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Stories from
Uganda

A BRIDGE BETWEEN
CULTURES



This collection of tales takes us to the heart of African tradition and culture, beside the
volcanic Bunyonyi Lake, which lies in southwestern Uganda and is the second deepest
lake in Africa. Ata considerable altitude (1950 meters), it is surrounded by rolling hills that
are intensively cultivated. By the crystal-clear lake, which with its 29 islands tells stories
of time, we discovered a treasure of narratives that have shaped the local communities
for centuries.

These stories, filled with wisdom, imagination, and human warmth, have found a new
voice in this book. We gathered them as part of the Erasmus+ project “Living Together —
Overcoming Cultural Distances,” initiated in the 2018/2019 school year by Zdenka Keuc,
in collaboration with school principal Ronald Asiimwe, initially under the title “Never
Lose Your Soul.” The two-year project initially brought together students, teachers, and
representatives of non-governmental organizations from Slovenia, Romania, and Uganda.
Zdenka Keuc, Matjaz Vehovar and the students visited Uganda twice, in 2017 and 2018.

In the 2020/2021 year, we wanted to continue the project, but due to the coronavirus
pandemic the project was put on halt. We decided to carry on remotely, asking the local
population to gather and record as many folk and indigenous stories as possible that
are told from generation to generation. For our students and Ugandan children, this
was an opportunity to develop intercultural competencies, while literature also connect-
ed us more closely with their culture. With the help of Ugandan schools and African



collaborators, we collected 15 stories. Most of the stories in the project were gathered by
Mr. Ronald Asiimwe, who established contact with the university in Kabale, and then
the staff of the village school collected and recorded additional traditional stories from
their village. Through careful selection and translation of these narratives from English
to Slovenian, the students gave voice to the rich African oral tradition and brought it to
life in a way that transcends borders and connects cultures. Each story is complemented
by unique illustrations, also created by young Slovenian artists, reflecting their perspective
on the presented tales.

The project was taken over in its final phase by Polona Vehovar, who saw potential in the
collected material for the development of renewed cooperation, sustainable tourism, and
volunteering. The books will not only be used by locals around Bunyonyi Lake in kinder-
gartens and schools, but will together with postcards also serve as promotional material,
helping to preserve and understand the identity of the lakeside residents, reminding them
that stories are the root system that builds their essence.

This book, is therefore, not just a collection of stories but a result of a unique collaboration
between students and teachers committed to recording African voices and bringing them
closer to the reader in this way. The project is also a tribute to cultural diversity and proof
of how young people can build bridges between worlds through creativity and translation
work. May these narratives enchant, inspire, or simply remind you of the richness of the
world of stories we carry with us. You are kindly invited to read and feel their pulse!

TiNna Mojzer
(TRANSLATION POLONA VEHOVAR)



Zgodbe iz
Ugande

MOST MED KULTURAMI

Pricujoia zbirka pripovedi nas popelje v srce afriske tradicije in kulture, ob jezero vulkanske-
ga nastanka Bunyony, ki lezi v jugozahodni Ugandi in je drugo najgloblje jezero v Afriki.
Na precej visoki nadmorski visini (1950 m) je obdano z valovitimi bribi, ki so intenzivno
obdelani. Ob kristalno Cistem jezeru, ki s svojimi 29 otoki pripoveduje zgodbe casa, smo
odkrili zakladnico pripoveds, ki je stoletja oblikovala tamkajsnje skupnosti.

Te zgodbe, polne modrosti, domisljize in cloveske topline, so v tej knjigi dobile nov glas. Zbrali
smo jib v okviru projekta Erazmus+ // Ziveti skupaj — premagovanje kulturnih razdalj,
ki ga je v Solskem letu 2018/2019 v sodelovanju z gospodom ravnateljem Ronaldom Asiimwe
zacela Zdenka Keuc, takrat se pod naslovom Never Lose Your Soul. Dveletni projekt je sprva
zblizal dijake, ucitelje in predstavnike nevladnib organizacij iz Slovenije, Romunije in
Ugande. Zdenka Keuc, Matjag Vebovar in dijaki so Ugando obiskali dvakrat, leta zor7
7 2018.

V letu 2020/2021 smo Zeleli s projektom nadaljevats, a nas je ustavila pandemija koronaviru-
sa. Odlocili smo se, da ga nadaljujemo na daljavo, zato smo lokalno prebivalstvo naprosils,
naj zberejo in zapisejo cim vec ljudskih, avtobtonib zgodb, ki se pri njih pripovedugejo iz
roda v rod. Za nase dijake in ugandske otroke je to bila prilognost za razvijanje medkul-
turnih kompetenc, bkrati pa nas je literatura tesneje povezala z njihovo kulturo. S pomocjo

ugandskih sol in afriskib sodelavcev smo pridobili s zgodb. Velino zgodb v projektu je zbral



gospod Ronald Asiimuwe, ki je vgpostavil stike z univerzo v Kabale, nato pa je osebje vaske sole
zbralo in zapisalo se nekaj tradicionalnib zgodb iz njibove vasi. S skrbno izbiro in prevodom
teh pripoveds iz anglesiine v slovenstino so dijaki dali glas bogati afriski ustni tradiciji
ter jo 0£1vili na nacin, ki presega meje in povezuge kulture. Vsaka zgodba je dopolnjena z
unikatnimi ilustracijami, ki so prav tako delo mladib slovenskib ustvarjalcev in odrazajo
njihov pogled na pricujoce pripoved.

Projekt je v zakljucni fazi prevzela Polona Vebovar, ki je v zbranem gradivu videla po-
tencial za razvoj ponovnega sodelovanja, trajnostnega turizma in prostovoljstva. Knjige
domacini ob jezeru Bunyonyi ne bodo uporabljali samo v vrtcu in soli, ampak bo skupaj
z ragglednicami slugila tudi kot promocijski material, ki pomaga obranjati in razumeti
identiteto prebivalcev ob jezern, njih same pa opominja, da so zgodbe koreninski sistem, ki
gradi njibovo bistvo.

14 knjiga torej ni le zbirka zgodb, ampak je rezultat edinstvenega sodelovanja med dijaki
in profesoryi, ki so se zavezali, da bodo afriske glasove zapisali in jib na tak nacin pribli-
Zali bralcu. Projekt je tudi poklon kulturni raznolikosti in dokaz, kako labko mladi skozi
ustvarjalnost in prevajalsko delo gradijo mostove med svetovt.

Nayj vas pripovedi ocarajo, navdibnejo ali preprosto spomnijo, kako bogat je svet zgodb, ki
Jih nosimo s seboj. Vabljeni k branju, da oblutite njibov utrip!

Tina MojzErR
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A Story of a Mummy Egret
and an African Fish Eagle

Along, long time ago, two birds, a mummy egret, and an African fish eagle lived together.
They both had their own baby birds. The egret’s babies were as beautiful as she. One day,
when she went out, the African fish eagle tried to steal her babies. Later, when mummy
egret returned home, her little ones were not there. She suspected that the African fish
eagle might have stolen them.

The little egret started searching for them. She hurried around, chirping at people, asking
about their whereabouts. First, she chirped at the farmers, singing “Farmers, farmers,
please, please, have you seen an African fish eagle carrying little ones as beautiful as me?”
The farmers replied that an African fish eagle had just passed them with beautiful little
ones, but she should go ahead and ask the shepherds.

Next, the mummy egret continued her search and chirped at the shepherds, singing,
“Shepherds, shepherds, please, have you seen an African fish eagle carrying little ones as
beautiful as me?” They replied that it had just passed them, but she should go ahead and

ask the hunters.

In the end, the mummy egret continued her search and chirped at the hunters, singing,
“Hunters, hunters, please, have you seen an African fish eagle carrying little ones as beau-
tiful as me?” They pointed at the nearby forest, saying that they were hidden there. The
lictle egret went there, picked them up, and went back home.

The moral of the story is that people are to be trusted.

COMPILED BY ASIIMWE RoONALD



Zgodba o majhni caplji
in afriskem jezercu

Nekoc sta dve ptici, majhna caplja in afriski jezerec, Ziveli skupaj. Obe sta imeli svoje malcke.
Capljz'm' mladicki so bili tako lept kot ona. Nekega dne, ko se je napotila po opravkib, je
afriski jezerec ukradel njene mladicke. Ko se je vrnila domov, je videla prazno gnezdo. Takof
Je posumila, da jib je ukradel jezerec. Pricela jib je iskati. Tekla je naokoli in v obliki pesmi
sprasevala, ali jib je kdo videl.

Najprej je srecala kmete: »Kmetje, kmetje, prosim, prosim, ali ste videli afriskega jezerca
2 malcki, ki so tako cudovits kot jaz?« Kmetje so odgovorili, da je pravkar sel tod mimo in
da naj z iskanjem nadaljuje ter vprasa se pastirje.

Prisla je do pastirjev: » Pastiryi, pastirfi, prosim, prosim, ali ste videl afriskega jezerca z
malcki, ki so tako cudoviti kot jaz?« Odgovorili so, da je ravnokar sel mimo njib, vendar
naj nadaljuje z iskanjem in vprasa se lovce.

Majhna aplja je nadaljevala s potjo in kmalu dosegla lovce: » Lovci, lovci, prosim, prosim,
ali ste videli afriskega jezerca z malcki, ki so tako cudovits kot jaz?<

Napotili so jo k drevesom, saj se jim je zdelo, da je afriski jezerec prav tam skril njene
mladice. Majhna caplja je sla k drevesom, tam res nasla svoje malcke, jib pobrala ter se
vrnila domov.

Ko sem slisal to zgodbo, sem spoznal, da so tudsi ljudje vredni zaupanja.

PREVEDLA IN ILUSTRIRALA AN4 KOLETNIK
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How the Lion Learned
to Eat Meat?

Along, long time ago, when the lion was the leader of the animals, they all lived in peace.
Only one animal, the hyena, lived alone on an island. In those days, all animals, including
the lion, were grass eaters. During the day, they gathered all the grass they needed and
brought it home for dinner. The lion, as their leader, stayed at home and took care of the
young ones.

