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Everybody is bigger than I am.

J®ègÀÆ £À£ÀQAvÀ zÉÆqÀØªÀgÀÄ.

My mother. My father.

£À£Àß CªÀÄä. £À£Àß C¥Àà.



My father is enormous.

£À£Àß C¥Àà vÀÄA¨Á zÉÆqÀØªÀ£ÀÄ.

A Robin is bigger than I am.

gÁ©£ï ¥ÀQë£ÀÆ £À£ÀQAvÀ zÉÆqÀØzÀÄ.



A cabbage is bigger than I am.

J¯ÉPÉÆÃ¹£À UÉqÉØAiÀÄÆ £À£ÀQAvÀ zÉÆqÀØzÀÄ.

So is a tree.

ºÁUÉÃ ªÀÄgÀªÀÇ.



But I’m almost as big as a
carrot.

DzÀgÉ £Á£ÀÄ MAzÀÄ UÉdÓj
UÉqÉØAiÀÄ ¸ÀÄªÀiÁgÀÄ ¸ÀªÀÄ
J£ÀÄßªÀµÀÄÖ zÉÆqÀØzÁV¢Ã¤.



I eat,

£Á£ÀÄ wAwÃ¤.

And sleep,

¤zÉÝ ªÀiÁrÛÃ¤.

And play.

ªÀÄvÉÛ Dm DrÛÃ¤.



And eat,

ªÀÄvÉÛ wAwÃ¤.

And sleep,

¤zÉÝ ªÀiÁrÛÃ¤.

And play.

ªÀÄvÉÛ Dm DrÛÃ¤.



But when I measure myself each day, I’m still only
almost as big as a carrot.

DzÀgÉ ¥Àæw¢£À £À£Àß£ÀÄß £Á£ÀÄ C¼ÀvÉ ªÀiÁrPÉÆAqÁUÀ®Æ
UÉdÓjAiÀÄµÉÖÃ zÉÆqÀØªÀ¤wðÃ¤.

Other rabbits in the neighborhood
punch and tease me.

£ÉgÉAiÀÄ ¨ÉÃgÉ ªÉÆ®UÀ¼ÀÄ £À£Àß£ÀÄß w«AiÀÄÄvÀÛªÉ
ªÀÄvÀÄÛ CtQ¸ÀÄvÀÛªÉ.



“Nya, nya, littlest rabbit,” they say.
What can I say? I am the littlest rabbit.

CªÉ®è ‘a¯ÁÖ, a¯ÁÖ, J®èjVAvÀ ¸ÀtÚ ªÉÆ®’
J£ÀÄßvÀÛªÉ.
£Á£ÉÃ£ÀÄ ºÉÃ¼À° ? £Á£ÀÄ J®èjVAvÀ ¸ÀtÚ ªÉÆ®ªÉÃ
vÁ£ÉÃ.

My mother hugs me. “I love my little
rabbit,” she says.
And she gives me a big kiss.

£À£ÀßªÀÄä £À£Àß£ÀÄß C¦àPÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÁÛ¼É. ‘£À£Àß ¥ÀÅlÖ
ªÀÄjAiÉÄAzÀgÉ £À£ÀUÉ vÀÄA¨Á ¦æÃw’ J£ÀÄßvÁÛ
£À£Àß£ÀÄß ªÀÄÄ¢Ý¸ÀÄvÁÛ¼É.



My father says, “How is my big fellow today?”
But I know I’m not a big fellow.

£À£Àß¥Àà ‘£À£Àß zÉÆqÀØ ºÀÄqÀÄUÀ F ¢£À ºÉÃVzÁÝ£É ?’
J£ÀÄßvÁÛ£É. DzÀgÉ £À£ÀUÉ £Á£ÀÄ zÉÆqÀØ
ºÀÄqÀÄUÀ£À®èªÉAzÀÄ UÉÆwÛzÉ.

Every night, when I say my prayers, I ask to
grow bigger.
(Or at least to have the big rabbits shrink.)

¥Àæw gÁwæAiÀÄÆ ªÀÄ®UÀÄªÀ ªÀÄÄ£Àß ¥Áæyð¸ÀÄªÁUÀ
£Á£ÀÄ zÉÆqÀØªÀ£ÁUÀ¨ÉÃPÉAzÀÄ ¨ÉÃrPÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÉÛÃ£É.
(E®èªÉÃ G½zÀ ªÉÆ®UÀ¼É¯Áè QjzÁUÀÄªÀÅzÁzÀgÀÆ
DUÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ.)



