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Na bétannan mora

Na

botannan
mora

An teacsa Lgnne Burgess

Na dealbhan Anne Parsons

A’ Ghdidhlig Anna NicDhomhnaill
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Bha Anna aqgus Domhnall air cuairt sgoile.
’S ann gu tuathanas a bha iad q’ dol.
“Chi sinn na beathaichean uile,”

arsa Domhnall.

Nuair a rainiqg iad an tuathanas,
thuirt an tidsear, “Cuiribh oirbh ur
botannan q-nis.”

“Chan eil mo bhotannan agam,”
arsa Domhnall. “D¢ ni mi?”

“Stud botannan dhut,” thuirt an tuathanach.



Chuir Domhnall air na botannan. A DRh’fhalbh Anna a choimhead air na cearcan.

“Seall Anna,” thuirt e. ! “Bheil sibh airson gran a thoirt
“Tha na botannan agamsa nas motha dha na cearcan?” ars an tidsear.
na tha na botannan agadsa.” “Tha mise!” arsa Domhnall.
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Dh’fheuch Domhnall rj ruith chun an

tidseir ach thuit e.

i “Tugainnibh gus am faic sibh naq gobhair,”

thuirt an tidsear. Ruith Anna chun an t-seada,
“Chan urrainn dhomh ruith,” thuirt e,

“Tha mise airson na gobhair fhaicinn,”

“Tha mo bhotannan ro mhor.” thuirt 1i.



“Tugainnibh gus am faic sibh an t-each,”

thuirt an tidsear. “Co tha airson curran a
thoirt dha?”

e

Dh’fheuch Domhnall ri cumail suas ri Anna ach J “Tha mise!” arsa Domhnall.
cha b’ urrainn dha ruith le na botannan mora. “Tha an t-each cho mor. Feumaidh tu sreap
“Cha toil leam na botannan seo,” thuirt e. air a’ bhogsa seo,” thuirt an tidsear.
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Dh’fheuch Domhnall ri sreap air a
ach thuit aon bhotann dheth.

“Bheir mise an curran dhan each,” ars Anna.

Cha robh Domhnall idir toilichte.

” thuirt Domhnall.

b

“Tha mo bhotannan ro mhor
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Nuair a rdinig 1ad a’ phdirc

dh’fhosgail an tidsear an geata.
“0O, seall an laogh,” ars Anna.

“Am faod mi dhol faisg air?”

“Tugainnibh a-nis,” ars an tidsear. “Faodaidh,” thuirt an tuathanach.

“Theéid sinn a-null dhan phdirc.” “Ach tha poll fliuch an sin.”
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Dh’theuch Anna ri coiseachd a-null

chun an laoigh ach bha torr puill ann.
“Haidh!” ars Anna.

“Cha ruig mi air an laogh.”
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Thug an tuathanach suil air na botannan
mora aig Domhnall.
“Tha na botannan agadsa mor. Trobhad

comhla rium aqus chi thu an laogh,” thuirt e.
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“Is toil leam mo bhotannan mora a-nis,” thuirt e.
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