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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”.
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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.
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“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?”
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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.
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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.
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“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?”
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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.
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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!
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“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?”

10



.\.S'QSUA 9l§ QT45_3)5 89 "“940_}_)9&5.0.\9.3 9Ai44 &S A bwlio rl—‘} 9‘50]

Sls aalsl Jialy a5 6399 (w93 $39s b paales gl gl e (lae 4

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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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.
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“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.”

13



230 1 e oyl sl (6599" S g 35S 5SS i i ch99 salgS
o0 9 przad bl ao by da Lo laylad  ctaal @ulyy @0 SS s aylad sl
9 S e 1y 3oy ol Lo (o Iy ol glo uld g3 dl> @llociigs

Sly sl 1y 48 ylaa 6399

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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