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I was born from the earth.

 
 
 
I was born from the earth. 

 

£Á£ÀÄ ªÀÄtÂÚ¤AzÀ ºÀÄnÖzÉÝ. 

 

 

(Image of clump of clay) page.3 

Ever since, I have carried with me a handful of clay. 

It reminds me of where I came from 

 

DV¤AzÀ £À£Àß PÉÊAiÀÄ°è ªÀÄtÂÚ£À ªÀÄÄzÉÝAiÉÆA¢gÀÄvÀÛzÉ. 

CzÀÄ £Á£ÀÄ J°èAzÀ §AzÉ JA§ÄzÀ£ÀÄß £É£À¦¸ÀÄwÛgÀÄvÀÛzÉ. 

 

 

(Image of flattened clay covered with sand) page  4 

Once, when I pressed it down flat and sprinkled it with sand, 

I could see that it was also a place.  

 

MªÉÄä CzÀ£ÀÄß ZÀ¥ÀàmÉAiÀiÁV MwÛ, MAzÀµÀÄÖ ªÀÄgÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¹A¥Àr¹zÉ 

CzÉÆAzÀÄ HgÀÆ DVzÀÝAvÉ £À£ÀUÉ PÀArvÀÄ. 
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I felt welcomed there and began to build a home.

Soon I imagined many different kinds of people living in 
many different kinds of homes.

Some of them had lived long, long ago. 

They all had stories to tell.



Some people lived in a line.
 
They were always moving forward, building their new homes in front of their old ones.

Their families traveled over the earth and left their past behind.
 
Sometimes they met other families. And sometimes many families met in the same place,
and their houses became towns or even cities. But they always kept moving forward.

Other people lived in a circle. 

They would dig up their old homes and rebuild them. They wanted to 
remember everything they could about their past, and make it part of 
their present.



And still other people lived in an ascending spiral.
 
They would bury their past homes and build new ones on
top of them, again and again. They wanted to see how high
they could build, and they didn’t care about the past.

After a while, their buildings grew too high and collapsed.

How would you like to live?

Corrections 01 

On Page 6:  

Left side picture 

Above the Paragraph: “Some people lived in a line…. 

….always kept moving forward.” 

Two lines in Kannada, at the end of Kannada paragraph are missing; they are as under:  

 

 

Ȩ́ÃjzÀªÀÅ, CªÀgÀ ªÀÄ£ÉUÀ¼ÀÄ ¥ÀlÖtUÀ¼ÁzÀÄªÀÅ, £ÀUÀgÀUÀ¼ÀÆ DzÀÄªÀÅ.  

  DzÀgÉ CªÀgÀÄ AiÀiÁªÁUÀ®Æ ªÀÄÄAzÀPÉÌ ¸ÁUÀÄvÀÛ̄ ÉÃ EzÀÝgÀÄ.  

 

 

Corrections 02 

On Page 7:  

Left side picture 

One line in Kannada, which is equivalent to: 

“And still other people lived in an ascending spiral.” is missing, the line is as under:  

 

ªÀÄvÉÛ PÉ®ªÀgÀÄ ªÉÄÃ¯ÉÃgÀÄªÀ À̧ÄgÀÄ½AiÀÄ°è §zÀÄQzÀgÀÄ. 
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