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Bestemors kjgkkenhage var full av durra, hirse
0og maniok. Men best av alt var bananene. Selv
om bestemor hadde mange barnebarn, visste
jegiall hemmelighet at jeg var favoritten
hennes. Hun inviterte meg ofte hjem til seg. Hun
fortalte meg ogsa sma hemmeligheter. Men det
var én hemmelighet hun ikke delte med meg:
hvor hun modnet bananene.

Grandma'’s garden was wonderful, full of
sorghum, millet, and cassava. But best of all
were the bananas. Although Grandma had
many grandchildren, I secretly knew that I was
her favourite. She invited me often to her house.
She also told me little secrets. But there was one
secret she did not share with me: where she
ripened bananas.

Senere den kvelden sendte mor, far og
bestemor bud etter meg. Jeg visste hvorfor. Da
jeg la meg til & sove den natten, visste jeg at jeg
ikke kunne stjele igjen, ikke fra bestemor, ikke
fra foreldrene mine, og definitivt ikke fra noen
andre.

Later that evening I was called by my mother
and father, and Grandma. I knew why. That
night as I lay down to sleep, I knew I could never
steal again, not from grandma, not from my
parents, and certainly not from anyone else.
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Det var sa interessant a se pa bestemor,
bananene, bananbladene og den store
strakurven. Men bestemor sendte meg av garde
til mamma for et serend. «Bestemor, vaer sa snill,
la meg fa se pa mens du forbereder ...» «Ikke
vaer sa sta, jenta mi, gjer det du har blitt bedt
omy, insisterte hun. Jeg sprang av garde.

It was so interesting watching Grandma, the
bananas, the banana leaves and the big straw
basket. But Grandma sent me off to my mother
on an errand. “Grandma, please, let me watch
as you prepare...” “Don’t be stubborn, child, do
as you are told,” she insisted. I took off running.

Neste dag mens bestemor var i kjskkenhagen
og plukket grennsaker, snek jeg meg inn og
tittet pa bananene. Nesten alle var modne. Jeg
kunne ikke la vaere a ta en klase med fire. I det
jeg listet meg mot dara, herte jeg bestemor
hoste utenfor. Jeg rakk sa vidt & gjemme
bananene under kjolen og gikk forbi henne.

The following day, when grandma was in the
garden picking vegetables, I sneaked in and
peered at the bananas. Nearly all were ripe. I
couldn't help taking a bunch of four. As I tiptoed
towards the door, I heard grandma coughing
outside. I just managed to hide the bananas
under my dress and walked past her.
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To dager senere ba bestemor meg om a hente
stokken hennes fra soverommet. Sa snart jeg
apnet dera, ble jeg meatt av den sterke lukten av
modne bananer. I det innerste rommet var
bestemors store magiske strakurv. Den var godt
gjemt av et gammelt teppe. Jeqg laftet det og
luktet pa den vidunderlige duften.

Two days later, Grandma sent me to fetch her
walking stick from her bedroom. As soon as I
opened the door, I was welcomed by the strong
smell of ripening bananas. In the inner room
was grandma’s big magic straw basket. It was
well hidden by an old blanket. I lifted it and
sniffed that glorious smell.

Bestemors stemmme skremte meg da hun ropte:
«Hva holder du pa med?» «Skynd deg og ta med
stokken.» Jeg skyndte meg ut med stokken
hennes. «Hva er det du smiler for?» spurte
bestemor. Spgrsmalet hennes fikk meg til a
innse at jeg fortsatt smilte over oppdagelsen av
det magiske stedet hennes.

Grandma’s voice startled me when she called,
“What are you doing? Hurry up and bring me
the stick.” I hurried out with her walking stick.
“What are you smiling about?” Grandma asked.
Her question made me realise that I was still
smiling at the discovery of her magic place.