One day, however, the hyena visited the lion. The lion served her grass, but the hyena
turned it down — she did not find it tasty. Instead, she grabbed some meat from her bag
and offered it to the lion, who ate it with pleasure. He liked it so much that he decided dine
with the hyena. Over time, they ate all the meat the hyena had, so they started hunting the
cubs of other animals. The animals would return home to find their cubs missing, so they
began an investigation. When they found out that the lion was behind the disappearances,
they were outraged and decided that the lion could no longer live with them.

Ever since, the lion feeds on fresh meat and is the enemy of all animals.

WRITTEN BY TUMUHIMBISE LIVING ROBERT



Kako je lev zacel jesti meso?

Nekoc pred davnimi (ast, ko je bil lev kralj vseb Zivali, so le te Zivele v miru. Samo hijena
Je na otoku Zivela sama. Vse £ivals, tudi lev, so takrat jedle travo. Cez dan so jo nabirale in
prinasale domov za veterjo, lev pa je kot voditelj ostajal doma in skrbel za mlade.

Nekega dne pa je leva obiskala bijena. Postregel ji je s travo, ki jo je hijena zavrnila, rekoc,
da je ne more pojesti, ker ni okusna. Iz torbe je vzela nekaj mesa in ga ponudila levu, ki ga
Je z ugitkom pojedel. Bilo mu je tako vsed; da se je odlocil ostati s hijeno. Scasoma sta pojedla
vse meso, ki ga je imela s seboj. Ko pa jima je hrane zmangkalo, sta zacela loviti mladice
drugih Zivali. Te so zaradi pogresanih mladickov zacele preiskavo. Ko so jezne ugotovile,
da za izginotji stoji lev, so se odlocile zaZiveti loceno od njega.

Od takrat se lev hrani s svezim mesom in je sovragnik vseh Zivall.

PREVEDLA IN ILUSTRIRALA Z0j4 PLETERSEK
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A Story About a Young
Man and His Boss

Once upon a time, a man went to work for his boss who offered him a hen’s nest as a bed.
That evening, the hen came to her nest before the young man. When he complained to
her, the hen gave him an egg. The young man then decided to leave the city, but as he was
leaving, the egg fell to the ground and cracked. The young man complained about the
ground, and the ground gave him soil which was then taken from him by a river the man
crossed on his journey. When he complained again, the river gave him water as a token

of apology.

As he continued on his way, he met people sharpening knives with silver. In exchange for
aknife, he gave them the water he had received from the river. A little further on, he met
women gathering sorghum, for which the young man exchanged his knife. He then met
a shepherd who gave him a cow in exchange for the sorghum.

A short while later, he met a group of people who were taking a dog to a wedding. The
dog was the bride’s dowry, and because the young man was willing to exchange his cow
for the dog, he was invited to the party. However, he changed his mind when he noticed
that no one wanted to introduce him at the party. When he demanded his cow back, they
replied that they would rather give him a girl to marry.

Thus, the story ends.

COMPILED BY ASIIMWE RoNALD



Zgodba o mladenicu
in njegovem sefu

Nekoc je sel neki mosk: sluzit. Sef mu e za posteljo ponudil kokosje gnezdo. Tisti vecer je
kokos prisla do gnezda pred mladenicem. Ko ji je potogil, mu je kokos v zameno dala jajce.
Mladenic se je odlocil, da bo zapustil mesto, vendar mu je med odhodom podarjeno jajce
padlo na tla in pocilo.

Mladenic se je pritogil nad tlemi in tla so mu dala rodovitno prst. To mu je vzela reka, ki
jo je preckal na svoji poti. Ko se je ponovno pritogil, mu je reka v gnak opravicila dala vodo.

Cez as Je srecal ljuds, ki so s srebrom ostrili noZe. V zameno za nog jim je podaril vodo, ki
mu jo je dala reka. Nato je srecal Zenske, ki so nabirale sirek™. Mladeni¢ je zamenjal nog
za sivek. Kmalu za tem je srecal pastirja, ki mu je v zameno za sirvek podaril kravo.

Kasneje je na poti srecal skupino ljudi, ki so sli na Zenitveno zabavo. S seboj so imeli psa. Ta
pes je bil nevestina dota, in ker je bil mladenic pripravijen zamenjati svojo kravo za psa, so
ga povabili na gostijo. Ko je opazil, da tam nikomur ni mar zanj, je zabteval svojo kravo
nazaj. Odgovorili so mu, da mu raje dajo dekle, s katerim se labko poroci.

In tukaj se zgodba konca.

PREVEDLA IN ILUSTRIRALA Z0j4 PLETERSEK

* Sirek = koruzi podobna kulturna rastlina z latastim socvetjem in drobnimi semeni ali njeno seme: gojiti,
sejati sirek; njiva sirka / mleti sirek / metla iz sirka iz njegovih latov
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Traditional African
Marriage Instructions

In the past, the people of the Ankole and Kigezi tribes did not marry for love, rather their
elderly chose their spouses, and these were not supposed to be from the same clan.

The soon-to-be couple had to have good manners and dignity, and the wife had to be
hardworking. However, looks were not so important. The families had to make sure the
new partner was healthy and not sick with “contagious” diseases like asthma, epilepsy or
madness. To be sure the new partner was of good quality, the elderly would observe the

wife working in a field, digging.

Before agreeing to marry, the groom and his father would pay an unannounced visit to
the bride’s family. They would do so to secure their friendship and relationship. Later,
the bride’s family would visit the groom’s house, where they would agree on the bride’s
price. They celebrated this event with a gathering of many relatives and friends. These
gatherings required lots of local food and drinks. An intermediary would determine the
bride’s price, or as they called him, the matchmaker, and when everyone agreed on the
price, the women would shout for joy, “Aliii, aiiii! Adiiii, aiiii!”

When the bride heard the screams, her life as she knew it was over. She cried goodbye to
her friends and then married the groom.

COMPILED BY ASIIMWE RONALD



Tradicionalna a frz’svlea
porocna navodila

Nekoc se prebivalci plemen Ankole in Kigezi niso porocali iz l[jubezni. Partnerje so jim
izbrali starejsi clani plemena.

Bodoca moz in Zena nista smela pribajata iz istega plemena, pomembneyse kot izgled pa
so bile uglajene manire, dostojanstvo, pri Zenskah pa je bila zelo cenjena delavnost. Bodoct
partner je moral biti zdrav in ni smel prenasati nalezljivib bolezni, kot so norost, epilepsija
in astma. Da pa so se o viem tem labko prepricali, so starci na skrivaj opazovalz, kako Zena
obdeluje zemljo, in jo pri delu ocenjevali.

Pred poroko sta Zenin in njegov oce nenajavljena obiskala nevestino druzino, kjer sta predsta-
vila svoje nacrte in se spoprijateljila z druzino. Nato je nevestina drugina obiskala se Zeni-
novo, kjer so privedili veliko zabavo, na katero so prisii vsi sorodniki in prijatelji. Mize so
se $ibile od dobre domace brane in pijace. Zenitni posrednik je pomagal dolociti ceno Zene,
in ko so se vsi z njo strinjali, so Zenske od veselja zacele veklikati: “Aiiii, aiiii! Aiidd, aiiii!”

Za dekle je to pomenilo, da je konec njene mladosti. Morala se je posloviti od prijateljev in
se porocits.

PREVEDLA MiSa PINTARIC
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Love Many, Trust Few

Once upon a time, animals and people lived together peacefully. They attended each oth-
er’s parties and weddings. One day, a bird named Rugambwa was getting married, and all
his relatives and friends from the neighbourhood gathered to attend the wedding. There
was a rabbit, he was a matchmaker, there was a dog, he was the head of the predators,
there were people, cats, and even a tortoise.

However, there was a problem. The home of the bride and her father was in the air, so
everyone wondered how Rugambwa would get to his wife. They held a meeting and de-
cided that only birds with wings could attend. Even the matchmaker rabbit could not go.

However, the greedy tortoise wanted to go, and it asked the birds to give it wings, so it
would be able to fly with them. The tortoise asked for the birds’ names and then called
itself “All of you”. When they reached the father-in-law’s home, they were given food.
The tortoise asked who the food was for, and they answered, “for all of you.”

The tortoise ate all the food and drank all the drinks, which enraged the birds. They took
the tortoise’s wings, flew back home, and left the wingless tortoise in the sky. The tortoise
now had no alternative but to throw itself down. When it touched the ground, it burst.

The moral of the story is: “Love many, but trust few.”

FoLK TALE



Mnoge imej rad, zanpaj
pa le nekaterim

Pred davnimi ¢asi so ljudje in Zivali mirno sobivali. Privejali so skupne zabave in poroke.
Nekega dne se je Zenil ptic Rugambwa. Vsi sorodniki in sosedje so se zbrali, da bi prisostvo-
vali poroki. Prisli so zajec, Zenitni posrednik, pes, ki je bil vodja plenilcev, ljudje in Zelva.

Ker je bil dom Rugamuwovega tasta v graku, so se vsi sprasevali, kako bodo labko poleteli
do tja. Na sestanku so se dogovorili, da se bodo poroke udelegile samo ptice s krili, niti zajec
ne bo sel.

Vendar pa je poblepna gelva Zelela oditi s pticami. Prosila je, da ji dajo krila, s katerimi
bo labko poletela. Ptice je povprasala po imenu, in ko so se ji predstavile, je sebe predstavila
kot »Vsi Vi«.

Ko so prileteli do tastovega doma, so jih pogostili s hrano. Zelva je vprasala, kdo vse labko jé
hrano, in gostitelji so ji odgovorili: “Vsi Vi.” Tako je Zelva sama pojedla vso hrano in popila
pijaco, kar je razjezilo ostale ptice. Od jeze so ji odvzele krila in odletele domov. Zelva se
sedaj ni mogla vec vrniti nazaj na zemljo drugace, kot da se vrze dol. In ko je priletela na
tla, se je razgpocila.

Mnoge imej rad, zaupaj pa le nekaterim.

PrREVEDLA MiSa PINTARIC
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Who Will Help Me?

