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The Storytellers Collective is a programme initiated under Youth Arts, 

Community, Transformation (ACT) project. Youth ACT project was 

started with the view to re-connect youth, artists and the community 

with traditional heritage. 

We believe that through an engagement with community-led art 

projects, at-risk children and youth have opportunities to create and 

participate in projects that help them explore their thoughts and 

promote their right of expression. At the same time, it helps the youth 

engage in research, writing and reflection; build language skills and 

critical thinking in addition to visual and media literacy; supports mutual 

respect, and peer to peer learning while boosting the creative potential 

of a young adult. The Storytellers Collective - was thus conceived as an 

extension of Happy Hands Foundation's commitment to revive India’s 

heritage through the technique of traditional storytelling as a tool for 

education and engaged learning.

This year, we focused on Patua Art of West Bengal. 8 Youth Educators 

underwent a 10 day apprenticeship training under the guidance of 

Master Artists Rupsona Chitrakar and Sumon Chitrakar. They learnt how 

to develop traditional narratives and use their skills to develop an 

arts-based curriculum for children studying in under-resourced schools. 

Students not only created stories but also learnt how to sing them in 

the traditional way.
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A baby girl is born in Sharma’s Family.



Listen! Maa wants us to
give her away 
because she will be 
a huge burden for us.



I agree with Maa. We 
should get rid of ‘it’.

What are you calling ‘it’? 
She is your daughter!

Nothing doing. I know 
of a place that will take 
good care of ‘it’.

But…



And so they both start off to give away their daughter.

…but soon they ran into a traffic jam due to an accident.



A man had met with an accident.

Help! Someone
please call
an ambulance. Do something!

Else he will die.
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That was my duty. 
I am also a doctor.

Thank you for giving him 
first-aid. You saved his life!

The young girl , promptly helped
the injured man with some first aid.

Mr Sharma came to the accident scene
to see what was going on.



Sharma’s finally reached Badi Maa’s Ghar.

AASHA KA 
GHAR

A home for daughters 
thrown out of their homes, 
for no fault of their own.



Oh look! She is the
same girl who saved 
that man’s life.

Who are you?
Why are you here?

Badi Maa has
given that girl a
good education!



Give her to me.

No I will not.

Trust me.
Give her to me

We came here to give our
daughter to you. We thought
of her as an liability.

But we now know that she could
be an asset. Just like that doctor girl
on the wall who saved a man’s
life on the road today.

We now believe our girl can also
make us proud if given a chance.
Thank for for showing us the way!



But what will we
say to Maa?

Leave that to me.

After thanking Badi Maa, Sharma’s head
back to their home with their daughter.

Over last so many  years I have only
seen parents dropping their daughters
here, but today for the first time a parent
will actually do a right thing and be
greatful for their girl-child.

AASHA KA
GHAR



Our Daughter 
Poonji.

What if your parents
had done the same
to you Maa?

Mr.Sharma narrates
the whole story 
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SAPNA
    KE
SAPNE



Dear kids, today we would listen 
to the story of Sapna, the dreamer. 
The story begins in a remote, 
traditional village, Haripur. 

One day, at a story-telling session in a Delhi-School…

Story
Narration Class.

Wow!



This is the village Haripur. Its roots go deep into 
the age-old conservative traditional and societal 
roles. Generations have come and gone, but the 

rules of Haripur remain unchallenged.



In this village there lived a 10-year old girl,
Sapna, with her family. She loved playing, and studying.

I wish our Sapna 
fulfils all the dreams 
I couldn’t

Sapna, learn from your 
Mother, to take care of 
the home and family.

I want you to study, 
play and do as you like.

She’s 10. We need to 
start looking for a nice 
groom for her.



Sapna’s soul was divided between her dreams of
education and her impending marriage.



Living in Haripur, meant living by its rules. Anybody who
dared to challenge its traditions and values, would

be abandoned by the others. Such was life in Haripur.

Don't worry Sapna-
..There is hope. When I 
come back from school, 
I can teach Sapna 
whatever I have learnt! 

We can’t do
anything for you.

Something is happening in this 
house that we don't know about!

Don’t worry, Father. 
I will find out. 

How can I teach you? 
I’m illiterate, and so is 
Grandmother. 



So, for three consecutive years under the dark veil of night,
Sapna learnt numbers, alphabets, G.K., science and everything.

Her brother, Suraj shared her secret, and helped her. 



One day, Sapna’s father’s caught them red handed.
Sapna burst into tears and her books were set ablaze.



In a separate room, Sapna kept dreaming and weeping while
everyone else slept. Even in the silence of the night, no one

could hear a thief breaking into the family’s home!



