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THE STORY OF PING
By Marjorie Flack and Kurt Wiese

Once upon a time there was a beautiful young duck named
Ping. Ping lived with his mother and his father and two
sisters and three brothers and eleven aunts and seven
uncles and forty-two cousins.
Their home was a boat with two wise eyes on the Yangtze
River.

¦ÅÌ ¿¡ð¸û ÓýÒ À¢íì ±É ´Õ «Æ¸¡É Å¡òÐ
þÕó¾Ð. «Ð ¾ý «õÁ¡,«ôÀ¡, þÕ º§¸¡¾¡¢¸û,
ãýÚ º§¸¡¾Ã÷¸û, ¦À¡¢ÂôÀ¡,¦À¡¢ÂõÁ¡, «ò¨¾,
Á¡Á¡, º¢ò¾ôÀ¡,º¢ò¾¢, þÅ÷¸ÇÐ 42
Ì¨Æó¨¾¸Ù¼ý Åº¢òÐ Åó¾Ð.
Â¡íìð§º ¿¾¢Â¢ø «ÛÀÅÁ¢ì¸ þÕ ¸ñ¸Ù¼ý
þÕó¾ À¼¸¢ø Åº¢ò¾Ð.
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Each morning as the sun rose from the east, Ping and his
mother and his father and two sisters and three brothers and
eleven aunts and seven uncles and forty-two cousins all
marched one by one, down a little bridge to the shore of the
Yangtze River.
All day they would hunt for snails and little fishes and other
pleasant things to eat. But in the evening as the sun set in
the west, "La-la-la-la-lei!" would call the Master of the boat.
Quickly Ping and all his many family would come scurrying,
quickly they would march, one by one, up over the little
bridge and on to the wise-eyed boat which was their home
on the Yangtze River.
Ping was always careful, very-very careful not to be the last,
because the last duck to cross the bridge always got a spank
on the back.

´ù¦Å¡Õ ¸¡¨ÄÔõ ¸¢Æì§¸ Ý¡¢Âý ¯¾¢ò¾Ðõ,
À¢íì ¾ý «õÁ¡,«ôÀ¡,º§¸¡¾Ã÷,
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º§¸¡¾¡¢¸û, ¯üÈ¡÷ ¯ÈÅ¢É÷¸§Ç¡Î ´ù¦Å¡ÕÅÃ¡¸
º¢È¢Â À¡Äõ ÅÆ¢Â¡¸ Â¡íìð§º
¿¾¢ì¸¨ÃìÌ Óý§ÉÈ¢î ¦ºýÈÉ÷.
¿¡û ÓØÅÐõ º¢È¢Â ÒØì¸û, Á£ý¸û ÁüÚõ
ÃõÁ¢ÂÁ¡É þ¨Ã¨Âò §¾Êô §À¡É¡÷¸û.
Á¡¨ÄÂ¢ø §Áü§¸ Ý¡¢Âý Á¨ÈÔõ §À¡Ð"Ä¡-Ä¡-Ä¡Ä¢" ±É À¼¸¢ý ¾¨ÄÅý ÌÃø
¦¸¡ÎôÀ¡÷.
¯¼§É À¢íÌõ «¾ý ÌÎõÀò¾¢ÉÕõ «ÅºÃÁ¡¸
µÊ ÅóÐ §Å¸Á¡¸ ´ÕÅ÷ À¢ý ´ÕÅÃ¡¸
À¨¼¦ÂÎòÐ À¡Äò¾¢ý Á£Ð ²È¢ Â¡íìð§º ¿¾¢Â¢ø
þÕó¾ «ó¾ Ü÷¨ÁÂ¡É ¸ñ¸Ù¨¼Â À¼Ì
Å£ðÊüÌî ¦ºýÈ¡÷¸û.
¸¨¼º¢Â¢ø ¦ºøÖõ
Å¡ò¾¢ý ÓÐ¸¢ø
¾¡ý «Ê ¸¢¨¼ìÌõ
±ýÀ¾¡ø À¢íì
±ô§À¡Ðõ
ƒ¡ì¸¢Ã¨¾Â¡¸,
¸¨¼º¢Â¡¸
¦ºøÄ¡Áø
þÕôÀ¾¢ø Á¢¸
¸ÅÉÁ¡¸ þÕìÌõ.
But one afternoon as
the shadows grew long,
Ping did not hear the
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call because at that moment Ping was wrong side up trying
to catch a little fish.
By the time Ping
was right side up
his mother and his
father and his aunts
were already
marching, one by
one, up over the
bridge. By the time
Ping neared the
shore, his uncles
and his cousins
were marching
over, and by the
time Ping reached
the shore the last of his forty-two cousins had crossed the
bridge.

