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Uzun uzun zaman 6nce, insanlar hig bir sey
bilmiyorlarmis. Onlar, nasil ekin yetistirilecegini,
nasil kumas dokunacagi, veya nasil demir
esyalar yapilacagini bilmiyorlarmis. Gokteki
Tanri Nyame, dunya uzerindeki tum bilgelige
sahipmis. Bilgeligi, kil bir kasenin icinde guvenle
sakliyormus.

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.

Kase yerde parcalara ayrilmis. Bilgelik, herkesin
birbiriyle paylasmasi icin artik serbestmis. Iste
bu, insanlarin nasil ciftcilik yapilacagini, kiyafet
dokumayi ve demir islemeyi ve nasil
yapacaklarini bildikleri diger her seyi nasil
o6grendiklerinin hikayesidir.

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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Acg0zIU Anansi, “Ben bu kaseyi buyuk bir agacin
en tepesinde guvenle saklarim. Boylece tum
bilgelige ben sahip olurum!” diye dusinmus.
Uzun bir ip dokumus, kil kasenin etrafina sarmis
ve kaseyi karnina baglamis. Ama her seferinde
dizlerine ¢arpan kase ile birlikte agaca
tirmanmak ¢ok zormus.

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.

TUum bu zaman boyunca, Anansi'nin oglu, agacin
altinda babasini izleyerek durmus. “Eger kaseyi
sirtina baglarsan tirmanmak daha kolay
olmayacak mi?” diye sormus. Anansi, bilgelik
dolu kil kaseyi sirtina baglamayi1 denemis ve
gercekten de kaseyi bu sekilde tasimak cok daha
kolaymis.

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.



