
Good Afternoon everybody.  Thank you for still being awake.  I think we’ve just had 

and listened to a lot of people speak about beautiful books, how they are made and 

the reasons why they are made, the people that they need to go to and I just thought 

that we could just sort of stretch ourselves a little bit by having a story, it that okay?  

So we have the author with us, Anushka has been the heroine of the day and yester-

day.  She has written so many books.  The Rumour is a folk story that I found in A. K. 

Ramanujan’s many many translations and I was looking for a good writer to take this 

story.  I find that all of Ramanujan’s translations are not necessarily for children.  And 

whenever folk stories were told, they were not necessarily meant for children.  They were 

told to the entire community and in that sense, I don’t know if we ever had a historical 

tradition of telling stories only to children.  Stories were told to just about everybody and 

children just joined in.  So, I asked Anushka to adapt The Rumour, so that it would be 

a story that everybody enjoyed, just like all stories are meant to be.  So we’ll just have a 

reading of the story.  You can see on the screen and Anuska will read.

The Rumour : Deep in the Sahyadri Mountains, there was a village called Baddbad-

dpur.  The village was in the middle of a green forest where they grew the most delicious 

fruits and vegetables.  So, the people were prosperous and happy and had nothing 
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much to do most of the time.  So they talked and gossiped and told tall tales.  Some of 

the tales they told were so tall, that if you put them one on top of the other, they would 

reach the stars.  In the same village, there was an ill-tempered man called Pandurang.  

He was so grumpy that no one in the village had ever seen him smile.  He was so dour, 

that people said, milk turned into curd when he looked at it.  He scowled at stories and 

snorted at jokes.  So, people stayed away from him.  No one ever went anywhere near his 

house and he was quite satisfied with this state of affairs.  Pandurang often went down 

to the town, in the plains to sell the fruits that grew in his backyard.  One day, as he 

was coming back from town, he had a sudden coughing fit.  He coughed and coughed, 

something seemed to be stuck in his throat.  So he coughed and coughed again and spat 

out a feather.  Imagine his surprise, he frowned at the feather.  He scowled at the sky, 

how could a feather that belonged to a bird have come into his throat? He could not 

understand it at all.  After a while he set off again towards the village.  But every few 

minutes he stopped, looked at the sky, shook his head and cleared his throat.  Bu the 

time he reached home, his head was aching, his throat was sore and a deep furrow had 

settled between his eyebrows.  “What’s the matter”? Why do you look like you’ve swal-

lowed a lemon?”, asked his wife Gangubai.  “Gangu”, whispered Pandurang hoarsely, 

“The strangest thing happened today.”  “What?”.  “I was coming from the town, from 

the town, from the town, it was warm and beautiful weather when suddenly I coughed, 

cough! Cough!  Cough!  Cough! And out came a white downy feather!”  “A feather! 

How’s that?” “I don’t know, but don’t tell anyone” “Of course”, sad Gangubai.  And 

as soon as Pandurang had eaten his lunch and had gone to take a nap, she slipped 

off to see her neighbor and best friend, Sakubai.  “Sakhu”, she whispered thought the 

gate.  “Come here, I have to tell you something.  The strangest thing happened today.” 

“What?” “It’s the strangest thing I’ve heard.  My husband coughed a bird.  When he 

tried to talk, it flew out like a word, when he tried to sing, it flapped out like a song.  A 

bird out of his mouth! I think something is wrong”  “A bird? How’s that?”  “I don’t know 

but don’t tell anyone.”  “Of course,” said Sakhubai.  And as soon as Gangubai had left, 

she went to visit a mother-in-law on the other side of the village.  “Sasoobai”, she called 

out to her mother-in-law.  “Do you know the strangest thing happened today.” “What?” 

“My friend Sakhu, who lives over there told me something that made me stare.  She said 

her husband had gone out of town and when he came back, guess what she found?”  

