


Foreign Myths and Legends

o B 0 iE 5 1% 5

A 3

LHE AL & 52



LR Y A
REY KA LR
#* *
SE M IES R
% ¥ KM

LHFEAA 22 E R
OHELEFEERT  TRHELDRT D

IF A TBIXI092 Ak  1/32 FIK 6.125 K 2 5K 130,000
19834 A B 18 1983 % 4 3 W 1 WEDRY
B %o 1— 12,000 #F

455, 9100+ 020 £ 0,52 7T

RIEME KAIR

.



wm A WA

ATHEPEEURREARISFREREMRER R
FWRE, RIVSRBTREPREZEDAS, HIHA
R EHR, ABEE. HEREFE RIS E) (LEY
BEIETWRICHEELZIFED, «FBEIARBCEY CEHIE
BIRIEY, GIEETEFRR COIEWESERY. «EEH
BAREURCGREBEERBREY %, BHFARELELE, £
ERMEERMIMERWEFEERY, N¥IIEHEEH
#.

FEGINEMESEREYRETIEMN. BEMERE KT
BEBMERFT-LE. RBFEMS, BHTREREA
EERR. EXBHANKRE R, KETHER. B, 5%,
EHSRE, WRTRE.HEP BEHENEFN., BLHE
YA EERMLBREMBEL, SR T ARNEITER,
KEFEUEMNEREZ, NBEHRIHHEHLRBELES N
£, BEHAN, WENY, LBEOiE L, RETSEINGH
Bro ATETRETHRERAE, RIS IR
RELEZTARMT LENTR, FRNBEGENA,

MTREER, 2BERPTRETRZHE 2L, 7
HiEEMIFEIE,

—JLNZAENH



CONTENTS

H %

. Uwungelema

. The Giant Bird

. The Seven Jealous Maidens

gy -

. The Sky Father and the Earth Mother

KRR 5wt -

. The Farmer and the Tree-Fairies

RFFVL e eee e
. Young Spider in the Sky

i@ﬂ{]/‘l\m% teeerevesens
. Mwalyaka and the Crow

SR SHERBRETE

. Ingratitude Is the Way of the World

. The Princess Elephant’s Tail

WA o1 1] = PP T OO

11

.19

.« 31

veseeee 36

e 4B

..53

. B2

73



10.

H.

12.

13.

14.

15.

16.

17.

The Hunter

FER cvevrerenerenenen e
The White Wolf

The Lost Ring

it
Spider, the Crafty One

BRES -

The Boy Who Came from the Sun Egg

KHERHOET -
Tortoise and Leopard Build a House

LaMPLREXET -

The Adventures of Sudika Mbambi

mErpRid - seeee
The Tale of Caliph Stork

BN E A e

..+ 89

95

104

cenene114

cenne 121

eeeen132

creren e 142

<.e168



Uwungelema

ONcE UPON A TIME there was a famine in Africa! and all
the animals were very hungry.

Now? there was a magic tree in the forest, and the
animals knew that it would give them fruit to eat if they
could only stand before it and call out its name. The
trouble was that none of them, not even the oldest of the
animals, could remember what the name was.

One evening the thin, hungry creatures gathered
together round the tree, and discussed what could be
done. At last an old lion stepped forward and said:

‘My grandfather used to tell me®that only the Mountain
Spirit* knew the name of this tree. Could not one of the
younger and stronger animals among us climb up the moun-
tain to ask the name from the Spirit? Then perhaps we
shall not die of starvation after all.’®

All the animals started talking at once,® but at last
it was decided that the hare, being such a swift runner,?
should go on the journey to the Mountain Spirit to ask
him the name of the tree.

Early next morning he set off,® leaving the forest be-



hind him and hurrying along the little mountain path
towards the summit.? At length he came face to face with
the great Mountain Spirit,’® and bowing low, the hare
said, ‘I have come to ask you the name of the magic tree,
O spirit, for all my friends are dying of hunger.’

“The name is Uwungelema,” replied the Spirit. ‘Go
back to the forest quickly, before you forget it.’!!

“Thank you,” replied the hare as he turned and raced
for all he was worth down the mountainside.!?

Without stopping to look either right or left,'* he
reached the bottom of the mountain and took - the path
which led to the forest, where he knew all his friends were
waiting anxiously for his return.

Crash! He ran straight into a huge ant-hlll which
knocked all the breath from his body.!* When he had
recovered he walked unsteadily towards the magic tree
and the expectant animals. o

‘What is it? What is it? What is the name?’ they all
cried.

‘It is  Uwun-uwun-uwun—. I’ve forgotten,” gasped
the poor hare.

The animals were furious, and pushing the hare aside
they held another meeting and this time chose the buffalo
to fetch the name from the Great Spirit.

