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Vudn cla ba rat tuyét, c6 nhiéu la mién, ké, va san. Nhung
ngon nhat van la chudi. DU ba c6 nhiéu chau, tdi van tham
nghi rang t6i la ngudi ba yéu thich nhat. Ba thudng mai toi
t&i nha. Ba cling ké cho t6i nghe nhiéu bi mat nho nhd.
Nhung c6 mot bi mat ma ba khéng bao gid ké cho téi nghe,
dé la noi ma ba U chin chu6i.

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.



MOt ngay no, toi thady mét céi ré rom dé ngoai troi bén
ngoai nha ba. Khi tdi hdi ba céi ré dé lam gi, cau tra 16i duy
nhat ma téi nhan dugc 1a: “D6 la cai r6 than ki clia ba day!”
Bén canh cai r6 co6 vai tau la chudi ma thinh thoadng ba lat
qua lat lai. Téi td mo hoi: “La nay dé lam gi vay ba?” Cau tra
|6i duy nhat ma téi nhan dugc la: “Dé la nhirng tau la than
ki cla ba day!”

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.”



That la tha vi khi nhin ba, chudi, la chudi, va cai gié rom to.
Nhung ba bao téi chay dén nha me lam viéc vat cho ba. “Ba
oi, xin hdy cho chau xem ba chuan bi...” Ba cr khang khang
bao: “Chau oi, dirng c6 budng binh nira nao. Hay lam nhu
ba bao di nhé.”

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.



Khi toi trd vé, ba dang ngdi bén ngoai, nhung khdng ¢é ro,
cling khéng c6 chudi. “Ba oi, cai ré dau? Chudi dau hét roi?
Va..." Nhung cau tra I0i duy nhat tdéi nhan dugc la: “Chung
dang & mot noi than ki cda ba.” That la dang that vong!

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!



Hai ngay sau, ba bao tdi di |dy cay gay cho ba trong phong
ngl. Ngay khi téi md ctra ra, mot mui chudi chin thom nirc
chdo dén téi. O trong phong ng 13 cai gid rom than ki clia
ba. N6 dugc gidu kin trong mot cai mén cl. Toi gid cai mén
|én va nglri mui thom nirc.

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.



Giong néi cla ba lam t6i giat ban ngudi khi ba goi: “Chau
lam gi vay? Bbem cho ba cdy gay nhanh 1én nao.” Toi chay ra
ngoai cung vai cay gay cla ba. Ba hoi: “Chau cudi gi thé?”
Cau hdi cia ba lam t6i nhén ra rang minh van con cudi vi
phat hién ra noi than ki cia ba.

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.



Ngay hém sau, khi ba t&i nha me, tbi chay voi téi nha ba dé

kiém tra nhitng qua cudi lan nira. C6 moét nai chuéi rat chin.
T6i hadi mét qua va gidu trong 4o dam cldia minh. Sau khi che
cai ro lai, toi ra sau nha va an véi qua chudi. Bé la qua chudi
ngot nhat ma tdi tirng an.

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.



Ngay hdm sau, khi ba & ngoai vuon héi rau, toi Ién vao nha
va trom nhin nhirng qua chudi. Chudi chin gan hét réi. Cam
long khdng dugc, tdi hai bén qua. Khi téi di rén rén ra
ngoai, téi nghe ba ho bén ngoai. Téi gidu nhirng qua chudi
dudi 4o dam va di ngang qua ba.

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.



Ngay hom sau la ngay di chg. Ba thirc day rat sém. Ba luén
mang chudi chin va san ra chg ban. Ngay do, t6i khong chay
vOi téi nha ba ntra. Nhung téi khéng thé nao trdnh mat ba
lau dugc nira.

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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T6i ngay hdm dé, téi bi bd, me, va ba goi lai. T6i biét ngay la
vi sao. T6i hdm do, khi toi di ngu, tdi biét rang minh khong
thé tiép tuc 1ay trom nita, khdng thé lay trém clia ba, clia bd
me, va di nhién la cta nhitrng ngudi khac.

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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