Hello! Police,
Thief, Rathod
Bhawan! Come Fast! 

Thief, Help, help! 

The thief used his things and all the members except Sapna were
captivated. Instead of panicking, Sapna applied her presence of mind.

Oh my God! 
What should I 
do now?

A rope, a sword, 
chloroform! This 
should do it. 



With the help of police and neighbours, the thief got arrested and
the family memberswere released. Sapna was congratulated by
everyone. Her Father was impressed by Sapna’s quick thinking,

and decided to send her to school. 



 Sapna’s dreams were now realised.
She walked on the road of hard work, success and

learning and climbed higher! 

She was a bright student and got distinction in every class
or exam she gave.  She even qualified for the NET exams

and decided to become a teacher. 



Story
Narration Class.

Suddenly, there was a knock at the door and Piyush Sir asks
everyone to greet Dr.Sapna Rathod. Yes, it was

Sapna - The dreamer! She  had become the principal of the
school in Delhi. Her dreams inspired everyone to continue

dreaming and never leave hope.
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Welcome to the Jungle…

Not any regular jungle,
but a UNIQUE jungle. You’ll see..



The Queen of the jungle is a Fox who
ruled from beneath her favourite SPECIAL tree.



But one morning…

Oh no! Where is our
Special tree?

Hmm.. Someone cut 
our Special tree!



A meeting was called immediately…

As you all can see our 
Special tree has been cut 
down. Please come 
forward if anyone has any 
information about this 
mishap.



Hey! What do you 
mean ? I would
NEVER cut a tree.

Trees give us fruits and shade. I loved 
swinging on it! It was my favourite tree 
too you know.  I don’t know where the 
tree’s gone. Why don’t you ask the Owl 
who lived in the tree?



Ahoo! Ahoo! Yes, I remember it was a very 
dark night. My tree, my dear house started 
shaking suddenly. I think it must’ve been 
something strong…maybe an elephant? 
Ahoo! Ahoo!



But it wasn’t me. I swear! I had
only gone to the Dairy last night to buy
my favourite candy. You can ask
Cow aunty, I swear!



Enough! No more
guessing. I want
answers !!

Please don’t cry little
elephant. Here, take
another candy. Yes he
was at the Dairy. 



But the animals continued to fight
amongst each other…



Stop fighting and blaming each other!
A HUMAN has cut our tree. It is an animal
none of you’ve ever seen but I’ve dealt
with because of my dairy business.  

It uses sharp tools 
to cut trees.

covers body with 
‘clothes’.

face with thick 
hair on it.

Mustache! 



So all the animals became friends again,
and made a PLAN…



The human returned again…

He fell in a pit, a trap covered
with dry leaves

BO
OM

Aha! It’s  trapped.



Yes! It’s you, Human. You must 
think we’ll attack you like wild 

animals. But we won’t. Let us tell 
you something- It is YOU who

has been attacking us.

Have you ever had an animal 
occasionally sneak into your 
house and break your things? 

No? And you think you’re 
more “evolved”? 

Of course we too have ideas 
and emotions. And we want to 

talk some sense into you!

Oh! He looks so scared. Let’s 
help him out. I think he has 

learnt the lesson.



The animals help the
Human come out of the pit…

Please forgive 
me. I will never 
cut a tree in my 
life!

Very well. But 
you must plant 
as many trees 
as possible.



And so all the animals
and the Human
together planted new
trees in the UNIQUE
jungle. 
---------------------------------
THE END.



BREAKING
THE WALL!
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BREAKING THE WALLS!



He was different from other men and he could not have been
upfront about it. So he decided to write it in a letter 



…and then he left.



The family was shattered when Angad’s father read out the letter. 
Grandparents were enraged while the mother couldn’t stop crying.
Angad’s little brother, Deep stood in the corner trying to understand

what was happening.



Deep were you aware that 
Angad was going to go-away?

Come have a look at 
Bhaiya’s art-file.

It was always in front of 
you, but you never made 
an effort to see it.

Not really, but I’m not 
surprised. Bhaiya had 
a lot to share, if only 
you were all there for 
him.



Angad’s art-file was his best friend. Here he
could express his love for Avinash freely.



You must bring him back, It
is a matter of our reputation.

I know a pretty girl in our
village. She is the just right
match for Angad.

Oh, no, not again!



In my youth you forced me to separate
from my beloved Suraj.

You believed that everything would be fine once I married
a woman. I won’t let the same happen to my son.



Deep was surprised to see his father in a whole new light.
He felt happy to know things would change now…for the better.



So, they left to find Angad…



We are not here to force you
Angad, for anything. We love you
and  accept you the way you are.