“What? What?”  “A flock of white bids were flying right out of her husband, Pandurang’s 

wide open mouth.”  “A flock of birds? How’s that”  “I don’t know but don’t tell anyone”  

“Of course,” said her mother-in-law.  And as soon as Sakhubai had left, she went to her 



brother who was lying under a guava tree and dreaming of mangoes.  “Babya!”, she 

shouted to her brother.  “Do you know? The strangest thing happened today”  “What?” 

asked Babya grumpily.  He was just about to eat the mango in his dream.  “A tree grew 

inside Pandu’s mouth, it grew and grew and grew and grew and on that tree there came 

to nest a flock full of birds, 62!  And when Pandu opened his mouth, they flew and flew 

and flew and flew.  I barely can believe the tale but Sakhu saw it, so it’s true”  “A tree 

with nest full of birds? How’s that”  “I don’t know but don’t tell anyone”  “Of course”, 

said Babya.  And as soon as his sister had left, he went to the tea shop where Ramu and 

Lakhya were drinking a cup of strong masala chai.  “Aye Ramya, Lakhya, do you know 

the strangest thing happened today”  “What?” asked Ramu and Lakhya bored, nothing 

ever happened in Baddbaddpur.  “You know our old Pandu, that one, the grumpy chap, 

Ganyabhau’s son, he swallowed a forest in town.  I’m telling the truth, don’t frown.  

Sakhu my niece-in-law, told Tai my sister, she saw the forest of tees in his jaw with birds 

going chirrup and caw.  When he opened his mouth to say hi, all the birds started to fly.”  

“A whole forest! How’s that?”  “I don’t know, but don’t tell anyone”  Very soon it was all 

around the village that there was a forest growing in Pandurang’s mouth and it was full 

of tigers, monkeys, wolves, bears and elephants and that when Pandurang opened his 

mouth and talked, out flew parrots, mynas, peacocks, crows, woodpeckers, kingfishers, 

the list grew longer and longer.  Naturally, people began to head for Pandurang’s house 

to see this wonderful sight.  They forgot all about his grumpiness and his bad temper in 

their eagerness to see the things growing and birds flying out of his mouth.  Pandurang 

meanwhile, tired with the effort of having spat a feather, was fast asleep.  His mouth 

was open.  A horrible snoring came from deep within his nose and his stomach heaved 

up and down as if keeping time to the snores.  Suddenly, his sleep was disturbed by the 

sound of voices.  Pandurang disliked human voices, scowling and muttering, he got up 

and went to the door.  His willful village, in fact it was the whole village except for on 

deaf old man, who hadn’t head the rumor and was sitting at his home calling for his 

supper.  When Pandu appeared at the door, a gasp passed through the crowd.  There 

was a sudden silence as they all stared at him, waiting for him to say something, so 

that they could see flocks of birds flying out of his mouth.  Pandu opened his mouth , a 

loud of sigh of expectation for the crowd and he yawned.  A murmur of disappointment.  

Suddenly someone in the crowd shouted, “Aye Pandu, say something.”  Pandu scowled 

harder.  The furrow on his forehead grew so deep that if you fill it water, you could sail a 

ship on it.  “Go away!” he said.  And of course nothing came out of his mouth.  Everyone 

started talking at the same time.  “Where’s the forest?” “Where are the tigers?” “Where’s 



the flock?” “Where are the birds?” “Where’s the feather?” “Where’s the”  “Stop!” shouted 

Pandu, “Will someone tell me what’s going on?”  “We heard that in your mouth, there 

were beasts of every kind.  Yes we thought we’d find beasts of every kind.”  “We heard 

that there were leopards, tigers, wolves and bears.  We thought we’d see them there, 

tigers, wolves and bears” “We also heard there was a flock of flying birds, yes this is 

what we heard, that there’s a flock of birds”  “We heard that when you speak, the birds 

all fly right out, yes out of your mouth we heard that birds fly out”  “Well at least we 

thought we’d see one bird.  Yes with every word we thought you’d spit a bird”  “If not a 

whole big bird, we thought we’d see a feather.  We are waiting for it brother, let’s see you 

spit a feather.”  Pandu listened to them  with a deep frown on his face.  But with each 

outrageous line, his frown would become lighter and lighter.  And by the time they’d 

got to the feather, a big smile broke out on his face.  This was such a rare sight, that the 

crowd went silent with awe and in that silence, felt the rarest sound that Baddbaddpur 

had ever heard.  Pandu laughed, he laughed and laughed till he was rolling around 

on the ground.  Soon the whole village was shrieking and roaring and gasping with 

laughter.  And even today, everyone in Baddbaddpur talks about the day that Pandu 

spat out a feather and laughed till he cried.  Everyone, except one deaf, old man who 

went to sleep without his supper.

