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Dette er Khalai. Hun er syv ar gammel.
Hendes navn betyder ‘den gode’ pa
hendes sprog lubukusu.

This is Khalai. She is seven years old.
Her name means ‘the good one’ in her
language, Lubukusu.



,’Sobue.io adu Jo s10| sn anIb
pue big moub ‘9343 abuelo aseas|d,, ‘9341
abuelo ayl 01 sy|e1 pue dn saxem lejeyy

.- Jaulsjodde supow je Jassew so
AIB B0 103s BIp sy oA ‘seJjuisjadde auxey,,
"}9=eJ3uls|adde |13 u9je3 bo do Jeis 1ejeyy




Khalai gar til skole. Pa vejen taler hun til
graesset. “Kaere graes, voks dig grennere
og tar ikke ud.”

Khalai walks to school. On the way she
talks to the grass. “Please grass, grow
greener and don't dry up.”

“Appelsinerne er stadig grenne,” sukker
Khalai. “Jeg kommer tilbage i morgen,
appelsintrae,” siger Khalai. “Sa har du
maske en moden appelsin til mig!”

“The oranges are still green,” sighs
Khalai. “I will see you tomorrow orange
tree,” says Khalai. “Perhaps then you
will have a ripe orange for me!”
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I skolen taler Khalai til traeet midt i
skolegarden. “Keaere trae, voks store
grene ud, sa vi kan laese i din skygge.”

At school, Khalai talks to the tree in the
middle of the compound. “Please tree,
put out big branches so we can read
under your shade.”

Khalai taler til haekken rundt om sin
skole. “Veer venlig at vokse dig staerk, sa
onde mennesker ikke kan komme ind.”

Khalai talks to the hedge around her
school. “Please grow strong and stop
bad people from coming in.”