Few days after bringing Angad back home with them, 
the family welcomed Avinash-Angad’s true love to the family.

This brought back joy in everybody’s life once again.



TITLI MAA
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TITLI MAA



Every afternoon, Shikha donned the hat of a storyteller and
all the children in the neighbourhood, loved sitting by her side. 

Hello Shikha didi, what 
story are you going to 
narrate to us today?

Today I will share a story which is 
closest to my heart, of a lady from 
my village whose life is not only 
inspirational but will change the 
way we look at our environment. 



When I was twelve, we lived in a
village called Oyengor. I lived with
my Amma, Appa and my Didi. Adjacent
to our house  lived Titlakhshmi with
her husband . She had become a 
central part of our family.



I don’t have children of
my own, but you all are
also my children, isn't it?

Your children must be 
very lucky, Titli 
Maa…where are they?

...She used to bring us goodies and made our favourite 
delicacies. All the children of our village would call her ‘Titli Maa’.



When my sister was to be married, Titli Maa took up all the 
responsibilities on herself. 

Don’t worry about anything,
sister! I will help you with all
the preparations. 



...But on the day of the marriage,
we couldn't find Titli Maa anywhere…



I got anxious and looked for her everywhere. After sometime, 
I found her sitting alone by the riverside, looking sad. 



Titli Maa, what happened? Why 
are you sitting here all by 
yourself? Everyone is looking for 
you…Come with me! 

Today is a big day for your parents 
as their daughter is getting 
married. There is no other joy than 
to see your children grow up!



I could see the pain in her eyes. I felt like saying
something which would lessen her pain.

 I wiped her tears and she thanked me with a bright smile.
But after the marriage, we didn’t hear from Titli Maa for a long time. 

Titli Maa, why don’t
you start planting trees?
Trees also need nurturing,
like human children.
You can start with one
sapling today and you
might turn out to be a
mother to so many trees!



Titli Maa and her 
husband went to a city to 

learn about the trees. Banyan 
trees were in plenty near our 
village. They started grafting 

saplings from these trees, and soon, 
she was a Mother to lots of trees!! 



One fine morning, she arrived at our house and told
us how my idea of planting trees changed her outlook
towards everything. She was really glad that her step

would lead to a huge change in society.



Titli Maa has been recognised for her work, and has
won many accolades so far.



In total, 384 trees were planted, with economic value of Rupee 1.5 million.
The trees are now managed by the Government of Karnataka.

So children, it’s time that I disclose to you the
real identity of Titli Maa. She is Saalumarada
Thimakka from Hulikal village in the Magadi
taluk of Ramanagar district in Karnataka. 

She received no formal education and worked
as a labourer. She was married to Chikkaiah
who was a cattle herder. 

The name word Saalumarada ( row of 
trees in Hindi language) is how she was
referred to because of her work. 



DREAMS
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A story of Anjali, a girl from a small village
SAPNE



I wish i could read.



Papa, I want to study.

We cannot afford money 
for your education.

If you really want to study, 
we will think of a way.



Her parents started working extra hard so that 
they could afford Anjali’s education.



When they had saved enough, Anjali’s parents went to 
the local school to seek admission for her.



You can’t get admission in the middle of the year. 
Besides, for her age, Anjali is under-prepared and 
will have to work very hard to pass her exams. I 
can offer to teach her at my home. 

We are grateful to you for 
giving her a chance. 



Anjali studied at Archana Ma’am’s house for 3 years.
She worked day and night to learn everything that children her age

had learnt for the last six years. 



Archana Ma’am’s and Anjali’s hardwork paid
when Anjali  started going to school.



After few years there was a science competition
in the school.



What is so special 
about this device?

This is not run by electricity, 
Sir. This device will allow us 
to sterilise medical tools 
using solar power, so it can 
also be used in villages! 



Netaji was impressed with Anjali and instructed the
local government to extend all possible support to Anjali. 



A few years passed, and with her dedication and
hard work, Anjali opened a small clinic in her village. 



When Anjali’s parents visited the Hospital,
they were reminded of their little daughter who wanted

to study, and their hearts swelled with pride. 

She became very popular and with the support of the public,
she grew her clinic into a hospital.



AMAN AND
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AMAN & ANIYA



One day, Aman went to the store room of
his house to look for some old books. 



There he stumbled upon his mother’s old diary.



It was all dusty and tattered yet Aman started to flip through it. 



July 2, 1992: Today is the happiest day of my
life. We have been blessed with a beautiful

girl, and plan to name her Aniya.

August 7, 1996:  I wish I had known sooner,
that Aniya is a special child…



May 12, 2001:  Aniya and Aman love each
other deeply. I hope they always take care of each other.

