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²PÀëPÀgÀÄ ¤ªÉÃzÀ£É:
F «²µÀÖ avÀæPÀxÁ¥ÀlzÀ°è PÀ£ÀßqÀ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ 

EAVèÃµï ¨sÁµÉUÀ¼À°è PÀxÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß PÉÆqÀ¯ÁVzÉ. 
F avÀæPÀxÁ¥ÀlªÀ£ÀÄß ªÀÄPÀÌ½UÉ vÉÆÃj¸ÀÄvÁÛ 

MAzÀÄ ¸À® PÀ£ÀßqÀ ¨sÁµÉAiÀÄ°è ªÀÄvÉÆÛAzÀÄ ¸À® 
EAVèÃµï ¨sÁµÉAiÀÄ°è PÀxÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß N¢ ºÉÃ½. 
ºÉÃ¼ÀÄvÀÛ¯ÉÃ PÀxÉ DzsÀj¹ ¸ÀAªÁzÀ £ÀqÉ¹j.
 £ÀAvÀgÀ ªÀÄPÀÌ¼ÉÃ ¸ÀévÀB NzÀ®Ä ¥ÉÇæÃvÁì»¹.

£À«®Ä UÀj £À«®Ä UÀj 
G¨sÀAiÀÄ¨sÁµÁ avÀæPÀxÁ¥Àl

Once, the peacock was worrying 

about something. From on top of 

the tree, it kept looking down.     

 There were tears in its eyes, 

A peacock lived on a tree. It had beautiful feathers 

all over its body. Whenever it rained, the peacock 

danced, unfurling its feathers. 

Peacock Feather 
                        MAzÀÄ ªÀÄgÀzÀ ªÉÄÃ¯É 

                    £À«¯ÉÆAzÀÄ ªÁ¸ÀªÁVvÀÄÛ.

                          CzÀPÉÌ ªÉÄÊvÀÄA¨Á 

     CAzÀªÁzÀ UÀjUÀ½zÀÝªÀÅ. 

       ªÀÄ¼É §AzÁUÀ CzÀÄ  

UÀj©aÑ  PÀÄtÂAiÀÄÄwÛvÀÄÛ.  ªÀÄgÀzÀ ªÉÄÃ¯É PÀÄ½wzÀÝ D 

£À«®Ä MªÉÄä, ºÀvÁ±É¬ÄAzÀ MAzÉÃ ¸ÀªÀÄä£É PÉ¼ÀUÉ 

£ÉÆÃqÀÄwÛvÀÄÛ. CzÀPÁÌUÀ §ºÀ¼À aAvÉAiÀiÁVvÀÄÛ. 

eÉÆvÉUÉ PÀtÂÚÃgÀÄ ̧ ÀÄj¸ÀÄwÛvÀÄÛ.  

avÀæUÀ¼ÀÄ: ªÀÄ®è¥Àà C. £ÁnPÁgÀ 
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           CzÉÃ ªÉÃ¼ÉUÉ, UÀÆ¨ÉAiÉÆAzÀÄ ºÁj 
         §AzÀÄ D £À«°£À ¥ÀPÀÌzÀ¯ÉèÃ 
     PÀÄ½vÀÄPÉÆArvÀÄ. aAvÉ ºÁUÀÆ 
     zÀÄBRzÀ°è ªÀÄÄ¼ÀÄVzÀÝ  £À«®£ÀÄß 
  PÀAqÀÄ UÀÆ¨ÉUÉ  ̈ ÉÃ¸ÀgÀªÁ¬ÄvÀÄ. ``ºÉÃ ZÀAzÀ¼Àî ZÀ®ÄªÀ  
    £À«¯ÉÃ...... EAxÀ ¸ËAzÀAiÀÄðªÀ¤ßlÄÖPÉÆAqÀÄ C¼ÀÄwÛgÀÄªÉAiÉÄÃPÉ? 
 AiÀiÁgÁzÀgÀÆ K£ÁzÀgÀÆ vÉÆAzÀgÉ PÉÆlÖgÉÃ?'’ JAzÀÄ PÉÃ½vÀÄ. 
 £À«°£À zÀÄBR ªÀÄvÀÆÛ ºÉZÁÑ¬ÄvÀÄ. ``PÁgÀt ºÉÃ¼ÀÄ.” JAzÀÄ 
UÀÆ¨ÉAiÀÄÄ ¦æÃw¬ÄAzÀ MvÁÛ¬Ä¹vÀÄ. £À«®Ä ºÉÃ½vÀÄ,``£ÉÆÃqÀ°è, PÉ¼ÀUÉ 
£ÉÆÃqÀÄ ¤£ÀUÉÃ UÉÆvÁÛUÀÄvÀÛzÉ.'’ JA¢vÀÄ. 
 UÀÆ¨É PÀvÀÄÛ §VÎ¹ ªÀÄgÀzÀ PÉ¼ÀUÉ £ÉÆÃrvÀÄ. CzÀPÉÌÃ£ÀÆ CxÀðªÁUÀ°®è. 
``E®è¥Àà, £À£ÀUÉÃ£ÀÆ UÉÆvÁÛUÀÄwÛ®è.’’ JAzÀÄ  ªÀÄÄUÀÞªÁV £ÀÄr¬ÄvÀÄ. 

