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 Hello everyone. I would like to start from the point of view of our young readers, 

in their own words- what is Chakmak for us? – It is a book for us, to start wherever we 

wanted, to stop wherever we wanted, to go back and forth as our hearts desired, to write 

on any page we wished, a book that was free of questions and answers. That would 

not be sacred like schoolbooks. It is very rare that parents buy books for their children 

that aren’t schoolbooks. But even after working for so long, we have come to realize 

that parents will buy books more often than magazines for their children. Maybe they 

feel magazines are too loosely bound by morals as books can be bought with careful 

deliberation, and seldom have avenues of pulling their children from their studies and 

spoiling their habits. But magazines are inconstant things; parents cannot predict what 

will come to print next month. What I want to say is, this idea that children and their 

childhood is tainted by frivolous things is what is cementing reluctance on the part of 

their parents to buying them magazines and in a way giving rise to staid and turgid 

literature.

 Let us take a look at this wonderful world of children from their point of view, 

where nothing is subjective and constrictive grammar does not bind their speech. For 



years, our schools have harped on the use of correct language in speaking. But the 

way children speak in hindi, has always been enriched by their own mother tongues, 

malavi, bundeli, etc. We forget that when we allow one word from the Bundelkhandi 

language into our daily speech, we are allowing the people of Bundelkhand a space 

in our shared consciousness, and in a way, say that we have all lived together on this 

planet. This one word is actually a little letter from one language to another. 

 In children’s own stories, contrary to our beliefs, death, fear, love, riots, wars, 

struggles of life etc, all feature predominantly and are worthy of being read and written 

about. Stories written by children seem to have much more depth than how childhood 

is perceived by adults. These stories are more connected to real life, and much closer to 

painting a real picture. 

 I would like to read a couple of stories published in our magazine as an example. 

This story is called ‘We sold the hen’ ‘My father runs a madarsa. In the Madarsa, along 

with Arabic, Urdu, he also teaches Math’s, Hindi and other subjects. Children of poultry 

farmers also come to our Madarsa for lessons. From them I got to know that they have 

recently hatched chicks from eggs and one chick is for two and a half rupees. Without 

telling my father, I took five rupees and a little box from my mother and went to the 

poultry farmers. When my father found out, he got real angry and came to find me. In 

the meanwhile I took another route home. When he got home, he spanked me and told 

me to return the chicks. When our neighbor heard the commotion, he took the chicks 

and gave me five rupees in return, thus bring about peace again. One of the chicks died 

at our neighbour’s house. After a while, they wanted to move away to another house 

which belonged to a Brahmin who forbade anyone from eating fish/meat/eggs etc. So 

our neighbours returned the chick to me for free and left the locality. I was very happy, 

though I don’t know if father was as happy as me. I am sure he must have been angry. 

In this way, My mother, my little brother and I took care of the chick for 6 months. We 

would feed, water and clean after the chick. By now the chick had grown to its full size. 

When we had to attend a wedding everyone wondered what to do about the hen. All 

out neighbours were also going for the wedding so we could not leave the hen with 

anyone. It was then that my father took the hen to the market and sold it for 50 rupees. 

It made me very sad.’ This story was written by Habeeb Anwar Rahee, an 8th grade 

student living in Neemach. Here is another story called ‘ I am scared’ by Pankaj Kumar 

Jha who lives in Naveenteena jamalpura, Bhopal. ‘During the riots, there was murder 

and mayhem everywhere. Between the curfews, a mother tells her son, “Son shave off 



your beard, someone might mistake you for a muslim and kill you.” His sister says “no 

don’t shave your beard, someone might mistake you for a hindu and kill you”. A father 

tells his son, “don’t go to school, anything might happen”. We go to school, but we are 

scared, hoping that nothing goes wrong, no skirmishes happen.’

 Here is another story called ‘The fruits/snacks/point of freedom’. It’s about how 

children are given the runabout the whole day on 15th august, for the independence 

day functions in government schools. ‘We had washed our clothes the day before for 

15th of August. On that day, we woke up at 5am, had a bath and got ready. After 

having tea, we wore our uniforms, socks and shoes and went to school well dressed. At 

school, we roamed around a bit, ate some nuts, and then our sir came. He told us to fall 

into line. One boy told us to get into line and we hit him good. He ran to his uncle and 

complained about us. His uncle came to catch us but we ran away. We roamed around 

a bit in Sindhi colony. Cutting through buddha’s field, we reached Halle Bazaar. There, 

someone was addressing a crowd. The speech made our heads spin. After it got over, 

we went to school. At school, they were passing around the snacks. Then the same boy 

crossed our path again. We hit him so good that he lost consciousness. At the end of 

the day we were given a packet of snacks, for which they had made us run around the 

whole day. We ate it on our way home.’

 This is one last story written in bundelkhandi. ‘ Now I sell fish’  We are five broth-

ers and three sisters. I am the youngest amongst the brothers and Prabha is the young-

est amongst the sisters. Earlier, my father went to the river to catch fish everyday. Our 

household survives on the fish and a little bit of farming. We sold the fish in the village. 

My father doesn’t go fishing anymore. Now I go fishing and sell what I catch. But I am 

ashamed to go to the village to sell the fish. People there tell me to give a quarter share 

of the fish for three rupees as it sells for six in the market. As if their father has given me 

the fish and I should give it to them for free. I get very angry when some say give more 

for less or they say give on credit. If I give fish on credit, they don’t pay for it later. If the 

fish doesn’t get sold, I take it home and we eat it. Then I catch some fresh fish and mix 

it with some stale, and then it gets sold. This story was by Manod Palley. That’s all for 

now. Thank you.

 Raja Mohanty: For those of you who did not understand Hindi, I will try and 

summarise what he said. Maybe some of it might also get captured if I try and describe 

the work culture at Eklavya. If I have one quality that has been very sharply etched in 



me whenever I have visited Eklavya is that lot of their meetings are held sitting on the 

floor. I feel that immediately changes the discourse. It changes how you talk and what 

you talk about. This is one quality I have really admired about their approach. And in 

fact this time when we were setting up the stage, we decided in some sense to not set up 

the tables on the stage but at the same level as the audience, and I would like to think 

that this was influenced partway with our interactions (to Shushil). In some ways there 

are concerns at Chakmak, which seek to go away from any standard notion of what a 

children’s magazine should be like, and any myths that adults normally have about the 

world of children. And also speak of issues that are not normally considered proper, be 

it death, notions of caste, gender and dark matter also finds its way into some of their 

writings. Though a lot of the writings are very matter of fact accounts of daily events 

and the honesty of reportage, the straight forwardness of the narrative is what makes it 

very endearing. 

 Being in Bombay and some of the bigger cities of India, we often lose touch with 

realities of many other parts of the country. Our journey in the world of languages has 

in that sense been a revelation, as there are people who carry entire different worldviews 

and after all a language is in a sense a container of a worldview. And I feel we have 

not been able to do justice in the manner in which we have sought to bring out the lan-

guage in a cultural context in this seminar by just one session dedicated to it. Possibly 

in the future we should work it out better with a lot more thought. In fact I do remember 

attending a different arts conference in Bangalore last year where a lot of the speaking 

was in Kannada and large parts of the audience didn’t understand it. And it was nice 

to be in that situation where you say that ‘oh my god, I don’t even understand a little 

of whatever is being said’. Of course they had very good translators that translated for 

us. Maybe in future seminars we should have a proper person who can translate and 

should not take for granted what was said. Chakmak just completed its 300th issue and 

you can take a look at what they have brought along with them. I believe the issues are 

also for sale. And they would love to get more subscriptions. Thank you Shushil.