October 19, 1997: 
With Aman’s birth, our family is now complete.

You’re my best
friend, Aniya.



July 15, 2001 :  Aman has started going to school. I think
he realises that his sister is different from other children.

Why doesn’t Aniya come to 
school like other children?



October 11, 2002: Today when Aman’s friends
came home, they made fun of Aniya…

Hahahah! She is so
weird! Look at her!



Something changed in Aman at that moment. He didn't
defend Aniya. Perhaps he was influenced by his friends…

Aniya! You made a fool of me in
front of my friends. I don’t like you.
Don’t talk to me anymore.



His father tried explaining to him,
but he is too young to understand. 

But Papa, Aniya can’t play with
me - my friends will make fun of
that. They laugh at me for being
friends with her!  I don’t want to
talk to Aniya anymore.

Aman, you shouldn’t behave
like this with your sister. Everyone
is special in their own way
and your sister is, too.



December 2003: Aniya spends all her time in drawing,
alone in her room. Aman and Aniya have grown apart.

The innocence of childhood, alas! has faded and vanished with
time. It is unbearable to see them this way.



I have been so selfish and insensitive!
I miss my sister, my old friend!
I should do something for her!

Aman finished reading and had tears in his eyes.



I can’t believe 
that Aman did 
all this.

Aniya draws so 
well! 

Aman organised an exhibition of Aniya’s paintings.
It came as a very pleasant surprise for his parents and his sister.



I have realised that each human being is
unique and special - we just need to look
deep inside. 

I am fortunate to have Aniya as my sister,
who made me realise this. Aniya, forgive
me for my ignorance.

In our society, people who seem to
be different from outside,are considered
weak and are side lined.



Aman and Aniya’s friendship blossomed again, with love and
respect for each other.



LITTLE LAZY
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Little Mangu's grandma loved him.
But his laziness was a big concern for her.  

Mangu is always
lazying around.
I wonder why... 



One day, she decided to talk to Mangu about it.

Why do you never do any 
work? You don't even play 
outside! At your age, you 
should be active!



Mangu finally reveals the truth.

Grandma, look at the nature 
around us. The trees, do 
they ever move?

Look at the animals. A cow, 
for example. all it does is 
eat and relax.

The honeybee just wants
to sit on those beautiful 
flowers.

Everything around us is 
enjoying their lives while 
they laze around. Why
must I not?

 The clouds, they just sleep 
over the earth! The sun, all it 
does is shine. Oh! that makes 
me so sleepy!



Mangu's grandma understands the cause of his laziness
and smiles. She takes him to the window and tells him...

Oh my dear innocent  little 
Mangu! Look out of the 
window. It may seem that 
mother nature sits idle, but 
that is not true! 



...The sun's rays dry our clothes and they help 
plants grow. Did you know that the VIT D that we 
get from the Sun, makes our bones stronger?



...The honeybee does not just 
dance and sit on beautiful 
flowers. It collects nectar from 
fragrant flowers and makes 
the sweet delicious honey that 
you eat everyday!



...The humble cow produces nutritious milk
which gives you strength

...Even the cow-dung is useful! We use it as
fuel for cooking.



...The plants and trees,
they don't just stand there. 

Cotton from plants is
used for making clothes.

Every second, they are
producing the Oxygen
which keeps us alive!

We get important
medicines from them.

All fruits and vegetable
come from different

plants and trees.



... the light floating clouds bring us rain.
Rainwater can be stored and used for
several purposes. It is also essential for
 the growth of plants.



Gradma thus opened Mangu's eyes
to the reality. He had got his lesson. 

Among various lessons, Mangu also
realized the importance of not cutting trees.

They are very important, after all!

Mysterious are the ways of 
Mother Nature! Everything 
looks so calm, yet they are 
always working! I too must 
do this from now on.



Mangu shared the new-found knowledge
with all his friends. He encouraged them to

be like Mother Nature
- calm, productive and helpful.



THE MUSIC OF
TOGETHERNESS

Illustrated and written by: 
Aashish Jindal • Monika Sharma • Neha Tomar



Amidst the noise of Mayanagri, divided into ghettoes...

THE MUSIC OF
TOGETHERNESS



...there was one distinct melodious voice that resounded
on the streets. It was that of Bansi’s, a 10 year old boy.

Immersed in his own melody, he often ignored
the irritating noise of car horns. The taunts of the

rich brats also, were soundproofed because he was busy 
dreaming of holding a mike and leading a concert.



The poor household conditions forced him into the throng of
young working children earning money for daily survival.  