Thank you Anushka and Kaushik that was well read.  Before we got to this point of a 

picture book with these wonderful illustrations by Kanyika Kini, the same girl who did 

the Why-Why Girl for Tulika, it has been a long journey. When I say evolving with the 

picture book, it was at least for me personally it was certainly an evolution from when 

Karadi Tales started in 1996 to where we are today.  Everybody has been talking about 

children’s books in the use of education, to teach the child to open up their worlds and 

to inform and educate and it’s not that Karadi Tales does not do that.  But I’m not here 

today to speak about that aspect or that side of the publishing that we do.  Karadi Tales, 

because of its books and because of its audio content, has made its way into several 

schools, which are being used in several innovative ways and we have devised peda-

gogy out of the audio books called, Karadi Path to Language Learning, and that is not 

what I do.  I like to think of creating picture books, I would like to create picture books 

so that children just sit with the books and just completely just love them.  There’s not 

necessarily any model, there’s not necessarily any teaching, there’s not necessarily any-

thing but that you look at a picture and there in itself lies the joy of a beautiful picture 

book.  So we started with audio books, most of you would know.  In fact Karadi Tales had 



become quite synonymous with audio book publishing, also because of the fact that we 

used a lot of actors from theater as well as Bollywood.  We started our own books with 

people like Naseeruddin Shah and Saeed Jaffery and the whole idea of the audiobook 

was thought about when we were in the US and returned to India.  And it was a genre 

that was absent here and far as it was a family business, we started it with three broth-

ers and one wife thrown in, not of the three brothers but only one brother.  Because 

music was such an important component of the audiobook and music was the core 

competence, our audio books when we first started or our picture books along with the 

audio when we first started it, the focus was entirely on the audio.  And the audio books 

of course did remarkably well.  We started with a book and a cassette.  I don’t know how 

many of you have seen a cassette in the last five years, but yes in the 15 years we’ve 

been in publishing, the physical book has gone from a book with a cassette, a book with 

a CD and no CD and no audio, audio in some virtual space which I’m still trying to 

figure.  So when we first started, the focus was on audio; it was text centric and the il-

lustrations were something that; it was not an area that I as an editor is really, particu-

larly familiar with.  So we just sort of borrowed from the kinds of books that already 

existed at that time, the Disney books.  So our first books looked like these where the text 

was on one side of the page and the illustrations were on the other.  It was the story of 

the Blue Jackal.  This was our first title ever which went on of course to sell many thou-

sands of copies but certainly not because of the illustrations, it was 100% because of the 

audio, or the format of the book which was completely new at that time in India.  We 

moved on from here to having the illustrations which ran across both pages, text juxta-

posed with illustrations and this was still caricaturish, still I was not completely happy 

with it.  2003 - 2009 we were still focused on the audio, but by this time, not yet actually 

we were looking at how to make our books more beautiful and more attractive and 

which could exist independent of the audio.  So The Monkey King was revised, which 

you saw earlier to Mithila style illustration, its Uma Krishnaswamy who has done much 

work for Tulika and the Blue Jackal became this with very minimized text and with 

Warli art done on handmade paper.  During this time of course, I was invited to the 

Frankfurt book Fair for the first time and I went with all my audio books with books and 

cassettes.  So 2004 was I think my first visit to Frankfurt and although I floored every-

body there in the publishing world, my books did not floor anyone.  Whatever I took 

and went to Frankfurt I came back with but it was a realization.  It was a fantastic eye 

opener for me because presentation of the books there, children’s books, the world that 

those books inhabit and the children inhabit, I was ashamed to show my books to 



anyone, and of course there were no Indian publishers whose books were making their 

way abroad in terms of selling rights except for Tara and I was not aware of Tulika’s 

books at that time.  So I decided it was just completely unfair that in India, with our 

population, it’s like us not winning at the Olympics or something.  How can a book not 

travel our borders, how can we not have a story or an illustrator who cannot conceive 

something that can actually cross borders.  And it didn’t have to be particularly ethnic, 

it didn’t have to be particularly tribal, it didn’t have to be esoteric, it had to be a regular 

story told in a regular way with really wonderful illustrations that would have to make 

it to cross borders.  And I was determined to kind of make this happen.  So my first idea 

was to take a story, an Indian story and get it illustrated by a foreign illustrator.  This 

was done by a German girl who I met in the hotel where I was staying in Bologna once 

and she was just starting out and she was very happy to do a book for us.  The Lizard’s 

