. That evening 
when she went back 
home she told her 
parents all that had 
happened and that 
she had found some 
new friends to play 
with. Since that day 
she has been going to 
play with them every 
day. Thereafter, she 
was never sad.

�� Students 
of Prep-I        
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Once upon a time in 
a forest there lived 
a lion king with his 

cub named Raj.

One day Raj was planning 
for his birthday party. He 
decided to call every animal 
of the forest to his party.

A day before his birthday 
Raj started distributing the 
invitation cards to everyone. 
However, no one was happy 
as the invitation given to 
them was very rude. 

The card said, ‘It’s the 
King’s son’s birthday so you 
have to be there on time and 
do bring gifts along with 
you, if any one misses the 
party they’ll be punished by 
the king.’

The next day Raj made all 
the arrangements for the 
party. Everyone was there 
on time with the gifts but 
they were not enjoying 
themselves. They were there 
because they were afraid of 
the king. The party was a 

complete flop. Raj was upset. 
He went to his Dad and told 
all that had happened in 
the party. The king told Raj 
that if he remains rude to his 
friends and scare them he 
would lose them forever and 
become lonely. 

The next day Raj met all 
his friends and apologized to 
them for being rude. Things 
got normal and he got back 
his friends forever. 

��Students of Prep-J
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Once upon a time there were two 
friends, a peacock and a crow. They 
enjoyed the rainy season very much. 

The peacock danced and the crow enjoyed 
watching him dance. One day the sun was 
shining brightly in the sky. 

The peacock said, “ Come my friend let’s 
play.” The crow replied, “ But I am very 
thirsty. Let’s go to the river to drink water.” 

They both went to the river to drink water. 
As the peacock was drinking water he saw 
the reflection of his beautiful feathers. 

He said, “Look at my colourful feathers. 
They are so beautiful. Your feathers are dull 

and black.” The crow was very sad to hear 
this but did not say anything. The next 
day both the friends were busy playing 
under the tree. Somebody was watching 
them. Do you know who he was? He was 
a hunter.

The hunter thought, “If I will catch this 
beautiful peacock and sell its feathers I will 
earn lots of money.” 

The hunter caught the peacock and took 
him along. The crow was saved because of 
his dull and black feathers.

��Students of I-A
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Unity In 
Diversity

Once upon a time there 
were some animals 
living happily in a 

jungle. All these animals 
whether big or small, used to 
eat, sing and dance together. 
The Lion who was the King 
of the jungle was very good 
and kind to them. He always 
used to stay with them. 
Suddenly, one day a group of 

four Cheetahs entered that 
jungle and started killing 
and eating the animals. As 
they were very strong they 
were not even afraid of the 
King. All the animals were 
very scared of them and 
they started hiding to save 
their lives. So the cheetahs 
divided themselves in 
four directions and started 

hunting the animals as it was 
easy for them to attack. This 
continued for some days. 
The animals were getting 
killed one after the other. 
So, one night all the animals 
decided to make a plan to get 
rid of those wicked Cheetahs. 
Next morning all of them sat 
together in one big group. 
As they all knew that the 
Cheetahs would come one 
after the other they made a 
plan to attack in a group. As 
soon as they saw the first one 
coming, all of them attacked 
together and killed him. 
They did the same thing 
with the other three of them 
and finally all the Cheetahs 
were dead. All of them were 
very happy as they all were 
once again free and safe. 
They all started dancing and 
singing and celebrated their 
victory. They really missed 
their friends who were killed 
by the Cheetahs. Finally 
they realized that unity has 
great strength. Thereafter, 
they lived happily together.

��Students of  Class I-B
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Once there was a baby 
bear. He lived with his 
parents. One day his 

parents were going to town. 

So they told the baby bear, 
“Don’t go into the jungle 
alone. There are tigers. They 
will eat you up.” 

The baby bear was very 
naughty. After some time he 
thought, “I will go into the 
jungle. I will go only for a 
short time. There is no tiger 
there. I will have some fun 
and look for some honey. 
Oh! honey is so tasty.” 

So the baby bear went out 
of his house. He went into 
the jungle. There he met a 
monkey. The monkey had a 
long tail. The monkey gave 
him some bananas. The 
bear was very happy. Then 
he met a bunny rabbit. The 
bunny rabbit had long ears. 
He gave him some carrots. 
Then the bear met colourful 
birds. The birds gave him 
some cherries. The baby 
bear met a turtle. The turtle 
took him for a river ride on 
his back and gave him water 
to drink. He had lots of fun. 
He played a lot of games. 

Baby Bear’s 
Visit To A 
Jungle 

The bear thought that the 
jungle was so nice. He would 
go there every day. Suddenly, 
when all the animals were 
playing peek-a-boo, the 
baby bear saw a tiger. The 
tiger had yellow and black 
stripes. The tiger saw the 
baby bear. He growled. The 
baby bear was afraid and 
cried for help. The tiger was 
about to catch the baby bear. 
Just then a huge elephant 

came, he picked and threw 
away the tiger with its long 
trunk. The elephant saved 
the bear’s life. The bear was 
very happy. The baby bear 
sat on the elephant’s back 
and reached home safely. He 
thought, “My parents were 
right. I didn’t listen to them. 
I will not be naughty again. I 
will listen to my parents.”

� Students  of Class I C
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It was Christmas vacation. 
Abhi’s family decided to 
go on a holiday. This was 

the first time he was going 
to travel by an airplane. 
He was very excited as 
he boarded the plane. 
Suddenly, the plane was 
caught in a thunder storm. 
The passengers started 
jumping off the plane with 
their parachutes but Abhi 
was scared of jumping from 
such a height. At last, he also 
jumped to save his life. Abhi 
landed with the crashed 
plane in the jungle all alone. 

He was very scared of the 
wild animals. He hid himself 
behind the plane. Suddenly, 
some monkeys surrounded 
him. He was very frightened 
but to his surprise the 
monkeys gave him bananas 
to eat. The monkeys also 
helped him in arranging 
wood around him to hide 
and save himself from the 
wild animals. Abhi thought 
if they came, he would give 
them some fish to eat. So 
he caught some fish and 
put them in a suitcase after 
filling it with water. Then he 

lit all the wood and sat there 
safely remembering his 
teacher’s words. As he had 
expected, the wild animals 
came but he was able to save 
himself from them. With 
the sun’s first rays he saw his 
parents coming looking for 
him. He was delighted and 
very relieved to see them. He 
ran and hugged his parents 
who were also very happy to 
see him alive and safe.

� Students of  Class I-D
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Once there was a big forest. All the 
animals of the forest lived happily 
together. One day they saw a few 

men coming to the forest and cutting down 

the trees. The men were talking amongst 
themselves that after cutting the trees, they 
would build a big township. Immediately, 
all the animals gathered together and went 
to their king. The lion heard them and was 
worried but he decided to speak to the chief 
of the wood cutters.

Next morning the lion went there and 
said, “Like you, we also require a place to 
live. If you cut the trees there will be no 
forests. Where will we animals go? Soon we 

animals will be extinct.” The chief felt that 
the animals were right. He asked his men to 
stop. With the help of some of his friends 
who worked in the government offices he 
turned the forest into a wild life sanctuary.

��Students of Class I-E
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A walk on the road, 
a step aside, and 
soon I realized 

that I was alone, lost in 
the forest. The sky was so 
empty and grey. As I was 
weeping and walking I 
met Jumbo, the elephant 
and Rubo, the rabbit who 
were best friends and God 
sent angels for me. To my 
surprise, they shared their 
love with me and took 
good care of me. Together 
we went for fishing to the 
nearby river. It was a fun 

filled experience fishing 
with them. We grilled the 
fish and enjoyed eating it. 
Jumbo, plucked some fruits 
and we all sat together and 
enjoyed eating the juicy 
fruits. After a long, tiring 
and hectic day we made 
a bed of leaves and soon 
dozed off into a deep sleep. 
I woke up surrounded by 
Shera- the lion, Gorgi- the 
giraffe, Zylo- the zebra, 
Hippo- the hippopotamus, 
Daggu- the monkey, 
Baga- the bear. They were 

Jumbo and 
Rubo’s friends 
and became 
friends with 
me too. They 
had gathered 
to celebrate 
Jumbo’s 
birthday. All 
his friends 
got gifts for 
him. The party 
began with 
Jumbo cutting 
the mixed fruit 
cake and we 
all enjoyed 
the mouth 
watering 
mango shake, 
apple pie, 
strawberry 
ice-cream, 
litchi jam, 
peanut butter, 

banana chips, jackfruit 
dosa, pineapple puri and 
a lot and lot more served 
on large banana leaves. 
Then we all merrily danced 
to the tune of the jungle 
songs and had a great time.
The adventurous night and 
all my animal buddies….. 
I felt as if all the happiness 
of the world had come to 
me!! Oh!! It was a moment 
so lovely but the truth is it 
was all a dream!!! 

��Students  of Class I-F

My Animal Buddies
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The Mighty Lion

Once upon a time 
there lived a mighty 
lion named Prithvi. 

He was covered with dark 
brown hair, had four large 
paws and deep hazel eyes. 

Prithvi spent most of the 
time in his cave, coming out 
only when he was hungry. 
He did not have any friends 
in the jungle as all the 
animals were afraid of him. 
So, he used to be very sad and 
upset. One day it was Timmy 
the rabbit’s birthday. He 
decided to give a birthday 
party on the beach. He went 
and personally invited all 
the animals in the jungle 
like the elephant, monkey, 

crocodile and the bear. He 
did not invite Prithvi, the 
lion. Prithi was very sad 
and wished he could go for 
the party. He thought of an 
idea. He decided to go and 

wish Timmy the rabbit and 
give him a gift. So he took a 
bunch of carrots and went 
for the party. Timmy was 
very selfish. He took the 
gift but he did not ask the 
lion to join the party. This 
made Prithvi very upset. 
He was sitting in a corner 
of the beach watching all 
the animals. All the animals 
were playing on the beach. 
Some were playing in the 
water, some were making 

sand castles and some were 
riding a boat. Suddenly, a 
hunter came on the beach 
and he scared all of them. All 
the animals started rushing 
here and there to save their 

lives. Prithvi, the lion saw 
this and came to their 
rescue. He roared loudly 
and chased the hunter away. 
All the animals expressed a 
sigh of relief. They thanked 
Prithvi and extended a 
hand of friendship to him. 
Thereafter, they lived 
happily, helping each other 
in need.

��Students  of I-G 
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Once upon a time in a dense forest, 
lived three friends, a peacock, an 
emu and a deer. They always used 

to play and eat together. One day a tiger 
saw the deer and wanted to catch it. The 
deer too saw the tiger running after it and 
started shouting for help. The peacock and 
the emu heard the deer cry. They made a 
plan to divert the attention of the tiger. The 
peacock flew behind the tiger and started 
pulling its tail and at the same time the emu 

started tickling the tiger from the front. The 
tiger was left completely confused and did 
not know how to react and thus started to 
fumble. This gave deer the time to escape. 
The deer ran far away and hid in its den. 
Thereafter, the peacock flew away and the 
emu ran away. The tiger was not able to 
catch either of them. Thus, in this way they 
saved the deer. 

��Students of Class I-H
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A Tale of a Beautiful Forest

There was a beautiful forest. It was 
home to many different animals like 
the elephant, tiger, lion, rhinoceros, 

and the zebra. 

It was a sunny day and a poacher entered 
the forest. He caught an elephant and 
removed its tusks. Just then a boy came there 
to collect his food. The boy saw the unhappy 
elephant and was really angry to hear the 
elephant’s story. 

He immediately went in search of the 
poacher. He had not gone too far when he 
saw the poacher resting under the shade 
of a big tree. Near him lay a bag with the 

animal’s tusk. The boy looked up and found 
a huge beehive on the tree. Immediately a 
plan struck him. He quietly removed the 
tusks from the poacher’s bag and told 
his friends the bees to enter the bag. He 
closed the mouth of the bag and ran and 
hid himself nearby. After sometime the 
poacher woke up. He picked up his bag. He 
found the bag light. He opened the bag. 
All the bees flew out and attacked him. 
The poacher learnt a good lesson. The boy 
enjoyed the show and narrated it to the 
elephant bringing a smile back to the face 
of the sad animal.

��Students of Class II-A
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Once upon a time, 
there lived a giraffe 
in a forest. One day 

as he was eating leaves of a 
tree he saw a mouse walking 
by. The giraffe teased him 
saying that he was very 
small and couldn’t even eat 
leaves and could be eaten by 
anyone. The mouse saw an 
elephant passing by. 

He asked him, “You are so 
big. I want to eat leaves from 
that tree. May I stand on your 
back and eat the leaves?” 

The elephant replied “Yes 
of course you may.”

Thus he sat on the 
elephant’s back and ate 
leaves and told the giraffe 
that by using ones brains 
and with the help of friends 
one can do anything. From 
that day the giraffe and the 
mouse became good friends. 

One day the giraffe 
couldn’t find the mouse. He 
became worried. He searched 
the mouse everywhere but 
wasn’t able to find him. 
Suddenly, he heard the 
mouse shouting. The mouse 
was stuck in mud. The giraffe 
freed the mouse. From that 
day they both lived together 
happily and helped others in 
need. 

��Students of Class II-B
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Best friends for Life

Once upon a time there were two good friends, a monkey named Jaggu and a donkey 
named Daggu. Once they were playing near a lion’s den. The lion was sleeping 
in his den. Daggu started singing; the lion got irritated and woke up. He got very 

annoyed. He came out of his 
den. Jaggu quickly climbed a 
tree and saved itself but the 
lion caught hold of Daggu. 
Daggu was very frightened 
and started crying. Jaggu was 
sad for his friend. Suddenly 
an idea clicked in Jaggu’s 
mind. He plucked a big 
coconut leaf and threw it on 
the lion. The lion could not 
see anything. Jaggu came 
down the tree and started 
tickling the lion. The lion 
started laughing loudly, lost 
his balance and fell down on 
the ground. Daggu was now 
free and he ran as fast as he 
could. Jaggu also ran. In this 
way Jaggu helped his friend.

�� Students of Class II-C

Once upon a time in a big forest there lived many 
animals. Of them, Chikoo Cheetah and Mickey 
Mouse were best friends. One day they both were 

playing in the forest and suddenly Mickey Mouse saw 
something beautiful from far away on the bush. They both 
ran towards the bushes and found a bright and colourful 
butterfly. Though beautiful it was just lying sadly on the 
bush. Mickey Mouse asked it, “Dear butterfly, you are so 
beautiful, why don’t you fly around with your friends?” 

The butterfly started crying and told Mickey Mouse that it 
had no wings and so it couldn’t fly. Mickey made friends with 
the butterfly. Mickey mouse and Chickoo cheetah took the 
butterfly to their house. That night an angel came in Mickey 
Mouse’s dream. She told Mickey that she would fulfill any 
one of his wish. Mickey thought for long and replied he had 
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The butterfly started 

crying and told 

Mickey Mouse that it 

had no wings and so 

it couldn’t fly.

everything and did not need 
anything for himself. 

He remembered about 
the sad butterfly and told 
the angel, “I do not want 
anything for myself but I 
want colourful wings for 
that butterfly.” 

Next morning when 
Mickey awoke he was 
surprised to see that his wish 

had come true. The butterfly 
had become more bright and 
colourful and now it had 
wings to fly. She was flying 
around the house happily. 
She thanked Mickey Mouse 
for helping her. Mickey 
Mouse told his friends about 
the angel. They all thanked 
God and were the best of 
friends forever.

��Students of Class II-D
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The Three Rabbits and the Elephant

On a cold winter morning, three 
rabbits were eating carrots in a farm 
near the forest. A tiger was roaming 

here and there in the forest in search of 
food. He saw the three rabbits and started 
moving towards them. The rabbits saw him 
coming and ran towards the river. They met 
an elephant there. The elephant helped 
them to move on to the other bank of the 
river. Then the elephant filled his trunk 
with water and splashed it on the tiger. The 
rabbits were saved.

��Students of Class II-E
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Once upon a time there 
lived two friends, an 
elephant and a deer 

in a forest. They were best of 
friends and always came to 
each other’s help. 

One day an ant came while 
the elephant and the deer 
were talking under a tree 
and bit the elephant’s leg. 
The elephant got furious and 
was about to kill the ant by 
stepping on it. 

The deer stopped the 
elephant saying, “He’s a 
small thing he cannot harm 
you, don’t kill him.” 

Hearing this the elephant 
let the ant go. The ant 
thanked the deer for saving 
his life and left saying that 
one day the elephant would 
love him the way he loved 
the deer. 

One day the elephant went 
in search of food. Suddenly, 
he heard the birds chirping 
noisily, he said to himself 
“Ah! I am a huge animal I 
am not scared of anything. 
Nobody can harm me.”

Just then he saw a cage 
where a bunch of bananas 
were kept. His mouth started 
watering. He thought that 
he must make haste and get 
the bananas as it appeared to 
be a hunter’s trap. He being 
a huge animal couldn’t be 

trapped in that small cage.

The elephant entered the 
cage for the bunch of bananas 
but got stuck inside. He 
started shouting for help. The 
hunter came immediately 
and locked the cage from 
outside. He was happy to get 
an elephant in his trap.

Meanwhile the deer was 
drinking water near the 
pond while the ant was with 
his group near a tree. Both 
of them heard the elephant 
crying for help. The deer came 
fast and saw the elephant 
in the trap. The deer started 
looking for his friend the ant 
but couldn’t find him. The 
deer started thinking of a 
plan to save the elephant. 

Quickly the deer gathered 
all the other animals of the 
forest and instructed them 
to collect a lot of pebbles 
and give it to the elephant 
in the cage. As soon as 
it grew dark the hunter 
returned to the place to 
check on the elephant 
but to his shock he was 
greeted by the shower of 
pebbles from no where, the 
other animals of the forest 
screeched in weird sounds. 
He was scared out of his 
wits and ran away from the 
site dropping the key never 
to return again. All the 
animals celebrated their 
joint effort in saving their 
friend the elephant

��Students of Class II-F 

The Elephant and his friends
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Once Rahul went to the zoo along 
with his friends. Rahul didn’t feel 
good when he saw the animals sad 

in the cage. He wanted to help them. A 
Fairy passing above the zoo read Rahul’s 
thoughts. She came down and gave him 
a magic wand and told him that he could 
use it to help the animals. 

Rahul swayed his magic wand and 
wished that the animals in the cage 
reached their homes, the forest. His 
wish was granted immediately. He then 
handed over the wand to the Fairy so that 
she could use it to help someone else.

��Students of Class II-H

Rahul at the Zoo

THE clever GOAT

One bright sunny day, 
a fox was walking 
in the forest. He 

was dreaming of what he 
would like to have for his 
dinner. Suddenly his paw 
slipped and he fell into 
a deep well. He was very 
upset and shouted for help. 
The well was very deep and 
nobody could hear him. 
He kept digging his claws 
into the sides of the well so 
that he could keep his head 
above the water. He kept 
splashing and was waiting 
for someone to come and 
help him. Many animals 
passed that way, but 
nobody stopped because 
they all were very scared of 
the fox. At last a goat came 
along. She heard someone 
splashing about in the well. 

She peeped into the well. 
She saw the fox in the well. 
She thought that the fox 
had jumped into the well to 
drink water. 

She asked, ‘Mr. Fox, I am 
very thirsty. Is the water 
good enough to drink?’

The clever fox saw his 
chance to escape. 

He replied, ‘Dear friend, 
the water is delicious. It 
is cool too and there is 
enough for both of us to 
drink. Why don’t you jump 
in the water?’

Listening to that she 
brought a bucket from a near 
by village. She fetched some 
water for herself and was 

very content after having the 
cool water. She smiled at the 
fox and said,"Thank you dear 
brother. You may continue 
with your swimming" and 
she walked away. The fox had 
met his match.

��Students of Class II-G
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Infinitely forked life 

With difficult choices to make 

You can often do the ‘right’thing 

If you have your principles straight 

Since the early years of learning 

Morals have their flavours intact 

And they are also ultimately responsible  

To shape one’s life, in fact! 

The Karelicious lessons 

Comes through experience of life 

And bear fruits of success and honour  

Which through this discipline survive 

Such stories are an interesting means 

Of learning life’s important ways 

And after I read the Panchatantra or Jataka 

How the lesson in my mind stays!!
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Last year, during 
Ganpati Utsav, 
everyone  

participated in 
song and dance 
performances, 
including my friend 
Nana. When 
it was time to 
practice she 
went down to 
play. She was 
busy with her 
drawing class, 
singing, shopping 
and didn’t practice 
well. 

Her parents told her 
that if she wanted to 
win and have everyone 
clap for her, she would 
have to work hard. 
They kept telling her to 
concentrate on her dance 
practice. She did not listen 
to them. She went for all 
the other activities but 
did not practice her 
dance regularly. 

When it was time to 
perform, she could not 
dance well. Everyone 
got bored. No one 
clapped for her. She 
started crying. Then her 
parents told her “ Don’t cry 
over spilt milk. When we kept 
telling you to pay attention 
to your dance practice, you 
didn’t listen to us.” 

Nana realized her mistake. 

Mistake Mistake

She said sorry to her 
parents and hugged them.

��Anshita Gulati IV-A
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Once my parents decided to buy a new 
car, but they did not have enough 
money. They 

decided to take 
a huge loan and 
bought the car. As our 
vacation approached 
we planned for our 
holidays to Goa. 

My parents forgot 
about the loan and we 
went for the trip. We 
stayed in a resort and 
enjoyed ourselves a 
lot. Truly we had the 
best time of our lives. 
The thought of the 
loan was just out of 
my parents’ mind. 

When we came 
back from Goa my 
Dad saw a letter from 
the bank on his desk. 
Seeing the letter it 
struck him that the 
due date for the loan 
was very near and 
he had to pay a lot of 
money to the bank. 

He realised that 
the money, which he 
had kept aside for the 
loan, was spent on the trip to Goa. A day 
before the due date the bank manager called 
my father and said that he would have to go 
to the bank on the next day with the money 
and repay his dues. 

My father was very worried. He sold the car 
and all the gold my mother had. Still some 
amount was needed to pay the debt. Later 
he sold off our house. The problem now was 

that we did not have our own house to live 
in but had to rent a house. 

From this incident my father learned a 
lesson that one should always do his work on 
time and should not delay it. This was a big 
lesson for my father and he vowed that he 
would never repeat this mistake again. After 
facing many difficulties for so many years now 
our family has settled and have also bought a 
new house and yes, a shiny red car too! 

��Arya K. Shah IV B

Taking A Loan
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Many years ago there 
lived a robber with 
his servants. The 

king had warned him that 
if he did not mend his ways 
he would be hanged. The 

robber lived in the forest 
and robbed temples and 
nearby villages. One day 
when he was sitting beside 

a small pond a messenger 
of Lord Indra came flying 
in magical sandals. As 
he went to bathe in the 
pond, the robber stole his 
jewellery and flew away in 

his magical sandals. Now 
he started flying to different 
villages and carried out big 
robberies. 

This news spread far and 
wide and the king came to 
know about it. He disguised 
himself as a soldier and went 
to the forest. He went into a 
temple. Inside there was a 
man who was a devotee of 
God. He offered food to God 
every day.

The king asked him 
“Do you keep food here 
everyday?” 

The devotee replied that 
he did and that the next day 
he would find that the food 
was eaten by God. The king 
became suspicious. 

The next day when the 
devotee kept food in the 
temple the king hid behind 
the door. Sometime later, 
the robber came and ate the 
food. When he started to go 
back the king caught him. 
He somehow freed himself 
and started running. 

As he ran, he saw a 
group of saints peacefully 
worshipping in the forest. 
He joined them. He started 
following their teachings 
and felt at peace. Years went 
by. He changed his ways 
and became a saint who was 
respected by all. Even the 
king became his disciple and 
found peace and joy. 

��Anjali Agarwal, IV-C

A Man Who Changed His Life
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Once upon a 
time there 
was a bird 

named Pokiri. Pokiri 
was a lazy bird. She 
was always idle and 
had no work.

One day she was 
roaming here and there, 
“Winter is near,” said 
her friend Paro who was 
in a hurry to make a nest 
for herself. Paro asked, 
“ Why are you not in a 
hurry?” Pokiri replied,“ I 
am the mightiest bird in 
the world, if I tell anybody 
to give me his nest he would 
be scared and give me the 
nest.” “Ha!Ha!Ha! Don’t 
joke please!” said Paro. “I am 
not joking !” said Pokiri. 

Next day when Pokiri 
was sleeping in her nest she 
dreamt that she had snatched 
a hawk’s nest and flown away. 
The next morning when she 
was idle she thought of her 
dream and decided that she 
would go and search for a 
hawk’s nest .

Paro continued to build 
her nest. Pokiri finally found 
a hawk’s nest. She snatched 
the nest and flew away.

Pokiri The Parrot

The hawk 
saw this. He followed swiftly, 
caught Pokiri and snatched 
his nest back from her. 
Defeated Pokiri realised that 

she should have build her 
own nest and lived happily 
in it.

��Vanshaj M. Shah, IV-D
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There was a boy named Linen. He was 
very kind to everyone but others used to 
tell him that he could not do anything. 

Linen was sad when he heard this. He used to 
go home and cry. At home he was perfect but 
was scared at school. The children in the class 
would always laugh at him. He got remarks 
and punishments in school. He thought his 
life was truly in a mess. 

That year for the Annual Day, the teacher 
gave him the role of a sheep with no 
dialogues, but only movements. He was glad, 
so he practiced though he was not perfect.

One day the main character who was 

going to play the role of a cock was absent 
as he had fallen ill. The teacher asked the 
students if anyone wanted to play the role 
of a cock. Linen was ready for this. He told 
that he knew the dialogues of each and 
every character but still he was not sure of 
his success. The teacher smiled and said, 
“Practice until you get success.” He practiced 
day and night. 

At last, the skit was amazing on the Annual 
Day. The teacher was very happy because of 
Linen’s performance. Everyone in the class 
appreciated him. 

��Pearl R. Kunnethara, IV E 

Practice is the Best Policy for Life



47

Once upon a time in a village lived  
Ramesh, who was a cripple. Once 
the King called him to his palace for 

a special feast. He couldn’t walk properly so 
it was getting late.

On the way he met a blind man named 
Raghu. He told Ramesh to help him. 

Ramesh asked, “Where are you going 
friend?” 

He answered “I am going to the palace”. 
“Then let’s make a team.”said Raghu. 

“You can’t walk properly and I can’t see, so 
sit on my shoulders and tell me the way and I 
will take you to the palace”.

In this way they reached the palace safely 

The Blind And The Lame

and on time and enjoyed the grand feast, 
and also their friendship. 

��Shantanu Motiani, IV-F

Once there was a housefly. He was 
very hungry and was searching for 
some food. From a house he could 

smell jaggery. The housefly followed the 
smell and went inside the house. 

He saw a whole lot of jaggery kept on the 
kitchen platform. He was very happy and 
jumped on the heap of jaggery. He ate and 
ate and ate. 

When his stomach was full he tried to fly 
but could not. He tried again and again but 
his legs were stuck in the heap of jaggery. In 
the end the housefly gave up and waited for 

the jiggery to melt in the summer heat. Oh! 
How cold and scared he was as he waited for 
summer.

��Jaladhi H. Vankawala, IV-G
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There he was, sitting in a Mercedes, 
wearing a suit, as it rolled into the 
school campus. He stepped out and 

everyone stared at him. He walked royally 
into our class. 

“Class, this is Ronald. He‘ll be studying 
with us now.”said our teacher. 

I watched him closely as he sat down in 
his chair.

It was recess now and we were all on the 
playground. The boys were playing soccer 
and the girls were playing catch-me-if-you-
can. And Ronald was scoring goal after goal! 
How impressed everyone was!, but I still had 
a doubt.

It had been two weeks since Ronald had 
been in our class and everyone was happy 
with him, even me. Yesterday our teacher 

told us that we’ll have a substitute teacher 
today so we’d better be good. Actually, we 
were good till recess. That’s when Ronald 
told me that he was going to put a frog in 
the teacher’s desk. I was shocked! Why? 
Why would Ronald do such a thing? I 
thought he was joking because when the 
substitute teacher pulled the desk to remove 
worksheets, a frog jumped out! 

“Who did this?” she shouted. 

As no one had seen Ronald when he had 
put the frog in the desk, there was no answer. 

As a punishment our teacher didn’t let 
us go out for recess for three weeks. That 
day everyone learned a lesson when Ronald 
showed his true colours. 

��Aaryan Shroff, IV H
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My mother is very religious by nature. 
She always believes in miracles. 
Whereas my father is very practical 

and full of worldly wisdom. 

She also believes that someday luck will 
favour us and our family will be blessed by 
God.

One eye opening incident happened 
with her last month which made her more 
realistic towards worldly affairs.

One day a lady called on my mother’s 
mobile phone and informed, “Good 
morning Ma’am, this is to inform you that 
your phone number has been selected to win 

a special prize by our company. 
And you have won a Scooter!

My mother was ecstatic. She 
was so excited that she called 
up all her friends and informed 
them about her winning the 
prize.

She rushed to the nearest 
temple to thank God for his 
favour. She offered a box of 
sweets, a garland of fresh 
flowers and many other things.

She told my sister that she 
would teach her how to drive 
the Scooter. She said that there 
was a speed button in the 
vehicle and that she could fly 
like a cautious bird on the busy 
roads. We were all very happy.

My mother also informed 
my father excitedly. He also 
congratulated her. Other 
relatives also started calling up 
and congratulating her.

After half an hour a call came 
which informed us that it was 
a joke. But of course it was the 

first of April. Somebody had fooled my 
gullible mother. All the dreams about the 
Scooter ended in howls of laughter from us.

Poor Mom she didn’t know where to hide 
her face!

� Aryan Lakhani, V-A

My Scooter



50

There was a group of students in my 
school. The group was famous in 
school because they led the school in 

different inter school competitions. They 
bagged many laurels for the school. 

All the students of the group were well 
mannered and intelligent. They were also 
liked by all the teachers.

One day the teacher of English gave a 
project to the group. The project was to 
conduct a survey on knowledge one has of 
English literature.

The teacher added one more boy in the 
group. He was not sincere and hard working. 
He was rude to other members of the group. 
He always told the group, “I am in your group 
not to work. I want to enjoy with my friends.”

The group members worked very hard for 
the project. But the new boy didn’t help in 
the project. Instead he spoiled the project 
and the other members had to do it again.

As he did not help in the project, the 
group could not submit the project in time. 

The teacher said, “I was very hopeful with 
your group. But your project is not up to 

the mark. I am sorry that 
your group gets low grades for 
the project.” 

The group became very 
unhappy. The new boy has 
spoilt their name. They felt 
very guilty. When the group 
members talked to the boy, he 
laughed loudly and said," You 
all could not do well. I am not 
bothered for my grades.”

In the next project the group 
did not take that boy in their 
group. They made a fantastic 
project. Their new project was 
appreciated by the teacher of 
English. 

They were appreciated by all 
the teachers when the project 
was selected for a national level 
presentation. The group members 
were happy with the reward they 
got for the project.

� Meet Agarwal, V-B

A Group Presentation
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Once upon a time 
there lived a wolf 
and a tortoise. Both 

were the best of friends. One 
day a leopard came in search 
of food.

 The tortoise and the wolf 
were happily playing. When 
they saw the hungry leopard 
coming towards them, they 
both started running.

 The wolf ran fast and 
hid behind the trees but 
the tortoise was unable to 
hide as he was very slow. 
The wolf asked the tortoise 
to hide inside its own shell. 
The tortoise agreed and did 
the same.

The leopard tried to break 
the shell of the tortoise but 

was not successful as it was 
very hard. On seeing this, 
the wolf came out and asked 
the leopard, “What are you 
doing?” 

The leopard replied, “I am 
trying to break this shell but 
I am not able to do it.”

The wolf said, “Brother 
Leopard, if you will put it 
in water, it will become soft 
and then you will be able to 
break it easily.” 

The foolish leopard 
did the same – he left the 
tortoise in the water.

Now the tortoise with a 
sigh of relief was saved. Poor 
leopard sat for a long time 
and got tired. He decided to 

go back to his den and rest. 
The tortoise came out of the 
water and thanked the wolf. 

Some days later, the wolf 
while playing slipped and 
his one leg went into the wet 
sand. He could feel himself 
getting pulled into the sand. 
He was so terrified he was 
unable to think.

At that time the tortoise 
reached there. The tortoise 
asked the wolf to hold his 
shell tightly and slowly the 
tortoise tried to come out. 

The wolf thanked him. In 
this way they both helped 
each other and lived happily 
ever after.

��Riya Chaudhari, V C

A Wolf and a Tortoise
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Once when Darrel Rivers, a student of 
Malory Towers was coming to her dormitory 
from the swimming pool, she heard 
wonderful news from her friend, Morenda. 
She learned that their parents would come 
to meet them at the end of the term.

Darrel was overjoyed to learn this. She called 
her parents to ask if this was true. Her parents 
confirmed the news 
and also told that 
she could ask one of 
her friends to join 
them as they will 
be going to a close-
to-Nature place for 
lunch.

Darrel’s parents 
came at sharp eight 
in the morning to 
pick her up. She 
took Morenda 
with her and both 
had a wonderful 
time. Both the girls 
discussed about 
Alicia, who was in 
the second form with Darrel and Morenda.

When they returned from their joyous 
trip, they were welcomed in the boarding 
school by girls with bowls of strawberry and 
cream. As Darrel sat on the table she saw an 
empty chair. She asked her house mistress 
about it. She said that it was Sally Hope’s 
chair. Darrel was worried about Sally.

Darrel stood up and ran to find Sally in 
one of the practice rooms. She could hear 
the music. She opened the door and saw 
Sally practicing music with a furious face.

She became more furious when she saw 

Darrel. She shouted in rage, “You double-
crosser Darrel, you busybody. Why are you 
interfering in my life?” 

Darrel was going red after hearing this 
out-pouring.

She went closer to Sally and pushed her down 
the floor. She picked up a flower vase and threw 

it towards Sally. Then Darrel left the room. 

She heard Sally screaming in pain, “My 
tummy is hurt. It’s paining. Please someone 
help me.” But Darrel didn’t turn back and 
walked towards her dormitory.

On the way, a thought occurred in her 
mind, “What have I done? I could not control 
the red hot flame of temper. I used to always 
tell Gwendoline not to lose her temper. But 
today I myself did it. I hope Sally Hope is not 
hurt badly. Immediately she went back to 
Sally and apologized for her misbehaviour. 

��Jahnavi Bhuptani, V D

Darrel Loses Her Temper
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Once upon a time, there lived an army 
of ants on an anthill. One of them 
was called Joey. All the ants called 

him unlucky as wherever he was seen he 
brought bad luck.

One fine day when all the ants were 
collecting food Joey appeared and all the 
food collected by the ants fell into the river. 
Everyone blamed him for this.

The Queen warned him never to be seen 
around. Joey felt sad on hearing it. Once 
when the queen’s son was playing he slipped 
and got hurt on the leg.

Joey saw that the Prince was in pain and 
wanted to help. As Joey approached the 

Prince the Queen appeared and got 
furious on Joey and asked him to go 
away and live on his own. 

Joey left the anthill and lived all 
alone, very lonely and sad. 

On a rainy day when Joey was 
collecting food for himself he saw an 
ant crying for help. Joey immediately 
rushed to help and saw that she was 
drowning. 

He pulled her out and saved her. 
As it was becoming dark Joey 

asked her to stay in his anthill 
that night. 

Suddenly Joey saw that the 
water level was rising. Joey 
immediately took the ant 

and called out for the ants on 
the way and asked everyone to 

move along with him. Everyone started 
running with Joey and reached the top 

of a hill. 

When everyone looked down they 
realized that Joey had saved their lives. The 
ant whom Joey had saved was the queen’s 
daughter, Litie. The Queen was ashamed of 
all that she had done to Joey. She repented 
for her deeds and asked Joey to be back with 
his friends on the anthill.

� Harsh N. Patel, V G

K i n d  J o e y
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Once there lived a very 
happy family. The 
head of the family 

was Mr. Rajiv Desai, a singer; 
he used to sing at grand 
shows and earned a lot of 
money. His wife’s name was 
Mrs. Rakshita Desai and she 
liked to spend money on 
shopping. 

One day after a show, 
Mr. Raj brought home  
H 5 Lakhs and kept in the 
cupboard. Next morning 
Mrs. Desai saw it and decided 
to go for shopping. 

As usual after she had 
completed her work she 
took H 40,000 and left for 
shopping. She had a great 
day shopping and returned 
home late in the evening.

At night, when Mr. Desai 
checked the amount he found  
H40,000 missing. He got 
furious and started shouting. 
Mrs. Desai very politely 
informed him that she had 
taken the amount and had spent it. 

Mr. Desai had kept this money for future 
use. Suddenly the phone started ringing 
and Mrs. Desai received the call. It was 
a call stating that her mother had been 
hospitalized and needed an immediate 
operation. 

They rushed to the hospital and deposited 
the entire amount that was left and the 
mother was operated on immediately. 

Thankfully the operation was a success as it 
was done on time. 

Later Mr. Desai explained that if he would 
have thought of spending the money 
what would have happened. Mrs. Desai 
realized that money saved is money earned 
and decided never to waste money on 
unnecessary things. 

��Jhanvi Thakkar, V H

Wise Use of Money
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Abhimanyu and Rohan were best 
friends. Both were very friendly and 
helpful. Rohan, however always 

thought he knew almost every sport, as he 
went to coach himself for chess, carrom, 
football, table tennis and tennis. He wanted 
to excel in every sport. 

Abhimnyu’s parents were not as rich as 
Rohan’s. So, he had joined only the table 
tennis class, which was his favourite sport. 

He played the game perfectly and was a 

good player. He didn’t know how to play 
either carrom or chess .

One day Rohan organised a competition in 
sports and named it ‘A Great Competition’. 

Many children took part in it including 
Rohan and Abhimanyu. There were games 

like chess, carrom, tennis 
and table tennis. 

Rohan took part in all 
the games as he knew 
them. Abhimanyu took 
part only in table tennis 
as he knew how to play it 
perfectly. 

After the competition, 
Rohan was sad but 
Abhimanyu was happy. 

Do you know why? 

Rohan did not win 
in any of the games. 
Abhimnyu was a winner 
in table tennis. 

Abhimanyu explained 
to Rohan that one cannot 
win all the games one 
knows. To be a winner one 
should know the game 
perfectly. 

He was nothing but 
a‘Jack of all trades, master 
of none’. 

From that day onwards Rohan happily 
attended only the table tennis class. 

��Aman Choraria, VI A



56

Once upon a time, in a small town, 
lived a boy named Raj. He was a very 
impolite and rude child. He lost his 

temper very easily. But he had a speciality too. 

He could concentrate well and was very 
particular in everything that he did.

Though he was unaware he had this great 
gift. If he wanted, he could study hard to 
make a mark for himself in life. But he didn’t 
ever take interest in spending his time in 
reading books. 

At school, he did not score well in his 
examinations. 

He was unknown to the value of 
knowledge. Until he grew up, there was not 
a change in his behaviour.

 Other people tried to explain to him 
the value of education but his behavior 
remained unchanged. 

He left his school and went to stay in a 
nearby village.There, he made a small hut 
near a school. 

One fine day, an old woman saw a man 
sitting near the footpath. 

She asked him, “ Who are you? I have 
never seen you before in this village.” 

The man replied, “I am Raj. I left my school 
and came here to live.” 

“Left your school?” the woman asked him 
surprised.

“Do you know, there are millions of 
children who want to go to school but 
cannot afford it, and on the other side, you 

left your school?”

The man thought for a while and said, “ 
What can happen now? I think it’s too late. I 
have lost the chance to educate myself.”

 The lady replied, “ It’s never too late to 
learn.” 

The lady’s words touched his heart. He 
thought about it for a while. Then, he 
decided that he would begin learning right 
from that moment.

“My hut is close to a school. I will try to 
listen to what is being taught in the school 
and prepare myself at home. This could be a 
wonderful way to learning.”

He practiced day and night and in this way 
he kept learning and took some important 
exams. 

He later went to college and cleared all the 
exams. Thus, the lady’s words changed his 
life and he became a successful man and a 
well educated man.

��Parthvi M. Patel, VI B

A Want of Something can Change our Life!
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Once there was a boy named Aditya. 
He loved to eat junk food. His parents 
did not allow him to eat unhealthy 

food but he disobeyed them. 

Chocolates, cookies, cakes and cold drinks 

were his meals. He used to have ice creams 
all seven days of the week, irrespective of 
any season.

His parents were very upset with his 
behaviour. 

Months went by and day by day Aditya 

became more and more unhealthy. At last 
he fell seriously ill. His parents took him to 
a doctor. 

The doctor informed them that Aditya was 
suffering from food poisoning and jaundice. 

Instead of ice creams he 
had to take three bitter 
medicines a day. 

A few days had passed 
and he had to keep on 
taking the medicines. 
He could not attend his 
school too. He was fed 
up with everything.

After his one week 
course, he visited the 
doctor again. 

The doctor said that 
his health had been 
improving but still he 
had to continue the 
medicines for two more 
weeks. The doctor also 
advised him to have 
only nutritious food. 

After a few days Aditya 
started eating healthy 
food and was surprised 
to find it quite tasty 
too.Gradually he left 
his habit of eating junk 

food. He was very happy to regain his health. 

This was the story of a boy who changed 
his life by eating healthy food. Think what 
would happen if we continue eating junk 
food ???

��Deshna A. Shah,VIC

Magic of Healthy Food
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What are experiences? They are the 
events which have taken place in 
our life. Every day we experience 

new things. 

Teachers are the people who teach us what 
is right and wrong. Our life experiences are 
also our teachers because we learn a lot from 
them. 

For instance, 
our teachers and 
parents always give 
us wise advises. But 
we, children always 
find them as boring 
lectures. 

We feel very 
much irritated 
listening to them. 

But later in our 
life we realize that 
the advices that 
are given by them 
are very helpful. 
The unpleasant 
experiences teach 
us the importance 
of discipline and 
obedience in our 
life. 

The knowledge 
that we get from books are not sufficient 
in leading a fulfilling life. Every day we 
learn new lessons and our observations also 
help us to become mature and responsible 
human beings. 

I share with you the experience of one of 
my teacher’s relative. 

He was a student who rode his bike at great 
speed. Elders advised him to drive carefully 
but he never listened to them. 

One day he met with an accident and fell 
into a manhole on the road. He was badly 
injured. Then he remembered the warnings 
given by the elders. 

He understood his mistake and decided 
not to repeat this. 

Our teacher shared this incident in class so 
that we would also learn from the mistakes of 
others. Eventually we remember the saying: 
Experiences teach us better than books. 

��Sindhuja M.Khaitan,VI D

Experience is the Best Mentor
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There was a beggar. He 
lived in a big town 
with his old mother. 

All he owned was a torn 
pair of shirt and trousers, a 
worn out pair of slippers, a 
small golden lamp which 
he inherited from his 
grandmother and an idol of 
Jesus Christ. 

He stayed under a plastic 
sheet tied with poles fixed 
in the ground. He always 
remained upset and was 
never able to give his lovely 
mother what she wanted. 

Every morning he used 
to pray in front of the idol, 
light a candle and say, “Lord, 
make me wealthy.” 

Then he used to set out 
to beg for food and money. 
He went roaming around 
the town all day. He used to 
hardly get what he wanted.

One day he came across a 
kind lady and begged for a 
coin.

 She said, “I’ll not give you 
anything. To earn you need 
to work hard. Go and come 
to me when you become 
wealthy.” 

This changed his life. 
He pondered on what he 
should do. He saw hawkers 
selling things made by them 

The Lady Who Changed His Life

in their homes and people 
who collect junk by going 
from door to door. He also 
saw barbers shaving people 
under trees and people who 
iron clothes for others.

Now he understood the 
real meaning of hard work. 

He got the work of a servant 
in four neighbouring houses 
where he used to go to beg. 
He started his work early in 
the morning, went to all the 
four houses one after the 
other and returned home in 
the evening. He earned one 
thousand rupees a month. 
He spent two hundred rupees 
and saved the rest. 

After a year, he had saved 
quite a lot of money and 
never looked sad again. 

One fine day he came 
across the same kind lady. He 

was very grateful to her.

 She replaced all his broken 
and worn out things with 
new ones and his little shed 
with a beautiful little cottage. 

She congratulated him 
for his success. Then she 
vanished into the blue sky. 

After this, he and his 
mother lived a happy and 
contented life. 

He became a gentleman 
and never again prayed to 
God for wealth, instead 
thanked him for giving him 
the urge to work hard. 

And the lady was none 
other than his fairy 
godmother !

