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Ngay xtra ngay xua khi loai nguoi chua cé
ki€n thirc gi, ho khdng biét cach tréong cay,
dét vai hay ren sat. Than Nyame la nguai
nam gitr moi kién thirc va tri tué. Ong ta
cat chung trong mét cai lo dat sét.

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.




Mot ngay no, Nyame quyét dinh dua chiéc
binh tri tué cho Anansi. Moi khi Anansi
nhin vao chiéc binh, anh ta hoc dugc mot
thr md&i. Thu vi biét bao!

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!



Anansi tham lam nghi rang “Néu minh
giau cai binh & mot cai cay cao, minh cé
thé gitt hét tri tué nay cho ban than!”. Anh
ta dét moét cai to dai dé budc céi lo vao
bung anh ay, va tréo Ién cay. Nhung that
khé dé tréo khi céi lo clr dap vao dau gobi
anh ta.

Greedy Anansi thought, “I'll keep the pot
safe at the top of a tall tree. ThenI 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.




Con trai cua Anansi IUc nao cling ding
dudi goc cay dé chd Anansi. Cau hoi b6
“Thay vi & bung, sao bé khéng budc cai
binh & lung?” Anansi thir doi vi tri chiéc
binh va viéc leo tréo trd nén dé dang hon
nhiéu.

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.




Cha may ch6c ma Anansi tdi ngon cay.
Nhung anh ta chgt nght “Ta |€ ra phai la
ngudi théng minh nhat ch. Sao con trai
ta lai biét nhiéu hon ta?”. Anansi trc gian
t&i n6i anh ta ném cai binh xuéng dat.

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.



Binh tri tué bé thanh tram manh, va kién
thirc déu danh cho moi ngudi. bé la li do
bay gid moi ngudi hoc dugc cac tréng
trot, dét vai, rén sat va vo van tri thirc
khac.

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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