
This supplement is available in the following newspapers: Eyethu Umlazi, Eastern Cape Rising Sun and Polokwane Observer.

Ons is 10 jaar oud!
Hierdie jaar vier die Nal’ibali-lees-vir-genotveldtog sy 10de herdenking! In 2012 
is Nal’ibali as ’n nasionale lees-vir-genotveldtog geloods. Die doel daarvan was 
om ’n leeskultuur regoor Suid-Afrika te laat vlamvat en vas te lê, sodat lees, 
skryf en die deel van stories – in al die Suid-Afrikaanse tale – ’n deel van die 
daaglikse lewe sou word. Om daardie visie ’n werklikheid te maak, het Nal’ibali 
talle wonderlike stories vir kinders in al die Suid-Afrikaanse tale geproduseer. 
Hierdie stories word in ons tweetalige bylae, as gedrukte boeke 
en radiostories, op ons webwerf en via sosiale media gedeel, 
sodat elke kind elke dag ’n storie kan geniet!

We are 10 years old!
This year, the Nal’ibali reading-for-enjoyment campaign is celebrating its 
10th anniversary! In 2012, Nal’ibali was launched as a national reading-for-
enjoyment campaign. Its aim was to spark and embed a culture of reading 
across South Africa so that reading, writing and sharing stories – in all of the 
South African languages – would become part of everyday life. To make that 
vision a reality, Nal’ibali has produced many wonderful stories for children in 
all of the South African languages. These stories are shared in our bilingual 
supplement, as printed books and radio stories, on our website and via social 
media, so that every child can enjoy a story every day!
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What’s inside this BUMPER edition?
	 Start your family’s reading journey today! (page 2)

	 Ways to celebrate World Read Aloud Day (page 2)

	 A new poster! (page 3)

	 A special Nal’ibali World Read Aloud Day cut-out-and-keep 
book (pages 5, 6, 27 and 28)

	 10 World Read Aloud Day stories in English (pages 7–16)  
and in Afrikaans (pages 17–26)

	 A new Story corner story (pages 30 and 31)

Wat is in hierdie STAMPVOL uitgawe?
	 Begin vandag jou gesin se leesreis! (bladsy 2)

	 Maniere om Wêrelddag vir Hardop Lees te vier (bladsy 2)

	 ’n Nuwe plakkaat! (bladsy 3)

	 Nal’ibali se spesiale uitknip-en-bêreboekie vir Wêrelddag vir Hardop 
Lees (bladsye 5, 6, 27 en 28)

	 10 stories vir Wêrelddag vir Hardop Lees in Engels (bladsye 7–16) en in 
Afrikaans (bladsye 17–26)

	 ’n Nuwe Storiehoekie-storie (bladsye 30 en 31)

Every child from 0 years onward

Every day for just 15 minutes

Enjoy stories as a family

Taking time out from a busy day to read to your children shows them how 
important they are to you. Reading to your children every day: 

	 makes it an enjoyable habit and helps them become lovers of books 
and life-long readers.

	 means you are making time for them. The memory of satisfying story 
times with you will stay with your children throughout their lives.

One of the wisest investments we can make in our children is listening and 
talking to them and doing things together. These things happen naturally 
when families spend even a short time together each day, telling  
and reading stories together.

4 easy wins 
1. Read in their mother tongue. 
2. Read what they love. 
3. Read printed books. 
4. Read together.

Een van die beste beleggings wat ons in ons kinders kan maak, is om na 
hulle te luister en met hulle te gesels en dinge saam te doen. Hierdie dinge 
gebeur op ’n natuurlike wyse wanneer gesinne elke dag selfs net ’n bietjie 
tyd gebruik om saam te lees en stories te vertel.

Om in ’n besige dag tyd te maak om vir jou kinders te lees, wys vir hulle hoe 
belangrik hulle vir jou is. As jy elke dag vir jou kinders lees:

	 word dit ’n gewoonte wat hulle geniet en help dit hulle om boekwurms 
en lewenslange lesers te word.

	 beteken dit jy maak tyd vir hulle. Die herinnering aan genotvolle storietye 
saam met jou is iets wat jou kinders lewenslank sal bybly.

Even babies can – and should – enjoy a story every day. Children learn to read 
by first being read to and then learning how to do it for themselves. The more 
you read aloud and talk to babies, the more words they hear. Sharing books 
with pictures, rhymes and stories helps teach them vocabulary and language – 
and gets their brains thinking! These are skills critical for school  
success, and it is up to us as adults and caregivers to  
model the behaviour of reading from an early age.

Selfs babas kan – en behoort – elke dag ’n storie te geniet. Kinders leer lees 
wanneer daar eers vir hulle gelees word, en dan leer hulle om self te lees. Hoe 
meer jy vir babas hardop lees en met hulle gesels, hoe meer woorde hoor 
hulle. Wanneer jy boeke met prente, rympies en stories met hulle deel, leer 
hulle woordeskat en taal – en dit stimuleer hul denke! Dit is kritiese vaardighede 
vir sukses op skool, en dit is ons taak as volwassenes en versorgers om vir 
kinders van ’n vroeë ouderdom af ’n voorbeeld van leesgedrag te wees. 

Elke kind van geboorte af

Elke dag net 15 minute

Geniet stories as ’n gesin

4 maklike topwenke 
1. Lees in hul moedertaal. 
2.  Lees dit waarvan hulle hou. 
3.  Lees gedrukte boeke. 
4.  Lees saam.
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Vier Wêrelddag vir Hardop 
Lees saam met ons!

Celebrate World Read 
Aloud Day with us!

Nal’ibali skep elke jaar ’n spesiale storie om vir Wêrelddag vir Hardop 
Lees met julle te deel. Vanjaar se storie, ’n Partytjie in die park, is geskryf 
deur die Suid-Afrikaanse skrywer Mabel Mnensa en geïllustreer deur 
spotprentkunstenaar Rico. Ons ontmoet weer sommige van die geliefde 
Nal’ibali-karakters in hierdie storie. Lees dit op Wêrelddag vir Hardop 
Lees, 2 Februarie 2022, saam met jou gesin!

Each year Nal’ibali creates a special story to share with you 
for World Read Aloud Day. This year’s story, A party at the 
park, was written by South African author Mabel Mnensa 
and illustrated by cartoonist Rico and features some of the 
much-loved Nal’ibali characters. Read it with your family this 
World Read Aloud Day, 2 February 2022!

Start your family’s reading  
journey today!
Pledge to read the World Read Aloud Day story  
on 2 February 2022 and choose to keep reading with 
Nal’ibali for the rest of the year. Here’s how to pledge: 
	 Visit www.nalibali.org/wrad-2022 to sign up your family, reading 

club or school.

	 WhatsApp “WRAD” to 0600 44 22 54 and follow the prompts  
to enter.

	 Download the story in any of South Africa’s 11 languages, plus 
Chichewa, French, Lingala, Portuguese, Shona or Swahili.

	 Practice reading it aloud before the big day! 

	 Encourage your family and friends to pledge as well.

We can do this! Let’s get 1 million South African families  
reading this World Read Aloud Day!

Begin vandag jou gesin  
se leesreis!
Onderneem om die storie vir Wêrelddag vir Hardop Lees 
op 2 Februarie 2022 te lees en kies om vir die res van die 
jaar saam met Nal’ibali te lees. So maak jy jou belofte:
	 Gaan na www.nalibali.org/wrad-2022 om jou gesin, leesklub of skool 

in te skryf.

	 Whatsapp “WRAD” na 0600 44 22 54 en volg die aanwysings om in 
te skryf.

	 Laai die storie af in enige van Suid-Afrika se 11 tale of in Chichewa, Frans, 
Lingala, Portugees, Shona of Swahili.

	 Oefen voor die groot dag om dit hardop te lees!

	 Moedig jou gesin en vriende aan om ook die belofte te maak.

Ons kan dit doen! Kom ons kry 1 miljoen Suid-Afrikaanse gesinne op 
hierdie Wêrelddag vir Hardop Lees aan die lees!

“
“

“
“Reading together as a family  

can provide hours of enjoyment. And like 
all fun things, reading can happen anytime 

and anywhere! Read a story before 
bedtime, in the afternoon, while you are 
waiting for someone or something, or 
while you're travelling – any time that 

works for you!

Om as ’n gesin saam te lees, kan  
ure se pret verskaf. En soos met alle ander 
prettige dinge, kan ’n mens altyd en oral 
lees! Lees ’n storie voor slaaptyd, in die 

middag, terwyl julle vir iets of iemand wag 
of terwyl julle reis – enige tyd wat vir  

julle werk! 

Ways to celebrate World 
Read Aloud Day

Maniere om Wêrelddag vir 
Hardop Lees te vier

1. Do one or more of the story activities suggested for A party at the park 
in the “Get story active!” section on page 29.

2. At home: Have a Read Aloud Evening with your family and friends. 
Read your favourite books aloud to each other and share why you enjoy 
them so much.

3. At your school: Create a Read Aloud Space with a variety of books 
suitable for different ages. Arrange for volunteers to read aloud to groups 
of children in this special space throughout World Read Aloud Day.

4. In the community: Arrange a story-sharing event at your library or 
any community space. Invite adults and children to come along and 
share stories throughout the day. You can find tip sheets in different South 
African languages to download for free in the “Story sharing” section of 
the Nal’ibali website: www.nalibali.org.

5. At work: Ask your colleagues to donate books that can be given to a 
local school or reading club. Arrange for staff to spend some time reading 
aloud during a lunch break, before or after a meeting or after hours.

1. Doen een of meer van die storie-aktiwiteite vir ’n Partytjie in die park wat 
in die afdeling “Raak doenig met stories!” op bladsy 29 voorgestel word.

2. By die huis: Hou ’n Aand vir Hardop Lees saam met jou familie en vriende. 
Lees jul gunstelingboeke hardop vir mekaar en vertel vir mekaar waarom julle 
soveel daarvan hou.

3. By jou skool: Skep ’n Ruimte vir Hardop Lees met ’n verskeidenheid boeke 
wat geskik is vir verskillende ouderdomme. Reël met vrywilligers om deur die 
hele Wêrelddag vir Hardop Lees hardop vir groepe kinders in hierdie spesiale 
ruimte te lees.

4. In die gemeenskap: Reël ’n geleentheid waar stories by jou biblioteek of 
enige ander plek in jou gemeenskap gedeel kan word. Nooi volwassenes en 
kinders om te kom en deur die hele dag stories te deel. In die afdeling “Story 
sharing” op Nal’ibali se webwerf, www.nalibali.org, sal jy wenkblaaie in 
verskillende Suid-Afrikaanse tale vind wat jy gratis kan aflaai.

5. By die werk: Vra jou kollegas om boeke aan ’n plaaslike skool of leesklub 
te skenk. Reël dat personeel tydens hul middagete, voor of ná ’n vergadering 
of ná ure tyd gebruik om hardop te lees.

Siphiwe Hlabangane



Contact us in any of these ways:
Kontak ons op een van die volgende maniere:

A South Africa whereA South Africa where
'n Suid-Afrika waar 'n Suid-Afrika waar 

elke kind elke dag elke kind elke dag 
''n storie kan geniet.n storie kan geniet.

every child enjoys a storyevery child enjoys a story
every day.every day.

AFR AFR
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World
Read-Aloud Day

Story  
Collection

ENGLISH

10th Anniversary edition

Nal’ibali is here for families!
Join Nal’ibali’s family-reading journey and receive additional stories as well as 

tips and ideas on how to read with your children throughout the year. 
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Nal’ibali is here to motivate and support you. 
Contact us in any of these ways:

Talking about books and stories
Reading aloud gives us a chance to talk to our children about books and stories. Talking about stories 
is just as important as reading the words to them! Talk about:
*the pictures and characters
*what is happening in a story.

Here are a few things that you could talk about. Remember that the idea is always to enjoy books 
together and not to “test” your child’s understanding of what you have read.

*What do you think will happen next? Ask this question at different points in the story. It helps build 
children’s ability to make informed predictions – a skill that good readers use all the time.

*Look at this. What do you see? Spend time looking carefully at and enjoying the illustrations in picture 
books.
**Point to different parts of the picture.
**Talk aboutwhat you see.
**Ask a child to find people or things in the picture.
**Talk about the way words are written. Are they big or small? Why?

*What does this story make you think about or feel? Stories can help children to understand and cope 
with things that happen in their own lives. Say things like:
**This story reminds me of how important it is to treat  people well. What does it remind you of?
**It made me feel happy when the people in the village saved the animals. How did you feel?

*Why do you think this happened? Ask your children questions to help them work out why certain 
things happened in the story and why a character felt or acted in a certain way.

*What do you think about…? How did…make you fell?
**Did you enjoy the story?
**Who is you favourite character?
**Which part of the story did you like most/ the least?
**How did the story make you feel?
**What do you think about the ending of this story?

When you enjoy a story with your child every day, it:
   shows them that you think books and reading are important.

   gives you things to talk about as a family.

   builds a strong bond between you.

   help them see that reading is an enjoyable and rewarding activity.

   shows them how we read and how books work.

   lets them enjoy stories that they cannot yet read on their own.

   encourages them to learn to read for themselves, and then to keep reading.

   helps develop literacy and emotional skills so that they can cope well at school and in society.

7

Brei jou gesin se 
boekversameling uit

Build your family’s 
book collection

Gaan na ons webwerf, www.nalibali.org, om stories in 
jou huistaal te vind. Jy kan ook na oudiostories luister 
wat jy gratis kan aflaai. Jy het boonop nie data nodig 
om ons webwerf te besoek nie, wat beteken jy kry 
gratis toegang daartoe!

Visit our website, www.nalibali.org, to find stories 
to read in your home language. You can also 
listen to audio stories that you can download for 
free. Plus our website is zero-rated, which means 
you can access it at no data charge!

	 Get a free copy of our bilingual newspaper supplement 
at a post office (go to https://www.nalibali.org/story-
resources/supplement-distribution to find one near you) 
or in one of the newspapers mentioned at the bottom of 
pages 1 and 32. Each supplement has three stories: two 
cut-out-and-keep books and a longer Story corner story.

  Paste the Story corner stories onto sheets of 
 cardboard (for example, an old cereal box) and 
 cover them in plastic to make them last longer. 

  Fold and cut out the cut-out-and-keep books, 
 then sew or staple each book so that it lasts longer. 

  Store your cut-out-and-keep books and story 
 cards in a box or a cloth or plastic bag.

	 Have a braai or cake sale to raise money to buy books. 
Then buy books at second-hand bookshops and  
flea markets.

	 Ask your family and friends to give books as gifts.

	 Swap books with family and friends.

	 Write your own stories for and with children. Then bind the 
pages to make a book.

	 Look for stories in newspapers and magazines. Cut them 
out and make story cards.

	 Kry ’n gratis eksemplaar van ons tweetalige koerantbylae by ’n 
poskantoor (gaan na https://www.nalibali.org/story-resources/
supplement-distribution om een naby jou te vind) of in een van  
die koerante wat onderaan bladsy 1 en 32 gelys word. Elke bylae 
bevat drie stories: twee knip-uit-en-bêreboekies en ’n langer 
Storiehoekie-storie.

  Plak die Storiehoekie-stories op karton vas (byvoorbeeld ou 
 graankosbokse) en trek dit met plastiek oor om dit langer te  
 laat hou. 

  Vou en knip die knip-uit-en-bêreboekies uit en kram dan die 
 bladsye vas of werk elke boek met naald en gare vas om dit 
 langer te laat hou. 

  Bêre jou knip-uit-en-bêreboekies en storiekaarte in ’n boks of lap-  
 of plastieksak.

	 Hou ’n braai of koekverkoping om geld in te samel om boeke te koop. 
Koop dan boeke by tweedehandseboekwinkels en vlooimarkte.

	 Vra jou familie en vriende om boeke as geskenke te gee.

	 Ruil boeke met familie en vriende uit.

	 Skryf jou eie stories vir en saam met kinders. Kram dan die bladsye vas 
om ’n boek te maak.

	 Kyk uit vir stories in koerante en tydskrifte. Knip dit uit en maak 
storiekaarte.

1. Take out pages 7 to 26 of this supplement.
2.  Pages 7 to 16 make up one book in English.
3.  Pages 17 to 26 make up one book in Afrikaans.
4.  Fold the pages of each book in half along the 

green dotted line.
5.  Cut along the red dotted lines.
6.  Sew or staple each book to keep the pages 

together.

Create TWO WRAD storybook collections Maak TWEE WRAD-storieboekversamelings

1.  Haal bladsye 7 tot 26 van hierdie bylae uit.
2.  Bladsye 7 tot 16 maak een boek in Engels.
3.  Bladsye 17 tot 26 maak een boek in Afrikaans.
4.  Vou die bladsye van elke boek in die helfte op die groen 

stippellyn.
5.  Knip op die rooi stippellyne.
6.  Werk of kram elke boek vas om die bladsye bymekaar  

te hou.

1. The sheet with pages 5, 6, 27 and 28 makes up  
one book. 

2. Follow the instructions below to make the book.
 a) Fold the sheet in half along the black dotted line.
 b) Fold it in half again along the green dotted line.
 c) Cut along the red dotted lines.

Create ONE cut-out-and-keep book Maak EEN knip-uit-en-bêreboekie

1. Die vel met bladsye 5, 6, 27 en 28 maak een boekie. 

2. Volg die instruksies hier onder om die boek te maak.
 a)  Vou die vel in die helfte op die swart stippellyn. 

b)  Vou dit weer in die helfte op die groen stippellyn.
 c)  Knip op die rooi stippellyne.

World Read Aloud Day 2022 • Wêrelddag vir Hardop Lees 2022

Mabel Mnensa

Rico Schacherl

A party at the park

’n Partytjie in  

die park
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Mabel Mnensa

Rico Schacherl

A party at the park

’n Partytjie in  

die park

Nal’ibali is a national reading-for-enjoyment 
campaign to spark and embed a culture of reading 
across South Africa. For more information, visit 
www.nalibali.org or www.nalibali.mobi

Nal’ibali is ’n nasionale lees-vir-genotveldtog. 
Dit wil ’n leeskultuur regoor Suid-Afrika laat 
vlamvat en vaslê. Vir meer inligting, besoek 
www.nalibali.org of www.nalibali.mobi

Neo, Josh, Hope and Gogo are listening to the radio when they hear 
an exciting announcement: Tin and the We Can Band will be putting 

on a show at the park. Artists from all over Africa, Bella and even 
Noodle are at the park. But where is the We Can Band? Neo, Hope, 

Josh, Bella and Noodle are in for a wonderful surprise.

Neo, Josh, Hope en Gogo luister na die radio wanneer hulle ’n 
opwindende aankondiging hoor: Tin en die We Can Band gaan by 

die park optree. Kunstenaars uit die hele Afrika, Bella en selfs Noodle 
is in die park. Maar waar is die We Can Band? Daar wag ’n heerlike 

verrassing op Neo, Hope, Josh, Bella en Noodle.

“Come on, everyone!” shouted Tin. “Let’s celebrate! Or do you need the We Can 
Band to help you?”

“Yebo, yes!” shouted the crowd.

Tin looked around. “Where is the band? Oh no, I don’t see them anywhere. It’s 
not a party without a band. I’m going to need some help. Only a team can save 
this dream!” Tin smiled as she looked at the crowd. “First, I’m going to need two 
drummers.”

Neo and Hope had their hands up first. As they climbed onto the stage, Tin 
took them to four large coffee tins with plastic lids. The tins were decorated with 
brightly coloured paper and buttons. There were also drumsticks for Neo and 
Hope to use.

“Now we need a shaker,” said Tin.

“Josh! Pick Josh!” shouted Neo.

“Is there a Josh out there? Where is Josh? Let’s get him up here,” laughed Tin.

Josh put up his hand. Two men lifted his wheelchair onto the stage.

“Welcome, Josh,” said Tin. “Try out these two shakers.”

Josh shook one and then the other. They made different sounds.

“That’s great,” said Tin. “NOW, LET THE …”

But before she could finish, there was a loud clanging noise. Everyone looked 
around to see what it could be.

“Komaan, almal!” roep Tin. “Kom ons hou partytjie! Of het julle die We Can 
Band nodig om julle te help?”

“Ja, ja, ja!” skree die skare.

Tin kyk om haar rond. “Waar is die groep? Ag, nee, ek sien hulle nêrens nie. Dis 
nie ’n partytjie sonder ’n musiekgroep nie. Ek gaan hulp nodig hê. Net ’n span 
kan hierdie droom laat waar word!” Tin glimlag terwyl sy na die skare kyk. “Eers 
het ek twee tromspelers nodig.”

Neo en Hope se hande is eerste op. Toe hulle op die verhoog klim, vat Tin 
hulle na vier groot koffieblikke met plastiekdeksels toe. Die blikke is met 
helderkleurige papier en knope versier. Daar is ook tromstokkies vir Neo en 
Hope om te gebruik.

“Nou het ons iemand nodig om die rammelaars te skud,” sê Tin.

“Josh! Kies Josh!” roep Neo.

“Is daar iemand met die naam Josh hier? Waar is Josh? Kom ons kry hom op 
die verhoog,” lag Tin.

Josh steek sy hand op. Twee mans tel sy rolstoel op die verhoog.

“Welkom, Josh,” sê Tin. “Toets hierdie twee  
rammelaars uit.”

Josh skud een en dan die ander een. Dit 
maak verskillende klanke.

“Wonderlik,” sê Tin. “KOM ONS  
LAAT …”

Maar voor sy kan klaar praat, is 
daar ’n klaterende lawaai. Almal 
kyk rond om te sien wat dit  
kan wees.
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Neo, Josh and Hope were all at Gogo’s house. They were talking and laughing 
loudly.

“Shhhh!” said Gogo. “I can’t hear what they are saying on the radio. Come, let’s all 
listen to my favourite show.”

Everyone kept quiet and listened. Suddenly they heard the announcer mention 
the name of their park.

“Wow! Our park is famous!” said Neo.

“… and Tiniso, also known as Tin, will be putting on a show at the park this 
afternoon with the We Can Band. Artists from Zimbabwe, Nigeria and Malawi will 
also be performing. Everyone is welcome to join the party!” said the announcer.

Neo, Josh en Hope is almal by Gogo se huis. Hulle lag en gesels kliphard.

“Sjjjj!” sê Gogo. “Ek kan nie hoor wat hulle op die radio sê nie. Toe, kom 
ons luister na my gunstelingprogram.”

Almal bly stil en luister. Skielik hoor hulle hoe die omroeper die naam van 
hul park noem.

“Sjoe! Ons park is bekend!” sê Neo.

“… en Tiniso, ook bekend as Tin, sal vanmiddag by die park saam met die 
We Can Band optree. Kunstenaars van Zimbabwe, Nigerië en Malawi sal 
ook deel wees van die vertoning. Almal is welkom om in die pret te kom 
deel!” sê die omroeper.

