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My Balwadi
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Sheetal Thapa
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This is my school. It is called the balwadi.






My brother Mannu and I go to the balwadi.
It is a small school for little children like us.






We leave our shoes and slippers by the door.
Everyone puts their shoes or slippers in a line.
It looks good that way.






We leave our tiffin boxes near the wall.
Some boxes are big. Others are small.
Water bottles are hung on the wall.
The bottles are of different colours.

Red, blue, green, yellow....






I like to count.

Mannu plays with blocks and puts different
shapes together.

He likes to play with beads.

I like the cards with dots.

Our teacher says playing with these toys is
good for the brain.
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We read books. Some books have pictures.
The teacher helps us to learn the letters.
She says I will read soon because

I can recognize all the letters.

I can also read sentences.

She does not know it.
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Now it is time for stories.
Our teacher has puppets.
The teacher uses the puppets to tell us stories.

The puppets speak in a funny voice.
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My friends think that the puppets can speak.
They are surprised. But I am not.

Puppets do not talk.

I know that it is the teacher who speaks in
a funny voice for them.
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It is now time to play.

The school has a tub with some play dough.
Mannu likes to make shapes out of the dough.
I like to make fruits, toys and other things.

18






At 4 o’clock, the school bell rings.

My mother comes to take us home.

I hug her first. Mannu does not like that.
He complains.

I have fun at school.

But going home is more fun.
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