��Stuti S. Khandwala,  

��VI E
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Once upon a time there 
lived a tortoise who 
was very talkative. 

He was very impatient and 
was not able to be quiet even 
for a moment. 

He had a dream to fly 
high in the sky. He wanted 
to touch the clouds, feel 
the cool breeze and enjoy 
himself in the vast blue sky. 

Once he met a pair of 
beautiful swans. They were 
swimming peacefully in 
the cold water. They were 
patient, loving and graceful. 

Soon it got dark and the 
tortoise went back to his 
burrow. While he was going 
to sleep, an amazing idea 
stuck his mind.

Next day, he went to the 
swans for help. He said, 
“Dear swans! I am a small 

tortoise who wants to touch 
the sky and feel the cool 
breeze. Can you help me?” 

The swans replied, “Well 
Mr. Tortoise, Let us think. 

Hmmmm.......Tomorrow 
you meet us at 8 o’clock in 
the morning and also bring 
a long stick with you.” 

The tortoise was very 
happy and thanked them. 
As he was very talkative, he 
kept on talking to the swans. 
The swans got bored and 
soon it became dark. 

Next day, he got up at 
seven o’clock. He was very 
excited and was not able to 
control his feelings. 

At around half past seven, 
he went to his neighbour, 
Mr. Rabbit and started 
showing off. He started 

talking and went on till half 
past eight. 

The swans got ready and 
were waiting for the tortoise. 

Suddenly, the tortoise saw 
the time. He started to panic, 
took the stick and reached 
there at nine o’clock. He 
felt very tired. The swans 
scolded him for not being 
punctual. 

The swans told him to 
hold the stick in his mouth 
and asked him not to open 
his mouth. So he had to 
keep mum. 

Each swan held the stick 
tightly from both the ends 
and started flying towards 
the great big clouds.

The tortoise could not 
believe his dream getting 
fulfilled. But as they were 
going up the tortoise 
opened his mouth and said, 
“Faster”. 

Splash!!! he fell into the 
pond below. But he was a 
clever tortoise. When he 
saw himself surrounded by 
a group of baffled frogs and 
fish, he announced, "Here 
I am sent by the Lord to be 
your King" All the creatures 
bowed in great reverence.

��Bhumika J. Ahuja, 
VI F

The Talkative Tortoise in a new avtaar
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Once upon a time there was a girl 
named Rita. She lived in a small 
village called Rampur. 

One day she bought a lucky ticket with a 
hope to win a big prize.

 Luckily her ticket won the prize of a tour 
to Mumbai. She excitedly told to her family 
members, “Ma, Papa, I have won a great prize 
of a tour to Mumbai. We will go to Mumbai 
and visit many interesting places. We will 
have fun there.”

Her mother asked, “How did you get this 
prize?”

Rita said, “One day when I was returning 
from school, my friend advised me to buy a 
lottery ticket from the market.”

Rita’s father asked, “But dear, buying a 
lottery ticket is gambling.”

Rita agreed and said, “ Ok, papa. I promise 
not to buy any lottery ticket in my life. But 
this time you will also come with us to the 
trip.”

Rita’s father agreed to her request.

All the members were overjoyed by the 
news of the trip. She went on the tour 
with her family members and had a great 
time.. They had a lot of fun. They visited 
many places like Nariman Point, Gate Way 
of India, Borivali National Park, and Essel 
World Fun Park.

She came back home with a thought to 
buy more tickets. Her friends warned her 
that she might not win every time. But she 
didn’t listen to anyone. She bought many 
tickets. 

This time she lost all her money. She 
bought more and more but every time the 
result was disheartening. Her father came 
to know about this. He called her and asked, 
“Why did you buy lottery tickets? And if you 
remember, you had promised that you will 
never buy any lottery ticket after that.”

Rita said, “I am sorry papa.”

Rita’s father explained to her “You have 
wasted a lot of money in your greed which 
can’t be ever satisfied. You should be happy 
with what you have.” 

Rita also realized her mistake and 
apologized to her family. She had understood 
what Gandhiji had rightly said that there 
is enough for everyone’s need but not for 
everyone’s greed.

��Khushi R. Poddar, VI-G

The Lottery Ticket
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Once there was a boy 
who was an orphan. He 
had lost his parents in a 

natural calamity. Unfortunately 
he did not have any other 
relatives.

 He started working in a factory 
near his village. But the working 
conditions were unbearable. He 
fell very ill and the factory owner 
dismissed him from the job. So 
he wandered from place to place 
doing odd jobs for his living. 
Sometimes he had to beg for food 
also. At last he knocked at a door. 
An old lady opened the door and 
took him inside and gave some 
food. 

The boy asked,“ Why are there 
no children in the village?” 

She replied sadly, “ There is 
a witch who lives behind the 
mountain. She needs a hundred 
children to turn them into fish 
to become young again. She has 
taken ninety nine children till now.” 

The boy decided to go to the witch and kill 
her. She told a plan to the old lady. 

He took a mirror with him and went 
behind the mountain. He told the witch 
that nobody gave shelter and food to him 
so he had come there. The witch was happy. 
She gave him food. 

Then she uttered some words and a 
dazzling light came from her magic wand. 
Immediately the boy took the mirror out and 
showed towards the light. The light reflected 
and fell on the witch. She turned into a fish 

and died. The boy found the children in the 
cave. 

The magic spell was over. 

The boy took all the children back to the 
village. The villagers were very happy to get 
their children back. The villagers thanked 
the boy and told him to live in their village. 

The old woman kept the boy with her. He 
helped the old woman in her work and lived 
happily ever after with her.

��Ramit P. Monga,  
VI-H 

The Witch and the Clever Boy
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rajaU naama ka ek laD,ka qaa. vah bahut JaUz baaolata qaa. ek idna rajaU kao 
dsa Épe imalao. vah pOsao rajaU kI maaÐ ko qao. jaba ]sakI maaÐ kao pta calaa 

ik ]nako pOsao Kao gae hOM tao ]nhaoMnao rajaU sao pOsao ko baaro maoM pUCa. rajaU nao ]nasao 
JaUz baaola idyaa ik ]sao pOsao nahIM imalao hOM. qaaoD,I dor baad rajaU vah dsa Épe laokr 
caupko sao Gar ko pasa vaalaI dukana pr gayaa AaOr Apnao ilae Ta^fI lao Aayaa. jaba 
vah vaapsa Aa rha qaa tba ]sao ]sako iptajaI nao doK ilayaa. ]nhaoMnao rajaU sao pUCa 
tao vah Apnaa JaUz Cupa na payaa AaOr ]sao bahut DaÐT pD,I. ]sanao ApnaI maaÐ AaOr 
iptajaI sao maaÔI maaÐgaI AaOr ifr kBaI BaI JaUz naa baaolanao ka vacana idyaa.

� maoGaaEaI saaomaanaI¸ III-C

rajaU ka sabak

ek samaya kI baat hO¸ ek Sahr maoM 
Syaamalaala naama ka saoz rhta qaa. vah 

bahut hI danavaIr qaa. ek idna ]sako pasa 
ek iBaKarI madd maaÐganao ko ilae Aayaa. 
Syaamalaala nao ]sakI madd kI¸ laoikna ]sa 
iBaKarI kI naja,r jaba Syaamalaala ko Gar ko 
vaOBava pr pD,I tao ]sakI naIyat Kraba hao 
ga[-. Aba vah Syaamalaala ko Gar maoM caaorI 
krnao kI yaaojanaa banaanao lagaa. ek idna jaba 
Syaamalaala Apnao pirvaar ko saaqa baahr GaUmanao 
gayaa. iBaKarI nao saaocaa yah AcCa maaOka hO 
caaorI krnao ka laoikna iBaKarI kI p%naI kao 
jaba ]sakI naIyat ka pta calaa tao ]sanao 
iBaKarI kao DaÐTto hue kha ik ek tao tuma 
kao[- kama krnao ko badlao BaIK maaÐgato hao 
AaOr [sa Balao AadmaI ko Gar maoM caaorI krnaa 
caahto hao ijasanao tumharI madd kI. ]sanao 
iBaKarI kao samaJaayaa ik caaorI krnaa pap 
ko samaana hO¸ tumakao BaIK maaÐganaa AaOr caaorI 
ka ivacaar CaoD,kr maohnat sao kama krnaa 
caaihe.

�� AinaÉd\Qa gaga-¸ III-A

iBaKarI kI naIyat
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ek idna ek saoz saMtro laonao baaja,ar gayaa. ]Qar ]sao ek flaaoM 
kI dukana idKI.saoz nao dukanadar sao pUCa¸ “ek dja-,na saMtro 

ka dama @yaa hOÆ” dukanadar baaolaa¸ “caalaIsa Épe.” “qaaoD,a kma 
nahIM hao saktaÆ” saoz nao pUCa. dukanadar baaolaa¸ “Agar Aapkao 
kma maoM caaihe tao Aagao jaa[e¸ vahaÐ Aapkao dUsarI dukana maoM kma 
damaaoM maoM imala jaaeÐgao.” saoz Aagao baZ,a AaOr calato–calato ]sao ek 
dUsarI fla kI dukana imalaI. saoz nao dukanadar sao pUCa¸ “ek dja-,na 
saMtro ka dama @yaa hOÆ” dukanadar baaolaa¸ “tIsa Épe.” “qaaoD,a 

kma nahIM hao saktaÆ” saoz nao pUCa.  dukanadar baaolaa¸ “Agar 
Aapkao kma maoM caaihe tao Aagao calato jaa[e vahaÐ Aapkao saMtro ka 
bagaIcaa imalaogaa vahaÐ bahut saaro saMtro ko poD, hOM. poD, pr caZ, kr 
ijatnao caahao taoD, laonaa AaOr vah BaI mauFt maoM.” saoz bahut KuSa hao 
gayaa AaOr Aagao baZ,a. calato–calato vah qak gayaa. kuC dor baad  
]sao saMtro ka bagaIcaa idKa AaOr vah ek poD, pr caZ, gayaa. Par 
vah jaOsao hI poD, pr caZ,a QaD,ama sao naIcao igar gayaa AaOr ]saka pOr 
TUT gayaa. ]saI samaya bagaIcao ka maailak BaI vahaÐ Aa phuÐcaa. ]sao 
lagaa kao[- caaor saMtro cauranao Aayaa hO AaOr vah saoz kI ipTa[- krnao 
lagaa. saoz kao baaolanao ka maaOka BaI nahIM idyaa. Aba tao saoz kI 
bahut baurI halat qaI.saoz kao Ahsaasa huAa ik kaSa vah laalaca 
nahIM krta.

�� AiBaYaok gaaÐQaI¸ III-D

laalacaI saoz

yah ek rajaa kI khanaI hO jaao hmaoSaa jaMga ko maOdana maoM har 
jaata qaa. rajaa hmaoSaa dUsarI saonaa sao laD,ta qaa AaOr har 

jaata qaa. vah ]dasa rhnao lagaa. ApnaI saonaa kao baar–baar Kaokr 
]sao bahut baura lagata qaa. vah ihmmat har cauka qaa. ek baar 
rajaa Apnao mahla maoM baOza qaa. ]sanao ek makaOD,o kao doKa. vah 
poD, pr caZ,nao kI kaoiSaSa krta qaa, pr igar jaata qaa. vah 

kaoiSaSa krta gayaa¸ krta gayaa AaOr AaiKr ApnaI maMijala tk 
phuÐca gayaa. yah doKkr rajaa kao saIK imala ga[-. ]sanao saaocaa maMOnao 
[tnaI baar praijat haokr¸ har maana laI AaOr makaOD,a kOsao poD, pr 
caZ, gayaa. ifr vah ApnaI saonaa ko saaqa laD,nao gayaa AaOr jaItkr 
KuSaI–KuSaI laaOTa.

AaSaI ihmmatisaMgaka¸ III-B

rajaa kI ihmmat
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ek gaaÐÐÐva maoM ek CÜTa–saa laD,ka rhta qaa. ]saka 
naama rama qaa. vah hr rÜja, tlaa huAa Kanaa Kata qaa 

[sailae ]saka svaasqya BaI zIk nahIM rhta qaa. 

ek idna skUla maoM daOD, kI P`aityaÜigata qaI. ]samaoM rama 
AaOr ]sako saBaI dÜstÜM nao Baaga ilayaa. daOD,to–daOD`,to rama 
igar gayaa AaOr saBaI dÜst daOD`,to rho. ]sako daostaoM kao [naama 
imalaa pr vah igarnao kI vajah sao har gayaa. vah raoto–raoto Gar 
gayaa AaOr ]sakI maaÐ nao ]sako rÜnao kI vajah pUCI. rama nao 
rÜto hue kha ik vah daOD, maoM P`aqama nahIM Aa payaa. ]sakI 
maaÐ nao ]sao samaJaayaa ik jaba tk tuma tlaa huAa Kanaa nahIM 
CÜD,Ügao tba tk tuma maoM Sai@t nahIM AaegaI. tBaI rama nao 
vaada ikyaa ik vah hr rÜja, paOiYTk Kanaa Kaegaa.

kuC hI idnaaMo baad vahI P`aityaaoigata daobaara hu[-. [sa baar 
rama nao P`aqama sqaana p`aPt ikyaa AaOr vah bahut KuSa huAa.

�� ivaha qaumar¸ III-G

ek laD,kI qaI ijasaka naama raQaa 
qaa. vah bahut AcCI qaI pr  

]sakI ek baurI Aadt qaI—saubah dor 
sao ]znaa. ]sao ]sakI maaÐ bahut samaJaatI 
qaI pr vah saunatI nahIM qaI. ek idna 
kI baat hO¸ raQaa kI prIxaa qaI AaOr vah 
dor sao ]zI AaOr basa CUT ga[-. ]sako 
papa ]sao gaaD,I maoM skUla CaoD,nao gae. vah 
BaagatI hu[- kxaa maoM phuÐcaI pr tba tk 
prIxaa Sau$ hao caukI qaI. AQyaaipka nao 
]sao kagaja, idyaa pr raQaa jaldI–jaldI 
maoM ApnaI klama BaUla ga[-- qaI. Aba vah 
Dr ga[-. AQyaaipka nao BaI ]sao kha ik 
samaya sao kama ikyaa krao. ifr ]nhaoMnao 
raQaa kao klama dI. jaba raQaa nao P`aSnap~ 
doKa vah KuSa hu[- @yaaoMik ]sao saba Aata 
qaa. pr AÔsaaosa ]sako pasa samaya bahut 
kma qaa. vah ekdma Dr ga[- AaOr zIk 
sao javaaba nahIM ilaK pa[-. Aba raQaa kao ehsaasa huAa ik ]sao dor sao nahIM ]znaa caaihe qaa. tba sao vah raoja, jaldI ]ztI hO AaOr hr 
kaya- samaya pr krtI hO.

�� iP`aSaa saIº pTola¸ III-H

paOiYTk Aahar

raQaa kI khanaI
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iksaI Sahr maoM tIna bahnaoM rhtI qaIM 
[cCa¸ kOrI AaOr tmannaa. [cCa 

ek gaMdI laD,kI qaI. vah Apnaa kxaa 

kaya- ibalkula Qyaana sao nahIM krtI qaI. 

jaba gauÉjaI kxaa sao baahr inaklato tba vah 

KUba saarI SarartoM krtI. ]sakao doK kxaa 

kI dUsarI laD,ikyaaÐ BaI SarartoM krtIM AaOr 

gauÉjaI ka Anaadr krtIM isavaae kOrI AaOr 

tmannaa ko. vao daonaaoM Apnaa kama BaI zIk 

sao krtIM AaOr saba ka Aadr BaI krtIM. 

kuC idnaaoM tk tao yah calata rha ifr ek 

idna kOrI AaOr tmannaa nao saarI baat gauÉjaI 

kao bata[-. yah sauna kr gauÉjaI nao samaJaayaa 

kOsao ek maClaI saaro talaaba kao gaMda krtI 

hO. gauÉjaI kI baat ka saba pr KUba Asar 

huAa. saba baccao sauQar gae AaOr [cCa kao 

BaI sauQaar idyaa. 

�� kOravaI ]nak-t¸ III-E

bahut samaya phlao kI baat hO. maOM ek Aa^ifsa maoM kama krta 
qaa. mMaoro baa^sa nao mauJasao kha ik tumhoM iksaI dUsarI jagah 

[sa AadmaI ko saaqa jaanaa hO. dUsaro idna hma ]sa jagah jaanao ko 
ilae rvaanaa hao gae. rasto maoM ek gaaÐva maoM hma Ék gae. daophr 
maoM jaba maOM saao rha qaa maoro saaqa vaalao AadmaI kao Sarart saUJaI.  
]sanao saaocaa¸“@yaaoM na maOM [saka isar Cupa dUÐ ifr jaba yah saaokr 
]zogaa AaOr isar kao ZUÐZogaa AaOr raoegaa tba maOM ]sao laaOTa dUÐgaa.” 
]sako pasa kuC AaOr tao qaa nahIM. [sailae vah Apnao haqaaoM sao hI 
maoro isar kao inakalanao lagaa. maOM ]za AaOr ja,aor–ja,aor sao icallaanao 
lagaa.mauJao lagaa jaOsao vah maora galaa dbaa rha qaa. tBaI maUK- nao 
kha¸“nahIM¸ maOM [naka galaa nahIM dbaa rha qaa” AaOr ifr ]sanao 
saarI baat bata[-.saba nao yah saunakr kha¸ “ho rama²” maOMnao ]sa 
maUK- sao ifr kao[- daostI nahIM rKI.

� AnaMt ibasavaasa¸ III-F

kOrI AaOr tmannaa kao krao salaama

maUK- AadmaI
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ek jaMgala maoM dao daost rhto qao. 
ek qaa Saor AaOr dUsara haqaI.daonaaoM 

maoM gahrI daostI qaI. ek idna Saor nao 
kha ik mauJao bahut ja,aor sao BaUK lagaI hO  
@yaa tuma maoro saaqa iSakar pr calaaogao.
haqaI hÐsanao lagaa AaOr baaolaa ik maOM tumharo 
jaOsao CaoTo–maaoTo kama nahIM krta.maMO 
tao baD,o–baD,o kama krta hUÐ laoikna tuma 
khto hao tao maOM tumharo saaqa calata hUÐ.
qaaoD,I hI dUr calanao pr haqaI qak gayaa. 
]sanao kha ik maOM AaOr nahIM cala sakta.
Saor nao kha¸“@yaaoM daost² tuma tao baD,o–
baD,o kama krto hao ifr [tnaI jaldI qak 
kOsao gaeÆ”haqaI kao ApnaI galatI ka 
ehsaasa hao gayaa.]sanao ApnaI galatI 
maanato hue kha “saca hO daost kao[- BaI 
kama CaoTa yaa baD,a nahIM haota.”

�� jaOnama Saah¸ IV-A

ek laD,ka qaa ijasaka naama rama qaa.vah prIxaa 
maoM kamayaaba nahIM hao pa rha qaa.vah bahut 

duKI qaa.vah Gar pr Akolaa [Qar–]Qar Thla 
rha qaa.tBaI ]sakI naj,ar caIMiTyaaoM pr pD,I. 
]sanao doKa ik caIMiTyaaÐ Apnao Gar tk Kanaa lao jaanao 
ko ilae baar–baar kaoiSaSa kr rhI qaIM pr Kanaa 
Apnao Gar tk lao jaanao maoM kamayaaba nahIM hao pa rhI 
qaIM.rama ]nhoM dao GMaTo tk doKta hI rha.AMt maoM  
]sanao doKa ik caIMiTyaaÐ Kanaa lao jaanao maoM kamayaaba 
hao ga[-M.rama kao [sasao sabak imalaa ik jaba CaoTI–
saI caIMTI baar–baar kaoiSaSa kr kamayaaba hao saktI 
hO tao maOM @yaaoM nahIM.vah [na caIMiTyaaoM sao sabak lao 
kr ja,aor–Saaor sao prIxaa kI tOyaarI maoM laga gayaa. 
AgalaI prIxaa maoM vah P`aqama Aayaa.

�� caahnaa Aahujaa¸ IV-B 

haqaI kI saaoca

rama kI prIxaa
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ek gaaÐva maoM ek caaor rhta qaa.vah bahut catur qaa. 
ek baar vah dUsaro caaor sao imalaa.]na daonaaoM caaoraoM nao 

imala kr bahut caaoiryaaÐ kIM.ek idna yah baat rajaa tk 
phuÐca ga[-.rajaa nao Apnao saOinakaoM kao AadoSa idyaa ik  
]na daonaaoM caaoraoM kao pkD, kr maoro saamanao laaAao.
isapaihyaaoM nao ek–ek kaonaa doKa pr ]nakao vao daonaaoM 
nahIM imalao.

Acaanak ek idna ek isapahI nao ]na daonaaoM kao 
doK ilayaa.isapahI nao ]na daonaaoM sao pUCa ik tuma daonaaoM 
yahaÐ @yaa kr rho haoÆ daonaaoM caaoraoM nao galatI sao kh 
idyaa ik vao hI caaor hOM AaOr caaorI krnao Aae hOM. 
basa ifr @yaa qaa isapahI ]na daonaaoM caaoraoM kao rajaa 
ko pasa lao gayaa. rajaa nao jaba ]nasao pUCa tao phlao 
caaor nao tao manaa kr idyaa jabaik dUsaro caaor nao saca 
baaolaa ik vah caaor hO AaOr vah yahaÐ caaorI krnao 
Aayaa qaa. rajaa bahut KuSa huAa ik dUsaro caaor 
nao saca baaolaa. rajaa nao isapaihyaaoM kao AadoSa 
idyaa ik dUsaro caaor kao CaoD, idyaa jaae AaOr 
phlao caaor kao baMdI banaa ilayaa jaae.

� naItISa Aarº dlaala¸ IV-C   

ek gaaÐva qaa Zaolakpur. ]sa gaaÐva maoM ek laD,kI rhtI qaI. 
vah bahut garIba qaI. ]sako iptajaI lakD,I kaTnao jaayaa krto 

qao AaOr ]saI sao saBaI ka BarNa–paoYaNa haota qaa pr vah bahut duKI 
rhtI qaI.ApnaI garIbaI sao nahIM bailk Apnao iptajaI ko svaBaava 
sao.]sako iptajaI bahut laalacaI qao.ek idna ]sako iptajaI nadI 
ko iknaaro lakD,I kaT rho qao.tBaI Acaanak kulhaD,I nadI maoM igar 
ga[-.vah bahut duKI hao gae.tBaI Acaanak ek prI Aa[- AaOr  
]nako  duKI haonao ka karNa pUCa.]sako iptajaI nao karNa batayaa. 
prI nao saaonao kI kulhaD,I idKato hue kha— “@yaa yahI hO tumharI 
kulhaD,IÆ lakD,haro nao turMt kha—“haÐ-–haÐ² yah maorI hI hO.”Aba 
lakD,haro ka laalaca baZ, gayaa.

vah dUsaro idna vaapsa vahIM lakD,I kaTnao gayaa. ]sanao jaanabaUJa 
kr ApnaI kulhaD,I nadI maoM igara dI AaOr duKI haonao ka naaTk krnao 
lagaa.vah prI ifr Aa[- AaOr duKI haonao ka karNa pUCa.lakD,haro 
nao batayaa ik ]sakI kulhaDI nadI maoM igar ga[- hO.prI nao kha—  
“@yaa yah hOÆ”]sanao turMt kha— “haÐ¸ yah maorI hO.”prI samaJa 
ga[- ik vah laalacaI hO.prI nao turMt hI phlao vaalaI kulhaD,I BaI 

lao laI.lakD,hara pCtanao lagaa ik ]sakI laaoho kI kulhaD,I BaI 
calaI ga[-.

�� taSaI saaQa¸ IV-D

saccaa[- ka fla

laalacaI lakD,hara
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ek AadmaI qaa.]saka naama ramaU qaa.]sakI 
[-maanadarI sao gaaÐva ko laaoga bahut P`asanna qao.ek 

idna rajaa nao ramaU kao drbaar maoM baulaayaa.rajaa nao kha 
ik vao ramaU kI [-maanadarI sao bahut P`asanna hOM AaOr ]
sao [naama donaa caahto hOM.ramaU nao yah baat saunakr kha 
ik ]sao kuC nahIM caaihe.yaid vah [-maanadar hO tao  
]sao APanaI [-maanadarI ka fla AvaSya imalaogaa.ek 
idna ramaU kao pOsao kI ja,$rt pD,I. ramaU rajaa ko pasa 
gayaa. rajaa nao kha ik maOMnao phlao hI kha qaa¸ yah laao 
tumharo pOsao.ramaU nao rajaa kao caavala dokr kha ik maoro 
pasa donao ko ilae kuC nahIM hO pr Aapkao APanao Kot 
ko caavala donaa caahta hUÐ.rajaa bahut KuSa huAa AaOr 
]sao gaaÐva ka sarpMca banaa idyaa. ]sao APanaI [-maanadarI 
ka fla imala gayaa.

�� hunar ecaº Saah¸ IV-E

ek samaya kI baat hO, dao Baa[- qao maaohna AaOr saaohna.maaohna hmaoSaa Apnao baD,aoM 
kI saunata AaOr Aadr krta qaa¸hmaoSaa dUsaraoM kI madd krta qaa jabaik 

saaohna na hI baD,aoM kI saunata AaOr naa hI iksaI kI madd krta qaa.ek idna  
]nako maata–ipta ]na daonaaoM sao yah kh kr gae ik hma daonaaoM maMidr jaa rho hOM. 
Gar ka AaOr Apnaa Qyaana rKnaa, hma jaldI hI Gar Aa jaaeÐgao. daonaaoM Baa[- Gar 
maoM baOzo–baOzo baaor hao rho qao, tBaI maaohna kao ek trkIba saUJaI. ]sanao saaohna 
sao kha ik maOM Gar ko baahr jaa kr kuC lao kr Aata hUÐ laoikna dukana bahut 
dUr hO [sailae tuma Gar sao baahr mat inaklanaa¸ mauJao kuC dor laga jaaegaI. 
yah kh kr maaohna dukana calaa gayaa. laoikna maaohna ko manaa krnao ko baavaja,Ud 
saaohna Gar sao baahr inakla gayaa @yaaoMik ]sao naairyala panaI pInaa qaa AaOr tBaI 
dao caaor Aae AaOr ]naka Gar laUTnao lagao.naairyala panaI pI kr jaba vah Gar 
phuÐcaa tao ]sanao caaoraoM kao caaorI krto doK ilayaa. Parntu caaoraoM nao ]sao hI rssaI 
sao baaÐQa idyaa.[Qar maaohna jaba caa^klaoT laokr laaOTa tao vah Gar ka dRSya doK 
kr h@ka–ba@ka rh gayaa. maaohna nao saUJabaUJa sao kama ilayaa AaOr Apnao daost 
ko Gar sao puilasa kI gaaD,I vaalaa iKlaaOnaa lao Aayaa AaOr ]sao bajaanaa Sau$ kr 
idyaa.Pauilasa kI gaaD,I kI saayarna jaOsaI Aavaaja, saunakr caaor Baaga KDo, hue.

�� AarjaU jaoº daoYaI¸ IV-F 

[-maanadarI ka fla catur baccaa
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ek laD,ka qaa. ]saka naama rama qaa. vah isaÔ- jaOna Qama- kao 
maanata qaa. ek idna rama nao maMidr jaanao ka fOsalaa ikyaa pr 

jaba vah maMidr phuÐcaa tao ]sanao doKa ik maMidr baMd hO prMtu ]sao yaad 
Aayaa ik vah Gar nahIM jaa sakta qaa @yaaoMik ]sanao maMidr jaanao ka 
fOsalaa ikyaa qaa.vahIM pasa maoM ]sanao ek maisja,d doKI.vah qaaoD,I dor 
tk saaocanao lagaa ifr ek AMkla ]sako pasa Aae jaao maiuslama qao. 
]nhaoMnao rama sao pUCa ik tuma yahaÐ jaOna maMidr ko baahr @yaaoM KD,o hao 
tao ]sanao kha ik maOM jaOna hUÐ AaOr maOM yahaÐ dSa-na krnao Aayaa qaa prMtu 
maMidr baMd hO. ifr AMkla nao kha ik kao[- baat nahIM tuma maisja,d maoM 
dSa-na kr laao. rama nao kha ik maOM tao isaÔ- jaOna Qama- kao hI maanata 
hUÐ. AMkla nao kha ik saaro Qama- ek hI jaOsao haoto hOM.rama baaolaa ik 
maOM yah nahIM kr sakta. AMkla nao kha ik kao[- Qama- AcCa yaa baura 
nahIM haota. rama nao kha zIk hO. rama maMidr maoM ApnaI ek bahut 
baD,I [cCa pUrI krnao Aayaa qaa. jaba ]sanao Allaah sao ApnaI [cCa 
maaÐgaI tao ]sakI [cCa pUrI hao ga[-. ]sa idna sao rama hr ek Qama- kao 
maananao lagaa AaOr ]naka sammaana krnao lagaa.

�� prInait jaOna¸ IV-G

rama kI saaoca

ek samaya kI baat hO talaaba iknaaro 
ek baUZ,a kCuAa rhta qaa jaao bahut 

baaolata qaa. kuC samaya baad jaba sadI- Aa[- 
tba vahaÐ dao bagaulao Aakr basa gae. kCue 
nao ]nhoM Apnaa pircaya dokr ]nhoM Apnaa 
ima~ banaa ilayaa AaOr vao tInaaoM bahut AcCo 
ima~ bana gae. kuC samaya baad jaba gamaI- 
pD,I tba talaaba ka panaI saUKnao lagaa. 
daonaaoM bagaulaaoM nao vahaÐ sao jaanao kI yaaojanaa 
banaa[- pr jaba kCue nao saunaa tao ]sao bahut 
duK huAa. kCue nao kha¸ “kRpa krko 
tuma laaoga mat jaaAao nahIM tao maOM Akolaa rh 
jaa}Ðgaa.” vao baaolao¸ “nahIM hmaoM jaanaa hI 
haogaa.” tBaI bagaulao kao ek ]paya saUJaa. 
]sanao kha¸“zIk hO¸ tuma ek kama krnaa 
lakD,I kao baIca sao mauÐh maoM dbaa laonaa hma [sao 
daonaaoM Aaor sao caaoMca maoM dbaa laMogao.” kCue 

kao bagaulao kI trkIba AcCI lagaI. bagaulao 
kCue kao laokr ]D,nao lagao prMtu kCuAa 
ApnaI Aadt sao maja,baUr qaa. ]sanao kuC 
khnao ko ilae mauÐh Kaolaa AaOr naIcao igarnao hI 
vaalaa qaa ik daonaaoM bagaulaaoM nao gaja,ba kI futI- 

idKa[- AaOr kCue kI jaana bacaa laI. [sa 
GaTnaa ko baad kCue nao ksama Ka[- ik vah 
kBaI BaI AnaavaSyak baatoM nahIM krogaa.

�� ird\iQa maa$¸ IV-H 

baatUnaI kCuAa
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jaMgala maoM ek baMdr rhta qaa.vah bahut AalasaI qaa.vah kao[- 
maohnat ka kama nahIM krta qaa. ]sako pasa ek puranaI baaÐsaurI 

qaI¸ vah poD, pr baOzkr saara idna ]sao bajaata rhta qaa.poD, pr lagao 
fla Kata qaa Apnao Baaojana ko ilae BaI j,yaada maohnat nahIM krta 
laoikna baMdr ko saaqa rhnao vaalao ]sako saBaI daost haqaI¸ KrgaaoSa¸ 
ihrNa¸ BaalaU¸ caIMTI Aaid saba bahut maohnatI qao.jaMgala maoM sadI- ko 
maaOsama maoM saba phlao sao hI Baaojana [kT\za kr laoto qao.garmaI ka maaOsama 
Aato hI saba KuSa hao jaato qao @yaaMoik garmaI maoM ]nakao Baaojana kI 
j,yaada icaMta nahIM haotI qaI.raoja, Apnaa Baaojana ZUÐZkr Ka laoto qao. 
sadI- ka maaOsama Aayaa AaOr saba nao phlao kI trh tOyaarI Sau$ kr dI 
laoikna baMdr Aalasa ko karNa poD, pr saaota rha. sadI- baZ,nao lagaI 
poD, ko fla K%ma hao gae. Aba baMdr kao BaUK laganao lagaI laoikna 
Kanao kao ]sanao kuC BaI jamaa nahIM ikyaa qaa.saba daostaMo nao BaI [sa baar  
]sakao sabak isaKanao ko ilae Kanao ko ilae kuC nahIM donao ka inaScaya 
ikyaa.baMdr BaUK sao tD,pnao lagaa. tba AMt maoM ]sako daostaoM nao  
]sakao qaaoD,a Baaojana idyaa AaOr ]sakao samaJaayaa ik hmaoM maohnat krnaI 
caaihe¸ Aalasa nahIM.

� AaÐcala laalavaanaI¸ V-A

AalasaI baMdr

bahut samaya phlao kI baat hO ek rajaa qaa¸ vah bahut hI 
Drpaok qaa AaOr [saI Dr ko karNa ]sanao bahut samaya 

sao As~–Sas~ sao yaud\Qa ka AByaasa BaI nahIM ikyaa qaa.  
]sako pD,aosaI rajaa yah baat jaanato qao. vao baar–baar ]sao  
yaud\Qa ko ilae lalakarto pr vah harnao ko Dr sao kBaI yaud\Qa naa 
krta. ek idna jaba vah Apnao drbaar maoM baOza qaa ik ek dUt nao 
Aakr ]sao saMdoSa idyaa ijasa maoM ilaKa qaa ik ]sako rajya pr hmalaa 
haonao vaalaa hO. rajaa bahut Gabara gayaa. icaMta ko karNa ]sao rat 
Bar naIMd BaI nahIM Aa[-.  vah Apnao mahla ko P`aaMgaNa maoM Thlanao lagaa 
tBaI ]sakI naja,r ek CaoTI–saI makD,I pr pD,I. vah Apnao jaala 
tk phuÐcanao ko ilae baar–baar dIvaar pr caZ,tI AaOr igar jaatI 
pr makD,I nao har naa maanaI AaOr Aqak P`ayaasaaoM ko baad AaiKr vah 
Apnao jaala tk phuÐca hI ga[-. yah doKkr rajaa nao saaocaa jaba 
[tnaI CaoTI makD,I inarMtr AByaasa sao saflata P`aaPt kr saktI hO 
tao maOM BaI Aba sao yaud\Qa ka AByaasa k$Ðgaa AaOr ivajaya P`aaPt krko 
rhUÐgaa. [sa P`akar rajaa nao P`aitidna AByaasa ikyaa AaOr Apnao Sa~u 
kao hrakr yaud\Qa maoM ivajaya P`aaPt kI. iksaI nao sahI kha hO ik 
AByaasa krto rhnao sao saflata ja,$r imalatI hO. 

� va%sala esaº gaaiDyaa¸ V-E

makD,I kI saIK
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bahut samaya phlao kI baat hO¸ ek gaaÐva maoM dao pD,aosaI rhto qao.
ramaP`asaad AaOr SyaamaP`asaad.ramaP`asaad bahut [-maanadar va maohnatI 

qaa.vah Apnao Gar maoM baccaaoM kao pZ,akr pOsao kmaata AaOr Apnao Gar 
ka gauja,ara calaata. SyaamaP`asaad caalaak va QaaoKobaaja, AmaIr vyai@t 
qaa.vah Sahr ko baaja,ar sao sasto maoM saamaana laakr gaaÐva maoM mahÐgao dama 
maoM baocakr garIba laaogaaoM sao pOsaa eMozta qaa.]na daonaaoM ko Gar ko pasa 
ek poD, pr ek icaiD,yaa ka GaaMosalaa qaa.ek idna icaiD,yaa ka 
ek baccaa GaaoMsalao sao naIcao igar gayaa AaOr ]sakao caaoT laga ga[-.
ramaP`asaad nao ]sakao ]zayaa AaOr ]sakI marhma pT\TI kI.icaiD,yaa 
nao ramaP`asaad kI saovaa Baavanaa sao KuSa haokr ]sakao paÐca maaotI ide.
ramaP`asaad nao ]na maaoityaaoM kao Sahr maoM jaakr baoca idyaa ijasako ]sakao 
AcCo pOsao imalao AaOr ]sanao ]na pOsaaoM sao ek ivad\yaalaya Kaolaa.vah 
AmaIr haota calaa gayaa.ek baar ]sanao tIqa- krnao kI saaocaI AaOr 
Apnaa Qana ek ba@sao maoM rKkr Apnao pD,aosaI SyaamaP`asaad kao rKnao 
kao idyaa AaOr kha ik Aakr maOM Aap sao lao laUÐgaa AaOr tIqa- krnao 
calaa gayaa.jaba vah vaapsa Aayaa tao QaaoKobaaja, SyaamaP`asaad nao ]saka 
Qana inakalakr ba@sao maoM p%qar Barkr ramaP`asaad kao do idyaa.jaba 

ramaP`asaad nao pUCa ik maora Qana khaÐ gayaa tao ]sanao kha vah tao p%qar 
qaa¸ Qana khaÐ qaa.ramaP`asaad duKI haokr calaa gayaa.kuC samaya baad 
SyaamaP`asaad kao vyaapar ko ilae dUr Sahr maoM jaanaa pD,a tao vah Apnao 
baoTo kao ramaP`asaad ko Gar CaoD,kr gayaa. ramaP`asaad nao saaocaa [sa baar 
[sakao sabak isaKayaa jaae. ramaP`asaad nao ek taota KrIda AaOr 
jaba SyaamaP`asaad vaapsa Aayaa tao ramaP`asaad nao SyaamaP`asaad kao taota 
dokr kha¸‘yah laao tumhara baoTa.’ ]sanao kha¸‘yah tao taota hO¸maora 
baoTa khaÐ hOÆ’ ramaP`asaad nao kha¸‘yahI tumhara baoTa hO.’ ‘tuma JaUz 
baaola rho hao.’ SyaamaP`asaad ko baar–baar eosaa khnao pr ramaP`asaad nao 
kha¸‘jaba maora Qana p%qar bana sakta hO tao tumhara baoTa taota @yaaoM 
nahIM hao sakta.’ [tnaa saunakr SyaamaP`asaad kao ApnaI caalaakI pr 
pCtavaa huAa AaOr ]sanao ramaP`asaad ka saara Qana vaapsa kr idyaa. 
SyaamaP`asaad nao QaaoKobaaja,I CaoD, dI @yaaoMik ]sakao ]sakI krnaI sao 
sabak imala gayaa qaa. 

�� stuit jaOna¸ V-B

dao pD,aosaI
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ek gaaÐva maoM ek iballaI rhtI qaI. 
]sako dao baccao qao. gaaÐva maoM saBaI 

laaoga KuSa qao AaOr ek pirvaar kI trh 
rhto qao. ek baar gaaÐva maoM Akala Aa 
gayaa. KotaoM kI saarI fsala saUK ga[-. 
laaoga BaUK sao marnao lagao. panaI kI kmaI 
hao ga[-. iballaI ko pasa jaao dUQa bacaa 
qaa vah BaI K%ma hao gayaa. ]sako baccao 
BaUKo qao AaOr vao isaÔ- dUQa hI pIto qao.
iballaI nao Apnao dUsaro saaiqayaaoM sao pUCa pr  
]nako pasa dUQa nahIM qaa. vah dUsarI jagah 
jaanao hI vaalaI qaI ik kuC ku%to ]sako 
pICo pD, gae. iballaI dUsaro rasto sao jaanao 
lagaI ifr ]sao iSakarI nao dbaaoca ilayaa. turMt ]sanao Apnao naaKUna 
sao iSakarI ko }pr vaar ikyaa AaOr vahaÐ sao Baaga ga[-. rasto maoM  
]sao k[- laaoga imalao pr iballaI kao dUQa nahIM imalaa. vah inaraSa nahIM 
hu[- AaOr ZUÐZ,tI rhI. AMt maoM ]sao poD, ko naIcao ek AadmaI laoTa 
huAa imalaa jaao dUQa ka pOkoT Apnao isarahnao rKkr saao rha qaa. 

iballaI nao caupko sao ]sa pOkoT kao Apnao mauÐh maoM dbaayaa AaOr Baaga 
ga[-. iballaI Apnao baccaaoM ko pasa phuÐca ga[- AaOr ]nhoM dUQa iplaa kr  
]nakI Pyaasa bauJaa[-.

�� AaSaIYa roKanaI¸ V-H

ek rajya ko ek baD,o–sao mahla maoM ek rajaa rhto qao.]nhaoMnao k[- 
rajyaaoM kao yaud\Qa maoM jaIta qaa.[sa karNa vao bahut maSahUr qao.

balavaana haonao ko karNa vao GamaMDI hao gae qao.ek idna ek baabaa Aae 
ijanhoM saba QaunaI baabaa ko naama sao jaanato qao.vao bahut &anaI qao.jaba 
]nakao rajaa ko AhMkar ka pta calaa tao vao jaldI hI rajya maoM Aa 
gae.]nakao rajaa sao imalanao kI [cCa qaI @yaaoMik imalakr hI vao rajaa 
ko AhMkar kao imaTa sakto qao tao inakla pD,o QaunaI baabaa rajamahla 
kI trÔ.jaba vao mahla ko AMdr gae tao ]nhoM mahla bahut AalaISaana 
lagaa laoikna ]naka laxya isaÔ- rajaa ko AMhkar kao imaTanaa qaa. 
AaiKr maoM QaunaI baabaa rajaa sao imala gae.rajaa kao QaunaI baabaa &anaI 
lagao [sailae rajaa nao baabaa ka AcCo sao svaagat ikyaa.ifr QaunaI 
baabaa nao rajaa sao kha¸ “rajaa Aapkao maorI dao baatoM maananaI haogaIM¸ 
tBaI maOM Aapkao pUro Baart ka rajaa maanaUÐgaa AaOr Agar Aap nahIM 
maana pae tao Aapkao CInaI hu[- ja,maIna vaapsa laaOTanaI haogaI.rajaa nao 
phlao qaaoD,a saaocaa laoikna ifr QaunaI baabaa kI baat maana laI. QaunaI 
baabaa rajaa kao Ka[- ko pasa laokr gae AaOr ]nhaoMnao rajaa sao kha¸ 
“Aba Aap maora Émaala Ka[- kI trf foMk kr idKa[e.” rajaa 
nao k[- baar kaoiSaSa kI laoikna hvaa ko JaaoMko sao Émaala vaapsa ja,maIna 
pr igar jaata.Aba baabaa nao p%qar ]zayaa AaOr $maala sao p%qar kao 
lapoT idyaa AaOr Ka[- kI trÔ foMk idyaa.

�� dIyaa jagaanaI¸ V-C

rajaa ka bajaa baajaa

iballaI AaOr baccao
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yah baat sana\ 1789 kI hO. AnaMtpur ko rajaa 
nao gaussao maoM Apnao maM~I kao inakala idyaa. yah 

baat pUro rajya maoM fOla ga[-. AaSaIYa¸ raohna¸ ramaU 
AaOr sataoYa maM~I bananaa caahto qao tao vao rajaa ko 
pasa gae. rajaa nao kha¸ “zIk hO¸ maOM tuma caaraoM 
maoM sao iksaI ek kao Apnaa maM~I caunaUÐgaa pr maOM 
Apnao maM~I maoM caar AcCo gauNa caahta hUÐ AaOr vao 
hOM¹ [-maanadar¸ saaÔ idla¸ maohnatI AaOr ek saccaa 
[Msaana. yao caar gauNa haonaa bahut ja,$rI hO. [sako 
ilae maOM tumhoM dao kaya- dUÐgaa AaOr jaao [na daonaaoM kayaao-M 
kao mana lagaakr AcCo sao krogaa vahI banaogaa maora 
maM~I.” ifr Agalao idna rajaa nao caaraoM laaogaaoM kao 
baulaayaa AaOr ]naka phlaa kaya- batayaa¸ “tumhoM 
sabasao phlao [sa paOQao kao ]gaanaa hO. mauJao yah paOQaa 
ek mahInao ko baad caaihe. ek mahInao ko baad caaraoM laaoga rajaa ko 
pasa paOQaa laokr gae. saba ko paOQao baZ,o hue qao basa ramaU ka paOQaa 
vaOsaa hI qaa jaOsaa rajaa nao ]nhoM Sau$ maoM idyaa qaa. tba rajaa nao ramaU sao 
pUCa ik ]saka paOQaa baZ,a @yaaoM nahIMÆ tba ramaU nao kuC nahIM kha. 
ifr rajaa nao kha ik maOMnao phlao kaya- ka ivajaota cauna ilayaa hO. 
ifr rajaa nao ]nhoM dUsara kaya- idyaa. rajaa nao kha ik tumhara dUsara 
kaya- yah hO ik tumhoM maorI P`ajaa kI madd krnaI haogaI. ijasako kama 
sao laaoga j,yaada KuSa haoMgao vahI maora maM~I banaogaa. 