Off he went, crashing his way up the mountain path,®
until he reached the summit. There stood the Moun_tain
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Spirit, and the buffalo said: ‘Hare has forgotten the name
of the magic tree. Tell me, O Spirit, that I may return to
the forest and save my friends from starvation.’

- ‘The name is Uwungelema,’ replied the Spirit. ‘Go
back to your friends quickly before you forget it.’ '

The buffalo was very pleased that he had been told
the name and hurried down the mountain=side, his feet
often slipping on the loose stones.)* When he reached
the bottom of the mountain, he found the little path that
led to the forest, and ran joyfully along it.

Crash! He had not been looking where he was going,
so pleased was he at the thought of getting food from the
magic tree.!” He too had bumped into the huge ant-hill
at the edge of the forest. For several moments the buffalo
stood dazed, then he slowly lumbered round the ant-hill
towards the place where he had left his friends.

As soon as they saw him they rushed towards him
saying: “The name! The name! What is it, buffalo?’
~ The buffalo ‘tried hard to remember. ‘It’s Uwun-
uwun-uwun’ he stammered, but he could not finish the
word. The blow from the ant-hill had put it right out of
his head.:®

The other animals were very angry indeed. ‘We shall
all die of hunger soon if we cannot get fruit from this tree,’
they said. “‘Who can we send now?’

This time the lion was chosen for they thought that
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surely the king of the beasts could be trusted to bring back
the name.

He followed the path up the mountain with a rolling,
easy gait‘m until he too came face to face with the Moun-
tain Spirit.

‘O Great Spirit,” said the lion humbly. ‘Both the hare
and the buffalo have forgotten the name of the magic tree.
Will you tell it to me so that I may save my friends from
death?’

‘The name is Uwungelema,’ said the Spirit. ‘Hurry
back to the other animals before you forget it.’

Stopping only to say thank you,*® the lion turned and
rushed away down the mountain-side. He was determined
to get back before dark, for already he could see the sun
sinking lower and lower behind the forest trees.

As he reached the path that led into the forest and
the magic tree, he said to himself:‘No other animal could
have run so swiftly. I shall be back before the sun sets.’

Crash! The lion had been so taken up with watching
the sun?! that he had run straight into the ant-hill. And
of course the same thing happened to him that had happen-
ed to the hare and the buffalo.2? He could not remember
the magic name.

‘Uwun-uwun-uwun—,” he said as he stood before
the other animals, who jumped and stamped and bellowed
and growled at the poor lion, while he tried in vain to
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remember the word.?®

Then a small tortoise which had been standing on
the edge of the crowd, lifted its head and said:‘I will go to
the Mountain Spirit. As soon as?* the sunrises I will climb
the mountain and bring the magic word back to you.’

The animals stopped being angry and began to laugh.
‘What?’ they said. ‘Do you think that you can remember
the word when much larger animals than you have forgot-
ten it?’

‘Wait until tomorrow,” replied the tortoise, ‘and then
you will see.’

At last the other animals, who by now were so hungry
and weak that they were only too willing for someone
else to make the journey,’® agreed to let the tortoise go.

So at the first glimmer of daylight the tortoise began
his slow climb upwards. On and on he went, hour after
hour, not reaching the Mountain Spirit until midday.?*

‘Another animal? said the Spirit. ‘Surely the lion has
not forgotten the magic word too?’

‘Yes,” said the tortoise. ‘He has forgotten as the buffalo
and the hare also forgot.’

‘Well, listen carefully,” said the Mountain Spirit, ‘for
I shall not tell anyone else this name. It is Uwungelema.’

‘Thank you,’ said the tortoisc as he turned to begin
his long, slow descent. - .,

‘Uwungelema,’ said the tortoise as he left the top of
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the mountain, and ‘Uwungelema,” he said, when he had
gone a little farther down.

Presently the rocky ground changed to sandy soil

with tufts of dried-up grass upon it, and ‘Uwungelema’,
said the tortoise without stopping a moment.
. When he reached the lowest parts of the mountain,
‘where there were trees brown and shrivelled through lack
of rain,# he said again, ‘Uwungelema’, and as he came
to the little path which led to the forest he circled slowly
round the giant ant-hill and murmured, ‘Uwungelema’,
to himself,

It was almost dark when he reached the other animals
in the forest and at first?® they did not notice him coming
towards them.

-Then the deer saw him and shouted: ‘Tortoise! Here’s
tortoise! Come and tell us the magic word.’

All the animals rushed towards him, but the tortoise
plodded steadily onwards, until he stood at the foot of the
magic tree.

* ‘Uwungelema!” he said slowly and distinctly,

Then, like rain, delicious juicy fruit began to drop
from the tree. The hungry animals rushed upon it and
ate it ravenously until they could eat no more.2® Tortoise
too managed to eat some, and that night for. the first
time for many weeks the animals went to sleep with full

stomachs.
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In the morning, the tortoise stood beneath the tree
again and called out, ‘Uwungelema’, and once again
hundreds of ripe fruits fell about the animals’ feet.