¬É¡ø ´Õ ¿¡û Á¡¨Ä §¿Ãõ ¦¿Õí¸¢Ôõ,
¾ñ½£¡¢ø ¾¨Ä¨Â Å¢ðÎ Á£ý À¢Êì¸ ÓÂüº¢òÐ
¦¸¡ñÊÕó¾¾¡ø, ¾¢ÕõÀ¢ ÅÃ «¨ÆìÌõ ÌÃø
À¢í¸¡ø §¸ð¸ ÓÊÂÅ¢ø¨Ä.
À¢íì ¾ñ½£¡¢Ä¢ÕóÐ ¦ÅÇ¢§Â ÅÕÅ¾üÌû «¾ý
«õÁ¡,«ôÀ¡,¯ÈÅ¢É÷¸û ±ø§Ä¡Õõ
´ù¦Å¡ÕÅÃ¡¸ Óý§ÉÈ¢ À¡Äò¾¢ §Áø ¦ºýÚ
Å¢ð¼É÷. À¢íì ¸¨Ã¨Â ¦¿Õí¸¢ ÅÕÅ¾üÌû
«¾ý ¯¼ý À¢Èó¾Å÷¸û ±ø§Ä¡Õõ ¸¨Ã¨Â
§¿¡ì¸¢ ¦ºýÚ, À¢íì ¸¨Ã¨Â ÅóÐ §º÷Å¾üÌû 42
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¯¼ý À¢ÈÅ¡¾Å¡¢ý ¸¨¼º¢ ¿À÷ À¡Äò¨¾ì ¸¼óÐ
¦ºýÚ Å¢ð¼¡÷.
Ping knew he would be the last, the very last duck if he
crossed the bridge. Ping did not want to be spanked.

þô§À¡Ð ¦ºýÈ¡ø «Ð¾¡ý ¸¨¼º¢Â¡¸ þÕìÌõ
±ýÀ¨¾ «È¢ó¾Ð. À¢íì «Ê Å¡í¸ Å¢ÕõÀÅ¢ø¨Ä.
So he hid.
Ping hid behind the
grasses, and as the
dark came and the
pale moon shone in
the sky Ping
watched the wiseeyed boat slowly
sail down the
Yangtze River.

¬¨¸Â¡ø «Ð
´Ç¢óÐ
¦¸¡ñ¼Ð.
À¢íì Òø¸Ç¢ý À¢ýÉ¡ø ´Ç¢óÐ ¦¸¡ñ¼Ð. þÃ×
§¿Ãõ Åó¾Ðõ ¸¡Âò¾¢ø ºó¾¢Ã ´Ä¢ À¢Ã¸¡º¢ò¾Ð.
«È¢Å¡É ¸ñ¸û ¦¸¡ñ¼ô À¼Ì ¾ý
À¢ÃÂ¡½ò¨¾ ¦¾¡¼í¸ Â¡íìð§º ¿¾¢Â¢ø ¦ºýÚ
Å¢ð¼Ð.
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All night long Ping slept near the grasses on the bank of the
river with his head tucked under his wing, and when the sun
rose up from the east Ping found he was all alone on the
Yangtze River.