    An owl came flying to the same tree, and sat next to the peacock. Seeing 

    that the peacock was worried and in pain, the owl felt bad for the peacock. 

     “Hey, you beautiful peacock, why are you crying? Did anyone  

     trouble you?” it asked. Hearing this, the peacock felt sadder. The 

      owl insisted the peacock to say the reason. The peacock  

       answered, “Look down, and you will understand.” 

  

        The owl bent its neck and looked down. 

        “I did not understand anything”, the owl  

              replied innocently. 
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£À«°UÉ PÉÆÃ¥À §AzÀÄ,``¤Ã£ÉÆAzÀÄ ªÀÄÆRð 

§Ä¢Þ£ÉÃ E®è. ¤£ÀUÉ £É®zÀ ªÉÄÃ¯É K£ÀÆ 

PÁtÄwÛ®èªÉÃ?'’ CAvÀÄ.

The peacock got angry. It said,“You are 

such a fool! You have no wits! Can't you 

see what's on the ground!?”
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  £À«°£À ¨ÉÊAiÀÄÄÎ¼À¢AzÀ UÀÆ¨ÉUÉ §ºÀ¼À  

  zÀÄBRªÁV PÀtÚ°è ¤ÃgÀÄ vÀÄA©PÉÆArvÀÄ. 

     CzÀ£ÀÄß £ÉÆÃr £À«°UÀÆ   

    ¥À±ÁÑvÁÛ¥ÀªÁ¬ÄvÀÄ. DzÀgÀÆ ¸ÀªÀiÁzsÁ£À 

        ªÀiÁrPÉÆAqÀÄ,``¸ÀjAiÀiÁV £ÉÆÃqÀÄ, PÁtÄvÉÛ.'’ 

    JA¢vÀÄ. UÀÆ¨É §VÎ §VÎ £ÉÆÃrvÀµÉÖ.  DzÀgÉ 

 K£ÀÆ PÁt°®è.``EzÉÆAzÀÄ ªÀÄAPÀÄ ¸ÁA¨ÁætÂ. 

¨Á¬Ä ©mÉÖÃ ºÉÃ¼À¨ÉÃPÀÄ. K£ÀÆ UÉÆvÁÛUÀ®è.'' JAzÀÄ 

ªÀÄ£À¹ì£À°è CAzÀÄPÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÁÛ, UÀÆ¨ÉUÉ, ``£ÉÆÃqÀ°è, £É®zÀ 

vÀÄA¨Á £À£Àß UÀjUÀ¼ÀÄ ºÉÃUÉ GzÀÄjªÉ!'' w½¹vÀÄ £À«®Ä 

zÀÄBR¢AzÀ. 

 ``N ¤£Àß CµÉÆÖAzÀÄ UÀjUÀ¼ÀÄ GzÀÄjzÀÝPÉÌ 

C¼ÀÄwÛ¢ÝÃAiÀiÁ! DzÀgÉ, CzÀPÉÌÃPÉ C¼ÀÄªÉ, ºÉÃ¼ÀÄ?'' ¸ÁAvÀé£ÀzÀ 

zÀ¤AiÀÄ°è UÀÆ¨É ºÉÃ½vÀÄ. 