[sa baar AaSaIYa¸ saMtaoYa AaOr raohna nao j,yaada maohnat nahIM kI 
AaOr basa qaaoD,a hI kama ikyaa pr ramaU nao tao KUna¹psaInaa ek kr 

idyaa. ]sanao ja,$rt sao j,yaada maohnat kI. AMt maoM natIjao kI 
baarI Aa[-. rajaa nao ApnaI P`ajaa ko saamanao ivajaota GaaoiYat ikyaa 
AaOr kha ik maora maM~I ramaU hO. ramaU kI AaÐKaoM sao KuSaI ko AaÐsaU 
Tpk pD,o. rajaa nao kha ik AaSaIYa¸ saMtaoYa AaOr raohna bao[-maana 
hOM. phlao kaya- maoM [nhaoMnao paOQao kao badla idyaa AaOr nayaa paOQaa ]gaa 
ilayaa pr ramaU nao ]saI paOQao pr maohnat kI [sailae ramaU ka paOQaa nahIM  
]gaa @yaaoMik vah paOQaa Kraba qaa. ramaU nao dUsaro kaya- maoM BaI P`ajaa 
kI pUrI madd kI [sailae ramaU hI hO maora maM~I @yaaoMik ]saI nao saaro 
kaya- [-maanadarI sao ike hOM.

� ]%kYa- Aga`vaala¸ V-D

bahut samaya phlao kI baat hO— jaba naa hI ibajalaI qaI¸naa hI 
yaatayaat krnao ko saaQana yaa vaahna qao.jaba idna kao icaiD,yaaÐ 

gaunagaunaatIM AaOr poD,aoM sao gaujartI zMDI hvaa AatI.rat kao Aasamaana 
maoM camakto hue taro idKto AaOr saba ko caohraoM pr KuSaI idKtI qaI.
vahIM ek CaoTa–saa rajya huAa krta qaa jahaÐ ko laaoga bahut hI saccao 
AaOr naokidla qao.ek idna jaba kuC maCuAaro nadI maoM maClaI pkD, 
rho qao ik ]nhaoMnao ek AadmaI kao DUbato hue doKa.ek maCuAaro nao 
]sao bacaa ilayaa AaOr Apnao Gar lao gayaa.]sa maCuAaro ko pasa ek 
baaolanao vaalaa taota qaa jaao saarI baatoM jyaaoM kI %yaaoM baaola laota qaa.]sa 
taoto kI AnaaoKI klaa doKkr Anajaana AadmaI ko mana  maoM ]sao panao 
ka laalaca Aa gayaa.]sanao rajaa sao iSakayat kI ik [sa maCuAaro 
nao maora taota lao ilayaa hO.mauJao maora taota idlavaa[e.rajaa nao maCuAaro 
kao baulavaayaa AaOr daonaaoM kI baatoM saunakr vah saaoca maoM pD, gae ik maoro 
rajya maoM tao saBaI saccao laaoga hOM pr yah maohmaana BaI JaUz @yaaoM baaolaogaa. 
bahut saaoca–samaJakr rajaa nao kha ik taoto kao kuC samaya ko ilae 

maoro kxa maoM 
CaoD, dao.
taoto nao rajaa 
kao saba saca 
bata idyaa.
rajaa nao ]sa 
AadmaI kao 
karagaar maoM 
Dala idyaa 
AaOr maCuAaro 
kao bahut sao purskar dokr ivada ikyaa.saca hI kha hO daostaoM ik 
saccaa[- kI hmaoSaa jaIt haotI hO.

�� Qa`uva DIº trsaaiDyaa¸ V-F

AnaaoKa taota

[-maanadarI AaOr maohnat ka fla
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ek Sahr maoM ek AmaIr AadmaI qaa. ]saka baoTa bahut sajjana evaM 
AcCo vyavahar vaalaa qaa. ]sao ja,ra BaI GamaMD nahIM qaa. vah ApnaI 

kxaa maoM P`aqama Aata qaa. jaba ]sanao baarhvaIM kI prIxaa pasa kI tao ]sao 
pta calaa ik vah Apnao Sahr maoM phlao sqaana pr Aayaa hO. ]sao AasaanaI 
sao ka^laoja maoM daiKlaa imala gayaa. ]sako ipta bahut KuSa qao. ka^laoja 
maoM ]sako caar daost bana gae. vao BaI baD,o AmaIr qao laoikna GamaMDI qao. vao 
pZ,a[- kma AaOr GaUmanao–ifrnao ka kama j,yaada krto qao [sailae Ôola haoto 
qao. vah laD,ka BaI ]nako saaqa pZ,a[- CaoD,kr maaOja–mastI krnao lagaa. 
vah baomatlaba pOsao Kca- krnao lagaa tao ]sako ipta kao icaMta haonao lagaI. 
vao bahut baImaar hao gae. ek idna vah Apnao ipta ko pasa baOza qaa.  
]sako ipta nao ek TaokrI maoM paÐca saoba rKo. saaro saoba taja,o qao pr ek 
saoba saD,a huAa qaa. laD,ko nao Apnao ipta sao pUCa¸ ‘iptajaI Aapnao taja,o 
saobaaoM ko saaqa saD,a saoba @yaaoM rKa hOÆ’ ]nhaoMnao tba kuC BaI nahIM kha. 
dao idna baad laD,ko nao doKa ik saaro saoba saD, gae. ]sanao Apnao ipta 
sao pUCa¸ ‘iptajaI yao saoba dao idna maoM kOsao saD, gaeÆ’ ]sako ipta nao kha  
]sa ek saD,o saoba nao sabakao saD,a idyaa jaOsao ]na caar daostaoM nao tumhoM GamaMDI 
AaOr baud\QaU banaa idyaa hO. yah khkr ]sako ipta kI maaOt hao ga[-. ]sa 

laD,ko kao ]nakI baat samaJa maoM Aa ga[-. ]sanao ]nasao daostI taoD, dI AaOr maohnat krko baOMk ka baD,a AiQakarI bana gayaa. 

�� vaOBava qapilayaala¸ V-G

saD,o hue saoba

Avatar pTola naama ka ek vyaaparI qaa jaao baD,a hI AmaIr AaOr 
dyaalau qaa.vah Apnaa saara kama Kud hI krta qaa.ek 

baar ]nhMo baaja,ar narma haonao ko karNa baD,a nauksaana ]zanaa pD,a. 
]nhaoMnao baD,a ka^nT/o@T lao ilayaa qaa AaOr [sako ilae pOsaa BaI 
phlao hI lao ilayaa qaa.kama samaya pr pUra na haonao ko karNa 
vyaaparI kao pOsao saUd samaot vaapsa laaOTanao qao pr ]sako pasa 
[tnao pOsao nahIM qao.Avatar nao baOMk sao laaona laokr pOsao cauka 
ide laoikna ]saka kama maMda haonao ko karNa baOMk kao BaI samaya 
pr pOsao nahIM laaOTa payaa.baOMk vaalaaoM nao ]saka Gar igarvaI 
rK ilayaa AaOr Avatar Apnao pirvaar ko saaqa saD,k pr 
Aa gayaa.ifr BaI ]sanao har na maanaI.vah idna–rat ApnaI 
vyavasqaa maoM jauTa rhta.AaiKrkar ek idna jaba baaja,ar maoM 
toja,I Aa[- tao ]sao ek baD,a ka^nT/o@T ifr sao imalaa.]sanao 
baD,I lagana sao ka^nT/o@T pUra ikyaa.]nhoM Apnao kama ko ilae 
AcCI kImat imalaI.Avatar nao baOMk ko saaro pOsao cauka ide 
AaOr Apnao pirvaar ko saaqa KuSaI¹KuSaI rhnao lagaa.

�� AaSautaoYa gauPta¸ VI-A 

vyaaparI kI ij,aMdgaI
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ek samaya kI baat hO¸ saUya-Baana naamak rajaa qaa.]sako pasa bahut saarI Qana–daOlat qaI. 
]namaoM caar baoSakImatI saaonao ko isa@ko qao ijanakI saurxaa ko ]nhaoMnao Kasa [Mtjaama 

kr rKo qao.]nhoM caura panaa AsaMBava qaa.]saI rajya maoM baMsaIQar naama ka ek Saaitr 
caaor rhta qaa.vah Cla¸ kpT¸ JaUz sao eosao caaorI krta ik kBaI pkD,a nahIM jaata.
ek idna jaba vah isapaihyaaoM sao bacanao ko ilae Baaga rha qaa tao vah ek saaQau kI kuiTyaa 
maoM phuÐca gayaa.saaQau nao kha ik maOM tumharI jaana tao bacaa sakta hUÐ pr tumhoM vacana donaa 
haogaa ik tuma kBaI JaUz nahIM baaolaaogao.baMsaIQar maana gayaa.]sa idna sao vah saca baaolanao 
lagaa.rajaa ko isa@kaoM kI Kbar baMsaIQar tk phuÐcaI.vah ]nhoM cauranao kI yaaojanaa banaanao 
lagaa.rajaa kI ek Aadt qaI ik vah rat kao BaoYa badlakr nagar maoM GaUmaa krta qaa.
ek rat vah baMsaIQar sao Tkra gae. baMsaIQar nao ]nhoM batayaa ik jald hI vah mahla maoM 
caaorI krnao vaalaa hO.rajaa kao baD,a AaScaya- huAa.baD,I kaoiSaSa ko baad baMsaIQar ek  
isa@ka cauranao maoM kamayaaba hao gayaa pr ]sao maM~I nao rÐgao haqa pkD, ilayaa.laoikna  
isa@ko doKkr maM~I ko mana maoM laalaca Aa gayaa.]sanao sabakI naja,roM bacaakr saaro  
isa@ko caura ilae AaOr saara [lja,ama baMsaIQar pr lagaa idyaa. baMsaIQar kao doKto hI 
rajaa phcaana gae. baMsaIQar nao ek isa@ko kI caaorI krnaa kbaUla ilayaa.rajaa saaoca maoM pD, gae.]nhaoMnao maM~I kI tlaaSaI ka AadoSa idyaa.
maM~I nao ApnaI galatI maana laI.rajaa nao maM~I kao karagaar maoM Dala idyaa AaOr baMsaIQar kI saccaa[- kao doKkr ]saoo isa@kaoM kI rKvaalaI ko 
ilae rK ilayaa.saca hI hO ‘saaÐca kao AaÐca nahIM.’ 

�� ranaI koº jaOna¸ VI-D 

ek baar kI baat hO ek vyaaparI qaa.vah 
namak ka vyaapar krta qaa.]sako pasa 

ek gaQaa qaa ijasa pr namak laadkr vah Sahr 
baocanao jaata qaa.Sahr ko maaga- maoM ek nadI AatI 
qaI.gaQao kao nadI par krnao maoM baD,I tklaIÔ 
haotI¸ pr ]sako pasa [saka kao[- ]paya nahIM 
qaa.ek idna vyaaparI kao namak lao jaanao maoM dor 
hao ga[- tao vah gaQao  kao jaldI–jaldI nadI par 
kranao lagaa.Acaanak gaQao ka pOr ifsala gayaa 
AaOr vah nadI maoM igar gayaa.jaOsao hI vah KD,a 
huAa¸vah Apnaa saara dd- BaUla gayaa @yaaoMik  
]sao bahut hlka mahsaUsa hao rha qaa.]sao samaJa 
maoM Aa gayaa ik namak panaI maoM Gaula jaata hO.Aba 
jaba BaI vah panaI maoM jaata JaT sao baOz jaata 
AaOr ]saka baaoJa hlka hao jaata.vyaaparI nao 
]sakI caala samaJa laI.ek idna Sahr sao laaOTto 
samaya ]sanao gaQao pr $[- laad dI.gaQaa ApnaI 
Aadt Anausaar nadI par krto samaya ifr sao 
panaI maoM baOz gayaa.]sao yah nahIM pta qaa ik $[- panaI pI laotI hO.jaba vah KD,a huAa tao ]saka baaoJa kma haonao kI bajaaya AaOr j,yaada hao 
gayaa.]sakI samaJa maoM Aa gayaa ik maailak nao ]sao sabak isaKanao ko ilae eosaa ikyaa hO.saca hI kha hO—jaao baaoAaogao saao kaTaogao.

�� maInala Aga`vaala¸ VI-C

gaQao kao sabak

baMsaIQar kI saccaa[-
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‘ekta maoM bala haota hO’ yah ek P`a#yaat khavat hO.[saka 
Aqa- hO ik saMgazna maoM [tnaI Sai@t haotI hO ik phaD,aoM AaOr 

samaud`aoM jaOsaI baaQaaAaoM kao BaI AasaanaI sao par 
kr laoto hOM.[saka AsalaI matlaba hmaarI dOinak 
iËyaaAaoM sao hI spYT hao sakta hO.

ek baar kI baat hO.phaD,aoM maoM ek sauMdr 
gaaÐva qaa¸ kumaa}Ð.[samaoM basao qao hr iksma ko laaoga 
AaOr pSau¹pxaI.hr saubah icaiD,yaaooM ko cahcahanao 
kI Aavaaja,aoM sao yah gaaÐva gaUÐja ]zta qaa.yahaÐ ko 
laaogaaoM ka jaIvana SaaMit sao gauja,r rha qaa.ek rat 
laaogaaoM kao Apnao Gar ko baahr gaaoilayaaoM ko calanao kI 
Aavaaja, saunaa[- dI.Apnao GaraoM sao baahr inaklanao 
pr pta calaa ik yao Aavaaja,oM laaogaaoM ko icallaanao kI 
qaIM. gaaÐva ko baIcaaoM¹baIca ek baD,a bargad ka vaRxa 
qaa.]sa poD, pr CaoTo¹CaoTo pxaI Apnaa GaaoMsalaa 
banaakr rhto qao.]sa poD, kao rajaa AaOr ]sako 
AadmaI kaTnao jaa rho qao.hr jagah laaogaaoM ka 
jamaGaT lagaa qaa.vah ]naka bahut iP`aya poD, qaa.
pUrI rat ]sa poD, kao bacaanao kI laD,a[- ja,arI rhI.
laaogaaoM nao rajaa kao samaJaayaa¸ “maharaja¸ Aap [tnao 
ËUr¸ [tnao inad-ya kOsao hao sakto hOMÆ [sa poD, nao 
hmaoM iktnaa kuC idyaa hOÂ pSau¹pixayaaoM kao AaEaya¸ 
baccaaoM kao Kolanao kI jagah¸ hmaoM Cayaa AaOr fla¹fUla Aaid.[saI 
kao Aap kaTnaa caahto hOM¸ @yaaoÆ” [sapr rajaa nao kha¸ “yah mahla 
banaanao kI jagah hO. @yaaoM naa kaTUÐ [saoÆ” qaaoD,I bahsa krnao ko baad 
laaogaaoM kao lagaa ik rajaa eosao nahIM maanaoMgao.vao saba vaRxa kao caaraoM Aaor 

sao Gaornao lagao AaOr icallaae¸ “Agar ihmmat hO tao maarkr idKaAao hma 
sabakao.”[nakI Aavaaja,oM AaOr Aa%maivaSvaasa kao doKkr rajaa BaI Dr 

gae.]nhoM lagaa ik vao ApnaI pUrI P`ajaa kao nahIM maar sakto.vao Apnao 
mahla maoM laaOT gae.AaiKr ekta kI hI jaIt hu[-.

�� stuit KMDvaalaa¸ VI-E

ekta sao jaIvana bacaa

Aaja sao maorI CuT\iTyaaÐ Sau$ hao rhI hOM.maOM Apnao maamaa ko Gar jaanao kao baotaba hUÐ.mauJao maoro 
maamaa ko Gar jaanaa bahut psaMd hO.QaIro¹QaIro samaya baItta calaa gayaa AaOr Saama hao ga[-. 

maaÐ AaOr maOMnao saara saamaana kmaro sao baahr kr ilayaa.inaklanao ka samaya hao rha qaa laoikna papa 
ABaI tk nahIM Aae qao.jaOsao hI papa Gar Aae maOMnao ]nhoM turMt inaklanao kao kha.vao tOyaar hao rho 
qao¸ ]nhaoMnao maorI baat nahIM maanaI AaOr qaaoD,I dor ko baad baahr Aae.fTafT hma laaogaaoM nao gaaD,I maoM 
saamaana rKa AaOr inakla gae.rasto maoM BaID, kao doKkr laga rha qaa ik Aaja T/OiÔk jaama hao 
sakta hO AaOr eosaa hI huAa. Aagao jaakr gaaD,I Ék ga[-.hma jaOsao¹tOsao sToSana phuÐca gae.jaldI 
sao saamaana ]zakr hmalaaoga PlaoTÔa^ma- pr jaanao hI vaalao qao ik pta calaa hmaarI T/ona tao phlao hI 
inakla caukI hO.maOMnao papa sao kha ik Agar hma tOyaar haonao maoM va@t babaa-d nahIM krto tao Saayad 
T/ona imala jaatI laoikna Aba pCtae haot @yaa jaba icaiD,yaa cauga ga[- Kot.

�� ?YaBa Saah¸ VI-B

sToSana phuÐcanao kI tOyaarI



78

sar-¸ sar-¸ sar- ek ja,aor sao tUfana Aayaa 
jaMgala maoM¸saara jaMgala saunasaana hao 

gayaa.Saor¸ baaGa¸ icata¸ baMdr¸ ijaraÔ Aaid 
saba jaanavar tUÔana ko karNa Apnao–Apnao 
GaraoM maoM calao gae qao laoikna haqaI Baa[- tao 
baahr hI GaUmato rho. tUÔana jaanao ko baad  
]sakao lagaa ik ]sakI saUÐD maMo kao[- gaD,baD, 
hO.vah Apnao saUÐD ka [laaja, krvaanao Sahr 
gae pr vahaÐ ko Da^@TraoM kI iksaI BaI dvaa 
sao ]nakao kao[- Aarama na huAa.dao–tIna idna 
baad vaao jaMgala vaapsa laaOT Aae.jaMgala maoM 
jaba caIMTI nao haqaI Baa[- kao ]dasa doKa tao 
]nhaMonao kha¸ “Aap [tnao ]dasa @yaaoM hOMÆ” 
haqaI nao kha ik maorI saUÐD maoM pta nahIM @yaa 

KrabaI Aa ga[- hO¸Sahr jaakr Da^@TraoM kao 
BaI idKayaa pr kao[- Aarama nahIM hao rha hO. 

caIMTI nao kha¸ “@yaa maOM AapkI saUÐD ko AMdr 
jaakr doKÐU haqaI Baa[-.caIMTI ]sako saUÐD maoM 
Gausa ga[- ]sanao  vahaÐ doKa ik ]sakI saUÐD 
maoM kcara fÐsa gayaa hO. ]sanao saUÐD sao baahr 
inaklakr kha ik AapkI saUÐD maoM qaaoD,a 
kcara fÐsa gayaa hO¸ Aap ja,aor sao saUÐD sao saaÐsa 
baahr foMkao ijasasao AapkI tklaIÔ dUr hao 
jaaegaI. haqaI nao eosaa hI ikyaa.haqaI nao 
caIMTI kao Qanyavaad idyaa.[sasao hmaoM iSaxaa 
imalatI hO ik samaya pD,nao pr CaoTo–sao–CaoTa 
vyai@t BaI kama Aa sakta hO.	

�� AaMgaI dosaa[-¸ VI-G

haqaI AaOr caIMTI

ek baar ek jaanavar jaMgala maoM GaUma rha qaa tba  
]sanao doKa ik ek baccaa talaaba maoM igar gayaa 

AaOr ]sako pICo ek magar hO.]sanao ]sa baccao kao baahr 
inakalaa tao magar ]sako pICo pD, gayaa.magar sao bacanao ko 
ilae vah jaanavar poD, pr caZ, gayaa.jaba magarmacC ]sa 
poD, ko naIcao Aayaa tao jaanavar ka pOr ifsalaa AaOr vah 
saIQaa magarmacC ko }pr igara. magarmacC Eaap mau@t 
hao gayaa AaOr vah ek prI maoM badla gayaa AaOr kha¸ 
“jaanavar tumanao mauJaoo Eaapmau@t ikyaa hO [sailae maOM tumharI 
tIna [cCaeÐ pUrI k$ÐgaI.” vah jaanavar baaolata hO ik 
mauJao haqaI jaOsaI saUÐD, caaihe.]sa prI nao ]sao haqaI jaOsaI 
saUÐD, do dI.tba saUÐD, imalanao ko baad ]sanao panaI ipyaa.
Aba calato hue ]sanao jaoba`a doKa ijasako SarIr pr saÔod 
AaOr kalaI lakIroM qaI.]sanao prI sao vaOsaa SarIr maaÐgaa tao 
]sao vah BaI imala gayaa.Agalao idna ]sanao caIta doKa tao 
]sanao prI sao kha ik ]sao caIto kI trh pOr caaihe AaOr 
]sao vah BaI imala gayaa.ek idna jaMgala ko jaanavaraoM nao 
]sao icaZ,ayaa tao ]sao bahut gaussaa Aayaa AaOr vah vaapsa 
Apnao saaQaarNa $p maoM Aanaa caahta qaa.]sanao prI sao 
ApnaI [cCa bata[- tao prI nao kha ik tumharI tInaaoM 
[cCaeÐ pUrI hao ga[- hOM [sailae maOM tumharI kao[- [cCa pUrI 

nahIM kr saktI.yah saunakr vah naIMd sao jaaga gayaa AaOr ]sao pta calaa ik yah ek sapnaa qaa AaOr vah samaJa gayaa ik ijatnaa ]sako pasa 
hO ]saI maoM KuSa rhnaa caaihe.

�� P`aqama jalaana¸ VI-F

sapnao nao ikyaa saavaQaana
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jaba hma saBaI baaQaaAaoM kao par krko ivajaota banato hOM tao  
]sa KuSaI ka ehsaasa hI Alaga haota hO.Aqaa-t\ maohnat sao 

ike gae kaya- maoM saflata AvaSya P`aaPt haotI hO [sailae jaIvana maoM 
hmaoM sadOva pirEama krto rhnaa caaihe naa ik baaQaaAaoM sao Drkr baOz 
jaanaa caaihe.yaid hma Apnao laxya kao panao ko ilae kizna pirEama 
kroMgao tao ivajaya AvaSya paeÐgao.Aaoskr ipsTaoiryasa kao tao Aap 
saBaI jaanato hI haoMgaoÆ jaI ha¸Ð jaao Aaja ek mahana Qaavak hO.vao 
maohnat¸pirEama ka ek jaIvaMt ]dahrNa hMO.vao bacapna sao SaarIirk 
$p sao Axama qao ikntu maohnat krko kuC kr idKanao kI lagana  
]namaoM bacapna sao hI qaI.]naka janma ÍaMsa ko CaoTo–sao gaaÐva maoM huAa 
qaa. saba baccaaoM kI trh ]nakao BaI Kolanao–kUdnao ka SaaOk qaa.saaolah 
saala kI ]ma` maoM ]nakao kRi~ma pOr lagaae gae.]naka bacapna sao ek 
toja Qaavak bananao ka sapnaa qaa.jaba ]nhoM kRi~ma pOr imalao tao ]nhaoMnao 
daOD,naa Sau$ ikyaa. [sako ilae ]nhaoMnao idna–rat bahut maohnat kI. 
]nhaoMnao bahut–saI CaoTI–baD,I P`aityaaoigataeÐ jaItIM.vaYa- 2012 ko 
AaolaMipk maoM ]nakao caunaa gayaa AaOr ]nhaMonao 200 maITr va 400 maITr 
kI daOD, maoM Saanadar P`adSa-na krko sabakao pICo CaoD, idyaa.hmaoM ]nasao 
saIKnaa caaihe ik ]nhaMonao Apnao sapnaaoM ka sammaana ikyaa AaOr ]nakao 
pUra krnao ko ilae kizna pirEama ikyaa [sailae hmaoM Apnao laxya kao 
panao ko ilae sadOva P`ayaasa krnaa caaihe.

�� AakaMxaa saaomaanaI¸ VI-H

Aaoskr ipsTaoiryasa

ek baar kI baat hO¸ ek baccaa ek nadI maoM 
igar gayaa. ]sao bacaanaa bahut hI mauiSkla hao 

rha qaa. tBaI ek vyai@t ]sa nadI maoM ]sao bacaanao 
ko ilae kUd pD,a. vah ]sa gaaÐva ka nahIM qaa AaOr 
na hI vahaÐ iksaI kao jaanata qaa. ifr BaI ]sanao  
]sa baccao kao bacaanao ka bahut P`aya%na ikyaa. bahut 
dor hao ga[-¸ na baccaa panaI sao baahr Aayaa AaOr 
na hI vah AadmaI. Qaara ka P`avaah toja, haonao ko 
karNa vah baccao kao na bacaa saka AaOr svayaM BaI 
na baca saka.

yah khanaI vaOsao tao bahut CaoTI hO laikna [sa khanaI maoM hmanao jaanaa ik ek Anajaana vyai@t nao ApnaI jaana kI BaI prvaah na krto hue 
baccao kao bacaanao ka P`ayaasa ikyaa AaOr ]sakI jaana BaI calaI ga[-. laoikna ]sanao ]sao bacaanao ka lagaatar P`ayaasa ikyaa. “Anajaana kBaI 
ApnaaoM sao BaI j,yaada hao sakta hO basa samaJanao kI dorI hO.”

�� [iSaka gaaoyaMka¸ VIII-B

lagaatar P`ayaasa
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saBaI maoM kao[- na kao[- baurI Aadt haotI hO laoikna ]namaoM sao saBaI 
AadtoM hmaoM nauksaana phuÐcaaeÐ eosaa ja,$rI nahIM hO.kBaI–kBaI 

hmaarI baurI AadtaoM kI vajah sao hmaaro jaIvana kI KuSahalaI hmasao 
iCna jaatI hOÂ jaOsao  JaUz baaolanaa¸ isagaroT pInaa¸ jauAa Kolanaa 

Aaid. maOM ek ]dahrNa donaa caahUÐgaI ik maOMnao iksa P`akar ApnaI 
ek saholaI ka sahyaaoga krko ]sao baurI AadtaoM sao bacaayaa. maorI ek 
daost AnauYaa jaao ik kxaa baarhvaIM maoM maoro saaqa pZ,tI qaI Acaanak 
hI Apnao sao ]ma` maoM baD,o daostaoM ko saaqa rhnao lagaI. pirNaama sva$p 
]sako na kovala vyavahar maoM badlaava Aayaa bailk vah QaIro–QaIro 
baurI AadtaoM ka iSakar haonao lagaI.maata–ipta sao JaUz baaolanaa¸ 
pOsao cauranaa AaOr sabasao baurI Aadt naSaa krnaa. ek idna jaba maOMnao 
yah saba ApnaI AaÐKaoM sao doKa tao mauJao bahut duK huAa.maOMnao saaocaa 
ik mauJao ]sakI madd krnaI hI caaihe na kovala ]sakI daost haonao 
ko karNa bailk [Msaainayat ko naato BaI. maOMnao ]sao Pyaar sao samaJaayaa 
AaOr [na baurI AadtaoM ko duYpirNaamaaoM sao BaI piricat krvaayaa. 
]sako maata–ipta sao BaI sahyaaoga krnao kI ivanatI kI. ]icat salaah¸ 
sahyaaoga evaM [laaja ko d\vaara vah jaldI hI zIk haonao lagaI AaOr jaIvana 
kI na[- SauÉAat ko ilae kaoiSaSa krnao lagaI. [sa P̀akar sahI samaya 
pr imalao sahyaaoga nao maorI ima~ kI jaana bacaa laI AaOr ]sako maata–ipta 
kao ApnaI baoTI kao Kaonao ko gama sao bacaa ilayaa.

�� eoSvaI paroK¸ VIII-C

sahyaaoga kI Baavanaa

Aaja kI Ba`YTacaarI duinayaa maoM praopkar jaanao khaÐ Kao gayaa 
hO.laaoga [tnao laalacaI hao gae hOM ik Agar kBaI iksaI ka 

Balaa BaI krnao gae tao ]samaoM BaI Apnaa Ôayada doKoMgao. [Msaana tao 
jaanavar sao BaI gae–gauja,ro hOM. 

ek baar ek lakD,hara lakiD,yaaÐ kaTto–kaTto Ganao jaMgala maoM 
calaa gayaa.jaba ]saka kama K%ma hao gayaa tao ]sanao laaOTnaa caaha 
laoikna bahut rat hao caukI qaI AaOr vah rasta BaI BaUla gayaa qaa.  
]sanao rat vahIM ibatanao kI saaocaI AaOr ek poD, ko naIcao ivaEaama krnao 
lagaa. ]saI poD, pr dao kbaUtr rhto qao. ]nhaoMnao ]sao Apnaa Aitiqa 
maanaa. qaaoD,I dor baad jaba ]nhaoMnao doKa ik ]naka Aitiqa zMD sao 
kaÐp rha hO tao [tnaI rat kao BaI ]na kbaUtraoM nao saUKI lakD,I ZUÐZI 
AaOr Aaga jalaakr ]sao garmaahT dI. vah lakD,hara bahut BaUKa 
qaa AaOr ]sako pasa Kanao ko ilae BaI kuC nahIM qaa. jaba yah baat 
kbaUtraoM kao pta calaI tao ]nhaoMnao ]sako Kanao kI vyavasqaa krnaI 
caahI¸ prMtu kuC BaI na imalaa. Ant maoM ]nhaoMnao Aaga maoM kUd kr 
ApnaI jaana do dI AaOr ]sako ilae Kanaa bana gae. maOM saaocatI hUÐ 
ik Agar kbaUtr jaOsao pxaI BaI praopkar kr sakto hOM tao hma [Msaana  
@yaaoM nahIMÆ hma iksaI ko ilae ApnaI jaana tao nahIM do sakto hOM pr  
]sakI madd tao kr hI sakto hOM.

hma [sa doSa ka kla hOM. khto hOM ik saba hmaaro Baa[-–bahna hOM. 
ifr hma @yaaoM Apnao Baa[-–bahna ko baaro maoM nahIM saaocatoÆ [sako ilae 
hmaoM phlao ApnaI saaoca kao badlanaa haogaa. jaagaaoººº

�� ivapaSaa caaOhana¸ VIII-A

praopkar kI Baavanaa
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hmaaro maata–ipta hmaoSaa caahto hOM ik 
hma AcCI AadtoM saIKoM.bacapna sao hmaoM 

batayaa jaata hO ik hmaoM sadOva praopkar krnaa 
caaihe. laoikna Aajakla svaaqa- kI Baavanaa 
nao saBaI kao Gaor ilayaa hO. saBaI ko ilae Qana–
daOlat j,yaada mah<vapUNa- hao ga[- hO. Aaja sao 
baIsa saala phlao raQaa AaOr Syaama naamak prma 
ima~ qao.daonaaoM maoM AakaSa–patala ka AMtr 
haonao pr BaI vao sadOva saaqa maoM hI rha krto 
qao. Syaama bahut AmaIr qaa laoikna vah pZ,a[-–
ilaKa[- maoM bahut kmaj,aaor qaa. vahIM raQaa garIba 
haoto hue BaI bahut haoiSayaar qaI. laoikna daonaaoM 
ima~aoM maoM kBaI pOsaaoM kao laokr kao[- Baod–Baava 
nahIM qaa. ek baar raQaa ko ipta hirlaala jaI 
kao KotI maoM bahut nauksaana huAa. ]nako pasa 
raQaa kI ÔIsa Barnao tk ko pOsao nahIM qao.yao 
baat pta lagato hI Syaama ko ipta rmaoSa jaI nao 
raQaa kI madd krto hue ]sakI ÔIsa jamaa kr dI. raQaa nao hmaoSaa ]nhoM Bagavaana ko $p maoM doKa. ]nhIM kI lagaatar madd kI vajah sao hI 
Aaja vah bahut baD,I kMpnaI maoM kama kr rhI hO. laoikna Aaja raQaa ko ilae pOsaa¸ naaOkrI¸ laaBa–haina j,yaada mah<vapUNa- hao gae hOM. Aaja 
Syaama ApnaI laaprvaaihyaaoM ko karNa jaIvana maoM bahut kYT ]za rha qaa laoikna Aba vaao kama kao laokr bahut gMaBaIr BaI hao gayaa qaa. raQaa sao 
madd kI AaSaa maoM vah jaba ]sako pasa gayaa tao raQaa nao ]sao saaÔ [Mkar kr idyaa. Syaama kao ivaSvaasa hI nahIM huAa ik yah vahI raQaa hO jaao  
]sao Apnaa prma ima~ AaOr ]sako ipta kao Apnaa Bagavaana maanatI qaI. ]sa idna Syaama ka praopkar evaM ima~ta pr sao Baraosaa hI ]z gayaa 
AaOr vah ]sa Sahr kao CaoD,kr khIM dUr calaa gayaa. raQaa ApnaI ij,aMdgaI maoM vyast tao hao ga[- laoikna ApraQa baaoQa sao svayaM kao kBaI mau@t 
na kr sakI. Apnao AhMkar evaM svaaqa- ko karNa ]sanao Apnao prma ima~ kao Kao idyaa qaa. vah yah BaUla ga[- qaI ik Aaja vah ijasa maukama 
pr hO ]samaoM Syaama ka bahut baD,a haqa hO. saca hI hO Aaja daostI¸ Baa[-caara¸ [-maanadarI va praopkar yao saba khnao kI hI baatoM rh ga[- hOM. 
hmaoM sadOva [na baataoM ka sammaana krnaa caaihe tBaI jaIvana ka saMudrtma $p saurixat rh paegaa.

�� KuSaalaI tulasaIAana¸ VIII-D

AhMkarI ima~

dUr doSa kI baat hO¸ ek CaoTa–saa gaaÐva 
qaa. ]sa gaaÐva maoM kao[- Asptala nahIM 

qaa. dUr ek Asptala qaa pr vahaÐ jaanao 
ko ilae dao rasto qao— ek qaa nadI par 
krnaa AaOr dUsara ek Bayaanak jaMgala par 
krnaa. ek idna ]sa gaaÐva maoM rhnao vaalaa 
maCuvaara ramaU baImaar pD, gayaa. ]sao turMt 
Asptala lao jaanao kI ja,$rt qaI. prMtu 
bahut baairSa hao rhI qaI AaOr Asptala maoM 
faona BaI nahIM laga rha qaa. ]sakI gaMBaIr 
isqait kao doKkr ]sako pD,aosa ko makana 
maoM rhnao vaalaa baccaa—naicakot ]sakI madd 
ko ilae Aa gayaa. naicakot isaÔ- baarh vaYa- 

maddgaarI baccaa
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saUrt kI dmaktI saD,kaoM ko iksaI kaonao maoM ]d\yaana kI dIvaaraoM 
ko saharo baOza qaa ek baccaa.na tao kao[- ]sakI Aaor Qyaana 

do rha qaa AaOr na ]sakI isqait kao doKkr AcaMiBat hao rha qaa.
baccaa lagaBaga dsa¹baarh vaYa- ka qaa.vah ek fTI QaaotI phnao hue 
qaa.vah bahut BUaKa qaa.

maaohnalaala baabaU ka baoTa nandU Apnao ima~aoM ko saaqa ]saI saD,k 
sao Apnao ivad\yaalaya jaa rha qaa. Aaja vao saBaI qaaoD,I jaldI maoM 
qao. maasTr jaI nao ]nhoM Aaja ivad\yaalaya maoM iksaI Kasa Avasar kI 
GaaoYaNaa krnao ko ilae dsa imanaT jaldI baulaayaa qaa. Aba ivad\yaalaya 

ka d\vaar baMd haonao maoM kovala paÐca imanaT SaoYa qao.

]saI saD,k pr calato hue ]nhoM vah garIba baccaa idKa[- idyaa. 
]sakI baurI Avasqaa doK nandU ka idla ipGala gayaa.vah daOD,kr ]sa 
baccao ko pasa phuÐcaa. ]sako daostaoM nao kha ‘Aro² nandU @yaa kr rha 

hOÆ ivad\yaalaya dor sao phuÐcaoMgao tao 
maasTr jaI sao DaÐT pD,ogaI’ magar 
nandU nahIM ihlaa. ]sako daostaoM 
nao ek AaOr baar Aavaaja, lagaa[- 
ifr vao Aagao baZ, gae.

nandU nao Apnao basto sao maaÐ ka 
idyaa huAa Dbbaa inakalaa AaOr  
]sa baccao kao qamaa idyaa. nandU 
kao Acaanak smarNa huAa— 
‘Aaja tao maaÐ nao AalaU ko praÐzo 
idyao hOM jaao mauJao A%yaMt psaMd 
hOM.’ magar nandU nao ek inavaalaa 
nahIM Kayaa basa baOzo¹baOzo Aplak 
nao~aoM sao ]sakI Aaor doKta rha.  
]nhaoMnao KUba baatoM kIM. samaya kOsao 
inakla gayaa pta hI nahIM calaa.

nandU ]sa idna ivad\yaalaya tao 
na jaa saka [sailae Gar laaOT 
Aayaa. maasTr jaI nao maaÐ kao  
]sako laapta haonao kI Kbar do 
dI qaI AaOr vao haqaaoM pr maaqaa 
Tokkr rao rhIM qaIM. nandU kao 
doK maaÐ ka caohra iKla gayaa 
magar ifr ]nhoM gaussaa Aa gayaa. 
]nhaoMnao Anaok savaala pUCo¸ nandU nao 
]nhoM GaTnaa ko baaro maoM bata idyaa.
maaÐ hÐsa pD,IM ifr ]nakI AaÐKaoM 

sao AaÐsaU inakla Aae.[sa P`akar CaoTo nandU nao sabakao praoopkar kI 
saIK dI.

�� Anauraga koiDyaa¸ VIII-F

praopkar yaa sahyaaoga 

ka qaa ]sanao kha ik ‘maOM nadI par krko Da^@Tr kao baulaakr laata 
hUÐ.’saba laaogaaoM nao ]sao jaanao sao manaa ikyaa @yaaoMik nadI maoM tUÔana Aanao 
vaalaa qaa pr vah nahIM maanaa AaOr calaa gayaa. jaba vah jaa rha qaa 
tBaI nadI ko baIcaaoM¹baIca tUÔana Aa gayaa AaOr daonaaoM ptvaaroM ]sako 
haqa sao CUT ga[-M. ]sakI naava DUbanao lagaI tBaI dao baD,I maCilayaaoM nao 
Aakr ]sakI naava kao }pr ikyaa AaOr iknaaro pr phuÐcaa idyaa.

naicakot nao ]nhoM Qanyavaad ikyaa tba ]sanao ]nhoM phcaanakr kha ik 
‘Aro² tuma tao vahI hao ijanhoM maOMnao maCuvaaraoM sao bacaayaa qaa.[saka Aqa- 
hO ik tumanao mauJao phcaana ilayaa’ ifr naicakot Da^@Tr kao laokr gaaÐva 
vaapsa gayaa AaOr ramaU kaka ka [laaja krvaayaa.

�� ihtaMSaI naayak¸ VIII-E
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iktabaaoM maoM AaOr baD,aoM ko mauÐh sao Aksar saunaa hO ik sahyaaoga AaOr 
praopkar kI Baavanaa rKnaI caaiheÊ dUsaraoM kI madd krnaI 

caaihe. maOM mana hI mana saaocaa krtI qaI ik yah maa~ khnao kI baatoM 
hOM [naka vaastivak jaIvana maoM kao[- mah<va nahIM haota. pr ek idna maOM 
saaoca hI rhI qaI ik eosaa krnao sao hmaoM @yaa imalaogaaÆ AaiKrkar mauJao 
[sa P`aSna ka ]<ar imala hI gayaa. ek idna maOM kuC saamaana KrIdnao 
baahr ga[-Ê rasto maoM ek talaaba Aata hO. maOM ]sa talaaba sao gauja,r rhI 

qaI ik maOMnao iksaI ko caIKnao kI Aavaaja, saunaI. doKa tao pta calaa 
ik ek C: saala ka baccaa Kolato¹Kolato talaaba maoM igar gayaa hO. 
maOMnao ]sao doKa pr mauÐh for ilayaa @yaaoMik ]Qar bahut sao laaoga qao. maOMnao 
saaocaa kao[-¹na¹kao[- bacaa laogaa pr vao saBaI laaoga BaI yahI saaoca rho qao 
AaOr kao[- ]sao bacaanao nahIM gayaa. baD,a duK huAa. maoro idla sao mauJao 
ek Aavaaja, Aa[-  “Agar vah baccaa tumhara Baa[- haota tao @yaa tuma 
eosao hI KD,I rhtIM.” maOM ibanaa kuC saaocao talaaba maoM kUd ga[-. Pata 
nahIM maOMnao eosaa @yaaoM ikyaa.vah baccaa baca gayaa AaOr ibanaa kuC baaolao 
calaa gayaa. mauJao qaaoDI bahut caaoT lagaI ikMtu mauJao ibalakula BaI baura 
nahIM lagaa. @yaaoMÆ [saka javaaba Aapkao iksaI kI madd krnao ko baad 
hI imala sakta hO. Aapkao AMdr sao AcCa lagaogaa AaOr KuSaI haogaI.
Apnao Aap pr gava- haogaa. Aba mauJao &at hao gayaa qaa ik sahyaaogaI 
AaOr praopkarI @yaaoM haonaa caaihe AaOr [sasao hmaoM @yaa imalaogaa. ]sa 
idna ko baad maora saaocanao ka naja,iryaa badla gayaa qaa. maOM Aapsao basa 
yah gauja,airSa krtI hUÐ ik iksaI kI madd kraoÊ bahut AcCa lagaogaa.

�� mauskana paod\dar¸ VIII-G

gaima-yaaoM ko K%ma hao jaanao ko baad baairSa ka maaOsama Aayaa. 
[sa maaOsama maoM maUsalaaQaar baairSa ko saaqa toja, hvaa BaI cala 

rhI qaI. ek idna jaba maOM ApnaI D/a^[-Mga @laasa sao Aa rha qaaÊ 
maOMnao doKa ik ek AMQaa AadmaI baairSa maoM BaIga rha hO. maoro mana 
maoM kuC eosaa huAa ik maOM ]sao doKta rh gayaa. laaoga ]sao doK 
ja,$r rho qao laoikna kao[- madd nahIM kr rha qaa. yah doK maora 
idla jaOsao baOz¹saa gayaa. maOM saaocanao lagaa ik [Msaainayat naamak caIja, 

[sa duinayaa sao khaÐ calaI ga[- hO. maOM [Msaainayat kI duha[- do rha 
qaaÊ dUsaraoM pr Aaraop lagaa rha qaa ik iksaI nao ]sakI madd nahIM 
kI laoikna maOMnao yah saaocaa hI nahIM ik laaoga ]sakI madd nahIM kr 
rho qao tao @yaa mauJao ]sakI madd nahIM krnaI caaihe qaIÆ tBaI 
ek maddgaar baccaa ijasao sahI galat kI kao[- prK nahIMÊ ijasao 
svaaqa- vaRi<a nao ABaI tk Apnao vaSa maoM nahIM ikyaa¸ vah ]sa AadmaI 
kI madd krnao inakla gayaa. maOM vahIM KD,a¹KD,a saaocata rha ik 
AaiKr mauJao @yaa hao gayaa qaa. kao[- ]sakI madd nahIM kr rha qaa 
tao @yaa maOMnao ]sakI madd kIÆ yah kama tao ek CaoTo¹sao baccao nao 
ikyaa. Agar laaogaaoM maoM [Msaainayat nahIM hMO tao @yaa mauJa maoM [Msaainayat 
hOÆ mauJao tao kma¹sao¹kma ]sa vyai@t kI madd krnaI caaihe qaI. 
vahaÐ KD,o¹KD,o saaocanao sao kao[- hla nahIM inaklaa. mauJao Apnao Aap 
pr iGana Aanao lagaI. mauJao lagaa ik mauJao caullaU Bar panaI maoM DUba 
marnaa caaihe. ek baar yah saaocanao ko baad mauJao Acaanak lagaa ik 
jaao hao gayaa saao hao gayaa Aba mauJao yahaÐ sao calanaa caaihe. AMtt: 
mauJao yah ehsaasa huAa ik yah ek sapnaa qaa. Balao hI yah ek 
sapnaa qaa laoikna [sasao mauJao ek saIK ja,$r ,imalaI. vah sapnaa 
AaOr ]sasao imalaI saIK mauJao Aaja BaI yaad hO.

�� namana saulatanaIyaa¸ VIII-H 

naja,iryaa [Msaainayat
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Pepperecious
For Spicy Thrills....

