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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.
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One day [ 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.”



29 Al GLs gssas Sy3 g 390 gl Suydaige ol (Syjuyale glasles
slyol pa 398 0aliwyd ayale caw @y 38 yals aladl glys 13e Syiuysle o
Laslad 1y o5 S 50 0alal 1y gl a5 yobo yrad oay 03l Lokl Sy3sle” payS

138 e Moay plauil 1y sats asS o5y oS 6318 (ST ilad Gl ax™ @S
IS

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.
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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!



a.pyole yinly wles BUI 3 Jiolac B sliwyd [se Syiuysle ey 3oy o9
BUl 33 895 @alive 4 duwy gl@ige wads gos payS 3L 1y o Syl oaa
So b wes Gl canls 5108 i yale Syl peale g s ISl

Py b Q.,a,ﬁa.ﬁb).b.c_c)'g p;&f’db).g ‘)gﬁ;gQA D9 0 DAL G UAJ.\B Rxva

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.
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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.
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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.
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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.
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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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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.

11



okscg
0° 5%,
®
(¢}
o

o
<
2

Storybooks Canada

storybookscanada.ca
Syzssle glajge

Grandma’s bananas

Written by: Ursula Nafula
Illustrated by: Catherine Groenewald
Translated by: (fa) Marzieh Mohammadian Haghighi

This story originates from the African Storybook @fricanstorybook.org) and
is brought to you by Storybooks Canada in an effort to provide children’s
stories in Canada’s many languages.

(OMOoM

This work is licensed under a Creative Commons
Attribution 3.0 International License.



https://storybookscanada.ca
https://africanstorybook.org
https://storybookscanada.ca
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by/3.0/
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by/3.0/