Along, long time ago, there were four animals that lived together: a dog, a cat, a goatand
a hen. One day the hen found a few corn kernels. It asked its friends for help planting
them. The dog and the cat said that they didn’t have time. The goat thought about it first
and then said that it had to visit someone and would not be back for many days. The hen
then said, “Well, I will plant the seeds myself.”

When the time came for the corn to be weeded, the hen asked its friends to help remove
any unnecessary plants. The dog and the cat said that they were not ready to help. The
goat had returned from where it had gone and said that it was not willing to help. The
hen said, “I will do it myself.”

Then it was time to harvest, and the hen again asked its friends for help, but once again,
they all said they were not willing to help. The hen said “Well, I will do it myself.”

The hen harvested the corn and decided to grind it. It asked its friends to help, but they
refused. Once again, the hen had to do it all alone and then decided to make posho®. It
called its friends to come and eat and they all came. Then the hen said, “You refused to
help, now let me eat alone.”

The moral of the story is: “Avoid laziness.”

WRITTEN BY TUMUHIMBISE LIVING ROBERT

* A dish usually consisting of corn or rice; typical of East Africa.



Kdo mi bo pomagal?

Pred davnimi casi so skupaj Zivele stiri Zivali: pes, macka, koza in kokos. Nekega dne je
kokos dobila koruzna semena. Prosila je svoje prijatelje, da ji seme pomagajo posaditi. Pes in
macka sta rekla, da nimata (asa. Koga je razmislila, nato pa se je opravicila, ées da mora na
obisk in da je nekaj dni ne bo nazaj. Kokosje naznanila: “Bom pa semena posadila sama.”

Prisel je las za pletje in kokos je prosila prijatelje, da ji pomagajo odstraniti odvecne rastline.
Pes in macka sta odgovorila, da ne moreta pomagati. Koza se je medtem e vrnila z obiska
in prav tako rekla, da ne more. Kokos je rekla: “Bom naredila sama.”

Prisel je cas za Zetev in kokos je ponovno prosila prijatelje za pomoc; a so ji tudi tokrat odvr-
nili, da ji ne morejo pomagati. Kokos je odgovorila: “Bom naredila sama.”

Pogela je kornzo in se odlocila, da jo zmelje. Ponovno je prosila prijatelje za pomoé; a so jo
zavrnili. Kokos je spet vse naredila sama in se nato odlocila, da skuba posho*. Poklicala je
svoje prijatelje, da bi skupaj jedls, in tokrat so prisli vsi. Ampak kokos je rekla: “Niste mi
hoteli pomagati, zdaj me pa pustite, da tudi jem sama.”

“Izogibajte se lenobi.”

PrEVEDLA Ka174 CUNDRIC

* Vrsta brane, gnalilna za vehodno Afriko, po navadi narejena iz koruze ali riza.
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Heir to the Throne

In Kigezi there was a leader who had three sons, and he decided to choose which one was
going to be the heir to the throne. The first son was named Kairu, the second Kahima,
and the third Kakama.

He tested them to see who would win and be the new leader.
One day he gave them wooden jugs full of milk to carry on their thighs for the

whole night without spilling. In the middle of the night, Kakama fell asleep, and the jug
fell on the floor, so only half of milk was left. He cried and his brothers wanted to help
so they added milk to his jug until it was full. After that, Kairu fell asleep, the jug fell and
there was no milk left in the jug.

In the morning, the father came to check who was going to be the heir to the throne. He
found Kahima’s jug full, Kakama’s half full, and Kairu’s empty.

The father declared Kahima as the new leader because he passed the test.

Kakama was given the responsibility of looking after cows because his jug was found half
full. Kairu wasn’t given any responsibility because his jug was found empty.

FoLK TALE



Prestolonaslednik

V Kigeziju je Zivel viadar, ki je imel tri sinove. Odlocil se je, da s pomocjo izziva ugotovs,
kdo je najprimernejsi za prestolonaslednika. Njegovemu prvemu sinu je bilo ime Kairu,
drugi je bil Kahima in tretji Kakama.

Nekega dne jim je izrocil lesene vrce, polne mleka, ki so si jib morali namestiti na stegna,
in tako zdrZati celo noé; ne da bi se mleko razlilo. Sredi noci je Kakama zaspal in njegov
vr¢ se je prevrnil, tako da je bil napolnjen samo se do polovice. Bratoma se je zaradi joka
zasmilil in vsak od njiju je v njegov vrc dodal nekaj mieka, tako da so imeli vsi spet polne
vrte. Potem je zaspal tudi Kairu in njegov vrc se je razlil. V njem ni bilo vet nic mleka.

Zjutraj je prisel oce preverit, kdo je opravil nalogo in bo postal njegov naslednik. Kahbimov
vré je bil poln, Kakamov pol poln in Kairov prazen.

OCe se je odlocil, da je Kabima nov vladar, ker je opravil nalogo, Kakamo je zadolZil, da
pazi na krave, Kairu pa ni predal nobene zadolZitve, saj se ni resno lotil naloge, ki jo je
zadal oce.

PrREVEDLA Ajsa Mar4 Kacjan
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The Crested Crane
and the Eagle

A long time ago, a crested crane and an eagle lived in the same neighbourhood and were
friends. The crested crane lived by the swamp and used to dig in it. During the time
of cultivation, the crested crane would find some fish. It would take the fish to its wife
and children. When in season, he would cultivate other crops like beans, sorghum, and
cabbage. The eagle worked in an office, was very smart, and had no time to dig. When
leaving the office, the eagle would pass by his home to buy food from the crested crane.
As their friendship deepened, they decided to exchange visits. One day the crested crane
decided to visit the eagle first. It prepared a meal from sorghum and beans and went to
visit the eagle. The eagle welcomed the crested crane. When it was the eagle’s turn to pay

a visit, the eagle had nothing to bring as a present. The eagle decided to cancel the visit
and ended the friendship.

WRITTEN BY TUMUHIMBISE LIVING ROBERT



Kmljevz’ Zerjav in orel

Pred davnimi casi sta v isti soseki Zivela pavyi Zerjav in ovel. Bila sta dobra prijatelja. Ze;j&w

Jegivel blizu mocvirja, kjer je rad prekopaval. Pogosto je lovil ribe in jib prinasal svoji Zeni in
otrokom. Prideloval je tudi razne poljscine, kot so fiZol, sirek in zelje. Orel je delal v pisarni
in ni imel (asa za prekopavanje. Na poti iz pisarne se je pogosto ustavljal pri Zerjavu, kjer
Je kupoval njegove pridelke. Scasoma je njuno prijateljstvo postajalo vse mocnejse, nakar sta
se odlocila, da se bosta obiskala. Nekega dne se je Zerjav koncno odlocil, da bo obiskal orla.
Za darilo mu je prinesel obrok iz sirka in fizola. Orel ga je z veseljem sprejel. Ko je napocil
cas, da orel obisce Zerjava, se je ta znasel v zadregi, saj ni imel darila. Odpovedal je obisk
in tako unicil njuno prijateljstvo.

PrevEDEL Luka KALSEK
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The Cooking Pot
and the Drum

Once upon a time, two brothers lived in a village; one was a potter and the other was a
drum maker.

One day the potter found a piece of beautiful clay. He brought it home and prepared it
carefully until it was as fine as powder. Then, he mixed the clay very smoothly with water
and made it into a cooking pot. The cooking pot was large, smooth, and round, and he
even made an ornamental rim round the edge.

He laid it in the grass, in his yard, to dry in the sun. When the pot was dry, he put it in
the oven, which he lit carefully so that it was not too hot. Soon, the pot was ready, and
when he took it out of the oven, he noticed that this was the best pot he had ever made.

Meanwhile, his brother, a drum maker, found a good piece of wood. He carved a hole in
it so that it was hollow in the middle, and he shaped and smoothed it with a tool. He then
bought a nice piece of cowhide and covered the top and bottom with it. He fastened it
with rope. When it was made, he noticed that this was the best drum he had ever made.

The sight of their handicrafts filled both brothers with satisfaction. Their friends also
found the pot and the drum to be exquisite, saying that they were fit for the king himself.
The clay pot and the drum heard the praise, and because they were foolish, they thought
that they themselves bore the credit. They became presumptuous and arrogant. They
argued over which of them was prettier and asked their friends to decide, but they could
not decide between them.



A mischievous monkey came by, heard the argument, and wanted to know the reason for
it. The clay pot and the drum explained, and the monkey said,

“If I choose the nicest, will my verdict be valid?”
“Your word will be our command!” They shouted in unison.

Then the monkey decided, “Light a fire and put the drum in it, and hit the pot with
drumsticks, then you will know which of you is more beautiful.”

When they did so, the clay pot shattered into tiny pieces, and the drum bent and burned.
The mischievous monkey noticed what had happened and danced and screamed in hap-
piness. In doing so, she was caught by the brothers, who were angry, thinking that she
was to blame for the destruction of their beautiful items.

The story has a moral, but everyone must find it on their own.

WRITTEN BY ASIIMWE RONALD
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O loncu in bobnu

Nekoc sta v vasi Zivela dva brata. Eden je bil lonéar, drugi pa je izdeloval bobne. Nekega
dne je loncar nasel lep kos gline. Odnesel ga je domov in ga previdno in negno pomesal z
vodo, nato pa ga oblikoval v lonec. Ta je bil okrogel, velik in gladek. Nanj je celo naslikal
lepo okrasno (rto, ki se je vila krog in krog. PoloZil ga je v travo na svojem dvoriséu, da se
Je susil na soncu. Ko se je lonec posusil, ga je dal v pec; ki jo je previdno zakuril, da v njej
ni bilo prevroce. Kmalu je bil lonec nared in ko ga je vzel iz peci, je opazil, da je to njegov

najboljsi izdelek.

Medtem je njegov brat, izdelovalec bobnov, nasel dober kos lesa. Vanj je vdolbel luknjo, da
Je bil v sredi votel, in ga z orodjem oblikoval ter zgladil. Nato je kupil lep kos kravje koze
in z njo oblozil vrh in dno. Pritrdil jo je z vrvjo. Ko je bil boben narejen, je opazil, da je to
njegov najboljsi izdelek.