Tail is a Tamil folk tale which was written in verse and prose and this has today been 

translated in 6 European languages.  This is a story on adoption which we again used 

a UK based illustrator- her name is Christine. And then we moved on to Indian illustra-

tors.  This is a Delhi based illustrator.  Her name is Garima Gupta, it’s a story called 

Chuheram’s Bargain.  What I found when we were looking for our stories to be illus-

trated, but there were really no good illustrators that I could come across.  There were a 

few illustrators who were based in Delhi, I was also looking for illustrators who were 

within our surroundings like in Chennai with whom we could work together or there 

were illustrators who just could not change or adapt their styles to what the story re-

quired.  So if you had an illustrator, all the books would look the similar by the same 

illustrator.  There were no differences in style.  Of course later, we ran across Shilpa 

Ranade and that was just absolutely fantastic, we will come to that.  But even with 

stories, we were doing a lot of adaptations and preadaptation’s or retellings of folk tales 

but original voices were; there were no good writers as well.  There’s an Anushka here 

and an Anushka there, you know.  There have been such good, really good writers, I 

mean for picture books really, it is such a difficult thing to do, really hard to find picture 

book writers.  So from Garima Gupta we moved to; this is a story called Tak Tak which 

has been illustrated by a girl who lives in Mumbai called Sheila Suleiman, absolutely 

wonderful illustrator, beautiful works of art.  The story has been written by Soumitra 

here.  Another trouble with illustrators is, and I need to tell this because even though 

illustrators have their complaints about how poorly publishers pay them or how they 

don’t get recognized.  You should become a publisher and work with illustrators to know 

how they just have no sense of timing or deadlines or anything.  And if you are asked 



to do a mandate by our directors to publish 40 picture books in a year, you can just close 

shop and go home.  It’s impossible that if they say;  we work around their deadlines.  We 

first ask them how soon can you give us this book and then they give us a date and we 

add three weeks to that as our outer deadline and then the book comes 6 months later, 

sometimes never at all.  This is true really.  Sometimes we have to work simultaneously 

with two illustrators on the same story because you know one’s going to drop by the 

wayside.  This the truth of publishing.  This is our most fantastic books which ran into 

a couple of Korean illustrators and we did this story called Dorje’s Stripes about a tiger 

who loses his stripes.  A tiger that comes to live in a Tibetan monastery and this book 

has done really very well for us internationally.  The book has brought forth neatly 

water colored illustrations.  We worked with another illustrator.  This is an example of 

deadlines stretching illustrator types.  We won’t take his name and just keep it anony-

mous, but it was all digital, magnificent art but the books still not complete okay.  We 

just had to do the last spread with what he had given us and do a cut, paste kind of last 

illustration based on the imagery he sent us because finally at the end of it he said I 

would like INR 15,000 for each spread.  And we said okay, thank you very much maybe 

in the next lifetime we can work together. 

This was the Revenge of the Puppets absolutely wonderful illustration.  This is a book we 

did recently, An Elephant in my backyard.  This is a book which is a work in progress, it’s 

again A. K. Ramanujan’s translation of The Story and The Song, we kind of adapted it a 

little bit.  Aishwarya Shankar Narayan has done a remarkable work.  We have thought 

fine artists would make great illustrators but not necessarily.  This is Thota Tharani who 

did two books for us on mythology, The Birth of Ganesha and Kubera meets Ganesha.  