If life were that easy 
Where would all the adventure be?

It’s all about risks  
And twists

It requires you to leap 
Before you look, perhaps

Explore and discover 
Ponder and wonder

Never meant to say 
“I wish I could have”

Adrenaline rush is the essence of existence 
For it’s not variety 
But adventure 
That’s the spice of life.

Each breathe a delightful bite to be 
Cherished and savoured

For Adventures’ the delicacy 
Life’s got best to offer!

Bored and sleepy 
Tired and droopy

What do you really need? 
With a mug of coffee 

To charge you up 
All you need is a thriller to read!

A tale of Mystery to interest  
Or a detective story maybe

With all those twists and turns 
Like a delight- delicious and tangy

Such was Sir Doyle’s Holmes 
And the Secret Seven of Enid Blyton	

With stories of suspense and excitement 
And a flavour so Pepperecious
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It was summer. Peter and 
his father, George were 
enjoying the cool breeze 

of the air-conditioner when 
suddenly it was turned off. 
When they could no more 

feel the welcoming air, they 
turned around and saw Peter’s 
mother, Emma.She bend 
down and showed George the 
electricity bill. It had gone up 
by a huge amount.

 She said “I know that all 
day long you sit in front of 
the AC,enjoying it. But just 
look at the bill! Just because 
of your carelessness, we will 
have a problem with the 
budget. So from now on, you 

can use the AC just for two 
hours a day.” 

“I go to the office. You are 
the one sitting in the house 
all day long in the cool and 

refreshing breeze of the AC”, 
pat came the reply. 

So to sort out the problem 
that who is more addicted 
to being cool and refreshed, 
they decided to play a game. 
The only rule was that when 
any one of them ever speaks 
about how hot it is, the 
opponent will get points 
for this and also H 100 from 
the other. Peter became the 
judge. 

Whenever George said 
“Can I get something cool ?” 
or “I’m burning”, it wasn’t 
considered as a foul, but 
when Emma said the same 
thing, a hand would get 
raised up and say,"A point 
goes to George. Emma pay 
him the money”. 

This went on all day and 
Emma had to pay the decided 
amount to George every 
time. Tired of the partiality, 
Emma decided to get some 
money for herself in her own 
way. When George and Peter 
were waiting on the table for 
dinner, something caught 
their eyes when Emma 
came in with the tray. It had 
two big bowls of ice-cream 
in it, which looked very 
welcoming and tempting. 
But there was also one more 
bowl that gave away steams of 
heat as it came. It contained 
boiling noodles, specially 
cooked for George with care 
and affection by Emma. 

“Why this special treat-
ment only for me?” Asked 
George in a depressing and 
low-pitched voice, 

“Oh! Because you just 
love them. I still remember 
that day when you asked me 
for steaming noodles but I 
wasn’t able to serve you any 
as none was left in the house. 
So now I just tried to fulfil 
your wish.” 

The Game
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Once and only once 
(Thank God! We 
were lucky.) there 

was Mr. Sharma alone at 
home as Mrs. Sharma was 
out for shopping. It was 
afternoon and Mr. Sharma 
thought of taking a nap. 
When his neighbour saw 
him going to bed he took his 
loud speaker, went out of the 
house and started shouting,

“Everyone cover your 
ears”.

 In a moment everyone 
in the place had covered 
their ears (no wonder news/ 
rumours/gossip spread so 
fast) because everyone knew 
that if anyone would hear 
him snoring while he slept, 
they’ll be deaf for the rest 
of their life and probably in 
the next one too! Even the 
glasses and windows of Mr. 
Sharma’s house would break 

but he would never come to 
know the reason behind it. 

When he woke up, he 
opened a trunk which was 
kept in the bedroom and 
took out some window 
glasses out of the thousands 
kept in it and replaced them 
with the broken ones in 
the house ( part of his daily 
activity). After replacing 
the glasses he was hungry. 

He thought to cook for 
himself. Mr. Sharma had 
great knowledge about fruits 
and vegetables but when 
it came to spices, it was the 
other way around. So while 
cooking, Mr. Sharma added 
washing powder instead of 
salt, baking powder instead 
of sugar and tea leaves 
instead of almonds for 
topping. Now he required 
oil. There were two bottles 

Unique Mr. Sharma!

“But it was winter then 
and it was raining outside, 
cooling the atmosphere and 
arising a wish in my mind to 
eat noodles”.

 “But food doesn’t change 
along with the weather, right 
dear?”

Not willing to argue any 
more, he ate up all the 
noodles and that too in a 
hurry so that he could go 

and rinse his mouth with 
cold water and make himself 
feel better. After eating as he 
reached out for cold water, 
he found that instead it was 
hot. So now he had to go to 
bed in the same state with 
his burning mouth. 

“Ah, it’s really very hot, 
“Oh! it is making me feel 
hot and sick” mumbled 
George as he was trying to 
sleep.

 In return he got many replies 
as “Point 1 to Emma,point 2 to 
Emma, point 3 to Emma,……
.”Now Peter also couldn’t do 
anything because his father 
himself was speaking the 
very word that would make 
him pay the fine. In this way 
the points of Emma kept on 
increasing and at the end of 
the day Emma was declared 
the winner.

��Sakshi Bagheria, VII-A
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of oil out of which one was 
sunflower oil and the other 
was castor oil. Unknowingly 
Mr. Sharma picked up castor 
oil and murmured,

 “I don’t need Mrs. Sharma 
anymore.” 

After some time the trash 
he was making was ready but 
he was really disappointed 
when he came to know that 
the result of his hard work 
was a few smoke releasing 
stones. He thought not to eat 
it and kept it aside. 

Then came Mrs. Sharma 
and told Mr. Sharma that she 

had brought some food for 
him. Mr. Sharma was really 
happy and told her,

 “I’ll be back in a minute 
as I have to go to the 
washroom”. 

In his absence she saw the 
condition of her kitchen 
and quickly hit upon a plan. 
She replaced what she had 
brought for him with what 
he had made. Mr. Sharma 
was very hungry, he didn’t 
notice what was in his plate 
and as he took his first 
bite he fainted. After two 
minutes when he woke up 
he asked Mrs. Sharma in an 

angry mood,

 “What have you given 
me?” 

She replied “Don’t be 
angry, it was just a joke 
and to make you realise my 
worth I gave you what you 
had made for yourself but I 
did not know that you were 
such a bad cook.” 

Mr. Sharma pledged he 
would never cook in his life 
again.

��Pranav Agarwal,  
VII-F

A Tiny Piece Of Glass

Varun's mother's birthday was just 
around the corner. He had planned to 
give her a surprise. And to do this, he 

had asked his father to prepare a homemade 
cake and decorate the house while he would 
keep his mother out of the house.

The big day arrived. Varun 's father 
sneaked out of the house for the goodies and 
decorations. .

But it so happened that while he was 
keeping the supplies in the car, a can of 
soda fell down and when he picked it up, it 
opened unleashing a wild gush of soda on 
the poor man's face, breaking his glasses.

Around nine in the morning, Varun and 
his mother were wide awake.

Varun asked his mother, "Mother,can we 
go for a movie today, I’ll buy the tickets." 
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His mother was extremely 
delighted and Varun assured 
his father that he would keep 
his mother away from the 
house till dinner. Varun's 
father started baking but 
instead of baking soda, he 
added flour and instead of 
water he added vinegar, all 
because of the tiny piece 
of glass that went wrong. 
He then thought he should 
soon invite people over for 
dinner.

He had dialled all the wrong 
numbers and convinced all 
the wrong people to come 
over for dinner all because of 
the tiny piece of glass. 

Then he remembered 
about the decorations. 
Quickly he called some of 
Varun's friends. 

"Children my glasses are 
damaged, and I don't have 
an extra pair, so if you help 
me I would be extremely 
thankful."

All the children showed 
signs of leaving in haste but 
one of them said "Yeah,sure" 
with the most evil and broad 
grin you and I would have 
ever seen. He instructed 
everyone to start working 
with the stickers kept near 
the television. The boy and 
his friend started decorating 
the hall in the most absurd 
manner. Seriously, there is 
no good will left in the world!

As for the gift he wrapped 
a table cloth and packed it 
instead of the dress which 
was to be given. As for him, 
he wore old clothes and as he 
was going to the hall to place 

the cake, he slipped and half 
of the cake slipped down. In 
an attempt to save the cake, 
Dad fell straight on the floor 
and spoiled his clothes.

All thatVarun's mother got 
when she returned was what 
tasted like the remnants 
of cookies from hell (that 
was the half that hadn't 
fallen); her husband turned 
beggar featuring a purple 
eye. Some people whom she 
didn't know; a wall that said 
‘Our Condolences’ and her 
photo below it . But, she also 
received lots of greetings, 
new friends (mostly the 
ones who weren't angry) 
and lots of love. Though Dad 
sang ‘For want of a pin the 
Kingdom was lost’ instead of 
‘Happy Birthday’!.

��Aditya Rakesh, VII-D

The Haunted House

We had moved into 
a beautiful bun-
galow. My family 

was a big one consisting of 
my grandparents, parents, 
uncle, aunt and cousin. In 
a few days, I made friends 
in the neighbourhood. I 
was happy there till I got to 
know from my friends that 
the bungalow in which we 
lived was haunted! I was 
scared to enter the house. 
My mother asked me what 
the matter was. I told her 
what I had got to know. She 
laughed and took me in. As 

I was scared all the time, my 
mother went to my friends 
and asked them to avoid 
discussing such topics with 
me. They stopped doing so. 
I started feeling better but 
was still having that fear 
inside. One night, I was cozy 
in my bed, when something 
fell on me. I was frightened 
and shouted loudly. Later 
I found that it was noth-
ing else but my kitten. My 
mother asked me to sleep 
with her that night. 

Next day was a Sunday. It 

was the day to oil our hair. 
But my cousin refused to do 
so. She never liked to oil her 
hair. The day passed well. 
We went out for dinner. That 
night my cousin slept with 
me. I couldn’t sleep for a long 
time .After a while, I started 
feeling drowsy. Just then I 
heard the door open. Some 
figure was walking towards 
us in the dark. I was so scared 
that I covered my face with 
my blanket. Suddenly my 
cousin screamed. On hearing 
that I too screamed loudly. 
When our room lights were 



90

switched on we discovered 
that it was my aunt who had 
come in to apply oil on my 
cousin’s hair. She had been 

waiting till we fell asleep. 
Everyone in the house 

had a good laugh 
when they 

got 
to 

know about this.

A few days passed. Again 
my friends started narrating 
horror stories. I was terrified 
and decided to sleep in my 

parents’ room. That 
night I felt someone 

lifting my pillow 
in the dark. I 
screamed out 
very loud. My 
mother switched 

on the lights. 
My father was 
standing in front 

of me staring at 
me in shock. He 
was trying to keep 

a Christmas 
present for 
me under my 

pillow to give me 
a surprise. I felt 

very silly that 
moment.

For some days 
after that we 

were busy with 
our exams. 

On the last day of the exam 
my cousin and I decided to 
have a late night party in 
her room. We danced, ate 
snacks and chatted. We fell 
asleep after some time. In 
the middle of the night I was 
woken up by the sound of 
the television. I saw that the 
TV was on and my cousin 
was nowhere to be seen. I 
looked around and called 
out for her but there was no 
reply. I shouted her name 
out loud only to find later 
that she was lying on the 
floor and had fallen asleep 
while watching TV.I felt like 
an idiot. 

Day by day such 
incidences took place which 
made me realize that it was 
not the house which was 
haunted but my thoughts 
which scared me. I made up 
my mind that I will never 
ever believe in horror stories. 

� Chetana J. 
Lalwani, VII-G

The Mystery of The Jade Tiger

Holly was off to her 
uncle’s house in 
Bridport. She reached 

the airport and discovered 
that no one was there to 
receive her. She rang up at 
Mr.Gerry’s house but no one 
answered. After waiting for 
long, Holly decided to leave 
the airport. She called the 
cab and left from there. She 
had come here to investigate 

about the case of the Jade 
Tiger, a precious statue which 
had gone missing from the 
museum of Bridport. 

In the car, she noticed the 
driver who was behaving in a 
very strange manner. She was 
confused. He was fair with 
spectacles hanging around 
his neck. He was driving 
with his hood on and had a 

tattoo of the Jade Tiger on his 
hand. On seeing this Holly 
froze, she asked the driver 
to stop the car and jumped 
out. Somehow she managed 
to reach Gerry’s house and 
rang the bell. She knocked 
at the door, which to her 
surprise flew open. She could 
see nothing but darkness. She 
called out for Gerry but could 
hear no reply in return. She 
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was really confused. She got 
out of the house when she 
saw that suddenly the bushes 
on her left were shaking 
violently, not because of the 
wind but because someone 
had just run away from the 
bushes in order to escape. She 
got a feeling of danger and 
called up the police. 

The police investigated and 
tried to find Gerry when he 
did not return home the next 
day.

Holly now needed some 
rest. She could not con-
centrate on her case due 
to all this fuss. She was 
lying on the sofa when she 

heard the doorbell ring. 
She opened it and within 
a fraction of a second 
someone covered her nose 
with a handkerchief and 
she fainted. Fortunately at 
the same time the police 
arrived to inform Holly 
about Gerry. They saw Holly 
lying on the floor and Gerry 
in the house. They arrested 
Gerry. The police sprinkled 
water on Holly’s face. After 
she regained consciousness 
they asked Holly about 
whatever had happened in 
the house. On seeing Gerry 
and the tattoo on his hand 
she panicked again and 
pointed her finger towards 
Gerry. The cops understood 
what Holly was trying to say 
and they put him behind 
the bars. 

Gerry accepted his crime 
that he stole the statue of the 
Jade Tiger which was worth 
a fortune. He also accepted 
that he had tried to threaten 
Holly by leaving the house 
empty and purposely drove 
the car showing the tattoo 
of the Jade Tiger because she 
was here to investigate about 
the same case and he wanted 
to threaten her so that she 
would leave the case and go 
back to London.

This was how Holly dis-
covered the truth of her uncle 
Gerry and also the thief of 
the Jade Tiger.

��Srishti Agarwal 
VIII-A
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“Dadu tell me a 
bedtime story, 
it’s awfully hard 

to sleep without one”.

“What type of story do you 
want to listen to, honey?”

“An episode of your life 
that you can never forget 
which is as vicious and 
pernicious as anything on 
earth would be.”

“Ok then. This story harks 
back to some 30 years ago 
when I was in my agile youth 
- amidst the the mists and 
mellow magic of my beloved 
mountains,” sighed Dadu.

“It was 10:30.The night 
was pitch dark. The sky 
was banked with massive 
moisture laden malevolent 
clouds and thunder rolled 
down the valley engulfing 
the entire ravine. However, 
this seemed to be a strange 
night with evils lurking in 
the dark hungry for revenge 
as if to bring about an end 
to the human race. But I was 
certainly unruffled by the 
vagaries and concerns of 
the world, alienated for that 
moment from everything 
else in the world, nestled in 
my own abode of warmth 
and love, painting the 
canvas with vibrant hues of 
resplendent colours. After 
completing the last stroke 
and extremely tired by the 
day’s hard work, I had fallen 
asleep for a short nap. I 
guess just twenty to twenty 

five minutes had passed 
when there was a scream- 
an extremely creepy and 
uncanny in nature. One 
which was eerie and spine 
chilling.

I got up to check out what 
had gone wrong. I looked 
here and there but didn’t 
know what the night had in 
fold for me. Thinking it to be 
a part of a dreadful dream, 
I went back to my room 
totally baffled at what had 
happened.

The next morning I was 
woken up by a knock at my 
door and there was Lakhan, 
the constable with the newly 
posted inspector of our 
town, S.R Rao, who urged 
me to come along with 
them. What I saw was hard 
to explain and extremely 
unbelievable. Some creature 
had very brutally killed a girl. 
Another perplexing thing 
that I saw was monster like 
footprints emerging from 
the valley and leading to the 
village. 

“It is again that mahishasur 
that has done it. He has a 
shrill tucked-in sort of face. 
His eyes are the shade of dark 
velvet. His nose deformed, 
oozing out muck from the 
nostrils. His lips dangerously 
thin and open like a tunnel 
and his canines that stick out 
from his red lips as sharp as 
steel. He had asked us to leave 
and if not he had threatened 
to kill us”. A lady cried out 

Some creature 
had very brutally 

killed a girl. 
Another perplexing 

thing that I saw 
was monster like 

footprints emerging 
from the valley 

and leading to the 
village
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the details in great anguish.

 “I know you educated 
people will not believe this 
but at the same time you 
can’t deny that if the smell 
of the Himalayas creeps 
into a man’s blood, he will 
return to the hills again and 
again, and will strive to live 
amongst them always.” An 
old man mumbled trembling 
in fear.

Then the inspector wanted 
to have a word with me. 

“What were you doing 
the previous night?” The 
inspector questioned me. 

“Well inspector, I was 
painting but I heard a scream. 
A very unusual one. But 
surprisingly when I went out 
to check what had happened, 
I didn’t see anyone and so I 
returned. If ever I had known 
that the dawn was going to 
reveal such a bitter truth, I 
would have called you last 
night itself. But on a serious 
note inspector, this case is 
becoming formidable day 
by day and in case some 
immediate step is not taken 
things could turn out to be 
hazardous, taking many 
lives. It’s said that the last 
policeman was also killed by 
the same monster.” I replied. 

You’re right I had heard 
about it but we can’t be 
so judgmental about the 
incident unless we get 
the news from the report 

about the footprints and 
impressions sent to the 
laboratory.”

The next morning another 
thing that I discovered while 
conversing with Hariram, 
the tea stall owner was that 
the previous night he had lost 
his most precious gold chain, 
a treasure that his forefathers 
had kept with them for ages. 

But just then, Lakhan the 
constable broke the news 
that inspector wanted to talk 
to me. I rushed to him with 
the constable eager to know 
what truth would have been 
revealed by the reports. The 
results were not very impres-
sive. Nothing could be scien-
tifically proved by them. Also 
another surprising thing 
that I saw was a gold chain 
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that the inspector had found 
during the investigation. 
Shockingly, it was the same 
gold chain that Hariram had 
lost. I couldn’t connect those 
two incidents. The investi-
gation depicted a two sided 
picture,one that a supernat-
ural power existed and sec-
ond a human was present at 
the scene of the crime.

I requested the inspector 
to meet me in my cottage. 
At night, there was a knock 
at my door and it was the 
inspector. I got a warm drink 
for him to cheer him up as 
he sat around the fire seizing 
warmth from the glazing 
flames. Grabbing the right 
moment, I told the inspector 
that I suspected Hariram 
who had recently lost the 
same gold chain. Together 
we decided to visit Hariram 
the next morning. I was 
restless the entire night. It 
was very difficult for me to 
pass the night as I tossed and 
turned in bed waiting for the 
dawn which had in its fold 
the secret of this mystery.

The next morning we both 
were ready to visit Hariram. 
But we were shocked to see 
that his cottage and the shop 
that he used to run were 
closed down.. The inspector 
asked his constables to go 
and check in the nearby 
villages and find Hariram. 
After three days we could 
trace Hariram. The inspector 
took him into custody and 
interrogated him but he 

was found to be innocent. It 
was revealed that the night 
before he left, a thief had 
creapt into his house and 
had stolen the chain. Scared 
of the uncanny news that 
was spreading in the village, 
he had left home. And this 
was confirmed when the 
next morning the constable 
broke the news of the death 
of another girl even though 
Hariram was in the police 
custody. Maybe it was a real 
monster, a devil, an evil spirit 
that was on prowl.

“That’s pretty spooky 
dadu. I’m going to have a lot 
many nightmares tonight. 
But did that monster really 
exist, DADU?”

“We all were seeking an 
answer to the same question 
but there was no solution. 
However from here the 
situation changed a bit 
when Lakhan the constable 
wanted to have a word with 
the inspector privately. 
I thought maybe there 
was something going on 
between them, something 
I was unaware about. So I 
secretly followed them and 
heard their talks and truly, 
I became really despondent 
after listening to them. The 
very instant I packed my bags, 
wrote a note that I was going 
for my sister’s wedding and 
that I was never ever going 
to return as I was posted to 
a new town. Maybe I was a 
coward but I did this for the 
people of Krishnakunj in an 

effort to unfold the mystery. 
I shouldn’t have heard him 
but I had no option and left 
for my bus within an hour.”

“But, what did you hear 
Dadu?”

“Lakhan said that I was 
the brain behind all this 
heinous crimes taking 
place in the village as all 
the crimes took place near 
my cottage. But Time heals 
what reason cannot. It is 
the wisest counsellor of all. I 
realized this fact when after 
two weeks a letter dropped in 
my post box at house and to 
my surprise it was from the 
inspector. It read:

Dear Pritam,

Hope you’re fine and your 
sister is happily married. 
After you left, I felt really 
desperate and grew frantic 
day by day. But maybe 
its truly said that Time is 
nature's way of keeping 
everything from happening 
all at once. So one week 
after you left I along with 
my senior officers planned a 
conspiracy under which we 
had decided to burn a statue 
of Mahishasur and claim to 
the public that he was dead. 
I’m sure you would be awed at 
our stupidity for doing this. 
But the significant part is yet 
to come. This confederacy 
was known to only the 
seniors in our department as 
we were a bit doubtful about 
our juniors. Two days latter, 
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Detective Beckett gets 
a phone call from her 
team of a murder at 

5th Avenue. She rushes to get 
there and finds that the room 
is in good condition and with 
no signs of struggle between 
the victim and the killer. So 
that means that the victim 
might have known the killer. 
The other detectives identify 
the victim through his I.D, 
‘Mr. Jack Coonan’. 

Detective Beckett notices 
two glasses of wine and 

sends them to the lab for 
testing. She asks the other 
detectives to canvass the area 
and question neighbours 
for any unusual activities 
that might have happened 
in the past few days. But 
none of them report seeing 
anything related to the killer 
except a child who says that 
he saw a man coming out 
of the apartment around 10 
p.m. the day before while 
he had entered the room 
around eight. According to 
the boy’s description the 

man was well built and was 
around the same age and 
height as        Mr. Coonan. 
Detective Beckett thinks 
that the man who entered 
the room at eight might be 
the last person to see Jack 
Coonan or he might be the 
killer she was searching for.

The forensic reports came 
the next day stating that Jack’s 
drink was fiddled with the 
other glass had fingerprints 
that matched with that of his 
brother Dick Coonan. 

Murder in a Room

we decided to celebrate the 
death of Mahishasur. Now 
comes the most crucial 
part of it. We arranged this 
party because we were sure 
of the fact that on hearing 
the celebration of his death, 
Mahishasur would certainly 
show his appearance in the 
party. I know there was a 
great risk for the villagers but 
it was high time that we had 
to take some immediate steps 
like this. We all gathered at 
the place and just within two 
hours time there was a dark, 
gigantic and shadowy figure 
amongst us.. People fled at 
his approach. But I along 
with my crew stayed silent, 
anxiously anticipating his 
arrival to reach the point 
where we had planned to 
trap him. And bravo he 
was trapped! He was none 
another than a human who 
was behind these atrocious 
and inhumane acts. Believe 

me Pritam, I had desperately 
wished that you were there, 
so that I could share that 
moment with you. It was 
the end of that Mahishasur 
and again the victory of 
good over evil. And the most 
surprising thing was that a 
business tycoon wished to 
make an amazing resort in 
Krishnakunj, a village known 
only to some and situated 
on the banks of river Beas 
in the lap of Nature, taking 
the benefits of its climate, 
well connected roads and 
away from the humdrum 
of the city. And for this 
they wanted the villagers to 
abandon their land. They 
all proposed this plan to the 
government and the people. 
But when the government 
refused the proposal, they 
were enraged and decided to 
hatch a conspiracy with the 
constable Lakhan who was 
bribed for this. Finally this 

horrifying and inexplicable 
enigma has come to an end. 
The people of Krishnakunj 
were elated and I’m sure so 
must be you at this point of 
time. I really wish to meet 
you Pritam. Hope in future 
we get another chance to 
unfold a mystery but surely 
not hideous and ghastly like 
this one.

Yours truly

Inspector S.R.Rao

“So this is what the whole 
story was about. Time for you 
to go to bed. Sweet dreams, 
my darling”

“Sweet dreams, my brave 
Dadu.”

��Kavya Phophalia 
VIII-C
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Beckett brings Dick in the 
precinct for questioning but 
he states that he was with a 
friend from 5 p.m. to 11 p.m. 
and he alibis out. Detective 
Beckett is in a fix as she was 
sure that Dick Coonan was 
the killer. She asks the CSU 
to do a complete sweep of 
the apartment to find prints 
or anything that might lead 
her to the killer. The CSU 
manages to find a knife with 
blood and no prints on it.

Beckett then sees a man 
who had been observing 
them from the beginning 
of the investigation. She 
catches him and asks the 
other detectives to get 
a search warrant for 
his house. Meanwhile 
Jack’s financers come 
and state that he was in 
a debt of $3.2 billion and 
owed $2 billion to 
his brother Dick. 
Beckett had seen 
people kill for far 
less. The other 
detectives find a 
recording device at 
the man’s house 
with the same 
man’s voice who 
alibied Dick out 
but was nowhere to 
be found after that.

Beckett gets a warrant to 
break into Dick’s house but 
he isn’t there. She sends 
out an APB to bus stations, 
airports, railway stations 
and every news channel and 
newspaper.

She then gets a call from 
the airport stating that they 
have a man who resembles 
with the description in the 
APB. She gets there and 
questions Dick and gets 
a confession that he 
had killed his brother 
because Jack owed 
him $2 billion and 
that Jack wanted 
money to get over 
the financial crisis, 
so he had started 
stealing it from the 
money their father 
had left them. 
A n d to stop 
h i m a n d 

a v o i d 
f u r t h e r 
loss, he 

had to 
kill his 

brother. 
Detective Beckett arrests 
Dick Coonan and goes back 
to her house with another 
homicide case closed. 

� Ankur Apte, VIII D
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Sarah Hart was a 
commoner except 
for the fact that she 

was born on a planet 
named “SPARX” and had 
a star tattoo on her mid 
collar bone which almost 
appeared like a necklace. 
She had two eyes, one 
nose, two ears and all 
the normal features 
of a human face. 
She was a normal 
human being. She 
had a protector 
named Jane Doe. 
Now you must be 
wondering did she 
need a protector? 
The fact was that 
she was taken as a 
refugee on the planet 
Earth by Jane. She 
was her protector, 
foster mother, as well 
as her companion. 
Sarah was very fond of 
her.

Sarah was a 
magnificent girl 
with charming 
features, leadership 
qualities, and brilliant 
in academics. She never 
set her roots anywhere; 
she was always on 
the run and ran from 
Ohio to Japan to 
Philadelphia, USA to, 
London, England to, 
Perth, Australia. She 
was eighteen plus and 
completed college but she 
wanted to study more. So 

she forged some documents 
and prepared a false identity 
and named herself as Ashley 
Penson and 
went to 

college. She did have 
altercations with Jane but 

ultimately Jane gave her 
consent. So, Sarah went to 
college where she got her 

locker number, 
her class 

schedule and her books. 
There was this other boy John 



98

who was being taken to task 
by the Principal for playing 
football during class hours 
and fooling the teachers by 
saying he got the official 
permission. Sarah observed 
him and then turned away 
quickly. On the way back 
the Secretary asked John to 
show Sarah her locker. On 
the way there they had a 
small conversation.

John asked, “ What’s your 
name?”

Sarah replied, “Ashley 
Penson and what’s yours?”

John said, “My name is a 
bit long, it’s Johnny Daniel 
Rugby Buzzy Smith Jr. XII. 
So, just call me John.”

 “Okay, John, what was 
going on in the room with 
the Principal?”

John said, “I’m in the 
school’s football team 
and I was just practicing 
shoots, you know, trying to 
improvise, by the way where 
do you live?”

Sarah replied, “Elizabeth 
Street, 45th lane, house no. 
113. I actually don’t live here. 
We just moved in recently.”

John, “So, where did you 

live earlier?”

Sarah, “I’m always on 
the move, sometimes here, 
sometimes in Philadelphia, 
Ohio, Perth, London and 
all. We just don’t stay at one 
place.”

John, “What does your 
Dad do?”

Sarah, “I don’t have a Dad. 
It’s just my Mom and me.”

John, “Sorry, I shouldn’t 
have asked.” 

“No, it’s okay, it isn’t your 
fault.” 

“Well, here’s your locker.”

He said this and turned 
away.

After a few days Ashley 
adjusted herself in the new 
environment and felt great. 
She had made some friends, 
Abigail, John, Sam, Lennon, 
Chole and Riley. She 
attended classes regularly, 
was on the top of everything 
and led a normal life. She 
was very happy. She shared 
secrets with John; they spent 
most of their time together. 

One day she heard the 
terrible news of her mother 

Jane’s death. Ashley was 
very lonely but her friends 
never let her feel this. John 
started asking Ashley about 
the tattoo, she kept trying to 
avoid this but then one day 
the inevitable happened. He 
was persistent.

John asked Ashely 
“What’s so special about this 
tattoo? Why don’t you tell 
me about it? Are you hiding 
something from me?”

Ashley replied, “It is just 
that I can’t tell you”

“But why not”

“Because, you aren’t 
supposed to know about it, 
at least not now. It’s a secret. 
I’m sorry but I can’t tell you 
about it.”

As time passed Sarah and 
John became very fond of 
each other. They led almost 
a perfect life but strange 
things did continue to 
happen. Many people got 
lost, some got kidnapped 
but there wasn’t any sign 
of them. The police had no 
idea where they were or who 
kidnapped them.

Then came the final day of 
the college and the students 
organized a prom in which 

One day she heard the terrible news of her 
mother Jane’s death. Ashley was very lonely but her friends 

never let her feel this
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Ashley was the prom princess 
and John was the prom 
prince. They both danced 
together and had a great 
time. They went up the stage 
for the last round of dance 
when suddenly there was a 
great tremor and chaos all 
over the auditorium. People 
were running like insane, 
banging into each other, 
into the walls, rushing out of 
the auditorium in this chaos 
Ashley and John somehow 
made their way out and 
helped their friends and then 
escaped in the forest. But they 
had the feeling that they were 
being continuously pursued. 
Ashley tried to stop John 
from coming with her but he 
was more than determined 
to protect her so he followed 
her. 

They ran and ran until 
their legs felt like lead. They 
had run the whole night 
and were still being pursued. 
Finally, they were captured 
and taken prisoners. Ashley 
recognized their torturers 
at once but John kept 
on staring at them shell 
shocked. The creatures had 
three eyes, four hands, one 
leg, no ears and five noses. 
John asked Ashley who 
these people were. 

“These are the Morganians. 
They killed my family; my 
parents, and my brothers 
and sisters and even Jane. 
They destroyed my kingdom 
and blasted my planet into 
billions of pieces. I’m so sorry 

that you got into this mess 
with me,” stammered Ashley.

“No, it’s not your fault. It 
was my choice.” 

Ashley smiled at him then 
became serious again. She 
was thinking of a way to get 
both of them out or at least 
John out of this thing. She 
then did the craziest thing 
that she could ever do. She 
didn’t know whether this 
would work or not but she 
did it anyway. She touched 
John, with her tattoo and he 
started fading. All those kids 
who had been kidnapped 
by the Morganians also 
disappeared from there as 
the beams fell on them. All 
that was left was Ashley and 
her enemies. She somehow 
managed to get out of her 
bonds and then charged 
for the Morgnians, she 
nearly killed them all but 
was almost strangled by 
the last living Morganian. 
It was Lempson the Chief 
Morganian and he was 
ready to strangle her. He 
had already disarmed 
her and that’s when she 
realized that, she could use 
her star tattoo to destroy 
him even if it meant killing 
herself. She summoned all 
her power and the tattoo 
started to glow brightly. It 
produced such an enormous 
power that Lempson was 
shocked to see it and was 
disintrigated the minute 
the light from the tattoo 
touched him. As for Ashley 

she somehow managed to 
land safely on the ground 
and then collapsed. 

When she regained 
consciousness she saw that 
she was in a hospital and her 
friends were kneeling by her 
side. John and the children 
who had faded were also 
there. There were also some 
police inspectors and a few 
members of the army. They 
were standing on guard 
outside her room. She gave 
the Police the details about 
what had happened, except 
about the Morganians. She 
then told her friends her real 
identity, who she was, what 
she was doing there, and 
why she was always on the 
move. But for her and John 
this was the most exciting 
adventure they had ever 
encountered.

��Aarushi 
Saxena, VIII-E
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The Mystery of Courtney Mansion

Many a times I 
have heard about 
Courtney Mansion. 

Legend says that a wealthy 
merchant lived there. He had 
amassed a lot of wealth, but 
because of the fear of bandits, 
he hid his wealth in a secret 
place which was unknown, 
except to Anne, his only child. 
A good looking girl who went 
insane due to an unknown 
reason. I came across an article 
in the newspaper which read, 
‘Reward for the person who 
solves the Courtney Mansion 
mystery.’ 

You guessed it right, my 
friend Rose and I stood up for 
it. It was risky, a challenge and 
required a lot of brainwork 
but still we thought we could 
take a chance. I went to the 
Department of Detectives 
and requested them to give us 
the responsibility of solving 
the case. They hesitated but 
finally gave us the job. 

We went to meet the 
mechant’s daughter Anne. 
She sat alone in the corner. 
We came to know that 
someone had assaulted 
her due to which she had 
been in a state of shock.
She babbled nothing but 
“ABC..,house..,library…” I 
took out my notepad and 
listed those words. 

At around 8:00 pm I 
went to Rose’s house and 

over a cup of hot cocoa we 
discussed about those words. 

She suggested, “Maybe we 
should go to the house, learn 
ABC from the library.”

“Don’t be silly, let’s take 
this seriously.” 

“Ok, ok.” 

Many hours passed, still we 
could not make head or tail 
of it. We went to the house 

for further investigation. I 
tiptoed inside the house while 
Rose fixed the flashlights. 
Nervousness was steadily 
creeping in my mind. I 
suddenly had a brainwave! 
I immediately went to the 
library and read Anne’s diary. 
It was blank but a note came 
out of it. I unfolded it and was 
astonished. 

It read ‘Behold those eyes 
that come across this note. 
At the valley of flowers near 
which 3 black men stand . 
Move the breath of the deer 
and you will witness the 
answer. Open it and you will 
see a stand which you never 
witnessed before.’ 

Suddenly the 
lights 
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flashed on. Rose had fixed 
them. I got scared out of 
my wits, but she giggled.I 
saw 3 statues of black men 
.A part of the mystery 
was solved! I immediately 
went near the statues. 
A bunch of flowers lay 
across the table. I kept 
wondering what the deer’s 
breath was. 

Rose suddenly exclaimed, 
“Ah! deer breathes from the 
nose, may be the important 
part is ‘the nose’! 

I slapped her high 
five! She immediately 
twisted the nose and 
a secret passage led us 

in the darkness. We 
quickly switched on the 
flashlights. We were led to 
an old, chipped wooden 
door. 

The lock read ‘Please 
enter the password’.

I was dumbfounded but 
Rose was an expert of deci-
phering codes.

She asked “Could you 
please repeat the 3 words?” 

“Yeah, umm A-B-C, l-i-b-
r-a-r-y,h-o-u-s-e.” 

She kept muttering ABC, 
ABC…. 

She exclaimed, “If we 
compare the letters of the 
alphabet with numbers, we 
get 123!” 

 “Yoo-hoo! We have 
solved our mystery!!!!!” 

We went to Chief Brown 
and he announced that we 
would get a cash prize and a 
certificate!

We were (perhaps) the 
happiest persons on earth 
that day. 

� Ayushi Borvankar 
VIII-F

The Night Prowler

Rusty, dusty, musty 
were the only words 
entering my head 

when I entered the new 
house. "No wonder no one 
lives here!” said Frank, my 
friend from college. "Well, 
it's the only one in town. The 
rest were far too expensive.” 
I said. We moved on and 
checked the other rooms 
which weren't any different. 
"We must settle here as soon 
as possible. Get used to the 
environment, and to that 
batty old man...” Frank 
muttered. Just moments 
before, a wild old man had 
been telling us ghost stories 
about the house. About 
some spirit who roams in the 

rooms at night. A few days 
later, we were at the house. 
No college that day. Frank 
was getting the internet 
wires set and was getting 

worked up over the guy from 
the net company. "Leave 
the poor man alone Frank. 
Let him work on it as he 
wants." “But ... But, I know 
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things that he doesn't about 
this!” The old worker looked 
wearily at me. I shook my 
head and went back to my 
room. I happened to glance 
at the mirror when I saw 
a flash of silver, and then, 
nothing. 

The next day, I wondered 
whether the flash I had 
seen was my imagination 
at play, though it seemed 
real. I shunned the idea 
away. There aren't any such 
things as ghosts! Nor can 
that neighbour be right. 
As I kept repeating these 
thoughts, however, a tinge 
of doubt was hovering over 
my mind. Finally, I planned 
to meet with the man next 
door. It turned out that 
he was an occupant of the 
house at one time."Ze ghozt, 
ze ghozt!! Yes, yes, you smart 
to come and azk! Yes, he iz ze 
spirit of ze owner of ze 'ouze. 
Alwayz irritates peopul. First 
he will zee your acsions and 
pattornz. Zhen he will drive 
you crazy, az he has done to 
me!!” he cackled. Invaluable 
info...

The old man also told 
me that only mirrors were 
the ghost's weakness. You 
couldn't see him otherwise. 
Thus, I set out on my night 
prowl. I wanted answers. I 
wanted to dig. I wanted to 
know and meet "ze spirit of 
ze 'ouze". I took a torch and 
many mirrors to a room and 
hung the mirrors on the 
walls to see where he was. I 

sat and waited. Frank had 
set up a mechanism to close 
the door of the room from 
where I was to trap the ghost 
inside... To catch a glimpse...

Beads of sweat formed 
on my brows and I was 
beginning to wonder 
whether the ghost stuff was 
just a cooked-up story after 
all. I had been flashing my 
torch on and off, but there 
was not a hint of movement. 
And then, suddenly, as I 
was switching my torch off 
again, I saw the same silvery 
flash. Instinctively, I shut 
the door and heard nothing 
but silence. Seconds later, 
there was a howl that sent a 
chill down my spine. I saw 
many flashes in the mirrors 
through the light from 
my torch, and then, a still 
figure in front of a mirror. 
It was like mist, only it had 
the very distinctive shape of 
a human. "You know where 
I falter.” the ghost said in a 
distorted voice. The voice 
had a hint of admiration 
in it. "I know you, your 
weakness, and your tactics. 
Why do you wish to drive 
people mad?” I said in 
the bravest voice I could 
muster. He looked grimly 
at me and said, "I built this 
house and lived peacefully, 
till...".”Till what?" ”Till 
an unscrupulous cheat 
took away my peace!” he 
screamed, trembling with 
rage. "He tricked me out 
of my house and left me 
with nothing.” "And you?” 

"Inquisitive, aren't you? I 
had no choice. No food, no 
home, no money, nothing! 
I left the cruel world as 
it was, and became this. 
Since then I've been after 
the people who live in 
this house and drive them 
out and sometimes, mad. 
"Well", I said. "My friend 
and I will not trouble you 
within these walls, so you 
can spare your practices 
on us.” "Oh don't worry. 
I’m released from the curse 
which bound me here, 
thanks to your bravery. And 
I've actually got quite sick 
of this stuff. After all, I guess 
I can use my appearance for 
other good things...”

And he smiled and 
vanished into thin air. It was 
the next day, morning. I was 
explaining to Frank about 
the events of the previous 
night. "And how can you be 
so sure he won't return?” he 
asked suspiciously. ”I don't 
think he'll come back. After 
all, his secret was discovered; 
he was released from the 
curse that bound him". Frank 
nodded his head, and then 
asked, "What good could he 
possibly do?" "Dunno, work 
for a charity, help people, or 
something?” Frank smirked 
and said, "Yeah sure, maybe 
he'll tell kids ghost stories." 
We laughed and left for 
college, as two normal 
people, leaving the house 
without any ghost.

��Akhil Lasrado, VIII G
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The Time stone

I am Fourteen now, and 
mature enough to do 
my own things properly, 

although the mess in my 
room can be counted off the 
list. I think this is why my 
parents left me here with 
my Uncle. While leaving, 

I still wasn’t concerned 
about tidying my room

I never understood my 
Uncle, a great lunatic at 
times. It was always a mystery 
to me how, half of the year, 
this man was nowhere to be 
found, and anonymously, 
he’ll return and boast things 
like…. “Egypt was once a 

Sea…!” and, 

“All the people spoke the 
same language..!” and stuff 
which no one understood 
or even tried to believe in! 
He is hasty, and never listens 
to anybody but himself. 

The moment I reached 
his old and creepy looking 
house, I for sure knew that 
this was the worst idea my 
parents had put up for me. 
He offered me a room on the 
first floor, I agreed, though 
not a whisker satisfied with 
its look.

“You’ll enjoy with your 

Uncle”, was what my father 
had said. I don’t know why 
it sounded so unconvincing 
now. 

The house was still as a 
rock, absolutely silent. I 
thought the only sound 

heard, was my tummy 
rumbling, so I went for 
the fridge, but ended up in 
the gallery leading to the 
basement. Astonishment 
filled my face when I 
saw that picture of my 
‘young’ uncle. There was 
a monument of prizes 
and trophies, mostly 
in archaeology. I never 
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thought of my uncle this 
way. The basement seemed 
to have shrunk, for it 
looked much smaller than 
it should have been. It was 
pretty dark, and I was about 
to sneeze with all the dust 
in that suffocating room. 
I huddled across the wall, 
searching for a switch, 
when….. “aachoo!!”. At last 
I managed to find a switch, 
‘click’, and I was even more 
astonished to find this…..

In the dimmest of 
lights, I uncovered a way 
to an enclosed part of the 
basement. I was blinded 
by curiosity and tried to 
play with the amazing 
things there….. Fossils, 
historic coins and… what 
a giant rock! with a sun-
like feature on its centre. 
Who could stop me now? 
Curiosity had already 
overpowered me. By this 
time I remembered coming 
across a coin with a similar 
kind of carving as on the 
stone. I reached for it, as 
I couldn’t resist thinking 
about a link. I analysed the 
stone carefully, but no luck! 
I almost gave up to anxiety, 
when suddenly the sun at 
the centre started heating 
up! It became intense and 
the streaming rays set fire 
to my body. It felt as if I 
would explode! I couldn’t 
hear my own thoughts….

Few minutes later, I woke 
up, with much uneasiness, 
as I was in a different place, 

for there was no basement, 
no house, the only thing 
visible in a vast stretch of 
sand were the Pyramids of 
Giza!! I couldn’t speak for 
a while, even my thoughts 
echoed twice, a total deja-
vu! My senses started re-
sponding and I found my-
self wearing a loincloth I 
remembered my red T-shirt 
and Jeans perfectly, but… 
then I realized the great 
stone structure, still in con-
struction I immediately re-
alized that this must be a 
dream, but wasn’t so, it was 
not a dream. I had to pinch 
myself hard.

From a distance, I heard 
a boy, of my age calling 
out to me. I seemed to be 
understand every word he 
said, though I had no idea 
what language this was 
supposed to be. He puz-
zled me with the knowl-
edge of all my details for 
I was new there and not 
seen before. While I had 
this foreign language con-
versation, I could finally 
figure out that I was in a 
totally different time… 
makes sense…..but rather 
I had to think about a way 
out of here! I asked the boy 
if he knew of a stone with 
a sun-like carving on it. He 
gave me a suspicious look 
as if I was never to utter 
those words. He explained 
that the stone was sacred 
to them. He kept on telling 
about their rules and cus-
toms but it faded out, as 

all I had was relief of find-
ing something to return 
to my time…. and place. I 
thought it was the only way 
left. I ran towards the large 
rock, ignoring him and the 
other’s trying to stop me. 
Once again I touched the 
stone and similar reactions 
took place, just this time, 
my body was really twitch-
ing! To my relief, I was 
back home…….not exactly 
home, but to my own part 
of the timeline. And good 
gracious! It had only been 
an hour here. I was certain 
I spent at least half-a-day 
in this tour. I guess ‘All’s 
well that ends well!’

Time is a dangerous 
thing, I don’t need to do 
that again…. For sure!!

Now there seemed to be 
this link, as to where my 
uncle disappeared all the 
time. He isn’t a lunatic 
then. 

“This mystery shouldn’t 
be known to anyone else,” a 
voice echoed. 

Uncle! Oh I was so at ease 
then. Yes, he had his reasons 
to keep it all a secret. Though 
now, my respect for him has 
increased a million fold. 
But every day, I still wish 
to travel again, and unlock 
mysteries of time that has 
puzzled the best of minds 
through the centuries.

