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Konncb oy>ke AaBHO Nogmn He BMIfiM HIYOro pobuTtu.
BOHW He BMiNK CiATN 3epHO, WLNTY OA4AT YN
BUrOTOBMATY 3aNi3Hi 3Hapanada. bor Ha iM'a H'ami,
KU 6YB BUCOKO B Hebi, MaB BCKO MyApPICTb LbOroO
CBIiTY. | 36epiras BiH ii y FMMHAHOMY rOpLLMKY.

Long long ago people didn’t know anything. They
didn't know how to plant crops, or how to weave
cloth, or how to make iron tools. The god Nyame up
in the sky had all the wisdom of the world. He kept
it safe in a clay pot.




OpgHoro gHa H'ami BupiwnB BigaaTv ropLumk is
MyOpIicTiO AHaHCI. | KOXXHOro pasy, Konm AHaHci
3arnagaB y MMUHAHUIA TOPLUMK, BiH Ai3HaBaBCA LLOCh
HoBe. Lle 6yno Tak uikago!

One day, Nyame decided that he would give the pot
of wisdom to Anansi. Every time Anansi looked in
the clay pot, he learned something new. It was so
exciting!



Topi »anibHnn AHaHCi nogymas: “A 36epiratnmy
ropLinK y 6e3neui Ha BepxiBLi BMCOKOrro gepesa.
TaknM YMHOM BiH HanexaTtunme nuwie meHil”
Cno4aTKy BiH BUFOTOBUB NPSAXY i3 JOBroi HUTKW,
0bMOTaB ii HABKOJ10 MMMNHSHOMO ropLUMKaA Ta
npue'a3aB noro go cebe. MNMoTim BiH cnpobyBaB
BUMI3TN Ha AepeBo. Ane nomy 6yno BaxXKo BUIA3UTU
Ha JepeBo i3 FOPLUNKOM, KU MOCTINHO 6UB NOro
MO KONiHax.

Greedy Anansi thought, “T'll keep the pot safe at the
top of a tall tree. Then I can have it all to myself!” He
spun a long thread, wound it round the clay pot,
and tied it to his stomach. He began to climb the
tree. But it was hard climbing the tree with the pot
bumping him in the knees all the time.



YBecCb uen 4ac CMH AHaHCi cToaB 6ing nigHiXoKd
gepesa i cnoctepiraB 3a CBOiM 6aTbKOM. MOTiM BiH
NPOMOBUB 0 CBOro 6aTtbKa: “TaTy, KL TU
NpUB'sXeLl ropLunKa 0o CBOEI cnuHW, TO TObi byae
nerwle BuNasnTu Ha gepeBo”. AHaHCI NpuB'A3aB
CBOro ropLuMKa NOBHOro MygpocCTi 40 CAVHWN. |
aincHo, Tak 6yno HabaraTo nerwe BUNAa3nTK Ha
OepeBo.

All the time Anansi’s young son had been standing
at the bottom of the tree watching. He said,
“Wouldn't it be easier to climb if you tied the pot to
your back instead?” Anansi tried tying the clay pot
full of wisdom to his back, and it really was a lot
easier.



Hy>e lwBnaKo AHaHCI AicTaBCA BepXiBKWU Aepesa.
Ane panToM BiH 3yNnMHUBCA | NogyMas: “Lie ) 9 Mmato
BCIO MyOpiCTb, @ Mil CUH BUABUBCA MyOPILLNM, HiX
A!” AHaHCi TaK CUIbHO PO3/IOTUBCSA, L0 CKNHYB
FMWHAHOIO ropLuvika 3 aepesa.

In no time he reached the top of the tree. But then
he stopped and thought, “I'm supposed to be the
one with all the wisdom, and here my son was
cleverer than me!” Anansi was so angry about this
that he threw the clay pot down out of the tree.




[NVHAHWI rOPWIMK Po36mBCSa Ha ApPibHI LUMATOuKK, a
MYZApPICTb, AKa 6yna y HboMy, po3seTifacb NO BCbOMY
CBiTi. BOHa cTana goctynHoto anga ycix niogen. |
KOXXeH MiIr Heto noAainntncb. CamMme Tak ntogmn
HAaBYUJINCb CiATU, LUNTU OONAT, BUTOTOBAATU 3aNi3Hi
3HapAAas Ta iHLWi pedi, aKi M1 BMIEMO pobutun
3apas.

It smashed into pieces on the ground. The wisdom
was free for everyone to share. And that is how
people learned to farm, to weave cloth, to make
iron tools, and all the other things that people know
how to do.
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