Neo pluk aan Hope se arm. “Kyk,” sê hy, “Tin is op die verhoog! Maar waar 
is die We Can Band?”

Voor Hope kan antwoord, gaan staan Tin by die mikrofoon. “Hallo!” sê sy. 
“IS JULLE REG OM TE BEGIN PARTYTJIE HOU?”

“Ja, ja, ja!” skree die skare.

Tin begin kitaar speel. “Sing agter my aan,” sê sy toe sy begin sing. 
“Linkervoet terug.”

“Linkervoet terug,” sing die skare.

“Regtervoet terug,” sing Tin.

“Regtervoet terug,” sing die skare.

Josh en Hope glimlag en sing saam, 
maar Neo kyk nog steeds rond om te 
sien waar die musiekgroep is.

Then Noodle ran across the stage, dragging tins tied together with string 
behind him.

“The chimes!” shouted Tin. “I thought I had lost them.”

Bella ran towards the stage. “Noodle!” she called. Noodle ran to Bella, the 
tins clanging noisily behind him.

“It’s fine,” said Tin laughing. “I think Noodle wants to be part of the We Can 
Band. And I think he wants you to join us too,” she said, pointing  
at Bella.

Tin helped Bella onto the stage 
and together they untangled the 
tin chimes from around Noodle’s 
body. Then Bella and Noodle went 
and stood next to Neo, Hope and Josh.

Net toe hardloop Noodle oor die verhoog en sleep 
’n tou met blikkies wat daaraan vasgemaak is, agter 
hom aan.

“Die blikkieklokke!” roep Tin. “Ek het gedink ek het  
dit verloor.”

Bella hardloop na die verhoog toe. “Noodle!” roep sy. 
Noodle hardloop na Bella toe, met die blikkies wat klang-e-
lang agter hom aansleep.

“Los hom,” sê Tin laggend. “Ek dink Noodle wil deel wees van die We 
Can Band. En ek dink hy wil hê jy moet ook kom,” sê sy en wys na Bella.

Tin help vir Bella op die verhoog op en saam probeer hulle vir Noodle uit 
die blikkies loswikkel. Toe gaan staan Bella en Noodle langs Neo, Hope 
en Josh.
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N
al’ibali is here for fam

ilies!
Join N

al’ibali’s fam
ily-reading journey and receive additional stories as w

ell as 
tips and ideas on how

 to read w
ith your children throughout the year. 
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Talking about books and stories
Reading aloud gives us a chance to talk to our children about books and stories. Talking about stories 
is just as im

portant as reading the w
ords to them

! Talk about:
*the pictures and characters
*w

hat is happening in a story.

H
ere are a few

 things that you could talk about. Rem
em

ber that the idea is alw
ays to enjoy books 

together and not to “test” your child’s understanding of w
hat you have read.

*W
hat do you think w

ill happen next? A
sk this question at different points in the story. It helps build 

children’s ability to m
ake inform

ed predictions – a skill that good readers use all the tim
e.

*Look at this. W
hat do you see? Spend tim

e looking carefully at and enjoying the illustrations in picture 
books.
**Point to different parts of the picture.
**Talk aboutw

hat you see.
**A

sk a child to find people or things in the picture.
**Talk about the w

ay w
ords are w

ritten. A
re they big or sm

all? W
hy?

*W
hat does this story m

ake you think about or feel? Stories can help children to understand and cope 
w

ith things that happen in their ow
n lives. Say things like:

**This story rem
inds m

e of how
 im

portant it is to treat  people w
ell. W

hat does it rem
ind you of?

**It m
ade m

e feel happy w
hen the people in the village saved the anim

als. H
ow

 did you feel?

*W
hy do you think this happened? A

sk your children questions to help them
 w

ork out w
hy certain 

things happened in the story and w
hy a character felt or acted in a certain w

ay.

*W
hat do you think about…

? H
ow

 did…
m

ake you fell?
**D

id you enjoy the story?
**W

ho is you favourite character?
**W

hich part of the story did you like m
ost/ the least?

**H
ow

 did the story m
ake you feel?

**W
hat do you think about the ending of this story?

W
hen you enjoy a story w

ith your child every day, it:


   show
s them

 that you think books and reading are im
portant.


   gives you things to talk about as a fam

ily.


   builds a strong bond betw

een you.


   help them

 see that reading is an enjoyable and rew
arding activity.


   show

s them
 how

 w
e read and how

 books w
ork.


   lets them

 enjoy stories that they cannot yet read on their ow
n.


   encourages them

 to learn to read for them
selves, and then to keep reading.


   helps develop literacy and em

otional skills so that they can cope w
ell at school and in society.
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Fr
id

ay
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lw
ay

s 
th

e 
b

ig
 d
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 o

f t
he

 
“S
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r A

w
ar

d
s”

.

So
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r, 
Th
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o 

ha
d

 e
ar

ne
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 s
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r f
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 m
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 s
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g
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G

re
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 s
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 M
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rr
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he
r b
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sr

oo
m

. 
Yo

u 
g

ot
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 g
ol

d
 s

ta
r 

fo
r r

ea
d

in
g

. G
ol

d
 s

ta
rs

 
ro

ck
ed

! 

St
ar

s 
w

er
e 

al
w

ay
s 

aw
ar

d
ed

 ju
st

 
b

ef
or

e 
th

e 
sc

ho
ol

 b
el

l r
an

g
 a

nd
 e

ve
ry

on
e 

ru
sh

ed
 o

ut
 to

 m
ee

t t
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ir 
m

um
s,

 d
ad

s,
 g

ra
nn

ie
s 

or
 a

un
ts

 in
 th

e 
p

la
yg

ro
un

d
. E

ve
ry

on
e,

 e
xc

ep
t 

Th
ok

o,
 w

ho
 li

ve
d

 c
lo

se
 b

y 
an

d
 c

ou
ld

 w
al

k 
ho

m
e.

 T
ho

ko
 li

ve
d

 w
ith

 h
er

 m
am

a 
at

 th
e 

b
ac

k 
of

 h
er

 G
og

o’
s 

d
re

ss
m

ak
in

g
 s

ho
p

. 

Fr
id

ay
 w

as
 a

ls
o 

g
re

at
 b

ec
au

se
 T

ho
ko

 g
ot

 
m

on
ey

 to
 b

uy
 a

 tr
ea

t o
n 

he
r w

ay
 h

om
e.

 A
nd

 
th

is
 F

rid
ay

 w
as

 a
n 

ex
tr

a 
lu

ck
y 

Fr
id

ay
 b

ec
au

se
 

Th
ok

o 
re

ac
he

d
 th

e 
ca

r p
ar

k 
ju

st
 in

 ti
m

e 
to

 
he

lp
 M

rs
 M

cK
en

si
e 

ca
rr

y 
he

r b
ig

 b
ag

 to
 th

e 
cl

as
sr

oo
m

. M
ay

b
e 

sh
e’

d
 w

in
 a

 g
re

en
 s

ta
r. 

 
A

 g
ol

d
 s

ta
r f

or
 re

ad
in

g
 w

ou
ld

 b
e 

b
et

te
r, 

of
 c

ou
rs

e.
 

La
te

ly,
 T

ho
ko

 h
ad

 m
ad

e 
a 

sp
ec

ia
l e

ffo
rt

 w
ith

 
he

r r
ea

d
in

g
 –

 to
 re

ad
 w

ith
 e

xp
re

ss
io

n,
 to

 p
au

se
 

af
te

r a
 c

om
m

a 
an

d
 to

 s
to

p
 a

t a
 fu

ll 
st

op
 to

 
ca

tc
h 

he
r b

re
at

h.
 T

he
 b

es
t r

ea
d

er
 w

as
 B

re
nd

an
, 

w
ho

 th
e 

ch
ild

re
n 

ca
lle

d
 “

G
re

ed
y 

Ey
es

” 
b

ec
au

se
 

he
 d

ev
ou

re
d

 s
o 

m
an

y 
b

oo
ks

.

Th
ok

o 
he

lp
ed

 M
rs

 M
cK

en
si

e 
ha

nd
 o

ut
 

w
or

ks
he

et
s.

 F
rid

ay
’s 

w
or

ks
he

et
 

w
as

 a
ll 

ab
ou

t t
im

e 
−

 a
nd

 it
 w

as
 

g
oi

ng
 fa

r t
oo

 s
lo

w
ly

 fo
r T

ho
ko

. 
If 

on
ly

 s
he

 c
ou

ld
 m

ak
e 

al
l 

th
e 

ha
nd

s 
on

 th
e 

d
ra

w
n 

cl
oc

ks
 s

p
in

 a
nd

 s
to

p
 a

t 
St

ar
 A

w
ar

d
s 

Ti
m

e!
 D

ur
in

g
 

m
us

ic
, s

he
 c

ou
ld

n’
t w

ai
t 

fo
r t

he
 la

st
 li

ne
 o

f a
 n

ew
 

so
ng

 to
 e

nd
. W

ai
tin

g
 fo

r 
th

e 
St

ar
 A

w
ar

d
s 

w
as

 p
ai

nf
ul

. 

Th
e 

fin
al

 p
er

io
d

 o
f t

he
 s

ch
oo

l 
d

ay
 w

as
 a

 fr
ee

 o
ne

, s
o 

Th
ok

o
 

d
ec

id
ed

 to
 re

ad
. A

nd
 w

hi
le

 s
he

 re
ad

, 
sh

e 
fo

rg
ot

 a
ll 

ab
ou

t t
im

e 
−

 fi
rs

t o
ne

 b
oo

k,
 

th
en

 a
no

th
er

 a
nd

 a
no

th
er

. B
y 

th
e 

tim
e 

sh
e 

ha
d

 a
d

d
ed

 th
e 

tit
le

s 
to

 h
er

 re
ad

in
g

 li
st

, M
rs

 
M

cK
en

si
e 

w
as

 re
ad

y 
to

 a
nn

ou
nc

e 
th

e 
st

ar
 w

in
ne

rs
.

Sh
an

e,
 R

ha
p

el
an

g
, C

or
ne

 a
nd

 T
ai

tu
m

 a
ll 

g
ot

 
ye

llo
w

 s
ta

rs
. G

ift
, G

as
w

in
, A

yd
on

, C
hl

eo
 a

nd
 

K
ay

-L
ee

 g
ot

 re
d

 s
ta

rs
. R

oc
he

, S
ha

un
iq

ue
 a

nd
 

M
is

ck
a 

g
ot

 g
re

en
 s

ta
rs

. A
nd

 D
an

a 
Ro

se
, w

ho
 

ha
d

 m
an

ag
ed

 to
 w

as
h 

g
re

en
 g

lit
te

r o
ff 

he
r 

fin
g

er
s 

d
ur

in
g

 b
re

ak
, r

ec
ei

ve
d

 a
 b

lu
e 

st
ar

. T
he

n 
Th

ok
o 

he
ar

d
 h

er
 n

am
e 

ca
lle

d
.

“T
ho

ko
 a

nd
 B

re
nd

an
,”

 a
nn

ou
nc

ed
 M

rs
 

M
cK

en
si

e,
 lo

ok
in

g
 th

ro
ug

h 
th

e 
re

ad
in

g
 li

st
s.

 
B

re
nd

an
 h

ad
 re

ad
 fi

ve
 b

oo
ks

 a
nd

 T
ho

ko
 h

ad
 

re
ad

 s
ix

! 
Sh

e 
fe

lt 
lik

e 
m

el
tin

g
 w

ith
 h

ap
p

in
es

s 
as

 
M

rs
 M

cK
en

si
e 

p
la

ce
d

 a
 g

ol
d

 s
ta

r o
n 

he
r f

or
eh

ea
d

. 

“C
la

ng
-a

-la
ng

!”
 w

en
t t

he
 s

ch
oo

l b
el

l a
nd

 T
ho

ko
 

w
rit

te
n 

an
d 

ill
us

tra
te

d 
by

 
N

ik
i D

al
y

A
 g

ol
d 

st
ar

 a
nd

 a
 k

is
s 

fo
r T

ho
ko

w
w

w
.n

al
ib

al
i.o

rg
   

   
   

   
 w

w
w

.n
al

ib
al

i.m
ob

i  
   

   
   

   
 n

al
ib

al
iS

A
   

   
   

   
@

na
lib

al
iS

A

S
pa

rk
in

g 
ch

ild
re

n
s 

po
te

nt
ia

l 
th

ro
ug

h
st

o
ry

te
lli
ng

 a
nd

 r
ea

di
ng

.
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“W
el

l, 
le

t’s
 h

av
e 

a 
pa

pe
r a

er
op

la
ne

 c
om

pe
tit

io
n,

” s
ai

d 
A

fri
ka

 a
nd

 to
ok

 o
ut

 a
 d

ra
w

in
g 

of
 h

is
 p

ap
er

 a
er

op
la

ne
.

“W
ow

, t
ha

t’s
 s

o 
co

ol
,” 

Jo
sh

 s
ai

d.
 “O

ne
 d

ay
 I 

w
an

t t
o 

be
 a

 
pi

lo
t. 

Bu
t w

ai
t! 

I w
ill

 s
ho

w
 y

ou
 h

ow
 to

 fl
y.

 D
o 

w
ha

t I
 d

o,
” 

he
 s

ho
ut

ed
.

Jo
sh

 li
fte

d 
hi

s 
ar

m
s 

an
d 

th
en

 h
e 

sa
ng

: 
“S

w
ay

 le
ft,

 s
w

ay
 ri

gh
t. 

Sw
ay

 ri
gh

t, 
sw

ay
 le

ft.
 

Lif
t y

ou
r a

rm
s 

an
d 

cl
os

e 
yo

ur
 e

ye
s.

 
Le

ft,
 ri

gh
t, 

up
, d

ow
n.

 W
e 

w
ill 

fly
 a

ll 
ar

ou
nd

.”

A
fri

ka
, N

eo
, B

el
la

 a
nd

 H
op

e 
so

on
 jo

in
ed

 in
. A

s 
Jo

sh
 

tu
rn

ed
 a

ro
un

d 
an

d 
ar

ou
nd

 in
 h

is
 w

he
el

ch
ai

r, 
th

e 
ot

he
rs

 
ra

n 
ar

ou
nd

 w
ith

 th
ei

r a
rm

s 
st

re
tc

he
d 

ou
t s

in
gi

ng
 a

nd
 

la
ug

hi
ng

. A
nd

 o
f c

ou
rs

e,
 N

oo
dl

e 
jo

in
ed

 in
! T

he
y 

on
ly

 
st

op
pe

d 
on

ce
 th

ey
 w

er
e 

al
l o

ut
 o

f b
re

at
h.

“N
ow

 le
t’s

 m
ak

e 
so

m
e 

pa
pe

r p
la

ne
s,

” s
ai

d 
A

fri
ka

. H
e 

op
en

ed
 h

is
 b

ac
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ac
k 

an
d 

pu
lle

d 
ou

t a
 fe

w
 s

he
et

s 
of

 
pa

pe
r. 

“I’
ll 

sh
ow

 y
ou

 w
ha

t t
o 

do
.”

“I 
w
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h 

th
ey

 ta
ug

ht
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s 
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 in

 s
ch

oo
l,”

 s
ai

d 
H

op
e 
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he
 

fo
llo

w
ed

 A
fri
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’s 
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ct
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ns

.

O
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e 
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er
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ne
 w

as
 d

on
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 A
fri

ka
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ai
d,

 “B
ef
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e 
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u 

le
t 
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ur

 p
la
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 fl
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 y
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 m

us
t d
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e 
w

he
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 w
an

t t
o 

go
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u 
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r p
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e 
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e 
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r p
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e 
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y 
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r p
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 p
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e 
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r.
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 m
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” s

ai
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N
eo

.
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go
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 E
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 B
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 H
op

e 
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te

d 
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m
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“B
ra
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l!”

 s
ai
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A

fri
ka

.

“J
ap
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!”

 s
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d 
Jo

sh
.

Th
e 

ch
ild

re
n 
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ug
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r p

la
ne

s 
fly

 
ac
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ss
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e 
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 N
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to
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h 
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r p
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“N
ow
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 d
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e 
to

 b
e 

ab
le

 to
 fl

y,
” s

ai
d 

Jo
sh

.

“W
ai

t! 
N

eo
, s

to
p!

 W
he

re
 a

re
 y

ou
 g

oi
ng

?”
 a

sk
ed

 A
fri

ka
.

“H
om

e,
” l

au
gh

ed
 N

eo
, “

I’m
 h

un
gr

y!
”

“M
e 

to
o,

” s
ai

d 
Be

lla
.

“W
oo

f!”
 s

ai
d 

N
oo
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e.

H
op

e 
lo

ok
ed
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t h
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at
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. “
W

e’
re

 la
te
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r l

un
ch

,” 
sh

e 
sa

id
. “

W
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d 
be

tte
r r

un
.”

“N
o,

” s
ai

d 
Jo

sh
. “

Le
t’s

 fl
y!

” T
he

y 
al

l l
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gh
ed

, p
ut

 th
ei

r 
ar

m
s 

ou
t …

 a
nd

 fl
ew

 h
om

e.



raced
 throug

h the school g
ates. She could

n’t w
ait 

to show
 M

am
a and

 G
og

o her g
old

 star. W
hen 

she reached
  

M
rs Ism

ail’s sp
icy d

oug
hnut stand

, her face w
as 

hot from
 running

. M
rs Ism

ail’s little d
aug

hter, 
Sharifa, w

as p
retend

ing
 to b

e a shop
keep

er. 
She hand

ed
 Thoko a sp

icy d
oug

hnut in a p
ap

er 
b

ag
 and

 sm
iled

 sw
eetly. “Thank you,” said

 
Thoko and

 sp
ed

 off.

“M
am

a! G
og

o!” she called
, b

ursting
 throug

h 
the front d

oor, “Look w
hat I g

ot?” 

G
og

o looked
 up

 from
 her sew

ing
 and

 M
am

a 
p

eep
ed

 around
 a corner.

“M
olo, Thoko!” they said

. “H
ow

 w
as school?”

“Look!” said
 Thoko. M

am
a and

 
G

og
o looked

 w
hile Thoko

 
p

ointed
 to her forehead

. 

“Look at w
hat, Thoko?” 

asked
 G

og
o.

“M
y g

old
 star!” said

 
Thoko im

p
atiently. 

“W
hat g

old
 star?” 

asked
 M

am
a. 

“This one,” said
 

Thoko, running
 a fing

er 
across her forehead

. B
ut all she 

felt w
as sm

ooth skin! The g
old

 star w
as 

g
one!  

Thoko b
urst into tears as she exp

lained
 how

 
she had

 received
 a g

old
 star for read

ing
. 

“W
here d

id
 you have it last?” asked

 M
am

a.

“A
t school,” rep

lied
 Thoko.

“A
nd

 w
hat d

id
 you d

o after school?” 
asked

 G
og

o.  
In tears, Thoko w

ent over her route from
 school. 

“W
ell, it’s only a p

ap
er star,” said

 M
am

a.  
B

ut it w
asn’t. It w

as a very sp
ecial g

old
 star.

 “D
ry your tears and

 w
e”ll g

o and
 look for your 

g
old

 star,” said
 G

og
o. 

G
og

o help
ed

 Thoko retrace her step
s around

 
the corner and

 along
 the road

 b
ack to school. 

A
nd

 there at M
rs Ism

ail’s d
oug

hnut stand
 they 

found
 Thoko’s g

old
 star −

 stuck to the forehead
 

of M
rs Ism

ail’s little g
irl! W

hen M
rs Ism

ail heard
 

Thoko’s sad
 story, she said

, “Sharifa d
arling

, that 
g

old
 star you p

icked
 up

 b
elong

s to Thoko.” B
ut 

little Sharifa had
 fallen in love w

ith Thoko’s g
old

 
star. A

nd
 w

hen M
rs Ism

ail tried
 to rem

ove it, she 
scream

ed
 so loud

ly that p
assers-b

y thoug
ht she 

w
as b

eing
 m

urd
ered

. G
og

o turned
 to Thoko. 

“Sharifa’s too sm
all to

 
und

erstand
 w

hat is fair.  
B

ut you are old
 enoug

h 
to b

e thoug
htful. Let 

her keep
 your g

old
 

star,” she said
. Thoko

 
thoug

ht for a w
hile. 

The corners of the 
g

old
 star had

 curled
 

up
, and

 it looked
 as 

if it w
as ab

out to fall 
off ag

ain. “O
kay,” said

 
Thoko, “Sharifa can keep

 
it.” B

ut insid
e, she still felt sad

. 
G

old
 stars w

ere not that easy to w
in. 

Then at b
ed

tim
e, G

og
o b

roug
ht Thoko

 
som

ething
 sp

ecial she had
 m

ad
e – a g

littery 
g

old
 star on a hairclip

. “That’s for b
eing

 such 
a g

ood
 read

er,” said
 G

og
o. Then she kissed

 
Thoko on the forehead

 and
 w

hisp
ered

, “A
nd

 
that’s for b

eing
 such a kind

, thoug
htful g

irl.” 
Thoko touched

 her forehead
 and

 thoug
ht a 

little m
ore as she d

rifted
 off to sleep

:  
“G

old
 stars g

et curly corners and
 fall off.  

K
isses last forever!”

w
w

w
.nalibali.org             w

w
w

.nalibali.m
obi             nalibaliSA

             @
nalibaliSA

S
parking children

s po
tential thro

ugh
sto

rytelling and reading.
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Afrika, D
intle and  

M
m

e w
a Afrika w

ere on 
a bus on their w

ay to visit 
G

ogo. “Yay! H
olidays at 

last!” said Afrika as he 
bounced up and dow

n in 
his seat.

“Sshhh! You’ll w
ake your 

sister,” w
hispered  

M
m

e w
a A

frika.

“Sorry, M
am

a,” w
hispered A

frika.

A
frika tried to sit still, but he couldn’t. “I w

ish this old bus 
w

as an aeroplane,” he said as he put his arm
s out and 

pretended they w
ere aeroplane w

ings. “If w
e w

ere 
flying, w

e w
ould have been at G

ogo’s house long ago.”

“I know
,” said M

am
a, “but please put your arm

s dow
n 

before you poke your fingers in som
eone’s eye.”

“Eish, this bus is so slow
,” sighed A

frika. “W
e’ll never  

get there.”

It took hours, but at last the bus stopped and they 
could see G

ogo w
aving to them

. “I w
as so excited that 

I got here early,” said G
ogo as she hugged and kissed  

them
 all.

“W
e w

ere on this bum
py, noisy, old bus for so long, 

G
ogo,” said A

frika.

“I know
,” sm

iled G
ogo. “N

ow
, let’s get you all hom

e. 
I have tea and cake w

aiting and N
eo and M

bali w
ill 

be hom
e soon.” That m

ade A
frika sm

ile all the w
ay to 

G
ogo’s house.

A
s G

ogo cut the cake she said, “W
hen I w

as young  
w

e didn’t have buses. N
ow

 there are cars, taxis,  
buses, trains …

”

“…
 and aeroplanes,” said N

eo as he w
alked into the 

room
 w

ith M
bali. A

frika jum
ped up to greet his friends. 