þÃ× ÓØÅÐõ ¿¾¢ì¸¨ÃÂ¢ø ÒøÄ¢ý «Õ§¸ ¾ÉÐ
º¢È¸¢É¢ø ¾¨Ä¨Â ÁÊòÐì ¦¸¡ñÎ ¯Èí¸¢ÂÐ.
¸¢Æì§¸ ¸¡¨Ä Ý¡¢Âý ¯¾¢ò¾ §À¡Ð À¢íì Â¡íìð§º
¿¾¢Â¢ø ¾É¢Â¡¸ Å¢¼ôÀð¼¨¾ ¯½÷ó¾Ð.
There was no father or mother, no sisters or brothers, no
aunts or uncles, and no forty-two cousins to go fishing with
Ping, so Ping started to find them, swimming down the
yellow waters of the Yangtze River.
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À¢íÌ¼ý Á£ý
À¢Êì¸ §À¡Å¾üÌ
«¾ý
«õÁ¡,«ôÀ¡,
º§¸¡¾Ãý,
º§¸¡¾Ã÷¸û,
¦À¡¢ÂôÀ¡,
¦À¡¢ÂõÁ¡,
«ò¨¾, Á¡Á¡,
º¢ò¾ôÀ¡, º¢ò¾¢,
42 ¯¼ý À¢ÈÅ¡
º§¸¡¾Ã,
º§¸¡¾¡¢¸û
´ÕÅÕ§Á Ü¼ þø¨Ä. ¬¨¸Â¡ø À¢íì
«Å÷¸¨Çò §¾Ê Â¡íìð§º ¿¾¢Â¢ý Áïºû ¿¢È
¾ñ½£¡¢ø ¿£ó¾ò ¦¾¡¼í¸¢ÂÐ.
As the sun
rose higher in
the sky, boats
came. Big
boats and little
boats, fishing
boats and
beggar's
boats, house
boats and raft
boats, and all
these boats
had eyes to
see with, but
nowhere could Ping see the wise-eyed boat which was his
home.
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Á¾¢Â §¿Ãò¾¢ø, ¿¢¨ÈÂ À¼Ì¸û Åó¾É. ¦À¡¢Â
À¼Ì¸û, º¢ýÉ À¼Ì¸û, Á£ý
À¢ÊìÌõ À¼Ì¸û, À¼ÌÅ£Î¸û, þ¨Å
±øÄ¡ÅüÈ¢Öõ þÕó¾ ÁÉ¢¾÷¸ÙìÌô À¡÷ì¸
¸ñ¸û þÕó¾É, ¬É¡ø «¾ý Òò¾¢º¡Ä¢
¸ñ¸¨Ç ¦¸¡ñ¼ À¼Ì Å£Î ±íÌ§Á
¦¾ýÀ¼Å¢ø¨Ä.
Then came a
boat full of
strange dark
fishing birds.
Ping saw them
diving for fish for
their Master. As
each bird
brought a fish to
his Master he
would give it a
little piece of fish
for pay.

«¾ý À¢ý ´Õ
À¼Ì
«â÷ÅÁ¡É
Á£ý À¢ÊìÌõ
ÀÈ¨Å¸§Ç¡Î Åó¾Ð. «ô À¨È¨Å¸û ¾ý
±ƒÁ¡ÉÕì¸¡¸ Á£ý¸û À¢Êì¸ Ì¾¢ò¾¨¾ À¢íì
À¡÷ò¾Ð. ´ù¦Å¡Õ ÀÈ¨ÅÔõ µ÷ Á£¨É À¢ÊòÐ
¦¸¡Îò¾Ðõ ±ƒÁ¡Éý «¾üÌ ´Õ º¢È¢Â Á£ý
ÐñÎ À¡¢º¡¸ ¦¸¡Îò¾¡ý.
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Closer and closer
swooped the
fishing birds near
Ping. Now Ping
could see shining
rings around their
necks, rings of
metal made so
tight the birds
could never
swallow the big
fish they were
catching.
Swoop, splash,
splash, the ringed
birds were
dashing here and there all about Ping, so down he ducked
and swam under the yellow water of the Yangtze River.

