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Gradina bunicii era minunata, plina de sorg, mei si manioc.
Dar cele mai bune erau bananele. Chiar daca bunica avea
multi nepoti, stiam, in secret, ca eram favorita ei. Ma invita
adesea la ea acasa. De asemenea mi-a spus mici secrete.
Dar era un secret, pe care nu mi l-a impartasit: unde cocea
ea bananele.

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.



Intr-o zi, acasa la Bunica, am vazut un cos mare din nuiele
asezat la soare afara. Cand am intrebat pentru ce era,
singurul raspuns pe care l-am primit a fost, “ Este cosul
meu magic.” Langa cos erau multe frunze de bananier pe
care Bunica le intorcea din cand in cand. Am fost curioasa.
“Pentru ce sunt frunzele, Bunico?” am intrebat. Singurul
raspuns pe care I-am primit a fost, “ Sunt frunzele mele
magice.”

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.”



Era asa de interesant sa o privesti pe Bunica, bananele,
frunzele de bananier si cosul mare de nuiele. Dar Bunica m-
a trimis la mama cu o treaba. “Bunico, te rog, lasa-ma sa
ma uit la tine cand pregatesti...” “ Nu fii incapatanata,
copila, fa asa cum ti s-a spus,” a insistat ea. Am plecatin
fuga.

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.



Cand m-am intors, Bunica sedea afara dar nici cu cosul, nici
cu bananele. “ Bunica, unde e cosul, unde sunt toate
bananele, si unde...” Dar singurul raspuns pe care l-am
primit a fost, “Sunt in locul meu magic.” A fost asa de
dezamagitor!

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!



Doua zile mai tarziu, Bunica m-a trimis sa-i aduc bastonul
din dormitorul ei. Imediat ce am deschis usa, am fost
intdmpinata de un miros puternic de banane cocandu-se.
In Incdperea dinduntru era marele si magicul cos de nuiele
al Bunicii. Era bine ascuns sub o patura veche. Am ridicat-o
si adulmecat acel miros glorios.

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.



Vocea Bunicdi m-a uimit cand a strigat, “Ce faci? Grabeste-
te si adu-mi bastonul.” Am iesit in graba afara cu bastonul
ei. “Ce te face sa zambesti asa?” a intrebat Bunica.
Intrebarea ei m-a facut s&-mi dau seama c3 incd zambeam
din cauza descoperirii locului ei magic.

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.



In ziua urmatoare cand bunica a venit s-o viziteze pe
mama, m-am dus in graba acasa la ea sa verific bananele
inca o data. Era un manunchi cu unele foarte coapte. Am
luat una si ascuns-o in rochia mea. Dupa ce am acoperit
cosul din nou, am mers in spatele casei si am mancat-o
repede. A fost cea mai dulce banana pe care am mancat-o
vreodata!

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.



In ziua urmatoare, cand bunica era in gradind adunand
vegetale, m-am strecurat inauntru si m-am uitat la banane.
Aproape toate erau coapte. Nu m-am putut abtine sa nu iau
un manunchi de patru. CAnd mergeam pe varfuri spre usa,
am auzit-o pe bunica tusind afara. Abia am reusit sa ascund
bananele sub rochia mea si sa trec pe langa ea.

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.



Ziua urmatoare era zi de piata. Bunica s-a sculat devreme.
Intotdeauna lua banane coapte si manioc s3 vanda la piata.
In ziua aceea nu m-am grabit sa o vizitez. Dar nu am putut
sa 0 ocolesc pentru mult timp.

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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Mai tarziu in seara aceea am fost chemata de mama si tatal
meu, si Bunica. Am stiut de ce. In noaptea aceea cand m-
am culcatin pat sa dorm, am stiut ca nu voi mai putea fura
niciodata, nici de la bunica, nici de la parintii mei, si cu
siguranta de la nimeni altcineva.

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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