babycuHi 6aHaHun

Grandma’s bananas

# Ursula Nafula

& Catherine Groenewald
Nataliia Naiavko

¢> Ukrainian / English

il Level 4

(imageless edition)

Sto,
ad
Q

OokSCaOe

@0


https://storybookscanada.ca

BabycunH ropog 6ys uygoBuin. Tam 6yno 6arato copro, Npoca i
MaHioKy (rokun). Asie Harkpawmmm 6ynm 6aHaHn. Xoua 6abycs
Mana 6arato BHYKIiB, 4 TAEMHO 3Hana, Lo s byna
HanyntobneHiwa. BoHa yacTo 3anpollyBana MeHe Jo cebe.
BoHa 3aBXAW po3noBijana MeHi ManeHbki cekpeTun. Ane byB
OAVH CeKkpeT, KM BOHa MeHi HiKoNn He po3Ka3syBana: e
Ao3piBanv 6baHaHW.

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.



AKOCb OAHOrO AHSA 9 Nnobaunna Bennky CONOM'siHY KOP3UHY Ha
COHLi 6ins 6abycnHoi xatn. Konm 4 3anntana, 415 4oro us
KOp3uHa, A noyyna y Bignosigb: “Lle yapiBHa Kop3nHa". binga
KOP3UHW 6yN0 Kinbka 6aHaHOBUX NNCTKIB, AKi 6abycsa yac Big,
yacy nepesepTana. MeHi ctana yikaso. “[lng 4oro ue nnCTH,
6abycto?” - a4 3anuTana. babyca Tinbkn Bignosina: “Lie yapisHe
nncra.”

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.”



Byno ayxe uikaBo cnoctepiraty 3a 6abyceto, baHaHamu,
6aHaHOBVIM NINCTSM | BEJIKOK CONNOM'AHOIO KOP3MHO. Ane
6abycs Bignpasuia MeHe No AKINCb cripasi 40 Mamu. “babycto,
6yAb nacka, 403BOJIb MeHi NOANBUTUCL, K TV FOTyeL...” “He
6yAb BMepTor, AUTUHKO, pObU, K 9 CKa3ana”, - ckasana BOHa,
i A niwna.

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.



Konu s noBepHynacs, 6abycsa cngina HaaBopi, ane BXxe He
6yno Hi Kop3nHW, Hi baHaHiIB. “babycto, a fe Kop3uHa, Ae BCi
6aHaHW, i ge...?" Ane BiAnoBiAb, AKy g noyyna, byna: “BoHU BCi
Yy MOEMY YapiBHOMY Micui.” 1 byna Taka po3yapoBaHal!

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!



Uepes aBa AHI 6abyca nonpocuia MeHe NPUHeCTU 1T Linok i3
CnanbHi. AK TiNbKU 8 BigKpwaa ABepi, A Biguyna CUNbHUA
3arnax Ao3pininx 6baHaHiB. Y kKiMHaTi cTtosna 6abycmHa Benmka
YapiBHa conoM’ssHa Kop3uHa. BoHa byna fobpe 3axoBaHa nij
CTapO KOBAPOI. A MigHANA KOBAPY | NOHIOXana uemn
NVBOBVKHWI 3anax.

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.



BabycrH ronoc 3actaB MeHe 3HeHalbKa, KoM BOHA
noknvikana meHe: “LLlo T Tam pobuwi? Mocniwu i nprHecn
MeHi uinok.” 1 nobirna i BuHecna uinok. “4omy tn
nocMixaewcs?’- 3anuTtana 6abycs. Il nUTaHHA 3Mycnno MeHe
3PO3yMITH, WO A JOCi MOCMixXasiaca Bif TOro, Lo Ai3Hanacda npo
I yapiBHe micue.

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.



HacTynHoro gHs, konm 6abyca npuiiina 40 MOEI MaMu, S
nobirnay 6abycnHy xaTy, LWo6 nepeBipuUTn 6aHaHW We pas.
Tam 6yno KifnbKa Ayxe A03pinnx 6aHaHiIB.  B3g/1a OAVH i
3axoBasa y CBO€E MnaTTa. HakpmBLUY KOP3KHY, 4 Nilwna 3a
OYyAMHOK i WBMAKO 3'1na 6aHaH. Lie 6yB HanconoAwmm 6aHaH,
AKUA A KONU-Hebyab KyLUTyBana.

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.



HactynHoro gHs, konm 6abyca 36umpana oBodi y ropogi, s
TUXEeHbKO NpoKpanacs y 6yanHoOK i 3arngHyna y Kop3unHy.
Maiie Bci baHaHu bynu ao3pini. 4 He cTprmanacs i B3ana
yoTmpw. Konu A rwna Ha nasabymkax 4o ABepen, 9 nouyna, aK
6abyca kawnsna Hagsopi. MeHi BAanocs 3axoBat 6aHaHW
NiZ CYKHO i MPOMNTM NOB3 6abycto.

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.



HactynHoro gHsa 6ys 6a3ap. babycs npokrHynaca paHo. BoHa
3aBXAM 6pana npogaBaty 6baHaHM i MaHioK (roky) Ha 6a3ap. A
He nocniwana Ao Hel Toro AHs. Ase 1 He Morja AOBro i
YHUKATW.

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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[i3Hile Toro Be4opa MeHe NokAnKanm mama, Tato i 6abycs. A

3Hasla YoMy. BBeuepi, konu A nsgrna cnatu, 8 3Hana, LWo
binbLUe Hikon He byay KpacTu Hi 'y 6abyci, Hi y 6aTbKiB, i,
3BNYAMHO, Hi Yy BYAb-KOro iHLWOro.

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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