H
e w

as so happy to see them
 again.

M
bali looked around. “Yum

, yum
,” she said pointing at 

the cake.

G
ogo laughed and gave them

 each a slice. “Josh, H
ope 

and Bella w
ill visit tom

orrow
,” she said.

“A
nd N

oodle,” said M
bali.

“A
nd N

oodle,” agreed G
ogo.

The next day everyone w
as up early. “If I know

 your 
friends,” said M

m
e w

a A
frika, “they w

ill be here before 
you’ve finished your breakfast.” Just then everyone 
heard barking.

“N
oodle, slow

 dow
n!” Bella shouted, as she follow

ed 
N

oodle into the room
. N

oodle w
as very happy to  

see everyone.

Soon Josh and H
ope arrived and everyone started 

talking at once. G
ogo covered her ears. “Finish eating, 

then off you go!” G
ogo said and sent the older children 

and N
oodle outside to play.

“Josh,” said A
frika, as he pushed the w

heelchair to the 
field, “rem

em
ber the last tim

e I w
as here and you w

on 
the kite com

petition?”

“Yes,” laughed Josh. “I’ll never forget that.”

Fly, everyone, fly!
Story by Sihle N

ontshokw
eni   

   
   
   Illustrations by M

agriet Brink and Leo D
aly

For m
ore stories, visit w

w
w

.nalibali.org or W
hatsA

pp “stories” to 060 044 2254.
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 d
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 c
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 h
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nd
 e

ye
 p

at
ch

. 
Jo

sh
 t

ie
d

 t
he

 c
re

at
ur

e 
o

nt
o

 h
is

 k
ite

. A
nd

 t
he

n 
th

ey
 w

er
e 

re
ad

y!

Th
e 

ch
ild

re
n 

hi
d

 b
eh

in
d

 t
he

 b
us

h 
an

d
 

lo
o

se
ne

d
 t

he
 k

ite
’s 

st
rin

g
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 s
tr

o
ng
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o
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in

d
 

to
o
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th
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p
 it

 
w

en
t,
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in
g
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cr

o
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 t
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 a
w
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o
m

 t
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m
.

In
 t

he
 m

ea
nt

im
e,

 B
el

la
 a

nd
 h

er
 m

o
m

 h
ad

 
ar

riv
ed

 a
t t

he
 p

ar
k 

to
 w

al
k 

N
oo

d
le

. W
he

n 
N
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d
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sa
w

 t
he

 c
re

at
ur

e 
d

an
g

lin
g
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 t

he
 s
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, h

e 
st

ar
te

d
 

b
ar

ki
ng
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 p
ul

lin
g
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n 
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s 

le
as

h.
 B

el
la

 t
rie

d
 t

o
 

ho
ld

 o
nt

o
 N

o
o

d
le

’s 
le

as
h,

 b
ut

 h
e 

p
ul

le
d

 s
o

 h
ar

d
 

th
at

 s
he

 h
ad

 t
o

 le
t 

g
o

. O
ff 

w
en

t 
N

o
o

d
le

 a
cr

o
ss

 
th

e 
p

ar
k.

 B
el

la
 a

nd
 h

er
 m

o
m

 c
ha

se
d

 a
ft

er
 h

im
.

Th
en

 t
he

 c
re

at
ur

e 
st

ar
te

d
 t

o
 fl

o
at

 d
o

w
n 

to
w

ar
d

s 
th

e 
m

ay
o

r’s
 h

ea
d
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s 

he
 w

as
 m

ak
in

g
 

hi
s 

sp
ee

ch
! 

N
o

o
d

le
 w

as
 r

un
ni

ng
 t

o
w

ar
d

s 
hi

m
 

st
ill

 b
ar

ki
ng

 a
t 

th
e 

cr
ea

tu
re

 –
 a

nd
 B

el
la

 a
nd

 h
er

 
m

o
m

 w
er

e 
no

t 
fa

r 
b

eh
in

d
.

Jo
sh

 p
ul

le
d

 o
n 

th
e 

ki
te

’s 
st

rin
g

, t
ry

in
g

 t
o

 
g

et
 t

he
 c

re
at

ur
e 

up
 h

ig
he

r 
in

to
 t

he
 s

ky
, b

ut
 it

 
w

as
 t

o
o

 la
te

. N
o

o
d

le
 le

ap
t 

up
 a

t 
th

e 
cr

ea
tu

re
, 

kn
o

ck
in

g
 o

ve
r 

th
e 

m
ay

o
r. 

B
its

 o
f p

ap
er

 w
ith

 t
he

 
m

ay
o

r’s
 s

p
ee

ch
 o

n 
it 

fle
w

 a
ll 

o
ve

r 
th

e 
p

ar
k,

 a
nd

 
p

eo
p

le
 s

ta
rt

ed
 r

un
ni

ng
 in

 a
ll 

d
ire

ct
io

ns
.

N
eo

, J
o

sh
, H

o
p

e,
 B

el
la

 a
nd

 h
er

 m
o

m
 r

ac
ed

 
o

ve
r 

to
 h

el
p

. T
he

y 
fo

un
d

 t
he

 m
ay

o
r 

o
n 

th
e 

g
ro

un
d

 n
ex

t 
to

 t
he

 c
re

at
ur

e 
w

ith
 N

o
o

d
le

 s
til

l 
b

ar
ki

ng
 a

t i
t. 

Th
e 

ch
ild

re
n 

he
lp

ed
 to

 c
al

m
 N

oo
d

le
 

d
o

w
n 

w
hi

le
 B

el
la

’s 
m

o
m

 h
el

p
ed

 t
he

 m
ay

o
r 

up
. 

Th
en

 H
op

e 
ex

p
la

in
ed

 h
er

 p
la

n 
an

d
 h

ow
 it

 h
ad

 
g

on
e 

w
ro

ng
. T

he
 m

ay
or

 li
st

en
ed

, a
nd

 w
he

n 
H

op
e 

ha
d

 fi
ni

sh
ed

, h
e 

ju
st

 lo
ok

ed
 a

t h
er

 …
 a

nd
 th

en
 h

e 
st

ar
te

d
 la

ug
hi

ng
. “

W
el

l, 
no

w
 y

o
u 

ca
n 

w
rit

e 
yo

ur
 

o
w

n 
sc

ar
y 

cr
ea

tu
re

 s
to

ry
,”

 t
he

 m
ay

o
r 

su
g

g
es

te
d

.

E
ve

n 
th

o
ug

h 
H

o
p

e’
s 

p
la

n 
d

id
 n

o
t 

q
ui

te
 w

o
rk

 
o

ut
, i

t 
w

as
 a

 d
ay

 t
he

y 
w

o
ul

d
 a

ll 
re

m
em

b
er

!

W
O

RL
D

 R
EA

D
 A

LO
U

D
 D

AY
 2

02
0

A
 lo

ng
 ti

m
e 

ag
o,

 a
 

w
om

an
 li

ve
d

 w
ith

 h
er

 
fa

m
ily

 in
 a

 v
ill

ag
e 

in
 th

e 
K

in
g

d
om

 
of

 Z
ul

ul
an

d
. E

ve
ry

 
Su

nd
ay

 th
e 

fa
m

ily
 

w
en

t d
ow

n 
to

 th
e 

b
ig

 
oc

ea
n.

 T
he

 c
hi

ld
re

n 
d

ug
 in

 th
e 

sa
nd

 
an

d
 p

la
ye

d
 in

 
th

e 
w

av
es

. T
he

 
w

om
an

 m
ad

e 
fo

od
 o

ve
r 

a 
fir

e 
w

hi
le

 
he

r h
us

b
an

d
 

lo
ok

ed
 fo

r 
w

oo
d

 w
as

he
d

 
up

 
b

y 
th

e 
se

a 
to

 c
ar

ve
 

b
ea

ut
ifu

l t
hi

ng
s:

 b
ird

s,
 p

eo
p

le
 a

nd
 a

ll 
ki

nd
s 

of
 

an
im

al
s.

D
ur

in
g

 th
e 

w
ee

k 
th

e 
w

ho
le

 fa
m

ily
 w

or
ke

d
 h

ar
d

 
an

d
 in

 th
e 

ev
en

in
g

s 
th

ey
 s

at
 a

ro
un

d
 th

e 
fir

e.
 It

 
w

as
 to

o 
d

ar
k 

fo
r w

or
ki

ng
 o

r p
la

yi
ng

 o
r c

ar
vi

ng
 

an
d

 it
 w

as
 to

o 
ea

rly
 to

 g
o 

to
 s

le
ep

. A
nd

 th
is

 w
as

 
w

he
n 

th
e 

ch
ild

re
n 

as
ke

d
 th

ei
r m

ot
he

r t
o 

te
ll 

th
em

 
a 

st
or

y.
“M

am
a,

” 
th

ey
 b

eg
g

ed
, “

w
e 

w
an

t s
to

rie
s.

 P
le

as
e 

te
ll 

us
 o

ne
.”

B
ut

 n
o 

m
at

te
r h

ow
 h

ar
d

 s
he

 tr
ie

d
 to

 th
in

k 
of

 a
 

st
or

y,
 s

he
 c

ou
ld

 n
ot

. N
ei

th
er

 s
he

 n
or

 h
er

 h
us

b
an

d
 

ha
d

 a
ny

 s
to

rie
s 

to
 te

ll.
O

ne
 d

ay
, t

he
 w

om
an

 d
ec

id
ed

 to
 a

sk
 h

er
 

ne
ig

hb
ou

rs
 fo

r h
el

p
.

“D
o 

yo
u 

ha
ve

 a
ny

 s
to

rie
s?

” 
sh

e 
as

ke
d

 th
em

. “
N

o-
o-

oo
,”

 th
ey

 s
ho

ok
 th

ei
r h

ea
d

s,
 “

w
e 

d
on

’t.
”

Th
er

e 
w

er
e 

no
 s

to
rie

s.
 T

he
re

 w
er

e 
no

 d
re

am
s 

…
 

an
d

 th
er

e 
w

er
e 

no
 m

ag
ic

al
 ta

le
s.

H
er

 h
us

b
an

d
 s

ug
g

es
te

d
, “

W
ife

, I
 th

in
k 

yo
u 

m
us

t 
g

o 
lo

ok
 fo

r s
to

rie
s.

 I 
w

ill
 ta

ke
 c

ar
e 

of
 o

ur
 c

hi
ld

re
n 

an
d

 th
e 

ho
us

e.
 F

in
d

 s
om

e 
st

or
ie

s 
an

d
 b

rin
g

 th
em

 

b
ac

k.
”

So
 th

e 
w

om
an

 k
is

se
d

 
he

r f
am

ily
 g

oo
d

b
ye

 
an

d
 le

ft
. 

Sh
e 

d
ec

id
ed

 to
 a

sk
 

ev
er

y 
cr

ea
tu

re
 s

he
 

p
as

se
d

 if
 th

ey
 h

ad
 

a 
st

or
y 

to
 s

ha
re

. 
Th

e 
fir

st
 a

ni
m

al
 s

he
 

m
et

 w
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 th
e 

ha
re

. 
H

e 
ca

m
e 

th
um

p
-

th
um

p
in

g
 a

lo
ng

 o
n 

hi
s 

b
ig

 fe
et

.
“H

ar
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” 
sh

e 
ca

lle
d

. “
D

o
 

yo
u 

ha
ve

 a
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or
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s?
”
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to

rie
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as
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 H
ar

e.
 “

O
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ha
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 m
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he
m
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 p
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n 
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d
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 fl
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d
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 c
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 d
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 b
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H
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w
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 r
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Story by Lorato Trok
Illustrations by Rico
Translated by Lorato Trok

A
 day to rem

em
ber

“H
urry up, N

eo, w
e don’t have m

uch tim
e!” said

 
H

op
e putting dow

n her heavy bag. H
ope and

 
Josh w

ere w
aiting for N

eo. They w
ere all going to

 
the p

ark as part of H
ope’s plan!

H
o

p
e had

 started
 hatching

 a p
lan after 

read
ing

 the new
 b

o
o

k her m
o

ther had
 b

o
ug

ht 
her. It w

as ab
o

ut a g
irl w

ho
 had

 b
ravely saved

 
her villag

e fro
m

 a scary creature. H
o

p
e had

 
enjo

yed
 the b

o
o

k so
 m

uch that she had
 finished

 
it in a d

ay and
 had

 even d
ream

t ab
o

ut the scary 
creature that nig

ht!
“I ho

p
e that w

hat yo
u’ve p

lanned
 fo

r us 
w

ill b
e fun. W

hy are yo
u in such a hurry?” N

eo
 

asked
 H

o
p

e as he shut the fro
nt d

o
o

r. N
eo

 w
as 

w
earing

 his favo
urite p

irate hat and
 eye p

atch.
“I’m

 as clueless as yo
u are, N

eo
. H

o
p

e just 
asked

 m
e to

 b
ring

 m
y kite to

 the p
ark,” said

 
Jo

sh p
o

inting
 to

 his kite.
“Trust m

e, yo
u’ll enjo

y this!” said
 H

o
p

e as 
she w

alked
 o

ff ahead
 o

f her friend
s. N

eo
 and

 
Jo

sh fo
llo

w
ed

, trying
 to

 keep
 up

.
W

hen they g
o

t to
 the p

ark, they saw
 the 

m
ayo

r surro
und

ed
 b

y a larg
e cro

w
d

 o
f p

eo
p

le. 
“W

hat’s g
o

ing
 o

n?” Jo
sh asked

 a w
o

m
an 

stand
ing

 nearb
y. 

“W
ell, fo

r a lo
ng

 tim
e, the m

ayo
r g

o
t lo

ts o
f 

co
m

p
laints b

ecause there w
asn’t eno

ug
h shad

e 

in the p
ark,” she said

. “So
, he m

ad
e sure that 

lo
ts o

f new
 trees w

ere p
lanted

 and
 to

d
ay he’s 

here to
 celeb

rate this w
ith everyo

ne.”
“O

h no
! The p

ark is to
o

 full fo
r m

y p
lan to

 
w

o
rk,” said

 H
o

p
e, d

isap
p

o
inted

.
“W

hat p
lan?” asked

 N
eo

 and
 Jo

sh at the 
sam

e tim
e, lo

o
king

 at each o
ther.

“D
o

 yo
u rem

em
b

er the sto
ry I read

 ab
o

ut the 
b

rave g
irl w

ho
 saved

 her villag
e?” asked

 H
o

p
e. 

“W
ell, I w

as ho
p

ing
 w

e co
uld

 m
ake a scary 

creature, tie it to
 Jo

sh’s kite and
 then fly it o

ver 
the p

ark. B
ut no

w
 lo

o
k!” said

 H
o

p
e p

o
inting

 to
 

the hap
p

y p
eo

p
le stand

ing
 aro

und
 the m

ayo
r.

N
eo saw

 how
 sad

 H
op

e w
as. “N

ice p
lan, 

H
op

e!” he said
. “Let’s g

o over there b
ehind

 that 
b

ig
 b

ush. N
o one w

ill see us there.” Josh and
 

H
op

e nod
d

ed
 in ag

reem
ent and

 off they w
ent.

“Jo
sh, yo

u g
o

 and
 find

 so
m

e sticks. N
eo

, 
take o

ff yo
ur p

irate hat and
 eye p

atch,” 
instructed

 H
o

p
e as she to

o
k her karate clo

thes 
and

 a b
allo

o
n o

ut o
f her b

ag
.

Jo
sh fo

und
 so

m
e thin sticks next to

 a d
ustb

in 
and

 the three friend
s sat b

ehind
 the b

ush using
 

string
 fro

m
 H

o
p

e’s b
ag

 to
 tie them

 to
g

ether in a 
cro

ss-shap
e fo

r the creature’s b
o

d
y. Then H

o
p

e 
b

lew
 up

 the b
allo

o
n and

 tied
 that o

n fo
r the 

creature’s head
. 

hunting
?”

“O
h, w

ise Fish 
Eag

le,” said
 the 

w
om

an, “I’m
 

searching
 for 

stories. D
o you 

know
 w

here I can 
find

 som
e?”

“Yes,” said
 Fish 

Eag
le, “I know

 w
ho

 
can help

 you. G
o

 
to w

here the rocks 
join the sea. Stand

 
there and

 call for 
the g

iant sea turtle.”
The w

om
an thanked

 him
 and

 w
ent d

ow
n to the 

sea. She had
 only called

 for the g
iant sea turtle 

tw
ice w

hen he rose up
 throug

h the w
ater w

ith a 
g

reat sp
lash.

“D
on’t b

e afraid
,” Sea Turtle said

. “H
old

 onto m
y 

shell. I w
ill take you to the sea p

eop
le w

ho know
 

all thing
s and

 all stories.”
D

ow
n, d

ow
n, d

ow
n they w

ent into the sea, rig
ht 

to the b
ottom

, straig
ht to the king

 and
 q

ueen of 
the sea.
“A

nd
 w

ho is this?” asked
 the king

.
“This is a w

om
an from

 the d
ry land

s ab
ove our 

w
aters,” w

hisp
ered

 the q
ueen.

“W
hat is it that you w

ant, w
om

an of the d
ry 

land
s?” asked

 the q
ueen.

“Stories, your H
ig

hness. D
o

 
you have any that I can 
take to m

y p
eop

le?”
“W

e d
o,” said

 the 
q

ueen. “B
ut d

o you 
have som

ething
 to

 
exchang

e for these 
stories?”
“W

hat w
ould

 you 
like?” asked

 the 
w

om
an.

The king
 and

 
q

ueen sm
iled

. “W
e 

cannot g
o up

 to
 

your d
ry land

s. W
e 

w
ould

 like to see w
hat 

it is like. B
ring

 us som
ething

 to show
 us w

hat kind
 

of anim
als and

 p
eop

le there are.”
“I w

ill,” said
 the w

om
an.

The g
iant sea turtle took her b

ack to the d
ry land

 
and

 w
aited

 w
hile she rushed

 hom
e to tell her 

husb
and

 everything
.

“O
h,” he said

 excited
ly. “I have m

any carving
s of 

anim
als, b

ird
s and

 p
eop

le. You can take them
 all.”

Soon the w
om

an w
as b

ack at the b
each w

ith a 
b

und
le of the carving

s. O
nce ag

ain the turtle 
d

ived
 and

 took them
 d

ow
n, d

ow
n, d

ow
n.

W
hen the king

 and
 q

ueen saw
 the carving

s, they 
w

ere very hap
p

y and
 they g

ave her a b
eautiful 

shell.
“For you and

 for your p
eop

le, w
e g

ive the g
ift of 

stories. W
henever you w

ant a story, hold
 this up

 
to your ear and

 listen,” they said
.

“B
ut rem

em
b

er this,” w
hisp

ered
 the king

 in her 
ear, “your very first story 

b
eg

an w
ith your 

journey 
d

ow
n here.”

W
hen at last the 

w
om

an returned
 

to the shore, her 
husb

and
, her 

child
ren and

 all 
the p

eop
le of the 

villag
e w

ere w
aiting

. 
They had

 m
ad

e an 
enorm

ous fire that 
crackled

 and
 sp

at 
in the d

arkness.
“A

nd
 now

,” they 
called

 out to her, 
“tell us a story. Tell 
us a story!”
The w

om
an sm

iled
. She held

 
the shell 

and
 said

, “Yes …
 N

al’ib
ali …

 here is the story. 
Ssshhh. N

ow
 listen.”

A
nd

 that w
as how

 the first story w
as told

. 
A

fter that the w
om

an held
 the shell to her ear 

and
 told

 m
ore and

 m
ore stories.

A
nd

 if this is the first story that you have 
heard

, just rem
em

b
er, there are m

any, m
any 

m
ore to com

e.

w
w

w
.nalibali.org             w

w
w

.nalibali.m
obi             nalibaliSA

             @
nalibaliSA

S
parking children

s po
tential thro

ugh
sto

rytelling and reading.
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Ev
er

y 
d

ay
 w

he
n 

ei
g

ht
-y

ea
r-o

ld
 S

is
an

d
a 

g
et

s 
ho

m
e 

fro
m

 s
ch

oo
l, 

sh
e 

ch
an

g
es

 o
ut

 o
f h

er
 

un
ifo

rm
, e

at
s 

he
r l

un
ch

 a
nd

 p
la

ys
 a

 g
am

e 
of

 
um

la
b

al
ab

a 
w

ith
 h

er
 

g
ra

nd
fa

th
er

. T
he

y 
ha

ve
 

so
 m

uc
h 

fu
n 

fly
in

g
 th

ei
r 

“c
ow

s”
 a

ro
un

d
 th

e 
b

oa
rd

 th
at

 s
he

 
d

oe
sn

’t 
w

an
t t

o
 

st
op

. B
ut

 th
en

 
he

 re
m

in
d

s 
he

r 
th

at
 s

he
 w

an
ts

 to
 

b
ec

om
e 

a 
b

an
k 

m
an

ag
er

 o
ne

 d
ay

 
w

he
n 

sh
e 

g
ro

w
s 

up
.

“H
ow

 w
ill

 y
ou

 
d

o 
th

at
 if

 y
ou

 
d

on
’t 

g
o 

to
 h

ig
h 

sc
ho

ol
?”

 jo
ke

s 
he

r g
ra

nd
fa

th
er

.
Si

sa
nd

a 
ju

st
 la

ug
hs

. “
I w

ill
 g

o 
to

 h
ig

h 
sc

ho
ol

 
an

d
 u

ni
ve

rs
ity

 to
o.

 T
ha

t’s
 w

hy
 I 

w
or

k 
so

 h
ar

d
 

at
 s

ch
oo

l!”
 Si

sa
nd

a 
is

 q
ui

te
 ta

ll 
fo

r h
er

 a
g

e 
−

 s
he

 ta
ke

s 
af

te
r h

er
 fa

th
er

. H
er

 ro
un

d
 fa

ce
 a

nd
 b

ea
ut

ifu
l 

sm
ile

 a
re

 h
er

 m
ot

he
r’s

. B
ot

h 
he

r 
p

ar
en

ts
 g

et
 u

p
 e

ar
ly

 
ea

ch
 m

or
ni

ng
 to

 
g

o 
to

 w
or

k 
at

 th
e 

g
am

e 
re

se
rv

e 
cl

os
e 

b
y.

 B
y 

th
e 

tim
e 

Si
sa

nd
a 

an
d

 
he

r f
rie

nd
s 

st
ar

t 
sc

ho
ol

, c
oa

ch
lo

ad
s 

of
 to

ur
is

ts
 a

re
 

al
re

ad
y 

ar
riv

in
g

 to
 

sp
ot

 A
fr

ic
a’

s 
fin

es
t 

an
im

al
s.

