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Grandma’s bananas
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O kATO¢ TNC MNayLag Atav KatarAnKTlkog, YEUATOC atto
o0pyo, Kexpl, kal kaoaBa. ANA TO KAAUTEPO atto OAa ftav
oL purtavaved. MapoAo 1tou N Mayla elye TIOANA gyyovLa, eyw
Kpuda &epa OTL HUOLV N ayarnuevn TNG. AUtr He
TIPOOKAAOUCE OUYVA OTO OTI(TL TNG. AUTA aKOPA pou glTte
Alya puoTikd. ANAG UTTAPYXE €va LUOTLKO TIoU Ogv
LOLPAOTNKE ME HEVA: TIOU wP{Hade TLG UTTAVAVEC,

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.



Mua pEpa eida eva peyaho Pabvo KaAddbL tomoBeTnpEVo
oTov NALo £Ew arod to ottt TN Naylag. ‘Otav pwtnoa ya
TL ATav auto, N povn ardvtnon mou TiHpa Atav: «Auto ival
TO MAYLKO HOoU KaAGBw». AlTTAa 0To KOAABL, UTIApY AV apKETA
dUNa prtavavag tou N Nayla yuplde ano wpa o€ wpa.
"Huouv tieplepyn. «Iia Tt paypa sivat ta uAAa, Mayud;»
pwtnoa. H pévn artdvtnon 1ou 1tHpa Atav: «Autad lvat ta
LAYLKA Lou GUANO».

One day [ saw a big straw basket placed in the sun outside
Grandma'’s house. When I asked what it was for, the only
answer I got was, “It's my magic basket.” Next to the
basket, there were several banana leaves that Grandma
turned from time to time. I was curious. “What are the
leaves for, Grandma?” I asked. The only answer I got was,
“They are my magic leaves.”



"Htav tooo evéladepov va tapakoAouvBbw tn MNayia, TLg
urtavavec, ta $uAa prravavag kat to peyaho Pabvo
KaAABL. ANAG N MayLld pe E0TELNE OTNV KNTEPA HOU YLa HLa
SOUAeLA. «ayLd, o€ TTapakaiw, adpnaoe Pe va TiapakoAouvBw
000 Tipoctolpadeoat..» «Mnv eloal TieLopatapko, Ttacdi,
KAVE O,TL 00U AEvEx» ETIEUELVE. =eKlvnoa TpEYOVTAC.

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.



‘Otav eneotpea, n MNayid kabotav €Ew ald ywpig to
KaAABL, oUTe TIC prmavaved. «Miayld, oo sivat to KaAdo,
TIOU €lvat OAEC OL UTTavAVEC, Kal TIoV...» ANA n povn
amdavtnon Tou TIf|pa Atav: «AUuTEC Eival 0TO HAyLKO HoU
LEPOC». AUTO TAV TOOO ATIOYONTEUTLKO!

When I returned, Grandma was sitting outside but with
neither the basket nor the bananas. “Grandma, where is
the basket, where are all the bananas, and where...” But the
only answer I got was, “They are in my magic place.” It was
so disappointing!




AuO HEPEC apyOTePQ, N MNayLd pe eoTelle va PEPpw TO
UTIAOTOUVL TNE ATIO TO UTIVOSWHATLO TNG. MOALG avol&éa tn
TIOPTA, ME KAAWOOPLOE N Suvath HUPpWSLA TNE wplpavong
TWV MTTIAVAVWVY. XTO E0WTEPLKO SWHATLO TaV TO HEYANO
LayLlko Pabvo KaAddL tng ylaylag. Auto Atav Kaha
KPUMMEVO aTto pLa TtaAld kouBeEpta. Tnv oAkwoa Kat
uupLoa auTh tnv uTEEPOYN HUPWSLA.

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.



H ¢wvnA tng MNayag pe Eadviace otav pwvase: «TL KAVELG;
Kave ypnyopa kat €pe ou To practouvs. ‘Etpeta
BLOOTLKA PE TO MTTACTOUVL TNG. «TL XAMOYEANAC;» PWTINCE N
Mlayld. H epwtnon tng e €KAve va CUVELSNTOTIOAOW OTL
AKOMA YapoyeAovoa otnv avakahudn Tou paytkou tng
TOTIOU.

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.



Tnv entopevn pEpa otav n yayld Npbe va eriokedtel Tnv
LUNTEPQ OV, TIHYA YPAYOPA OTO OTI{TL TNG Va EAEYEW TLC
UTIAVAVEC pLa akoun ¢opdad. YTIpxe pla deopida arod 1oAu
WPLHEG. AldAe€a pia kat tnv ekpuda oto ¢popepa pou. Apou
OKETIA0A TO KAAABL TTAAL, TtAya Tilow aro to oTi{tL Kat TtV
ebaya ypAyopa. Autr ftav n Lo YAUKLA prtavava ou £iya
TIOTE SOKLMAOEL.

The following day when grandma came to visit my mother,
I rushed to her house to check the bananas once more.
There was a bunch of very ripe ones. I picked one and hid it
in my dress. After covering the basket again, I went behind
the house and quickly ate it. It was the sweetest banana I
had ever tasted.



Tnv entOpeVN PEPQA, OTAV N yLayLd ATav oTo KTIO
pnadevovtag AayYavikad, UTtNKa peoa Kat kolta&a ipooeKTLKA
TLG MTTAVAVEG. 2XES0V ONEC NTAV WPLUEC. AE yvoTav va Unv
TIAapw pLa dsopida teoodpwv. MNepTatwvtag oTLg HUTEG TWV
TIOSLWV TIPOC T TIOPTA, AKouoa Th yLayla va BAYEL EEw.
MOALC katddepa va KpUYP W TLG UTTAVAVEG KATW aTio TO
bOpEPA OV KaL TIEPTIATNOA UTIPOOTA TNC.

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.



H emtépevn pepa ntav pepa ayopad. H Nnaywa Eumvnoe
vwplic. Auth Ttavta Ttalpvel WPLHEG UTtavaveg Katl kacdapa va
TTIOUAROEL oTNV ayopd. Eyw Sev Bldotnka va tnv eTLoKEPTW
gkelvn tn pepa. AN\A dev pmopeoa va tnv amodpuyw yla
TIOAU.

The following day was market day. Grandma woke up early.
She always took ripe bananas and cassava to sell at the
market. I did not hurry to visit her that day. But I could not
avoid her for long.
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ApyoTepa eKelVO TO ATIOYEUMA E KAAECE N UNTEPQA OV Kal
0 Tatepag pou, kat n Naywd. Eyw n&epa yatl. Ekeivn tn
vOYTa KaBwg €meoa va Kolpnbw, eyw A&epa OTL 6ev
urtopovoa va kKAehw &ava, oute amo tn lNayla, oute aro
TOUC YOVE(G pou, Kal BEBata oute ard kavevav AAAo.

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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