On day, my prayers are answered.
I am bigger than the carrot.

CzÉÆAzÀÄ ¢£À £À£Àß ¥ÁæxÀð£É ¥sÀ®
PÉÆmÉÖÃ©nÖvÀÄ.
£Á£ÀÄ UÉdÓjVAvÀ zÉÆqÀØªÀ£ÁV©nÖzÉÝ.

I keep saying my prayers every night, and
soon I’m bigger than a cabbage.
I’m growing! I’m growing!

£Á£ÀÄ ¥Àæw gÁwæAiÀÄÆ ¥Áæyð¸ÀÄvÀÛ¯ÉÃ ºÉÆÃzÉ.
¨ÉÃUÀ£É J¯ÉPÉÆÃ¹£À UÉqÉØVAvÀ zÉÆqÀØªÀ£ÁV©mÉÖ.
£Á£ÀÄ ¨É¼ÉAiÀÄÄwÛzÉÝ, ¨É¼ÉAiÀÄÄvÀÛ¯ÉÃ EzÉÝ.



After more sleeping and growing
I’m as big as those big rabbits who
teased and punched me.

§ºÀ¼ÀµÀÄÖ gÁwæUÀ¼À ¤zÉæAiÀÄ, ¨É¼ÀªÀtÂUÉAiÀÄ
£ÀAvÀgÀ £Á£ÀÄ £À£Àß£ÀÄß w«AiÀÄÄvÁÛ,
CtQ¸ÀÄvÁÛ UÉÆÃ¼ÀÄUÀÄnÖ¸ÀÄwÛzÀÝ D zÉÆqÀØ
ªÉÆ®UÀ¼ÀµÉÖÃ zÉÆqÀØªÀ£ÁVzÉÝ.

But they don’t seem to realize it.
They still punch and tease me.
“Nya, nya, littlest rabbit,” they say.

DzÀgÉ CªÀÅ CzÀ£ÀÄß UÀªÀÄ¤¹zÀAwgÀ°®è. CªÀÅ
FUÀ®Æ £À£Àß£ÀÄß w«AiÀÄÄvÁÛ ‘a¯ÁÖ, a¯ÁÖ,
J®èjVAvÀ ¸ÀtÚ ªÉÆ®’ JAzÀÄ CtQ¸ÀvÉÆqÀVzÀªÀÅ.



This time I know what I can say, and what I
can do, too.
“Nya, nya, I’m as big as you are,” I say,
punching one and kicking the other.
They run home crying to their mothers.
All bullies are cowards.

F ¸Áj K£ÀÄ ºÉÃ¼À¨ÉÃPÉAzÀÄ £À£ÀUÉ UÉÆwÛvÀÄÛ.
K£ÀÄ ªÀiÁqÀ§¯Éè£ÉAzÀÆ w½¢vÀÄÛ. ‘a¯ÁÖ,
a¯ÁÖ, £Á£ÀÆ ¤ªÀÄäµÉÖÃ zÉÆqÀØªÀ£ÀÄ’ J£ÀÄßvÁÛ
MAzÀ£ÀÄß MzÉAiÀÄÄvÁÛ E£ÉÆßAzÀ£ÀÄß UÀÄ¢ÝzÉ. CªÀÅ
C¼ÀÄvÁÛ vÀªÀÄä CªÀÄäA¢gÀ §½UÉ NrºÉÆÃzÀªÀÅ.
»A¸ÀPÀgÉ¯Áè ºÉÃrUÀ¼ÉÃ DVgÀÄvÁÛgÉ.



I hurry home to tell my father about my
victory.
“I’m very proud of my big fellow,” he
says, shaking my hand.
This time he’s right.
I am a big fellow.

£Á£ÀÄ £À£Àß UÉ®ÄªÀ£ÀÄß £À£Àß C¥Àà¤UÉ w½¸À®Ä
ªÀÄ£ÉUÉ NrzÉ. ‘£À£Àß zÉÆqÀØ ºÀÄqÀÄUÀ£À §UÉÎ
£À£ÀUÉ §ºÀ¼À ºÉªÉÄä EzÉ’ J£ÀÄßvÁÛ £À£Àß PÉÊ
PÀÄ®ÄQzÀ £À£Àß¥Àà. F ¨Áj D ºÉÃ½PÉ
¸ÀjAiÀiÁVvÀÄÛ. £Á¤ÃUÀ zÉÆqÀØªÀ£ÉÃ DVzÉÝ.