Fo
r h

er
 la

st
 

b
irt

hd
ay

, S
is

an
d

a 
ha

d
 a

 s
p

ec
ia

l t
re

at
 –

 h
er

 
p

ar
en

ts
 g

ot
 p

er
m

is
si

on
 fo

r h
er

 to
 h

av
e 

a 
p

ar
ty

 
at

 th
e 

g
am

e 
re

se
rv

e.
 T

he
 g

ira
ffe

s 
at

 th
e 

re
se

rv
e 

w
er

e 
cu

rio
us

 a
b

ou
t t

hi
s 

g
ro

up
 o

f p
eo

p
le

. T
he

y 
st

re
tc

he
d

 o
ut

 th
ei

r l
on

g
 n

ec
ks

 fo
r t

he
 b

es
t v

ie
w

 
of

 th
e 

p
ar

ty
 a

nd
 th

ey
 e

ve
n 

se
em

ed
 to

 w
an

t 
so

m
e 

of
 th

e 
b

irt
hd

ay
 c

ak
e!

 S
is

an
d

a 
lo

ve
d

 th
e 

g
ira

ffe
s.

 A
ll 

an
im

al
s 

w
er

e 
sp

ec
ia

l t
o 

he
r, 

b
ut

 it
 

w
as

 th
e 

q
ui

et
 a

nd
 g

en
tle

 g
ira

ffe
s 

th
at

 s
to

le
 h

er
 

he
ar

t. 
Sh

e 
co

ul
d

 s
p

en
d

 a
ll 

d
ay

 w
at

ch
in

g
 th

em
.

 O
ne

 F
rid

ay
, S

is
an

d
a’

s 
fa

th
er

 c
am

e 
ho

m
e 

fro
m

 
w

or
k 

ea
rly

. H
e 

lo
ok

ed
 v

er
y 

up
se

t.
“W

ha
t’s

 w
ro

ng
, B

ab
a?

” 
Si

sa
nd

a 
as

ke
d

.
“T

od
ay

 a
 s

w
ar

m
 

of
 b

ee
s 

st
un

g
 a

 
m

ot
he

r g
ira

ffe
,”

 
ex

p
la

in
ed

 
Si

sa
nd

a’
s 

fa
th

er
. 

“H
er

 h
ea

d
 w

as
 

so
 s

w
ol

le
n 

fr
om

 
al

l t
he

 s
tin

g
s 

th
at

 
he

r b
ea

ut
ifu

l e
ye

s 
w

er
e 

cl
os

ed
. W

e 
tr

ie
d

 
ev

er
yt

hi
ng

 to
 h

el
p

 h
er

, b
ut

 it
 w

as
 n

o 
us

e 
– 

sh
e 

d
ie

d
. A

nd
 th

e 
sa

d
d

es
t p

ar
t o

f a
ll 

is
 th

at
 s

he
 h

ad
 

a 
yo

un
g

 c
al

f t
ha

t s
til

l n
ee

d
s 

he
r.”

“O
h 

no
!”

 s
ai

d
 S

is
an

d
a 

st
ar

tin
g

 to
 c

ry
. “

I w
is

h 
th

er
e 

w
as

 s
om

et
hi

ng
 I 

co
ul

d
 d

o.
 T

he
 b

ab
y 

g
ira

ffe
 m

us
t b

e 
cr

yi
ng

 ju
st

 li
ke

 m
e.

”
Si

sa
nd

a 
cr

ie
d

 a
nd

 c
rie

d
. H

er
 m

ot
he

r t
rie

d
 to

 
co

m
fo

rt
 h

er
. S

he
 e

ve
n 

re
ad

 S
is

an
d

a 
an

 e
xt

ra
 

st
or

y 
at

 b
ed

tim
e 

to
 h

el
p

 h
er

 fo
rg

et
 h

ow
 s

or
ry

 
sh

e 
fe

lt 
fo

r t
ha

t b
ab

y 
g

ira
ffe

. E
ve

nt
ua

lly
, S

is
an

d
a 

d
rif

te
d

 o
ff 

to
 s

le
ep

 to
 th

e 
so

un
d

 o
f h

er
 m

am
a’

s 
vo

ic
e.

 Th
e 

ne
xt

 m
or

ni
ng

 S
is

an
d

a 
w

ok
e 

up
 w

ith
 

an
 id

ea
!

St
or

y 
by

 G
ci

na
 M

hl
op

he

Ill
us

tra
tio

ns
 b

y 
Jig

gs
 S

na
dd

on
-W

oo
d

Si
sa

nd
a’

s 
gi

ft

w
w

w
.n

al
ib

al
i.o

rg
   

   
   

   
 w

w
w

.n
al

ib
al

i.m
ob

i  
   

   
   

   
 n

al
ib

al
iS

A
   

   
   

   
@

na
lib

al
iS

A

S
pa

rk
in

g 
ch

ild
re

n
s 

po
te

nt
ia

l 
th

ro
ug

h
st

o
ry

te
lli
ng

 a
nd

 r
ea

di
ng

.

A
fr

ik
a,

 v
er

y 
im

p
re

ss
ed

. “
W

ha
t’s

 y
o

ur
 n

am
e?

”
“I

’m
 A

sa
nd

a,
” 

sh
e 

sa
id

.
“I

’m
 A

fr
ik

a.
 H

o
w

 d
id

 y
o

u 
le

ar
n 

to
 d

o
 t

ha
t?

” 
A

fr
ik

a 
as

ke
d

.
“I

 fi
rs

t 
tr

ie
d

 w
al

ki
ng

 w
ith

 b
o

o
ks

 o
n 

m
y 

he
ad

,”
 

sh
e 

sa
id

. “
Yo

u 
ha

ve
 t

o
 k

ee
p

 y
o

ur
 h

ea
d

 s
til

l 
w

he
n 

yo
u 

w
al

k.
” 

Sh
e 

p
ut

 t
he

 c
o

o
ld

rin
k 

b
o

tt
le

 
b

ac
k 

o
n 

to
p

 o
f A

fr
ik

a’
s 

he
ad

. “
W

al
k 

sl
o

w
ly

 n
o

w
, 

w
ith

 y
o

ur
 n

o
se

 in
 t

he
 a

ir,
 li

ke
 a

 p
rin

ce
.”

A
fr

ik
a 

w
al

ke
d

 a
ro

un
d

 A
sa

nd
a 

ve
ry

 s
lo

w
ly

, 
ke

ep
in

g
 h

is
 h

ea
d

 s
til

l w
ith

 h
is

 n
o

se
 in

 t
he

 a
ir.

 
A

nd
 t

he
 b

o
tt

le
 s

ta
ye

d
 o

n!
“L

o
o

k,
 M

a!
 L

o
o

k 
at

 m
e 

…
” 

sa
id

 A
fr

ik
a,

 b
ut

 
he

 c
o

ul
d

n’
t 

se
e 

hi
s 

m
o

th
er

! 
So

m
eo

ne
 b

um
p

ed
 

in
to

 A
fr

ik
a 

an
d

 t
he

 c
o

o
ld

rin
k 

b
o

tt
le

 fe
ll 

o
ff 

hi
s 

he
ad

. B
ut

 h
e 

ha
d

 fo
rg

o
tt

en
 a

b
o

ut
 t

he
 b

o
tt

le
 –

 
he

 w
an

te
d

 t
o

 k
no

w
 w

he
re

 h
is

 m
o

th
er

 w
as

!
“W

he
re

 a
re

 y
o

u,
 M

am
a?

” 
he

 c
al

le
d

. T
he

re
 

w
as

 n
o

 a
ns

w
er

. “
M

am
a!

” 
he

 c
al

le
d

 a
 li

tt
le

 
lo

ud
er

. S
til

l n
o

 a
ns

w
er

.
“M

y 
m

o
th

er
 is

 lo
st

!”
 s

ai
d

 A
fr

ik
a 

to
 A

sa
nd

a.
 

“W
e 

w
er

e 
o

n 
o

ur
 w

ay
 t

o
 t

he
 b

o
o

k 
st

al
l o

n 
th

e 
co

rn
er

, b
ut

 n
o

w
 s

he
’s 

g
o

ne
!”

“I
’m

 g
o

in
g

 t
o

 t
he

 b
o

o
k 

st
al

l t
o

o
! 

I’m
 g

o
in

g
 

to
 b

uy
 a

 s
to

ry
b

o
o

k 
w

ith
 t

he
 m

o
ne

y 
I’v

e 
sa

ve
d

. 
M

ay
b

e 
yo

ur
 m

am
a 

is
 a

t 
th

e 
b

o
o

k 
st

al
l. 

Le
t’s

 g
o

 
fin

d
 h

er
!”

 s
ug

g
es

te
d

 A
sa

nd
a.

To
g

et
he

r 
A

sa
nd

a 
an

d
 A

fr
ik

a 
w

al
ke

d
 t

hr
o

ug
h 

th
e 

cr
o

w
d

s 
o

f p
eo

p
le

. A
ll 

o
f a

 s
ud

d
en

 A
fr

ik
a 

he
ar

d
 h

is
 n

am
e!

 “
A

fr
ik

a!
 A

fr
ik

a!
 W

he
re

 a
re

 y
ou

?”
“T

ha
t’s

 m
y 

m
o

th
er

’s 
vo

ic
e,

” 
sa

id
 A

fr
ik

a.
 

“S
ha

m
e,

 s
he

 is
 lo

st
! 

I c
an

 h
ea

r 
sh

e’
s 

up
se

t.
 

It
 s

o
un

d
s 

as
 t

ho
ug

h 
sh

e’
s 

ne
ar

 t
he

 b
o

o
k 

st
al

l. 
C

o
m

e,
 le

t’s
 r

un
, A

sa
nd

a!
”

To
g

et
he

r 
th

e 
ch

ild
re

n 
ra

n 
to

 t
he

 b
o

o
k 

st
al

l, 
an

d
 t

he
re

, r
ig

ht
 in

 fr
o

nt
 o

f i
t,

 w
er

e 
M

m
e 

w
a 

A
fr

ik
a 

an
d

 D
in

tle
. M

am
a 

o
p

en
ed

 
he

r 
ar

m
s 

an
d

 A
fr

ik
a 

ra
n 

st
ra

ig
ht

 in
to

 t
he

m
.

“H
el

lo
, M

am
a,

 a
re

 y
o

u 
al

rig
ht

?”
 a

sk
ed

 A
fr

ik
a.

 

“D
o

n’
t 

w
o

rr
y 

no
w

, w
e’

ve
 fo

un
d

 y
o

u 
an

d
 D

in
tle

. 
Yo

u 
ar

en
’t 

lo
st

 a
ny

m
o

re
.”

D
in

tle
 w

as
 v

er
y 

ha
p

p
y 

to
 s

ee
 h

er
 b

ig
 b

ro
th

er
. 

A
fr

ik
a 

b
en

t 
d

o
w

n 
an

d
 g

av
e 

he
r 

a 
hu

g
.

“M
am

a,
 t

hi
s 

is
 A

sa
nd

a,
 m

y 
ne

w
 fr

ie
nd

,”
 

sa
id

 A
fr

ik
a.

 “
Sh

e 
ta

ug
ht

 m
e 

ho
w

 t
o

 b
al

an
ce

 a
 

co
o

ld
rin

k 
b

o
tt

le
 o

n 
m

y 
he

ad
. S

he
 w

an
ts

 t
o

 b
uy

 
a 

b
o

o
k.

”
“H

el
lo

, A
sa

nd
a,

 I 
am

 g
la

d
 t

o
 m

ee
t 

yo
u,

” 
sa

id
 M

m
e 

w
a 

A
fr

ik
a 

sm
ili

ng
. 

“N
o

w
, l

et
’s 

lo
o

k 
at

 t
he

 b
o

o
ks

 
an

d
 s

ee
 

w
ha

t 
w

e 
ca

n 
fin

d
! 

A
fr

ik
a,

 
re

m
em

b
er

 
yo

u 
w

an
te

d
 

to
 le

ar
n 

ho
w

 
to

 m
ak

e 
a 

b
ird

 h
o

us
e.

” 
Th

ey
 a

ll 
sp

en
t 

so
m

e 
tim

e 
lo

o
ki

ng
 

at
 t

he
 b

o
o

ks
 

an
d

 M
am

a 
fo

un
d

 o
ne

 
w

hi
ch

 s
ho

w
ed

 
yo

u 
ho

w
 t

o
 m

ak
e 

d
iff

er
en

t 
th

in
g

s 
fr

o
m

 w
o

o
d

.
“P

le
as

e,
 m

ay
 I 

ha
ve

 it
?”

 A
fr

ik
a 

as
ke

d
 

hi
s 

m
o

th
er

.
“Y

es
, i

f y
o

u 
lik

e 
it,

” 
sa

id
 M

am
a.

Th
en

 it
 w

as
 t

im
e 

to
 g

o
. “

Lo
o

k,
 A

sa
nd

a!
  

I’m
 t

ak
in

g
 m

y 
b

o
o

k 
ho

m
e 

o
n 

m
y 

he
ad

!”
 A

fr
ik

a 
sa

id
, b

al
an

ci
ng

 h
is

 n
ew

 b
o

o
k 

o
n 

hi
s 

he
ad

.
“D

o
n’

t 
fo

rg
et

 t
o

 k
ee

p
 y

o
ur

 n
o

se
 in

 t
he

 a
ir,

 
lik

e 
a 

p
rin

ce
!”

 la
ug

he
d

 A
sa

nd
a.
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“C
an I g

o to w
ork w

ith you tod
ay?” she asked

 
her b

ab
a. “I have a g

ift for the b
ab

y g
iraffe.”

H
er p

arents looked
 at each other, sm

iled
 and

 
said

, “Yes, of course you can com
e w

ith us.”
It w

as a w
arm

 b
ut cloud

y d
ay. Everything

 in the 
reserve seem

ed
 unusually q

uiet.
“I think the sun isn’t shining

 tod
ay b

ecause it’s 
sad

 ab
out the b

ab
y g

iraffe,” said
 Sisand

a.
A

 g
reat b

ig
 elep

hant g
azed

 at the fam
ily 

w
alking

 b
y.

“M
ayb

e he’s w
ond

ering
 w

hy a little g
irl 

is g
oing

 to w
ork w

ith her p
arents,” 

said
 Sisand

a’s m
other.

Sisand
a nod

d
ed

. “H
e’s g

oing
 to g

et a surp
rise 

w
hen he find

s out,” she thoug
ht.

They found
 the b

ab
y g

iraffe stand
ing

 alone. H
is 

w
illow

y neck d
roop

ed
 and

 his b
ig

 b
row

n eyes 
looked

 d
ull. Sisand

a stood
 as close to him

 as 
she could

. She op
ened

 her sm
all b

ag
 and

 took 
out a b

ook. Then, to her p
arents’ surp

rise, she 
b

eg
an to read

 to the b
ab

y g
iraffe. H

e turned
 

his head
 tow

ard
s her voice and

 listened
 as if he 

could
 und

erstand
 every w

ord
. A

t first, Sisand
a’s 

p
arents thoug

ht read
ing

 to a g
iraffe w

as a 
strang

e thing
 to d

o, b
ut they chang

ed
 their 

m
ind

s w
hen they saw

 how
 p

eaceful he looked
 −

 
his g

entle eyes looking
 at Sisand

a.
 “M

y story m
ad

e him
 feel b

etter,” Sisand
a told

 
her g

rand
father w

hen she g
ot hom

e.
Sisand

a w
ent to visit the little g

iraffe m
ost 

afternoons and
 over w

eekend
s. A

nd
 every tim

e 
she w

ent, she took another story to share. The 
tw

o new
 friend

s looked
 so g

ood
 tog

ether that 
even p

assing
 tourists took p

hotos of them
.

Slow
ly the little g

iraffe g
rew

 strong
er. Peop

le 
at the g

am
e reserve w

ere taking
 really g

ood
 

care of him
 and

 all the love from
 his new

 friend
, 

Sisand
a, w

orked
 like m

ag
ic.

O
ne d

ay the reserve m
anag

er asked
 Sisand

a to
 

g
ive her new

 friend
 a nam

e.
“I think Thokozani is a g

ood
 nam

e,” 
said

 Sisand
a.

The next d
ay the reserve m

anag
er p

honed
 

Sisand
a’s teacher. H

e invited
 all Sisand

a’s 
classm

ates to com
e and

 m
eet Thokozani. The 

hand
som

e g
iraffe had

 g
row

n taller and
 strong

er 
in the three m

onths since Sisand
a’s first visit.

O
n the d

ay of the outing
, forty G

rad
e 3 

child
ren w

aited
 eag

erly for the reserve g
ates 

to op
en. Then Sisand

a p
roud

ly led
 everyone 

to Thokozani. Som
e of the child

ren looked
 at 

the tall g
iraffe in am

azem
ent. O

thers g
ig

g
led

 
nervously. Their teacher, M

iss K
hanyile, 

just sm
iled

.
 “Your friend

 is b
eautiful, Sisand

a. You have 
b

een so kind
 to him

,” she said
 g

ently.
“W

hat is his nam
e?” asked

 one of the b
oys.

“Thokozani,” answ
ered

 Sisand
a.

“Thokozani m
eans ‘rejoice’,” 

exp
lained

 M
iss K

hanyile.
The child

ren sat d
ow

n and
 listened

 w
hile 

Sisand
a read

 the story she had
 read

 to
 

Thokozani on the d
ay 

they had
 first m

et. 
The reserve 
m

anag
er 

took p
hotos. 

Som
e tourists 

p
assing

 b
y 

took p
hotos 

too. Even a 
p

hotog
rap

her 
from

 a local 
new

sp
ap

er 
clicked

 aw
ay. 

H
e p

rom
ised

 
that a p

hoto of them
 w

ould
 b

e in the local 
new

sp
ap

er very soon. Everyone cheered
.

W
hat a g

ift! Read
ing

 to heal a friend
.

w
w

w
.nalibali.org             w

w
w

.nalibali.m
obi             nalibaliSA

             @
nalibaliSA

S
parking child

ren
s po

tential thro
ugh

sto
rytelling and reading.

S
h

a
re

 a
 sto

ry to
d

a
y!

Story by A
nn W

alton

Illustrations by Rico

W
here are you?

“W
e’re g

oing
 shop

p
ing

! W
e’re g

oing
 shop

p
ing

!” 
A

frika jum
p

ed
 up

 and
 d

o
w

n in fro
nt o

f D
intle. 

H
is m

o
ther, M

m
e w

a A
frika, sm

iled
 at him

, and
 

D
intle clap

p
ed

 her hand
s.

“Yes,” said
 M

m
e w

a A
frika, “so

 p
ut yo

ur 
sho

es o
n. W

e have to
 hurry. W

e still have to
 

w
alk to

 the b
us sto

p
.”

A
t the b

us sto
p

, there w
ere a lo

t o
f p

eo
p

le 
w

aiting
 fo

r the b
us. A

nd
 w

hen they all g
o

t 
o

nto
 the b

us, everyo
ne w

as a b
it sq

uashed
. 

M
m

e w
a A

frika held
 D

intle o
n her lap

. Then 
a lad

y sat d
o

w
n next to

 her. A
frika sat o

n the 
o

ther sid
e o

f his m
o

ther, sq
uashed

 ag
ainst the 

w
ind

o
w

. B
ut he d

id
n’t m

ind
 at all b

ecause it 
m

eant that he co
uld

 lo
o

k o
ut o

f the w
ind

o
w

.

Finally the d
river called

 o
ut, “Last sto

p
!”

“C
o

m
e o

n, A
frika. This is w

here w
e g

et o
ff,” 

said
 his m

o
ther.

A
fter they g

o
t o

ff the b
us, M

m
e w

a A
frika 

tied
 D

intle o
n her b

ack. “Stay clo
se to

 m
e,” she 

to
ld

 A
frika. “This is a very b

usy p
lace.”

It w
as b

usy. There w
ere p

eo
p

le carrying
 b

ag
s 

and
 p

ushing
 tro

lleys full o
f sho

p
p

ing
. There 

w
as also

 a lad
y w

ith her sho
p

p
ing

 b
alanced

 o
n 

her head
.

“C
an you d

o
 that, M

am
a?” A

frika asked
 

his m
o

ther.
“D

o
 w

hat?” asked
 M

m
e w

a A
frika.

“C
arry thing

s o
n the to

p
 o

f yo
ur head

 like 
that,” said

 A
frika.

“O
f co

urse I can. It’s easy,” said
 his m

o
ther.

A
frika w

atched
 the lad

y w
alk aw

ay until 
she d

isap
p

eared
 into

 the cro
w

d
s o

f p
eo

p
le 

stand
ing

 in b
etw

een the m
arket stalls.

“I b
et I can carry thing

s o
n m

y head
 to

o
!” 

A
frika said

 to
 him

self. H
e saw

 an em
p

ty p
lastic 

co
o

ld
rink b

o
ttle o

n the g
ro

und
. H

e p
icked

 it up
 

and
 p

ut it o
n his head

, b
ut he had

 to
 ho

ld
 o

nto
 

it b
ecause it kep

t falling
 o

ff.
“E

ish!” said
 a g

irl rig
ht 

next to
 

him
. “I’ll sho

w
 yo

u 
ho

w
 to

 d
o

 that!” 
She to

o
k the 

co
o

ld
rink b

o
ttle, 

p
ut it o

n her 
head

, and
 w

ith 
her no

se in the 
air, she w

alked
 

aro
und

 A
frika like 

a p
ro

ud
 p

rincess.
“Yo

h!” said
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N
eo

 lo
o

ke
d

 o
ut

 t
he

 w
in

d
o

w
 o

f h
is

 ro
o

m
 a

t 
th

e 
g

re
y 

vi
ew

 o
f t

he
 g

re
y 

st
re

et
 w

ith
 a

ll 
th

e 
w

et
, g

re
y 

p
eo

p
le

 h
ur

ry
in

g
 t

hr
o

ug
h 

th
e 

g
re

y,
 

p
o

ur
in

g
 r

ai
n.

 H
e 

co
ul

d
n’

t 
g

o
 o

ut
si

d
e,

 a
nd

 h
e 

ha
d

 a
lre

ad
y 

re
ad

 a
ll 

hi
s 

b
o

o
ks

 t
o

 M
b

al
i.