Oba brata je pogled na izdelka navdajal z zadovoljstvom. To so izrazali tudi njuni prijate-
lji, rekod, da sta primerna za samega kralja. Brata sta pobvale slisala, in ker sta bila nespa-
metna, sta bila ob pripombah pocascena, mislec, da zanje sama nosita zasluge. Postala sta
prevzetna in osabna. Prerekala sta se, kateri izmed niju je lepss, in od prijateljev zahtevala,
da povedo, oni pa se med njima niso in niso mogli odlociti.

Mimo je prisla nagajiva opica, zaslisala je prevekange in zacelo jo je zanimati, kaj je narobe.
Brata sta ji opisala vzrok spora in opica je vprasala:

»Bo moja razsodba veljala, ie izberem lepsega <
»Tvoja beseda bo najin ukaz!< sta v en glas zaklicala.

Tedaj je opica dolocila: » Zakurita ogenj in vanj poloZita boben, z bobnarskimi palicami
pa udribajta po loncu in tedaj bosta spoznala, kateri je lepsi.«



Ko sta tako storila, se je glineni lonec razbil na drobne koscke, boben pa se je ukrivil in oggal.
Nagajiva opica je opazila, kaj se je pripetilo, in od srece zaplesala ter zavriskala. Pri tem
sta jo zalotila brata, ki sta jezo znesla nadnjo, misle, da je ona kriva za unicenje njunih

izdelkov.

Zgodba ima moralo, a jo mora vsak najti sam.

PREVEDLA JaAR4 GOSTINCAR
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The Frog and the Lizard

We all know that frogs have no tails, and if you look at a lizard’s head, you will see that its
cheeks are pufted out all around its neck, but it was not always like this. In Uganda, frogs
used to have tails, and lizards had quite slim cheeks. Now I will tell you why this has changed.

Once upon a time, there was a lizard who lived in the branches of a cedar-tree. He made
friends with a frog who lived on a little island in the middle of a pond. One day, the lizard
made a feast and invited the frog to come over, but when the frog arrived at the foot of the
cedar-tree, there was no way for him to climb up, because frogs have feet that are made for
swimming and not for climbing. The lizard scuttled down and said, “Never mind, I will
help you. I will tie a rope to your tail and pull you up while I climb.” So, he tied a rope to
the frog’s tail and began to pull, but he pulled so hard that the tail came oft and the poor
frog fell to the ground. He was mad at the lizard and swam back to his island in the pond.
He kept thinking about how he could get revenge, while the lizard was dying of laughter,
telling the other guests how funny a frog without a tail looks. A little while later, the frog
invited the lizard to his own feast, and the lizard, thinking he had forgotten the quarrel,
forgave him, and said he would love to come. When he arrived at the pond, he wondered
how he would reach the island, since he could not swim. “Don’t worry,” said the frog, “I
will tie a rope around your neck and pull you across while you’re swimming.” So, they
started, but the water was icy cold, and when the lizard felt it getting deeper and deeper,
it felt scared and pulled back. “Come on,” cried the frog, pulling him even harder. At last,
the rope broke, and the lizard struggled back to land. He was gasping for breath because
he had nearly drowned, and the rope was so tight around his neck that his cheeks were
puffed outall around it. When he looked back at the island, the frog was laughing at him.

From that day on, frogs have no tails and lizards have puffed-out cheeks. You can see them
every day in Uganda, but they are no longer friends.

FOLK TALE



Zaba in kuscar

Vsi vemo, da Zabe nimagjo repov, in ce pogledamo se glavo kuscarja, labko opazimo, da ima
napibnjena lica. Vendar ni bilo vedno tako. V Ugandsi so imele Zabe véasib rep, kuscarji
pa so imeli precej tanka lica. Ampak zakaj se je to spremenilo?

Nekoc je Zivel kuscar, ki si je napravil svoje bivalisce v vejab cedre. Spoprijatelyil se je z Zabo, ki

JeZivela na otocku sredi ribnika. Nekega dne je privedil pojedino in jo povabil, naj pride na
obisk. Zaba pa se ni mogla povzpeti po drevesu. Kusiar je stekel k njej in rekel: » Nic ne skrbi,
pomagal ti bom. Na rep ti bom privezal vrv in te povlekel gor.« To je tudyi storil in zacel viecs,
a je tako mocno potegnil, da se je Zabi odtrgal rep, uboZica pa je padla na tla. Bila je zelo jez-
na. Zaplavala je nazaj na svoj otok. Ves cas je razmisljala, kako bi se mu labko mascevala,
medtem pa je kuscar umiral od smeba in ostalim gostom pripovedoval, kako smesna je videti
brez repa. Kmalu po tem nesrecnem pripetljaju ga je Zaba povabila k sebi domov na svojo
pojedino, kuscar pa ji je, mislel, da je ge pozabila na prepir, odpustil in rekel, da bo z veseljem
prisel. Ko je prispel do ribnika, je ugotovil, da ne zna plavati in da ne more priti na otok.
» Ne skrbi,« je rekla Zaba. » Privezala ti bom vrv okoli vratu in te viekla.« To je
tudi storila, vendar se je kuséar prestrasil globoke in mrzle vode ter se potegnil nazaj.
»Daj no,« je zavpila Zaba in ga se mocneje potegnila. Ko se je vrv koncno pretrgala, se je
kuséar napotil nazaj na kopno. Hlastal je za zrakom, ker se je skoraj utopil zaradi vrvi,
ki je bila tako zategnjena okoli njegovega vratu, da so se mu napibnila lica. Zaba se mu je
veselo smejala z otoka.

Od takrat naprej so Zabe brez repov, kuséarji pa imajo napibnjena lica. V Ugandsi labko
enega in drugega vidimo vsak dan, ceprav nista ve¢ najboljsa prijatelja.

PREVEDLA IN ILUSTRIRALA Maja MURSEC
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The Lion, the Hyena,
and the Hare

Once upon a time, in the beautiful Mabira Forest of Uganda, there was a cruel and fierce
lion. He had been a king for many years, but the animals weren’t satisfied. They lived in
constant fear of his mercilessness, and that made them very unhappy. The one who hated
him most was the hare.

Everybody knew that he was the wisest animal of them all. Usually, the animals went
hunting in the moonlight and then slept when the sun was up, but the hare dreamt at
night in his cosy little house and spent the day wide awake learning new things about the
magical world. He liked to hide in the bushes or in the grass by the road, where his bright
little eyes could observe people passing by. He knew all about men’s customs and their
language, and because of that he was very popular.

The lion however, had only one friend. That was the hyena. They always went hunting
together and then she would eat up his leftovers. She had never done a single good thing
for anybody in her life. The hyena was a good-for-nothing creature with absolutely no
brain and all the other animals found her idiotic laugh most annoying.

Every night when the hare settled down to sleep, the lion went hunting. He always roared
very loudly, showing off his power, so the hare could not fall asleep. When he finally disap-
peared and the hare cuddled down to sleep again, the hyena passed, laughing in her silly way.

The day came when the hare could stand it no longer, so he devised a plan to get rid of

them both.

“Sir,” he said to the king lion, “I have bought a piece of land and want to farm it, but Iam
a weak and foolish creature. I need your help. Would you be my partner? I would farm
the land and you would protect me. Then we would share the harvest.” The lion agreed,



because in his cruel heart he thought, “If there is any trouble, I will eat up the hare and
the land will be mine.”

Then the hare proposed, “We should have a third partner who is as wise and respected in
the forest as you are. The hyena!”

The lion agreed. The hyena was very pleased, and she just laughed, because she was too
stupid to see that the hare was only flattering her.

“I want to see this land for myself,” said the lion to the hare. And so, they went.
“Walking in silence is so dull,” said the hare. “Why don’t we play a game?”
“What game?” said the lion crossly. “Games are so silly and boring.”

“I have heard of an interesting game,” said the hare. “When you accidentally trip, you
must tell others what you were thinking about. If it is not interesting, the other players
can eat you for lunch.”

The lion and the hyena agreed. They knew that the little hare could not eat them. The lion
thought of the game as a wonderful possibility for eating the hare and obtaining his land.

They continued walking, and suddenly the hare tripped. “What were you thinking
about?” said the lion. “I was wondering how rocks grow. I was asking myself whether the
underground world is as infinite as the world above us,” answered the hare.

“That is a great thought,” said the lion, “anyone might trip thinking that.” And so, they
went on.

After awhile, the hare tripped again. “What were you thinking about this time?” asked the
lion. “I'was thinking about what happens to all the bark clothes. Every year cloth-makers
take bark from trees and hammer it with mallets. Then they dry it in the sun. And every
year people buy new bark clothes. There must be thousands and thousands of clothes,
but they are not lying around in heaps. Where are they?” asked the hare.

“That is a great question,” said the lion, “and it is good enough to make anyone trip.”

They continued walking in silence when suddenly the hyena tripped.
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“What were you thinking about?” asked the hare and the lion.

But the hyena had never thought of anything in her life, so she just laughed in her silly
way. The lion said, “Rules must be obeyed. We will eat her now; I am hungry.”

“You may have my share; I don’t eat hyenas,” said the hare. He lay down on the grass while
the lion was eating up his only friend.

They started walking again. At last, the hare stopped and said, “Do you sce that tree over
there? That is my land. But it is such a shame that we don’t have enough time to climb
that hill over there. There is a beautiful view from the top; you can see my land and the
Nile River as well.”

Now that the lion knew where the hare’s land was, all he had to do was to get rid of the
hare. He knew that there wouldn’t be a soul at the top of the hill, so he could eat the hare,
and no one would know.

“I think that is a wonderful idea. If T say there is time, then there is time. Let’s go!” said
the lion.

So, they began to climb the hill. Near the top, there were two huge rocks with a narrow
pathway between them. The hare ran ahead of the lion to show him the right way and
the lion followed him. But after his big meal, the lion was so fat that he got stuck halfway
through. “Help me, you idiotic creature!” roared the lion with rage.

The hare just smiled and rolled a massive rock down from above to block the path behind
him, so that the lion could not go either backwards or forwards.

