babycuHi 6aHaHun

Grandma’s bananas
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BabycuH ropog 6ys vyygosuin. Tam 6yno 6arato copro,
npoca i MaHioky (toku). Ane HankpawmmMmn 6ynmn GaHaHu.
Xoua 6abyca mana 6araTo BHYKIB, 1 TAEMHO 3HaNa, WO S
6yna HanynobneHiwa. BoHa YyacTo 3anpoLlyBasna MeHe 00
cebe. BoHa 3aBXau po3nosigana MeHi ManeHbKi cekpeTu.
Ane 6yB OANH CEKpeT, KU BOHA MEHIi HiIKOIN He
po3ka3yBana: e fo3pisanu 6aHaHu.

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.




fIKoCb OAHOr0 AHS A Nobayvnna BennKy COOM'AHY KOP3UHY
Ha COHLi 6ina 6abycuHoi xatn. Konn g 3anuTtana, gns 4yoro
LA KOP3MHa, A no4vyna y Bignosiapb: “Lle YapiBHa Kop3nHa".
Bina Kop3uHKM 6yno Kinbka 6aHaHOBUX NUCTKIB, SKi 6abycs
4yac Bif yacy nepesepTtana. MeHi ctana uikaso. “ng yoro ue
nncts, 6abyco?” - A 3anuTana. babycs Tinbku Bignosina: “Lie
YapiBHe nncTa.”

One day I 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.”



Byno aoyxe wikaBo cnocTtepiratn 3a 6abyceto, 6aHaHamu,
6aHaHOBUM NINCTAM | BEIMKOK CONOM'SSHOK KOP3MHOt0. Ane
6abyca BignpaBnaa MeHe Mo sKincb cnpasi 4O MaMN.
“Bbabycto, byab nacka, 403BOJIb MeHi NOANBUTUCH, SIK TU
roTyewl...” “He 6yab Bneptoto, AUTUHKO, pobu, AK A
CKasana", - ckasana BOHa, i g niwna.

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.



Konn 51 noBepHynacs, 6abycs cngina HagBopi, ane BXe He
6yno Hi Kop3uHK, Hi baHaHiIB. “babycto, a Ae Kop3unHa, ae BCi
6aHaHW, i ge...?” Ane Bignosigp, AKy s noyyna, byna: “BoHu
BCi Y MOEMY YapiBHOMY Micui.” i 6yna Taka po3yapoBaHa!l

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!




Yepes gBa gHi 6abyca nonpocuna MeHe NpUHeCTH i Linok i3
crnanbHi. 9K TiNbKK 4 BiAKpuia ABepi, 9 Bigvyna cUibHNN
3anax go3pinmx 6aHaHiB. Y KiMHaTi cTosna 6abycnHa
BeIMKa YapiBHa CO/IOM'AHa KOp3uHa. BoHa 6yna nobpe
3ax0oBaHa nifg cTapoto KoBAPOI. A NigHAMNA KOBAPY |
NOHOXana uen aNBOBMXXHUIA 3amnax.

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.



BabycurH ronoc 3actaB MeHe 3HeHaLbKa, KON BOHa
nokAnkana meHe: “LLlo Tm Tam pobu? Mocniwn i npuHecu
MeHi Linok.” 4 nobirna i BuHecna uinok. “4omy tu
nocMixa€LLcs?”- 3anutana 6abycs. Il nuTaHHs 3Mycuno
MeHe 3p0o3yMiTK, WO A A0Ci MoCMixanacs Bif Toro, Lo
Ai3Hanaca npo ii yapisHe Mmicue.

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.



HactynHoro gHs, konu 6abycs npuniina o MO€ei MamMu, S
nobirna y 6abycmHy xaty, Wob nepesipnTn GaHaHW LWie pas.
Tam 6yno Kinbka gyxe no3pinnx 6aHaHis. 1 B3sna OOMH |
3axoBasia y CBO€ NNaTTs. HakpuBLLM KOP3KMHY, A Nilna 3a
O6yOuHOK i WBKAKo 3'ina 6aHaH. Lie 6yB Hanconoawmnm
6aHaH, KU 9 KoNu-Hebyab KyLITyBana.

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.



HactynHoro gHs, konu 6abycs 36upana oBoui y ropogi, s
TUXEHbKO NPOKpanacs y 6yaMHOK i 3arnsHyna y Kop3uHy.
Maixe Bci 6aHaHu 6ynun go3pini. 4 He cTpumManacs i B3ana
YoTMpW. Konu 9 rina Ha nanbynkax oo ABepen, s novyna,
K 6abyca kawnana Hagsopi. MeHi Boanocsa 3axoBaTu
6aHaHW Nig, CyKHIo | NponTn NoB3 6abycto.

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.




HactynHoro gHA 6yB 6a3ap. babyca npokuHynacs paHo.
BoHa 3aBan 6pana npogasaTty 6aHaHW | MaHIOK (HOKY) Ha
6a3ap. {1 He nocniwana 4o Hei Toro gHs. Ane s He Morna
OO0Bro il YHUKaTW.

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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Mi3Hie Toro Be4yopa MeHe NoKAnKanm mMama, Tato i 6abycs.
A1 3Hana Yomy. Beeyepi, Konu g ndrna cnatu, 9 3Hana, wo
GinbLue Hikonn He Byay KpacTu Hi 'y 6abyci, Hi y 6aTbKiB, i,
3BMYalHO, Hi Yy 6yab-KOro iHLworo.

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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