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,d ckj dh ckr gSµ fiax uke dk ,d [kwclwjr NksVk cÙk[k FkkA og viuh eka] vius firk] viuh nks
cguksa] vius rhu Hkkb;ksa] X;kjg pkfp;ksa] lkr pkpkvksa vkSj c;kyhl ppsjs HkkbZ&cguksa ds lkFk jgrk FkkA
mudk ?kj Fkk ;kaxth unh ij le>nkj vka[kksa okyh ,d ukoA
gj lqcg tc lwjt iwjc esa fudyrk fiax] mldh eka vkSj firk] nks cgusa vkSj rhu HkkbZ] X;kjg pkfp;ka vkSj
lkr pkpk vkSj c;kyhl ppsjs HkkbZ&cgu] lc ,d&,d djds] ,d NksVs&ls iqy ij dne c<+krs gq, ;kaxth
unh ds fdukjs tkrsA

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.
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.
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lkjk fnu os ?kksa?ks] eNfy;ka vkSj [kkus dh nwljh etsnkj phtsa <aw<rsA ysfdu 'kke gksrs gh tc lwjt if'pe esa
Mwcus yxrk] uko dk ekfyd tksj ls gkad yxkrkµ ¶yk&yk&yk&yk&ysbZ!¸
rqjar gh fiax vkSj mldk lkjk ifjokj tYnh&tYnh dne c<+krs gq, nkSM+dj vkrs vkSj ,d&,d djds ml
NksVs iqy ij p<+dj le>nkj vka[kksa okyh ml uko ij igqap tkrs] tks ;kaxth unh ij mudk ?kj FkkA
fiax ges'kk è;ku j[krk] cgqr&cgqr è;ku j[krk fd og vkf[kj esa u igqaps] D;ksafd tks Hkh cÙk[k iqy dks
vkf[kj esa ikj djrk Fkk] mldh ihB ij ,d rekpk iM+rk FkkA

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.
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ysfdu ,d fnu 'kke dks tc Nk;k,a yEch gksus yxha] fiax
us vkokt ugha lquh] D;ksafd ml le; og ,d NksVh eNyh
idM+us dh dksf'k'k esa yxk Fkk vkSj mldk xyr fgLlk ikuh ds
Åij FkkA
tc fiax dk lgh fgLlk ikuh ds Åij vk;k] mldh eka]
mlds firk vkSj mldh pkfp;ka igys gh ,d&,d djds iqy
ds Åij py iM+s FksA tc fiax rV ds ikl igaqpk] mlds pkpk
But one afternoon as the shadows grew long, Ping did
not hear the 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,
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vkSj ppsjs cgu&HkkbZ vkxs c<+ jgs FksA tc
rd og rV ij igqap Ikk;k] mlds c;kyhl
HkkbZ&cguksa esa ls vkf[kjh cÙk[k Hkh iqy ikj
dj pqdk FkkA
fiax dks irk Fkk fd vxj mlus iqy ikj
fd;k rks og vkf[kjh] fcYdqy vkf[kjh] cÙk[k
gksxkA og rekpk [kkuk ugha pkgrk FkkA
and by the time Ping reached the
shore the last of his forty-two cousins
had crossed the bridge.
Ping knew he would be the last, the
very last duck if he crossed the
bridge. Ping did not want to be
spanked.
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rks og fNi x;kA
fiax ?kkl ds ihNs fNi x;kA tSls&tSls
va/sjk Nkrk x;k vkSj vkleku esa ihyk
pkan pedus yxk] fiax us le>nkj vka[kksa
okyh uko dks ;kaxth unh esa /hjs&/hjs
rSjdj tkrs ns[kkA

So he hid.
Ping hid behind the grasses, and
as the dark came and the pale moon
shone in the sky Ping watched the
wise-eyed boat slowly sail down the
Yangtze River.
10

lkjh jkr fiax unh ds fdukjs ?kklksa ds chp
vius ia[k esa flj Nqik, lksrk jgk vkSj tc
lwjt iwjc esa fudy vk;k] rks mlus ik;k fd
og ;kaxth unh ij fcYdqy vdsyk gSA

