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HaBHbIM JaBHO NoAN HUYero He 3Hanu. OHK He
3HaNMN Kak cobupatb ypoxKan, Kak genatb TKaHU Unu
Xesie3Hble MHCTPYMeHTbI. Y 6ora Hbsime BbICOKO Ha
Hebe b6blna BCA MyapocTb B Mupe. OH XpaHun eé B
MAHAHOM ropLUKe.

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.



OaoHaxabl HbAMe peLlnn oToaTh FOpPLUOK C
MYOpPOCTbIO AHaHCK. KaxXabln pa3 Korga AHaHCK
CMOTpen B MUHSAHbIV FOPLLUOK, OH Y3HaBa YTO-TO
HoBOe. Kak e 3TO 6b1110 MHTepecHOo!

One day, Nyame decided that he would give the pot
of wisdom to Anansi. Every time Anansi looked in
the clay pot, he learned something new. It was so
exciting!



YKagHbin AHaHCK nogyman, “A 6yay XpaHUTb ropLUOK
Ha BepXxyLUKe BbICOKOro gepesa. Torga oH BecCb
6yneT Tonbko Moum!” OH caoenan oJINHHYO BEPEBKY,
06Bs3as ee BOKPYr MWHAHOMO ropLUuKa 1 npuesa3an
K X1BOTY. OH cTan 3abumpatbcs Ha gepeso. Ho
AHaHCK 6bINO CITOXHO 3abMpaThCa Ha AepeBo, Korga
rOPLUIOK MOCTOAHHO 61T eMy NO KONEHSM.

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.



Bcé 310 BpemMsa Monofon CbiH AHaHCK CTOAN Y
NOAHOXbA AepeBa N cMoTpen Ha Hero. OH cnpocun,
“Tebe He 6bl10 Obl nerye, ecnin Obl Tbl NPUBA3aAs
ropwok crnnHe?” AHaHcy nonpo6boBan NpuBA3aTh
FMNHAHbBIV FOPLUOK MONHbIA MYyOPOCTU K CMINHE, 1
TakK 0encTBUTeNnbHO Obl0 nerye.

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.



OH He 3amMeTu/ Kak 3abpancsa Ha BepxyLLUKYy AepeBsa.
Ho noToM OH ocTaHoBUCA U nogymMan, “Y MeHd
OOJ1XKHA BbITb BCSA MyOPOCTb, @ MO CbiH Bbl1 YyMHee
MeHs!"” AHaHCK Obln TaK 301 U3-3a 3TOr0, YTO OH
cObpocun ropLloK € gepesa.

In no time he reached the top of the tree. But then
he stopped and thought, “I'm supposed to be the
one with all the wisdom, and here my son was
cleverer than me!” Anansi was so angry about this
that he threw the clay pot down out of the tree.



OH pa3buncs Ha Kycku Ha 3emMne. Tenepb BCe MOMN
pasgennTb MygpocTb. M Tak ntogm Hayunnuco
cobupaTb ypoxKau, AenaTtb TKaHWU, Xefe3Hble
NHCTPYMEHTbI N BCe gpyrune BeLly, KoTopble yMetoT
Tenepe.

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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