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[laBHbIM AaBHO NIOAV HNYEro He 3HaWn.
OHW He 3HaNM Kak cobmpaTtb ypoxkau, Kak
AenaTtb TKaHN NN Xene3Hble
NHCTPYMEHTLI. Y 60ra Hbsime BbICOKO Ha
Hebe bblna BCS MyApoCTb B Mupe. OH
XpaHWN eé B rNMNHAHOM ropLuke.

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.



OaHaxabl HbaMe pewwinn oTaaTh ropLuok C
MYAPOCTbIO AHaHCK. Kax bl pas Korga
AHaHCK CMOTpen B MMWHAHbIN ropLIOoK, OH
y3HaBan YTo-To HoBoe. Kak e 3To 6b110
NHTepecHOo!

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!



XagHbln AHaHCK nogyman, “A éyay
XPaHUTb FOpPLLOK Ha BepXyLLKe BbICOKOro
Aepesa. Torga oH BeCb byzeT TONbKO
Mounm!™ OH caenan ANVIHHYIO BEPEBKY,
obBsi3an ee BOKPYr MMHAHOMO ropLuka u
npvBssan K XneoTy. OH cTan 3abupartbcs
Ha AepeBo. Ho AHaHCK 6bIN10 CNOXKHO
3abrpaTbCs Ha AepeBo, Korja ropLlok
NOCTOAHHO 61J1 eMy MO KOJIeHSAM.

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



Bcé 310 Bpems Mon1040M CblH AHaHCK
CTOAN Y NOAHOXbA AepeBa N CMOTPes Ha
Hero. OH cnpocun, “Tebe He 6bI10 Obl
nerye, ecnv bbl Tbl NPUBSA3an ropLUoOK
cnnHe?” AHaHCK nonpoboBan NpuBA3aThb
MNHAHBIV TOPLUOK MOHbIA MYAPOCTU K
CrnHe, N Tak AeNCTBUTE/IbHO BbINO fierye.

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.



OH He 3aMeTunN KakK 3abpancsa Ha
BepXyLUKy AepeBa. HO NoTom OH
OCTaHOBWJ/ICA U nogyman, “Y MeHsa A0NXKHa
6bITb BCA MYAPOCTb, @ MO CbIH ObiJ
yMHee MeHs!” AHaHCK 6bIn Tak 301 U3-3a
3TOro, YTO OH CHPOCUN FrOPLLOK C AepeBa.

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.



OH pa3busica Ha Kyckun Ha 3emne. Tenepb
BCE MOV pa3gennTb MyapocTb. M Tak
NOAN HAYyYUNUCb CObmpaTb ypoXkaiw,
AenaTtb TKaHW, XeNne3Hble MHCTPYMEHTbI U
BCe Apyrve BeLln, KOoTopble yMetoT
Tenepsb.

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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