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.
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ogka firk ;k eka ugha Fks] cgu ;k HkkbZ ugha Fks] pkph vkSj pkpk ugha Fks] c;kyhl ppsjs HkkbZ&cgu ugha Fksµ
buesa ls dksbZ Hkh ogka ugha Fkk] tks fiax ds lkFk eNyh idM+us tkrkA rks ;kaxth unh ds ihys ikuh ij rSjrk
gqvk fiax mUgsa <aw<us yxkA

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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tSls&tSls lwjt vkdk'k esa Åij p<+rk x;k] ukosa vkus yxhaµ cM+h ukosa vkSj NksVh ukosa] eNyh idM+us okyh
ukosa vkSj fHk[kkfj;ksa dh ukosa] ?kj okyh ukosa vkSj yêòksa dh ukosaA bu lHkh ukoksa dks fiax dh vka[ksa ns[k jgh FkhaA
ij mls dgha Hkh le>nkj vka[kksa okyh og uko utj ugha vkbZ] tks mldk ?kj FkhA

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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fQj ,d uko vkbZ tks vthc&ls dkys eNyh
idM+us okys if{k;ksa ls Hkjh FkhA fiax us ns[kk fd os
vius ekfyd ds fy, eNyh ykus ds fy, xksrk
yxk jgs FksA tSls gh dksbZ i{kh vius ekfyd
dks ,d eNyh ykdj nsrk] mldk ekfyd ru[kkg
ds rkSj ij eNyh dk ,d NksVk VqdM+k mls nsrkA

Then came a boat full of strange darkfishing 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.
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eNyh idM+us okys i{kh mM+dj fiax ds vkSj utnhd vk,A vc fiax mudh xnZuksa ds pkjksa vksj pedrs
NYys ns[k ldrk FkkA ;s /krq ds NYys brus dls gq, Fks fd i{kh dHkh Hkh mu cM+h eNfy;ksa dks fuxy ugha
ldrs Fks ftUgsa os idM+ jgs FksA
yid] Nikd] Nikd] NYys okys i{kh fiax ds pkjksa vksj tksj ls >iV jgs FksA mlus vanj xksrk yxk;k
vkSj ;kaxth unh ds ihys ikuh ds uhps rSjus yxkA

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.
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tc fiax mu if{k;ksa ls cgqr nwj ikuh ds
Åij fudyk rks mls [kkus ds NksVs&NksVs VqdM+s
rSjrs feysA ;s pkoy dh dsd ds VqdM+s Fks]
tks ,d ?kjokyh uko rd jkLrk cuk, gq, FksA

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.
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tSls&tSls fiax bu VqdM+ksa dks [kkrk x;k]
og ?kj okyh uko ds utnhd] vkSj utnhd
vkrk x;k] vkSj ---

As Ping ate these crumbs, he came
nearer and nearer to the house boat,
then —
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Nikd!
ikuh ds vanj ,d yM+dk Fkkµ ,d NksVk yM+dkA
mldh ihB ij ,d ihik Fkk] tks uko ds lkFk jLlh ls
mlh izdkj ca/k Fkk] ftl rjg ;kaxth unh ds lHkh
uko okys yM+ds viuh ukoksa ls ca/s gksrs FksA ml yM+ds
ds gkFk esa ,d pkoy dk dsd FkkA

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.
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¶vksg & vks vks vks vks m m m !¸
og NksVk yM+dk fpYyk;k vkSj fiax >iVk
vkSj mlus pkoy dk dsd Nhu fy;kA

“Oh-owwwwoooo!” cried the little Boy, and up dashed Ping and
snatched at the rice cake.
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rqjar gh yM+ds us fiax dks idM+dj gkFkksa esa tdM+ fy;kA
¶dSa&dSa&dSa&dSa!¸ fiax fpYykus yxkA
¶vksg! & vks vks g & m m!¸ NksVk yM+dk fpYyk;kA
fiax vkSj yM+ds us bruk ikuh mNkyk vkSj bruk 'kksj epk;k fd yM+ds dk cki nkSM+rk gqvk vk;k vkSj yM+ds
dh eka Hkh nkSM+rh gqbZ vkbZA yM+ds dh cgu vkSj HkkbZ nkSM+rs vk,A mu lcus uko ds fdukjs ls >kaddj fiax vkSj
yM+ds dks ;kaxth unh ds ikuh esa gkFk&iSj ekjrs ns[kkA
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.
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fQj yM+ds ds firk vkSj ekrk us og jLlh [khaph tks
yM+ds ds ihB ij ca/s ihis ls tqM+h FkhA
mUgksaus [khapk vkSj fiax rFkk yM+dk nksuksa ?kj okyh uko
ds Åij vk x,A