And now, each day they were able to eat from the
magic tree, until the rains came again and the famine was
over. They were all so grateful to the tortoise for saving
their lives that they made him their king instead of the
lion,* and never again did they laugh at him for his

slowness.
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1. Once upon a time there was a famine in Africa: JEABA
LLag, MW T &Y. Once upon a time Hxk3I M- HH, %
G PR REERABALR, HRTFHRETL,

2. Now: 4pf,

3. My grandfather used to tell me: MMM E R HLEREIB
A, used to FRWE¥H, TERHE.

4. Mountain Spirit: |Ij},

5. Then perhaps we shall not die of starvation after ajl: FF#Efy
& BMNARUHFERET LM, JiF after all HHTFHEORE
EA, UMBES.

6. All the animals started talking at once: 1E5 s B B8
%4, iE at once fESLE K.

7. being such a swift runner: fy—4 M % B F.H1EAEE
“bemg such a swift runner” RFERRIE, BHBEDT, £8X -
MY FRFFEEMIRE M4,  since he was such a swift runner,
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8. set off: fE“shH, MR,
9. summit: T,

10. At length he came face to face with the great Mountain
Spirit: {4 TR B SR A T RT. JTiF at length FRHKTF,

11. Go back to the forest quickly, before you forget it: #4435
g, EREFEKEE,

12. raced for all he was worth down the mountainside: Ay
FTFiik, for all he was worth i “Hidrih, R H" i@,

13. Without stopping to look either right or left: BABETRE
Bl B}

14. Crash! He ran straight into a huge ant-hill which knocked
all the breath from his body: F§! f—hEE—~EERHNE L, ¥
HRELHM,

15. Off he went, crashing his way up the mountain path: B
FIAXMR, MBEEEMEH LKA ER%X, off he went=he went
off, &kt gh, MKBIAEN. he 38 L/ buffalo,

16. his feet often slipping on the loose stones: A o H BRZE A 3h
MEHR W42, hisfeet often slipping on the loose stones oLk
H, fEFERHEBEERARIE,

17. so pleased was he at the thought of getting food from the
magic tree: — B8 MM LB EY, MEREET. waRE
B4, HORATHREED., GATFVPHAEELS L XHEEE,

18. The blow from the ant-hill had put it right out of his head:

SHERE X4 — i, I EN B FART MEX. it #48 the name

of the magic tree.

19. with a rolling, easy gait: 24, MNEHE S,
20. Stopping only to say thank you: R BTk T,
21. The lion had been so taken up with watching the sun: P

F-NUCBRABESRKM, MiEs) A “take up” &N “&EERN)",
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22. of course the same thing... to the hare and the buffalo: &
FEEN], RAETEE M4 EREN, FREREEWNTMS L.

23. he tried in vain to remember the word: iR 340 B
R 2T, HitER, JiF in vain, {E“GERM, ERM" .

24. As soon as: —eeeenn B eseees

25. by now were so hungry... to make the journey: &, 841
=AU, CHEE, BREFALEHR, S iE by now,
BORCA, BT,

26. On and on he went... until midday: ffREF, R E, R
T=X—A/it, SRER TR0 A B M R,

27. there were trees brown and shrivelled through lack of rain:
HARGKTEREET . 3 “drough” 4T, BAN"H. 47
MR lack of” FH AR,

28. at first: #iG,

29. The hungry animals... until they could eat no more: #)
REGFEM—FIMNORT, RERWHETEX, EEF UL I TH
J.ho

30. they made him their king instead of the lion: 1ML &

BRWF KRB ZE,

(AFER) SR

FAMEHRL, B, WP REmLREERNETHER
H, RATHAPAKTEMRN, WFGR T HRmiT g, F4
HYRFMME TG, BET LA EE, WELH, ES
AT Y
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The Giant Bird

‘WHAT ARE YOU going to do today? Tutu-Wathiwa-
thi asked her husband. ‘You have been working in the
plantation for a long time. You must be tired.’

Okova smiled at his wife. ‘Work that I do for you
makes me as happy as other men when they are at play,’
he said. ‘But it is true that I am tired of working in the
garden. Perhaps I will go to the reef. Would you like to
come with me?’

She clapped her hands. ‘Yes, I'm as tired of washing
and cooking as you are of weeding. It would be lovely to
come with you. I'll bring cooked food and fruit and when
the sun is high we’ll eat and drink the milk from the coco-
nuts that I'll bring in my bag.’

They had a busy time on the reef.2 Tutu gathered
shellfish® from the quiet pools on the landward side, while
Okova went close to the channel where the ocean waves
surged past like sea monsters. He knew a place where
the biggest fish swam in the deep water. While the waves
rose high above his head he held fast to the coral.* When
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