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OpHoro paHky 6abycs ckazana Bysi: “Bysi, BigHecu Ue aiue
H6aTbKkaM. BOHU X0UyTb CreKTU Be/IMKUiA TOPT Ha BeCiNNSA TBOEI
cectpwn.”

Early one morning Vusi's granny called him, “Vusi, please take
this egg to your parents. They want to make a large cake for
your sister's wedding.”



Mo popo3i go 6aTbkiB Bysi 3ycTpiB ABOX XN10MUiB, ki 36upanm
dpykTn. OanMH xnoneub 3abpas Aniue y Bysi i KHYB noro o6
AepeB.o. Aviue po3bunocs.

On his way to his parents, Vusi met two boys picking fruit. One
boy grabbed the egg from Vusi and shot it at a tree. The egg
broke.



“LLlo T HapobuB? - KpUKHYB Bysi, - Le arue 6yno ans topta. A
TOPT 6YB Ha BecCins Moel cecTpu. LLLo ckaxke mos cecTpa, Konu
He 6yJe BecifibHOro TopTa?”

“What have you done?” cried Vusi. “That egg was for a cake.
The cake was for my sister's wedding. What will my sister say
if there is no wedding cake?”



Xnonusam cTano COPOMHO 3a Te, Lo BOHW ApaXXHWUAW Bysi. “Mn
He MOXeMO A4OMOMOrTW 3 TOPTOM, ajne OCb LinoK AN TBOEI
cecTpwn,” - ckasaB OAVH xnoneub. By3i NpoAoBXVB CBOHO
NOA0OPOX.

The boys were sorry for teasing Vusi. “We can’t help with the
cake, but here is a walking stick for your sister,” said one. Vusi
continued on his journey.



Mo f0opo3i BiH 3yCcTpiB ABOX YONOBIKIB, AKi 6yayBanu 6yanHOK.
“MO>XHa MV BUKOPUCTAEMO Lielt MiLHWIA LiNnoK?” - 3annTaB
OAMH Y0N0BiK. Ane LinokK 6yB HeAOCTAaTHLO MILHWNA i
3/1aMaBCH.

Along the way he met two men building a house. “Can we use
that strong stick?” asked one. But the stick was not strong
enough for building, and it broke.



“LLlo BM Hapobunu? - 3akpuuas Bysi, - Len uinok 6ys
NoAapyHOKOM AN MOET cecTpu. Xnonui, Aki 36upann ¢opykTy,
AN MeHi Linok, 60 BOHW po36unun MoeE anue Ang topta. TopT
6yB Ha BecCinna Mo€Eil cecTpu. Tenep HEMAE Hi ANLUS, Hi TOPTA, Hi
nogapyHka. LLlo ckaxxe moqa cectpa?”’

“What have you done?” cried Vusi. “That stick was a gift for my
sister. The fruit pickers gave me the stick because they broke
the egg for the cake. The cake was for my sister’'s wedding.
Now there is no egg, no cake, and no gift. What will my sister
say?"”



ByaiBenbHMKaM CTano COPOMHO 3a Te, WO BOHW 31aManu
Linok. “Mun He MOXXeMO AOMOMOIT 3 TOPTOM, ajie OCb COJI0MaA
A1 TBOEI cecTpun,” - cka3aB O4MH Y0N0BIK. By3i NpoaoBXInB
CBOO MOAOPOX.

The builders were sorry for breaking the stick. “We can't help
with the cake, but here is some thatch for your sister,” said
one. And so Vusi continued on his journey.



o popo3i Bysi 3ycTpiB pepmepa i kopoBy. “fka cMayHa
CONIOMa; MOXHa 4 CKyWTyr?" - 3annTana Kkoposa. Asie conomMa
byna Taka cMayHa, Wo BOHa BCHo ii 3'nal

Along the way, Vusi met a farmer and a cow. “What delicious
thatch, can I have a nibble?” asked the cow. But the thatch
was so tasty that the cow ate it all!



“LLlo T Hapobuna? - 3akpuyas Bysi, - ua conoma byna
NnoAapyHKOM A1 MOEI cecTpu. byaiBenbHUKN fan MeHi
CoJIOMY, 60 BOHW 31aManu LinokK, AKUA MeHi Aanuv XnomnLj, LWo
36mnpann GpykTU. Xonui Aann MeHi uwinok, 60 BOHW po36unm
Aanue ANns TopTa MoE€l cecTpu. TopT 6yB Ha BecCinng MoEei
cecTpu. Ternep HeEMAaEe Hi ANLUS, Hi TOpTa, Hi NogapyHka. Lo
cKaxxe moq cectpa?”’

“What have you done?” cried Vusi. “That thatch was a gift for
my sister. The builders gave me the thatch because they
broke the stick from the fruit pickers. The fruit pickers gave
me the stick because they broke the egg for my sister’s cake.
The cake was for my sister's wedding. Now there is no egg, no
cake, and no gift. What will my sister say?”
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KopoBi cTano copoMHoO, Lo BOHa b6yna xagibHa. Pepmep
NoroAmMBCA BiAAaTV By3i KOPOBY sk MOoAapyHOK A1S MOro
cectpwu. I Bysi niwos aani.

The cow was sorry she was greedy. The farmer agreed that
the cow could go with Vusi as a gift for his sister. And so Vusi
carried on.
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Ane KopoBa BTek/1a A0 depMepa, KOAn MPUNLLIOB Yac BeYepi,
By3i 3ary6uscs. BiH 3anisHMBCA Ha Becinnga cectpun. [oCTi BXe
noinu.

But the cow ran back to the farmer at supper time. And Vusi
got lost on his journey. He arrived very late for his sister’s
wedding. The guests were already eating.

d
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“LLlo MmeHi pobuTn? - 3annakas Bysi, - KOpoBa, sika BTekna, byna
NoAapPyHKOM, 3aMiCTb CONIOMU, SIKY AaNN MeHi byaiBeNbHUKN.
byaiBeNbHUKN gany MeHi CO/IoOMY, TOMY LLLO BOHUW 3/1aMani
LiNOK, KW Aann MeHi xaionui. Xaonui, aKki 3é6mpann ¢pykTu,
AN MeHi Linok, 60 BOHM po36unu anue ana Topta. TopTt 6yB
Ha Becinnsa. Tenep HeMae Hi auA, Hi TOpTa, Hi NojgapyHkKa.”

“What shall I do?” cried Vusi. “The cow that ran away was a
gift, in return for the thatch the builders gave me. The
builders gave me the thatch because they broke the stick
from the fruit pickers. The fruit pickers gave me the stick
because they broke the egg for the cake. The cake was for the
wedding. Now there is no egg, no cake, and no gift.”
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CecTtpa By3i Tpoxu nogymana i ckasana: “Bysi, bpaTte Min, MeHi
He NoTPibHI NogapyHKW. MeHi He NOTPiIGHMK TopT! MU BCi
pasowm, i A wacnmea. A 3apas ian rapHo oaarHucs, i bygemo
CBATKYBaTW Lel AeHb!” By3i Tak i 3pobuB.

Vusi's sister thought for a while, then she said, “Vusi my
brother, I don’t really care about gifts. I don't even care about
the cake! We are all here together, I am happy. Now put on
your smart clothes and let's celebrate this day!” And so that's
what Vusi did.
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