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Lle Kanai. inn cim pokiB. ii iM'a MoBOIO
B6yKycy o3Ha4vae “nobpa”.

This is Khalai. She is seven years old.
Her name means ‘the good one’ in her
language, Lubukusu.
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Mo aopo3i Ao wkonu Kanan po3mMoBnse
3 TpaBoto: “lopora TPaBNYKO, 3e/1eHiN i
He BUCuxan".

Khalai walks to school. On the way she
talks to the grass. “Please grass, grow
greener and don't dry up.”

“AnenbCcuHN We 3eneHi”, - 3iTxae Kanan.
“A npnnpgy 3aBTpa 3HOBY. MOX/INBO TOA|
y Tebe byae aAng MeHe Cninnn
anenbcuH”, - KaXke AiBYMHKa.

“The oranges are still green,” sighs
Khalai. “I will see you tomorrow orange
tree,” says Khalai. “Perhaps then you
will have a ripe orange for me!”
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Kanaw 3ynnHSeTbCA KOO AepeBa, Lo
poCTe Ha LWKinbHOMY noABip'i. “Jltobe
AepeBo, po3npas CBOI rifky, Wob mu
MOI/IN YNTaATWN Y TBOEMY 3aTiHKY".

At school, Khalai talks to the tree in the
middle of the compound. “Please tree,
put out big branches so we can read
under your shade.”

Kanan po3MOBNSE 3 XXNBOMJIOTOM, AKUN
pOCTe HaBKOJIO WKonu: “Poctn ryctun,
LWo6 noraHi Ntoan He Mornu crogu
npunTn".

Khalai talks to the hedge around her
school. “Please grow strong and stop
bad people from coming in.”