��Soumik Paul, VIII – H



105

Who’s That Knocking At My Door????

It was half past eleven in the night. The 
raindrops were beating against the 
window panes,though unwelcomed, 

the sound of the raindrops seemed to 
be pleasant. Then the electricity went 
off and the whole 
house was dark and 
silent. TERRIFICALLY 
SILENT........I wonder 
why it happens only 
when I am alone at 
house. 

I was looking out from 
the windows at the garden 
when suddenly I heard 
someone knocking at my 
door.

“Who could it be at 
such late hours during 
the night?” I thought.

I was curious but 
frightened at the same 
time. I got off the bed, and walked towards 
the main entrance of my house. I did not 
put on my slippers so as to avoid the sound 
of my footsteps. I groped my way in the 
dark corridor for the main door. I heard the 
knocks once again, only that this time they 
were louder (I would rather call them ‘bangs’ 
instead of ‘knocks’). I must confess that I was 
terrified this time. Being alone in a house is 
really frightening, I admit. 

“What if the person is a murderer, or a 
burglar, or a sinister clown?”

“Yes, I hate clowns, maybe I have 
nephophobia, a fear of clowns”. I murmured.

For the first time in the whole night, I 
acted sensibly – I went to the storehouse and 

brought back a baseball bat with me for my 
defense. Amidst the ‘loud’ banging on the 
door, the ‘loud’ sound of raindrops outside 
and the ‘loud’ respirations of my terrified 
soul, everything was so very frightening!

I heard a voice inside my head urging me 
to muster up some courage. Finally, after 
coughing up some courage, I placed my 
hand on the doorknob and turned it.........
Whoa!It was pitch dark. It seemed as if I had 
opened the door to a black hole in outer 
space, I did not know where I was. After 
some time, I regained consciousness. I found 
myself on my bed. It was half past twelve in 
the night. The raindrops on the window 
panes,the books, the garden, the........Is that 
someone knocking at my door?!! I better get 
my baseball bat! I felt dizzy.

My younger brother very lovingly patted 
on my shoulder to know what happened. 
Thank God it was just a dream!	

��Aayushmaan Mazoomdar, IX A
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A Recent Mystery

That day, as Mira 
refilled the jars of 
sugar, rice and flour 

on her kitchen shelves, she 
suspected her cook, Bina. 
The jars, as Bina had showed 
her, were nearly empty, 
although Mira had filled 
them herself only two days 
earlier. She watched Bina 
closely as she rushed about 
like a whirlwind, chopping 
vegetables, flinging spices 
into sizzling oil and stirring 
energetically, till the kitchen 
and the entire bungalow was 
filled with the aroma of dal 
and various curries.

Bina was a good cook, both 
efficient and quick. Mira 
hardly ever had to direct 
her, beyond a reminder 
now and then, to use less 
oil, or to clean the gas stove. 
Bina’s rice was flaky and 
soft, her chapattis like soft 
warm rounds of silk and her 
vegetables soft or crunchy, 
as required. There were 
never any complaints from 
the family at the dining 
table. A good cook was a 
treasure to be cherished, 
not suspected and blamed. 
Besides, arriving punctually 
at four every evening, she 

worked like a miniature 
cyclone in the kitchen, till 
all the covered casseroles 
were placed ready on the 
sideboard and the gas and 
counters wiped sparkling 
clean. Then, with a glance 
at the clock, exactly at seven 
thirty, she would zoom out 
gracefully, with a murmured 
word of farewell, wiping 
her heated forehead as she 
went. Speed and expertise, 
yes. Thievery? Not likely or 
possible. Then who...?

Mira frowned as she 
closed the door after Bina. 
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She tapped her lower lip and 
pulled at it, as she usually 
did when she was puzzled. 
She pushed the matter to 
the back of her mind and 
walked into her home 
studio to finish painting 
her latest poster. As she 
unscrewed the bottle of red 
paint, her eyebrows rose. 
The bottle was practically 
empty! She hurriedly 
unscrewed other bottles in 
the box, only to find them 
also nearly empty. What on 
earth was the matter? Who 
could be stealing her paints, 
and why? Pulling at her lip 
and frowning again, she 
put away her brushes and 
palette. The poster would 
have to wait until she could 
buy more paint, tomorrow. 
She frowned even more. An 
evening wasted, when she 
had promised the poster to 
her friend Shiraz tomorrow, 
in time to be printed to 
announce the new play 
by her theatre group next 
week. Everything would be 
delayed now!

The missing paint 
complicated a humble 
domestic puzzle into an 
exotic mystery. Rice, sugar, 
flour and now, paint! 
What could it mean? She 
decided to spend the rest 
of the evening tidying out 
her wardrobe, a chore long 
postponed. Opening the 
wardrobe, she got another 
shock. An entire bag full 
of outgrown clothes she 
had been collecting on the 

bottom shelf was missing! 
How could this happen? No 
one touched her wardrobe, 
by her strict orders. She 
preferred to pull out clothes 
and stuff them back in, at 
random, before deciding 
what to wear, and tidied 
out only when she could no 
longer find anything at its 
right place.

When Mira was tired of a 
blouse or a pair of jeans or 
a skirt, she stuffed it into 
an old Nike travel bag on 
the bottom shelf. From 
time to time, she added 
to the bag, her husband’s 
old shirts and discarded 
ties, or Shanay’s outgrown 
shorts and T-shirts. She 
had vaguely planned to 
sort out the clothes, some 
day, and decide what to do 
with them, may be donate 
them - and now the bag 
itself had vanished! She 
was the epicenter of crime 
unfolding all around her!

When Abhay arrived 
home that evening, he faced 
an angry and perplexed 
wife, who overwhelmed 
him with tales of missing 
items everywhere. “Why 
blame me?” he said, when 
he could finally get a word in 
edgeways, “Do you think I’d 
take your groceries, paints 
and old clothes? What 
would I do with them?”

“Don’t be silly!” fumed 
Mira. “This could turn out 
to be more serious. Check if 

anything of yours is missing, 
first.”

“Right now? Couldn’t 
it wait?” objected Abhay. 
“I’m hungry and tired. 
Let’s have dinner, first.” He 
could see that Mira wasn’t 
willing to be distracted 
from her problem. “Where’s 
Shanay?” he asked, to divert 
his wife.

“In his room, doing 
homework, I hope. He hasn’t 
come out all evening,” 
grumbled Mira. Ever since 
you got him that iPad, he’s 
constantly net-surfing, 
or updating his blog or 
Facebook page!”

Abhay went across the 
living room to open the 
door of his son’s room, 
and peeped in. “Finished 
your homework, Shanu? 
Or are you busy e-gabbing 
with the thriving online 
community?” he joked. Mira 
followed him into Shanay’s 
room and exclaimed in 
surprise. Shanay’s room 
was even more messy than 
usual - and what was more - 
strewn across the floor, were 
an old Nike bag stuffed with 
clothes, brown paper bags 
filled with flour, sugar and 
rice, and four big posters 
painted with the words 
- Friends, let us help the 
survivors of the Cyclone 
Phailin. Thousands are 
destitute and devastated! 
What can YOU do to help?
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To Fulfil 
My 

Ambition

Shanay, sprawled across 
his bedroom floor, was busy 
painting human figures 
being engulfed by huge 
waves around this message 
on a fifth poster. Here at 
last, was the answer to 
the riddle that had been 
puzzling Mira all evening! 
Too busy to do more 
than just look up, Shanay 
grinned at his parents. “No 
homework today, dad,” 
he said. Mrs. Sanigrahi 
said, that we were to make 
posters and put them up in 
the main landmarks all over 
Bhuvaneshwar. Then, we 
are to collect old clothes, 
money, food and anything 
we get, to hand over to the 

Utkal Sahayata Samiti, who 
are helping the cyclone 
victims”.

“What will you do with 
my rice, flour and sugar? 
It’s hardly enough to feed 
your refugees!” exclaimed 
Mira.

“Mrs. Sanigrahi will show 
us how to boil them to make 
glue, to stick our posters, 
mom,” said Shanay, busy 
painting. “I was going to tell 
you all about it at dinner” he 
added.

“Well, son, you’ve 
solved the mystery of the 
missing household goods, 

though your mother has 
been playing detective 
all evening,” said Abhay. 
“Come and eat your dinner, 
now. You can finish those 
posters afterwards”. Shanay 
looked up, surprised.

“What mystery?” he said.

“Don’t forget to wash your 
hands with soap,” added 
Mira, the detective back to 
being a mom again. “I’m so 
relieved to find that there is 
nothing to worry about. In 
fact, I feel proud to be your 
mother.

��Akshaya Sivakumar 
IX - B

Neha was waiting for the police officials to arrive. Her 
boss Ms. Avantika Kulkarni had been murdered the 
previous night in her laboratory. Soon the police 

official arrived with his team.

“Where is the body?” asked inspector Lalit Kumar. 

“Inside there.” 

“How many of you were present at the time of the murder?” 
questioned the inspector.

“None of us”

“Then how did Neha come to know that there was a 
murder? How did she call me up then?”

“Sir it was around half past ten when everyone had left for 
their homes. We being her juniors had to stay here so that we 
could help her in her research. She was doing a research on 
how cancer cells could be destroyed. If she would have been 
able to research on all this she would receive a lot of cash 

But who knew 
that her life will 
be so short. She 

was murdered and 
she had screamed 

in pain as the 
knife pierced 

through her body
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prizes, awards and of course a lot of fame. 
But who knew that her life will be so short. 
She was murdered and she had screamed in 
pain as the knife pierced through her body. 
The guards quickly came in to see the matter 
and then called me up and I called you up.”, 
Neha sobbed as she spoke.

Soon after Avantika was taken to the 
hospital for the post mortem. The Police 
were searching for clues. Inspector Kumar 
was inspecting the window. 

“No grills and no glass”, he talked to 
himself.” 

Suddenly the mud below caught his eye. 
He took a few other men with him down. 

“See if you can find any footprints here. 
Due to heavy rains the garden was wet and 
muddy. It is quite possible that the murderer 
would have stepped in here while escaping 
because the way leads to the forest”, 
explained Inspector Kumar.

After about ten minutes an official came 
up to him and said that he found some 
footprints. Inspector Kumar followed him. 
There were many footprints there. He 
looked above and saw that the window was 
exactly on top of the footprints. He noticed 
something peculiar about it. The footprints 
were not heading to the window but towards 
the forest which meant that the killer had 
entered from somewhere else. 

“Search for some more clues here quick!” 
ordered Kumar.

They followed the footprints and found 
that there were a pair of boots lying behind 
the bushes. 

“Size 6”, murmured Kumar. 

Now he knew what he had to do. He went 

inside and asked everyone to remove their 
shoes. Kumar examined the reason to them 
and then spoke at last.

 “Yes Neha, tell me why did you do such a 
crime and how?”

“No I didn’t do it!”

“Stop lying and tell me”

“Avantika was being helped by me in her 
research. She was just about to announce 
the discovery of her theory when I murdered 
her because I was overwhelmed by jealousy, 
the green eyed monster. So I killed her. At 
night when everyone left I remained here 
waiting for the right time. The time came 
and I snuffed out her life. But she put up a big 
struggle and screamed loud enough to wake 
the dead. I hurried my way down but heard 
the footsteps of the guard. So I thought of 
jumping through the window. It was easy. 
But as I came down I noticed the footprints 
but being in a hurry I just left them in the 
bushes. I returned after changing my blood 
stained clothes hence no one suspected me.

“You were clever, but not clever enough,” 
said inspector Lalit Kumar

��Sheen Warikoo, IX D
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Future Demands Save Earth

To my horror the creature metamor-
phosed into a giant caterpillar that al-
most filled the entire room. I knew I 

was not dreaming as its hot breath hissed on 
to my face and a gigantic drop of perspiration 
was falling, as if in slow motion, on me. The 

moment had brought great horror and also 
surprise. It was all so sudden that I couldn’t 
even think of what to do next and I started 
panicking. 

The caterpillar continued growing; his legs 
grew out of the room. His eyes opened with 
a cracking sound and were large enough for 
the room to be reflected in their pupils. I ran 
from the backdoor to the lobby and then 
on to the ground. I ran so hard that I almost 
tumbled off. The caterpillar shrank a little to 
manage its way out of the window and then 
it transformed into a long snake. A snake 
long enough to see both its ends together. 
It started crawling behind me at lightning 
speed. As I ran, I jumped into a big river on 
the way and swim like one possessed. Even 
before I had completed my first kick in the 
water, the snake transformed into a tortoise 
and started on its way to the river. I swam 
as fast as I could to cross the river. The 
tortoise however, didn’t go into the water 

and instead metamorphosed into a bird. It 
scooped down and caught me before I could 
comprehend of the latest changes. The dark 
ugly bird took me and flew for days and 
then finally we reached a place which was 
nothing less than Heaven itself.

 Fountains of rainbow 
coloured water, boulevards 
of rare plants, a picture 
perfect place. The bird finally 
transformed into a girl, not 
exactly like one on earth but yes, 
there was a close resemblance. 
She said in a language that I 
could understand that I was in 
the 31st century. She warned 
me that things would take an 
ugly turn unless we humans 
use Nature wisely. We had to 
protect our Mother Earth. I 

understood the gravity of the situation and 
promised to look after Earth. But, still scared 
of my plight, I asked her the way back home. 
She showed me the way, a tunnel with 
multihued lights glowing and making the 
most dreadful sounds. At first, I was scared 
but then I gathered courage and walked 
through it.

 Suddenly, I fell into a hole in the ground 
and landed on my bed. The next day, 
everyone anxious of what had happened to 
me asked me about my adventure. I just told 
them to save our Earth. They left promising 
to do so. I later started an organization that 
would take concrete steps to save our planet. 

A few days later, the same girl appeared in 
my dream and said, “Thank you, Grandpa!”

��Anurag Sundarka, X-B
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The Fourth Dimension

The drops were rolling down like 
raindrop volts on a mountain. I 
was lying down straight on my bed, 

eyes focused on every minute motion of 
the giant panda. For a moment, I could 
not hear the sound 
of the mammoth’s 
movement from 
here and there. 
With a little bravery, 
overlooking all my 
Achilles’ heel, I tried 
lifting myself from 
the bed. Gradually, 
in a tortoise speed, I 
removed the blanket 
and crossed my legs, 
took a deep breath and 
thought of another 
step to be taken. To 
my amazement, my 
legs were hanging 
down the bed when 
I tired jumping. I felt 
like something was 
carrying the directions. I always believed 
that Earth isn’t a rotating object but 
everything around me started rotating. 
The circulation caused me to run out of 
the room. I- like a brave soldier- begin to 
throw pillows down from the bed, just 
as a soldier throws stones at his enemy. I 
turned my goofed up head down and what 
came into my notice was the most powerful 
and gigantic, panda – standing like an idle 
scamp in front of me.

BANGGGG!!!

My heart popped out of my mouth. My 
heartbeat stopped. Again, all I could sense 
was silence. Suddenly, the panda laid down, 
bounded with numerous toys of mine. 

“Joseph - come out of the room, dinner is 
served.”

I threw the popcorns from my hand. The 
soft drink was spilled on the ground and 

I was back to my senses. The reality was 
that I was watching a movie. I wondered 
how I could be lost in such a movie. The 
hot breath was my own and my sweat was 
still rolling down my cheeks. Everything 
around me turned upside down. I got up, 
took a deep breath, opened my wardrobe 
and threw out my toy panda. Running 
towards the washroom to wash my face, 
I saw the panda having a bath in my bath 
tub with my little ducks. 

It smiled and waved a ‘Hi!’ to me. 

Goosebumps! I shut the door, literally 
banged it and hurriedly ran out of the 
room!!!

��Priyal Bhatia, X-B
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God’s Heavenly Creation

My stomach twisted and a shiver 
ran through my whole body as 
if punching a hole in my chest. 

Everything felt silent. The silence was 
not the usual silence I had experienced 
throughout my life. It was eerie. First time in 

my life, had I been in death throes. I could 
feel the waterworks start to escalate down 
my cheeks. There was a tumult of noises 
and voices in my head. But, suddenly the 
creature which was facing me did something 
that was unusual, even for a pet dog to do. 
It spoke with its deep baritone.Gazing into 
its eyes, I felt the urge to scream for help. 
Searching for my cell phone I found out that 
it was lying on the sofa which was across the 
creature. Tears were oozing out from my eyes 
non-stop. I stared out through the window 
towards the sky as if praying to God to send 
someone through a miracle to help me. And 
suddenly, a spaceship coming towards my 
house with a quickened pace was all I could 
see. Probably, God had sent someone to help 

me! Or maybe this creature had called in for 
an alien invasion!

Oh my God! I froze. My legs were free to 
run, but I couldn’t make a try for it because 
this giant creature would catch me in two 

big leaps. The 
second guess was 
partially correct. 
They were the 
aliens. The bad 
ones, but this 
guy! This creature 
was the good one. 
The aliens were 
coming for me to 
grab their death 
ray machine as 
I thought and 
this sweet little 
actually big 
creature leaped 
in front of me 
and saved my 
life. Everything 
happened in a 
flash of a second. 
I could not see 

the moves made by this heavenly creature, 
but it was the one who saved my life.

 I was taken aback by this. I just wanted to 
hug it and it would have made my day. To 
my astonishment, the creature turned into a 
small boy who had etheric wings, whom God 
had sent as an answer to my plea for help. 
The boy with a wide grin and a mischievous 
wink flew away leaving behind a heavenly 
perfume and an iridescent feather. 

 “Thank you!” was all I could say, but I 
couldn’t be sure whether he heard it.

��Anushka Dhabuwala  
X-B
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The 

Promise

This is the story of 
Thomas Stewart. 
He was an ordinary 

guy with extraordinary 
dreams. He worked in the 
Research Department 
under a great scientist. 
He dreamt of being 
promoted as the Head of 
his department.

The company was since 
days researching about 
life on Mars. Thomas 
was really impeccable at 
his work. He had all the 
futuristic equipments. 
He was very smart at his 
work and was idolized by 
his juniors. He wanted to 
solve the enigma of life 
on Mars and wanted to be 
a part of this project. Fate 
was in his favour and so 
he was asked to join the 
project and contribute 
his researches. He was 
really happy to find this 
and started preparing 
putting all his efforts so 
that he could achieve 
his target. Then came 
the moment when his 
journey began to Mars. 
The countdown began 
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10,9,8,7,6,5,4,3,2,1….and the rocket was 
blasted off into space. They reached Mars 
and their journey was spectacular, but 
while landing the craft hit a crater and 
crashed. With God’s grace they were saved 
and no one was injured. They hurried out 
of the spacecraft with all the necessary 
equipments. They tried to contact the 
research quarters but failed to do so. Then 
they went forward to complete their project 
even though their space craft had crashed. 
As they went Thomas found that all his 
companions who were following him had 
vanished. He began looking for them and 
went ahead. After searching for about an 
hour someone tapped him on his back.

“Whoever you are…stay still. If you move 
we shall kill your friends”, said a very 
strange figure. This inhabitant looked like 
a clone of the humans but they had a very 
outlandish headgear which differentiated 
them from the normal humans. 

“Don’t worry I won’t harm you. I am a 
human and I have come from Earth.” I said.

“You Earth people won’t let us live in 
peace? Why have you come here?”He asked 
in his harsh voice.

“I’m sorry. I have not come here to disturb 
your life. I promise I won’t tell about your 
existence.”

“That’s good. We’ve erased the memory 
of your team mates and we will also repair 
your spaceship.”

“I promise that I won’t ever disclose your 
secret. Please let us go.”

“Alright. Go but if ever our existence is 
endangered due to your existence then we 
won’t let the people on earth live in peace 
and especially you.”

“Please...I promise, I want reveal anything 
to anybody”

“Good. You are a very good human. We 
appreciate. Thank you. If our little secret is 
out then our existence will be threatened.”

Then Thomas and all his mates returned 
to Earth. Everyone still asks Thomas what 
happened there but he smiles and says that 
they couldn’t find anything and that it was 
a waste of fuel and time to go to Mars. He 
thinks it is better to keep this secret then to 
get promoted. He prefers to be a good citizen 
first and then a scientist. He resists that 
success which he would get by endangering 
someone’s existence.

Truly success has to be measured by what 
you had to give up to get it. And Thomas 
was in no mood to give up the word that he 
had given to those gentlemen from Mars

��Mishika Arora, X-E
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naaganagar ka rhsya

ek idna maOM Apnao Gar ko baahr KD,I 
qaI. Acaanak maOMnao ek AadmaI kao ek 

baOga maoM kuC Dalato hue doKa.maOMnao saaocaa yah 
AadmaI caaor hO. maOMnao ]saka pICa ikyaa. 
vah ek gaaD,I maoM baOzkr calaa gayaa. ek 
hF,to baad maOMnao ]saI AadmaI kao ApnaI dadI 
sao baat krto hue doKa. ]saI samaya jaba 
maOM ApnaI dadI ko pasa ga[- tao mauJao Aata 
doKkr vah ]nako pasa sao calaa gayaa. maOMnao 
dadI sao ]sako baaro maoM pUCa ik vah AadmaI 
kaOna qaaÆ dadI nao batayaa ik vah Anajaana 
hO AaOr naaganagar ko baaro maoM pUC rha qaa. 
maOMnao dadI sao [sa naaganagar ko baaro maoM pUCa. 

dadI nao batayaa ik naaganagar ek bahut hI 
puranaa AaOr Dravanaa nagar hO. vahaÐ kalaa 
jaadU jaananao vaalao laaoga basato hOM. kalaa 
jaadU saIKnao ko ilae laaoga vahaÐ jaato hOM.yah 
]sa samaya kI baat hO jaba naaganagar saaonaapur 
khlaata qaa. ek idna ek baabaa nao Eaap 
idyaa AaOr yah nagar naagaaoM sao Bar gayaa tba 
sao [sa nagar ka naama naaganagar pD, gayaa. 

	vah dadI sao [sako baaro maoM @yaaoM pUC 
rha qaaÆ mauJao nahIM maalaUma. laoikna kuC 
baat tao ja,$r qaI. mana–hI–mana maOMnao [saka 
pta lagaanao kI saaocaI AaOr maOM ]saka pICa 

krnao lagaI. ]saka pICa krto–krto maOM 
ek Anajaana jagah phuÐca ga[-. vahaÐ maOMnao 
ek AaOrt kao doKa AaOr maOMnao ]sasao pUCa 
ik yah kaOna–saI jagah hO. AaOrt nao kha  
‘naaganagar’.maOM Gabara ga[- AaOr maOMnao ]nasao 
Apnao Gar jaanao ka rasta pUCa. ]nhaoMnao 
kha—“jaao ek baar [sa nagar maoM P`avaoSa kr 
laota hO vah vaapsa kBaI nahIM jaa sakta. 
haÐ¸ ek rasta hO ijasasao tuma vaapsa Gar 
jaa saktI hao AaOr vah rasta hO ik tumhoM 
kalaa jaadU saIKnaa haogaa.” maOMnao ]nasao pUCa 
ik @yaa Aap mauJao kalaa jaadU isaKaAaogaI 
AaOr ]sa AadmaI kao pkD,nao maoM maorI madd 
kraogaIÆ ]nhaoMnao kha ja,$r AaOr ]saI idna 
sao maorI iSaxaa P`aarMBa kr dI. lagaBaga tIna 
mahInao maoM maOMnao kalaa jaadU saIK ilayaa. Aba 
]sa AaOrt nao mauJasao kha ik tuma Aba ]sa 
AadmaI kao pkD,nao maoM saxama hao. maOM Apnao 
laxya kI Aaor baZ, calaI. tIna idna kI 
Kaoja ko baad maOMnao ]sa AadmaI kao ZÐUZ hI 
ilayaa AaOr ]sasao maOMnao pUCa ik ]sa idna 
vah mauJao doKkr @yaaoM Baaga gayaa qaaÆ ]sa 
AadmaI nao kha—“maOM Dr gayaa qaa ik khIM 
tuma mauJao maar na Dalaao.” maOMnao ]sasao pUCa 
ik maOM tumhoM @yaaoM maa$ÐgaIÆ ]sa AadmaI nao 
kha—“maOM tumharo maaqao pr yah daga doKkr 
Dr gayaa qaa @yaaoMik ijasako maaqao pr yah 
daga haota hO vah kalao jaadU ka ivanaaSa kr 
sakta hO.”

	]sa AadmaI nao mauJasao kha ik tuma hI  
]sa baabaa kao hrakr¸ [sa nagar kao Eaap 
mau@t kra saktI hao. maOMnao ]sakI madd 
krnao ka vaada ikyaa. vah AadmaI mauJao ]sa 
baabaa ko Gar lao gayaa AaOr maOMnao Apnao kalao 
jaadU kI madd sao ]sao hra idyaa AaOr [sa 
Saaipt nagar kao Eaap sao mau@t krayaa. Aba 
yah naaganagar ifr sao saaonaapur bana gayaa. 
vah Anajaana vyai@t Bagavaana ka ek dUt 
qaa¸ jaao [sa kaya- ko hotu $p maoro pasa Aayaa  
qaa. maOMnao ]nakao P`aNaama ikyaa AaOr Apnao 
Gar kI trÔ inakla pD,I.

�� ird\iQa Qamanavaalaa¸ VII-A
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maMgala ga`h ko inavaasaI

ek idna baairSa 
ko maaOsama maoM¸ toja, 

CnaCnaatI baairSa maoM maOM 
Cata laokr ApnaI daost 
ko Gar jaa rhI qaI. tBaI 
maOMnao ek jagah doKI. 
vahaÐ pr bahut AÐQaora 
qaa. maOM ]sa jagah sao 
jaanaa caahtI qaI¸ laoikna 
maora mana nahIM maanaa AaOr 
maOM AMdr calaI ga[-. vah 
rasta ek saunasaana galaI 
maoM jaata qaa. jahaÐ Aasa–
pasa kao[- nahIM qaa¸ basa 
caaraoM trÔ poD,–hI–poD, 
idKa[- do rho qao. kuC 
dor baad mauJao vahaÐ ek 
baD,a–saa Gar idKa[- idyaa AaOr maoro pasa ]sa Gar maoM jaanao ko Alaavaa 
kao[- dUsara rasta nahIM qaa. vahaÐ jaakr maOM drvaaja,a KTKTanao kI 
kaoiSaSa kr hI rhI qaI ik ]sasao phlao hI drvaaja,a Apnao Aap 
Kula gayaa. AMdr jaakr maOMnao doKa tao maorI AaÐKoM KulaI–kI–KulaI 
rh ga[-M. maOMnao doKa ik vah tao maMgala ga`h ko laaogaaoM ko rhnao kI 
jagah hO. ]nhoM doKkr maOM [tnaa Gabara ga[- AaOr mauJasao calaa BaI nahIM 
jaa rha qaa. laoikna ijatnaa maOM Gabara rhI qaI ]sasao j,yaada tao vaao 
laaoga mauJao doKkr Gabara rho qao. mauJasao bacanao ko ilae [Qar–]Qar 
Cup rho qao. ]nako [sa bartava kao doKkr maOM AaScaya- caikt rh 
ga[-. mauJao ]nako Pyaaro AaOr maasaUma caohro doKkr eosaa lagaa ik vao 

laaoga Ktrnaak nahIM hOM. 
jaba maOMnao ]nasao pUCa ik 
vao laaoga kaOna hOM AaOr 
yahaÐ @yaaoM rh rho hOMÆ ]
nhaoMnao maorI baat saunakr 
turMt maorI BaaYaa samaJa laI  
@yaaoMik vah pUro ba`h\maaMD 
kI BaaYaa jaanato hOM. maoro 
P`aSnaaoM kao saunanao ko baad 
]nhaoMnao kha ik hma laaoga 
maMgala ga`h ko inavaasaI hOM 
AaOr vahaÐ hr saala baZ,to 
tapmaana AaOr ]Qar macaI 
tbaahI sao bacanao ko ilae 
hmaoM yahaÐ Aanaa pD,a. 
jaba hmaoM pta calaa ik 
yahaÐ ko laaoga iksaI BaI 

nae P`aaNaI kao doKto hOM tao ]nako baaro maoM jaanakarI P`aaPt krnao ko 
ilae ]nhoM kOd kr laoto hOM AaOr ]na pr trh–trh ko P`ayaaoga krto 
hOM ijanasao ]nhoM tklaIÔ haotI hO. [na saba sao bacanao ko ilae hmaoM yahaÐ 
Aakr Cupnaa pD,a. kRpyaa Aap hmaoM ]na ko pasa mat lao jaanaa.  
]nakI yah baat saunakr mauJao raonaa Aa gayaa AaOr maOMnao ]nasao yah vaada 
ikyaa ik ]nako baaro maoM iksaI kao BaI nahIM bata}ÐgaI. ]nhaoMnao Apnao 
AaOr Apnao rhna–sahna ko baaro maoM mauJao batayaa. Aba hma AcCo daost 
bana cauko qao.maOMnao ]nasao hr raoja, Aakr imalanao ka vaada ikyaa AaOr 
]nasao ivada laI. ]nasao imala kr maOM bahut KuSa qaI.

�� P`aacaI gaaolaocaa¸ VII-B

maaohna bahut SarartI baalak 
qaa.]sakI ek bahut baurI 

Aadt qaI sabakI jaasaUsaI krnaa.jaOsao—kaOna @yaa laayaa hOÆ iksako 
pasa @yaa nayaa saamaana Aayaa hOÆ kaOna Aa rha hOÆ kaOna jaa 
rha hOÆ ]saka naama saba baccaaoM nao jaasaUsa Baa[- rK idyaa.jahaÐ 
sao BaI gauj,arta saBaI ]sao ‘jaasaUsa Baa[-’ khkr icaZ,ato qao.prMtu  
]sao kao[- Ôk- nahIM pD,ta qaa.jaasaUsaI ko saaqa hI ]sao caaorI krnao 
kI baurI Aadt pD, ga[- qaI. iksaI ka BaI saamaana ibanaa pUCo 
lao laonaa.CaoTI–CaoTI caaoiryaaÐ krnaa Aaid.jaasaUsaI ko bahanao vah 
AasaanaI sao Apnaa kama kr ilayaa krta qaa AaOr iksaI kao Sak 
BaI nahIM haota qaa.laoikna jaba eosaI GaTnaaeÐ baZ,nao lagaIM tao saBaI 
nao Qyaana rKnaa P`aarMBa kr idyaa AaOr maaohna ko maata–ipta kao BaI 
batayaa. ]nhoM bahut duK huAa pr ]nhaoMnao Apnao baccao kI AadtaoM 
kao sauQaarnao ka P`aya%na AarMBa kr idyaa.Aba maaohna jahaÐ BaI jaata¸ 
jaba BaI jaata¸ vao ]sa pr pUrI naj,ar rKnao lagao.ek idna ]nhoM pta 

cala hI gayaa ik maaohna pr AaÐKoM maUÐdkr Baraosaa 
nahIM ikyaa jaa sakta. AaiKrkar ]saoo caaorI krto 
hue rÐgao haqaaoM pkD, ilayaa.]sao samaJaayaa ik [nhIM 
CaoTI–CaoTI caaoiryaaoM kao krto–krto tuma kba bahut 
baD,I galatI kr baOzaogao tumhoM pta BaI nahIM calaogaa.
[-maanadarI ka palana krnaa P`a%yaok manauYya ka kt-vya 
hO. [saI sao tuma sahI Aqa- maoM saflata P`aaPt 
kr sakaogao.maaohna kao ApnaI galatI ka 
ehsaasa hao gayaa qaa [sailae ]sanao saBaI 
sao maaÔI maaÐgato hue vacana idyaa ik 
vah Aba kBaI bao[-maanaI nahIM krogaa 
bailk sadOva saccaa[- evaM [-maanadarI 
ka palana krogaa.

� pUvaI- Aga`vaala¸ VII-C

[-maanadarI
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haqaaoM pr calanao vaalaa caaor

Aaja rahula ka janmaidna qaa.rahula AaOr ]saka Baa[- saaohma 
janmaidna manaanao kI tOyaairyaaoM maoM jauTo hue qao.vao inamaM~Na–p~ 

banaa rho qao tBaI maaÐ nao Kanaa Kanao ko ilae baulaa ilayaa.rahula nao ]na 
inamaM~Nap~aoM kao poprvaoT sao dbaakr vahIM CaoD, idyaa. iptajaI bagaIcao 
maoM nae paOQao lagaa rho qao. rahula ko pukarnao pr baakI ka kama maalaI 
gaaopala kao saaOMpkr vao BaI Kanao kI maoja, kI Aaor cala pD,o.saBaI nao 
bahut AanaMd ]zato hue Kanaa Kayaa AaOr Kanaa K%ma krko jaOsao hI 
daonaaoM Baa[- vaapsa Aae tao caaOMk gae.rahula nao icallaakr gaaopala kao 
baulaayaa.Aavaaja, saunakr ]naka ku%ta baaoj,aao BaI pICo–pICo Aa gayaa.
rahula nao gaaopala sao inamaM~Nap~aoM ko baaro maoM pUCa tao gaaopala nao kha ik 
vah tao bagaIcao maoM paOQao lagaa rha qaa.tBaI saaohma nao rahula kao ja,maIna 
pr lagao haqaaoM ko kuC inaSaana idKae.qaaoD,I hI dor maoM iptajaI BaI 
vahaÐ Aa gae.]nhoM doKkr baaoj,aao AjaIba–saa vyavahar krnao lagaa.
kBaI BaaOMkta tao kBaI kaTnao ko ilae daOD,ta.saBaI kao AaScaya- hao 
rha qaa ik inamaM~Na–p~ kaOna caura sakta hO.Agalao idna rahula ka 
daost Aaid%ya Aayaa tao ]sao BaI saarI baatoM pta calaI AaOr vah jald 
hI sabakuC samaJa gayaa.]sanao kha ik AsalaI ApraQaI baaoja,ao hO  
@yaaoMik tumharo iptajaI kI AÐgaUzI AaOr poprvaoT daonaaoM hI camakdar 
vastueÐ hOM.AÐgaUzI ko karNa baaoj,aao tumharo iptajaI pr BaaOMk rha qaa 
AaOr ]saI camak ko karNa ]sanao poprvaoT kao igara idyaa haogaa ijasako 
karNa inamaM~Nap~ ]D, gae haoMgao AaOr jaao glaaobsa tumharo iptajaI nao 
bagaIcao maoM kama krto hue phna rKo qao vahI baaoja,ao ko pOr maoM ]laJa gae 
qao ijasasao ja,maIna pr haqa ko inaSaana bana gae qao.[sa trh AsalaI 
maujairma pkD,a gayaa AaOr saBaI kI samasyaa saulaJa ga[-.

�� Aaid%ya Aarº caaOQarI¸ VII-D

rhsyamaya Kja,anaa

gai-ma-yaaoM kI CuT\iTyaaÐ cala rhI qaIM. 
maOM ek rivavaar Apnao dada jaI ko 

saaqa samaud` iknaaro GaUmanao ga[- qaI.vahaÐ 
hmanao imaT\TI ka Gar banaayaa¸ panaI ko 
KolaaoM ka AanaMd ]zayaa tBaI Acaanak 
ek baaotla maoro pOr sao Tkra[-. 
]sao ]zakr maOMnao Apnao dadajaI kao do 
idyaa.]sa baaotla kao Kaolanao pr ]samaoM 
kagaj,a ka ek puranaa TukD,a imalaa. 
]samaoM ilaKa qaa— “ijasa iksaI kao yah baaotla imalaI hO vah maorI 
saMpi<a ka maailak hO. maOM iksaI dUsaro Aa[laOMD maoM hUÐ AaOr ApnaI 
AaKrI saaÐsaoM lao rha hUÐ.tuma idllaI Sahr maoM¸baccaaoM ko ilae banao pak- 
maoM w Axar ZUÐZkr maora Kja,anaa inakalanaa.” yah pZ,kr maOM AaOr 
maoro dada jaI AaScaya-caikt hao gae. hmanao saaocaa ik yah hmaaro ilae 
kaÔI raomaaMcak saÔr haogaa AaOr [sailae hma idllaI ko ilae inakla 

pD,o. vahaÐ phuÐcanao pr hmanao k[- laaogaaoM 
sao sana\ 1999 maoM banao baccaaoM ko pak- ko 
baaro maoM pUCa. bahut ZUÐZnao ko baad hma  
]sa naoSanala pak- maoM phuÐcao. vahaÐ hmanao 
}pr¹naIcao¸ daeÐ¹baaeÐ hr jagah ZUÐZa 
pr w Axar ka kuC BaI pta na 
calaa.tBaI maorI naja,r poD,aoM sao banao ]sa 
Axar pr ga[- AaOr hmanao vahaÐ Kaodnaa 
Sau$ kr idyaa.saUyaa-st haonao vaalaa qaa 

AaOr tBaI vahaÐ sao ek baOga inaklaa. ]samaoM sao bahut saaro Épe 
inaklao.hmanao vah Épe vaRd\QaaEama maoM baaÐTo AaOr garIba baccaaoM kI 
BaI madd kI.baakI bacao ÉpyaaoM sao hma kaÔI AmaIr bana gae AaOr 
KuSaI¹KuSaI rhnao lagao.

�� sP`aIha kojarIvaala¸ VII-E
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rhsyamayaI khanaI

maorI gaima-yaaoM kI CuT\iTyaaÐ cala rhI qaIM. maOM 
Apnao baUZ,o naanaa¹naanaI ko pasa ek puranao 

Sahr maoM gayaa qaa. vahaÐ ]sa rat jaba maOM saao 
rhI qaa tba maOMnao kuC Aavaaja,oM saunaIM. ek pla 
ko ilae tao maOM Gabara gayaa qaa prMtu ifr ihmmat 
krko maOM rsaao[-Gar maoM gayaa.vahaÐ  maOMnao doKa ik 
bartna hvaa maoM Apnao Aap ]D, rho hOM AaOr  
]nako baIca ek naIlaI raoSanaI¹saI camak rhI qaI. 
maOM Gabara gayaa  AaOr jaOsao hI maOMnao naanaa¹naanaI kao 
Aavaaja, dI vao ]zkr calao Aae prMtu vah naIlaI 
raoSanaI pta nahIM ekdma sao gaayaba hao ga[- qaI.
tba maOMnao naanaa¹naanaI kao pUrI GaTnaa bata[- tao vao 
ja,aor¹ja,aor sao hÐsanao lagao AaOr [sao maora Ba`ma samaJa 
baOzo. hmaarI ek pD,aosana qaI ]saka naama SaOlaI 
qaa. vah jaadu[- klaabaaija,yaaoM maoM maaihr qaI. 
maOM ]sako pasa gayaa AaOr hmaarI daostI hu[- maOMnao  
]sao BaI pUrI GaTnaa saunaa[-. ]sanao maora ivaSvaasa 
ikyaa AaOr maoro [sa rhsya kao saulaJaanao maoM maorI 
madd kI.maoro pasa ek na@Saa qaa jaao mauJao maoro 
naanaajaI kI TO@saI maoM sao imalaa qaa. ek rat maOM 
]sa na@Sao kao samaJanao kI kaoiSaSa kr hI rha 
qaa ik zk¹zk kI Aavaaja, Aa[-¸ maOMnao drvaajaa 
Kaolaa tao SaOlaI baahr Aa[-.ifr vah ]sa na@Sao 
kao doKnao lagaI. vah na@Saa camak ]za.ifr 
sao kao[- Aavaaja, Aa[- AaOr vah naIlaI raoSanaI 
idKa[- dI maOM AaOr SaOlaI ]sa raoSanaI ka pICa 
krnao lagao vah bahut toja,I sao Baaga rhI qaI.
hma ]sako pICo Baaga rho qao AaOr Baagato¹Baagato 
hma karKanao maoM phuÐca gae.vahaÐ iksaI caIja, 
sao Aar¹par haokr vah raoSanaI gaayaba hao  
ga[-. hmanao vahaÐ maaOja,Ud iktabaaoM kI AlamaarI 
kao hTayaa tao vah vahaÐ pr ek gaaolaakar banaa 
qaa. ijasamaoM k[- ica~ qao. phlao tao hma kuC 
samaJa nahIM pae AaOr ifr maOMnao na@Sao kao doKkr 
kuC kaoiSaSa kI tao vah drvaaja,a Kula gayaa. 
vahaÐ bahut AÐQaora qaa. hma naIcao ]tr gae AaOr ifr hmanao doKa ik 
dIvaaraoM maoM k[- caakU qao. ]Qar ek pOr rKto hI caakU SarIr ko 
Aar¹par hao sakta qaa.ifr SaOlaI nao kha¸ ‘ifË mat krao doKao 
maora kmaala.’ vah jaadU jaanatI qaI [sailae vah bahut toja,I sao BaagaI 
taik ]sao caakU na lagao. vah jaa rhI qaI tba ek caakU baca gayaa qaa 
jaao ]sao laganao hI vaalaa qaa prMtu maOMnao ]sa pr p%qar foMk idyaa AaOr 
vah baca ga[-.]sanao maora Qanyavaad ikyaa AaOr hma Aagao calato gae. 
qaaoD,I dor baad hma ek ivaSaala drvaaja,o ko pasa Aae jahaÐ tIna isaraoM 
vaalaa¸ Aaga ]galanao vaalaa ivaSaala ku%ta saao rha qaa. SaOlaI ko pasa 
ek taota qaa vah caunaaOtI laonao kao tOyaar qaa jaOsao hI vah ku%to ko 

pasa gayaa tao ku%ta jaaga gayaa AaOr Aaga ]galanao lagaa prMtu taota 
baca gayaa ]saka spSa- pato hI ku%ta SaaMt hao gayaa. Acaanak panaI 
kI ek lahr Aa[- AaOr Aba hma ek maMidr ko saamanao KD,o qao. ]sa 
maMidr maoM ifr sao vah naIlaI raoSanaI idKa[- dI AaOr ]samaoM sao ja,aor¹ja,aor 
sao hÐsanao kI Aavaaja, Aa rhI qaI.jaba vah raoSanaI ÉkI tao hmanao 
doKa ik vah ek BaUt qaa.vah BaUt hmasao daostI krnaa caahta qaa.
hmanao ]sasao daostI kI AaOr ]sanao maoro naanaa¹naanaI kao AmaIr banaa 
idyaa.[sa P`akar [sa rhsya ka AMt huAa.                              

�� Anamaaola isaMGaainayaa¸ VII-F
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baMd drvaaja,a

dao¹tIna mahInao phlao hmanao Apnaa Gar badlaa qaa ]sa samaya kI yah baat 
hO. maOM yah jaananao ko ilae bahut ]%saaiht qaI ik hmaaro nae pDaosaI 

kaOna hOM va kOsao hOMÆ AamataOr pr ]naka drvaaja,a baMd rhta qaa [sailae 
Saayad maoro mana maoM ]nako P`ait ija&asaa baZ,tI jaa rhI qaI. dUsaro idna jaba maOM 
skUla sao Aa[- tao maOMnao Apnao pDaoisayaaoM ko Gar sao icallaanao kI Aavaaja, saunaI. 
maOMnao ]nako Gar kI GaMTI bajaa[- pr iksaI nao drvaaja,a nahIM Kaolaa¸ harkr maOM 
vahaÐ sao calaI Aa[-. maOMnao jaba maaÐ kao yah saba batayaa tba maaÐ nao mauJao sa#tI 
sao kha ik “baovajah iksaI kI ijaM,dgaI maoM dKlaAMdaja,I nahIM krnaI caaiheÊ 
yah kaya- dubaara mat daohranaa.” prMtu mauJao yah jaananaa qaa ik vahaÐ AaiKr 
hao @yaa rha hOÆ Agalao idna jaba maOM skUla jaanao ko ilae inaklaI tao maOMnao doKa 
ik dao baccaoÊ ek CaoTa laD,ka AaOr maoro hI ]ma` kI laD,kI drvaaja,a Kaolakr 
skUla ko ilae inaklao. baccao kuC Dro–sahmao idKa[- do rho qao. ]nako pICo  
]nakI maaÐ kI BaI Jalak idKI. ]nako SarIr pr kuC caaoT ko inaSaana naja,r 
Aa rho qao. ]na daonaaoM baccaaoM nao skUla ko kpD,o phnao hue qao AaOr daonaaoM ko 
SarIr pr BaI maarnao–pITnao ko inaSaana qao. mauJao Sak huAa ik kuC gaD,baD, 
hO. laoikna ifr saaocaa ik Saayad pirvaar maoM kuC manamauTava cala rha haogaa 
yah saaocakr va maaÐ kI caotavanaI kao yaad kr maOM Apnao kaya- maoM vyast hao 
ga[-. ek idna jaba ]nako Gar ka drvaaja,a Kulaa huAa qaa tba maOMnao ]nako 
Gar maoM JaaÐka tao maOMnao doKa ik vahaÐ pr dao laaoga ijanako haqaaoM maoM baMdUk qaIÊ 
vao ]sa pirvaar ko caaraoM sadsyaaoM kao maar rho qao. tba maOM faOrna dao AaOr dao 
jaaoD,kr isqait kao samaJa ga[-. maOMnao turMt yah ikssaa Apnao papa kao batayaa. ]nhaoMnao saavaQaanaI sao puilasa kao saMdoSa Baoja idyaa va puilasa kI 
sahI samaya pr kaya-vaahI sao vao dao caaor pkD,o gae.