Ju
st

 t
he

n,
 G

o
g

o
 c

am
e 

in
 w

ith
 h

er
 h

ai
r 

al
l 

tw
ig

g
y 

fr
o

m
 t

he
 w

in
d

 o
ut

si
d

e.
 S

he
 w

as
 h

o
ld

in
g

 
so

m
et

hi
ng

. N
eo

 c
o

ul
d

 s
ee

 t
ha

t 
it 

w
as

 fl
at

tis
h,

 
an

d
 s

q
ua

re
-is

h,
 a

nd
 v

er
y 

co
lo

ur
fu

l …
 a

nd
 it

 
co

ul
d

 o
p

en
 u

p
 –

 ju
st

 li
ke

 a
 t

re
as

ur
e 

b
o

x!
“T

hi
s 

w
as

 m
y 

fa
vo

ur
ite

 b
o

o
k 

w
he

n 
I w

as
 

as
 y

o
un

g
 a

s 
yo

u,
” 

G
o

g
o

 t
o

ld
 N

eo
. “

It
 w

as
 m

y 
d

o
o

r 
to

 t
he

 b
ig

, w
id

e 
w

o
rld

.”
Th

en
, s

he
 o

p
en

ed
 th

e 
b

o
o

k.
O

n 
th

e 
fir

st
 p

ag
e 

w
as

 a
 p

ic
tu

re
 o

f a
 m

ag
ic

al
 

p
la

ce
, f

ar
 a

w
ay

 fr
o

m
 t

he
 g

re
y,

 g
re

y 
d

ay
. T

he
 

ve
ld

 w
as

 g
re

en
 a

nd
 g

o
ld

 a
nd

 b
ro

w
n,

 w
ith

 a
 

g
re

at
, b

ig
, b

lu
e 

sk
y 

ab
o

ve
, a

nd
 a

 w
ar

m
, y

el
lo

w
 

su
n,

 b
ak

in
g

 d
o

w
n.

“W
o

w
! 

Is
 t

ha
t 

re
al

?”
 N

eo
 g

as
p

ed
.

G
o

g
o

 s
m

ile
d

. “
D

o
n’

t 
yo

u 
kn

o
w

? 
A

ll 
st

o
rie

s 
ar

e 
re

al
, i

f y
o

u 
b

el
ie

ve
 in

 t
he

m
,”

 s
he

 s
ai

d
. T

he
n 

sh
e 

p
o

in
te

d
 t

o
 t

he
 p

la
ce

 o
n 

th
e 

p
ag

e 
w

he
re

 
a 

lit
tle

 b
o

y,
 ju

st
 a

b
o

ut
 N

eo
’s 

si
ze

, w
as

 w
al

ki
ng

 
ac

ro
ss

 t
he

 v
el

d
.

A
s 

G
o

g
o

 re
ad

, N
eo

 
cl

o
se

d
 h

is
 e

ye
s 

an
d

 s
lip

p
ed

 
aw

ay
, o

ve
r 

th
e 

hi
lls

 ..
. a

cr
o

ss
 

th
e 

g
re

at
, b

ro
w

n 
ea

rt
h 

…
 

o
ff 

in
to

 t
he

 b
ig

, w
id

e 
w

o
rld

.
H

e 
he

ar
d

 t
he

 v
o

ic
es

 o
f 

th
e 

ve
ld

.
“C

o
m

e 
o

ut
! 

C
o

m
e 

o
ut

!”
 

sa
ng

 a
 li

tt
le

 b
ird

.
“I

t’s
 a

 b
ea

ut
ifu

l d
ay

!”
 

ch
irp

ed
 t

he
 c

ic
ad

as
.

“C
o

m
e 

aw
ay

, c
o

m
e 

an
d

 
p

la
y,

” 
w

hi
sp

er
ed

 t
he

 w
in

d
 in

 t
he

 lo
ng

 g
ra

ss
.

N
eo

 re
m

em
b

er
ed

 a
b

o
ut

 t
he

 g
re

y,
 p

o
ur

in
g

 
ra

in
, a

nd
 w

o
nd

er
ed

 if
 h

e 
sh

o
ul

d
 b

e 
o

ut
 h

er
e.

 

B
ut

 in
 a

 s
to

ry
, y

o
u 

ca
n 

d
o

 a
ny

th
in

g
. T

he
re

 w
as

 
no

 r
ai

n 
he

re
. S

o
, N

eo
 s

et
 o

ff 
ac

ro
ss

 t
he

 v
el

d
.

Th
e 

fir
st

 t
hi

ng
 h

e 
sa

w
 w

as
 t

al
l a

nd
 b

ro
w

n 
w

ith
 a

 s
tr

o
ng

, w
o

o
d

en
 b

o
d

y.
 It

 h
ad

 lo
ng

, 
b

ro
w

n 
ar

m
s 

th
at

 re
ac

he
d

 u
p

 t
o

 t
he

 s
ky

, a
nd

 
a 

b
ig

, t
w

ig
g

y 
he

ad
 o

f l
ea

fy
-g

re
en

 h
ai

r 
th

at
 

sw
ay

ed
 in

 t
he

 w
ar

m
 b

re
ez

e.
“H

el
lo

,”
 s

ai
d

 N
eo

, h
is

 e
ye

s 
w

id
e.

 “
W

ha
t 

 
ar

e 
yo

u?
”

“I
 a

m
 a

 t
re

e.
 I 

ca
n 

se
e 

al
l t

he
 w

ay
 a

cr
o

ss
 

th
e 

g
re

at
, g

o
ld

 p
la

in
s.

 C
o

m
e 

up
, a

nd
 lo

o
k 

w
it

h 
m

e.
” 

Th
e 

tr
ee

 r
ea

ch
ed

 o
ut

, a
nd

 N
eo

 
cl

im
b

ed
 u

p
.

Fr
o

m
 u

p
 in

 t
he

 b
ra

nc
he

s,
 N

eo
 c

o
ul

d
 s

ee
 

to
 t

he
 v

er
y 

ed
g

e 
o

f t
he

 w
o

rld
. A

nd
 t

he
re

 w
as

 
so

 m
uc

h 
so

m
ew

he
re

 o
ut

 t
he

re
, t

ha
t 

it 
al

m
o

st
 

sc
ar

ed
 h

im
 t

o
 t

hi
nk

 o
f i

t.
B

ut
 t

he
 t

re
e 

he
ld

 h
im

 s
af

e,
 a

nd
 w

hi
sp

er
ed

, 
“G

o
 a

nd
 e

xp
lo

re
. D

o
n’

t 
b

e 
af

ra
id

. I
t’s

 a
 

w
o

nd
er

fu
l, 

b
ig

, w
id

e 
w

o
rld

 o
ut

 t
he

re
.”

So
, N

eo
 c

lim
b

ed
 d

o
w

n 
an

d
 w

en
t 

o
n 

hi
s 

w
ay

 
ac

ro
ss

 t
he

 v
el

d
.

So
o

n,
 h

e 
ca

m
e 

ac
ro

ss
 a

 m
o

un
d

 o
f h

ar
d

 
sa

nd
 w

ith
 li

tt
le

 h
o

le
s,

 li
ke

 t
in

y 
d

o
o

rw
ay

s.
 H

e 
co

ul
d

 h
ea

r 
a 

m
ill

io
n 

b
us

y 
vo

ic
es

 in
si

d
e,

 a
nd

 
th

e 
p

at
te

r o
f s

ix
 m

ill
io

n 
tin

y 
fe

et
 ru

nn
in

g
 a

b
ou

t.

St
or

y 
by

 V
ia

nn
e 

Ve
nt

er
Ill

us
tra

tio
ns

 b
y 

Ri
co

N
eo

 a
nd

 th
e 

bi
g,

 w
id

e 
w

or
ld

w
w

w
.n

al
ib

al
i.o

rg
   

   
   

   
 w

w
w

.n
al

ib
al

i.m
ob

i  
   

   
   

   
 n

al
ib

al
iS

A
   

   
   

   
@

na
lib

al
iS

A

S
pa

rk
in

g 
ch

ild
re

n
s 

po
te

nt
ia

l 
th

ro
ug

h
st

o
ry

te
lli
ng

 a
nd

 r
ea

di
ng

.
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Th
e 

w
hi

st
le

 b
le

w
 a

nd
 t

he
 p

la
ye

rs
 r

an
 o

nt
o

 
th

e 
fie

ld
 fo

r 
th

e 
se

co
nd

 h
al

f. 
Th

e 
m

at
ch

 
co

nt
in

ue
d

 in
 t

he
 s

am
e 

w
ay

 a
s 

th
in

g
s 

ha
d

 g
o

ne
 

in
 t

he
 fi

rs
t 

ha
lf 

…
 u

nt
il 

th
er

e 
w

as
 o

nl
y 

o
ne

 
m

in
ut

e 
le

ft
!

N
eo

 h
ad

 t
he

 b
al

l. 
H

e 
lo

o
ke

d
 a

ro
un

d
 t

o
 s

ee
 if

 
th

er
e 

w
as

 a
ny

o
ne

 fr
o

m
 t

he
 

D
ia

m
o

nd
’s 

te
am

 n
ea

r 
hi

m
. 

N
o

, h
e 

w
as

 a
lo

ne
. H

e 
ra

n 
fo

rw
ar

d
, d

rib
b

lin
g

 
th

e 
b

al
l. 

Su
d

d
en

ly
 

a 
D

ia
m

o
nd

’s 
p

la
ye

r 
ap

p
ea

re
d

. N
eo

 
lo

o
ke

d
 h

im
 

st
ra

ig
ht

 in
 t

he
 

ey
es

 a
s 

he
 

ki
ck

ed
 

th
e 

b
al

l 
b

et
w

ee
n 

th
e 

o
th

er
 

p
la

ye
r’s

 le
g

s.
 T

he
 s

p
ec

ta
to

rs
 s

cr
ea

m
ed

 w
ith

 
ex

ci
te

m
en

t.
A

no
th

er
 D

ia
m

o
nd

’s 
p

la
ye

r 
m

o
ve

d
 t

o
w

ar
d

s 
N

eo
 t

o
 t

ac
kl

e 
hi

m
. Q

ui
ck

ly,
 N

eo
 p

as
se

d
 t

he
 

b
al

l t
o

 P
riy

a.
E

ve
ry

o
ne

 h
el

d
 t

he
ir 

b
re

at
h 

as
 P

riy
a 

to
o

k 
th

e 
b

al
l a

nd
 k

ic
ke

d
 it

 h
ar

d
. L

A
D

U
M

A
! 

Th
e 

D
ia

m
o

nd
’s 

g
o

al
ie

 h
ad

 n
o

t 
ev

en
 s

ee
n 

th
e 

b
al

l 
co

m
in

g
! 

Pr
iy

a 
ha

d
 s

co
re

d
 a

 g
o

al
.

A
nd

 n
o

t 
a 

se
co

nd
 t

o
o

 s
o

o
n.

 J
us

t 
as

 s
he

 
tu

rn
ed

 a
ro

un
d

 t
o

 c
el

eb
ra

te
 t

he
 g

o
al

, t
he

 
re

fe
re

e 
b

le
w

 t
he

 fi
na

l w
hi

st
le

! 
M

aq
ha

w
e 

ha
d

 
w

o
n 

th
e 

g
am

e!
N

eo
 w

as
 s

o
 p

le
as

ed
 t

ha
t 

he
 r

an
 t

o
w

ar
d

s 
Pr

iy
a 

an
d

 li
ft

ed
 h

er
 u

p
!

To
g

et
he

r 
th

ey
 r

an
 t

o
 t

he
ir 

te
am

m
at

es
 a

nd
 

co
ac

h 
at

 t
he

 s
id

e 
o

f t
he

 fi
el

d
, a

nd
 t

he
y 

al
l 

d
ab

b
ed

. T
he

n 
Pr

iy
a 

an
d

 N
eo

 r
us

he
d

 o
ve

r 
to

 
N

eo
’s 

d
ad

. R
ah

ul
 w

as
 b

lo
w

in
g

 h
is

 v
uv

uz
el

a 
lo

ud
ly.

“T
ha

t 
w

as
 a

n 
ic

e-
cr

ea
m

 d
es

er
vi

ng
 

p
er

fo
rm

an
ce

, P
riy

a 
an

d
 N

eo
,”

 s
ai

d
 N

eo
’s 

d
ad

. 
“W

o
ul

d
 o

ur
 t

w
o

 h
er

o
es

 li
ke

 t
ha

t?
”

“Y
es

! 
W

e 
lik

e 
ic

e-
cr

ea
m

,”
 M

b
al

i a
ns

w
er

ed
 fo

r 
th

em
. T

he
y 

al
l l

au
g

he
d

.
N

eo
 p

ic
ke

d
 u

p
 M

b
al

i a
nd

 c
ar

rie
d

 h
er

 a
s 

th
ey

 w
en

t 
to

 b
uy

 ic
e-

cr
ea

m
. H

e 
m

ig
ht

 n
o

t 
ha

ve
 

sc
o

re
d

 t
he

 t
w

o
 g

o
al

s 
he

 h
ad

 w
an

te
d

 t
o

, b
ut

 h
e 

ha
d

 h
el

p
ed

 h
is

 b
es

t 
fr

ie
nd

 s
co

re
 t

he
 w

in
ni

ng
 

g
o

al
! 

A
nd

 P
riy

a?
 S

he
 w

as
 h

ap
p

y 
b

ec
au

se
 t

ha
t 

w
as

 h
er

 fi
rs

t-
ev

er
 g

o
al

 fo
r 

M
aq

ha
w

e.
 T

he
 s

o
un

d
 

o
f R

ah
ul

’s 
vu

vu
ze

la
 w

as
 li

ke
 s

w
ee

t 
m

us
ic

 b
ei

ng
 

p
la

ye
d

 ju
st

 fo
r 

he
r.



“H
ello

! W
ho

 are yo
u?” N

eo
 called

 into
 o

ne 
o

f the d
o

o
rw

ays.
“H

ello
!” a tiny vo

ice answ
ered

. “W
e are 

ants. W
e tell the sto

ries o
f the w

o
rld

 in here. 
D

o
 yo

u w
ant to

 hear so
m

e?”
N

eo
 lo

ved
 sto

ries, so
 he sat d

o
w

n and
 

listened
. The ants to

ld
 their sto

ries o
f the veld

 
and

 the fo
rest, and

 o
f the m

o
untains and

 the 
cities b

eyo
nd

.
“So

 m
any sto

ries?” N
eo

 asked
.

“There are as m
any sto

ries as there are 
stars in the sky,” the ants answ

ered
.

N
eo

 w
aved

 g
o

o
d

b
ye, and

 w
ent o

n his w
ay 

acro
ss the veld

.
E

ventually, N
eo

 cam
e to

 a lo
t o

f w
ater that 

rushed
 thro

ug
h the valley 

fro
m

 m
o

rning
 till nig

ht. 
N

eo
 step

p
ed

 in 
to

 co
o

l his ho
t 

leg
s.The w

ater 
sp

lashed
 at 

his feet and
 

g
ig

g
led

, “I am
 

a river. I ro
am

 
fro

m
 the m

o
untains to

 the sea. C
o

m
e, fo

llo
w

 
m

e. I’ll take yo
u ho

m
e.”

N
eo

 tho
ug

ht ho
w

 g
o

o
d

 that w
o

uld
 b

e. 
So

, he fo
llo

w
ed

 the river acro
ss the valley 

and
 b

etw
een the m

o
untains. To

g
ether, they 

w
and

ered
 thro

ug
h the afterno

o
n and

 alm
o

st 
into

 nig
ht, until at last, N

eo
 reached

 a hillto
p

.
Fro

m
 there, he co

uld
 see a little to

w
n, 

w
ashed

 clean b
y the rains and

 g
leam

ing
 in the 

lig
ht o

f the setting
 sun.

Then the river g
urg

led
 g

ently, “G
o

 o
n, g

o
 

ho
m

e. There are p
eo

p
le w

ho
 lo

ve yo
u there, 

w
aiting

 to
 share sto

ries w
ith yo

u.”
N

eo
 w

ent d
o

w
n, thro

ug
h the to

w
n. H

e saw
 

the b
usy streets that rushed

 thro
ug

h the to
w

n, 
just like rivers. H

e saw
 ho

uses, w
arm

 in the 
evening

 lig
ht. Insid

e them
, p

eo
p

le w
ere b

usy, 
just like tiny ants.

A
t last, N

eo
 p

eered
 thro

ug
h a w

ind
o

w
 

w
here an o

ld
 g

o
g

o
, w

ith stro
ng

 arm
s and

 
tw

ig
g

y hair like the b
ranches o

f a b
ig

 tree, 
clo

sed
 a b

o
o

k and
 b

ent to
 kiss her little  

b
o

y g
o

o
d

nig
ht.

N
eo

 tho
ug

ht ab
o

ut the veld
 and

 the tree 
and

 the ants and
 the river. A

nd
 as he w

atched
 

the g
o

g
o

, a rainb
o

w
 lit up

 the little ho
use 

in co
lo

urs so
 b

rig
ht it lo

o
ked

 like a p
icture 

in a sto
ryb

o
o

k. N
eo

 tho
ug

ht o
f his g

reat 
ad

venture insid
e the p

ag
es o

f G
o

g
o

’s favo
urite 

sto
ryb

o
o

k, and
 he tho

ug
ht o

f her and
 M

b
ali 

and
 ho

m
e.

So
, N

eo
 slip

p
ed

 thro
ug

h the b
o

o
k, into

 his 
w

arm
 b

ed
, in his co

sy ro
o

m
, in his little ho

use.
A

nd
 that is w

hy, w
henever the w

o
rld

 seem
s 

to
o

 g
rey, and

 his ro
o

m
 seem

s to
o

 sm
all, 

N
eo

 o
p

ens a b
o

o
k. H

e step
s thro

ug
h a d

o
o

r 
b

etw
een the p

ag
es, and

 g
o

es o
ff into

 the b
ig

, 
w

id
e w

o
rld

.
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“I am
 g

o
ing

 to
 

sco
re tw

o
 g

o
als 

to
d

ay, D
ad

,” said
 

N
eo

 as he p
ut o

n 
his so

ccer b
o

o
ts.

“A
nd

 I’ll help
 

b
y ad

d
ing

 three 
g

o
als to

 that, 
U

ncle,” said
 Priya 

w
ho

 had
 just 

arrived
 at N

eo
’s 

ho
use w

ith her 
little b

ro
ther, 

R
ahul. R

ahul 
w

as carrying
 

his b
rig

ht red
 

vuvuzela.
N

eo
’s D

ad
 laug

hed
. “W

ell, I lo
o

k fo
rw

ard
 to

 
cheering

 five tim
es then!”

“A
nd

 m
e, U

ncle! C
an I also

 cheer?” 
asked

 R
ahul.

“O
f co

urse, m
y b

o
y,” said

 N
eo

’s d
ad

 as he 
help

ed
 M

b
ali p

ut o
n her sho

es. “N
o

w
, let’s 

g
et g

o
ing

!”
They all g

o
t in the car. N

eo
 sat in fro

nt. H
e 

had
 sat there m

any tim
es b

efo
re. H

e w
as sure 

that if his d
ad

 w
o

uld
 allo

w
 him

, as so
o

n as his 
leg

s w
ere lo

ng
 eno

ug
h, he’d

 b
e ab

le to
 d

rive 
the car. It lo

o
ked

 easy. R
ahul and

 Priya sat at the 
b

ack o
n either sid

e o
f M

b
ali. They tickled

 her 
and

 she g
ig

g
led

.
B

efo
re everyo

ne knew
 it, they w

ere at the 
so

ccer field
. They w

ere just in tim
e fo

r Priya and
 

N
eo

 to
 jo

in their team
m

ates fro
m

 the M
aq

haw
e 

Fo
o

tb
all C

lub
 fo

r their w
arm

 up
. They w

ere 
playing

 ag
ainst the D

iam
ond

 Footb
all C

lub
 tod

ay. 

“R
em

em
b

er to
 m

ake sure that yo
u d

ull the 
shine o

f tho
se D

iam
o

nd
s so

 m
uch, that after the 

m
atch they have to

 chang
e their nam

e to
 the 

C
o

al Fo
o

tb
all C

lub
,” said

 their co
ach.

Then it w
as tim

e fo
r the p

layers to
 run o

ut 
o

nto
 the field

. The referee b
lew

 his w
histle and

 
the m

atch b
eg

an.
Thing

s started
 slo

w
ly, b

ut they so
o

n p
icked

 
up

. There w
as a lo

t o
f no

ise as the fam
ilies o

f 
the child

ren in b
o

th team
s cheered

. The b
all 

w
o

uld
 b

e o
n M

aq
haw

e’s sid
e o

f the field
 fo

r a 
b

it, then just as it lo
o

ked
 as if they w

ere g
o

ing
 

to
 m

o
ve it into

 the D
iam

o
nd

’s half, o
ne o

f tho
se 

p
layers w

o
uld

 steal the b
all aw

ay! The m
atch 

w
ent o

n like this until half-tim
e.

“I’m
 b

o
red

! Yo
u p

ro
m

ised
 yo

u w
ere g

o
ing

 

to
 sco

re g
o

als,” R
ahul to

ld
 N

eo
 and

 Priya w
hen 

they cam
e to

 the sid
eline.

“Ja. M
b

ali w
ants g

o
als, M

b
ali w

ants g
o

als,” 
rep

eated
 M

b
ali. “M

b
ali is sleep

y,” she ad
d

ed
 

yaw
ning

. N
eo

 and
 Priya just laug

hed
 and

 ran 
b

ack to
 jo

in their team
m

ates.
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B
el

la
 w

as
 b

o
re

d
 a

nd
 M

o
m

 h
ad

 h
o

us
ec

le
an

in
g

 
to

 d
o

.
“T

ak
e 

N
o

o
d

le
 a

nd
 g

et
 s

o
m

e 
fr

es
h 

ai
r,”

 
sa

id
 M

o
m

.
N

oo
d

le
 fo

llo
w

ed
 B

el
la

 o
ut

si
d

e 
an

d
 s

at
 n

ex
t t

o
 

he
r o

n 
th

e 
p

av
em

en
t. 

B
el

la
 s

ig
he

d
 a

nd
 s

m
el

t t
he

 
ai

r. 
It 

d
id

 n
ot

 s
m

el
l f

re
sh

. I
t s

m
el

t o
f s

tin
ky

 tr
af

fic
.

Vr
oo

m
! 

w
en

t 
a 

ca
r. 

To
ot

! 
w

en
t 

an
o

th
er

. P
ut

ta
, 

p
ut

ta
, p

ut
ta

! 
w

en
t 

a 
m

o
to

rb
ik

e.
 C

la
ck

ity
-fl

ap
-

fla
p

! 
w

en
t 

an
 o

ld
 b

ak
ki

e 
w

ith
 it

s 
w

o
rn

 o
ut

 t
yr

es
 

an
d

 r
us

ty
 o

ld
 b

o
d

y.
B

el
la

 s
ta

rt
ed

 c
o

un
tin

g
 t

he
 s

o
un

d
s 

ar
o

un
d

 
he

r. 
Th

at
 w

as
 fo

ur
 a

lre
ad

y!
D

ug
g

a,
 d

ug
g

a,
 d

ug
g

a!
 w

en
t 

a 
ro

ad
 d

ril
l. 

G
rr

rr
rr

rr
rr

r!
 g

ro
w

le
d

 N
o

o
d

le
 a

t 
th

e 
d

ril
l. 

D
oe

f, 
d

oe
f, 

d
oe

f!
 c

am
e 

th
e 

lo
ud

 m
us

ic
 fr

o
m

 a
 t

ax
i.

