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Kjgkkenhagen til bestemor var full av durra,

hirse og maniok. Men best av alt var bananane.

Sjelv om bestemor hadde mange barneborn,
visste eg i all lsayndom at eg var favoritten
hennar. Ho inviterte meg ofte heim til seg. Ho
fortalde meg 6g sma leyndomar. Men det var
éin lgyndom ho ikkje delte med meg: kor ho
mogna bananane.

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.

Seinare den kvelden sende mor, far og
bestemor bod etter meg. Eg visste kvifor. Da eg
la meg til & sova den natta, visste eqg at eq ikkje
kunne stela igjen, ikkje fra bestemor, ikkje fra
foreldra mine, og definitivt ikkje fra nokon
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.

11



L sanea| dibew Aw aue Asyy,, ‘sem 106 [ Jamsue
Kluo ay] "payse I ,sewpueln ‘10} S9Ae3| a3y aJe
12U, 'SNOIIND SeM [ "W} 03 W} WOJ) pauJn)
PWpUEID) 1Y) SOARD| eURUR( |BIIASS 949M
913y 19yseq ay1 01 IXaN ,19yseq d1bew Aw
S, ‘'sem 10D T Jamsue Ajuo ayj '10j sem i Jeym
PaYSe I UBYAA "9SN0oY S,ewpueln) apisino uns
ay3 ul paoe|d 1axseq meuls big e mes 1 Aep sauQ

«3ulw

epe|q axsibew 1ap Ja 1I9Q» JeA ‘) ba 1aiens
a1seuls 19 ‘ba apinds «;io0wa1saq ‘|11 epe|q

np Jexnuq eay» :bliialbsAu sea 63 ‘ueuue |13 pi
BJ} PPNUS JOWISI WOS ‘pejqueueq aJ19|4 I9p
JeA ebioy] Ae epis paA « 1w ebuoy aysibew uap 43
19> :394eAs B3 )3} ‘J0j JuIdW JeA oy eay apJnds
63 eQ "Jowa31saq |13 39SNY Jojueln uasse|d

pO1s wos buoxeais Jois 19 b bes bep ulg

oL

‘buo]

J0J U3y pioAe Jou p|nod 1 Ing ‘Aep 1ey3 Jay USIA 0}
Aiuny 10U pIp I "19)JewW 3Y3 1k [|3S 01 BABSSED pue
seueueq adui 4003 skem|e ays “Aluea dn ayom
ewpueln ‘Aep 19)J4ew sem Aep buimo||o} ayL

'abua| Bip|aA suuay euun exIA alI auuny

63 uaN "usbep usp auusay e e Joy b baw
epunys b3 "uspeuyew ed ef|as e Joj yoluew

bo Jeueueq supow paw piyjje 301 oH ‘ddo bajpn
pO1s Jowalsag ‘bepspeuew 19p JeA bep a1saN




Det var sa interessant a sja pa bestemor,
bananane, bananblada og den store strakorga.
Men bestemor sende meg av garde til mamma
for eit eerend. «Bestemor, ver sa snill, la meg fa
sja pa medan du ferebur ...» «Ikkje ver sa sta,
jenta mi, gjer det du har vorte bede omy,
insisterte ho. Eg 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 medan bestemor var i kjgkkenhagen
og plukka grgnsaker, sneik eg meg inn og titta
pa bananane. Nesten alle var modne. Eg kunne
ikkje la vera a ta ein klase med fire. I det eg lista
meg mot dgra, hayrde eg bestemor hosta
utanfor. Eg rekte sa vidt &3 ggyma bananane
under kjolen og gjekk 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 dagar seinare bad bestemor meg om a henta
stokken hennar fra soverommet. Sa snart eg
opna dgra, vart eg matt av den sterke lukta av
modne bananar. I det inste rommet var den
store magiske strakorga til bestemor. Han var
godt ggymd av eit gammalt teppe. Eg lafta det
og lukta pa den vedunderlege angen.

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.

Stemma til bestemor skremde meg da ho ropte:
«Kva held du pa med?» «Skund deg og ta med
stokken.» Eg skunda meg ut med stokken
hennar. «Kva er det du smiler for?» spurde
bestemor. Spgrsmalet hennar fekk meg til a
innsja at eg enno smilte over oppdaginga av den
magiske staden hennar.

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.