When that was settled and he made sure that the lion could not escape, the hare quickly
ran back to the forest. He called all the other animals to come and kill the lion, but when
they arrived, he was already dead.

The animals were very happy and started celebrating their king’s death. Now they were
free, and they could start to live again! They elected the big grey friendly elephant as their
new king. And for many years, peace and happiness reigned in the Mabira Forest.

FoLK TALE



Zajec, lev in hijena

Nekoc pred davnimi iasi je v bujnem ugandskem gozdu, ki so mu takrat pravili Mabira
gozd, viadal krvolocen in nemilosten lev. Gozdnemu kraljestvu je poveljeval Ze dolga leta
in odkar se je se je zvrstil na prestolu, Zivali niso mirno zatisnile ocesa. Na vsakem koraku
Jih je preveval strah in bile so nesrecne. Ismed vseb givali je kralja najbolj sovragil zajec.

Vsi v gozdu so vedels, da je prav zajec najpametnejsa gival. Medtem ko so ostali lovili v
mesecini, je ta spal v svoji udobni hisici, ko pa so se tudi najboljsi lovei potopili v dezelo sanj,
Je zajec vstal. Pretegnil se je in zacel z raziskovanjem carobnega sveta. Skrit v grmovje ali
v travo, je ob cesti rad opazoval mimoidoce. Tako se je dodobra poucil o cloveskib navadabh,
govoriti je znal celo cloveski jezik in zaradi tega je v gozdu postal zelo priljubljen.

Lev pa je imel samo eno prijateljico. To je bila hijena. Skupaj sta lovila in ona je potem rade
volje pospravila ostanke kraljevih kosil. Bila je neumna in nekoristna; v svojem bednem
Zivljenju namred ni naredila niti enega samega samcatega dobrega dela. Najhujsi pa je
bil njen nadlezen smeb, ki je vsem prebivalcem gozda posteno paral Zivce.

Vsakic ko je sonce zaslo in je bil zajec tik pred tem, da zaspi, se je na lov odpravil lev. Tako
glasno je rjovel, da se je zajec bipoma predramil. Ko pa je rjovenje vendarle usabnilo in
se je zajec Ze drugi¢ zacel pogrezati v nocni dremez, je mimo prisla Se hihitajoca se bijena.
Nekega dne je bilo zajcu dovolj in zato je skoval nacrt. Odlolil se je, da se bo leva in hijene
poskusal znebiti.

Prisel je torej do kralja Zivali ter dejal: “Predragi gospodar gozda, pred kratkim sem kupil
nekaj zemlje in rad bi jo obdelal, vendar sem drobno in neumno bitje. Prosim Vas za pomoc.
Predlagam, da skleneva dogovor, vi mene varujete pred ostalimi plenilci, jaz pa kmetujem,
in ko zemlja obrodi sadove, si pridelek pravicno razdeliva”

“Ce nastopijo tezave, zajca pojem, zemlja pa postane moja,” si je v svojem kamenem srcu
rekel lev in tako na videz privolil v kupcijo.
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Nato je zajec predlagal: “Naduvse prirocno bi bilo, ce bi se nama pridruzil se kdo. Nekdo, ki
je tako moder in spostovan kot vi, gospod kralj. To bi labko bila samo bijena!”

Lev se je strinjal, hijena pa se je pocutila pocasceno, bila je namrec tako neumna, da v zaj-
cevem tonu ni prepoznal prazgnega laskanja. “Zelim si ogledati to posest,” je nato rekel lev
zajcu. Zajec je rade volje ustregel levu. In so sli.

“Kaksen dolgcas je tako hoditi v tisini, zakaj se ne bi igrali igrice?” je dejal zajec.

“Kaksne igre?” je besno vprasal lev. “Vise igrice so newmne in dolgocasne,” je se navelicano

dodal.

“Slisal sem za zanimivo igro,” je rekel zajec. “Ko se pomotoma spotaknes, moras drugim
povedati, na kaj si mislil v tistem trenutkn, in e ni zanimivo, te labko ostali igralci mirne

volje pojedo za kosilo.”

Lev in hijena sta se strinjala, vedela sta namre; da ju maghen zajec ne more pojesti. Okruten
kralj pa je v igri videl prilognost, da pod pretvezo pokonca svojega partnerja in prejme
njegovo zemljo.

In tako so nadaljevali pot. Prui se je spotaknil zajec. “Na kaj si mislil?” ga je takoj vprasal
lev. Zajec je odgovoril: “Razmisljal sem o tem, kako rastejo skale in spraseval sem se, ce je
svet pod nami enako neskoncen kot ta, ki se ragprostiva nad nami.”

“To je dobra misel, ob kateri bi se vsakdo spotaknil,” je rekel lev. In tako so 5li naprej.

Cez nekaj éasa se je zajec ponovno spotaknil. “Na kaj si mislil tokrat?” se je pozanimal lev.
Zajec je dejal, da je razmisljal o oblekabh iz lubja. Vsako leto krojaci z dreves oluscijo sveze
sope lubja, ki ga nato s posebnimi kladivei oblikujejo v obleke, ki jib susijo na soncu. Lindje
vsako leto kupugejo nove obleke. Nekje bi moralo biti na tisole in tisole teh oblek, pa vendar
taksni kupi ne lezijo kar vsepovprek. “Kam torej izginejo?” je vprasal zajec.

“To je dobro vprasange, ob katerem bi se vsakdo spotaknil,” je rekel lev. In tako so nadaljevali
svojo pot, dokler se ni spotaknila se bijena.



“Na kaj si mislila?” sta jo vprasala zajec in lev. Hijena pa ni nikoli v svojem Zivljenju zacela
misliti, zato se je v odgovor samo bedasto zahihitala. “Pravila so zato, da jib upostevamo,
Jaz pa sem lacen,” je dejal lev. “Pojedla jo bova,” je se naznanil zajcu.

“Prepustim ti svoj delez, Zal ne uzivam hijen,” je bitro dodal zajec, ko se je ulegel na travo
in opazoval leva, ki je trgal meso s svoje edine prijateljice.

Ko sta se odpocila, sta nadaljevala s hojo. Cez éas se je zajec koncno ustavil in pokazal na dre-
vo v daljavi. “Tam je moja zemlja,” je dejal. “Kaksna skoda, da nimava dovolj (asa, da bi
splezala na tale brib, z vrha se ndovito vidita moja zemlja in celo reka Nil,” je potoZil zajec.

Lev se je zamislil. Zdaj, ko je vedel, kje je zajceva zemlja, se je bilo treba zajca znebiti. Na
vrhu hriba ne bo Zive duse in zato bi tako labko tam pojedel zajca, in to tako, da ga nibce
ne bi videl.

Zato je zajcu odgovoril: “To je cudovita ideja! Ce recem, da imava las, potem Cas tudi imava,
zato dajva, podvizajva se!”

Zacela sta plezati na brib. Tik pod vrhom sta ob poti stali dve velikanski skali, pot med
njima pa je bila zelo ozka. Zajec se je zapodil med skali, kazajoc pravilno pot levu, in ta mu
Jesledil. Ker pa je imel se od kosila neizmerno napibnjen trebub, se je, ko je prisel do skal,
zagozdil. “Pomagaj mi, ti nevredno, hudodelsko bitje!” je besno rjovel ujet med skalama.
Zagec pa se je samo nasmebnil in z vrha prikotalil gromozansko skalo in levu zaprl pot tako,
da se ta ni mogel premikati ne naprej in ne nazaj.

Ko je to uredil in se preprical, da lev ne more pobegniti, je brz odskakljal nazaj do gozda, kjer
Je sklical prebivalce gozda, da bi leva ubili. Ko so Zivali prisle do skal, so nasle leva mrtvega.

Vi so bili zelo veseli in zacelo se je praznovanje kraljeve smrti. Zivali so bile svobodne in
spet so labko zacele Ziveti! Za novega kralja so izvolile velikega sivega slona, ki je slovel po
prijaznosti. In tako sta v gozdu, ki mu Se danes pravijo Mabira gozd, za dolga leta zavla-
dala mir in veselje.

PrEVvEDLA KATARINA KOLAR
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The Leopard, the Goat,
and their Friends

Once upon a time, there lived two mothers who were great friends—a leopard and a
goat. The leopard had two little cubs and the goat had two little kids. They loved playing
together, and they were all very happy, until one day, when the leopard started noticing
her cubs started getting thinner and thinner, while the kids started gaining weight. She
was so jealous, she came up with a wicked plan.

Across the valley, a big feast hosted by the leopard’s cousins was coming up, so she ordered
the goat to go to the bark cloth maker and buy her a beautiful piece of cloth to wear at the
feast. While the goat was away, the leopard caught the two little kids, tied their mouths
to keep them from crying, and put them in a parcel. She put the parcel in the courtyard
and covered it with banana leaves. The leopard and the goat were friends with a wild cat
and a guinea fowl, who were conveniently just passing the house and caught the leopard
in the act. The leopard did not notice them because they were hidden behind a tree. A
little while later, they walked into the house as if they had only just arrived and greeted
the leopard. The goat returned, and the leopard went to try on the new piece of cloth. In
the meantime, the wild cat and the guinea fowl told the goat what they had seen in the
garden. Together, they went and released the poor kids from the parcel, and they caught
and tied up the little cubs instead. The goat, the wild cat, and the guinea fowl put them
into the parcel and placed it in the courtyard, just as it had been before.

When the leopard got dressed in her new piece of cloth, she came back and said to the goat,
“Will you carry that parcel for me? It is my contribution to the feast, and a great surprise
for my cousins.” The goat picked up the parcel, and together with the leopard, the wild
cat, and the guinea fowl they started their journey across the valley.



As they went, they asked each other riddles. The goat started and asked, “What goes the
same journey every day?” The wild cat guessed, “The Sun.” She continued with anoth-
er riddle, “What has no feet and yet travels all over the country?” And the guinea fowl
guessed, “Fish.” The guinea fowl continued, “Which land has no women, only men?”
The animals thought for some time, but none of them knew the answer. The guinea
fowl explained that the answer is a patch of Indian corn, where all the corn cobs have
long beards, just like old men. The wild cat was not impressed, but the goat enjoyed the
riddle. The leopard did not participate, and being rather cross, she said, “You all think
you’re so clever today.” The goat responded, “We are cleverer today than ever before, yet
we will be even cleverer before the sun goes down.”