H
an

na
, h

an
na

, h
an

na
! 

w
en

t 
a 

la
d

y 
ta

lk
in

g
 

lo
ud

ly
 o

n 
he

r 
ce

llp
ho

ne
. T

uk
, t

uk
, t

uk
! 

w
en

t 
he

r 
hi

g
h 

he
el

s 
o

n 
th

e 
p

av
em

en
t 

as
 s

he
 w

al
ke

d
 

b
y.

 T
hw

ac
k,

 th
w

ac
k,

 th
w

ac
k,

 th
w

ac
k!

 w
en

t 
a 

jo
g

g
er

 r
un

ni
ng

 p
as

se
d

 B
el

la
. W

oo
f, 

w
oo

f, 
w

oo
f!

 
b

ar
ke

d
 N

o
o

d
le

 a
t 

th
e 

jo
g

g
er

. T
w

ee
, t

w
ee

, t
w

ee
! 

w
hi

st
le

d
 a

 b
o

y 
o

n 
a 

b
ic

yc
le

.
“T

W
E

LV
E

 s
o

un
d

s!
” 

sa
id

 B
el

la
.

B
ut

 a
ll 

th
e 

no
is

es
 w

er
e 

st
ar

tin
g

 t
o

 m
ak

e 
B

el
la

’s 
he

ad
 s

p
in

, s
o

 s
he

 s
to

p
p

ed
 c

o
un

tin
g

 a
nd

 
sa

id
, “

C
o

m
e,

 N
o

o
d

le
, l

et
’s 

g
o

 t
o

 t
he

 b
ac

ky
ar

d
 

w
he

re
 it

’s 
ni

ce
 a

nd
 q

ui
et

.”

In
 t

he
 b

ac
ky

ar
d

 t
he

 t
ra

ffi
c 

so
un

d
ed

 fa
r, 

fa
r 

aw
ay

. T
he

y 
co

ul
d

 e
ve

n 
he

ar
 t

he
 s

w
ee

t 
tw

ee
t-

tw
ee

t s
o

ng
 o

f a
 li

tt
le

 b
ird

. B
el

la
 c

lo
se

d
 h

er
 

ey
es

 a
nd

 s
tr

o
ke

d
 N

o
o

d
le

. A
nd

 t
he

n 
th

ey
 

b
o

th
 ju

m
p

ed
!

“A
aa

aa
ar

h!
 E
is
h!

 A
aa

aa
rh

!”
 T

he
 m

o
st

 
te

rr
ib

le
 s

o
un

d
 w

as
 c

o
m

in
g

 fr
o

m
 G

o
g

o
’s 

ho
us

e 
o

n 
th

e 
o

th
er

 s
id

e 
o

f t
he

 b
ac

k 
w

al
l. 

Q
ui

ck
ly

, B
el

la
 

ra
n 

to
 t

el
l h

er
 m

o
m

 w
ha

t 
sh

e 
ha

d
 h

ea
rd

.
“T

he
re

 a
re

 t
er

rib
le

 s
o

un
d

s 
co

m
in

g
 fr

o
m

 
G

o
g

o
’s 

ho
us

e!
” 

sh
o

ut
ed

 B
el

la
 o

ve
r 

th
e 

vr
rr

rr,
 

vr
rr

rr
! o

f t
he

 v
ac

uu
m

 c
le

an
er

. M
om

 s
w

itc
he

d
 it

 o
ff.

“I
 d

id
n’

t 
he

ar
 a

ny
th

in
g

,”
 s

ai
d

 M
o

m
.

“L
is

te
n!

” 
sa

id
 B

el
la

. A
nd

 t
he

n 
M

o
m

 h
ea

rd
 it

!
“A

aa
aa

ar
h!

 E
is
h!

 A
aa

aa
rh

!”
“T

ha
t’s

 G
o

g
o

,”
 s

ai
d

 M
o

m
. “

Q
ui

ck
! 

W
e 

m
us

t 
g

o
 a

nd
 s

ee
 w

ha
t’s

 t
he

 m
at

te
r.”

M
o

m
, B

el
la

 a
nd

 N
o

o
d

le
 r

us
he

d
 d

o
w

n 
th

e 
ro

ad
 a

nd
 a

ro
un

d
 t

he
 c

o
rn

er
 t

o
 G

o
g

o
’s 

ho
us

e.
 

Th
ey

 fo
un

d
 G

o
g

o
 in

 h
er

 k
itc

he
n 

b
lo

w
in

g
 o

n 
he

r 
ha

nd
.

“E
is

h!
 I 

b
ur

nt
 m

y 
ha

nd
 o

n 
th

at
 s

ill
y 

ho
t 

p
o

t!
” 

cr
ie

d
 G

o
g

o
.

“P
ut

 it
 u

nd
er

 s
o

m
e 

co
ld

 w
at

er
 w

hi
le

 I 
fe

tc
h 

m
y 

fir
st

 a
id

 k
it,

” 
sa

id
 M

o
m

, a
nd

 o
ff 

sh
e 

ra
n 

b
ac

k 
to

 h
er

 h
o

us
e 

– 
p

at
ta

, p
at

ta
, p

at
ta

.
So

o
n 

M
o

m
 w

as
 b

ac
k,

 c
ar

ry
in

g
 a

 li
tt

le
 w

hi
te

 
b

o
x 

w
ith

 a
 re

d
 c

ro
ss

 o
n 

its
 li

d
. S

he
 p

ut
 s

o
m

e 
o

in
tm

en
t 

o
n 

G
o

g
o

’s 
ha

nd
 a

nd
 w

ra
p

p
ed

 it
 in

 
a 

b
an

d
ag

e.
“G

o
g

o
, y

o
u 

ca
n’

t 
co

o
k 

w
ith

 a
 s

o
re

 h
an

d
,”

 
sa

id
 M

o
m

. “
Yo

u 
an

d
 y

o
ur

 fa
m

ily
 m

us
t 

co
m

e 
 

an
d

 h
av

e 
su

p
p

er
 w

ith
 u

s 
to

ni
g

ht
.”

“T
ha

nk
 y

o
u,

” 
sa

id
 G

o
g

o
. “

Pl
ea

se
 t

ak
e 

th
at

 
si

lly
 p

o
t 

o
f b

ea
ns

 t
o

 a
d

d
 t

o
 o

ur
 m

ea
l.”

A
t 

su
p

p
er

 t
im

e,
 G

o
g

o
 a

nd
 h

er
 fa

m
ily

 a
rr

iv
ed

.
Yu

m
, y

um
! 

– 
th

at
 w

as
 t

he
 s

o
un

d
 t

he
y 

m
ad

e 
w

he
n 

th
ey

 s
m

el
t 

B
el

la
’s 

m
o

m
’s 

d
el

ic
io

us
 c

ur
ry

 
m

ad
e 

w
ith

 G
o

g
o

’s 
p

o
t 

o
f b

ea
ns

. N
o

o
d

le
 w

as
 

ev
en

 g
iv

en
 a

 t
in

y 
b

it 
in

 h
is

 b
o

w
l. 

C
ho

m
p

, 
ch

om
p

! 
H

e 
at

e 
it 

al
l u

p
. T

he
n 

la
p

, l
ap

. H
e 

d
ra

nk
 a

 w
ho

le
 b

o
w

l o
f w

at
er

!
“I

’m
 s

o
 g

la
d

 y
o

u 
he

ar
d

 m
e 

cr
y 

o
ut

,”
 s

ai
d

 
G

o
g

o
 t

o
 B

el
la

.
“I

 w
as

 b
us

y 
co

un
tin

g
 t

he
 s

o
un

d
s 

ar
o

un
d

 
m

e,
” 

sa
id

 B
el

la
.

St
or

y 
by

 N
ik

i D
al

y

Ill
us

tra
tio

ns
 b

y 
Ri

co

Th
e 

be
st

 s
ou

nd
 in

 th
e 

w
or

ld
“W

el
l, 

he
re

’s 
an

o
th

er
 o

ne
 fo

r 
yo

u,
” 

sa
id

 
G

o
g

o
 b

en
d

in
g

 t
o

w
ar

d
s 

B
el

la
. M

w
ah

! 
w

en
t 

a 
b

ig
, f

at
 k

is
s 

o
n 

B
el

la
’s 

ch
ee

k.
 B

el
la

 h
ad

 
fo

rg
o

tt
en

 h
o

w
 m

an
y 

so
un

d
s 

sh
e 

ha
d

 c
o

un
te

d
, 

b
ut

 t
ha

t 
o

ne
 h

ad
 t

o
 b

e 
th

e 
b

es
t!

“T
ha

t’s
 m

y 
fa

vo
ur

ite
 s

ou
nd

!”
 s

he
 s

ai
d

 s
m

ili
ng

.

A
t 

b
ed

tim
e,

 M
o

m
 a

sk
ed

 B
el

la
, “

D
o

 y
o

u 
kn

o
w

 w
ha

t 
m

y 
fa

vo
ur

ite
 s

o
un

d
 is

?”
“W

ha
t?

” 
as

ke
d

 B
el

la
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N
al’ibali is hier vir gesinne!

Sluit aan by N
al’ibali se leesreis vir gesinne en ontvang nog stories sow

el as 
w

enke en idees oor hoe om
 die hele jaar deur saam

 m
et jou kinders te lees.

Ed 2.Apr2021.Eng

N
al’ibali is hier om

 jou te m
otiveer en te ondersteun. 

Kontak ons op enige van die volgende m
aniere:

Praat oor boeke en stories
A

s ons hardop lees, gee dit ons die geleentheid om
 oor boeke en stories m

et ons kinders te praat. 
O

m
 oor stories te gesels is net so belangrik as om

 die w
oorde vir hulle voor te lees! G

esels oor:
* die prente en karakters
* w

at in ’n storie gebeur.

H
ier is ’n paar dinge w

aaroor julle kan gesels. O
nthou dat die idee is om

 boeke altyd saam
 te geniet 

en nie om
 te “toets” hoe goed jou kind verstaan w

at jy gelees het nie.

* W
at dink jy gaan volgende gebeur? Vra hierdie vraag op verskillende tye in die storie. D

it help om
 

kinders se verm
oë te ontw

ikkel om
 ingeligte voorspellings te m

aak – ’n vaardigheid w
at goeie lesers 

heeltyd gebruik.

* Kyk hierna. W
at sien jy? Bestee tyd daaraan om

 versigtig na die illustrasies in prenteboeke te kyk en 
dit te geniet.
** W

ys verskillende dele van die prent.
** G

esels oor w
at jy sien.

** Vra jou kind om
 m

ense of dinge in die prent te vind.
** G

esels oor die m
anier w

aarop die w
oorde geskryf is. Is hulle groot of klein? H

oekom
?

* W
aaraan laat hierdie storie jou dink of hoe laat dit jou voel? Stories kan kinders help om

 dinge w
at in 

hulle eie lew
e gebeur, te verstaan en te hanteer. Sê dinge soos:

** H
ierdie storie herinner m

y hoe belangrik dit is om
 m

ense goed te behandel. W
aaraan herinner dit 

jou?
** Toe die m

ense in die dorpie die diere gered het, het dit m
y bly gem

aak. H
oe het jy gevoel?

* H
oekom

 dink jy het dit gebeur? Vra jou kinders vrae om
 hulle te help om

 vas te stel hoekom
 sekere 

dinge in die storie gebeur het en hoekom
 ’n karakter ’n sekere gevoel gehad het of ’n sekere ding 

gedoen het.

* W
at dink jy van …

? H
oe het …

 jou laat voel? 
** H

et jy die storie geniet?
** W

ie is jou gunstelingkarakter?
** Van w

atter deel van die storie hou jy die m
eeste/die m

inste?
** H

oe het die storie jou laat voel?
** W

at dink jy oor die einde van die storie?

W
anneer jy elke dag ’n storie saam

 m
et jou kinders geniet:


   w

ys dit vir hulle dat jy dink dat boeke en lees belangrik is.


    gee dit julle dinge w

aaroor julle as ’n gesin kan gesels.


    bou dit ’n sterk band tussen julle.


   help dit hulle om

 te sien dat lees genotvol en lonend is.


   w

ys dit hulle hoe ’n m
ens lees en hoe boeke w

erk.


   laat dit hulle stories geniet w

at hulle nog nie self kan lees nie.


   m

oedig dit hulle aan om
 self te leer lees, en dan aan te hou lees.


   help dit om

 geletterdheid en em
osionele vaardighede te ontw

ikkel sodat hulle goed sal vaar op  

       skool en in die sam
elew

ing.
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d
og

tertjie, Sharifa, m
aak of sy d

ie w
inkelier is. Sy g

ee 
vir Thoko ’n olieb

ol in ’n p
ap

iersakkie en g
lim

lag
 

liefies. “D
ankie,” sê Thoko en hard

loop
 vinnig

 huis 
toe.“M

am
a! G

og
o!” roep

 sy, en storm
 b

y d
ie 

voord
eur in. “K

yk w
at het ek g

ekry!”

G
og

o kyk van haar naald
w

erk af op
 en M

am
a 

loer om
 d

ie hoek.

“M
olo, Thoko!” sê hulle. “H

oe w
as d

ie 
skoold

ag
?”

“K
yk!” sê Thoko. M

am
a en G

og
o kyk terw

yl 
Thoko na haar voorkop

 w
ys.

“K
yk na w

at, Thoko?” vra G
og

o.

“M
y g

oue ster!” sê 
Thoko ong

ed
uld

ig
.

“W
atter g

oue ster?” 
vra M

am
a.

“D
ié een,” sê 

Thoko, en trek haar 
ving

er oor haar 
voorkop

. M
aar sy voel 

net haar g
lad

d
e vel! D

ie 
g

oue ster is w
eg

! Thoko
 

b
ars in trane uit terw

yl sy 
vertel hoe sy ’n g

oue ster g
ekry het vir lees.

“W
aar het jy d

it laas g
ehad

?” vra M
am

a.

“B
y d

ie skool,” antw
oord

 Thoko.

“En w
at het jy na skool g

ed
oen?” vra G

og
o. In 

trane vertel Thoko van haar p
ad

 huis toe na skool.

“W
el, d

it is net ’n p
ap

ierster,” sê M
am

a. M
aar 

d
it is nie. D

it is ’n b
aie sp

esiale g
oue ster.

“D
roog

 jou trane af, en d
an g

aan soek ons jou 
g

oue ster,” sê G
og

o.

G
og

o help
 Thoko om

 op
 haar sp

ore terug
 te 

loop
, om

 d
ie hoek en lang

s d
ie p

ad
 terug

 tot b
y d

ie 
skool. En b

y m
evrou Ism

ail se olieb
olstalletjie kry 

hulle Thoko se g
oue ster −

 op
 Sharifa se voorkop

! 
Toe m

evrou Ism
ail Thoko se hartseer storie hoor, 

sê sy: “Sharifa m
y skat, d

aard
ie g

oue ster w
at jy 

op
g

etel het, b
ehoort aan Thoko.” M

aar klein Sharifa 
is d

ol oor Thoko se g
oue ster. En toe m

evrou Ism
ail 

d
it p

rob
eer aftrek, skree sy so hard

 d
at verb

yg
ang

ers 
d

ink sy w
ord

 verm
oor.

G
og

o d
raai na Thoko toe. “Sharifa is te klein om

 
te verstaan w

at reg
verd

ig
 is. M

aar jy is oud
 g

enoeg
 

om
 b

ed
ag

saam
 te w

ees. Laat haar toe om
 jou g

oue 
ster te hou,” sê sy. Thoko d

ink ’n rukkie 
d

aaroor na. D
ie hoekies van 

d
ie g

oue ster het op
g

ekrul 
en d

it lyk of d
it w

eer g
aan 

afval. “N
ou g

oed
 d

an,” sê 
Thoko, “Sharifa kan d

it 
m

aar hou.” M
aar d

iep
 

b
inne haar voel sy nog

 
hartseer. D

is nie so
 

m
aklik om

 ’n g
oue ster 

te kry nie.

Toe d
it slaap

tyd
 

is, b
ring

 G
og

o vir Thoko
 

iets sp
esiaals w

at sy g
em

aak 
het – ’n g

oue ster vol b
linkertjies op

 
’n haarknip

. “D
it is om

d
at jy so ’n g

oeie leser 
is,” sê G

og
o. Toe soen sy Thoko op

 d
ie voorkop

 en 
fluister, “En d

it is om
d

at jy so ’n liew
e, b

ed
ag

sam
e 

kind
 is.” Thoko raak aan haar voorkop

 en d
ink ‘n 

b
ietjie voor sy aan d

ie slaap
 raak. “G

oue sterre 
se p

unte krul om
 en hulle val af. Soentjies hou vir 

altyd
!”
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Afrika, D
intle en  

M
m

e w
a Afrika is m

et 
’n bus op pad om

 vir 
G

ogo te gaan kuier. 
“Jippie! U

iteindelik is 
dit vakansie!” sê Afrika 
en bons op en af op sy 
sitplek.

“Ssjjj! Jy gaan jou sussie 
w

akker m
aak,” fluister 

M
m

e w
a Afrika.

“Jam
m

er, M
am

m
a,” fluister Afrika.

Afrika probeer stil sit, m
aar hy kan nie. “Ek w

ens hierdie ou 
bus w

as ’n vliegtuig,” sê hy en strek sy arm
s uit en m

aak 
asof hulle vliegtuigvlerke is. “As ons gevlieg het, sou ons 
lankal by G

ogo se huis gew
ees het.”

“Ek w
eet,” sê M

am
m

a, “m
aar laat sak asseblief jou arm

s 
voor jy jou vingers in iem

and se oog steek.”

“Eish, hierdie bus is so stadig,” sug Afrika. “O
ns gaan 

nooit daar kom
 nie.”

D
it vat ure, m

aar uiteindelik hou die bus stil en hulle kan 
sien hoe G

ogo vir hulle w
aai. “Ek w

as so opgew
onde dat 

ek al van vroeg af hier w
ag,” sê G

ogo terw
yl sy alm

al van 
hulle druk en soen.

“O
ns w

as so lank op hierdie stam
perige, raserige ou bus, 

G
ogo,” sê Afrika.

“Ek w
eet,” glim

lag G
ogo. “Kom

 ons gaan huis toe. D
ie tee 

en koek staan reg en N
eo en M

bali sal nou-nou by die 
huis w

ees.” En dit m
aak Afrika so gelukkig dat hy al die 

pad na G
ogo se huis glim

lag.

Terw
yl G

ogo die koek sny, sê sy: “Toe ek jonk w
as, het  

ons nie busse gehad nie. N
ou is daar karre, taxi’s,  

busse, treine …
”

“…
 en vliegtuie,” sê N

eo toe hy saam
 m

et M
bali in die 

vertrek instap. Afrika spring op om
 sy m

aats te groet.  
H

y is so bly om
 hulle w

eer te sien.

M
bali kyk rond. “N

jam
m

, njam
m

,” sê sy en w
ys na  

die koek.

G
ogo lag en gee vir elkeen van hulle ’n snytjie koek. “Josh, 

H
ope en Bella sal m

ôre kom
 kuier,” sê sy.

“En N
oodle,” sê M

bali.

“En N
oodle,” knik G

ogo.

D
ie volgende dag is alm

al vroeg w
akker. “Soos ek jou 

m
aats ken,” sê M

m
e w

a Afrika, “sal hulle hier w
ees voor 

julle klaar ontbyt geëet het.” N
et toe hoor hulle ’n geblaf.

“H
okaai, N

oodle!” roep Bella toe N
oodle voor haar by die 

vertrek inhardloop. N
oodle is baie bly om

 alm
al te sien.

En toe kom
 Josh en H

ope ook daar aan en alm
al begin 

gelyk praat. G
ogo druk haar ore toe. “Eet gou klaar, en 

dan kan julle w
eg w

ees!” sê G
ogo en stuur die ouer 

kinders en N
oodle buitentoe om

 te gaan speel.

“Josh,” sê Afrika, terw
yl hy Josh se rolstoel na die veld toe 

stoot, “onthou jy die vorige keer toe ek hier w
as en jy die 

vlieërkom
petisie gew

en het?”

“Ja,” lag Josh. “Ek sal dit nooit vergeet nie.”

Kom
 ons vlieg!
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“M
aak g

o
u, N

eo
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ns het nie b
aie tyd

 nie!” sê 
H

o
p

e en sit haar sw
aar sak neer. H
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e en Jo
sh 

w
ag

 vir N
eo

. H
ulle is alm

al o
p

 p
ad

 p
ark to

e as 
d

eel van H
o

p
e se p

lan!
H

o
p

e het ’n p
lan b

eg
in b

eraam
 nad

at sy 
d

ie nuw
e b

o
ek g

elees het w
at haar m

a vir haar 
g

eko
o

p
 het. D

it g
aan o

o
r ’n m

eisie w
at d

ap
p

er 
haar d

o
rp

ie van ’n vreesaanjaend
e m

o
nster red

. 
H

op
e het die boek so baie geniet dat sy dit binne 

’n d
ag

 klaar g
elees het, en selfs d

aard
ie nag

 
van d

ie vreesaanjaend
e m

o
nster g

ed
ro

o
m

 het!
“E

k ho
o

p
 net jo

u p
lan g

aan p
ret w

ees. 
H

o
eko

m
 is jy so

 haastig
?” vra N

eo
 vir H

o
p

e to
e 

hy d
ie vo

o
rd

eur to
etrek. N

eo
 het sy g

unsteling
-

seero
w

erho
ed

 o
p

 en d
ra o

o
k ’n o

o
g

klap
.

“E
k w

eet net so
 m

in so
o

s jy, N
eo

. H
o

p
e het 

m
y net g

evra o
m

 m
y vlieër saam

 te b
ring

 p
ark 

to
e,” sê Jo

sh en b
ed

uie na sy vlieër.
“Vertro

u m
y, julle g

aan d
it g

eniet!” sê H
o

p
e 

terw
yl sy vo

o
r haar m

aats uitstap
. N

eo
 en Jo

sh 
vo

lg
 haar en p

ro
b

eer b
yb

ly.
To

e hulle b
y d

ie p
ark ko

m
, sien hulle d

ie 
b

urg
em

eester, m
et ’n g

ro
o

t skare m
ense o

m
 

ho
m

. “W
at g

aan aan?” vra Jo
sh vir ’n vro

u w
at 

d
aar nab

y staan. 
“W

el, d
ie b

urg
em

eester het d
ie afg

elo
p

e 
m

aand
e b

aie klag
tes o

ntvang
 o

m
d

at d
aar nie 

g
eno

eg
 skad

uw
ee in d

ie p
ark is nie,” sê sy. 

“D
aarom

 het hy baie nuw
e bom

e laat aanplant, en 
vand

ag
 is hy hier om

 d
it saam

 m
et alm

al te vier.”

“A
g

, nee! D
ie p

ark is te vo
l vir m

y p
lan o

m
 

te w
erk,” sê H

o
p

e teleurg
esteld

.
“W

atter p
lan?” vra N

eo
 en Jo

sh g
elyk en 

kyk na m
ekaar.

