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Dear Students, Read the following stories in Hindi and in English and find out new words. Write down these

new words with meaning in your Library Notebook.
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By Vidya ] S

adumba kangaroo lived in a
zoo far away from his home.
is name meant waterfall in

aboriginal Australian, which was where he
was from. He was proud to talk about his
roots to everyone. “Yeah mate, I’'m from
the land down under,” he would speak
with the Australian twang.

Kadumba, though was sad. Not that he
: - missed home, as he was

7 not the only

one from

Australia. He had dingoes,
Tasmanian devils, koalas and platypuses
for company in nearby encl.o§ures. They
all would speak in the aboriginal language
after dusk, when humans left and the zoo

was quiet.

The Australian section of the zoo was

a huge hit with the children. Kids loved
seeing the kangaroos and Pari, the .
platypus with her exotic looks — flat tail,
duck billed and webbed feet. “Does she
really lay eggs?” the children would ask
and Pari loved the attention.

The Dingoes were shy, but they were
good sports and did not mind when the
children said that they looked like the
dogs back home. The Tasmanian devil
— because there are so few of them
left — always had a special status in the
z00, but they too were shy, hid from
ptrying and curious human eyes.

The koala bear was everyone’s love.
She would sit on trees eating leaves

all day and watch the children and
elders pass by.

But clearly the favourite was
Kadumba, the kangaroo and

- - his family. For a special fee,
humans could hop alongside the
kangaroos in their enclosure.
And this was what made
Kadumba sad.




It wasn’t that he did not enjoy the

It was because Kadumba did not want to
hop. He wanted to do the moon walk!

Kadumba loved dancing. He had once
b seen a little boy dancing and gliding

almost like the penguins, but with a
thythm to him. Kadumba called out to
Kala, the koala and asked her, “Hey,
what’s that little boy doing?”

“It’s a kind of dance, Kadumba. It’s called
the moonwalk. A famous singer called
Michael Jackson made it very popular and
since then everyone wanted to dance like
him,” said the Kala in her sleepy voice
amidst leafy bites.

“Really?” said Kadumba aloud, his feet
suddenly twitching. “I want to moonwalk
tool"

So after sundown and when everyone
left — Kadumba tried dancing. Toto,
the Tasmanian devil was actually a
good dancer and offered him dancing
lessons. Soon he learnt the foxtrot,
the birdie dance, the snake dance and

attention of people trying to hop like him.

other interesting dance forms — but the
moonwalk eluded him. “I will never
moonwalk like humans,” he said dejected.

Opver the next few days when people came
to hop with him — he just sat in a corner.
Soon the doctors were called and they
checked his temperature and weight. They
checked his tongue and his ears and his
nose and declared he was in good health.
Nobody could figure out why Kadumbo
was sad.

Kadumba’s mother was worried too. At
first, she thought he was missing her
pouch in which baby Kadumba had spent
many cosy months nursing and growing.
Now that he was big, he no longer needed
the pouch, but still she wondered. She
tried giving him his favourite treats

and talking to him, but nothing made
Kadumba smile.

After many dust-raising, foot stomping
evenings had passed where Kadumba kept
trying to moonwalk. Pari, the platypus
decided to intervene. She came to
Kadumba and said, “Kadumba, dance to
your music and find your own step.”




you really want

aopn gl o asked Kadumba

2
to learn from me?
surprised.

Suddenly, Kadumba understood Wha.t
Pari had told him. He smiled at the little
rabbits and said, “To be hip you Dhave to
find your own hop.” His ey?s.twmkled at
Pari who waved her wide tail in response.

From that day on, Kadumba stopped
wishing to do the moonwalk. He ‘rpoon-
hopped’ instead! And he enjoyed himself
immensely. The humans loved Kadumba’s
energy and there were people always near
his enclosure trying to learn his
moon hop. @

“What does that mean?” Kadumba sulked
and asked.

“That means you are a kangaroo, not a
human. Find your own dance and don’t 1 (
copy,” said Pari and left.

That evening when the Tasmanian

devil and the dingoes began to sing old
aboriginal tunes, Kadumba first ignored
them, but soon he began to hop - bippity
bop boo - like a cool kangaroo.

Everyone watched in awe as Kadumba
covered 15 feet in one jump on his
strong springy hind legs. He hopped
here, then there, and soon was
everywhere — dancing and hopping
like only he could. The rabbits all
sighed collectively wishing they
could hop like Kadumba. When
the music was over, everyone
clapped for Kadumba.

The rabbits hopped up to him and
asked if he could teach them the
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By Manoj Roy
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One day, when Aryan went to visit his
friend, Sonu at his house, Sonu handed
him a book and said, “Hey, you should
read this book. It has some really
interesting stories.”

Aryan brought back the book home but
never read it.

“Mom, Sonu gave me a new book! Please
read a story from it,” he again pleaded.

“I’m really busy now, Aryan. Why don’t
you ask Grandma to read to you?” Mom
suggested.

“All right, Mom!” said Aryan, and went to
his Grandma.

“Aryan, I can’t read such tiny letters. 'm
sorry,” said Grandma.

“Oh!” Aryan was upset. “Now I will have
to read this book by myself.”

He sat on the sofa and started
reading. :

“This looks like a really good
book,” he said, excitedly.

&

read the last line, and felt instantly elated.

“I could read the whole story on
my own!” Aryan said aloud, feeling
accomplished.

“Mom! Where are you?” he cried, running
out of his room. :

“What is it?” Aryan’s mom rushed into
the room.

“Mom, you normally read stories to me
every day. But today, I shall read one to

you,” he said, and started reading out.

His mom hugged him affectionately. @