Once they reached the village across the valley, the leopard said to her cousins, “I have
brought you the most beautiful stew; it must be cooked just as it is, tied up in banana
leaves. Do not open it until it is cooked, and you will be very surprised once you see the
contents.” The leopards obeyed and put the parcel into a big cooking pot. The goat, the
guinea fowl, and the wild cat quickly ran home to get the two kids and pack the goat’s
stuff to escape to the forest. They knew very well what the leopard’s reaction would be
when she found out they had played a trick on her.

Finally, the stew was cooked, and all the leopards sat down to undo the parcel and find
out what the big surprise was. When they found out that it is two poor little cooked cubs,
they all became angry with the leopard; what a heartless creature she must be to do this
to her own cubs. The leopard defended herself, saying that the goat had played a trick on
her, and she suggested that they go and avenge her cubs together.

So, the leopards accompanied their cousin across the valley, and when they got to her
home, the goat and her kids were already long gone. They were already building a new
home, hidden in the forest. The goat was never caught, and ever since that day, leopards
and goats have hated each other.
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Afterwards, the wild cat and the guinea fowl had a quarrel, and became enemies, but that

is a rather spiteful story, so I will not tell it to you. They said dreadful things to each other;
things that are best forgotten.

FoLK TALE



Leopardinja, koza in prijateljici

Pred davnimi casi sta giveli dobri prijateljici, mati koga in mati leopardinja. Vsaka je
imela po par otrok in dolga leta so skupaj giveli ter se zabavali, vse dokler ni leopardinja
postala ljubosumna, saj so njeni otroci hirali, medtem ko so se kozini otroci debelils.

Da bi se leopardinja znebila lacnib ust kozinih otrok in bi majhna leoparda labko dobila
vso hrano, je zasnovala zvit nacrt. PribliZeval se je las zabave z veliko pojedino na drugem
koncu doline, kjer so Ziveli njeni bratranci, zato je naprosila kozo, da obisce krojaca ter mu
narodi izdelavo obleke za pojedino.

Medtem ko je bila koza pri krojaclu, je leopardinja bitro zasegla kozina otroka, jima zave-
zala usta ter ju spravila v zaboj. Obvezala ga je z listi banan, in tako je zaboj cisto nedolgno
sameval na dvoristu.

Leopardinja in koza sta bili dobri prijateljici tudi s ptico pegatko in divjo macko, ki sta se
na leopardingino nesreco ravno sprebajali mimo. Skriti za drevesom, sta jo ujeli pri hucdo-
delstvu. Vstopili sta v hiso, kot da sta ravnokar prisli, in leopardinja jima je povedala za

pojedino.

Koza se je vrnila, in medtem ko si je leopardinja pomerjala svojo obleko, sta ptica pegatka
in divja macka obvestili kozo o vsem, kar sta videls.

Da bi se ji mastevale, so vse tri bitro spustile kozlicka, ujele leopardinjina otroka in ju zaprle
nazaj v zaboj na dvoristu, tako kot je ona naredila s kozinima otrokoma.

Ko seje Leopardingja vrnila, oblecena v novo obleko, je prosila kozo, naj nese zaboj na zabavo,
saj je v njem prispevek k pojedini in veliko presenecenje za bratrance. Koza je pograbila zaboj
in skupaj s ptico pegatko, divjo macko in leopardinjo so se odpravile na drugi konec doline.

Po poti so se kratkocasile z ugankams.
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Koza je zaclela. »Kaj vsak dan prepotuje enako pot?« Divia macka je uganila: »Sonce.«
»Kaj nima nog, pa vendar potuje po celi dréavi?< Ptica pegatka je uganila: » Riba.«
Nadaljevala je z uganko: »Kje je dezela, kjer ni Zensk, so le moski?« Kar nekaj casa so
ragmisljale, dokler jim ni razkrila, da je odgovor polje indijske koruze, kjer imajo vsi storzi
koruze tako dolge brade kot moski. Divja macka ni bila navdusena nad uganko, kozi pa je
bila kar vsec. Med ugibanjem je leopardinga tibo in sitno moléala, dokler ni pripomnila:
» Danes se vse pocutite zelo pametne.« Koza ji je odgovorila: »>Danes smo bolj pametne kot
kadarkoli prej, a manj kot ko bo zvecer sonce zaslo. <

Ko so prispele na zabavo, je leopardinja narolila bratrancem, naj dajo zaboj, opleten z
bananinimi listi, kubati toino takega, kot je, ter naj ga ne odpirajo, dokler jed ne bo do
konca skubana. Pripravila je enoloncnico in Zeli, da je vsebina presenecene.

Bratranci so jo ubogali in dali zaboj v velik lonec za kubanje. Koza, ptica pegatka in divja
macka so se hitro odpravile domov pobrat kozlicka. Pobegnile so v gozd, da bi si tam zgra-
dile novo skrivalisée. Dobro so vedele, da bo leopardinga zelo jezna, ko bo videla, kako so jo
ukanile.

Gostje so postajali lacni in leopardinjina enoloninica se je koncno skubala. Sedli so za mizo
in z ganimanjem zaceli odmikati bananine liste. Vsi so bili Sokirani, ko so ugotovili, da
Je presenecenge pravzaprav enoloncnica iz dveb malih kubanib leopardov. Razumljivo so
vsi bili jegni na leopardingo in njeno brezsrcnost, ona pa se je branila s tem, da jo je koza
ocitno prelisicila. Predlagala je, da jo skupaj poiscejo in ubijejo, saj je tudi ona pokoncala
njena kozlicka. Vsi gbrani leopardsi so s svojo sestricno odsli na drugi konec doline, vendar
Je koza z otrokoma Ze zdavnaj pobegnila. Nikoli jib niso ujels.

10 je zgodba, ki nam pove, zakaj se leopardi in koze se danes sovrazijo.

Nepovezano sta kasneje divia macka in ptica pegatka tudi imeli grozen prepir, postali sta
smrtni sovragnici, vendar naj to ostane ggodba za kdaj drugic. Veliko groznib besed je bilo
izrecenih, taksnih, za katere bi bilo bolje, da so kar pozabljene.

PREVEDLA IN ILUSTRIRALA Z0J4 GOBEC
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The Story of Walukaga
the Blacksmith

A long time ago, a frightening and cruel King ruled Uganda, and all his subjects feared
him. Every single day, he came up with a new idea of how to distress his people and spread
misery even further, until no man’s life was safe and no joyful voice could be heard in the
beautiful country, where birds sang and the sun shone every day, yet sorrow and misery
ruled in every village.

One day, the King sent for Walukaga, the best of all the blacksmiths, and said to him, “As
you are such a clever man, Walukaga, I would like you to complete some work for me.”
“I want you to make a man at your forge. But not one of iron. A real man of flesh and
blood, one that could walk and talk and do everything a real man does.”

Walukaga bowed to the ground and left in grief, for he knew the King would kill him if he
failed to fulfil his task. “Who but God can make a real man?” he thought to himself, since
there is only so much a poor blacksmith can do at his forge. While pondering this on his
way home, he stumbled upon a madman, who greeted him with great joy. The man had
been a very close friend of Walukaga before he went mad, and the blacksmith had always
been kind to him, so when he asked, “Why do you look so sad?” Walukaga thought in his
heart, “I only have a few more days to live; let me be kind to you while I still can.” So, he
took the madman along and told him all the King had said.

The madman gave Walukaga his advice and they both went home. Walukaga thought
about the madman’s words, and the next day, he returned to the King’s palace and asked
for an audience. Seeing him, the King burst into laughter, saying, “Have you made the
man yet at your forge?”



Walukaga responded bravely, “Your majesty. I have thought about your words and since
this is a very difficult task, which I cannot complete on my own, I have come to ask for
your help. For the task to be completed, a special kind of charcoal is needed. It is made of
human hair, and I will need three large sacks of it.”

The King gave the order and his messengers throughout the country demanded that peo-
ple shave their heads and send their hair to Walukaga. But when the hair was burnt, there
was not enough charcoal to fill one sack. Then Walukaga returned to the King again and
said, “Your majesty. Before I can forge a man, I must have water. But ordinary water will
not do. I need the tears of men and women, for it takes a lot of tears to make one human
life. I want three waterpots full.”

Once again, the King sent all his messengers across the land, ordering the men and women
to keep their tears and send them to Walukaga, the blacksmith. But although the land
was full of sorrow and people wept every day, there were only enough tears to fill one pot.
Then Walukaga went to the King and bowed very low, knelt before him, and fell on his
face, saying, “Your majesty. The task you set me was very difficult, yet I asked you to help
me in a simple way. If a great King cannot do small things, how shall a poor blacksmith
perform the work of the Creator?”

The King replied, “Walukaga is right. What I ordered him to do was impossible.” He
rewarded him and sent him away. Now, in Uganda, whenever a man is perplexed and does
not know what to do in times of great difficulty, his friends will say,

“Find a madman and ask his advice,” because this has become a proverb since the days of
Walukaga, the blacksmith.

PREPARED BY ASIIMWE RONALD
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Zgodba o kovacu Walukagi

Pred davnimi ¢asi je v Ugandi viadal strasen in krut kralj, éigar vsi podaniki so trepetali
pred njim. Vsak dan je nasel nove nacine, kako bi svoje ljudstvo se huje prizadel in siril
trpljenge, dokler ni bil nibée ve varen pred njim in nikjer ni bilo ve slisati glasu radosti v
precudoviti dezgels, kjer so prepevale ptice in je sonce vsak dan sijalo, a vendar sta Zalost in
beda viadala v vsaki vasi.