“O
ntho

u julle d
ie sto

rie w
at ek g

elees het 
van d

ie d
ap

p
er m

eisie w
at haar d

o
rp

 g
ered

 
het?” vra H

o
p

e. “W
el, ek het g

eho
o

p
 o

ns 
kan ’n vreesaanjaend

e m
o

nster m
aak, d

it aan 
Jo

sh se vlieër vasb
ind

 en d
it d

an o
o

r d
ie p

ark 
laat vlieg

. M
aar kyk no

u!” sê H
o

p
e, en w

ys 
na d

ie g
lim

lag
g

end
e m

ense w
at ro

nd
o

m
 d

ie 
b

urg
em

eester staan.
N

eo
 sien ho

e hartseer H
o

p
e is. “B

link p
lan, 

H
o

p
e!” sê hy. “K

o
m

 o
ns g

aan sit ag
ter d

aard
ie 

g
ro

o
t b

o
s. N

iem
and

 sal o
ns d

aar sien nie.” 
Jo

sh en H
ope knik instem

m
end en kies koers 

soontoe.
“Jo

sh, g
aan so

ek jy ’n p
aar sto

kkies. N
eo

, 
haal jo

u seero
w

erho
ed

 en o
o

g
klap

 af,” g
ee 

H
o

p
e instruksies terw

yl sy haar karateklere en ’n 
b

allo
n uit haar sak haal.

Jo
sh vind

 ’n p
aar d

un sto
kkies lang

s ’n 
vullisd

rom
. D

ie d
rie m

aats g
aan sit ag

ter d
ie b

os 
en gebruik die tou uit H

ope se sak om
 die stokkies 

in ’n kruisvo
rm

 aan m
ekaar vas te b

ind
 vir d

ie 
m

o
nster se lyf. To

e b
laas H

o
p

e d
ie b

allo
n o

p
 en 

b
ind

 d
it d

aaraan vas vir d
ie m

o
nster se ko

p
. 

H
ulle trek H

op
e se karateklere vir 

d
ie m

onster aan en sit vir ho
m

 N
eo

 se 
seero

w
erho

ed
 en o

o
g

klap
 o

p
. Jo

sh m
aak 

“Ja,” sê d
ie 

Visarend
, “ek 

w
eet w

ie jou kan 
help

. G
aan na 

w
aar d

ie rotse en 
d

ie see m
ekaar 

ontm
oet. Staan 

d
aar en roep

 d
ie 

reuseseeskilp
ad

.”
D

ie vrou b
ed

ank 
hom

 en stap
 af see 

toe. Sy roep
 net 

tw
ee keer na d

ie 
reuseseeskilp

ad
 en 

toe verskyn hy m
et ’n 

g
root g

ep
las uit d

ie w
ater.

“M
oenie b

ang
 w

ees nie,” sê Seeskilp
ad

. “H
ou 

aan m
y d

op
 vas. Ek sal jou na d

ie seem
ense toe vat 

w
at alles w

eet en alle stories ken.”
 A

f, af, af d
aal hulle in d

ie see af, reg
 na d

ie 
b

od
em

, reg
uit na d

ie koning
 enkoning

in van d
ie see.

“En w
ie is d

it?” vra d
ie koning

.
“D

it is ’n vrou van d
ie d

roë land
 b

o ons w
aters,” 

fluister d
ie koning

in.
“W

at w
il jy van ons hê, vrou van d

ie d
roë land

?” 
vra d

ie koning
in.

“Stories, u H
oog

heid
. H

et u enig
e stories w

at ek 
na m

y m
ense toe kan vat?”

“O
ns het,” sê d

ie koning
in. “M

aar w
at kan jy 

ons in ruil g
ee vir hierd

ie 
stories?”

“W
at w

il u g
raag

 
hê?” vra d

ie vrou.
D

ie koning
 en 

koning
in g

lim
lag

. 
“O

ns kan nie na julle 
d

roë land
 toe g

aan 
nie. O

ns w
il g

raag
 

sien hoe d
it lyk. 

B
ring

 vir ons iets 
om

 te w
ys w

atter 
soort d

iere en m
ense 

d
aar w

oon.”
“Ek sal,” sê d

ie 
vrou.

D
ie reuseseeskilp

ad
 neem

 haar terug
 na d

ie 
d

roë land
 en w

ag
 terw

yl sy huis toe hard
loop

 om
 vir 

haar m
an alles te vertel.

“O
,” sê hy op

g
ew

ond
e. “Ek het b

aie b
eeld

jies 
van d

iere, voëls en m
ense uitg

ekerf. Jy kan d
it alles 

saam
vat.”

G
ou is d

ie vrou terug
 op

 d
ie strand

 m
et ’n 

klom
p

 van d
ie b

eeld
jies. W

eer d
uik d

ie seeskilp
ad

 
af, af, af na d

ie seeb
od

em
.

Toe d
ie koning

 en koning
in d

ie b
eeld

jies sien, is 
hulle b

aie b
ly en g

ee vir haar ’n p
rag

tig
e skulp

.
“O

ns g
ee vir jou en jou m

ense d
ie g

eskenk van 
stories. W

anneer jy ’n storie w
il hoor, m

oet jy d
ie 

skulp
 teen jou oor hou en m

ooi luister,” sê hulle.
“M

aar onthou,” fluister d
ie koning

 in haar oor, 
“jou eerste storie b

eg
in m

et jou reis hierheen.”
Toe d

ie vrou uiteind
elik w

eer terug
 is op

 land
, 

w
ag

 haar m
an, haar kind

ers en al d
ie m

ense van 
d

ie d
orp

 vir haar. H
ulle 

het ’n 
g

ew
eld

ig
e g

root vuur 
g

em
aak w

at in d
ie 

d
onkerte knetter en 

kraak.“En nou,” roep
 

hulle na haar, “vertel 
vir ons ’n storie. 
Vertel vir ons ’n 
storie!”

D
ie vrou g

lim
lag

. 
Sy hou d

ie skulp
 

vas en sê: “Ja …
 

N
al’ib

ali …
 hier 

volg
 d

ie storie. 
Sssjjj. Luister nou 
m

ooi.”
En d

it is hoe d
ie 

eerste storie vertel is.
D

aarna het d
ie vrou d

ie skulp
 teen haar oor 

g
ehou en nog

 b
aie stories vertel. En as hierd

ie 
d

ie eerste storie is w
at jy g

ehoor het, onthou 
net, d

aar is nog
 

b
aie, b

aie stories. 
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E
lk

e 
d

ag
 w

an
ne

er
 d

ie
 a

g
tja

rig
e 

Si
sa

nd
a 

b
y 

d
ie

 
hu

is
 k

o
m

 n
a 

sk
o

o
l, 

tr
ek

 s
y 

ha
ar

 s
ko

o
lu

ni
fo

rm
 u

it,
 

ee
t 

ha
ar

 m
id

d
ag

et
e 

en
 s

p
ee

l u
m

la
b

al
ab

a 
sa

am
 

m
et

 h
aa

r 
o

up
a.

 H
ul

le
 h

et
 s

o
 b

ai
e 

p
re

t 
o

m
 h

ul
 

“k
o

ei
e”

 o
m

 d
ie

 b
o

rd
 t

e 
la

at
 v

lie
g

, d
at

 s
y 

ni
e 

w
il 

o
p

ho
u 

sp
ee

l n
ie

. M
aa

r 
d

an
 h

er
in

ne
r 

ha
ar

 
o

up
a 

ha
ar

 d
at

 s
y 

’n
 

b
an

kb
es

tu
ur

d
er

 w
il 

w
o

rd
 w

an
ne

er
 s

y 
ee

nd
ag

 g
ro

o
t 

is
.

“H
o

e 
sa

l j
y 

d
it 

d
o

en
 a

s 
jy

 n
ie

 
ho

ër
sk

o
o

l t
o

e 
g

aa
n 

ni
e?

” 
te

rg
 

ha
ar

 o
up

a.

Si
sa

nd
a 

la
g

 n
et

. “
E

k 
sa

l 
ho

ër
sk

o
o

l t
o

e 
g

aa
n,

 e
n 

un
iv

er
si

te
it 

to
e 

o
o

k.
 D

is
 

ho
ek

o
m

 e
k 

so
 h

ar
d

 w
er

k 
b

y 
d

ie
 s

ko
o

l!
”

Si
sa

nd
a 

is
 n

o
g

al
 la

nk
 v

ir 
ha

ar
 o

ud
er

d
o

m
 

−
 s

y 
aa

rd
 n

a 
ha

ar
 p

a.
 H

aa
r 

ro
nd

e 
g

es
ig

 e
n 

p
ra

g
tig

e 
g

lim
la

g
 k

ry
 s

y 
va

n 
ha

ar
 m

a.
 A

lb
ei

 h
aa

r 
o

ue
rs

 s
ta

an
 e

lk
e 

o
g

g
en

d
 v

ro
eg

 o
p

 o
m

 b
y 

d
ie

 
w

ild
re

se
rv

aa
t 

d
aa

r 
na

b
y 

te
 g

aa
n 

w
er

k.
 T

ee
n 

d
ie

 
ty

d
 d

at
 S

is
an

d
a 

en
 h

aa
r 

m
aa

ts
 in

 d
ie

 
sk

o
o

l i
s,

 
ko

m
 b

us
se

 v
o

l t
o

er
is

te
 a

l b
y 

d
ie

 re
se

rv
aa

t 
aa

n 
o

m
 

na
 A

fr
ik

a 
se

 m
o

o
is

te
 

d
ie

re
 t

e 
ko

m
 k

yk
.

Si
sa

nd
a 

se
 

vo
rig

e 
ve

rja
ar

d
ag

 
w

as
 b

ai
e 

sp
es

ia
al

 
– 

ha
ar

 o
ue

rs
 h

et
 

to
es

te
m

m
in

g
 

g
ek

ry
 o

m
 v

ir 
ha

ar
 

’n
 p

ar
ty

tji
e 

in
 d

ie
 

w
ild

er
es

er
va

at
 

te
 h

o
u.

 D
ie

 
ka

m
ee

lp
er

d
e 

in
 

d
ie

 re
se

rv
aa

t 
w

as
 

nu
us

ki
er

ig
 o

o
r 

hi
er

d
ie

 g
ro

ep
 m

en
se

. H
ul

le
 h

et
 

hu
l l

an
g

 n
ek

ke
 u

itg
es

tr
ek

 o
m

 d
ie

 p
ar

ty
tji

e 
b

et
er

 
te

 k
an

 s
ie

n,
 e

n 
d

it 
he

t 
se

lfs
 g

el
yk

 a
so

f h
ul

le
 v

an
 

d
ie

 v
er

ja
ar

d
ag

ko
ek

 w
il 

hê
! 

Si
sa

nd
a 

ho
u 

b
ai

e 
va

n 
d

ie
 k

am
ee

lp
er

d
e.

 A
l d

ie
 d

ie
re

 is
 v

ir 
ha

ar
 

sp
es

ia
al

, m
aa

r 
d

it 
is

 d
ie

 s
til

 e
n 

sa
g

m
o

ed
ig

e 
ka

m
ee

lp
er

d
e 

w
at

 h
aa

r 
ha

rt
 g

es
te

el
 h

et
. S

y 
so

u 
d

ie
 h

el
e 

d
ag

 la
nk

 n
a 

hu
lle

 k
o

n 
ky

k.

E
en

 V
ry

d
ag

 h
et

 S
is

an
d

a 
se

 p
a 

vr
o

eg
 h

ui
s 

to
e 

g
ek

o
m

 n
a 

w
er

k.
 H

y 
he

t 
b

ai
e 

o
nt

st
el

d
 g

el
yk

.

“W
at

’s 
fo

ut
, B

ab
a?

” 
vr

a 
Si

sa
nd

a.

“V
an

d
ag

 h
et

 ’n
 

sw
er

m
 b

ye
 ’n

 m
am

m
a-

ka
m

ee
lp

er
d

 
g

es
te

ek
,”

 
ve

rd
ui

d
el

ik
 S

is
an

d
a 

se
 p

a.
 “

H
aa

r 
ko

p
 

w
as

 s
o

 g
es

w
el

 
va

n 
al

 d
ie

 b
ys

te
ke

 
d

at
 h

aa
r 

p
ra

g
tig

e 
o

ë 
to

e 
w

as
. O

ns
 

he
t 

al
le

s 
p

ro
b

ee
r 

o
m

 h
aa

r 
te

 h
el

p
, m

aa
r 

d
it 

w
as

 t
ev

er
g

ee
fs

 –
 s

y 
is

 
d

o
o

d
. E

n 
d

ie
 h

ar
ts

ee
rs

te
 v

an
 a

lle
s 

is
 d

at
 s

y 
’n

 
jo

ng
 k

al
fie

 h
et

 w
at

 h
aa

r 
no

g
 n

o
d

ig
 h

et
.”

“O
, n

ee
!”

 s
ê 

Si
sa

nd
a 

en
 b

eg
in

 h
ui

l. 
“E

k 
w

en
s 

d
aa

r 
is

 ie
ts

 w
at

 e
k 

ka
n 

d
o

en
. D

ie
 

ka
m

ee
lp

er
d

ka
lfi

e 
hu

il 
se

ke
r 

ne
s 

ek
.”

Si
sa

nd
a 

hu
il 

en
 h

ui
l. 

H
aa

r 
m

a 
p

ro
b

ee
r 

ha
ar

 
tr

o
o

s.
 S

y 
le

es
 s

el
fs

 v
ir 

Si
sa

nd
a 

m
et

 s
la

ap
ty

d
 

’n
 e

ks
tr

a 
st

o
rie

 o
m

 h
aa

r 
te

 h
el

p
 v

er
g

ee
t 

ho
e 

ja
m

m
er

 s
y 

vi
r 

d
ie

 k
am

ee
lp

er
d

ka
lfi

e 
vo

el
. 

U
ite

in
d

el
ik

 w
o

rd
 S

is
an

d
a 

aa
n 

d
ie

 s
la

ap
 g

es
us

 
d

eu
r 

d
ie

 k
la

nk
 v

an
 h

aa
r 

m
am

m
a 

se
 s

te
m

.
D

ie
 v

o
lg

en
d

e 
o

g
g

en
d

 w
o

rd
 S

is
an

d
a 

m
et

 ’n
 

b
lin

k 
p

la
n 

w
ak

ke
r!

“K
an

 e
k 

va
nd

ag
 s

aa
m

 m
et

 ju
lle

 w
er

k 
to

e 

St
or

ie
 d

eu
r G

ci
na

 M
hl

op
he

Ill
us

tra
si

es
 d

eu
r J

ig
gs

 S
na

dd
on

-W
oo

d

Si
sa

nd
a 

se
 g

es
ke

nk
b

eï
nd

ru
k.

 “
W

at
’s 

jo
u 

na
am

?”
“E

k’
s 

A
sa

nd
a,

” 
sê

 s
y.

“E
k’

s 
A

fr
ik

a.
 H

o
e 

he
t 

jy
 g

el
ee

r 
o

m
 d

it 
te

 
d

o
en

?”
 v

ra
 A

fr
ik

a.
“E

k 
he

t 
ee

rs
 p

ro
b

ee
r 

o
m

 m
et

 b
o

ek
e 

o
p

 m
y 

ko
p

 ro
nd

 t
e 

lo
o

p
,”

 s
ê 

sy
. “

Jy
 m

o
et

 jo
u 

ko
p

 s
til

 
ho

u 
w

an
ne

er
 jy

 lo
o

p
.”

 S
y 

si
t 

d
ie

 k
o

el
d

ra
nk

b
o

tt
el

 
w

ee
r 

o
p

 A
fr

ik
a 

se
 k

o
p

. “
St

ap
 n

o
u 

st
ad

ig
, m

et
 jo

u 
ne

us
 in

 d
ie

 lu
g

, s
o

o
s 

’n
 p

rin
s.

”
A

fr
ik

a 
st

ap
 b

ai
e 

st
ad

ig
 o

m
 A

sa
nd

a,
 e

n 
ho

u 
sy

 
ko

p
 s

til
, m

et
 s

y 
ne

us
 in

 d
ie

 lu
g

. E
n 

d
ie

 b
o

tt
el

 b
ly

 
o

p
 s

y 
ko

p
!

“K
yk

, M
a!

 K
yk

 n
a 

m
y 

…
” 

sê
 A

fr
ik

a,
 m

aa
r 

hy
 

ka
n 

ni
e 

sy
 m

a 
si

en
 n

ie
! 

Ie
m

an
d

 s
ta

m
p

 t
ee

n 
A

fr
ik

a 
en

 d
ie

 k
o

el
d

ra
nk

b
o

tt
el

 v
al

 v
an

 s
y 

ko
p

 a
f. 

M
aa

r 
hy

 
he

t 
va

n 
d

ie
 b

o
tt

el
 v

er
g

ee
t 

– 
hy

 w
il 

w
ee

t 
w

aa
r 

sy
 

m
a 

is
!

“M
am

m
a,

 w
aa

r’s
 jy

?”
 ro

ep
 h

y.
 D

aa
r’s

 g
ee

n 
an

tw
o

o
rd

 n
ie

. “
M

am
m

a!
” 

ro
ep

 h
y 

ef
fe

ns
 h

ar
d

er
. 

N
o

g
 s

te
ed

s 
g

ee
n 

an
tw

o
o

rd
 n

ie
.

“M
y 

m
a 

he
t a

fg
ed

w
aa

l!”
 s

ê 
A

fr
ik

a 
vi

r A
sa

nd
a.

 
“O

ns
 w

as
 o

p
 p

ad
 n

a 
d

ie
 b

o
ek

st
al

le
tji

e 
o

p
 d

ie
 

ho
ek

, m
aa

r 
no

u 
is

 s
y 

w
eg

!”
“E

k 
is

 o
ok

 o
p

 p
ad

 n
a 

d
ie

 b
oe

ks
ta

lle
tji

e 
to

e!
 

Ek
 g

aa
n 

’n
 s

to
rie

b
oe

k 
ko

op
 m

et
 d

ie
 g

el
d

 w
at

 e
k 

g
es

p
aa

r h
et

. D
al

k 
is

 jo
u 

m
a 

b
y 

d
ie

 b
oe

ks
ta

lle
tji

e.
 

K
om

 o
ns

 g
aa

n 
so

ek
 h

aa
r!

” 
st

el
 A

sa
nd

a 
vo

or
.

Sa
am

 s
ta

p
 A

sa
nd

a 
en

 A
fr

ik
a 

d
eu

r d
ie

 s
ka

re
 

m
en

se
. S

ki
el

ik
 h

oo
r A

fr
ik

a 
sy

 n
aa

m
! 

“A
fr

ik
a!

 A
fr

ik
a!

 
W

aa
r i

s 
jy

?”
“D

is
 m

y 
m

a 
se

 s
te

m
,”

 s
ê 

A
fr

ik
a.

 “
Si

es
to

g
, 

sy
’t 

ve
rd

w
aa

l!
 E

k 
ka

n 
ho

o
r 

sy
’s 

o
nt

st
el

d
. D

it 

kl
in

k 
o

f s
y 

na
b

y 
d

ie
 b

o
ek

st
al

le
tji

e 
is

. K
o

m
 o

ns
 

ha
rd

lo
o

p
, A

sa
nd

a!
”

D
ie

 t
w

ee
 k

in
d

er
s 

ha
rd

lo
o

p
 s

aa
m

 t
o

t 
b

y 
d

ie
 

bo
ek

st
al

le
tji

e,
 e

n 
da

ar
, r

eg
 v

oo
r d

ie
 s

ta
lle

tji
e,

 s
ta

an
 

M
m

e 
w

a 
A

fri
ka

 e
n 

D
in

tle
. M

am
m

a 
m

aa
k 

ha
ar

 a
rm

s 
o

o
p

 e
n 

A
fr

ik
a 

ha
rd

lo
o

p
 re

g
ui

t 
in

 h
aa

r 
ar

m
s 

in
.

“H
al

lo
, M

am
m

a,
 is

 a
ls

 re
g

?”
 v

ra
 A

fr
ik

a.
 

“J
y 

ho
ef

 n
ie

 m
ee

r 
b

ek
o

m
m

er
d

 t
e 

w
ee

s 
ni

e,
 

o
ns

 h
et

 jo
u 

en
 D

in
tle

 n
o

u 
g

ek
ry

. J
ul

le
 is

 n
ie

 m
ee

r 
ve

rd
w

aa
l n

ie
.”

D
in

tle
 is

 b
ai

e 
b

ly
 o

m
 h

aa
r 

o
ub

o
et

 t
e 

si
en

. 
A

fr
ik

a 
b

uk
 a

f e
n 

g
ee

 h
aa

r 
’n

 d
ru

kk
ie

.
“M

am
m

a,
 d

it 
is

 A
sa

nd
a,

 m
y 

nu
w

e 
m

aa
t,

” 
sê

 A
fr

ik
a.

 “
Sy

 h
et

 m
y 

g
el

ee
r 

ho
e 

o
m

 ’n
 

ko
el

d
ra

nk
b

o
tt

el
 o

p
 m

y 
ko

p
 t

e 
b

al
an

se
er

. S
y 

w
il 

’n
 

b
o

ek
 k

o
o

p
.”

“H
al

lo
, A

sa
nd

a,
 g

aa
f 

o
m

 jo
u 

te
 o

nt
m

o
et

,”
 s

ê 
M

m
e 

w
a 

A
fr

ik
a 

m
et

 ’n
 g

lim
la

g
. 

“K
o

m
 o

ns
 

ky
k 

d
eu

r 
d

ie
 

b
o

ek
e 

en
 k

yk
 

w
at

 o
ns

 k
an

 
kr

y!
 A

fr
ik

a,
 

o
nt

ho
u 

jy
 w

o
u 

m
o

s 
g

el
ee

r 
he

t 
ho

e 
o

m
 

’n
 v

o
ël

ho
k 

te
 b

o
u.

” 
H

ul
le

 k
yk

 n
a 

d
ie

 b
o

ek
e 

en
 M

am
m

a 
vi

nd
 e

en
 

w
at

 w
ys

 h
o

e 
o

m
 v

er
sk

ill
en

d
e 

g
o

ed
 

ui
t 

ho
ut

 t
e 

m
aa

k.
“K

an
 e

k 
d

it 
as

se
b

lie
f k

ry
?”

 v
ra

 A
fr

ik
a 

vi
r s

y 
m

a.
“J

a,
 a

s 
jy

 d
it 

g
ra

ag
 w

il 
hê

,”
 s

ê 
M

am
m

a.
To

e 
is

 d
it 

ty
d

 o
m

 t
e 

g
aa

n.
 “

K
yk

, A
sa

nd
a!

 E
k 

g
aa

n 
m

y 
b

o
ek

 o
p

 m
y 

ko
p

 h
ui

s 
to

e 
d

ra
!”

 s
ê 

A
fr

ik
a,

 
en

 b
al

an
se

er
 s

y 
nu

w
e 

b
o

ek
 o

p
 s

y 
ko

p
.