�� raiganaI Bau~a¸ VII-G

gaumaSauda na@Sao kI dastaMnaOnsaI ek kuSala jaasaUsa hO¸ jaao k[- phoilayaaÐ saulaJaa caukI hO. 
ek baar vah Apnao Gar kI Aaor jaa rhI qaI.vahaÐ ]sanao doKa 

ik eolaona ismaqa naamak ek saMgaIt iSaixaka ]sasao imalanao Aa[-M hOM. 
naOnsaI nao ]nasao Aanao kI vajah pUCI tao ]nhaoMnao batayaa ik ‘maoro iptajaI 

ka naama jaOk Ta^mailana ismaqa hO¸ maoro dadajaI AaOr iptajaI naaOkaAaoM maoM 
GaUmaa krto hOM. vah ek naaOka caalak qao¸ ek idna Kja,anao kI Kaoja 
ko daOrana samaud`I tUÔana Aa gayaa¸ maoro dadajaI ko dao jauD,vaaÐ baoTo qao tao 
]nhaoMnao na@Sao kao daonaaoM ko baIca [sa P`akar baaÐTa ik daonaaoM ihssaaoM ko 

ibanaa Kja,anao 
tk phuÐcanaa 
naamaumaikna hO. [sa hadsao ko baad maoro iptajaI AaOr baakI saba Alaga 
hao gae AaOr maoro dadajaI kI maR%yau hao ga[-.’ naOnsaI nao eolaona sao pUCa— 
‘maOM AapkI @yaa sahayata kr saktI hUÐÆ’ eolaona nao rhsyamaya svar 
maoM kha¸ ‘maOM tumharI madd caahtI hUÐ.’ ‘maorI jaanakarI ko Anausaar  
na@Sao ka AaQaa ihssaa panao ko ilae maoro caacaa nao maoro iptajaI kao 
kOd kr rKa hOÊ ]nakao Aaja,ad krvaanao ko ilae maOM tumharI madd 
caahtI hUÐ.’ eolaona nao naOnsaI kao ]sako caacaa tk phuÐcanao ko k[- 
sauraga ide. AaiKrkar naOnsaI nao eolaona ko caacaa ka sauraga lagaa 
ilayaa. [sa thkIkat ko daOrana naOnsaI nao yah pta lagaayaa ik vah 
vaastva maoM eolaona ko caacaa nahIM qao prMtu ]sa AadmaI ko pasa hI AaQaa 
na@Saa qaa ijasao eolaona haisala krnaa caahtI qaI. bahut Kaoja¹baIna 
ko pScaat ]nhoM na@Sao ka Kaoyaa huAa ihssaa imalaa¸ daonaaoM na@SaaoM ko 
TukDaoM kao jaaoD,kr yah pta calaa ik vah jagah ‘pa^ma baIca’ hO. 
bahut mauiSklaaoM ko baad vao vahaÐ phuÐcao prMtu vahaÐ ]nhoM kao[- saaonaa¹caaÐdI 
nahIM imalao.]nhoM jaao imalaa vah saaonaa¹caaÐdI sao BaI kImatI qaa¸ vah qaa 
Ta^mailana Kanadana ka puStOnaI saamaana.naOnsaI kI ek AaOr khanaI 
saflata tk phuÐca ga[-.

�� Eaoyaa Aga`vaala¸ VII-H
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raOnak kI bahadurI

Zaolakpur naamak CaoTo¹sao gaaÐva maoM ramaQaarI isaMh naama ka rajaa 
raja krta qaa.rajaa dyaalau va SaaMitiP`aya qaa. vah sadOva 

ApnaI P`ajaa kI Balaa[- ko kaya- krta. rajaa ka ek ivaSvaasapa~ 
saovak qaa ijasaka naama qaa raOnak. vah A%yaiQak Sai@tSaalaIÊ 
bahadur va jaaÐbaaja, qaa jaao kovala rajaa ka hI nahIM pUro gaaÐva ka BaI 
Kyaala rKta qaa. ek idna na jaanao kaOna BaoYa badlakr Aayaa 
tqaa baaga maoM GaUmatI rajaa kI pu~I jayanaMidnaI ka ]sanao AphrNa kr 
ilayaa. saOinakaoM nao rajamahla va pUra gaaÐva Cana maara pr ]saka khIM 
pta na calaa. kuC hI idnaaoM ko baad rajaa ko naama sao ek p~ Aayaa 
ijasamaoM ilaKa qaa ik Agar ApnaI pu~I kao sahI¹salaamat caahto hao 
tao raOnak ko haqa kalaI phaD,I pr rhnao vaalaI ivaSaala icaiD,yaa ko 
tIna saunahro pMK saultanapur ko KMDhr ko pasa vaalao maMidr pr tIna 
idna baad zIk 12 bajao rat kao iBajavaanao haoMgao. PaMK laonao raOnak 
kao Akolao hI jaanaa haogaa. kao[- caalaakI nahIM calaogaI varnaa  , , , , , 
, , ,. rajaa bahut icaMitt hao gae. ek tao ApnaI pu~I ko AphrNa 
ka duK AaOr dUsarI Aaor raOnak kao ]sa phaD,I pr Baojanao ka duK 

@yaaoMik jaao BaI ]sa phaD,I pr Aaja tk gayaa qaa vah vaapsa na 
Aayaa. raOnak kao jaba yah &at huAa¸ ]sanao sahYa- svaIkar kr 
ilayaa. dao idna tk raOnak lagaatar calata rha. jaOsao¹tOsao kalaI 
phaD,I phuÐcaa. ZUÐZ,nao pr vah ivaSaalakaya icaiD,yaa naja,r Aa[-. ek 
baar tao vah ]sao doK BayaBaIt hao gayaa prMtu ifr saahsa baTaorkr 
iksaI trh tIna pMK P`aaPt kr ilae AaOr laokr saIQaa KMDhr kI 
Aaor calaa. maMidr maoM pMK rKkr iCpkr doKnao lagaa ik AaiKr 
kaOna hO vah vyai@t ijasanao [tnaa baD,a dussaahsa ikyaa²  ]sakI naja,r 
BaoYa badlakr Aae maM~IjaI pr pD,I. vah ]nhoM pkD,kr mahla lao 
gayaa. maM~I nao saarI baat bata[- ik raOnak sao jalana ko karNa ]sanao 
[tnaa baD,a kdma ]zayaa. maM~I kao karavaasa maoM Dala idyaa gayaa 
va rajaa kI pu~I BaI ]nhoM maM~I ko Gar sao P`aaPt hao ga[-. raOnak kI 
vaÔadarI doKkr rajaa nao ]sako saaqa ApnaI pu~I ka ivavaah krvaa 
idyaa tqaa AaQaa rajya BaI do idyaa.   

�� isamarna gauPta¸ X-A
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sabasao P`abala naarI¹Sai@t

yah khanaI ek eosaI laD,kI kI khanaI hO ijasanao jaIvana kI 
baD,I¹sao¹baD,I har kao jaIt maoM badla idyaa. AaSaa ka janma 

ek ipCD,o gaaÐva maoM $iZ,vaadI pirvaar maoM huAa qaa jahaÐ laD,ikyaaoM kao 
baaoJa samaJaa jaata qaa. maata¹ipta kI Aaiqa-k isqait BaI zIk nahIM 
qaI. At: ]sao k[- baar ApnaI [cCaAaoM kao dbaakr Apnao jaIvana sao 
saMtuYT rhnaa pD,ta qaa. baalyaavasqaa tao jaOsao¹tOsao baIt ga[- laoikna 
yauvaavasqaa maoM ]sakI tklaIÔaoM nao Bayaanak $p lao ilayaa. jahaÐ jaatI 
vahaÐ tanao. laaogaaoM kI galat iTPpiNayaaoM sao vah proSaana qaI. prMtu 
Apnao naamasva$p ]sako mana maoM yah AaSaa qaI ik ek idna badlaava 
AvaSya haogaa. kBaI¹kBaI pirisqaityaaÐ BaI mana maoM saahsa jagaa dotI 
hOM. ek rat ]sao Kbar imalaI ik ek laD,kI jaao maayako sao pyaa-Pt 
dhoja nahIM laa[- qaIÊ ]sao baIca baaja,ar maoM ijaM,da jalaa idyaa gayaa hO. 
AaSaa sahma ga[-. ek pla ko ilae tao vah A%yaiQak ivacailat 
hao ga[-. ]sao laganao lagaa— @yaa laD,kI haonaa pap hOÆ ]sao iksa 
ApraQa kI saja,a imalaI haogaI²  yah saba ]sako ilae AklpnaIya 
qaa. iksaI s~I pr A%yaacaar kI Kbar vah sahna na kr pa[-.  
]sanao saaocaa— jaao [sa laD,kI ko saaqa huAa vah iksaI ko saaqa BaI 

hao sakta hO. is~yaaoM nao A%yaacaar sahna krnao ko ilae hI janma nahIM 
ilayaa hO. Agar [saka ivaraoQa nahIM ikyaa gayaa tao yah s~Ijaait 
kI bahut baD,I har haogaI. AaSaa kuC inaNa-ya lao puilasa qaanao kI 
Aaor baZ,I va irpaoT- dja,- kra[-. pr [sako baad tao saara gaaÐva hI 
]sako ivaÉd\Qa hao gayaa. ]saka jaInaa duYkr hao gayaa. jaana sao 
maar Dalanao kI QamaikyaaÐ Aae idna imalatI rhtIM. laoikna ]sanao tao 
is~yaaoM kI dSaa sauQaarnao ka baID,a ]za ilayaa qaa. ibanaa har maanao 
Aagao baZ,nao ka inaScaya vah kr caukI qaI. maR%yau ka Baya BaI ]sao 
na rha. caMd idnaaoM maoM is~yaaoM kao svaavalaMbaI banaa ]nhoM Apnao saaqa 
kr ilayaa. Aba vao BaI [sa P`aqaa ko iKlaaÔ kdma¹sao¹kdma imalaa  
]sako saaqa baZ,nao lagaIM. ]sanao samaaja maoM fOlaI kuP`aqaaAaoM ko  
ivaÉd\Qa SaMKnaad kr idyaa qaa. rah maoM kiznaa[yaaÐ tao Anaok Aa[-M 
prMtu AMt maoM ApraiQayaaoM kao pkD,vaakr saja,a idlavaa[- ga[-. Aaja 
AaSaa ko P`ayaasaaoM kI gaUÐja caaraoM Aaor saunaa[- do rhI qaI.

�� saaÐcaI Aga`vaala¸  
X-B
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sabak

yah khanaI ]sa samaya kI hO jaba Baart kRiYa ko xao~ maoM toja,I sao 
P`agait kr rha qaa. ]sa samaya SahraoM ka [tnaa ivakasa nahIM 

huAa qaa. 

Baart ko ek CaoTo–sao gaaÐva maoM plaa–baZ,a rama¸ ApnaI ]cca iSaxaa 
haisala krnao ilae Sahr calaa gayaa. iSaxaa P`aaPt krnao ko baad k[- 
mahInaaoM tk naaOkrI ko ilae BaTkta rha pr saflata na imalaI. AMt 
maoM ]sanao inaScaya ikyaa ik [na baD,o SahraoM maoM maora kao[- kama nahIM¸ 
gaaÐva jaakr Apnao caacaa ko saaqa hI KotI k$Ðgaa AaOr ]naka haqa 
baTa}Ðgaa. vah gaaÐva ko ilae inakla pD,a.

Aro rama² tuma kba AaeÆ caacaajaI nao pUCa.

caacaajaI¸ basa ABaI hI Aayaa hUÐ.

AcCa bataAao¸ kOsao Aanaa huAaÆ tumhoM kao[- madd caaihe @yaaÆ 
caacaajaI nao pUCa.

mauJao tao isaÔ- Aapka AaSaIvaa-d caaihe. maOMnao inaScaya kr ilayaa 
hO ik Aaja sao maOM KotI maoM Aapka haqa baTa}Ðgaa.

laoikna baoTa¸ mauJao iksaI kI sahayata kI AavaSyakta nahIM hO 
AaOr tuma [tnaa pZ,–ilaKkr KotI @yaaoM krnaa caahto haoÆ

rama AaOr caacaajaI ko baIca bahut bahsa hu[-. AMtt: caacaajaI kao 
rama kI baat maananaI pD,I. 

caacaajaI nao kha¸ “hmaara Kot gaaÐva ko piScama kI Aaor hO. 
yahaÐ sao saIQao jaanaa ifr pUva- kI Aaor phlao dao KotaoM ko baIca sao ek 
rasta jaata hO¸ vahIM Aagao gaohUÐ ka Kot hO. rama Kot ko ilae inakla 
pD,ta hO. vah ]na dao KotaoM ko pasa phuÐcata hO AaOr vahaÐ kama kr 
rho maja,dUraoM sao pUCta hO¸ “@yaa Aapnao gaohUÐ kao doKa hOÆ vah khaÐ 
rhta hOÆ” Aasapasa ko saaro maja,dUr ]saka maja,ak ]D,ato hOM. vah 
tao gaohUÐ kao vyai@t ivaSaoYa samaJa baOza qaa. tBaI ]namaoM sao ek maja,dUr 
baaolaa¸ “@yaa tuma nahIM jaanato gaohUÐ paOQao ka naama hO.” 

AMt maoM baD,I kiznaa[- sao vah Apnao caacaajaI ko Kot tk phuÐcaa. 
magar ]sao KotI kI kao[- jaanakarI nahIM qaI saao ]sao samaJa hI na Aayaa 
ik Kot maoM @yaa kama krnaa hO. vah ]dasa haokr Apnao caacaajaI 
ko Gar laaOT Aayaa. rama ka ]tra huAa caohra doKkr caacaajaI kao 
saba samaJa maoM Aa gayaa. ]nhaoMnao kha¸ “mauJao pta qaa tuma vahaÐ nahIM 
iTk paAaogao @yaaoMik tumanao kiznaa[yaaoM ka kBaI saamanaa nahIM ikyaa 
hO. tuma [sa kama sao Anajaana hao. yah tumharo basa kI baat nahIM.

rama kao ApnaI galatI ka Ahsaasa hao gayaa. vah caacaajaI 
sao AaSaIvaa-d lao puna: Sahr kI Aaor cala pD,a. Aba vah ApnaI 
kmaja,aoiryaaoM sao piricat hao cauka qaa. ]sanao inaScaya kr ilayaa qaa 
ik Sahr maoM rhkr KotI ko baaro maoM jaanakarI haisala krogaa. ]pja 
kOsao baZ,a[- jaae¸ AaQauinak tknaIkaoM ka P`ayaaoga kr iksa P`akar 
kRiYa xao~ kao ivakisat ikyaa jaae¸ Aaid. [sa P`akar ]sanao ek 
nae rasto pr Apnao kdma baZ,ae.

�� ird\iQa paod\dar¸ X-C



123

baat ek rat kI

yaUÐ tao hma bahut–saI khainayaaÐ saunato–
saunaato hOM prMtu Apnao AnauBava sao saunaa[- 

ga[- khanaI ka P`aBaava kuC Alaga hI haota 
hO. maoro saaqa GaTI [sa GaTnaa kao maOM caahkr 
BaI nahIM Baulaa saktI. yah baat 3 saala 
phlao kI hO. hr saala kI trh [sa baar 
BaI maOM ApnaI bahna ko saaqa naanaI ko Gar 
ga[- qaI. vahaÐ idna kOsao baIt jaata¸ pta hI 
nahIM calata. hma pUro idna ivaiBanna P`akar 
ko kayaao-M maoM jauTo rhto AaOr qak jaanao ko 
baavaja,Ud rat kao saaonao kI [cCa nahIM haotI 
qaI. maOM AaOr maorI bahna iP`ayaa ]na idnaaoM rat 
kao 4 bajao sao phlao kBaI saaoto nahIM qao. 
raoja, rat kao hma Zor saarI baatoM krto AaOr 
kao[-–na–kao[- Sarart krto rhto. ek rat 
hma daonaaoM Apnao kmaro kI iKD,kI ko pasa 
KD,I haokr baatoM kr rhI qaIM ik hmanao doKa¸ 
saamanao vaalao Gar ko drvaaja,o pr ek vyai@t 
kalaI vaoSaBaUYaa maoM KD,a huAa qaa. [tnao 
AÐQaoro maoM ]saka caohra doKnaa tao AsaMBava 
qaa. [tnaI rat kao iksaI AjanabaI ka vahaÐ 
KD,a haonaa hmaoM kuC AjaIba–saa lagaa. ifr 
hmanao doKa vah vyai@t drvaaja,a Kaolakr 
AMdr calaa gayaa. hmaarI saaÐsaoM Ék ga[-M. 
hmaoM Baya qaa ik khIM vah hmaaro pD,aoisayaaoM kao 
kao[- haina na phuÐcaa do. eosao maoM hmaoM jaasaUsa 
bananao ka Kyaala tao AakYa-k laga rha qaa 
prMtu yah Baya BaI qaa ik Gar maoM iksaI kao 
pta na cala jaae. ifr BaI hma inakla 
pD,IM AaOr saamanao vaalao Gar maoM jaa phuÐcaIM. 
hma Apnao saaqa hiqayaar ko $p maoM ek DMDa 
BaI laokr ga[-M qaIM. Gar ka drvaaja,a Kulaa 
qaa¸ hmanao AMdr P`avaoSa ikyaa AaOr hmaoM vahI 
vyai@t idKa[- idyaa. ]sakI pIz hmaarI 
trÔ qaI¸ hmanao Aava doKa na tava DMDa  
]zakr ]sapr pUrI takt sao do maara AaOr 
‘caaor¸ caaor’ icallaanao lagaIM.

Saaor saunakr hmaaro pD,aosaI jaaga gae. 
]nhaoMnao Aakr ba<aI jalaa[- AaOr vahaÐ ka 
naja,ara doKto hI icallaa pD,o. ifr ]nhaoMnao 
hmaoM Ahsaasa idlaayaa ik ijasao hmanao caaor 
samaJakr maara qaa vao tao vaastva maoM AMkla hI 

qao. hma tao Sama- ko maaro panaI–panaI hao gae. 
iksaI trh Kud kao saMBaalaa AaOr AMkla sao 
xamaa maaÐgaI. hmaarI naadanaI doKkr saBaI 
hÐsanao lagao. AaMTI nao hmaoM ka^ÔI iplaa[-. 
hmanao ]nasao ivanatI kI ik vao [sa GaTnaa ka 

ija,Ë iksaI sao na kroM. [sa GaTnaa ko baad 
hma raoja, jaldI saaonao lagao laoikna [sa GaTnaa 
kao maOM Aaja tk Baulaa nahIM pa[-.

�� manasvaI naarvaanaI¸ X-D
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saahsaI baalak

yah GaTnaa kxaa dsa ko Ca~aoM kI manaalaI 
yaa~a sao jauD,I hu[- hO. saBaI Ca~ jaaoSa 

AaOr ]%saah sao fUlao na samaa rho qao. baccaaoM 
ka mana raomaaMicat qaa. baccao sadI- kI zMD,I–
zMD,I hvaa ka maja,a lao rho qao. ]D,na KTaolao 
kI saOr krnao kao ]naka mana laalaaiyat qaa. 
AQyaapkaoM nao Ca~aoM kao Anaumait BaI do dI 
qaI. ]na Ca~aoM kao Alaga–Alaga samaUh maoM 
ivaBaaijat kr idyaa gayaa. ]namaoM sao ek 
Ca~ Aimat BaI qaa. vah BaI Apnao daostaoM 
ko saaqa [na hsaIna vaaidyaaoM ka naja,ara doKnao 
Aayaa qaa. vah Apnao dla ka naotR%va kr 
rha qaa. phlao dao dla nao saflatapUva-k 
]D,na KTaolao kI saOr kr laI qaI. Aba 
tIsaro dla kI baarI qaI. Aimat nao saBaI kao 
saavaQaanaI bartnao ko ilae ja,$rI saUcanaa dI. 
AadoSaanausaar dla ko saBaI sadsyaaoM nao ek–
dUsaro ka haqa pkD,a AaOr ]D,na KTaolao 
maoM baOz gae. [tnaI }Ðcaa[- sao manaalaI ka 
dRSya A%yaMt manaaoharI P`atIt hao rha qaa. 
ivaSaalakaya pva-t EaRMKlaaeÐ AaOr bahto Jarnao 
ka inama-la panaI A%yaMt sauMdr P`atIt hao rha 
qaa. [sa Ad\Baut yaa~a ko daOrana Acaanak 
hmaaro ]D,na KTaolao kI ek rssaI TUT ga[-. 
saBaI ka klaojaa maanaao mauÐh kao Aa gayaa qaa. 
]sa ]D,na KTaolao maoM baOzo saBaI Ca~aoM kao 
laganao lagaa qaa ik Aba ]naka AMt inaiScat 
hO. tBaI Acaanak sao jaaoSa BarI Aavaaja, maoM 
saBaI ka haOMsalaa baZa,to hue Aimat baaolaaÊ  
“ maOM kuC krta hUÐ.” ]sanao ihmmat na harI. 
saahsa AaOr samaJadarI ko saaqa ]sanao Aagao 
kdma baZ,ayaa. vah iKD,kI ko rasto sao  
]D,na KTaolao kI Ct pr jaa phuÐcaa. ]sanao 
TUTI hu[- rssaI kao baaÐQanao ka P`aya%na ikyaa 
prMtu phlaI kaoiSaSa maoM vah naakamayaaba rha. 
ifr BaI ]sanao har na maanaI. AaiKrkar  

]sakI [sa baar kI kaoiSaSa ]sao saflata 
tk phuÐcaanao ko ilae kaÔI qaI. rssaI 
baaÐQakr vah inaBa-yatapUva-k ]D,na KTaolao 
maoM Aakr baOz gayaa. ]sanao saBaI kI jaana 
bacaa[-. sahI maayanao maoM doKa jaae tao ]sanao 

maaOt sao Kolakr Apnao saahsa ka P̀amaaNa idyaa 
qaa. ]sako [sa saahsaI kaya- ko ilae ]sao 
vaIrta purskar sao sammaainat ikyaa gayaa. 

�� AayauYa isaMh¸ X-E
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sa%ya GaTnaa pr AaQaairt saahisak khanaI

saahisakta vaIr puÉYa ka laxaNa haota hO. sahI maayanao maoM [sa 
duinayaa maoM vao laaoga jaIto hOM jaao saahsa ko pqa pr calato hOM. 

BaI$ laaogaaoM ko ilae [sa duinayaa maoM maanaao kao[- sqaana hI nahIM hO. [sa 
saMsaar maoM vao laaoga Amar hao jaato hOM jaao kiqat Avasqaa maoM BaI har nahIM 
maanato. eosaI hI yah khanaI hO ek baIsa vaYaI-ya jaaÐbaaja, naaOjavaana 
kIÊ ijasanao ApnaI jaana Ktro maoM Dalakr Anaok laaogaaoM kI sahayata 
ko ilae kdma baZ,ayaa. sana\ 2006 maoM saUrt pr baaZ, nao Apnaa khr 
barsaayaa. nadI ka panaI ApnaI sath par kr saaro Sahr kao Dubaa 
rha qaa. baairSa ka panaI laaogaaoM ko GaraoM maoM BaI Bar gayaa qaa. rasto 
hI nahIM bailk ]sa pr calatI gaaiD,yaaÐ BaI panaI maoM DUba ga[-M qaIM. caaraoM 
trÔ maanaao jala Apnaa taMDva idKa rha qaa. vaahna–vyavahar zPp 
haonao kI vajah sao laaogaaoM ko ilae jaIvana kI ja,$rt kI caIja,oM jauTanaa 
mauiSkla hao gayaa qaa. ek–dao idna tk iksaI trh gauja,ara krnao 
ko baad Aba laaogaaoM kao Kanao–panaI kI kmaI mahsaUsa haonao lagaI qaI. 
eosao samaya maoM sarkar BaI saba tk sahayata phuÐcaanao maoM Asamaqa- rhI. 
kuC laaoga Gar sao Kanao–panaI kI vyavasqaa krnao inaklao pr laaOTkr 
vaapsa na Aae. eosao samaya maoM [sa laD,ko nao ihmmat idKa[- AaOr baaZ,–
pIiD,taoM kI madd krnao kI mana maoM zana laI. yah laD,ka Apnao gaaÐva maoM 
iKcaD,I banaa kr baocata qaa AaOr Apnao pirvaar ka poT palata qaa. 
]sako haqa kI banaI iKcaD,I ]sako gaaÐva maoM hI nahIM bailk Aasapasa 
ko [laakaoM maoM BaI maSahUr qaI. saUrt maoM ]sako k[- ima~ rhto qao.  

]nako sahyaaoga sao vah [sa kudrtI Aaft sao ga`st laaogaaoM kI sahayata 
ko ilae inakla pD,a. vah svayaM iKcaD,I banaata qaa AaOr Kanao–panaI 
kI vyavasqaa kr ek Tompao sao saUrt Sahr ko kaonao–kaonao maoM laaogaaoM 
tk Kanaa phuÐcaanao jaata qaa. eosaI jagah jahaÐ Tompao ka jaanaa 
AsaMBava haota vahaÐ Kud panaI maoM calakr BaI laaogaaoM kI madd krnao 
phuÐca jaata. rah calato ]sao ek Kao[- hu[- baccaI imalaI. ijasao ]sanao 
nyaUja, caonala vaalaaoM kI madd sao Apnao izkanao tk phuÐcaayaa. ]sa idna 
k[- idnaaoM baad panaI kma haonao kI vajah sao Sahr maoM ibajalaI Aa[-. 
laaogaaoM ko GaraoM maoM fOlaI raoSanaI maanaao ]nako samaxa P`aÌit ko P`akaop ka 
Dravanaa dRSya P`astut kr rhI qaI. GaraoM maoM kIcaD, hI kIcaD, fOlaa 
huAa qaa.bahut saarI caIja,oM Kraba hao caukI qaIM. saBaI ka kaÔI 
nauksaana hao cauka qaa. eosao samaya maoM jaba laaoga phlao ApnaI jaana kI 
prvaah krto hOM ]sanao svayaM kI jaana Ktro maoM Dalakr Anaok laaogaaoM 
kao BaUK sao tRiPt idlaa[-. [tnaa hI nahIM yah mahana kaya- krnao ko 
baad BaI ]sanao badlao maoM kuC na caaha. Saayad [sailae ]sanao ApnaI 
phcaana kao gaaopnaIya banaae rKa. AtÁ eosao vyai@t hI duinayaa maoM 
imasaala kayama krto hOM. jaba tk jaIto hOM laaogaaoM ko ilae AadSa- 
banakr jaIto hOM AaOr maR%yau ko baad BaI Apnao kmaao-M ko bala pr laaogaaoM 
ko idlaaoM maoMÊ ]nakI yaadaoM maoM Amar hao jaato hOM.

�� saaxaI dosaa[-¸ X-F
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Chocolicious
 for a crunchy  sweet nudge...

Small tender souls  
Eager to grow 
Eager to learn 
Eager to play  
Euphoric energy filled  
For mischief and pranks ever so many!

Stories that recollect such memories 
Those with a distinct crunchy sweet nudge  
Fun, laughter and naughty childhood 
Remain in the heart forever

The crystal clear innocence 
 Honeyed cinnamon 
Hot dark chocolate 
On vanilla icecream 
Such are Life Experiences

A melting pot 
Of memory concoction 

On a moonlit highway

JK Rowling and Charles Dickens  
Or Kipling’s Mowgli or Sher Khan 
Roald Dahl or RK Narayan 
All present such images Chocolicious
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Everyone loves his childhood. In fact, 
childhood is the best stage of one's 
life. It is a stage when we don’t care 

about our clothes or our hairstyle; we just do 
what we want to. Some really funny, scary 
or serious incidents take place at this time 
which we cannot forget throughout our life.

One such scary incident happened with 
me when I was around six years old. I had 
many friends in my colony. One day, my 
parents dropped me at my friend Simran's 
house to spend some time with her. It was 
afternoon and her mother was enjoying her 
siesta. We were very excited playing with 
the new toys and forgot to close the main 
door of the house. While we were playing in 
the room, two strangers entered the house, 
locked the door from inside and started 
taking our belongings. When Simran and I 
came out of the room, we were shocked to 
see the robbers.

When they saw us, they sprang towards 
us. These men followed their chief’s 
instructions and tied our hands together to 
our chairs so that we wouldn’t move. Then 
Simran's gave a loud cry. I was too panicked 
to react. Simran’s mother came out when 
she heard the noise. The moment she saw 
us in that condition, she screamed loudly 
to wake up the neighbours. The two people 
stuck a grey tape on her mouth and tied her 
along with us. Then the servant in the house 
was caught calling up the police secretly. 
They locked the four of us in the washroom. 
And then they continued their job in which 
they seemed pretty good. After an hour or so 
they opened the door and asked us to give 
whatever we had. Simran's mother gave 
away her jewellery and Simran and I were so 
innocent that we gave them our hair clips 
and bands because we didn't have anything 
else. The thieves shouted at both of us so 

loudly that we broke into tears. They left the 
house and told us not to inform the police or 
else they would harm us. I went home and 
narrated the terrible ordeal to my parents. 
My father informed the police immediately. 
The police reached Simran's house with 
sirens blaring. They inspected the place and 
then took us to the police station to collect 
further details.

The cops did a commendable job as 
within a week the thieves were caught and 
we fortunately got back all the things..

��Muskaan Sethi, VII-C
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‘There is a garden in every childhood, 
an enchanted place where colours 
are brighter, the air softer, and the 

morning more fragrant than ever again.’  
This is well said by Elizabeth Lawrence and 
the same is true for my childhood. When 
I was younger I’d put my arms in my shirt 
and tale people I had lost my arms. Would 
restart the video game whenever I knew I 
was going to lose. Slept with all the stuffed 
animals as a child so none of them got 
offended. Faked being asleep so I could be 
carried to bed, used to think that the moon 
followed my car and used to sing in the 
shower which till date I do. Though I do 
remember this awful day in my childhood. 
I was six years old and it being Diwali 
everybody showed a lot of enthusiasm. 
People followed the tradition of wearing 
new dresses and preparing cakes and sweets 
at home. 

Father bought some firecrackers from the 
nearby store and said, “These are used for 
our enjoyment and to enhance the beauty 
of the night”. 

At first I thought that it was a terrible 
idea as it scared the hell out of me. I got 
goosebumps on my hands but then slowly 
and steadily I started liking it. I was jumping 
actually galloping on those chakras and 
enjoying the scenic beauty of the display 
of firecrackers. But then I got a glimpse of a 
box kept aloof from the others. I picked up 
that box and started opening it too curious 
to know what actually was there inside. 
Suddenly out of no where a big lizard 
crawled out. Its big yellow eyes looked into 
mine. I shrieked and dropped that box so 
forcefully that out came tiny balls which 
sounded like tiny bombs. I was shocked 
at that sound and started calling for help. 
My mother took notice of me and calmly 

asked what the matter was. I told her my 
tale of woe and she started laughing at me. 
I was annoyed but thought it was wise to be 
quiet. 

Just then she explained to me that this 
was no bomb but a small firecracker which 
though small makes a loud sound. I looked 
a total mess and so decided to eat the 
scrumptious dinner and go off to bed. 

It was a very embarrassing moment for a 
six year old girl. But all’s well that ends well.

��Spriha Kejriwal 
VII- E

My Childhood
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Once a middle aged man stressed and 
tired of his work came home and as 
soon as he was about to open the 

door,a ball hit the window pane and broke 
the glass . He was angrily standing there 
when suddenly a child of around six years 
picked the ball and asked the man, 

“Will you play with us?”

The child unaware, fearless wanted to 
play more. He could not see any loss in the 
breaking of the glass. A smile appeared on the 
angry man’s face because of the innocence. 
He did not scold him and went inside his 
house. He then sat on his chair and fell fast 
asleep. Then he dreamt…

He saw that he was playing with his friends 
and enjoying himself when his mother 
called out lovingly.

“Complete your homework child!” 

But he, not being bothered, continued to 
play. During that period he felt no stress and 
no burden. His mother then said, “I will not 
talk to you ! You don’t listen to me…” 

When he saw his mother was upset, he 
came close to her but she ignored him to 
make him realise his mistake. He started 
crying and then said sorry as many times as 
he could. 

Then his mother hugged him and said, 
“You’re the best child, mamma loves you a 
lot.” 

His heart was filled with innocence and 

sensivity at that time.Then his mother 
started teaching him. Suddenly she 
remembered an important task and told 
him to continue his work till she came. But 
as soon as his mother went, he also went out 
quietly and began playing again. He was a 
very naughty child then. 

Dhammmmm!!!! 

Came a voice, the man woke up and saw 
another window pane broken. This time he 
took the ball and went to play with the chil-
dren who had broken the window. Observing 
and enjoying the same innocence, naughti-
ness and sensivity hidden in them,he wished 
his childhood would return.            

��Gauri.P.Gaba 
VII - F
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maora AnaaoKa AnauBava

hmaaro saaqa GaiTt k[- AnauBava hmaoM ApnaI ijaM,dgaI AaOr AcCI 
trh sao jaInao maoM sahayata krto hOM AaOr k[- AnaaoKI saIK BaI 

do jaato hOM. eosaI ek GaTnaa maoro saaqa BaI GaiTt hu[-. krIba tIna 
vaYa- pUva- dIpavalaI ko samaya hmanao naOnaItala jaanao ka ivacaar ikyaa. 
saunato hI maOM ]llaasa sao Bar gayaa. hmanao QaImaI gait kI rolagaaD,I  
d\vaara  yaa~a P`aarMBa kI. phaD,aoM ko saaOMdya- nao maora mana maaoh ilayaa. 
P`aitidna GaUmanao ka kaya-Ëma calata rha.iksaI–na–iksaI sqala pr 

hma P`aitidna ipkinak manaato. vahaÐ ka sauhavanaa maaOsama va sad- hvaaeÐ 
hmaoM dugaunao ]%saah sao Bar dotIM. ina%ya kI trh ek idna hma phaD, 
kI }ÐcaI caaoTI pr GaUmanao gae. hmaoM batayaa gayaa ik paÐca bajao sao 
phlao vahaÐ sao laaOT jaanao maoM hI Balaa[- hO @yaaoMik baad maoM kaohra bahut 
Ganaa hao jaata hO eosaI isqait maoM kuC BaI naja,r nahIM Aata. vahaÐ sao 
P`akRit ko Ad\Baut naja,araoM kao doKnao maoM samaya ka pta hI na calaa. 
GaD,I saat bajaa rhI qaI. hmaara D/a[var bahut AnauBavaI qaa At: hma 
inaiScaMt haokr laaOTnao lagao. prMtu kaohra [tnaa Ganaa qaa ik kuC BaI 
idKa[- na dota qaa. maaga- maoM ek Aaor }Ðcao phaD, qao tao dUsarI Aaor 

gahrI Ka[- qaI. hmaarI gaaD,I maoM kaohra hTanao vaalaa yaM~ BaI nahIM 
qaa. D/a[var QaImaI gait sao gaaD,I calaa rha qaa prMtu ifr BaI hmaara 
idla iksaI A&at AaSaMka sao ja,aor¹ja,aor sao QaD,k rha qaa @yaaoMik 
saunaa qaa ik dao idna pUva- hI vahaÐ duGa-Tnaa maoM caar laaogaaoM kI maaOt hao 
ga[- qaI. hma saba Dro hue qao AaOr [-Svar kao yaad kr rho qao. hmaaro 
Aagao ek gaaD,I AaOr cala rhI qaI jaao dao baar Ka[- maoM igarto¹igarto 
bacaI. hmaaro haoTla sao vah sqaana dsa iklaaomaITr dUr qaa. saat 

iklaaomaITr jaOsao¹tOsao par ike. [tnao maoM ek gaaD,I idKI ijasamaoM 
kaohra hTanao vaalaa yaM~ qaa. hmaaro D/a[var nao ]saI ko pICo¹pICo 
gaaD,I calaa[- tqaa hma sahI salaamat haoTla phuÐca gae. hmanao [-Svar 
kao Qanyavaad idyaa. [sa AnauBava nao mauJao isaKayaa ik yaid hma dUsaraoM 
kI nasaIhtaoM kao BaI Qyaana maoM rKoM tao k[- baar jaIvana kI kiznaa[yaaoM 
sao baca sakto hOM.

�� samyak jaOna¸  
IX-B
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jaIvana ka AnauBava

yah kuC saala phlao kI baat hO jaba maOMnao ikSaaoravasqaa maoM kdma 
rKa hI qaa AaOr SaaSvat sa%ya ‘maata–ipta kao Bagavaana sao BaI 

}Ðcaa maanaa jaata hO’ ka Apmaana kr idyaa qaa. mauJa pr ‘kUla DUD’ 
bananao ka BaUt savaar qaa. maoro SarIr maoM hârmaaonala badlaava hao rho qao AaOr 
[saI karNa pirvaar ko P̀ait maoro bartava maoM bahut badlaava Aayaa qaa. 
maoro saaqa bahut kuC ek saaqa hI hao rha qaa ijasao maOM Jaola nahIM pa rhI 
qaI. [sako saaqa–saaqa maOM kusaMgait maoM BaI rhnao lagaI. maoro Agàja ima~aoM 
nao qakana dUr krnao ko ilae D/gsa¸ Saraba Aaid ka [stomaala krnao ka 
sauJaava idyaa. magar pta nahIM iksa AMdÉnaI Sai@t nao mauJao yah galat 
kdma ]zanao sao raok ilayaa. maOM CaoTI–CaoTI baataoM pr icaZ,nao lagaI AaOr 
maata–ipta sao AnaavaSyak va AnacaahI maaÐgaoM krnao lagaI. ek tao phlao 
hI maora bartava ibagaD, cauka qaa¸ ]sa pr maaobaa[-la Aaid kI maaÐga AaOr 
}pr sao maoro prIxaa pirNaama BaI bahut bauro Aae. maoro eosao badlao hue 
vyavahar kao doK maora pUra pirvaar AcaMiBat qaa. pD,aoisayaaoM nao maoro baaro 
maoM baura–Balaa khnaa Sau$ kr idyaa. maoro eosao vyavahar sao proSaana hao 
maoro maata–ipta nao mauJao hâsTola Baojanao ka ivacaar banaa ilayaa. maoro maata–

ipta ka mauJa pr sao ivaSvaasa pUrI trh hTnao lagaa qaa prMtu [saI daOrana 
maOMnao Apnao Aap kao sauQaar ilayaa. maOMnao baurI saMgait ka %yaaga ikyaa¸ 
maata–ipta sao maaÔI maaÐgaI AaOr Apnaa pUra Qyaana AaOr samaya ApnaI 
pZ,a[- kao samaip-t ikyaa.

Apnao jaIvana kI [sa GaTnaa sao maOMnao jaIvana ka sabak AaOr  
]d\doSya saIKa. sabak yah qaa ik jaIvana maoM pirisqaityaaÐ sadOva 
ek–saI nahIM rhtIM¸ vao Apnaa $p badla kr Avatirt haotI hOM. 
magar hmaoM iksaI BaI pirisqait maoM kBaI Apnao maata–ipta ka Apmaana 
nahIM krnaa caaihe. jaIvana maoM kBaI eosaa kao[- kaya- nahIM krnaa 
caaihe ijasasao hmaaro saaqa–saaqa dUsaraoM kao BaI duK phuÐcao. ]d\doSya 
yah qaa ik maOM kuC eosaa kaya- k$Ð ijasasao maoro maata–ipta kI CatI 
gaja Bar kI hao jaae.

�� Knak [cCuD,a¸ IX-C
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P`akRit ko rMga

yah tkrIbana dao saala puranaI baat hO. jaba hma ApnaI 
dadI ko Gar gaaD,I sao jaa rho qao. [tnaa laMbaa saÔ,r gaaD,I 

sao tya krnaaÊ yah hmaara phlaa AnauBava qaa. jaba hma inaklao 
tao mauJao phlaI baar ehsaasa huAa ik P`aÌit iktnaI sauMdr hO. 
caaraoM trÔ rMga–ibarMgao puYp idKa[- do rho qao. jaao hvaa ko saaqa 
[Qar–]Qar lahra rho qao. jahaÐ tk naja,r jaatI basa hiryaalaI 
hI hiryaalaI qaI. hro rMga sao sanaI QartI eosaI P`atIt hao rhI qaI 
maanaao iksaI nao Aasamaana sao hro rMga kI vaYaa- kr dI hao yaa ifr 
iksaI nao hrI caadr Aasamaana sao CaoD, dI hao jaao hvaa ko saaqa  
]D,to–]D,to naIcao Aa ga[- hao. jaba hma qaaoD,a AaOr dUr gae tao hmaoM 
caaya kI pi<ayaaÐ hvaa maoM lahratI hu[- naja,r Aa[-M. caaya ko bagaIcao ko 
baIca kMQao pr TaokrI ]zae vao laaoga jaba ]na pi<ayaaoM kao cauna rho qao 
tba eosaa laga rha qaa maanaao kao[- QartI pr ibaKro hro rMga kao laUT 
rha hao. P`aÌit ka yah naja,ara A%yaMt manaaoharI qaa. }pr naIlao rMga 

ka Aasamaana saaÔ qaa. QartI pr ibaKra panaI maanaao hma tk vaYaa-
?tu ka saMdoSa phuÐcaa rha qaa. vahaÐ sao vaaidyaaÐ bahut sauMdr idKaa[- 
do rhI qaIM. caaraoM Aaor fOlao phaD,aoM ko baIca banao rasto sao gauja,rtI 
hmaarI gaaD,I eosaI laga rhI qaI maanaao P`aÌit nao hmaoM ApnaI gaaod maoM ]za 
ilayaa hao. [tnao maoM ek saMudr ittlaI hmaarI gaaD,I maoM ]D,kr Aa[-.  
]sao doKkr eosaa laga rha qaa maanaao [-Svar nao saRiYT ko saaro rMga Barkr  
]sao saaOMdya- sao BarpUr kr idyaa hao. Sahr kI dUiYat vaayau sao dUr  
Saud\Qa hvaa maoM saaÐsa laoto hue eosaa laga rha qaa maanaao SarIr ko saBaI trh 
ko ivakaraoM sao Aaja hmaoM maui@t imala ga[- hao. AtÁ [tnaa khnaa kaÔI 
na haogaa. P̀aÌit ko Anaupma saaOMdya- ka spSa- maanaao [-Svar ko cama%kar 
kao naja,dIk sao inaharnao ka AivasmarNaIya AnauBava bana gayaa.  

�� Aixata jaOna¸ IX-F
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maOMnao k[- pustkaoM maoM pZ,a hO¸ BaartIya saMivaQaana ko Anausaar “hr BaartIya naagairk kao 
jaIvana jaInao ka AiQakar hO.” ]sa va@t maoro mana maoM yah P`aSna baar–baar ]zta¸ 

naagairk hI @yaaoMÆ pSau @yaaoM nahIMÆ 

	 ek samaya kI baat hO maOM ApnaI maaÐ ko saaqa baaja,ar gayaa qaa. jaba hma Gar 
phuÐcao tao maOMnao ApnaI ibailDMga maoM AcaMiBat kr donao vaalaa ek dRSya doKa. ibailDMga 
kI phlaI maMija,la pr pixayaaoM ko dao nanho baccao ek kaonao maoM sahmao hue–sao baOzo qao. 