Nekega dne je kralj poslal po Walukago, najboljsega med kovaci, in mu dejal: »Ker si
tako pameten mozak Walukaga, imam zate prav posebno nalogo. Hocem, da mi skujes
cloveka. A ne cloveka iz kovine. Pravega cloveka iz mesa in krvi, taksnega, ki bo labko hodil
in govoril in pocel vse, kar polnemo pravi ljudje.«

Walukaga se je priklonil do tal in odsel v razoarangu, saj je vedel, da ga kralj namerava
ubiti, ée mu naloge ne uspe dokoncati. »Kdo razen boga labko ustvari pravega loveka«
se je spraseval in ugotavljal, kako neznatna je moc kladiva ubogega kovaca. Medtem ko je
premisljeval o vsem tem, je na poti domov naletel na norca, ki ga je veselo pozdravil. Moz
Je bil nekoc dober prijatelj Walukage, preden je znorel, in kova( je do njega bil zmeraj
prijazen, zato je ob vprasanju, zakaj izgledas tako Zalostno, Walukaga pomislil v svojem
sreu: » Pred menoj je le se nekaj dni Zivljenja; naj ti pomagam, dokler se labko.« Tako je
vzel norca seboj in mu razlozil kraljeve besede.

Norec je Walukagi podal svoj nasvet in nato sta odsla domov. Walukaga je premisijeval
o noréevih besedah in se naslednjega dne vrnil v kraljevo palaco ter prosil kralja za poslub.
Ko ga je kralj zagledal, je brubnil v smeb, rekoc: » St mi ge skoval cloveka?«

alukaga se fe drzno odzval: » Vase visoanstvo. Premislieval sem o vasih besedab, in ker
Waluk d dzval: » V. tvo. P, lieval b besedab, in k
Je to zelo zabtevna naloga, ki je ne morem opraviti sam, sem prisel prosit za vaso pomoc.
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Da se taksno delo labko opravi, je potrebno posebno oglje. Taksno, ki je narejeno iz dloveskih
las, in potreboval ga bom tri polne vrete.«

Kraljje izdal ukaz in njegovi sli so po vsej degeli zahtevals, da si ljudje obrijejo glave in lase
posljejo Walukagi. A ko so lase zaZgali, oglja ni bilo dovolj niti, da bi napolnili eno samo
vreco. Nato se je Walukaga ponovno vrnil b kralju in rekel: »Vase visocanstvo. Preden
labko skujem loveka, potrebujem vodo. A navadna voda ne bo zadostovala. Potrebujem
solze mog in gena, saj je potrebnibh mnogo solza, da se ustvari clovesko Zivljenge. Potreboval
bom tri polna vedra. <

Kralj je ponovno razposlal svoje sle po vsej dezels, da bi veleli mogem in Zenam, naj hranijo
svoje solze in jib posljejo kovacu Walukagi. A ceprav je bila dezela polna bridkosti in so
ljudje jokali vsak dan, je bilo solza dovolj le, da se je napolnilo eno samo vedro. Nato je
Walukaga odsel do kralja, se priklonil zelo nizko, pokleknil pred njim in padel na obraz,
rekoc: » Vase visocanstvo. Naloga, ki ste mi jo zastavili, je izredno zabtevna, a vendar sem
vas prosil za preprosto pomoc. Ce mogocni kralj ne more opraviti preprostih nalog, kako naj
ubogi kovac opravi delo stvarnika’«

Kralj je odgovoril: » Walukaga ima prav. Kar sem mu zaukazal, je nemogoce storiti.«
Walukago je nagradil in mu pustil oditi.

In tako je v Ugandi se dandanes.

Ceje clovek v dvomih in ne ve, kaj storits, ko se sooca s tezavo, njegovi prijatelyi recejo: » Najdi
norca in ga poprosi za nasvet.« Ta rek se je obranil se iz casov kovaca Walukage.

PrEVEDEL ROK LOBNIK
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The Story of Kibate

Once upon a time, there lived a man called Kibate, who decided to build a house. When
he told his friends about it, everyone gave him different advice on how to do it, but Kibate
thought to himself, “If T take the advice of all my friends, my house will be very strange,
butifI take the advice of only one or two friends, the rest of them will be jealous.” So, he
decided not to listen to any of the suggestions and build a house by himself.

He went into the jungle, found a clearing, and started to build the house. As it took a long
time to build, Kibate spent a lot of time there and learnt many things from the jungle.
He made friends with the beasts, the birds and the trees, and he learnt their language.

When his house was finished, he invited all his friends to a great feast, and everyone
admired the house except one man who took Kibate to the roof and said, “Kibate, you
need to put one more pole in the roof. If you do not put one more pole in it, your house
will collapse.” Kibate saw the man was right and answered, “I agree with you. I need to
go into the forest and cut the pole by myself. Will you wait here for me and help me put
it up once I'm back?” The man promised, “I will sit here and wait for you to come back.”

Kibate took his spear and his ax and headed into the forest. He was just about to cut a
branch from a tree when it cried out, “Kibate, don’t hurt me! Don’t hurt an old friend!”
So, he went to another tree and the same thing happened again. “Don’t hurt me, Kibate!
We’re friends,” said the tree. Kibate searched throughout the whole jungle but could not
find a tree that was not his friend. Atlast, he became tired and realised he had lost his way.
As he sat down to think about what he should do next, he heard rustling in the bushes.
He turned around and saw a snake with seven heads coming towards him. He had never
seen such a wonderful creature before. Each head spoke to him,

“Kibate, the King will send for you.”
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“Kibate, you shall be a great chief.”

“Kibate, you shall be a great warrior.”

“Kibate, all Uganda shall hear of you.”

“Kibate, the generations to come shall praise you.”
“Kibate, you shall make fire for the army.”
“Kibate, you shall make a rhinoceros laugh.”

Then the snake disappeared into the bushes again. Kibate felt well rested now and won-
dered whether he had really seen the snake or whether it had only been a dream. Anyhow,
he stood up and tried to find his way back to his house. He could not find the house, but
very soon he found a way out of the forest and came to a road where many people were
passing by. He asked one man, “Where are all these people going?” And the man told
him, “The King of Uganda is going to war with the King of Ankole and every man who
stays at home will be punished.” So, Kibate joined the soldiers and went to war with his
spear and his ax.

The army marched for many days until they reached the country of Ankole, where they
built a big camp on a wide plain. One day, a dreadful storm raged. It rained for three days
and three nights without pause, and the camp was soaked. All the soldiers’ belongings
were wet, and when it finally stopped raining, there was no fire in the camp, so they could

not cook any of the food they had hoped to.

Then, in the night, the chief saw fire on a distant hill. He woke his men up and ordered
them to go there and bring back fire. A company of men set out and when they came to
the hilltop, they discovered that the fire was on the horn of a rhinoceros. They begged the
rhinoceros to give them some fire, but it said, “It is very dull living alone on this hilltop.
Only the man who can tell me a funny story shall take the fire from my horn.”



The men tried and tried, but none of them could think of a funny story that would amuse
the rhinoceros, so they had to return to the camp without fire. The chief was very troubled
when the soldiers told him about the rhinoceros. At last, he proclaimed that the man
who could tell a funny story to the rhinoceros would be given a chieftainship when the
war was over. When Kibate heard this, he volunteered to go up to the hilltop alone and
fetch the fire for the camp. He reached the distant hill and found the rhinoceros looking
gloomily over the plain, so he began to tell a story, “Once upon a time there was a King
who had no feet.” When the rhinoceros heard this, he began to laugh. “What did the
King do?” he asked. “He walked on his hands,” said Kibate. The rhinoceros laughed and
laughed until his body ached, and Kibate took the fire from its horn, kindled a fire in his
pot, and went back to the camp. While walking, he looked back and saw the rhinoceros
still laughing on the hilltop. Perhaps you don’t think that was a funny story, but, you
see, Kibate had lived in the jungle for so long that he knew exactly the sort of story thata
rhinoceros would find amusing.

Kibate returned to the camp with fire and so the soldiers were able to cook some food and
fight a great battle the next day, defeating the army of Ankole. When the war ended, the
King sent for Kibate and gave him a chieftainship, all the other soldiers returned home
and told their families the story of how Kibate had saved the army, and Kibate went home
to his house in the jungle and there he found his friend sitting just where he had left him.
The only difference was that he had grown very old, for he had sat there thinking all this

time, and thinking always makes people very old.

PREPARED BY TEACHING STAFF ASIIMWE PREPARATORY SCHOOL
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Zgodba o Kibateju

Nekoc je Zivel moZ po imenu Kibate, ki se je odlocil, da si bo zgradil biso. Ko je to povedal
svojim prijateljem, mu je vsak dal svoj nasvet, kako naj se gradnje loti, vendar je Kibate
sam pri sebi vedel: “Ce upostevam nasvete vseh prijateljev, bo moja bisa zelo cudaska, ce pa
upostevam nasvet samo enega ali dveb, pa bodo ostali [jubosumni.” Zato se je odlo(il, da ne
bo uposteval nobenega predloga in bo hiso zgradil sam.

Odsel je v dZunglo, poiskal jaso in zacel graditi biso. Ker je gradnja trajala kar nekaj casa,
Je Kibate dolgo ostal v dZungli in se tam naucil veliko novega. Spoprijateljil se je s tamkajy-
snjimi zvermi, pticami in drevesi ter se naucil njihovega jezika.

Ko je bila njegova hisa koncana, je pripravil veliko pojedino in nanjo povabil vse svoje
prijatelje. Vsi razen enega moza so hiso obludoval, ta pa je Kibateja peljal na streho in
rekel: “Kibate, v strebo moras vgraditi se en drog. Ce droga ne bos vgradil, se bo tvoja hisa
porusila.” Kibate je videl, da ima moz prav in je odgovoril: “Strinjam se s tabo. Moram
nazaj v gogd in odrezati e en drog. Me bos pocakal tukaj in mi drog pomagal vgradits, ko
se vrnem?” Moz je obljubil: “Tukaj bom sedel in cakal, dokler se ne vrnes.”