Á£ý À¢ÊìÌõ ÀÈ¨Å¸û À¢í¸¢ý Á¢¸ Á¢¸ Àì¸ò¾¢ø
Ì¾¢ò¾Ð. «Å÷¸û À¢Êò¾ ¦À¡¢Â Á£¨É Å¢Øí¸¢
Å¢¼¡Áø þÕì¸ «¾ý ¸Øò¾¢ø ´Õ ÀÇÀÇôÀ¡É
þÕõÒ Å¨ÇÂõ þÚì¸Á¡¸ §À¡ðÎ þÕôÀ¨¾ À¢íì
¸ÅÉ¢ò¾Ð.
¸Øò¾¢ø Å¨ÇÂòÐ¼ý þÕó¾ ÀÈ¨Å¸û þíÌõ
«íÌõ Ì¾¢òÐì ¦¸¡ñÊÕó¾Ð.
þ¾É¡ø À¢íì ÌÉ¢óÐ Â¡íìð§… ¿¾¢ Áïºû ¿£¡¢ý
«ÊÂ¢ø ¿£ó¾¢ÂÐ.
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When Ping came up to
the top of the water far
away from the fishing
birds, he found little
crumbs floating, tender
little rice cake crumbs
which made a path to a
house boat.

Á£ý À¢ÊìÌõ
À¨È¨Å¸Ç¢Ä¢ÕóÐ
Á¢¸ ¦¾¡¨ÄÅ¢ø ÅóÐ
À¢íì ¿£¡¢ý §Áø
Åó¾Ð.
«ô§À¡Ð º¢È¢Â
Á¢ÕÐÅ¡É «¡¢º¢ Á¡× ¯Õñ¨¼¸û Á¢¾óÐ, «Ð
´Õ À¼Ì Å£ðÊüÌ ±ÎòÐî ¦ºøÖõ À¡¨¾Â¡¸
«¨Áó¾Ð.
As Ping ate these
crumbs, he came
nearer and nearer to
the house boat, then —

À¢íì «ó¾
¯Õñ¨¼¸¨Ç
¾¢ýÚ ¦¸¡ñ§¼
Åó¾ §À¡Ð, «Ð
¦ÁÐÅ¡¸ ´Õ À¼Ì
Å£ðÊý ¸¢ð¼
¸¢ð¼î ¦ºýÚ
«¨¼ó¾Ð.
À¢ÈÌ —
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SPLASH!
There in the water was a
Boy! A little boy with a
barrel on his back which
was tied to a rope from
the boat just as all boat
boys on the Yangtze
River are tied to their
boats. In the Boy's hand
was a rice cake.

¦¾¡õ!
«ó¾ ¾ñ½£¡¢ø ´Õ
¨ÀÂý! Â¡íìð§…
¿¾¢Â¢ø ÁüÈ À¼Ì
º¢ÚÅý §À¡ø À¼Ì¼ý
¸ðÊÂ ¸Â¢üÚ¼ý
À¢ýÉ¡ø ÓÐ¸¢ø
À£ôÀ¡§Â¡Î ´Õ º¢ýÉ
¨ÀÂý ¾ñ½£¡¢ø
þÕó¾¡ý. «ó¾ º¢ÚÅý
¨¸Â¢ø «¡¢º¢ ¯Õñ¨¼
þÕó¾Ð.
"Oh-owwwwoooo!" cried the little Boy, and up dashed Ping
and snatched at the rice cake.