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.
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¶vkg] ,d cÙk[k dk Hkkstu gekjs
ikl vk x;k!¸ yM+ds ds firk us
dgkA

“Ah, a duck dinner has come
to us!” said the Boy’s father.
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¶vkt jkr lwjt <yus ij eSa
bls pkoy ds lkFk idkÅa x h]¸
yM+ds dh eka us dgkA
¶ugha&ugha! esjh I;kjh cÙk[k
bruh laqnj gS fd mls [kk;k ugha
tk ldrk]¸ yM+dk fpYyk;kA

“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.
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ysfdu fiax ds Åij ,d Vksdjh Mky nh xbZ vkSj
vc og u yM+ds dks ns[k ldrk Fkk] u uko dks] u
vkdk'k dks vkSj u gh ;kaxth unh ds lqUnj ihys ikuh
dksA
lkjs fnu fiax lwjt dh mu iryh js[kkvksa dks
gh ns[k ldrk Fkk tks Vksdjh ds Nsnksa ls ped jgh Fkha]
vkSj fiax cgqr mnkl FkkA
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.
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dkQh nsj ds ckn fiax us pIiqvksa dh vkoktsa lquha
vkSj uko dh /Pp&/Pp eglwl dh] tc mls [ks
dj ;kaxth unh esa ys tk;k tk jgk FkkA
tYnh gh Vksdjh ds Nsnksa ls vk jgh /wi dh
ydhjksa dk jax xqykch gks x;k vkSj blls fiax dks
irk py x;k fd lwjt if'pe esa Mwc jgk gSA fiax us
vius utnhd vkrs iSjksa dh vkokt lquhA
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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tYnh ls Vksdjh dks gVk;k x;k vkSj vc
NksVs yM+ds ds gkFk fiax dks idM+s gq, FksA

The basket was quickly lifted, and
the little Boy’s hands were holding
Ping.
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tYnh ls pqipki yM+ds us fiax dks uko
ds fdukjs ls fxjk fn;k] vkSj fiax ikuh esa
mrj x;k µ ;kaxth unh ds [kwclwjr ikuh
esaA
rHkh fia x us viuh iq d kj lq u h]
¶yk&yk&yk&yk&ysbZA¸

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-la-lei!”
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fiax us utj nkSM+kbZA unh ds rV ds ikl m/j
le>nkj vka[kksa okyh og uko Fkh tks fiax dk ?kj FkhA
fiax us viuh eka vkSj vius firk vkSj viuh pkfp;ksa
dks ns[kk] lc ds lc dne c<+kdj ,d&,d djds
NksVs iqy ds Åij tk jgs FksA
tYnh ls fiax eqM+k vkSj rSjus yxk vkSj rV dh vksj
c<+us ds fy, iSj ekjus yxkA vc fiax dks vius
pkpk ,d&,d djds dne c<+krs gq, fn[k jgs FksA
tYnh&tYnh iSj ekjdj fiax rV dh vksj c<+kA
mlus vius ppsjs HkkbZ&cguksa dks ,d&,d djds
dne c<+krs ns[kkA
tYnh&tYnh fiax iSj ekjdj rV ds utnhd
igaqpk] ysfduµ
34

Ping looked and there near the bank
of the river was the wise-eyed boat
which was Ping’s home, and Ping was 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 –

35

36

tc fiax rV ij igaqpk mlds c;kyhl ppsjs
HkkbZ&cguksa esa ls vkf[kjh cÙk[k Hkh iqy ds Åij igqap
pqdh FkhA fiax le> x;k fd mls fQj ls nsj gks xbZ gSA
ysfdu og fQj Hkh iqy ds Åij pyrk x;kA
^pVkd* fiax dh ihB ij rekpk iM+kA

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!
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vkf[kdkj fiax viuh eka vkSj vius firk] viuh nks
cguksa vkSj rhu Hkkb;ksa] X;kjg pkfp;ksa vkSj lkr pkpkvksa
vkSj c;kyhl ppsjs HkkbZ&cguksa ds ikl igqap x;k µ fQj
ls vius ?kj esa] ;kaxth unh ds Åij le>nkj vka[kksa
okyh uko esaA

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.
❐
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