Kibate je vzel svojo sulico in sekiro in se odpravil v gozd. Ze  je nasel drevo, hotel je odrezati
vejo, ko je drevo zastokalo: “Kibate, ne poskoduj me! Ne poskoduj starega prijatelja!” Tako
se je odpravil do naslednjega drevesa in spet se je ponovilo isto. “Ne poskoduj me, Kibate! Saj
sva prijatelja,” je reklo drevo. Kibate je preiskal celo dgunglo, a ni nasel drevesa, s katerim
ne bi bila prijatelja. Slednjic se je utrudil in se zacel zavedats, da se je izgubil. Ko je sedel
in razmisljal, kaj naj stori, je zaslisal selestenje v grmovin. Obrnil se je in zagledal kaco s
sedmimi glavami, ki je pribajala proti njemu. Se nikoli ni Kibate videl tako Cudovitega
bitja. Vsaka glava je govorila z njim.:

“Kibate, kralj bo poslal pote.”
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“Kibate, nekoc bos velicasten vodja.”

“Kibate, nekoc bos dober bojevnik.”

“Kibate, nekoc bo cela Uganda poznala tvoje ime.”
“Kibate, pribajajoce generacije te bodo slavile.”
“Kibate, nekoc bos priskrbel ogenj za vojsko.”
“Kibate, nekoc bos nosoroga spravil v smeb.”

Nato je kacla spet izginila v grmovju. Zdaj se je Kibate pocutil spocit in se je spraseval, ali
Je kaco zares videl ali pa so bile vse samo sanje. Kakorkols, vstal je in poskusal poiskati pot
nazaj do svoje bise.

Hise ni nasel, vendar je kmalu nasel pot iz gozda in prisel na cesto, po kateri je hodilo veliko
ljudi. Nekega gospoda je vprasal: “Kam gredo vsi ti [judje?” In gospod mu je povedal: “Kralj
Ugande gre v vojno s kraljem Ankole in vsak moz, ki bo ostal doma, bo kaznovan.” Tako se
Je Kibate pridruzil vojakom in odsel v vojno s svojo sulico in sekiro.

Vojska je bila na poti veliko dni, ko so koncno prisli do dréave Ankole, kjer so na siroki rav-
nini postavili velik tabor. Nekega dne je divjala grozna nevibta. Degevalo je tri dni in tri
dni noci brez prestanka in ves tabor je bil premocen. Ve stvari vojakov so bile mokre, in ko
je koncno nebalo dezevati, v taboru ni bilo ognja, zato si vojaki niso mogli skubati nicesar.

Nato je ponoci poveljnik na oddaljenem hribu zagledal ogenj. Zbudil je svoje moze in jim
narolil, naj gredo tja in nazaj prinesejo ogenj. Skupina moz se je tako odpravila, in ko so
prisli na vrb hriba, so odkrili, da je ogenj na rogu nosoroga. Prosili so ga, naj jim da ogeny,
ampak nosorog je rekel: “Sam giveti na tem bribu je zelo dolgocasno. Le moz, ki mi labko
pove zabavno zgodbo, bo labko vzel ogenj z mojega roga.”

Vojaki so poskusali in poskusali, a nibée se ni spomnil zgodbe, ki bi nasmejala nosoroga, zato
s0 se v tabor vrnili brez ognja. Poveljnik je bil, ko so mu njegovi mogje povedali za nosoroga,



zelo zaskrbljen. Na koncu se je odlocil in izdal odlok, da bo moz, ki bo nosorogu povedal
zabavno zgodbo, po vojni postal poglavar. Ko je Kibate to slisal, se je javil, da bo sam odsel
na hrib in nazaj v tabor prinesel ogenj. Ko je prisel na vrh briba, je tam nasel nosoroga, ki
je potrto opazoval ravnino pod bribom, zato je zacel pripovedovati zgodbo: Nekoc je Zivel
kralj, ki ni imel nog.” Ko je nosorog to slisal, se je zacel smejati. “Kaj pa je potem naredil?”
Je vprasal. “Hodil je po rokah,” je rekel Kibate. Nosorog se je smejal in smejal, dokler ga ni
telo bolelo in Kibate je labko z njegovega roga vzel ogeny, prizgal ogenj v svoji posods in odsel
nazaj v tabor. Med hojo se je ozrl in videl nosoroga, ki se je se vedno smejal na vrbu briba.

Morda se tebi Kibatejeva zgodba ne zdi smesna, ampak Kibate je v dZungli Zivel tako dolgo,
da je natanino vedel, kaksna zgodba bo nosoroga nasmejala.

Kibate se je v tabor vrnil z ognjem in vojaki so si labko skubali vecerjo ter naslednji dan bil
igjemno bitko, v kateri so premagali ankolsko vojsko. Ko se je vojna koncala, je kralj poslal po
Kibateja in ga razglasil za poglavarja. Vsi ostali vojaki so se vrnili domov in pripovedovals
druzinam zgodbo o tem, kako je Kibate resil vojsko, Kibate pa se je vrnil domov v svojo hiso
v dZungli in tam nasel prijatelja, ki je se vedno sedel tocno tam, kjer ga je Kibate pustil.

Edina razlika je bila, da se je prijatelj zelo postaral, saj je ves cas, ko je Cakal Kibateja,
ragmisljal in razmisljanje vedno postara ljuds.

PREVEDLA IN ILUSTRIRALA T4 [J A g TROS
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The Girl Who Was Hated
By Her Stepmother

Along, long time ago, there was a man who married and had one daughter whose mother

died after birth.

The man was still young and decided to marry another woman. After marrying, they
produced many children together, and the mother hated the stepdaughter whose mother
had died. She had to do all the housework alone.

One day, she went to collect firewood from the forest. As she was doing this, she saw an
old woman who asked her about her problems and challenges.

The old woman tried to beautify the girl by creating a gap between her teeth which made
her extremely beautiful. When she returned home, everyone looked differently upon her,
but the old woman had cautioned her never to tell anyone what had happened, because
if she revealed the truth, she would die. She looked beautiful to everyone, and they kept
asking her who had created that gap between her teeth. Following her agreement with
the old woman, she kept quiet. Then, everyone decided to beat her up so that she would
tell them. She pleaded for mercy. They kept harassing her, and she told them not to kill
her; she was going to tell them the truth. “The gap between my teeth was created by an
old woman who had one eye, one leg, and one tooth.”

The girl began to sink down into the soil and the underground, but she remembered what
the old woman had told her. She knew that she could not survive. When she died, I came
to tell people always to love one another. Here the story ends.

COMPILED BY ASIIMWE RoNALD



Deklica, ki jo je
maceba sovvazila

Pred davnimi casi se je moski porocil in z Zeno sta dobila héer. Zal je kmalu po rojstvu
deklice umrla njena mati.

Moski je bil e vedno mlad, zato se je odlocil, da se bo ponovno porolil. Z novo Zeno sta imela
mmnogo otrok, vendar je njihova mati sovragila héerko iz prejsnjega zakona. Ta je sama
opravljala vsa domaca opravila.

Nekega dne je sla v gozd po drva. Medtem ko je pobirala drva, je videla starko, ki jo je zacela
sprasevati o njenih teavab in izzivib. Starka je deklico poskusala razglasiti za blazeno z
ustvarjanjem luknje med njenimi zobmi, zaradi cesar je bila izjemno lepa. Ko se je vrnila
domov, so jo vsi gledali drugace, ampak stara gospa jo je opozorila, da nikomur ne sme
povedati, kaj se je zgodilo, ker ce bo, bo umrla. Deklica je zgledala cudovito in neprestano
$0 jo sprasevals, kdo ji je naredil luknjo med zobmi. Kot dogovorjeno s starko, je moléala.

Kasneje so se odlocili, da jo bojo pretepli, samo da bi jim povedala. Prosila je za milost. Se
dalje so jo nadlegovali in deklica se je vdala v usodo in jim rekla, da jim bo povedala, ie je ne
ubijejo. » Luknjo med zobmi mi je naredila starka, ki je imela eno oko, eno nogo in en zob.«

Deklica se je zalela spuscati po umazanem podzemlju, ko se je spomnila, kaj ji je povedala
starka. Vedela je, da v nobenem primeru ne bo prezivela. Ko je umrla, sem prisel jaz, da

povem ljudem, da morajo vedno ljubiti drug drugega. Tukaj se zgodba konca.

PrREVEDLA METKA SUPEJ
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The Wise Rabbit

A long time ago, a rabbit used to live with a dog, and they lived quite good. The dog

would look after cows and drink milk from a wooden cup. He would whistle very well.

One day, the rabbit said to the dog that he had heard about the dog’s whistling and that
he wanted to hear it. The dog whistled as loudly as it could. The rabbit said that for
the dog to whistle better, he would get his knife and enlarge the dog’s mouth. The dog
accepted, and the rabbit got his knife and cut him up to his ears. The dog pleaded for

mercy because of the pain.

The rabbit told the dog that after recovering he would be able to whistle better. Later, the
dog was given milk, but he couldn’t drink. He tried to whistle, but he could not inhale
the air, and all of a sudden, he started barking. This led to a bad relationship between the
dog and the rabbit. This is where the story ends.

COMPILED BY ASIIMWE RoNALD



Pametni za jec

Pred davnimi Casi je zajec Zivel s psom in Zivela sta precef dobro. Pes je cuval krave in pil
njihovo mleko iz lesene posode. Zelo dobro je znal Zvizgati.

Nekega dne je zajec povedal psu, da je slisal, da zna pes zelo dobro Zviggati, torej on dobro
slisi, pes pa dobro gviZga. Pes je zazviggal z najvisjim glasom. Zajec mu je povedal, da ce
Zeli bolje ZviZgati, mora prinesti noz, da mu bo labko povecal usta.

Pes je sprejel ponudbo in zajec je Sel po noz ter ga urezal blizu uses. Pes je zaradi prevelikih
bolecin prosil za milost.

Zajec mu je obljubil, da bo po okrevanju labko bolje Zvizgal. Kasneje je pes dobil mieko,
vendar ga ni mogel popiti. Poskusal je zaZvizgati, ampak ni mogel kondenzirati zraka in
iznenada je zacel lajati. To je povzrocilo slab odnos med psom in zajcem.

Tukaj se zgodba konca.

PrREVEDLA METKA SUPEJ
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