"§†¡-°°!" ±ýÚ «î º¢ÚÅý ÜîºÄ¢ð¼¡ý.
À¢íì «ÅÉ¢¼õ ´Êî ¦ºýÚ «ó¾ «¡¢º¢
¯Õñ¨¼¨Â À¢Îí¸¢ÂÐ.
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Quickly the Boy grabbed Ping and held him tight.
"Quack - quack - quack - quack!" cried Ping.
"OH! Ohh-ooo!" yelled the little Boy.
Ping and the Boy made such a splashing and such a noise
that the Boy's father came running and the Boy's mother
came running and the Boy's sister and brother came running
and they all looked over the edge of the boat at Ping and the
Boy splashing in the water of the Yangtze River

«î º¢ÚÅý Å¢¨ÃÅ¡¸ À¢í¨¸ À¢ÊòÐ þÚì¸Á¡¸
¨ÅòÐì ¦¸¡ñ¼¡ý.
ì§Åì, ì§Åì,ì§Åì ±É À¢íì ºò¾õ §À¡ð¼Ð.
§†¡.......†¥ . ±É «î º¢ÚÅý ºò¾õ §À¡ð¼¡ý.
À¢íÌõ, º¢ÚÅÛõ ¾ñ½£¨Ã «Êò¾ ºò¾õ, Üîºø
§À¡ð¼¨¾ì §¸ðÎ, º¢ÚÅÉÐ
«õÁ¡,«ôÀ¡,º§¸¡¾Ã÷, º§¸¡¾¡¢ þÅ÷¸û ±ø§Ä¡Õõ
µ§¼¡Ê Åó¾¡÷¸û. «Å÷¸û À¼¸¢ý µÃò¾¢Ä¢ÕóÐ
13

À¢íÌõ,º¢ÚÅÛõ Â¡íìð§º ¿¾¢ ¾ñ½£¨Ã «ÊòÐ
ºò¾õ §À¡ðÎ ¿£óÐÅ¨¾ ±ðÊô À¡÷÷ò¾¡÷¸û.

Then the Boy's father and the mother pulled at the rope
which was tied to the barrel on the little Boy's back.
They pulled and they pulled and up came Ping and the Boy
on to the house boat.

º¢ÚÅÉÐ «õÁ¡, «ôÀ¡, «Åý ÓÐ§¸¡Î
¸ðÊÂ¢Õó¾ À£ôÀ¡Ô¼ý þÕó¾ ¸Â¢ü¨È
þØò¾¡÷¸û.
À¢íÌõ, º¢ÚÅÛõ À¼Ì Å£ðÊý §Áø ÅÕõ Å¨Ã
þØò¾É÷.
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"Ah, a duck dinner has come to us!" said the Boy's father.
" ´Õ Å¡òÐ ¿õ þÃ× º¡ôÀ¡Êü¸¡¸ ¸¢¨¼òÐ
þÕì¸¢ÈÐ" ±É º¢ÚÅÉ¢ý «ôÀ¡ì ÜÈ¢É¡÷.
"I will cook him with rice at sunset tonight," said the Boy's
mother.
"NO-NO! My nice duck is too beautiful to eat," cried the Boy.

"þýÚ þÃ× þ¨¾ «¡¢º¢Ô¼ý º¨Áô§Àý" ±É
º¢ÚÅÉ¢ý «õÁ¡ ÜÈ¢É¡÷.
"þø¨Ä-þø¨Ä! ±ÉÐ «Æ¸¡É Å¡òÐ
¯ñÀ¾ü¸¡¸ þø¨Ä" ±ýÚ ¸ò¾¢É¡ý.
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But down came a basked
all over Ping and he could
see no more of the Boy or
the boat or the sky or the
beautiful yellow water of
the Yangtze River.
All day long Ping could see
only the thin lines of sun
which shone through the
cracks in the basket, and
Ping was very sad.