The sun never shone so brightly.
The birds never sang so sweetly.
The grass never looked so green.
The world is a beautiful place!

EA¢£À ¸ÀÆAiÀÄð JA¢VAvÀ ºÉZÁÑV ¨É¼ÀUÀÄwÛzÀÝ.
¥ÀQëUÀ¼À EA¢£À EAZÀgÀ JA¢VAvÀ EA¥ÁVvÀÄÛ.
ºÀÄ®Äè »AzÉAzÀÆ EgÀzÀµÀÄÖ ºÀ¹gÁVvÀÄÛ.
F dUÀvÀÄÛ CzÉµÀÄÖ ¸ÀÄAzÀgÀªÁVzÉ.

As I wander through the fields
I notice many rabbits who are smaller than I am.
In fact, they are smaller than I ever was.

§AiÀÄ°£À°è ¸ÁUÀÄvÁÛ £À£ÀQAvÀ aPÀÌªÁVzÀÝ
CªÉµÉÆÖÃ ªÉÆ®UÀ¼À£ÀÄß £ÉÆÃrzÉ. ¤dªÁV
ºÉÃ¼À¨ÉÃPÉAzÀgÉ £Á£ÀÄ ªÉÆzÀ®Æ CµÉÆÖAzÀÄ
aPÀÌzÁVgÀ°®è.



I see one rabbit who is not even as big as a
flower.

MAzÀÄ ºÀÆ«VAvÀ®Æ QjzÁVzÀÝ ªÉÆ®ªÉÇAzÀ£ÀÄß
£ÉÆÃrzÉ.

Two big rabbits hop out or a briar patch and
punch and tease him.
They shout, “You’re smaller than a daisy,
Your father is fat and lazy.”

¥ÉÇzÉUÀ¼À ¸ÀA¢¤AzÀ fVzÀÄ §AzÀ zÉÆqÀØ
ªÉÆ®UÀ¼ÉgÀqÀÄ CzÀ£ÀÄß w«AiÀÄÄvÁÛ MzÉAiÀÄ®Ä
ªÉÆzÀ¯ÁzÀªÀÅ. ‘ºÀÆ«VAvÀ ¸ÀtÚªÀ ¤Ã£ÀÄ.
¸ÉÆÃªÀiÁj qÀÄªÀÄä£ÀÄ ¤£Àß C¥Àà£ÀÄ’ JAzÀÄ
zÉÆqÀØzÀ¤AiÀÄ°è CgÀZÀvÉÆqÀVzÀªÀÅ.



He is smaller than a daisy, but I wonder how
they know about his father.

CzÀÄ MAzÀÄ ºÀÆ«VAvÀ®Æ ¥ÀÅlÖzÁVvÀÄÛ, ¤d.
DzÀgÉ CzÀgÀ C¥Àà£À §UÉÎ EªÀjUÉ ºÉÃUÉ UÉÆvÀÄÛ
JAzÀÄ D±ÀÑAiÀÄðªÁ¬ÄvÀÄ.

“Stop that!” I shout. “Why don’t you pick on
someone your own size?”

‘¤°è¹, ¤ªÀÄäzÉÃ UÁvÀæzÀ AiÀiÁgÀ£ÁßzÀgÀÆ KPÉ
QÃl¯É ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀÅ¢®è ¤ÃªÀÅ ?’  £Á£ÀÄ UÀzÀjzÉ.



“Why don’t you?” they say, running away.

‘¤Ã£ÉÃ AiÀiÁPÉ ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀÅ¢®è ?’ J£ÀÄßvÁÛ CªÀÅ
NrºÉÆÃzÀªÀÅ.

“Thank you, big rabbit,” says the little rabbit,
drying his eyes with a flower petal.

ºÀÆ«£À zÀ¼À¢AzÀ PÀtÂÚÃgÉÆgÉ¹PÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÁÛ ‘zÉÆqÀØ
ªÉÆ®ªÉ, ¤£ÀUÉ zsÀ£ÀåªÁzÀUÀ¼ÀÄ’ JA¢vÀÄ ªÉÆ®zÀ
¥ÀÅlÖ ªÀÄj.



END

“I am a big rabbit now,” I say.
“But once – I was the littlest rabbit.”

£Á£ÀÄ ºÉÃ½zÉ, ‘£Á¤ÃUÀ zÉÆqÀØ ªÉÆ®.
DzÀgÉ MªÉÄä £Á£ÀÆ J®èjVAvÀ ¥ÀÅlÖ
ªÉÆ®ªÁVzÉÝ’.


