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Mormors tradgard var underbar, full av durra, hirs och
kassava. Men det basta av allt var bananerna. Aven om
mormor hade manga barnbarn visste jag i hemlighet att
jag var hennes favorit. Hon bjod ofta in mig till sitt hus. Hon
berattade ocksa sma hemligheter. Men det var en
hemlighet som hon inte delade med mig: var hon lat sina
bananer mogna.

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.



En dag sag jag en stor korg gjord av stra som stod i solen
utanfér mormors hus. Nar jag fragade vad den var till for
var det enda svaret jag fick: "Det ar min magiska korg.”
Nast intill korgen fanns det flera bananblad som mormor
vande pa da och da. Jag var nyfiken. "Vad ar bladen till for,
mormor?” fragade jag. Det enda svaret jag fick var: "Det dar
ar mina magiska blad.”

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.”



Det var sa intressant att betrakta mormor, bananerna och
den stora strakorgen. Men mormor skickade ivag mig till
min mamma pa ett arende. "Mormor, snalla [at mig titta pa
medan du forbereder...” "Var inte envis barn, gér som jag
sager!” insisterade hon.

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.



Nar jag kom tillbaka satt mormor pa utsidan men
ingenstans fanns korgen eller bananerna. "Mormor, var ar
korgen med alla bananerna...” Men det enda svaret jag fick
var: "De ar pa min magiska plats.” Jag blev sa besviken!

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!



Tva dagar senare skickade mormor mig till sitt sovrum for
att hamta hennes kapp. Sa fort jag 6ppnade dorren slog en
stark doft av mognande bananer mot mig. I det inre
rummet stod mormors stora magiska strakorg. Den var val
gomd under en gammal filt. Jag lyfte pa den och luktade pa
den underbara doften.

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.



Mormors rést fick mig att rycka till nar hon ropade: "Vad
gor du? Skynda dig pa och hamta kappen.” Jag skyndade
mig ut med hennes kapp. "Vad ler du at?” fragade mormor.
Hennes fraga fick mig att inse att jag fortfarande log for att
jag hade hittat hennes magiska stalle.

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.



Nasta dag nar mormor kom for att besoka min mamma,
rusade jag over till hennes hus for att titta pa bananerna
igen: Det fanns en hel hdg med mycket mogna bananer.
Jag tog en och gémde den under min klanning. Efter att ta
tackt korgen igen gick jag bakom huset och at den snabbt.
Det var den sotaste banan jag nagonsin hade smakat.

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.



Foljande dag, nar mormor var tradgarden och plockade
gronsaker, smog jag mig in for att kika pa bananerna.
Nastan alla var mogna. Jag kunde inte lata bli att ta fyra
stycken. Nar jag smog ut pa ta hérde jag mormor hosta
utanfor huset. Jag lyckades precis gdmma bananerna
under min klanning och gick sedan férbi 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.



Féljande dag var det dags for marknad. Mormor vaknade
tidigt. Hon tog alltid de mogna bananerna och kassavan foér
att salja dem pa marknaden. Jag skyndade mig inte for att
besoka henne den dagen. Men jag kunde inte undvika
henne lange.

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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Senare den kvallen ropade min mamma, pappa och
mormor pa mig. Jag visste varfor. Den kvallen nar jag gick
och lade mig, visste jag att jag aldrig skulle stjala igen. Inte
fran min mormor, inte fran mina foraldrar och inte fran
nagon annan heller.

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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