¬É¡ø À¢í¸¢ý Á£Ð
´Õ Ü¨¼ Å¢Øó¾Ðõ
º¢ÚÅý, À¼Ì, ¸¡Âõ,
Â¡íìð§…Â¢ý Áïºû
¿£÷ ´ýÚ§Á þÉ¢ «¾ý ¸ñ¸ÙìÌò
¦¾¡¢ÂÅ¢ø¨Ä.
¿¡û ÓØÅÐõ Ü¨¼Â¢ý µð¨¼ ÅÆ¢Â¡¸ ¦ÁøÄ¢Â
Ý¡¢Â ¦ÅÇ¢îºò¨¾ ¾¡ý À¡÷ì¸ ÓÊó¾Ð. þ¾É¡ø
À¢íì ¦Ã¡õÀ×õ ÅÕò¾Á¡¸ þÕó¾Ð.
After a long while Ping heard the sound of oars and felt the
jerk, jerk, jerk of the boat as it was rowed down the Yangtze
River.
Soon the lines of sunshine which came through the cracks of
the basket turned rose color, and Ping knew the sun was
setting in the west. Ping heard footsteps coming near to him.
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¦ÅÌ §¿Ãõ ¸Æ¢òÐ À¢í¸¢üÌ À¼Ì ÐÎôÀ¢ý ºò¾õ
§¸ð¼Ð, ¯÷--¯÷--±É À¼Ì ¾¢Ë¦ÃÉ àì¸¢ô
§À¡ðÎ Â¡íìð§… ¿¾¢Â¢ø ¦ºýÚ ¦¸¡ñÊÕó¾
µ¨ºÔõ, À¼¸¢ý «¨º×õ ¯½÷ó¾Ð.
Ü¨¼Â¢ý ´ð¨¼Â¢Ä¢ÕóÐ Åó¾ Ý¡¢Â ¦ÅÇ¢îºõ
¬ÃïÍ ¿¢ÈÁ¡¸ Á¡È¢Â §À¡Ð À¢í¸¢üÌ Ý¡¢Âý
§Áü§¸ Á¨ÈóÐ §À¡Ìõ ±ýÀ¨¾ ¦¾¡¢óÐ
¦¸¡ñ¼Ð. À¢í¸¢ý «Õ§¸ ¸¡ÄÊ ºò¾õ ÅÕÅ¨¾
§¸ð¼Ð.
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The basket was
quickly lifted, and
the little Boy's
hands were holding
Ping.

§Å¸Á¡¸
Ü¨¼¨Âò
àì¸¢,
«îº¢ÚÅý
À¢í¨¸ ¾ÉÐ
¨¸Â¢ø ¨ÅòÐì
¦¸¡ñ¼¡ý.
Quickly, quietly, the
Boy dropped Ping
over the side of the
boat and Ping
slipped into the
water, the beautiful
water of the
Yangtze River.
Then Ping heard
his call, "La-la-la-lalei!"

º£ì¸£ÃÁ¡¸, µ¨ºô
§À¡¼¡Ð,
º¢ÚÅý À¢í¨¸
À¼¸¢ý µÃò¾¢ø
Å¢ð¼¡ý, «Ð «Æ¸¡É
18

Â¡íìð§… ¾ñ½£¡¢ø Á¢¾óÐ ¦ºýÈÐ.
«¾ý À¢ÈÌ À¢í¸¢üÌ «¾ý ÅÆì¸Á¡É ÌÃø "Ä¡Ä¡-Ä¡-Ä¢"!" ¸¡¾¢ø §¸ð¼Ð.

Ping looked and there near the bank of the river was the
wise-eyed boat which was Ping's home, and Ping saw his
mother and his father and his aunts, all marching, one by
one, up over the little bridge.
Swiftly Ping turned and swam, paddling toward the shore.
Now Ping could see his uncles marching, one by one.
Paddle, paddle, Ping hurried toward the shore. Ping saw his
cousins, marching one by one.
Paddle, paddle, Ping neared the shore, but –