Aasa–pasa ko laaogaaoM sao pUCtaC krnao pr pta calaa ik [maart kI sabasao }prI maMija,la 
pr ]naka GaaoMsalaa qaa. saÔa[- ka kama cala rha qaa [sailae ]nhoM vahaÐ sao hTa idyaa 
gayaa qaa. Gar phuÐcakr maOMnao ApnaI maaÐ sao pUCa¸ “@yaa hma ]na nanho pirMdaoM kao 

Apnao Gar maoM AaEaya do sakto hOMÆ” ]<ar qaa “nahIM.” 
maOMnao ApnaI maaÐ kao manaanao ka P`ayaasa krto hue kha 
ik [sa AsaIma ivaSva maoM ]naka kao[- nahIM hO. rat 

kao yaid vao iballaI ka Baaojana bana gae tao @yaa 
haogaaÆ maOM mana–hI–mana saaoca rha qaa ik Agar 
vao daonaaoM maoro Gar Aa gae tao maOM ]nako saaqa KUba 
Kolaa k$Ðgaa¸ Apnao daostaoM kao ]nakao baaro maoM  
bata}Ðgaa ijasasao ]nhoM [-Yyaa- haogaI. 
AaiKrkar mauJao ]na daonaaoM baccaaoM kao Gar 
laanao kI Aa&a imala hI ga[-. 

	 maoro Gar maoM ]na dao nae maohmaanaaoM ka Aagamana huAa. maOM tao basa yah 
saaoca kr hI magna qaa ik Aba maoro KuiSayaaoM ko idna AarMBa hao gae. maoro mana maoM vasaMt 
ka Aagamana huAa qaa. AaQao GaMTo maoM maOMnao ]nako rhnao ka sqaana banaayaa.  t%pScaat  
]nhoM kuC saUKo caavala dokr ]nako Baaojana ka P`abaMQa ikyaa AaOr kuC hrI pi<ayaaÐ eosao 
lagaa dIM ijasasao ]nhoM Apnao Gar maoM rhnao ka Ahsaasa hao. ]sa va@t maOM ]nako maata–ipta 
kI Anaupisqait ko gama kao na imaTa payaa. ifr maOM T\yaUSana pZ,nao calaa gayaa AaOr rat kao 

8:30 bajao laaOTa. A%yaiQak qakana haonao ko karNa ]sa raoja, maOM 9 bajao hI saao gayaa. 
Gar ko baakI sadsya BaI jaldI hI saao gae qao. ]sa rat bahut zMDI hvaaeÐ cala rhI 
qaIM prMtu jaanao @yaaoM maora Qyaana ]na pixayaaoM kI Aaor gayaa hI nahIM. P`aat:kala jaba 
maOM ]nhoM doKnao gayaa tao maOMnao payaa ik ]naka duKaMt hao cauka qaa. maOM ]nhoM kD,ktI 

zMD sao bacaanao maoM Asafla rha. ]namaoM sao ek baccaa ijaM,da qaa tao ]sao hmanao ‘naocar @laba’ 
Baoja idyaa. ]sa idna sao maOM ]sa nanho–sao jaIva kI maR%yau ka karNa banakr jaI rha hUÐ.  
]sakI pID,a maOM Aaja BaI mahsaUsa krta hUÐ ik maOMnao ek jaIva sao ]sako jaInao ka hk CIna 
ilayaa qaa. [sa GaTnaa ko baad maOM sada yaad rKUÐgaa ik P`aaNa kao[- Kolanao kI caIja, nahIM 
hO. yah saMsaar maoM sabasao kaomala vastu hO ijasaka sadOva Qyaana rKnaa caaihe. AaiKr¸ 
saBaI kao jaInao ka hk hO²

� saImaaMt imaEaa¸ 
IX-D

jaIvana ka AiQakar
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maoro jaIvana kI AivasmarNaIya GaTnaa

maOMnao ApnaI ija,MdgaI maoM bahut saarI sa%ya GaTnaaAaoM ko baaro maoM saunaa 
hO. k[- GaTnaaAaoM ka AnauBava BaI ikyaa hO. hr GaTnaa mauJao 

ija,MdgaI jaInao ka nayaa paz isaKatI hO. [na GaTnaaAaoM kI vajah sao 
maoro jaIvana maoM k[- badlaava Aae hOM. maorI ija,MdgaI kI yah GaTnaa ek 
CaoTo–sao gaaÐva sao jauD,I hu[- hO. maOM CuT\iTyaaoM maoM Apnao gaaÐva ga[- qaI. jaao 
hiryaaNaa maoM basaa huAa hO. maOMnao vahaÐ jaakr doKa ik gaaÐva AaOr Sahr 
kI ija,MdgaI dao Alaga rastaoM kI trh hO. daonaaoM jagah ka Apnaa ek 
Alaga hI AnauBava haota hO. maOM Sahr ka AnauBava kr caukI qaI prMtu 
gaaÐva ka AnauBava maoro ilae nayaa qaa. Sahr kI BaID, BarI ijaM,dgaI 
kao doKnao ko baad gaaÐva ka SaaMt vaatavarNa A%yaMt rmaNaIya naja,r 
Aa rha qaa. vahaÐ ko laaogaaoM ko mana maoM na tao iksaI ko ilae GaRNaa qaI 
AaOr naa hI Aapsa maoM baOr kI Baavanaa. vahaÐ ka vaatavarNa BaI bahut  
Saud\Qa qaa. yah saba doKnao ko baad mauJao laga rha qaa maanaao hma ek 
pla ko ilae svaga- maoM Aa gae haoM. jaba maOM ]sa gaaÐva ko baccaaoM sao imalaI 
tba mauJao lagaa maanaao vao kuC khnaa caahto qao. ifr maOMnao ]nako saaqa 
samaya ibatayaa AaOr ]nhoM jaananao kI kaoiSaSa kI. mauJao yah pta calaa 
ik yao maasaUmaÊ nanho baccao pZ,–ilaKkr Apnao maata–ipta ka naama 
raoSana krnaa caahto qao. maOMnao mana maoM zana ilayaa qaa ik maOM ]nakI madd 

ja,$r k$ÐgaI. maOMnao ]nhoM [kT\za ikyaa AaOr pZ,anaa Sau$ ikyaa. 
]nako saaqa qaaoD,I bahut Sarart BaI kI. CuT\iTyaaoM ko daOrana pZ,anao 
ka yah isalaisalaa calata rha. ifr ek idna maOMnao saaocaa ik kuC 
idnaaoM baad jaba maOM calaI jaa}ÐgaI tao [nhoM kaOna pZ,aegaa. maOMnao gaaÐva ko 
sarpMca sao [sa ivaYaya maoM baat kI. ]nhaoMnao mauJao ivaSvaasa idlaayaa ik 
vao Apnao gaaÐva maoM ek CaoTa–saa ivad\yaalaya ja,$r KaolaoMgao AaOr [na 
baccaaoM ko BaivaYya kao sauQaarnao ka hr vah P`ayaasa kroMgao. yah saunakr 
vao baccao AaOr ]nako maata–ipta bahut KuSa hue. ]nhoM jaIvana maoM ek 
na[- idSaa imalaI AaOr mauJao SaaMit AaOr saukUna ka ehsaasa huAa. yah 
maoro jaIvana ka ek AivasmarNaIya AnauBava qaa. [sa GaTnaa sao maOMnao 
jaIvana maoM yah saIKa ik Agar kao[- iksaI ko ilae saccao idla sao 
kuC krnaa caahta hO tao samaga` saMsaar kI ek AdRSya Sai@t ]sakI 
takt bana jaatI hO. AtÁ hmaoM hmaoSaa dUsaraoM kI madd krnaI caaihe 
AaOr AsaMBava kao saMBava banaanao ko ilae AaKrI saaÐsa tk P`ayaasa 
krto rhnaa caaihe.

�� kOqaI gaga-¸  
IX-E
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Fruiticious
 for a juicy punch...

Life is a feast 

With myriad flavours to serve

Just sit back

Breathe in 

Silently observe

Surprises galore 

Some pleasant

A few unpleasant

Choose the right 

On life’s forked path

Make each day a masterpiece

Roar out that little voice

For different flavours of life

Each Profession’s got to offer

Unravelling mysteries

Flavours appeasing

You have brains brilliant

You have a heart colossal 

You have feet firm in your shoes

You can steer yourself in any direction

Depending on the Career  you choose

Enjoy every bite

Be it a little sweet or not so nice

Each moment finds you 

A little more able

A lot more wise

For life’s flavour aplenty 

Life’s flavour Fruiticious.
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I had never imagined in my wildest dreams that the 
hunger for success would bring me on the verge of 
destroying myself. Dr. Franklin, who had just completed 

his internship and had joined Care Nursing Home, was a 
passionate and determined psychologist. His intelligence 
could not be challenged and he was well aware of this 
fact. He was so impressive that all the patients trusted his 
medications and that made him the most recommended 
doctor. There was nothing to stop his success and within a 
few years of practice he was the dean of a medical college. 
He became the power drunken ruler of his castle and this 
marked his first step towards his downfall and also the end 
of his life too.

He had treated many patients with psychological 
problems but in the short period of his career, this was his 
first case of multiple personality disorder. Samantha, a girl 
in her twenties was accused of four murders and her defence 
lawyer claimed that she had not committed them even when 

Pride 
Pays Its 
Price
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all the evidences clearly pin 
pointed her. Now it was 
Dr. Franklin’s duty to give 
concreteness to this case. 
He hypnotised Samantha 
to bring out the truth but 
in this process she met her 
alter Allete. Samantha was 
simple and humble unlike 
Allete who was annoying 
and aggressive. Multiple 
Personality disorder was 
not a recognized disease 
then because it had no 
standardized tests. It was 
clear Allete had committed 
those murders and not 
Samantha, but proving her 
innocence on this basis was 
difficult.

 The press, and the 
paparazzi linked Dr. 
Franklin in the case and 
now it had become a ‘gain 
or lose everything’ situation 
for the power drunken 
doctor. He urged to save 
Samantha, not because he 
knew that she was innocent 
but because he knew that 
people would lose faith in 
him if he lost this case. In 
the next hearing in court, 
he tried to bring out Allete 
in front of the judge but it 
did not happen. He shouted 
at her and tried his utmost 
to bring out Samantha’s 
alter but he repeatedly failed 
and the judge announced 
the next hearing of the 
case. Dr. Franklin could 
see himself losing and the 
people laughing at him. He 
couldn’t take it. This was the 
first and probably the last 

time this ruler could see his 
powerful castle crumbling.

He immediately called up 
a session with Samantha. He 
again tried to talk to Allete, 
but she wouldn’t answer. 
He shouted and screamed 
but Allete wouldn’t appear. 
Dr. Franklin’s fear and 
anger brought out his 
frustration. He couldn’t 
think how he could talk to 
Allete until he saw a knife in 
the fruit basket. He picked 
up the knife and showed 
it to Samantha. She was 
scared but still Allete didn’t 
appear in her defence. He 
brought the knife closer, 
nothing happened, more 
closer, still nothing. He 
was very frustrated and 
angry and shouted aloud at 
her. Unknowingly he had 
stabbed Samantha to death. 
He didn’t mean to kill her 
but his ego; fear of failure 
killed her. It appeared to be 
a bad dream but it wasn’t. 
He couldn’t think or feel 
how did it happen. He had 
turned numb.

In the court he declared 
that Samantha had 
committed suicide and 
her alter made her do this 
during the session. Dr. 
Franklin was saved. Even 
though he proved himself 
innocent, something 
within him died.

He understood that life is 
not a king’s kingdom where 
power speaks. Certain 

things are beyond the 
capacity of human beings 
and taking too much pride 
in oneself is not worth the 
trouble in the end.

He woke up the next 
morning with a new 
passion for his patients and 

not power- the passion to 
save their lives. Samantha’s 
death taught this power 
drunken ruler to rebuild 
his castle with love and 
compassion instead of ego 
and pride.

��Sanchaita Mitra XI - A

Dr. Franklin’s fear 
and anger brought 
out his frustration. 
He couldn’t think 
how he could talk 
to Allete until he 
saw a knife in the 
fruit basket. He 
picked up the knife 
and showed it to 
Samantha. She 
was scared but still 
Allete didn’t appear 
in her defence
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Richard Castle was an amateur author 
whose talent was yet to be fully 
appreciated. Like any other man, he 

got up and did his chores every morning 
before leaving for the garden which always 
gave him ideas and new plots for his books. 
Today was no different. It’s not a cliché 
that extraordinary things always happen 
on ‘very ordinary ‘days.

Unaware of all the other forces which 
were at play just to make sure that he 
fulfilled his destiny, Castle idly did his 
work humming some tune to himself. 
After all how much can a man expect from 
life when two years of his hard work on a 
manuscript went to waste as it was rejected 
by all the publishers of the city. But no, he 
hadn’t given up. He knew that there was 
something in store for him, something 

Ink Heart: A Fan Fiction 
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different from others but didn’t know 
what it was. 

Castle slowly trudged along the walk 
way to meet up with the only person who 
understood him, his best friend Nico 
Di’Angelo. Yes, Nico was someone who 
was always there for him, right from their 
playschool days to their freshman year 
in college and to the present. On hearing 
about Castle’s recent rejections, Nico 
immediately guessed how devastated 
Richard would be and had suggested a meet 
up. These meet ups were always a source of 
joy for Richard – invariably there was one 
or the other surprise in store. Although 
feeling low, Castle was curious as to what 
new surprise Nico had in store for him and 
hence agreed to meet. Soon he reached the 
garden and found his way to their secret 
workshop. By now the two of them had 
been to the workshop on countless previous 
occasions, but the anticipation was fresh 
each time! 

Castle walked in to find his friend deep 
in thoughts as if he was debating over 
something. It was some time before Nico 
could realize that he had company. He was 
quite troubled to see Castle’s fallen face... 
Nico had always felt protective towards 
Richard but now he was all the more worried 
as he recalled the prophecy made by the 
strange man regarding Richards’s destiny. 
His mind was still reeling from coming to 
terms with the fact that his naïve buddy, 
Richard Castle was the prophesized One. 
Moreover, Castle’s destined task and ability 
were even more startling. Now as he looked 
at his friend’s face, he knew that it would 
be best for him to act as he had been told. 
After a long discussion, details unknown 
to laymen like us, a frustrated Richard 
came out. He never felt so betrayed in his 
life. Nico told him that he was a “Silver 
Tongue”, a person who had the ability to 
read characters out of a book. 

Castle’s day had just turned on its heels! 
No matter how hard he tried to imagine, 
he couldn’t get how any of it could ever 
be true. But there was no way he could 
completely ignore what he had just been 
told either. After an extended period of 
contemplation, Castle finally decided to 
give it a try. He opened the book ‘Wizard of 
Oz’ lying beside him and started reading it 
out aloud. The passage was about Dorothy 
and her dog walking through Grassland. As 
he read, he could see flashes of the scene 
around him and suddenly Dorothy’s dog, 
Toto appeared on his bed, barking at him. 
Castle was dumbfounded.

 “No, this can’t be actually happening!” 
he remarked aloud. 

He was so sure that all of this was just 
a weird coincidence or illusion that he 
picked up various books and read out some 
excerpts from them. To his utter disbelief, 
many characters from the book came to life 
- be it pixies and fairies, dwarfs and wizards, 
or gold and other precious jewels, you name 
it and he had them all! 

Castle had no option but to finally accept 
that there was substance to what Nico had 
said.

“Yes, Nico had been correct all the way 
long”. 

As soon as the gravity of the situation 
dawned upon him, a thousand miles away 
in a world well hidden from mortal eyes, 
the clock started ticking, and the people 
realized that the Chosen One had arrived. 
Little did Richard know of this awakening in 
the distant land, and even lesser that his life 
would never be the same again.

��Trishita Bhatacharya 
XI - B
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Girls have an Equal Right

Respect your elders and 
neighbours, love and 
care for everyone, treat 

every person equally etc. 
These are some of the values 
we are taught in schools 
from the very beginning. 
I always wanted to be a 
teacher. I wanted to be a 
role model for someone. 
I wanted to help the next 
generation develop. So here 
I was standing in front of a 
village school in Bilaspur, 
Chhattisgarh. I always feel 
that actual intelligence and 
the will to do something lies 
with the village people and 
so developing a village is the 
first step to develop a nation.

I entered the school and 
saw hundreds of students 
around. But I also noticed 
that they were mostly 
boys. I went straight to the 
Principal’s office. It was a 
small room with a ceiling fan 
making screeching noise, 
two cupboards with lots of 
files. The Principal was a 60 
year old man with round 
glasses. He wore a simple 
dress suit with a brown tie. 

“May I come in, sir?” I 
asked, surprised to see myself 
asking like a student. “Yes, 
sure” he politely replied, “I 
guess you are the new maths 
teacher, Jiya Joshi, for class 
11th”. “Yes, sir” I replied. 
“Good-good”, as if talking 
to himself. Then he handed 

me over my schedule and 
wished me well.

My first class in second 
period. “XI-C” the board 
read. I peeped inside. Boys 
and boys running and 
playing around, teasing 
their friends, laughing, 
smiling and reminding me 
of my school days. And 
there at the corner I saw 
a girl sitting alone. She 

was tall, thin, wore two 
plaits and must say she was 

indeed beautiful. I went 
inside and to my surprise 
no one took any notice of 
me, all children were busy 
with their work, or to be 
more precise, their play. I 
said “Good Morning” and 
guess what? Well, I was still 
unnoticed. “GOODDDDD 
MORNINGGG!!” I shouted, 
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a shock for me too. But thankfully this 
worked and they got to their places. I 
introduced myself to them and taught 
them geometry for the next period.

The bell rang and before I could wind up 
everyone already started to run outside as if 
I was a monster who had caught them and 
now they had to run for their lives. So even 
I started packing up. “Thanks ma’am”, a 
pleasant voice came from behind. I turned 
and saw that same girl. “You’re welcome”, I 
replied.

“Hope you like it here” she wished and 
started to leave.

“Thanks. Hey wait, what is your name?”I 
asked.

“Suman” she said and left.

Why did she leave? I wanted to ask her so 
many things.

Second day. The class did notice me. I 
continued the previous day’s chapter. Bell 
rang and as usual they were already out. I 
went to Suman and asked, “You’re the only 
girl in this class?”

“Yes, I am the only child so my parents 
wanted me to go in for higher studies,” she 
replied.

“The other girls? Did they drop out?”

“Yes, their parents needed them to be at 
home more than in school, that is what they 
say.”

With India developing so fast there still 
exists an unequal treatment among girls 
and boys. Why can’t girls complete their 
education? 

That same evening I went to the school 

office and asked the watchman to open 
the store-room. Then I began to search the 
previous years' files and saw that a total of 
ten girls had left their schooling. I took their 
addresses and left.

I went to my first decided place. It was a 
small kutcha house. I asked the people about 
their daughter but they didn’t bother to 
reply and instead asked me to leave. Second 
home, they at least welcomed me in. I asked 
them the reason for letting their daughter 
drop out and they simply replied that they 
didn’t have enough money and resources. 
So I told them about the scholarship that 
the Government was offering. They asked 
for few days to think about it. Well it was 
the same story for the next five families. 
The rest of the three families had migrated 
to other village.

After a month I saw those six girls in my 
class. They were weak in maths so I started 
taking extra classes for them, after school 
hours. They studied hard and practised 
harder. And out of seven, five of them topped 
in maths test.

My Principal was really pleased with me 
and gave me lots of good wishes for my future.

��Manya John, XI C
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A Home-Maker To Be A Food Writer

Rising sun, twittering 
of birds, cool 
winds blowing, an 

atmosphere of calmness and    
peace spread all through 
making up a pleasant 
morning. Today's a pleasant 
day in the 
c i t y 

and the Sharma family is 
busy with their routine, 
living in a 3-BHK flat in a 
new developing area of the 
city.

Rekha Sharma, 5'2", a tall 
lady with a fair complexion, 

sweet face,straight hair 
and    black eyes, is 
the 'manager of the 
family ' and gets 
up early to prepare 
food and children 
ready for school... 

Mudit Sharma is 5'7", 
a tall gentleman who 
gets ready and goes 
to office for earning 
his livelihood and 
is Rekha's husband. 

The couple has a 
daughter named 

Kritika Sharma, 
an 8 year old 
girl and a son 

named Atul 
Sharma, a 

6 year old boy 
going to St.Mary's 

School. Rekha, after sending 
the children to school and 
helping her husband get 
ready for office, gets busy 
with the maids to get the 
house work done. When the 
children return, at around 
1o'clock in the afternoon, 
she gets them their food 
and tired with the morning 
routine, she and her 
children have a siesta. She 
wakes up an hour later and 
gets busy in managing the 
house and getting ready for 
a 'get together' organized for 
the colony women.

While going to Mrs.
Dorling's flat '502' for the 
'get together', she wakes 
her children and asks them 
to do their homework . She 
reaches the flat and gets 
busy with the group of ladies 
chit-chatting and spends 
a joyous time with them. 
The discussion is related to 
their routine lives. All the 
ladies were discussing about 
their lives and how they 
managed their profession 
with their daily life. Rekha 
found it a bit troublesome 
and interesting, but at the 
end of the discussion, she 
was happy being a 'home-
maker' as she could keep her 
husband and her children 
smiling.

When she returned home, 
Atul and Kritika showed 
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her their homework. Atul 
told Rekha about his day at 
school and also about his 
friend Shrey. 

Atul said, "Mom, Shrey 
told me that his mom is 
opening a boutique and 
is nowadays busy with his 
mom for the inauguration 
preparations. He said that 
he was proud of his mom.

What  are you doing 
mom???" Rekha was 
speechless. Kritika changed 
the topic by saying, ‘My 
homework next.’ Rekha 
thought about it all evening. 
When Mudit returned from 
the office, he handed over 
his briefcase and tiffin-box 
to her and said,'Today was a 
tiring day'. 

So, Rekha thought  it 
better not to discuss about 
her matter with him then. 
After dinner, she  asked 
Mudit, "Dear, can you 
please help me out with the 
internet? There seems to be 
some problem.' But Mudit 
engrossed in the tensions 
of the office, irritatingly 
replied, "Can't you do 
this little thing on your 
own?? Every time you see a 
problem, you just jump and 
never try to solve it on your 
own."  Rekha was hurt but 
mindful of his problems, 
preferred to be quiet. 

All night, thoughts of 
doing nothing and not 
being a good mother, good 

wife and a good home-
maker clouded her mind.

The next afternoon, 
Rekha was reading the 
newspaper and came across 
the profession 'Food Writer', 
a person who experiments 
with food and comes up 
with good recipes and writes 
a column in newspaper and 
magazine. Rekha being a 
good cook and having a 
passion for food, found this 
profession to be perfect for 
her. The thought this would 
make her children proud 
of her and also keep her 
occupied. 

She decided to share this 
with her husband. At night, 
when Mudit returned, he 
was in high spirits and said, 

"Today my day went 
well." After dinner, Rekha 
broached the topic with 
Mudit. Mudit apologised 
saying, "Dear, it was only 
because of stress that I lost 
my temper yesterday and 
children do talk silly, please 
don't take them seriously." 

Rekha replied, "That's 
okay dear, but I want to 
take up this profession 
and it's perfect for me. Are 
you happywith it? I mean 
I thought that this profes-
sion can be carried on sit-
ting at home and it per-
fectly suits me. So,do you 
have any problem if I opt 
for it?" Mudit said, 'Dear, I 
will support you in all your 

decisions. If you like it, go 
for it."

Next day, Rekha took a 
fresh paper and decided to 
pen down a recipe of canapés 
she had tried a week ago. 
She felt nervous as she was 
doing this for the first time, 
but with her husband's 
moral support, she wrote 
it down neatly. Later in the 
evening, she visited the 
nearby newspaper office and 
gave the written recipe to the 
person sitting at the counter. 

The receptionist said, 'Our 
editorial team will surely 
look into this and if found 
suitable, will surely publish 
it'. 

Hearing this, Rekha went 
back home on winged feet. 
she told Mudit about her 
visit to the newspaper office. 
Mudit was happy to see her 
happiness. The whole night, 
Rekha was busy praying 
that her recipe would be 
published as she would later 
see a smile on her children’s 
and husband's faces.

And so did it happen. The 
next day, in the cookery 
column of the newspaper 
her recipe was published. 
What a pleasant surprise it 
was for the whole family! 
And Rekha treated the 
whole family to her special 
strawberry ice-cream with 
hot chocolate sauce.

��Yashi Agarwal, XI D
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The world has become increasingly 
competitive and challenging for all 
professions and earning a living is no 

child’s play. The profession of investigation 
is known for its seemingly unreal, 
unbelievable, unacceptable and complicated 
events but which are yet a routine. Rampant 
curiosity arising out of a wide horizon of 
possibilities and impossibly tricky evidences 
make it difficult and exhausting to solve 
such mysteries. I am often recall one of the 
numerous cases that I encountered. It wasn’t 

really the most difficult one, but a trigger 
off to several such incidents thanks to the 
internet technology.

It was the morning of 
December 26, 2002, and I was 
out for a walk. Work those days 
was not very overwhelming; 
thanks to the diligent police 
commissioner and more to the 
warning that had recently been 
given to maintain the so- called 
‘decorum’ of the city. It was a 
pleasant morning until I received 
a call from my assistant about a 
client waiting at the office. As I 
spoke to him, I hurried across the 
park to the bus stop and took the 
immediate next bus to the older 
part of Delhi where my office 
was. Talking to the client I found 
that the case was of kidnapping 
of a teenage girl from her house 
on the night of December 24, 
when her father and brother 
were out to visit a relative on the 
occasion of Christmas Eve. A visit 
to the girl’s house revealed that 
there were no sign of physical 
struggle since everything was 
in its place and nothing broken. 
Furthermore, the door lock was 
proper and two meals waited at 
the kitchen counter with Alice’s 
(victim’s) finger prints on both. 

The door was reported to be open by the 
father and brother when they reached 
home. Also, Alice’s email account lay open 
on the desktop, her last chat being with 
some ‘Charlie D’ ending in inviting him 
for supper and his agreement to come right 
away.

Later investigation showed that the details 
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of the ID of this Charlie D were all fake (as 
expected) and this gave us some direction 
to work on. We could have been wrong, but 
the open door showed that Alice had been 
expecting someone, or rather that someone 
had probably arrived, which made me a bit 
confident about the lines we were thinking 
along. A brief conversation ensued with 
Mr. Paul (Alice’s father) at my first visit to 
her bungalow at Raj Nagar, a fairly pleasant 
place with a colorful ambience and a well- 
maintained garden, which seemed to be 
watered daily due to the prolific burst of 
flowers everywhere.

Me: So, at what time did you return from 
your relative’s house and what did you see?

Mr. Paul: We had left at 9 pm and were 
back by 10.30 pm in the night. When we 
returned, we saw that the watchman was 
lying unconscious in his room. First we 
thought that he was asleep, but later we 
realized that something was fishy. Worried, 
we rushed to the bungalow to find that the 
front door was already open. As we went in 
shocked, we found everything in its place. 
The lights were all on and the only strange 
thing was that the kitchen counter had two 
plates (uncovered) waiting, but we assumed 
that she would have made supper for us.

Me: And what about Alice? I am sure you 
didn’t see her..?!

Mr. Paul: Oh, I am coming to that….As we 
went to Alice’s room, we found it empty. The 
washroom was also vacant and there was no 
sign of Alice- no notes, no messages. The only 
strange thing was that her email account lay 
logged in! She generally forgets to log out 
when in a hurry and so we assumed that as 
mentioned in the morning she would have 
gone for a movie with friends and would be 
returning home anytime. 

Me: So after realizing that it had been long 

and she should have returned, what did you 
do?

Mr. Paul: When she did not return even 
after an hour and a half, I sent her brother, 
Michael, to search and check in all the 
surrounding areas. When we still couldn’t 
find her, we called up all her friends, but, she 
was NOWHERE! (Sob… sob…). The next day, 
i.e. yesterday, we searched the entire town, 
all her favorite places, and talked to all her 
acquaintances, but there was no sign of any 
help so we came to you.

Me: Why not the police?

Mr. Paul: Because sir we didn’t want to 
take any risk.

Me: Did you talk to the watchman?

Mr. Paul: No, actually he was not in a 
condition to talk; only this morning he 
gained proper consciousness while we were 
at your office, after which we came here.

It suddenly struck me and I rushed to 
the watchman’s quarter. As a matter of co-
incidence, someone had probably seen us 
enter the main gate in the morning and had 
told the culprit about it. So, I caught him 
red-handed. As I reached the small room, I 
saw a middle aged man running out with a 
blood stained shirt. The watchman was lying 
dead with a knife stabbed into his stomach. I 
rushed behind the culprit as he entered one 
of the shops in the nearby market.

I entered the shop to see that the man had 
exited from the back door, and escaped on 
a bike with another man (probably his ally). 
As I walked back disappointed and with over 
a million questions in my mind, something 
shocking caught my eye. The man sitting 
at the counter was checking his mail. The 
strange part was that he was busy deleting 
some junk mails and chats from the account 
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of ‘CHARLIE D’… How did he know the 
password..?!

Now the case was crystal clear. I 
immediately called the cops, explaining 
them the case, and got the person arrested. 
As the later investigation revealed, the other 
two people, along with one more person, 
were his allies, and it turned out that these 
people had created a series of fake IDs and 
were involved in serious cases of child abuse 
and exploitation through the internet. All of 

them were later tracked down and a charge 
sheet was filed. Alice was rescued by the 
police. A promising young woman she has 
recovered from the trauma quite well. Seems 
like life is back to normal again! This also 
makes me reflect upon how technology has 
been a boon and a bane even in a detective’s 
life.

��Kirtishree Somani, XI – E

Target	 :	 1250 yards 
Elevation	 :	 50 feet downhill 
Wind	 :	 5mph from Northwest 
Collateral Damage	 :	 None 
Taking Aim.

Next day he saw the letter at 8:15 hours. It 
said:

The Hawk. 
 26 Opera House. 
Brussels. 

Target: Senator Bishop. Time: 929 hours  
Date: 21 May 2004     Payment: $200,000. 

Meet Mr. Church at the Louvre at 1700 
hours today.” 

He thought “I am going to stop now. I have 
enough money to retire in The Bahamas. 
This is the last hit for me”.

At the Louvre, he met Mr. Church, a man 
who meant business. 

“A heartless killer probably, but he can’t 
be involved”, thought the Hawk. 

Mr. Church said, “You probably got the 

idea about the job. Success is essential. If you 
miss, we certainly won’t. Think of it this way: 
your life is on the line. If the Bishop is seen 
alive on the 22nd you won’t be”. 

The hawk said,” I am the best in the 
business. Don’t worry.” He was trying to 
look worried but failed miserably. 

Church said, “Just keep things in 
perspective. Here, this is a folder on the 
Bishop-what he eats, where he eats, his 
interests etc. Learn it, your life depends on 
it. Literally I hope we do not meet again. If 
we do your death is a foregone conclusion. 
Good Luck”.

He walked to his apartment in 15 minutes. 
He opened the lock and went into the living 
room. His entire house was ransacked. 

He swore loudly, “What do these guys 
want?”

He made himself a cup of hot cocoa and sat 
down on his table with the contents of the 
‘Bishop’ file emptied on it. He went through 
the routine of the senator from Florida. He 
learnt about his likes and dislikes, passions 
and prejudices.

The Last Assignment
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“This block has some great security. 
Unreachable from anywhere within 200 
yards” he thought. With a schedule such as 
his, chances were slim and he would need 
considerable luck and a cool head.

It was certainly the toughest job of his life 
and if he would pull it off, he was going to 
cement his place as the greatest hit man of the 
generation. He decided that the best time to 
kill him would be on Sunday at the Brussels 
Golf club when he would be teeing off with 
the head of Interpol. The 
Hawk thought, "That 
would be the crowning 
glory, killing him under 
the nose of the Interpol 
chief."

The logistics of the 
operation were a problem. 
He would get only one 
shot from the car park 
when the senator would 
be playing 18th. 

“It would be fitting”, 
thought the hawk, "That 
he would die on the golf 
course. He is crazy about 
golf”.

After a week, the hawk 
had everything in place. A 
tee time at Brussels GC at 
600 hours. He would finish his round, be in 
the car park packing up when he would take 
the shot.

A golf club camouflage for the rifle was 
clever on his part. Nobody would search for 
a rifle in a golf bag. Escape was not an issue. 
Take the highway and reach Amsterdam in 
3 hours. Everything was perfect, except the 
shot. It was the toughest shot of his life and 
his life depended on it.

He drove down to Brussels on Saturday, 
20th May, had dinner at the Marriott and 
slept soundly. He woke up at 500 hours 
and felt quite confident about the hit. But 
something bothered him. He thought, 
"Killing isn’t so easy when your life hangs in 
the balance.” He collected his golf clubs and 
reached the golf club at 545 Hours.

He teed off at 600 hours, finished up at 
900 hours and waited in the car park for the 
target. He looked at his scorecard. A 71. 

He thought,” At least 
I broke par in what may 
turn out to be my last 
round”. 

Then he waited.

Target: 1250 yards 
Elevation: 50 feet 
downhill Wind: 5mph 
from northwest

Collateral: None  

 Taking aim........ 

The senator stood 
at the 18th tee. He 
addressed the ball, 
took the club back, 
and swung it forward, 
hitting the ball perfectly. 

At that moment he heard a car backfire in the 
parking lot. The ball flew high into the sky 
and dropped near the green, rolling towards 
the hole.

He hears a whizzing sound behind him; 
the ball falls into the hole and he slumps 
forward with his last shot.

TARGET ELIMINATED

��Anurag Limbdi, XII - A
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The 
Golden 
Bird

The bird was unlike any 
other I had seen in my 
career as a vet treating 

birds at the sanctuary. It was 
so large and so beautiful that 
I wondered how any of us 
had missed seeing her before. 
When we had cleaned the 
blood from the wound, the 
golden feathers shone in the 
light. Sharp talons ensured 
that it did not attract predators, 
while the long, straight beak 
suggested that it was not a bird 
of prey. In fact, it resembled a 
peacock, without the heavy 
train and with powerful wings 
adapted for flight.

I had joined the forest 
officials during the annual 
census, hoping to watch 
the birds in their natural 
environment, especially 
some that had just recovered 
from broken wings, feathers 
that had to be carefully 
replaced. We heard a loud cry 
of pain nearby, and found 
the golden bird fluttering 
uselessly on the ground. It 
appeared to have been shot; 
the wings as well as its body 
were grazed by the bullet. 

“Poachers” I exclaimed, 
shocked and angry at the 
thought that someone would 
harm such a magnificent 
bird. It tried to shuffle away 
from us.
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“We won’t hurt you, we’re 
here to help you.” I coaxed it 
gently.

 Then she–it was a female 
bird–raised her head and 
looked at us. For a moment 
it looked into my eyes, and 
I felt that it understood 
somehow. Now, birds are 
fairly intelligent, but the 
level of intelligence and 
comprehension I saw 
surprised me. Then she 
lay down quietly, and we 
brought her back.

We named the bird Jyoti, 
for the red-gold feathers 
that resembled flames. She 
healed, surprisingly quickly 
and began attempting to fly 
almost immediately.

“What is she?” my 
colleagues wondered to each 

other, not for the first time.

A team of scientists came 
to look at Jyoti.

“And there are no others 
of this species that you have 
seen?” They asked us every five 
minutes between excitedly 
chattering to each other.

 “We must keep it under 
observation,” one told us. 
“We are taking it”

“Her” I corrected. 

The scientist continued.

“Away from here, to a 
larger conservatory to study”

I barely stopped myself 
from asking “What if Jyoti 
doesn’t want to be studied?” 
and instead asked, “When?”

During those weeks 
of observation and care, 
I noticed that Jyoti was 
different. There was an 
almost human intelligence 
in those eyes. I felt that 
she only tolerated being 
treated like a bird because 
we helped her.

So, a few months after Jyoti 
was taken away, I was not 
surprised to find her perched 
on the gate of our sanctuary. 
She trilled a melodious 
song, which made every 
forest worker and even the 
other birds stop what they 
were doing and listen. Then 
without warning, there was 
a burst of flame and she 
disappeared, leaving behind 
only a single, golden feather 
in the dust.

��Shailee Dixit, XII – B

A Rainbow Promise

“This one is supposed to be a 
masterpiece” said Aradhana. “I 
have put six weeks of hard work 

into this painting” said Abhimanyu Rai, a 
well known artist of the 1990’s.

“I guess this creativity will bring you 
millions. You do have a way with colours” 
Aradhana mused. But all Abhimanyu ‘The 
Artist’ could do was just laugh. In reality his 
life was not as rosy as his paintings were. He 
had a dull, monotonous life. He had no real 
friends or family, all were merely flatterers, 
sycophants. His only friend was Aradhana, 
an editor in a daily newspaper. On their way 

home, Abhimanyu asked “Do you think this 
will bring in more flatterers or real friends?”

“Well, I think this time this beautiful 
painting is going to get you a real friend”. 
Said the ever optimistic Aradhana with a 
huge grin. “Let’s hope for the best”.

The painting which was supposed to be 
a masterpiece was merely a mix of all the 
colours which showcased his turbulent 
emotions and unfathomable feelings.

On the auction day, thousands came to 
bid on the piece of trash which would have 
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no value if the name Abhimanyu was not 
attached to it. Keeping his fingers crossed, 
he and Aradhana walked to the hall with 
the unlikely hope of winning a friend .The 
cream of the town was there. Also a beggar 
who had no money to buy a square meal, 
let alone a painting. He stood out like a sore 
thumb in the august gathering.

As the auction began, the bid started with 
a million!! Only a fool would pay a million 
for a canvas full of different colours and no 
real drawing. The bid reached as high as 51 
million.

An upset Abhimanyu sighed, “Why am I 
cursed with the misfortune of loneliness?”

Just then, the beggar stood up and said 
“I bid love, friendship and care for the man 
who shows his loneliness through such bold 
strokes of colour.”

This lightened up the artist’s face, he 
exclaimed, “I am grateful to you that out of 
such shallow people with so much in their 
life, you and only you, my friend, could 
understand and see through the paint.”

 And in great jubilation he declared, “My 
canvas is sold to this man for his friendship.”

He went to the beggar, hugged him and 
murmured in gratitude to the powers above, 
“Thank you.”

For years to come, the beggar and 
Abhimanyu Rai remained friends, a support 
and powerhouse for each other.

Truly they say, ‘Friendship is a promise to 
stay together forever.’

��Devanshi Mandalaywala, XII-B
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Success bears no price tag. If it does 
then it's heaps of hard work. Having 
survived three major heart attacks, a 

heart transplant and a threat of lung cancer 
Amy still stands tall. A young charming 
women of twenty four, singing was her 
passion, singing was her profession. At 
the age of seven, her father left her side. 
Having no keen interest in studies and not 
a single penny in her pocket this little girl 
volunteered in the world of glamour and 
glitz. Being launched by just a local kid’s 
band gave no meteoric rise to fame and 
fortune. But she was determined and hence 
undeterred.

She followed her dreams, her passion 
and sang.

Sang to the masses and was admired and 
recognized.

She got her due bread and butter at a 
tender age. Circumstances made her kneel 
down and she had to support her family.

Growing up, she was wise and seventeen 
gave her a recognition explosion. She 
became the heartthrob of millions, an idol 
to another hundred.

God didn’t give her enough strength 
to handle fame and family. So she leaned 
on drugs for sanity. They were her key to 
survival. A concerned mother rebelled and 
she retorted, as devastated as she was. Amy 
rebuked and threatened to leave home. 
Fortune was on her side for the time being 
hence she left home in search of shelter. 
Album after album, her fame and fan 
following grew manifold and so did her 
addiction. Series of a major and five minor 
heart attacks didn’t change anything in 

her life. She was one of the blessed.

Suddenly one fine morning at nine when 
she was supposed to be in the recording 
studio, she didn’t show up, nor an hour 
later. Hours kept on passing and no sign of 
her coming. Troubled as the people were, 
they broke into her residence and found her 
intoxicated and in the grip of another heart 
attack. Her battered heart gave way, but she 
was lucky to receive a heart transplant.

This was the turning point in her life and 
she was keen on resurrection. She didn’t 
get any breaks. Her source of income was 
absolutely nothing. She redeemed her 
ways, reconciled with her mother. The 
prodigal daughter was accepted.

She took charge of her life and made sure 
everything was on track.

True eh? Who said Fame is easy.

��Aditi Dhawan, XII – B

Lost Spark – A Saga
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The Unsung Hero

Doctor Emmer Brown was an 
unsuccessful physicist working in 
a small firm – Oscorp. He earned 

his PhD from the NYU. He previously 
worked at the multinational corporation 
of Stark Industries – the largest producer of 
iron works in the world - as a subordinate 
technological development manager. His 
boss, Mr. Samuel Jackson, fired him saying 
that his ‘So-called’ inventions were crude 
and useless. Samuel said that his invention 
of a flexible iron polymer was absurd since it 
was of no practical use to the world. 

After being fired, he was depressed. He 
had no confidence in himself. It was three 
months and he hadn’t found a job. Then 
one of his friends suggested that he could 
work as a technological innovator and 
researcher at the small firm of Oscorp. 
Unlike, Stark Industries, Oscorp was not a 
multinational corporation but had almost 
all the technological devices and amenities 
required for research and development 
purposes.

As soon as he joined Oscorp, he started 
working on the development of a carbon based 
chemical which can be used as a hardening 
agent required by many industries. After 
three months he successfully produced it. 
He named it Carbon Emulator. The next day 
he went to his new boss. Just like Samuel, 
he disapproved of it dubbing it as a piece of 
trash. Though he was not fired, he was very 
depressed since he could lose even this job. 
He put the Carbon Emulator back in his 
back pack which contained all his previous 
inventions – a self-sustaining generator, a 
small arc reactor and of course his flexible 
iron polymer.

He went home, sad and depressed and 
threw his backpack on the table and 

went to sleep. But when he was asleep, he 
was unaware that his life was going to be 
changed forever. When he threw his bag, the 
test-tube containing the Carbon Emulator 
broke and all of it fell on the flexible iron 
polymer. An unnatural chemical reaction 
took place. This reaction was such that it 
could produce tons of energy for hundreds 
of years. The next morning he observed this 
and was utterly fascinated. He made various 
calculations and found that the energy 
released from the reaction could be used to 
make a Flux Capacitor which in turn could 
be used to make a time machine!!!

He then spent days building the time 
machine. He was going to become a time 
traveler!!! He then decided to time travel 
the next day but then it struck him that 
his invention could be used for destructive 
purposes and if it reached wrong hands 
then it could mean the end of the world. He 
decided to destroy the time machine. It was 
truly a small step for a man but a huge leap 
for mankind. He didn’t see his own good but 
the good of the entire human race.

��Pratham D.Ghael, XII B
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A JOURNEY HOME

She barged into the office with a Louis 
Vitton on her arm and Steve Madden on 
her feet, yelling at Julia, her assistant, for 

her daily dose of Starbucks. People assumed 
Julia to be really desperate to work for a devil 
like her. This devil, Rachel Victoria Berry, 
the editor of a prominent fashion magazine, 
in New York was a terror. The work place fell 
silent when she was around. She liked to go 
by the name Victoria, it felt powerful and 
she was driven by this power. Rachel was just 
a weak, pathetic fragment of her past. 

Julia came in with an invitation from 
Ohio Public School; it was the reunion for 
the batch 1999-2000. That wretched place! 
Where she was bullied, thrown around, 
made fun of because she was always bur-
ied in her green book with colourful pages, 
which was her personal diary. That girl was 
beautiful, she didn’t go by the status quo, 
and she wanted to make a difference. She 
swore she would never bully or hurt anyone. 
She was another Person.

Victoria decided to go, if only to brag. She 
was successful and big. She wanted to show 
those “Popular kids” that she was not stupid, 
she wasn’t a loser and she was definitely not 
a fool!

As she drove into the driveway in her 
shiny black Benz, an air of memories con-
sumed her and as she was walking towards 
the gymnasium of Ohio Public School 
where the big reunion was to be held, She 
saw a small office where she spent most of 
her high school, it was Mrs. Grey’s office. 
She was the only person who she missed at 
this school-- her friend, her mentor and her 
guide. As she was about to step in, a little boy 

of seven ran to her and said in a shrill scared 
voice, “Grey sent this for you, she couldn’t 
come. She is visiting her daughter in De-
troit”. Victoria saw it then, the green book; 
she had given to Mrs. Grey hoping to never 
see it again, to bury her past in Ohio, it had 
a post on it which read, “Dear Rachel, if your 
10 year old self met you now would she be 
proud? Love, Mrs. Grey”. 

Victoria went in the office, sat their crying 
her eyes out, reading her own words, reading 
Rachel’s words! She hadn’t made a difference, 
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she hadn’t fought bullying, and she hadn’t 
been who she wanted to be! Rachel wouldn’t 
be proud of Victoria. She had broken all ties 
with her parents. She had forgotten herself. 
She had lost herself. She had become a self 
absorbed little witch.

Not anymore.

She had to become who she wanted to be. 
She wasn’t alone; she had just lost all those 
who cared for her. She never went to the 
reunion. She went back in time.

She called her mom and apologized. She 
went back to office next morning, but this 
time she wasn’t Victoria, She was Rachel. 

The office, New York didn’t seem like hell 
anymore.

The next issue of her magazine theme was 
“Inspire”, it didn’t figure size zero Victoria's 
secret angels, it featured real women, 
mothers, daughters, sisters, Michelle 
Obama, Mother Teresa, Julia, Mrs. Grey, it 
featured happiness and being the real you. 
It was a reminder that everyone is born 
beautiful. 