Without proper means of sustenance, his family- grandfather, widow 
Ganga, younger sister Juhi and himself- had to sleep

empty stomach. But, everyone in the family dreamt, with hope.

A good house

books

blanket



Bansi found an encouraging friend in Juhi. They would play
together, share conversations, tease each other and

discuss their dreams.

Bansi would sing a song and Juhi would cheer on.

Bhaiya, you are a rockstar!



Each day, Bansi would accompany Juhi on her way to the big
traffic signal. There, Juhi would sell the roses she had

collected with her Grandfather, and Bansi would sing on footpaths.

See you in the 
evening bhaiya!

Take care while 
crossing the road!



That evening he arrived late to meet her
He found Juhi and her flowers, crushed, soaked in blood. 

The sight devastated him.

No, I cannot believe this!!
How….!! Who…What happened!!



For months, he could not sing and remained drowned
in Juhi’s thoughts . He would imagine Juhi and her flowers,

and then break into tears.

Bansi saw a rich and happy family from his window.  He missed
having his own family. One day, the rich man caught him gazing

and Bansi told him his feelings. The man thought he could help Bansi
through his NGO.



The man met Bansi’s family and convinced them to send Bansi
to school for that would improve his life.  Deep inside, Bansi 

decided that following his dreams would be the best tribute to Juhi.

MODERN SCHOOL

In school, Mohan, became 
his friend.They sang 

together, played together 
and learnt together.



The school, recognised Bansi’s talent and arranged for a
music teacher. His life was once again, filled with hope and music.

Bansi and Mohan participated in ‘Lil Champs’ - a singing competition
and emerged victorious. There was no looking back after that.

LIL CHAMPS



As the boys grew older, they formed a band called
‘The Kings of Songs’. Bansi was christened “Bryan  “and 

Mohan became “Mack”. Bryan soon went on to play the guitar 
and sing in other nations as well.



Ticket counters for concerts displayed  a“Housefull”
every time they performed.

I love Bryan!

The King.

HOUSE
FULL



Bansi had the touch of humility and kindness even after
reaching such pinnacles of fame, money and success.

The music of compassion, talent, hope and  togetherness
echoed in the lives of the two friends and family.  

If the gap between two boys from different parts of Mumbai can 
be eliminated, can that between the slum and skyscrapers be 

eliminated as well?



A UNIQUE 
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EK ANOKHA SAFAR



I’m Gopal. I live in Rampur with my mother -
Kamla, brother - Bhulchand and sister - Chinki.

A few days ago, I lost my father.



Since my father’s death, I have started 
working on the farm, to earn our living 
and to support my siblings’ education.



My mother helps me in the work, because 
I cannot manage everything on my own.



Whenever I am free, I like to sit back and 
draw what I see around me.



Sometimes I feel sad, that even 
though I am old enough, my mother 
has to work to support our family. 



Since everyone in the village likes my art,
perhaps I should try my luck in the city,
and try to sell these! 



I left for town the very next day. 

How will you go alone? 
Will you manage? I want to go to the 

town to earn more 
money.  

Don't worry about 
me mother! I am a 
big boy. Ok, take care of yourself and 

remember to eat properly. 



When I reached, I chose a spot by the side of the road, and sat 
down to draw. Many people passed by, but nobody purchased 

anything from me. I started to feel sad, and homesick. 



The next day, I took a bus. When it stopped, everyone got off 
the bus and went into a hotel nearby, to buy water and snacks. 

I spotted a tree nearby, and sat under it to draw.



Just then, a man approached me.



Why are you so sad? 
What happened? 

In the village everybody
appreciated my art, and like a fool, 
I believed them. I came all the way 
here, in the hope to sell these 
paintings to city-dwellers. But 
here, nobody even looks at them.
I feel so bad. 



But you draw so well!  I am also a 
painter. Why don't you come work 
with me!



Oh! You make such beautiful paintings.
I would love to work with you, and also
learn from you. 

We both worked very hard, and in no time, we 
became famous in the city and grew quite rich. 



I soon saved enough money and called my family 
to stay with me. My siblings now study in a reputed 

school here, and I’ve never been this happy! 



The Storytellers Collective is a community-arts program in New 

Delhi, which involves recruiting and training 10 Youth Educators from 

colleges / universities through an in-depth apprenticeship training 

under Master Artisans; the development of an 8-month curriculum 

based on traditional storytelling which would be implemented across 

various shelter homes, community school centres for at-risk children 

and youth (Students); and building a repertoire of visual narratives 

which have a social or cultural relevance to the communities to 

which the students belong and those which can be developed into 

effective educational aids. This is a project initiated by Happy Hands 

Foundation with support from the Sonya Grewal Foundation.
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