À¢íì À¡÷ò¾ §À¡Ð «íÌ ¿¾¢ì ¸¨Ã§Â¡Ãõ À¢í¸¢ý
Å£¼¡É Òò¾¢º¡Ä¢ ¸ñ¸Ù¨¼Â À¼Ì ¦¾¡¢ó¾Ð.
«ó¾ º¢ýÉ À¡Äò¾¢ý §Áø «¾ý «õÁ¡, «ôÀ¡,
¯ÈÅ¢É÷¸û ±ø§Ä¡Õõ ´ÕÅ÷ ´ÕÅÃ¡¸ Óý§ÉÈ¢
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¦ºýÚ ¦¸¡ñÊÕó¾¨¾ô À¡÷ò¾Ð.
§Å¸Á¡¸ ¾¢ÕõÀ¢ ¿£ó¾¢ì ¸¨Ã¨Â §¿¡ì¸¢î ¦ºýÈÐ.
þô§À¡Ð «¾ý Á¡Á¡ «Å÷¸û Óý§ÉÈ¢ì
¦¸¡ñÊÕó¾Ð À¢í¸¢üÌò ¦¾¡¢ó¾Ð.
¿£ó¾¢, ¿£ó¾¢ À¢íì ¸¨Ã¨Â §¿¡ì¸¢î ¦ºýÈÐ. À¢íì
«¾ý ¯¼ý À¢ÈÅ¡ º§¸¡¾Ã÷, º§¸¡¾¡¢¸û
Óý§ÉÈ¢î ¦ºýÈ¨¾ô À¡÷ò¾Ð.
¿£ó¾¢ ¿£ó¾¢î ¦ºýÚ ¸¨Ã¨Â ¦ºýÚ «¨¼ó¾Ð.
¬É¡ø -

As Ping reached the shore the last of Ping's forty two
cousins marched over the bridge and Ping knew that he was
LATE again!
But up marched Ping, up over the little bridge and SPANK
came the spank on Ping's back!

À¢íì ¸¨Ã¨Â «¨¼ó¾ §À¡Ð «¾ý ¸¨¼º¢ ¯¼ý
À¢ÈÅ¡¾ ¿¡üÀò¾¢ þÃñ¼¡õ º§¸¡¾Ã÷ À¡Äò¾¢ø
Óý§ÉÈ¢ ¦ºýÚ ¦¸¡ñÊÕó¾Ð. "¾¢ÕõÀ×õ
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¾¡Á¾Á¡¸¢ Å¢ð¼Ð" ±ýÀÐ À¢í¸¢üÌ ¦¾¡¢óÐ
Å¢ð¼Ð!
þÕó¾¡Öõ À¡Äò¾¢ý §Áø Óý§ÉÈ¢ ¦ºýÈÐ.
À¢í¸¢ý ÓÐ¸¢ø "«Ê" µ÷ «Ê Å¡í¸¢ÂÐ!

Then at last Ping was back with his mother and his father
and two sisters and three brothers and eleven aunts and
seven uncles and forty-two cousins. Home again on the
wise-eyed boat on the Yangtze River.

À¢íì ¸¨¼º¢Â¢ø «õÁ¡, «ôÀ¡,ãýÚ º§¸¡¾Ã÷¸û,
þÃñÎ º§¸¡¾¡¢¸û, ÁüÈ ²Ø «ò¨¾, Á¡Á¢, º¢ò¾¢,
¦À¡¢ÂõÁ¡, ²Ø Á¡Á¡,¦À¡¢ÂôÀ¡, º¢ò¾ôÀ¡, ¿¡üÀò¾¢
þÃñÎ ¯¼ý À¢ÈÅ¡ º§¸¡¾Ã÷, º§¸¡¾¡¢,
±ø§Ä¡Õ¼Ûõ ÁÚÀÊÔõ ´ýÚ §º÷ó¾Ð.
Â¡íìð§… ¿¾¢Â¢ø Òò¾¢º¡Ä¢ ¸ñ¸Ù¨¼Â À¼Ì
Å£ðÊø ÁÚÀÊ ÅóÐ Å¢ð¼Ð.
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