The owl felt hurt by peacock's words. Tears formed in its eyes. The 

peacock regretted shouting at the owl.  “Look carefully, you will 

see it”, the peacock said. The owl looked down again and again, 

but saw nothing. 

  Realizing that the owl will not understand, the 

  peacock decided to say what was bothering him. 

   “Look at how my feathers have shredded!” it said with  

  sorrow. 

“Oh, your feathers have shredded! But, why are you crying about 

that?” the owl asked, trying to console the peacock.  
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£À«®Ä MAzÀÄ ¤«ÄµÀ D¯ÉÆÃZÀ£É 

ªÀiÁr,``E£ÀÄß ¸Àé®à ¢£ÀUÀ¼À°è £À£Àß UÀjUÀ¼ÀÄ   

  ¸ÀA¥ÀÆtð GzÀÄjºÉÆÃV      

    £À£Àß ¥ÀÄZÀÑªÉ®è     

  ¨ÉÆÃ¼ÀÄ ¨ÉÆÃ¼ÁV PÁtÂ¸ÀÄvÀÛzÉ.  

 £Á£É°è ¸ÀÄAzÀgÀªÁV PÁtÄªÉ? DUÀ                                  

 J®ègÀÆ £À£Àß£ÀÄß DrPÉÆAqÀÄ 

£ÀUÀÄªÀÅ¢®èªÉÃ?'' vÀ£Àß DvÀAPÀªÀ£ÀÄß 

vÉÆÃrPÉÆArvÀÄ.  

The peacock thinking for a moment, “In a few 

days all of my feathers will be gone. I will look 

bald. How will I look beautiful then? Won't 

everyone laugh at me?” it expressed its stress. 
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£À«°UÉ UÀÆ¨ÉAiÀÄ ªÀiÁvÀÄ ¤dªÉ¤¹vÀÄ. ``ºÀÄ° D£É 

¹AºÀUÀ¼ÉÃ ªÀAiÀÄ¸ÁìzÀ £ÀAvÀgÀ ªÀÄ®VzÀgÉ 

K¼À°PÁÌUÀzÉÃ ¸ÉÆÃvÀÄ ¸ÀvÀÄÛ ºÉÆÃUÀÄvÀÛªÉ. E£ÀÄß 

£Á£ÀÄ EzÀPÁÌV aAw¸ÀÄªÀÅzÉÃ?'' JAzÀÄ vÀ£ÀUÉ vÁ£ÉÃ 

¸ÀªÀiÁzsÁ£À ªÀiÁrPÉÆArvÀÄ. 

    UÀÆ¨ÉUÉ £ÀUÀÄ §AvÀÄ.  

     ` `CAi ÉÆ åÃ ¥ Éz À Ä Ý   

      £ À«¯ É Ã . . . . .¤£ À ß   

     ªÀÄÆRðvÀ£ÀPÉÌ C¼À¨ÉÃPÉÆÃ 

   £ ÀU À¨ ÉÃP ÉÆÃ £ À£ ÀU ÀAv ÀÆ  

    w½AiÀÄÄwÛ®è. ªÀAiÀÄ¸ÁìzÀ  

          ªÉÄÃ¯É  EµÀÄÖ zÉÆqÀØ ªÀÄgÀªÉÃ 

      GgÀÄ½ ºÉÆÃUÀÄvÀÛzÉ.  E£ À Ä ß  

   £ÀªÀÄäAvÀºÀ ¥ÀÄmÁtÂ ¥ÀQë, 

  ¥ÁætÂUÀ¼É®è CzÀgÀ ªÀÄÄAzÉ K£ÉÃ£ÀÆ 

 C® è .  Cz ÀPÁ ÌV aAv É  ª À i Árz Àg É   

  ¤£Àß£ÀÄß zÀqÀØ C£Àß¨ÉÃPÀÄ, CµÉÖ!''

The owl laughed. “You foolish peacock! I don't know whether to laugh or 

cry. Even a big tree, like this one, falls to the ground when it turns old. 

Birds and animals like us are tiny creatures in front of this tree. If you 

worry about this, then you must be called a fool.”  