Somehow even though it had a lot of adult appeal, I don’t think it appealed too much 

to children.  And of course this is digital art.  We have artists or illustrators who draw 

beautifully but they cannot color in the traditional way, they can color only on the 

computer.  But these were four stories that we did on the mouse series.  This of course is 

the Thirsty Crow.  This is Shilpa’s Monkeys on a Fast, which is written by Kaushik.  It’s 

about a group of monkeys that have been gaining weight quite constantly and decide 

that they want to go on a fast one day.  So Shilpa did the illustrations and Soumitra did 

the layout and the book, the favorite publishers or when I take these books to Bologna 

and show it to publishers, the people who love this book most are the French.  And I’m 

still trying to figure the reason for that; the French loved the book the most.  And of 

course we have seen The Rumour, which is done by Kanyika.  



So from books and books to cassette and books to CD, no we didn’t have anybody who 

was interested in the CD even because like Narayan was telling in the morning there 

were no CD players available in the homes anymore.  They have only DVD players and 

when you stuck a CD in the children were appealing for something to appear on the 

screen.  So we have decided for the moment to temporarily concentrate on the picture 

books and keep the audio for all this virtual space stuff, downloadable, applications.  

I don’t know all this; I’m very technologically challenged.  So because we already had 

the soundscape it was very easy for us to adapt our books into different platforms and 

formats.  We did, based on all our first books, Soumitra and Shilpa created television; 

they redid or reconceived them for television.  These were aired on Disney a couple of 

years back and there were 26 episodes with all our stories.  From Karadi Tales we have 

become Karadi Digitales.  These are our digitales, all the books that can be applied on 

the digital platforms and the voice that you head, can anyone recognize it?  Sanjay 

Dutt who was a very unlikely narrator, but has done an absolutely superb and fantastic 

job with this particular story.  So we moved on to digitales and apps.  We also got into 

bilingual picture books but as opposed to what Tulika is doing in terms of taking their 

books to 16 and 17 languages, we thought that it would be a good idea to introduce our 

children to books from abroad, to introduce children to a world of picture books from all 

over the world.  So we brought licenses, the rights to Eric Karl’s four picture books, The 

Mixed up Chameleon, The Tiny Seed, The Very Hungry Caterpillar.  Our idea with the 

Chitra books is to get picture books from all across the world and have them translated 

bilingually, in English and Hindi, in English and Tamil.  We are at the moment really 

don’t have the infrastructure or know the people that can translate them into other 

languages.  So at this moment I kind of beseech all other publishers who are publishing 

in different languages to please take our books and translate them in the languages 

that is your strength and make them available for as many children as possible.  And 

we have the Charkha Audio books which is for the young adult which as of now have 

focused only on the biographies of Indians.  We have Gandhiji, Abdul Kalam, JRD Tata, 

we have several others.  This was something that kind of happened in a nicely acciden-

tal way in one of my trips to Bologna that I met with a Dutch publisher.  Together we 

collaborated on this idea of making picture books available for the visually impaired.  

The idea started that way, so what we did was we took The Very Hungry Caterpillar 

of Eric Karl’s got permission from the Eric Karl agency to make it into a braille tactile 

book and we made this book available to about 14-17 countries and handcrafted these 

books.  This is how the book looks, the type is both in print as well as braille, braille 



sits on top of it and every element of the book is tactile and can be touched and felt.  

We did about 4 books, every element of the book is tactile.  This is like I was saying our 

educative path, Karadi Path 3 is something where the audio book has been evolved into 

a pedagogy to teach language and there are several initiatives happening under Karadi 

Path and that’s a whole big story.  This is some examples of Karadi Path.  

So I just want to tell you from where we stated in 1996, with the Blue Jackal, this is from 

the television series.  This is how our illustrations looked in 1996 from here we move to 

this, our DVDs looked like this and then we move to this.  Basically the whole idea is 

to really create really beautiful books for children to use illustrations as a means to tell 

the story.  To use beautiful illustrations and like Raja was telling the other day his joy 

comes from making the book like pulping the paper and then drawing on it and writing 

on it and then binding it and my joy dos not end there.  It’s like preparing a wonder-

ful dish.  You can’t eat for yourself, you have to share it to have the person whom you 

have cooked.  We are Karadi Tales as of now.  My agenda is to simply make beautiful 

picture books.  There is no more, there is no teaching there.  If it can reach the common 

denominator, hey wow.  But I’m not looking at that right now. So for all of you who are 

preaching these lowest common denominators please take my book.  Please make them 

in a manner that they will reach these children.  Thank You.


