
F.sI. A-ÐpÂ a-PoZv

The Hare and 
the   Tortoise

B-a-bpw ap-b-epw ]-́ -

bw sh-̈  I-Y A-dn-

bm-a-tÃm. B I-Y Cw-¥o-jnÂ 

hm-bn-¡mw:
A hare having exaggerated self 

opinion once met a meek and gentle 
tortoise.  The hare as usual made fun 
of the tortoise for being  slow.

“Oh my dear lazy and lackadaisical 
fellow. When will you reach home if 
you go this way?”

  The tortoise knew that the hare 
was offending him.

“Wait a bit,” said the tortoise,  “I’ll 
run a race with you, and I am sure 
that  that I will win the match.”

“Oh, well,” replied the arrogant 
hare. He was much amused at the 
idea. Then and there they fixed a date 
for the match. 

At the  appointed time both the 
hare and the tortoise started off 
together.  

The Hare was soon so far ahead 
that he thought he might as well have a 
rest.  Down he lay and fell fast asleep. 

Meanwhile the tortoise kept 
plodding on.  In time he reached the 
victory post. 

The hare, at last, woke up and 
looked around. He couldn’t see the 
tortoise. He dashed as fast as he 
could   only to find that the tortoise 
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had already won the race.
A philosopher fox was there as a witness to 

the event. He said wisely: 
“Slow and steady wins the race”.
I-Y F-Ãm-hÀ-¡pw A-dn-bp-¶-Xv X-s¶. 

Having exaggerated self opinion  F-¶mÂ A-h-

\-h-s\ Ip-dn-̈ v h-en-b a-Xn-̧ p-Å, X-s¶ 

Ip-dn-̈ v kz-bw h-en-b A-̀ n-{]m-bw D-Å, 

A-l-¦m-cw D-Å F-s¶m-s¡ AÀ-°w. 

Xm³ X-c-t¡-Sn-Ã F-¶ hn-Nm-c-ap-ïv ap-

b-en-\v.

B-a meek and gentle B-Wv. im-´- 

\pw am-\y-\pw B-Wv N-§m-Xn. Lackadaisical 
F-¶mÂ F-́ m-Wv F-¶v A-dn-bp-tam? Np-

W-bn-Ãm-̄ , H-¶n-epw Xm-Â]-cyw C-Ãm-̄ , 

D³-ta-j-an-Ãm-̄ , ZpÀ-_-e-am-b F-¶n-§-s\ 

]-e AÀ-°-§-fpw D-Å hm-¡v B-W-Xv. 

Make fun of F-¶mÂ I-fn-bm-¡p-I.

Ip-Xn-̈ p ]m-bp-¶-Xn-\m-Wv dash F-¶v 

]-d-bp-I. Plodding on B-bm-k-I-c-am-bn 

\-S-¡Â. "]-s¿ Xn-¶mÂ ap-Åpw Xn-¶mw' 

F-¶v a-e-bm-f-̄ nÂ H-cp sNm-Ãp-ï-tÃm. 

A-Xn-sâ Cw-¥o-jv B-Wv slow and steady 
wins the race.

ap-bÂ hn-Î-dn Ìmân-\-Sp-̄ v F-̄ p-

¶-Xn-\p ap-¼v B-a aÂ-k-cw P-bn-¨n-cp-

¶p. B-a P-bn-̈ -Xn-\v ti-j-am-Wv ap-bÂ 

F-̄ n-b-Xv. B-Zyw kw-̀ -hn-̈ -Xv B-a-bp-sS 

hn-P-bw B-Wv. A-Xp ]-d-bm³ past perfect 
tense D-]-tbm-Kn-̈ -Xv {i-²n-¡p-I: ..... the 
tortoise had already won the race.

ONCE I CAUGHT A FISH ALIVE

One, two, three, four, five,
Once I caught a fish alive,
Six, seven, eight, nine, ten,
Then I let go again.

Why did you let it go?
Because it bit my finger so.
Which finger did it bite?
This little finger on the right
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BIRBAL AND THE MANGO TREE 

Ram and Sham were in a fight.  
Both of them said they owned the 
same mango tree. 

They went up to Birbal and asked 
him to decide the matter, once and for 
all.  Who was the true owner of the 
mango tree? 

Birbal said, “There is only one way 
to settle the matter. First, you must 
take all of the fruit off the tree.  Each 
of you should take half the mangos.  
Then you must cut down the tree and 
divide the trunk in half.  Each of you 
should take half the wood, too.  Then 

everything will be fair.  That is what I 
say.” 

Ram thought it was all a good idea, 
and he said so. 

But Sham said, “Your Honor! I have 
tended that tree for seven years. If you 
must, give the mango tree to Ram.  But 
do not make us cut it down!”

“What you have said told me all I 
need to know,” said Birbal.  Then he 
said that Sham was the true owner of 
the mango tree.
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