The peacock felt that the owl's words were true. “Lions, tigers and 

elephants also face difficult times in their old-age, and one day die. 

They also accept their fate. Why do I need to worry?” The peacock 

assured itself. 
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CµÀÖgÀ°è CzÉÃ ªÀÄgÀzÀ §½ PÉ®ªÀgÀÄ ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ ªÀÄPÀÌ¼ÀÄ 

NqÉÆÃqÀÄvÁÛ §AzÀgÀÄ. £À«®£ÀÄß £ÉÆÃr RÄ¶ ¥ÀnÖzÀÆÝ 

C®èzÉ, ``£À«®Ä UÀj GzÀÄj¹zÉ Dj¹PÉÆ¼ÉÆîÃt §¤ß. 

¥ÀÄ¸ÀÛPÀzÀ°èlÖgÉ UÀj ªÀÄj ºÁPÀÄvÉÛ. DUÀ J®èjUÀÆ 

PÉÆqÉÆÃt.'' C£ÀÄßvÁÛ ̧ ÀAvÀ¸À¢AzÀ Dj¸ÀvÉÆqÀVzÀgÀÄ.

 UÀÆ¨É ºÉÃ½vÀÄ,``£ÉÆÃqÀÄ £À«¯ÉÃ, ¤£Àß UÀj¬ÄAzÀ 

ªÀÄPÀÌ¼ÀÄ JµÀÄÖ ̧ ÀAvÉÆÃµÀ ¥ÀqÀÄwÛzÁÝgÉ. D ̧ ÀAvÉÆÃµÀ £Á£ÀÄ 

PÉÆqÀ¯ÁUÀÄªÀÅzÉÃ?'' JAzÀÄ §Ä¢Þ ºÉÃ½vÀÄ.  

 At that moment, a few children 

from school came running. They were 

very happy to see the peacock. 

“Let's pick up these feathers. If we keep 

it in the pages of our books, the feather 

will give babies!” said the children with 

joy and started to collect the fallen 

feathers. 

“Hey, peacock. Look at how the kids are 

happy because of you. Can I give the 

same happiness to them?” the owl 

preached. 
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±ÉÊPÀëtÂPÀ GzÉÝÃ±ÀPÁÌV gÀÆ¦¸À¯ÁVzÉ. EzÀ£ÀÄß 

zsÀé¤ ±ÉÊPÀëtÂPÀ ¸ÀA¥À£ÀÆä® PÉÃAzÀæzÀ 

¥ÀÆªÁð£ÀÄªÀÄw¬Ä®èzÉÃ ªÁtÂdå GzÉÝÃ±ÀUÀ½UÁV 

¥ÀÄ£ÀªÀÄÄð¢æ¸ÀÄªÀÅzÁUÀ°Ã, §¼À¹PÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀÅzÁUÀ°Ã 

¤¶zÀÞ. ±ÉÊPÀëtÂPÀ GzÉÝÃ±À¢AzÀ ²PÀëPÀgÀÄ, 

¥Á®PÀgÀÄ, ¸ÀA¥À£ÀÆä® ªÀåQÛUÀ¼ÀÄ EzÀ£ÀÄß 

G¥ÀAiÉÆÃV¸ÀÄªÀÅzÁzÀgÉ zsÀé¤ ±ÉÊ.¸ÀA.PÉÃAzÀæzÀ 

UÀªÀÄ£ÀPÉÌ vÀgÀªÀÅzÀÄ C¥ÉÃPÀëtÂÃAiÀÄ.
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`zsÀé¤' ±ÉÊPÀëtÂPÀ AiÉÆÃd£ÉUÀ¼À ªÁå¦ÛAiÀÄ°è 
GavÀ ºÀAaPÉUÁVDUÀ £À«°UÉ vÀ£Àß zÀÄBRPÉÌ CxÀð«®è 

J¤¹, PÉ¼ÀPÉÌ ºÁj ªÀÄPÀÌ¼ÉzÀÄjUÉ £É®zÀ 

ªÉÄÃ¯É PÀÄtÂAiÀÄvÉÆqÀVvÀÄ!  

The peacock understood that there 

is no use being sad, so it flew down 

to the tree and it danced in 

happiness! 