This is not a story of a Fashion Designer, it 
is the story of a real woman, it is the story of 
finding one’s TRUE SELF. 

��Shikha Shah, XII C

Life of A Doctor

Life of a doctor is both harsh and blissful. They save 
lives but sometimes even the best doctors make 
mistakes that may claim a precious life.

Doctor Crateman qualified with a glorious degree 
from Stanford University was working his way up the 

ladder to become a renowned heart surgeon. Being an 
intern was definitely turning out to be 

a gruelling part of his career. Working 
14 hours a day, 7 days a week,being 
on call most of the time, standing 
ram rod straight in long surgical 
procedures, observing and making 
careful attempts for hours without 

enough sleep was routine, swaying 
while walking and dozing off while 

talking was nothing unsual. Apart from 
the ever so frequent ‘code blue’ responded 

by racing hearts, pressure and grief of death were just 
another emotional hurdle. Being a doctor, one has to 
be emotionally detached; this human instinct is hard to 
master control over.

A cloud of depression, nostalgia and sleeplessness 
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hovered in Dr. Crateman’s brain cells which 
were tired of over use. Having stayed up 
for the past 48hours, he was exhausted, 
and the potency of his body’s dire need 
to sleep was very hard to fight. Gathering 
his residual strength drifting in and out of 
consciousness,he somehow made it to the 
his first heart surgery that he was allowed 
to scrub in. Never had he thought that his 
exhausted self might almost jeopardize his 
career.

On the surgery table, he carefully held a 
human heart the size of his fist, waiting to 
be placed back where it belonged or rather 
did his best to be alert . He almost dozed 
off once and was awakened with a sharp 
snap from his attendant, too tired to be 
embarrassed he managed to use every ounce 
of consciousness left to keep his eyes open 
and his brain from slipping into the much 
needed sleep. Things went smoothly and 
the surgery was over without any codes. 
He saw his nail had punctured through his 
latexgloves; worry flooded his veins as he 
calculated the possibilities of it puncturing 
the tender heart tissue. But his brain was 
too jumbled to make any sense of all that 
had happened in the last hour leave alone 
remember the details too minutely. Praying 
everything goes well, he left with a pale dead 
look and dark shadows under his half open 
eyes.

Later in the day the same patient whose 
vitals seemed just fine all day seemed to 
have a halted heart due to excessive bleeding 
which was seeping through the sutures. 
Panicked he managed to explain to the chief 
surgeon in a breathless manner as to what 
may have caused it and that he was very sorry 
for not having mentioned during surgery. 
An angry chief left giving him a scathing 
look. And doctor Crateman realized with an 
over whelming sense of disbelief that this 
might possibly be the end of his career at the 
beginning itself. 

The patient survived. The law body called 
a meeting for his dismissal but the attendant 
intervened and saved Dr. Crateman’s career. 
He spoke of his own experience of such a type 
of carelessness which could have claimed 
his career, but with the second chance 
he’d managed to find by keeping quiet, he 
had saved a lot of lives and had the lowest 
mortality rate. He praised Crateman for 
being honest. Doctor Crateman was granted 
his second chance after much deliberation 
to once more attempt a climb to the summit.

��Srishti Mohan 
XII-D
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Superhero

“The only superman I know is you 
daddy” said little Noorie to her 
father, indeed he was her super-

man. What could be more heroic than fight-
ing for one’s own country and saving it from 
ever growing rodents commonly known 
as terrorists? Noorie was talking to Pratap 
Singh Adhikar once known as Major Pratap, 
one of the bravest men in the Indian army; 
he had won every possible medal that the 
army could confer, and now was going to be 
awarded the Magsaysay Peace Prize for his in-
valuable contribution for war afflicted chil-
dren from India and Pakistan. 

“Daddy, please tell me about Kar-Kargil, 
what happened when you went there to 
fight? Did you kill the bad guys? Did you hit 
them? What happened then?” 

Pratap Singh smiled. Known to be a 
hardcore military man, he melted like butter 
in front of his daughter; Noorie aka Nora was 
the apple of his eye. 

 “Okay listen carefully Noo, here it goes. It 
was the year 1999, July 4, we were in Kargil, 
a town some 200 km from Srinagar. It was 
midday, yet biting cold. We were fighting for 
more than six hours now to capture Tiger Hill. 
All around was dust and blood. Gunshots had 
no effect on my ears, they were already numb. 
I was already hit in the knee. Bullets whizzed 
past from all directions; I felt dizzy, I tried 
to walk but the bullet in my knee wouldn’t 
let me. All I could do was lie down and pray. 
I was nauseous; one minute of waiting felt 
like a hundred thousand years, my body 
ached, my throat was parched. I tried to seek 
refuge behind a boulder only to find myself 
at gunpoint of an enemy soldier. He was a 

Pakistani. My end is near I concluded.My 
entire life flashed in front of me. I closed my 
eyes. Could I pretend I was dead?

“I haven’t even killed you yet,” said the 
Pakistani. 

This was not going to work, I knew there 
was no way out. I summoned the warrior 
within me. 

“If you are going to kill me, then please 
kill me fast. I have never liked waiting”,I said 
feeling relieved. 

“You are the first man I have ever met 
who wants to die quick, won’t you plead for 
mercy?” He said with a surprised tone. 

“Look, I don’t have any weapon neither 
can I run; I am defenseless, I can just wait 
for you to kill me and if you think I will drop 
myself to you, you are dreaming.” I said in a 
sneering tone.

I was never going to ask him for mercy, you 
see for a military man country is the supreme 
religion. 

I told the young man: “If I am going to die 
please let me be the hero, my daughter will 
atleast not be shattered” 

Suddenly the enemy’s expression changed.

 “I have a son who idolizes me, I know how 
you feel. I won’t harm you, the guilt of killing 
a father would always hover around me”. 

The man paused and his eyes became 
watery.
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 “I know you think that I 
am betraying my country, 
but for me I am taking a step 
towards humanity”. 

I couldn’t believe my ears! 
For a moment I couldn’t utter 
a word, my voice choked. 

Finally I said,“ I….I cannot 
thank you enough.” 

The man interrupted 
“Please don’t. I will leave 
right now, hope you have a 
good life ahead.” 

Off he went. Tears of joy 
rolled down my cheeks, I 
realized that war is a mess, a 
mess of dead bodies as well as 
of lives.

I never saw that man again. 
But I owe this life to him. He 
taught me what peace is, 
what true joy is. It is to see 
your daughter smiling and 
calling you a superhero.

July 4 will always be a 
memorable day in India’s 
military annals. We had 
captured Tiger Hill after an 
11 hour long bloody battle. 
The Kargil war ended on July 
26 with India’s victory. For 
me it was a new beginning. I 
left the army and took up the 
rehabilitation of children 
who had lost their families 
in the war. This is how we 
found Veer and Chandni 
and Zara and all your other 
friends dear Noorie. There 
is no victory in war, no one 
wins; instead lives are lost, 

families broken, children 
abandoned, wives shattered 
and homes devastated! If 
that is winning, who wants 
to win? The real winning is 

winning hearts not lands, 
my Princess!

��Himanshi Saboo, XII E



160

Saffroniacious 
For a royal garnish

With wisdom at its best

Widening thought horizon 

Books teach us everything

Which otherwise cannot be taught

With different subjects and genres

An entire world to offer

Books are combinations incredible

Of the different cuisines and their flavours

It’s a blend of different cultures

And that of flavours and spices

Its joy, its sorrow, its love, its hope

Its mystery and its surmise

From classics to pulp

Fiction to autobiography

Does life imitate art

Or art mirrors it?

Pondered and revealed

By enlightened hearts

Valmiki’s Ramayana

Sage Vyasa’s Mahabharata

Kalidasa’s Shakuntala or

Homer’s Odyssey

Shakespeare’s Cleopatra or

Bronte’s Wuthering Heights

Immortal treasures

Saffroniacious garnishing

On Life’s enigmatic platter
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A 
Tryst 
with 
a 
Book

Divine Mercy often descends like an avalanche 
tearing down deep rooted ignorance 
and negativity, directing the 

muddy waters of one’s life towards 
the Ocean of Infinity. For me 
the blessing came in the form 
of a book; Autobiography of a 
Yogi by Sri Sri Paramahansa 
Yogananda. It brought 
about a complete 
metamorphosis in my 
life, as it has done 
and continues to 
do to millions of 
others around the 
globe. Translated 
into more than 
twenty-one 
languages and 
used as a text and 
reference work 
in universities 
throughout the 
world, it is no 
surprise that the 
book has been 
voted as one of 
the hundred most 
influential spiritual 
books of the last 
century. Interestingly 
this was the only book 
which Steve Jobs had 
downloaded on his 
IPad. And he made 
it a point to reread 
it every year. Jobs 
had first read the 
book as a teenager 
and had travelled 
to India in quest of 
a master. After his 
heroic battle with cancer 
he had left instructions 
that copies of this life 
changing book will be 
gifted to all who would attend his funeral.
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During my college years I had read the 
first few pages of the book with skepticism 
bordering on ridicule that is typical of 

extreme youth. But slowly the contents 
possessed me and I devoured it hungrily 

quenching the turbulations of my 
young soul.

At the end of it I was 
exhilarated and exhausted 

as after a long and arduous 
pilgrimage to some 
mountain top shrine. 

The journey made 
me ponder, weep, 

chuckle and gasp 
with emotions 
completely new 
to my nature as 
layer upon layer of 

truth was unfolded 
to reveal the pristine 

wisdom written 
with rock like 
conviction of a 
true man of God.

In a colossal 
sweep the work 

e m b r a c e s 
k n o w l e d g e 
in its capa-
cious range; 
from the 
working of a 
crescograph 
revealing the 
subtle inner 
life of plants 

and metals 
to an insight 

into cosmic con-
sciousness. High phi-

losophy and science 
rub shoulders with the 

author’s experience with reincarna-
tion, resurrection, the law of miracles, 

outwitting the stars, the soul’s journey af-
ter death, just to name a few. With deep 
candour and subtle wit the sage describes 
his meetings with Jagdish Chandra Bose, 
Tagore, Mahatma Gandhi, Luther Burbank 
and many more savants in their field.

A look into the lives of modern saints 
of the world from Sri Ramana Maharshi to 
the Catholic stigmatist Terese Neuman are 
given in vivid and interesting detail.

Everything is included and intermingled 
with the author’s personal quest for self-
realization. Devoid of spiritual chauvinism 
he makes us realize that God is not the 
monopoly of any one particular religion. 
The devotee with the ardour of his pure 
love complels the Divine to appear in the 
form dearest to him. The book also gives a 
brief look into ancient India’s greatest gift 
to mankind – Yoga – or ‘union’ with the 
Infinite through a certain action or rite.

In the Autobiography there is a chapter 
devoted to a holy cave in the very womb 
of the Himalayas. I had an ardent desire to 
go there, but knew it to be a preposterous 
idea “may be in some other birth,” I 
sighed. Years later, miraculously my 
defence personnel husband was posted 
to the region. In an equally marvelous 
manner we became acquainted with a 
pious little group of the sage’s devotees 
there. They took us to the holy cave and 
after a few weeks we were posted back to 
the plains! Surely the officials would have 
never suspected a Divine hand behind the 
shuffling! Each day I awake with the divine 
presence of the Master whose celestial 
promise rings through eternity: ‘I give you 
my unconditional love’ a vow which offers 
a deep solace in the midst of a strife torn 
world.

��Sandhya S. Nayar
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An Epic Retold

William Buck has retold the story of 
Prince Rama with all its nobility 
of spirit, courtly intrigue, heroic 

renunciation, fierce battles and triumph of 
good over evil in a length and manner that 
will make the great Indian epic accessible 
to the contemporary readers. To this end 
William Buck spent many years in studying 
Sanskrit, planning and writing. Ramayana 
was originally composed by Aadi Kavi (the 
first poet) Valmiki of Sanskrit literature. 
Many Indian writers have retold the story of 
Ramayana in vernacular versions but Buck’s 
English version of the Ramayan remains so 
true to the lyrical verse and every line is a 
riveting and conjures up images as any classic 
epic fantasy should. The tale almost takes 

different hues, although Buck has made 
utmost efforts to maintain the originality.

Ramayana is not only the greatest 
epic, but it makes up the framework 
of Hindu religious culture and social 
imagination. Valmiki not only tells the 
story but transmits moral and ethical 
values, speaks of the true identity of the 
individual's real significance of family 
and balancing of life. Buck has succeeded 
better than anyone in conveying the 
spirit of the original. The retelling 
also remains remarkably succinct and 
the epic is reduced to mere 430 pages 
without losing any section of the story. 
It is a pity that Buck died at the young 
age of 37 before he could translate more 
of Indian classics into English.

I strongly believe that legacy is more 
than financial inheritance. Legacy and 
values are more powerfully conveyed 
by telling stories to children than 
through legal documents. Long before 
the written word people told stories. 
Stories are a part of the life fabric of the 
whole community, the glue that holds 
a society together. They are as essential 
as food and shelter. Story telling speaks 

to the human heart. We all should tell the 
stories of Indian epics to our children. 

The story of Prince Rama helped me in 
knowing values, managing fears and being 
neutral and accepting different values. 

The basic function of this Indian Epic is 
identity maintenance. When a person or a 
community is more interested in fortune 
seeking than in identity maintenance stories 
are left behind and storytelling dies....

��Bagampriyal
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Wisdom Shared

Sudha Murthy’s 'Wise 
And Otherwise', I call 
it 'Life in Words' as it 

has real incidents of life 
beautifully woven into 
words. It represents talks 
about and celebrates life the 
way it is. It is a collection 
of many stories and every 
story brings out a facet 
of human nature to life 
and has something to say. 
The passion with which 
all the stories take birth 
is remarkable. Some are 
reflective, some require 
understanding and some 
need comparisons to feel 
them. But all make you 
think to be more humane 
which is often forgotten.

When you take a look at 
the cover page you come 
across a dove and a lady 
with innocence exactly 
like that of the dove, both 
staring at the world in front 
of them as if asking you to 
stop for a while and take 
a look around to measure 
the fathom of your life and 
the happenings, they tell 
you not to be judgemental 
but reflect and analyse your 
growth and development as 
humans, want us to relate it 
to the surroundings and the 
present time, inspect and 
retrospect.

Sudha Murthy, the 
author is another name 
for simplicity which is 

deeply felt in her treatment 
given to the book. The 
language, the characters, 
the description of various 
people and places almost 
everything in the book and 
about the book makes you 
feel at home and connected 
in no time. The way she 
speaks about traditions and 
customs clearly states that 
she holds them in high 
esteem. In her stories she 
has covered and captured 
Indianness. There is a story 
in which She talks about her 
teacher who said that, “the 
greatest joy to a teacher is 
to produce students better 
than him". That story in 
particular, is very close to 
my heart because it keeps me 
motivated and encourages 
me to move ahead without 
losing my focus, to be 
honest and sincere in my 
efforts and to give my best in 
whatever I do. It pushes me 
towards self- improvement 
and in turn places a higher 
goal to achieve in front of 
me. It helps me keep myself 
grounded and reminds me 
of constant hard work. All 
her stories knowingly or 
unknowingly makes you 
ponder and deepens your 
understanding about life. 
Anyone who reads this book 
likes it instantly. The book 
has evergreen appeal and 
does not have any age bar.

The author has crafted 

her experiences without any 
pretensions and leaves it on 
the readers to decide on the 
moral grounds. The author 
has written it with honesty 
and wants it to be treated 
with honesty.

 The book is like a world 
in itself where you meet 
people from various 
background and class, and 
of different upbringing 
and personalities whom 
you may like or dislike, 
appreciate or disapprove of, 
but surely can't disconnect 
with because it is part of 
you, part of your world.

Rightly said, ' A Salute To 
Life.'

��Dhvani K. Patel
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saUKa bargad — maMjaUr ehtoSaama

]pnyaasa gad\ya saaih%ya kI savaa-iQak pUNa- evaM ivaSaala ivaQaa 
hO. ]pnyaasa maoM jaIvana ka savaa-MgaINa ica~Na haota hO¸ 

[saIilae ]pnyaasakar kao ivastRt kqaanak ko maaQyama sao ApnaI 
klaaP`adSa-na ka pUNa- Avasar imalata hO. 

maMjaUr ehtoSaama d\vaara ricat ‘saUKa bargad’ ek sarla 
kqaanak vaalaa ]pnyaasa hO. laoKk nao [sa ]pnyaasa maoM kovala 
dao baataoM pr Qyaana koMid`t ikyaa hO svatM~ta ko baad Baart 
ko iSaixat maQyamavagaI-ya mausalamaanaaoM ko pairvaairk jaIvana va 
pairvaairk samasyaaAaoM ka ica~Na tqaa saaMP`adaiyak ivaWoYa ko 
karNa ]nako mana maoM gahra[- sao pOzI Asaurxaa kI Baavanaa. 
At: dao pirvaaraoM kI khanaI khI ga[- hO– AbbaU¸ sauhOla AaOr 
rSaIda ko pirvaar kI tqaa ffU¸ rijayaa AaOr prvaoja, sao saMbaw 
khanaI. halaaÐik daonaaoM pirvaaraoM maoM r@t ka saMbaMQa hO– ffU 
sauhOla AaOr rSaIda kI bauAa hO tqaa AbbaU rijayaa ko maamaa¸ ifr 
BaI [sa ]pnyaasa kI mau#ya kqaa AbbaU ko pirvaar kI hO.

]pnyaasakar ka ]_oSya maQyamavagaI-ya iSaixat mausalamaana 
pirvaar ka jaIvana P`astut krnaa yaa iSaixat yauvak–yauvaityaaoM ko 
mana ko WMW ka ica~Na krnaa hO. yah saba AbbaU ko pirvaar maoM 
GaiTt GaTnaaAaoM Wara ikyaa gayaa hO. sauhOla–rSaIda kI iSaxaa¸ 
]nako P`aNaya P`asaMga ³gaIta–sauhOla tqaa rSaIda–ivajaya´¸ sauhOla 
ka gaIta Wara zukrayaa jaanaa tqaa k+rpMqaI¸ svaaqaI- mausalamaana 
naotaAaoM d\vaara ]<aoijat ikyaa jaanaa tqaa saaMP`adaiyak dMgaaoM¸ 
ivaWoYa ko karNa saMtulana ibagaD, jaanaa¸ inaraSa haonaa tqaa sava-Qama- 
samaBaava ka maaga- CaoD,kr saaMP`adaiyak bana jaanaa. [sa P`akar 
kqaanak saugaizt hO AaOr saIQaI roKa maoM AMt kI Aaor baZ,ta hO.

]pnyaasa ka koMd`ibaMdu AbbaU ka pirvaar saamaaijak dbaavavaSa 
SanaO: SanaO: ApnaI jaIvanaI Sai@t Kaota huAa naja,r Aata hO. 
maanavaIya saMvaodnaa ka rsa baD,I toja,I sao saUKta jaa rha hO. yah 
P`aiËyaa pirvaar ko saBaI sadsyaaoM ko jaIvana maoM Alaga–Alaga straoM 
pr GaiTt haotI hO. ek Aaor AlpsaM#yak jaait ko mana maoM rhnao 
vaalaa ek Kasa trh ka Asaurxaa ka Baava hO¸ dUsarI Aaor inamna 
maQyamavaga- kI Aaiqa-k saImaaAaoM ka dbaava hO. [sako saaqa hI 
AbbaU¸ AmmaI¸ rSaIda AaOr sauhOla kI ApnaI inajaI Aismata kao 
tlaaSa krnao kI kaoiSaSa hO jaao ]nhoM ek Ct ko naIcao rhto hue 
BaI ek–dUsaro sao dUr banaae rKtI hO. Gar kI [sa ArajaktapUNa- 
isqait kao bargad ko $pk ko maaQyama sao icai~t ikyaa gayaa 
hO.Apnao tmaama vaOcaairk AMtiva-raoQaaoM ko baavaja,Ud sauhOla ko BaItr 
ek idna yah Ahsaasa jaagata hO ik yah bargad ibalkula saUKa hO. 
vah ApnaI DayarI maoM BaI ilaKta hO– ‘ApnaI jaD,aoM pr KD,a–ka–
KD,a bargad saUK kOsao sakta hOÆ’ yah ek A%yaMt hI mah<vapUNa- 

savaala hO ijasao laoKk hmaaro saamanao CaoD, jaata hO.

BaartIya prMpra maoM ‘bargad’ saMskRit ka P`atIk hO. BaartIya 
saMskRit ko maUla t<va hOM– samanvaya¸ saihYNauta¸ ]darta¸ maanava 
kI maanava ko $p maoM phcaana¸ Baa[-caara¸ AihMsaa. ek Qama-
inarpoxa P`ajaatM~ haonao ko karNa BaartvaYa- maoM sabakao ivakasa 
tqaa ]nnait ko samaana Avasar ]plabQa hOM¸ SaasanatM~ pxapat 
riht hO AaOr P`a%yaok naagairk ApnaI [cCa¸ Aasqaa¸ Apnao 
Qaaima-k ivaSvaasa ko Anausaar pUjaa–Aca-naa–[baadt kr sakta 
hO. [sa P`akar ek Aaor BaartIya saMskRit ko t<va tqaa dUsarI 
Aaor Qama-inarpoxa P`ajaataMi~k pd\Qait ko jaIvanamaUlya imalakr 
ek hao gae hOM. ]pnyaasa maoM ‘bargad’ [nhIM jaIvanamaUlyaaoM ka 
P`atIk hO. laoKk Apnao ]pnyaasa ko maaQyama sao yahI isad\Qa 
krnaa caahto hOM ik hmaaro ]da<a¸ maanavaIya jaIvanamaUlyaaoM ko vaRxa 
maoM kID,o laga gae hOM AaOr vah saUK gayaa hO yaa saUK rha hO. 

[sa P`akar yah ]pnyaasa vaOcaairk saMGaYa- kI P`aiËyaa kao ek 
Kasa ibaMdu tk lao jaata hO AaOr [sa P`aiËyaa kao sahI idSaa 
maoM Aagao baZ,anao ko ilae hmaarI maanaisakta kao tOyaar krta 
hO. bauiwjaIivayaaoM kao maanavaIya maUlyaaoM ko ptna kao raoknao hotu 
kiTbaw krta hO. 

� Da^º kadMbarI Aga`vaala
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The novel 'The Alchemist' written by 
the Brazilian writer Paulo Coelho, 
tells the tale of Santiago, a Spanish 

shepherd boy who has a dream and decides 
to follow it. The boy ventures in his personal 
journey of exploration and self discovery, 
symbolically searching for a hidden treasure 
located near the pyramids in Egypt. During 
his journey he sees the greatness of the 
world, its diversities, the forces driving the 
life on earth, and the materialistic realities 
which are really immaterial. By the end of 
the novel, he discovers that the treasure was 
the journey itself, the discoveries he made, 
and the wisdom he acquired. The book has 
a hue of religion, but the message conveyed 
is more important, that success is for those 
who chase their dreams, their ambitions, 
and rightly guided by the omens, success is 
obvious.

So in order to achieve your dreams we 

should keep moving forward leaving aside 
our monotonous life, find new avenues, 
hone our skills for reaching our destination.

According to the dictionary the word 
'Alchemy' means any magical power or 
process of transmuting a common substance, 
into a substance of great value. I believe we 
all have that magical power within us. Each 
and every person can be an Alchemist. As the 
alchemist himself says, when he appears to 
Santiago in the form of an old king, "When 
you really want something to happen, the 
whole universe conspires so that your wish 
comes true." This book helps us to coruscate 
our inner self. It touches your heart as the 
story comes to an end. It teaches that every 
treasure lies in our own heart and there is 
no need to search for it in the outside world. 
Search yourself and you get the world.....

��Lizzie Jackson
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It maybe, uncertainty, at 
the first sight. The book 
with its 900-some-

thing-pages loftiness, 
maybe enough to waver 
you from your choice. But 
once you begin, the book 
turns out to be addictive 
and simply leaves you 
wanting for more and it’s 
then you realise that this is 
no ordinary novel. ‘Shan-
taram’ is one of those rare 
books, which can make 
one rethink life from an 
entirely different perspec-
tive. It is almost a medita-
tive experience. A semi-
autobiographical debut 
novel of Australian writer, 
Gregory David Roberts, 
it tells the story of a pris-
oner who escapes to India 
where he spends 10 years 
before being caught and 
extradited back to his na-
tive land. The book vividly 
describes the beauty of in-
credible India, Mumbai in 
particular. But at the same 
time, the author does not 
refrain from pointing out 
the hypocrisies of the hu-
man nature. The fluid, de-
scriptive language is the 
USP of the book. But it’s 
the plot and the charac-
terization of Shantaram, 
which appeal the most to 
me and makes the book 
my all-time favourite read.

� Manashni Bawa
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The book I have read recently is ‘The 
Laws of the Spirit World’ by Khorshed 
Bhavnagri. In 1949, Khorshed married 

Rumi Bhavnagri and had two sons, Vispi 
and Ratoo. 

On February 22, 1980 she lost her sons, 
Vispi and Ratoo in a tragic car accident. 
The couple felt that they would not survive 

for long because of the 
trauma. They had lost 

faith in God until 
a miraculous 

i n c i d e n t 

happened in their lives. The spirits of Vispi 
and Ratoo tried to reach their parents 
through a chain of people. It gave them hope 
and helped them to continue the journey of 
life. Khorshed and Rumi developed powers of 
concentration and started communicating 
to their sons through a process called 
‘Automatic Writing’. Vispi and Ratoo 
unraveled the secrets of the spirit world and 
thought that it would be of considerable 
benefit to human beings on earth to know 
the true laws of God and the spirit world.

According to the author, spirituality is a 
`light’ subject. It is not about running away 
into the mountains. It is about living your 
life right here amongst people, facing your 
problems and fulfilling your duties and 
responsibilities. It is all about completing 
your spiritual mission on earth.

I got this book from a friend and I believe 
that I was destined to read it. It changed me 
immensely in my personal and professional 
life. I became more aware of the intentions 
behind each and every thought pattern 
and action. Analyzing the thought gave 

me an opportunity of purgation 
and I try to do it on a daily 

basis only because of its 
influence. The book 
gives an elaborate view of 
karma and how to lead 
a life devoid of wrong 
doings. We realize the 
purpose of our life and 
are unaffected by the 

actions of others.

The book came to me when I had doubts 
on the concept of life after death. Death is 
not an end of life but a continuation of it. 
The book says that we have to definitely 

pay for each and every action, even the 
feelings that we had gone through in this 
life. It throws light on many things that we 
usually neglect in our life.

It was truly a life changing experience for 
me and it helped me to modify and approach 
life in a more responsible way. I believe, 
realizing the true purpose of this life is the 
most important thing which is possible if 
you explore it. I suggest this book to everyone 
as it enlightens one’s consciousness.

� Nancy Chandran
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The Wisdom of Faith

‘The secret’  by Rhonda Byrne reaf-
firms our faith and reassures us that 
we are meant to have an amazing 

life. It makes us understand that each and 
every moment of our life should be full 
of excitement and we should enthuse it 

with positive energy. It also shares that we 
are born for a purpose and acceptance of 
life as it comes and being grateful for each 
and everything that we receive, is the key 
to happiness and success. We are meant to 
have everything that we love and desire. It 
tells that life is very simple and full of magi-
cal moments. The only thing we need to do, 
is realize and discover that we are meant to 
appreciate and enjoy that magic within. We 
are nothing, but the most beautiful crea-

tion of this universe which is most powerful 
and we individually have the power that the 
universe shares with us. This book shows 
us the way to an amazing life. We discover 
something incredible about ourselves, our 
life and the universe. It shares that life is so 

much easier than we think it is, and as we 
understand the way life works, and 

the power that we have inside us, 
we experience the magic of life 
in its fullness and then our life 
is full of magical moments.

This book shares that 
everything that we want to be 

or do comes from Love and we 
have a   choice, whether to 
love or harness the positive 
force or not. It tells that 
we are a magnet and we 
attract everything in life. 

The law of attraction is 
unfailingly giving us every 

single thing in our life based 
on what we are giving out. We 

magnetize positive and negative 
circumstances on the basis of what we 

give out to the universe in the form of our 
thoughts. It also focuses our attention 
towards the feeling of gratitude towards 

everything that 
we receive from 
the universe. 

The book also talks about discovering joy in 
relationships and the presence of the heaven 
within.

The book ends on a very positive note and 
it was a great learning experience for me. 
I have only one thing to say after reading 
it.....Become one with the Universe and let 
the Magic of your life begin.....!!!!

� Preeti Luthra
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A Promise Kept

Fail not our Feast - Vin-
cent Godfrey is a play 
with a true and genu-

ine storyline that reflects the 
meaning of friendship. The 
play is notable for its thought 
provoking and insightful 
analysis of human nature.

The play revolves around 
three women characters. It 
depicts the struggle of Nora 
Blake, the protagonist to 
maintain friendship despite 
all upheavals. Strangely, the 
friendship is carried on to 
the next level when after her 
death, Nora’s spirit returns 
to fulfill the promise that 
she had made to her friends.

Nora, Joan and Matilda 
are three friends who make 
a promise in school to have 
a yearly reunion. They grow 
up and end up in different 
professions. Nora, the one 
down on her luck, becomes 
a thief wherein the other 
two seem to be in noble pro-
fessions. Joan Conway is a 
M.P and Matilda Walters 
expects to become the Prin-
cipal of a prestigious school. 
At their usual gathering, 
they meet but without Nora 
who is imprisoned for steal-
ing furs from a shop. How-
ever, Nora turns up in time 
to attend the gathering and 
keeps her promise. Matilda 
however sees it against her 
social status to be with a 
shoplifter and rebukes her 
and decides to leave. Nora 

realising that she was an un-
welcomed guest decides to 
leave. Though Joan, requests 
her to stay, the cold and cal-
lous attitude of Matilda 
forces her to leave the place. 
Right then, Joan receives a 
call and to her shock, it's re-
vealed that Nora committed 
suicide in order to keep her 
promise and it was the ghost 
of Nora that had turned up 
for their yearly gathering.

The play turns to be a trag-
ic one arousing the feeling of 
pity for the protagonist. The 
readers or the audience are 
left with varied questions 
in mind; was it right on her 
part to commit suicide or 
why does the social barrier 
in friendship affect to such 
an extent that it makes one 
friend go against other or 
have we forgotten the age 
old thought a friend in need 
is a friend indeed? 

To me, a divine touch or 
gesture can cure many a ag-
ony of life. A patient ear can 
bring peace to a troubled 
mind. Had Nora's friend 
been kind to her, they could 
do something to change her 
ways.

Friendship is not always to 
laugh and enjoy but a deeper 
meaning imparted to stay 
together in all situations. 
Friendship in its right mean-
ing is to encourage each oth-
er and stay calm and bonded 
in all situations that life has 
to offer. Sadly the situation 
that prevails today is this 
missing thread of trust. 

It is a play that can touch 
one’s heart and at the same 
time make you realize the di-
vine friendship that can cross 
all barriers for its fulfillment.

��Reshmi Nair
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Baartsya Wo mahakavyao.

ramaayaNamahaBaartaO AsmaakM BaartvaYa-
sya Wo mahakavyao (epic) st:. 

eto ?iYaNaa ivaricato [%yat: ªAaYa-kavyaoª 
[it naamnaa Aip p`kIit-to st:.prvait-–
BaartIyasaaih%yaprMprayaama\ et%ga`nqayaao: 
mah%p`Baava: d`YTuma\ X@yato.etyaao: mahaBaartma\  
mahiYa-Naa vaodvyaasaona ivaricat: bahuP`aisaw: 
[ithasa: ivaVto.Aismana\ ga`nqao kaOrvapaNDvaanaaM 
mahayauwM mau#yaivaYaya$poNa vaiNa-tmaist. 

Qamao- Aqa-o ca kamao ca maaoxao ca BartYa-Ba. 
yadIhaist tdnya~ yannaohaist 

na td\ @vaicat..

maanavajaIvanasya Qamaaqa-–kama–maaoxa–
$pa: samast pu$Yaaqaa-: A~ ivaXaalaga`nqao 
sainnavaoiXata:.Asya ga`nqasya ivaYayaivastarM 
dRYT\vaa ªvyaasaaoicCYTM jagat\ sava-Mª [%yaOtt\ 
yaducyato tt\ samaIcaInamaova.maanavajaIvanasya 
ivaivaQaivaYayaa: A~ maaima-ktyaa 
P`aitpaidtassaint.[yaM kRit kalajaiyanaI 
icarntnaI eva.

ramasya AyanaM ³cairtM´ ramaayaNaM. naIitdRYT\
yaa¸ kavyaa%makdRYT\yaa laaokaopkarkdRYT\yaa ca 
ramaayaNasya Aaidkavyakavyasya mah%vaM AiQakM 
vat-to.ya~ mahaBaartma\ ª[dma\ jagat\ kIdRXaM 
³inad-iya´ª vat-to ett\ vaastivaktaM AiQakR%ya 
maulyainarpoxa$poNa ³value-neutral) vaNa-yait 
t~ ramaayaNaM tu kantavat\ vaacakana\ ªramaaidvat\ 
vait-tvyaM na ravaNaaidvat\ª [it maulyasaapoxatyaa  
baaoQayait. Pau~Qama-sya¸ pitp%naIQama-
sya¸ Ba`atRQama-sya tqaa kitpya Anya  
maanavaIyasambaQaanaaM Aip AadXa-BaUt: AyaM 
ga`nqa:.AsmaaiBa: savaO-: AvaXyaM pznaIyaM 
ga`MqaWyaM ett\.

�� saicana varvaMTkr ³saMskRt ivaBaaga´
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AÐjaurI AÐjaurI QaUpÁ caMd`saona ivaraT

AakYa-k SaIYa-k ‘AÐjaurI AÐjaurI QaUp’ ko saaqa sauP`aisad\Qa 
gaja,lakar caMd`saona ivaraT ko daoha saMga`h nao saaih%ya jagat 

maoM ek na[- ]mmaId jagaa[- hO. ]nako d\vaara ricat sarla daohaoM maoM k[- 
gahro Baava Cupo hOM vahIM dUsarI Aaor gahrI pMi@tyaaoM maoM Anaok ]%kRYT 
ivacaar AÐgaD,a[- lao rho hOM. ek Ad\Baut saMgama ko saaqa kavya kI 
tmaama baarIikyaaoM ka palana krto hue yao daoho AsaIma rcanaa%mak sauK 
donao maoM pUNa-tÁ samaqa- hOM.

inaiScat saUyaao-dya yahaÐ inaiScat ]saka AstÊ 
inaiScatta ko inayama sao janma–marNa BaI ga`st.

zIk hI kha gayaa hO ik daoha laoKna ek eosaI ivaQaa hO ijasamaoM 
kiva sarlata sao gaagar maoM saagar Bar doto hOM. caMd`saona ivaraT jaI kI 
[sa pustk maoM bahut saUxma laoikna mah%%vapUNa- AvasaraoM pr ]pyau@t 
AnauBava haonao vaalao baojaaoD, maaotI BaI hOM AaOr maR%yau ka AvaSyaMBaavaI saca 
]galato kzaor hqaaOD,o BaI. [sa AtulanaIya pustk maoM jahaÐ jaIvana ko 
gaUZ, rhsyaaoM kao ]d\GaaiTt ikyaa hO vahIM P`akRit kI kaomala sauMdrta 
kao sarla SabdaoM maoM AiBavya@t BaI ikyaa hO.

hro–hro lahra rho Baro Qaana ko KotÊ 
zMDk patI doKkr AaÐKoM )dya samaot.

[na daohaoM maoM hmaaro Aasapasa ibaKra jaiTlataAaoM Bara jaIvana hO 
saaqa hI jaIvana ko saaOMdya- AaOr saccaa[- ka BaI baKUbaI vaNa-na ikyaa 
gayaa hO. [namaoM AnauBaUityaaoMÊ caunaaOityaaoMÊ dSa-na AaOr yaqaaqa- ka AnaUza 
saMgama hO. ivaraT jaI Aaja ko navaaoidt kiva )dya pazk kao 
AavaSyak saMdoSaÊ saIK evaM Ahma ]paya BaI sauJaato hOM.

BaaYaaÊ SaOlaIÊ kqya ka ivaiSaYT AvadanaÊ 
[naka samyak maola hI hO kiva kI phcaana.

inaiScat $p sao ivaraT jaI ApnaI [sa rcanaa ko maaQyama sao hmaaro 
)dya pr ApnaI AimaT Cap CaoD,to hOM. vao Apnao daohaoM sao jaIvana ko 
P`a%yaok phlaU kao spSa- krto hue hmaara ]icat maaga-dSa-na krnao maoM 
safla hue hOM. Aaja kI pIZ,I ko ilae Apnao saTIkÊ gaUZ,Ê saubaaoQa 
va sarla daohaoM ko saaqa pustk na kovala pznaIya bana pD,I hO Aiptu 
jaIvana ko k[- raocak phlauAaoM pr iTPpNaI krnao ko ilae saMga`hNaIya 
BaI hO.

BaaYaa barsaaoM maoM saQao SaOlaI dSakaoM baadÊ 
naama ibanaa rcanaa pZ,o kiva Aae Kud yaad.

�� saMgaIta jaaoSaI
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QartI Qana na Apnaa

‘QartI Qana na Apnaa’ maoM ]pnyaasakar jagadISacand` nao pMjaaba 
ko daoAabaa xao~ ko dilataoM ko ]%pID,na¸ SaaoYaNa¸ Apmaana 

va vaodnaa kao icai~t ikyaa hO.  
]nakI dyanaIya va hIna isqait ko ilae 
ija,mmaodar BaartIya jaait vyavasqaa¸ ihMdU 
Qama- vyavasqaa AaOr janma¹kma- isawaMt 
ko AaQaarBaUt tqyaaoM kao BaI ]jaagar 
ikyaa hO. janma ko AaQaar pr ACUt 
krar dI ga[- jaaityaaoM ko saamaaijak¸ 
Aai-qa-k AaOr saaMskRitk saraokaraoM kao 
[sa ]pnyaasa ko Wara ek ivastRt 
pTla pr icai~t krko BaartIya ihMdU 
Qama- maUlya va naIit maUlyaaoM kI Aalaaocanaa 
kI ga[- hO.

‘QartI Qana na Apnaa’ ka 
GaTnaa¹sqala¸ pirvaoSa¸ rhna¹sahna¸ 
rIit¹irvaaja,¸ pva-¹]%sava pMjaaba 
ko daoAabaa ko ga`amaINa AMcala ko 
haoiSayaarpur ijalao ka ek gaaÐva 
GaaoDo,vaah ka camaadDI, mauhllaa hO. 
yah gaaÐva kalpinak nahIM¸ vaastivak 
hO yah ]naka pOtRk gaaÐva hO. 
AtÁ laoKk kao [sako jaIvana kI¸ 
vahaÐ ko rhnao vaalaaoM kI dIna¹hIna 
Avasqaa¸ ]nako SaaoYaNa¹]%pID,na 
kI pUrI jaanakarI hO. ]nhaoMnao [sa 
dyanaIya jaIvana ka baDI, sahjata eMva 
sahanauBaUit sao ica~Na ikyaa hO. gaaÐva 
ka saamaaijak¹saaMskRitk pirdRSya 
pUrI jaIvaMtta ko saaqa icai~t ikyaa 
gayaa hO. ]pnyaasa kI BaaYaa ihndI hO¸ 
pr ]samaoM AMcala kI BaaYaa kI rMgat 
BaI sahja hI idKa[- dotI hO.

yah ]pnyaasa pirvaoSa P`aQaana hO. [sako saamaaijak pirvaoSa kao 
P`astut krto hOM gaaÐva ko ivaiBanna pa~— caacaI¸ P`atapI¸ jaItu¸ 
maMgau¸ P`aItao¸ caaOQarI hrnaama isaMh¸ laalaU phlavaana¸ CjjaU Saah¸ Da^ 
ibaSanadasa¸ padrI AicaMtrama¸ pMiDt saMtrama Aaid. [nako vyavahar 
eMva P`aitGaat sao hI kqaanak ka tanaa¹baanaa baunaa gayaa hO. yao saBaI 
pa~ Apnao¹Apnao vaga- ka P`aitinaiQa%va krto hOM kalaI ]pnyaasa 
ka kond`Iya pa~ hO. ]sao ]pnyaasa ka naayak BaI kha jaa sakta 
hO. kalaI BaI Apnao vyai@tgat gauNaaoM ko karNa Apnao vaga- ka 
P`aitinaiQa%va krta hO.

kalaI ko cair~ kI sabasao baD,I Sai@t hO ijajaIivaYaa¸ Aa%masammaana 
ko saaqa jaInao kI lalak. ]sao ‘camaar’ khlaanaa¸ CuAaCUt ka 

vyavahar sahna nahIM. [saIilae vah saMGaYa- ka Aah\vaana krta hO. 
kalaI saamaaijak A%yaacaar ko P`aitraoQa ka P`atIk banakr P`astut 
haota hO AaOr [saI P`aitraoQa maoM [sako cair~ kI mahanata hO.

[sa ]pnyaasa maoM maora sabasao iP`aya pa~ kalaI hO @yaaoMik vah Aaja 
kI yauvaa pIZ,I ko ilae P`aorNaasva$p hO. hmaaro doSa kao Aaja,ad hue 
66 saala hao gae hOM ikMtu Aaja BaI hmaaro doSa maoM CuAaCUt kI baImaarI 
samaaPt nahIM hu[- hO. yauvaa vaga- hI hO jaao [sako iva$w Aavaaja,  
]zakr hmaaro samaaja kao maui@t idlaa sakta hO. 

�� saMgaIta isaMh
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Some stories are epics. They are 
written by a class of people with 
unmatched depth, intelligence and 

emotions. A reader can only desire to 
lay hands on the original text of such 
literature, and comprehending them is 
a luxury which only few can earn and 
afford. India is unapologetically rich 
in such spell binding and life changing 
literature. Yes, life changing because that 
is undoubtedly the principal aim of the 
divine poets and authors who wrote them. 
Among the myriad of Indian literature, 
The Ramayana,is a classic which people of 
all ages find irresistible. The Ramayana is 
said to be the world’s first poem. It is an 
oceanic collection of 24,000 verses which 
sings about King Rama and incarnation 
of Vishnu – the Supreme God who came 
down to earth as the perfect man to fulfil a 
divine destiny.

The Ramayana – A Modern Translation 
by Ramesh Menon is a smooth journey 
for someone reading this dramatic tale 
of intense philosophy for the first time. 
It is a beautiful compilation of all the 
Kands (sections), mythological facts and 
enthralling short stories related to the 
main characters. Some fragments in the 
book seem nostalgically similar while 
some shockingly novel; some imbibe 
purest of joys while others leave the face 
tear stained; the narration being strong 
and dramatic guarantees a whirlpool of 
emotions in its readers. There exists a 
passionate feminine grace in the subtle 
rhythm which flows graciously through 
the book. The descriptions of characters, 
their personalities and the events relating 
to them inspire mental visuals of brightest 
and dullest hues. All in all, Ramesh Menon’s 
poetic translation is brilliant for a novice to 
Indian philosophy such as young students. 

It gives first hand factual knowledge 
required regarding the plot and characters. 
The book however does not analyse or 
interpret the events into philosophical 
doctrines; it simply kindles the fire of 
excitement towards Hindu philosophy 
and leaves the reader with a choice to pulp 
out the knowledge it offers indirectly. 
One should dedicate a considerable time 
reading and understanding the rich 
meaning of the Ramayana through other 
pieces of literature also.

 This exceptional story of Vishnu 
and Lakshmi born as Rama and Sita is a 
heroic yet ironic tragedy in which Rama 
restores the balance of goodness and evil 
by demolishing Ravana – The greatest 
Rakshasa of Treta yug because his wife is 
kidnapped by the demon, but eventually 
is separated from his beloved anyway. 
Unlike the usual fairy tales adorned with 
“Happily ever after” tags; the Ramayana 
talks about the inescapable Karma which 
even the Gods live by. The moral of the 
story lies in the realization of duty towards 
universal goodness and compassion, 
even if one does not achieve a perfect end 
while achieving it. The Karma one attains 
by extending compassion to all is of the 
highest rank and shall be carried forward 
to the next life while you presently balance 
out the karma of the previous one. Power 
of choice precedes our behaviour which 
results into Karma. We choose between 
good and evil, ignorance and knowledge, 
compassion and anger; we hence write 
our destinies. The Ramayana guides us 
through the choices we face in life, hence 
leading us towards the divine. Read it and 
feel peace at heart and soul.

��Swati Kokra
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