“O
nt

ho
u 

o
m

 m
et

 jo
u 

ne
us

 in
 d

ie
 lu

g
 t

e 
lo

o
p

, 
so

o
s 

’n
 p

rin
s!

” 
la

g
 A

sa
nd

a.
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g
aan?” vra sy haar p

a. “E
k het ’n g

eskenk vir d
ie 

kam
eelp

erd
kalfie.”

H
aar o

uers kyk na m
ekaar, g

lim
lag

 en sê: 
“Ja, natuurlik kan jy saam

 m
et o

ns ko
m

.”

D
it is ’n w

arm
, m

aar b
ew

o
lkte d

ag
. A

lles in 
d

ie reservaat lyk b
uiteng

ew
o

o
n stil.

“E
k d

ink d
ie so

n skyn vand
ag

 nie o
m

d
at d

it 
o

o
k hartseer is o

o
r d

ie kam
eelp

erd
-kalfie,” sê 

Sisand
a.

’n R
euse o

lifant staar na d
ie g

esin w
at 

verb
ystap

.

“D
alk w

o
nd

er d
aard

ie o
lifant w

aaro
m

 ’n 
d

o
g

tertjie saam
 m

et haar o
uers b

y d
ie w

erk is,” 
sê Sisand

a se m
am

m
a.

Sisand
a knik. “H

y g
aan ’n verrassing

 kry 
w

anneer hy uitvind
,” d

ink sy.

H
ulle vind

 d
ie kam

eelp
erd

kalfie w
aar hy 

alleen staan. Sy lang
 nek hang

 en sy g
ro

o
t b

ruin 
o

ë lyk d
o

f. Sisand
a g

aan staan so
 nab

y aan ho
m

 
as w

at sy kan. Sy m
aak haar sakkie o

o
p

 en haal ’n 
b

o
ek uit. To

e, to
t haar o

uers se verb
asing

, b
eg

in 
sy vir d

ie kalfie lees. H
y d

raai sy ko
p

 na haar 
stem

 to
e en luister aso

f hy elke w
o

o
rd

 verstaan. 
E

ers d
ink Sisand

a se o
uers d

is vreem
d

 o
m

 vir ’n 
kam

eelp
erd

 te lees, m
aar hulle verand

er g
o

u van 
g

ed
ag

te to
e hulle sien ho

e rustig
 d

ie kalfie lyk −
 

sy sag
te o

ë kyk na Sisand
a.

“M
y sto

rie het ho
m

 b
eter  

laat vo
el,” vertel Sisand

a vir haar o
up

a to
e sy b

y 
d

ie huis ko
m

.
D

ie m
eeste m

iddae, en oor naw
eke, gaan kuier 

Sisanda vir die kam
eelperdjie. En elke keer w

anneer 

sy gaan, neem
 sy nog ’n storie saam

 om
 vir hom

 te 
lees. D

ie tw
ee nuw

e vriende lyk so goed saam
 dat 

selfs toeriste w
at verbystap foto’s van hulle neem

.
Stadigaan w

ord die kam
eelperdjie sterker. 

M
ense by die w

ildreservaat sorg regtig goed vir 
hom

 en al die liefde van sy nuw
e m

aat, Sisanda, 
doen w

ondere.
O

p ’n dag vra die bestuurder van die reservaat 
vir Sisanda om

 vir haar nuw
e m

aat ’n naam
 te gee.

“Ek dink Thokozani is ’n goeie naam
,” sê 

Sisanda.
D

ie volgende dag bel die bestuurder van die 
reservaat Sisanda se onderw

yser. H
y nooi al Sisanda 

se klasm
aats om

 vir Thokozani te kom
 ontm

oet. D
ie 

m
ooi kam

eelperdjie het in die drie m
aande vandat 

Sisanda die eerste keer vir hom
 kom

 kuier het, 
langer en sterker gew

ord.
D

ie dag van die uitstappie w
ag veertig G

raad
 

3-kinders gretig vir die reservaat se hekke om
 oop

  
te m

aak. Toe lei ’n baie trotse Sisanda alm
al 

na Thokozani. Som
m

ige van die kinders staar 
verstom

 na die lang kam
eelperd. A

nder giggel 
senuw

eeagtig. H
ulle onderw

yser, juffrou Khanyile, 
glim

lag net.
“Jou vriend is pragtig, Sisanda. Jy is so goed vir 

hom
,” sê sy kalm

.
“W

at is sy naam
?” vra een van die seuns.

“Thokozani,” antw
oord Sisanda.

“Thokozani beteken ‘verheug’,” verduidelik 
juffrou Khanyile.

D
ie kinders gaan sit en luister terw

yl Sisanda 
die storie lees w

at sy die eerste keer vir Thokozani 
gelees het. D

ie bestuurder van 
die reservaat neem

 foto’s. 
Som

m
ige toeriste 

w
at verbystap

 
neem

 ook 
foto’s. Selfs ’n 
fotograaf van 
’n plaaslike 
koerant neem

 
foto’s. H

y 
below

e dat ’n 
foto van hulle 
binnekort in 
die koerant sal 
verskyn. A

lm
al 

juig.D
is darem

 ’n 
goeie geskenk! Lees om

 ’n vriend gesond te m
aak.

D
e

e
l va

n
d

a
g

 'n sto
rie

!
 

Storie deur A
nn W

alton
Illustrasies deur Rico
Vertaal deur A

nita van Zyl

W
aar is jy?

“O
ns g

aan w
inkels toe! O

ns g
aan w

inkels toe!” 
A

frika sp
ring

 o
p

 en af vo
o

r D
intle. Sy m

am
m

a, 
M

m
e w

a A
frika, g

lim
lag

 vir ho
m

 en D
intle klap

 
haar hand

jies.
“Ja,” sê M

m
e w

a A
frika, “trek g

o
u jo

u sko
ene 

aan. O
ns m

o
et g

o
u m

aak. O
ns m

o
et no

g
 to

t b
y 

d
ie b

ushalte stap
.”

B
y d

ie b
ushalte is d

aar b
aie m

ense w
at vir d

ie 
b

us w
ag

. E
n to

e hulle alm
al in d

ie b
us is, sit hulle 

styf teen m
ekaar vasg

ed
ruk. M

m
e w

a A
frika tel vir 

D
intle o

p
 haar sko

o
t. To

e g
aan sit ’n vro

u lang
s 

haar. A
frika sit aan d

ie and
er kant van sy m

a, reg
 

teen d
ie venster vasg

ed
ruk. M

aar hy g
ee g

lad
 nie 

o
m

 nie, w
ant d

it b
eteken hy kan b

y d
ie venster 

uitkyk.

U
iteind

elik ro
ep

 d
ie b

usb
estuurd

er: 
“Laaste halte!”

“Kom
aan, A

frika. D
is w

aar ons afklim
,” sê sy m

a.
To

e hulle al d
rie van d

ie b
us af is, m

aak 
M

m
e w

a A
frika vir D

intle o
p

 haar rug
 vas. “B

ly 
nab

y m
y,” sê sy vir A

frika. “H
ierd

ie m
ark is ’n b

aie 
b

esig
e p

lek.”
D

is om
trent b

esig
. D

aar is m
ense w

at sakke 
d

ra en tro
llies vo

l inko
p

ies sto
o

t. D
aar is o

o
k ’n 

vro
u w

at haar inko
p

ies o
p

 haar ko
p

 b
alanseer.

“K
an jy d

it d
o

en, M
am

m
a?” vra A

frika vir 
sy m

a.
“W

at d
o

en?” vra M
m

e w
a A

frika.
“G

o
ed

 o
p

 jo
u ko

p
 ro

nd
d

ra, so
o

s d
aard

ie 
vro

u,” sê A
frika.

“N
atuurlik kan ek. D

is m
aklik,” sê sy m

a.
A

frika kyk ho
e d

ie vro
u w

eg
stap

 to
t sy in 

d
ie skare m

ense tussen d
ie stalletjies van d

ie 
m

ark verd
w

yn.
“E

k’s seker ek kan o
o

k g
o

ed
 o

p
 m

y ko
p

 
d

ra!” sê A
frika vir ho

m
self. H

y sien ’n leë 
p

lastiekko
eld

rankb
o

ttel o
p

 d
ie g

ro
nd

. H
y tel d

it 
o

p
 en sit d

it o
p

 sy ko
p

, m
aar hy m

o
et d

it vasho
u, 

w
ant d

it b
ly afval.

“E
ish!” sê ’n m

eisie 
reg

 lang
s ho

m
. “E

k sal jo
u 

w
ys ho

e o
m

 d
it te 

d
o

en!” Sy vat d
ie 

ko
eld

rankb
o

ttel, 
sit d

it o
p

 haar 
ko

p
, en m

et 
haar neus in d

ie 
lug

, stap
 sy o

m
 

A
frika so

o
s ’n 

tro
tse p

rinses.
“Jo

e!” sê 
A

frika, b
aie 
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N
eo

 k
yk

 b
y 

sy
 k

am
er

ve
ns

te
r 

ui
t 

na
 d

ie
 g

ry
s 

lu
g

 
en

 d
ie

 g
ry

s 
st

ra
at

 m
et

 a
l d

ie
 n

at
, g

ry
s 

m
en

se
 

w
at

 d
eu

r 
d

ie
 g

ry
s,

 g
ie

te
nd

e 
re

ën
 s

ka
rr

el
. H

y 
ka

n 
ni

e 
b

ui
te

nt
o

e 
g

aa
n 

ni
e,

 e
n 

hy
 h

et
 re

ed
s 

al
 

sy
 b

o
ek

e 
vi

r 
M

b
al

i g
el

ee
s.

N
et

 t
o

e 
ko

m
 G

o
g

o
 in

, m
et

 h
aa

r 
ha

re
 w

at
 

in
 a

lle
 r

ig
tin

g
s 

st
aa

n 
va

n 
d

ie
 w

in
d

 b
ui

te
. S

y 
ho

u 
ie

ts
 v

as
. N

eo
 k

an
 s

ie
n 

d
it 

is
 p

la
tt

er
ig

, e
n 

vi
er

ka
nt

er
ig

, e
n 

b
ai

e 
kl

eu
rv

o
l .

.. 
en

 d
it 

ka
n 

o
o

p
m

aa
k 

– 
ne

t 
so

o
s 

’n
 s

ka
tk

is
!

“D
it 

w
as

 m
y 

g
un

st
el

in
g

b
o

ek
 t

o
e 

ek
 s

o
 o

ud
 

so
o

s 
jy

 w
as

,”
 s

ê 
G

o
g

o
 v

ir 
N

eo
. “

D
it 

w
as

 m
y 

d
eu

r 
na

 d
ie

 g
ro

te
, w

ye
 w

êr
el

d
.”

To
e 

m
aa

k 
sy

 d
ie

 b
o

ek
 o

o
p

.
O

p
 d

ie
 e

er
st

e 
b

la
d

sy
 is

 d
aa

r 
’n

 p
re

nt
 v

an
 

’n
 b

et
o

w
er

d
e 

p
le

k,
 v

er
 w

eg
 v

an
 d

ie
 g

ry
s,

 g
ry

s 
d

ag
. D

ie
 v

el
d

 is
 g

ro
en

 e
n 

g
o

ud
 e

n 
b

ru
in

, m
et

 
’n

 g
ro

o
t,

 w
ye

 b
lo

u 
he

m
el

 b
o

, e
n 

’n
 w

ar
m

, g
ee

l 
so

n 
w

at
 n

ee
r 

b
ak

.
“S

jo
e!

 Is
 d

it 
w

er
kl

ik
?”

 v
ra

 N
eo

.
G

o
g

o
 g

lim
la

g
. “

W
ee

t 
jy

 d
an

 n
ie

? 
A

lle
 

st
o

rie
s 

is
 w

er
kl

ik
, a

s 
jy

 in
 h

ul
le

 g
lo

,”
 s

ê 
sy

. T
o

e 
w

ys
 s

y 
na

 d
ie

 p
le

k 
o

p
 d

ie
 b

la
d

sy
 w

aa
r 

’n
 k

le
in

 
se

un
tji

e,
 o

m
tr

en
t 

so
 g

ro
o

t 
so

o
s 

N
eo

, d
eu

r 
d

ie
 

ve
ld

 s
ta

p
.

Te
rw

yl
 G

o
g

o
 le

es
, m

aa
k 

N
eo

 s
y 

o
ë 

to
e 

en
 h

y 
g

lip
 

w
eg

, o
o

r 
d

ie
 h

eu
w

el
s 

...
 o

o
r 

d
ie

 w
ye

, b
ru

in
 a

ar
d

e 
…

 n
a 

d
ie

 g
ro

te
, w

ye
 w

êr
el

d
.

H
y 

ho
o

r 
d

ie
 g

el
ui

d
e 

va
n 

d
ie

 v
el

d
.

“K
o

m
 u

it!
 K

o
m

 u
it!

” 
si

ng
 ’n

 k
le

in
 v

o
ël

tji
e.

“D
is

 ’n
 p

ra
g

tig
e 

d
ag

!”
 

su
is

 d
ie

 s
o

nb
es

ie
s.

“M
o

en
ie

 n
eu

l n
ie

, k
o

m
 

sp
ee

l,”
 fl

ui
st

er
 d

ie
 w

in
d

 in
 d

ie
 la

ng
 g

ra
s.

N
eo

 o
nt

ho
u 

d
ie

 g
ry

s,
 g

ie
te

nd
e 

re
ën

, e
n 

hy
 

w
o

nd
er

 o
f h

y 
hi

er
 b

ui
te

 b
eh

o
o

rt
 t

e 
w

ee
s.

 M
aa

r 

in
 ’n

 s
to

rie
 k

an
 jy

 e
ni

g
ie

ts
 d

o
en

. H
ie

r r
eë

n 
d

it 
ni

e.
 E

n 
N

eo
 h

ar
d

lo
o

p
 v

el
d

 t
o

e.
D

ie
 e

er
st

e 
d

in
g

 w
at

 h
y 

si
en

, i
s 

ho
o

g
 e

n 
b

ru
in

 m
et

 ’n
 s

te
rk

 h
o

ut
ly

f. 
D

it 
he

t 
la

ng
, b

ru
in

 
ar

m
s 

w
at

 o
p

re
ik

 t
o

t 
in

 d
ie

 lu
g

, e
n 

’n
 g

ro
o

t,
 

ta
kk

er
ig

e 
ko

p
 m

et
 b

la
ar

g
ro

en
 h

ar
e 

w
at

 in
 d

ie
 

w
ar

m
 b

rie
s 

w
ie

g
.

“H
al

lo
,”

 s
ê 

N
eo

, s
y 

o
ë 

w
aw

yd
 o

o
p

. “
W

at
  

is
 jy

?” “E
k 

is
 ’n

 b
oo

m
. E

k 
ka

n 
oo

r d
ie

 g
ro

ot
, g

ou
e 

vl
ak

te
s 

si
en

. K
lim

 o
p

 e
n 

ko
m

 k
yk

 s
aa

m
 m

et
 m

y.
” 

D
ie

 b
oo

m
 re

ik
 u

it 
na

 h
om

 e
n 

N
eo

 k
lim

 o
p

.
Va

n 
b

o
 u

it 
d

ie
 t

ak
ke

 k
an

 N
eo

 t
o

t 
aa

n 
d

ie
 

ei
nd

e 
va

n 
d

ie
 w

êr
el

d
 s

ie
n.

 E
n 

d
aa

r 
is

 s
o

 b
ai

e 
êr

en
s 

d
aa

r 
b

ui
te

 d
at

 d
it 

ho
m

 a
m

p
er

 b
an

g
 

m
aa

k 
o

m
 d

aa
ra

an
 t

e 
d

in
k.

M
aa

r 
d

ie
 b

o
o

m
 h

o
u 

ho
m

 s
ty

f v
as

 e
n 

flu
is

te
r:

 “
G

aa
n 

ve
rk

en
. M

o
en

ie
 b

an
g

 w
ee

s 
ni

e.
 

D
aa

r’s
 ’n

 w
o

nd
er

lik
e,

 g
ro

te
, w

ye
 w

êr
el

d
 d

aa
r 

b
ui

te
.”

N
eo

 k
lim

 a
f e

n 
b

eg
in

 d
eu

r 
d

ie
 v

el
d

 s
ta

p
.

G
o

u 
ko

m
 h

y 
o

p
 ’n

 h
ar

d
e 

sa
nd

he
uw

el
tji

e 
af

, 
m

et
 k

le
in

 g
aa

tji
es

 d
aa

rin
, s

o
o

s 
kl

ei
n 

d
eu

rt
jie

s.
 

H
y 

ka
n 

’n
 m

ilj
o

en
 b

es
ig

e 
st

em
m

e 
b

in
ne

-in
 

ho
o

r, 
en

 d
ie

 g
et

rip
p

el
 v

an
 s

es
 m

ilj
o

en
 k

le
in

 
vo

et
jie

s 
w

at
 ro

nd
ha

rd
lo

o
p

.

St
or

ie
 d

eu
r V

ia
nn

e 
Ve

nt
er

Ill
us

tra
si

es
 d

eu
r R

ic
o

Ve
rta

lin
g 

de
ur

 A
ni

ta
 v

an
 Z

yl

N
eo

 e
n 

di
e 

gr
ot

e,
 w

ye
 w

êr
el

d 
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d
ie

 v
el

d
 v

ir 
d

ie
 t

w
ee

d
e 

he
lft

e.
 D

ie
 w

ed
st

ry
d

 
ve

rlo
o

p
 s

o
o

s 
in

 d
ie

 e
er

st
e 

he
lft

e 
…

 t
o

t 
d

aa
r 

ne
t 

ee
n 

m
in

uu
t 

o
o

rb
ly

!
N

eo
 h

et
 d

ie
 b

al
. H

y 
ky

k 
ro

nd
 o

m
 t

e 
si

en
 

o
f e

ni
g

ie
m

an
d

 v
an

 d
ie

 D
ia

m
o

nd
-s

p
an

 n
ab

y 
ho

m
 is

. N
ee

, h
y’

s 
al

le
en

. H
y 

ha
rd

lo
o

p
 v

o
re

nt
o

e 
en

 d
rib

b
el

 
d

ie
 b

al
. S

ki
el

ik
 v

er
sk

yn
 e

en
 

va
n 

d
ie

 D
ia

m
o

nd
-s

p
el

er
s.

 
N

eo
 k

yk
 h

o
m

 re
g

 
in

 d
ie

 o
ë 

te
rw

yl
 h

y 
d

ie
 b

al
 t

us
se

n 
d

ie
 

an
d

er
 s

p
el

er
 s

e 
b

en
e 

d
eu

r 
sk

o
p

. 
D

ie
 t

o
es

ko
ue

rs
 

g
il 

va
n 

o
p

g
ew

o
nd

en
he

id
.

N
o

g
 e

en
 v

an
 d

ie
 D

ia
m

o
nd

-s
p

el
er

s 
p

ro
b

ee
r 

vi
r 

N
eo

 k
ee

r. 
N

eo
 g

ee
 v

in
ni

g
 d

ie
 b

al
 n

a 
Pr

iy
a 

to
e 

ui
t.

A
lm

al
 h

o
u 

as
em

 o
p

 t
o

e 
Pr

iy
a 

d
ie

 b
al

 k
ry

 e
n 

d
it 

ha
rd

 s
ko

p
. L

A
D

U
M

A
! 

D
ie

 d
o

el
w

ag
te

r 
va

n 
d

ie
 D

ia
m

o
nd

-s
p

an
 h

et
 n

ie
 e

en
s 

d
ie

 b
al

 s
ie

n 
ko

m
 n

ie
! 

Pr
iy

a 
he

t 
’n

 d
o

el
 g

es
ko

p
.

E
n 

ni
e 

’n
 o

o
m

b
lik

 t
e 

g
o

u 
ni

e.
 N

et
 t

o
e 

sy
 o

m
d

ra
ai

 o
m

 d
ie

 d
o

el
 t

e 
vi

er
, b

la
as

 d
ie

 
sk

ei
d

sr
eg

te
r 

d
ie

 e
in

d
flu

itj
ie

! 
M

aq
ha

w
e 

he
t 

d
ie

 
w

ed
st

ry
d

 g
ew

en
!

N
eo

 is
 s

o
 b

ly
 d

at
 h

y 
na

 P
riy

a 
to

e 
ha

rd
lo

o
p

 
en

 h
aa

r 
o

p
te

l!

Sa
am

 h
ar

d
lo

o
p

 h
ul

le
 n

a 
hu

l s
p

an
m

aa
ts

 e
n 

d
ie

 a
fr

ig
te

r 
la

ng
s 

d
ie

 v
el

d
, e

n 
to

e 
d

ab
 a

lm
al

. 
Pr

iy
a 

en
 N

eo
 h

ar
d

lo
o

p
 n

a 
N

eo
 s

e 
p

a 
to

e.
 R

ah
ul

 
b

la
as

 h
ar

d
 o

p
 s

y 
vu

vu
ze

la
.

“D
it 

w
as

 ’n
 v

er
to

ni
ng

 w
at

 ro
o

m
ys

 v
er

d
ie

n,
 

Pr
iy

a 
en

 N
eo

,”
 s

ê 
N

eo
 s

e 
p

a.
 “

Sa
l o

ns
 t

w
ee

 
he

ld
e 

d
aa

rv
an

 h
o

u?
”

“J
a!

 O
ns

 h
o

u 
va

n 
ro

o
m

ys
,”

 a
nt

w
o

o
rd

 M
b

al
i 

na
m

en
s 

hu
lle

. A
lm

al
 la

g
.

N
eo

 t
el

 v
ir 

M
b

al
i o

p
 e

n 
d

ra
 h

aa
r 

to
e 

hu
lle

 
g

aa
n 

ro
o

m
ys

 k
o

o
p

. H
y 

he
t 

d
al

k 
ni

e 
d

ie
 t

w
ee

 
d

o
el

e 
g

es
ko

p
 w

at
 h

y 
w

o
u 

ni
e,

 m
aa

r 
hy

 h
et

 s
y 

b
es

te
 m

aa
t 

g
eh

el
p

 o
m

 d
ie

 w
en

d
o

el
 t

e 
sk

o
p

! 
E

n 
Pr

iy
a?

 S
y 

is
 g

el
uk

ki
g

, w
an

t 
d

it 
is

 h
aa

r 
he

el
 

ee
rs

te
 d

o
el

 v
ir 

M
aq

ha
w

e.
 D

ie
 g

el
ui

d
 v

an
 R

ah
ul

 
se

 v
uv

uz
el

a 
is

 s
o

o
s 

p
ra

g
tig

e 
m

us
ie

k 
w

at
 n

et
 v

ir 
ha

ar
 g

es
p

ee
l w

o
rd

.
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“H
allo

! W
ie is julle?” ro

ep
 N

eo
 b

y een van 
d

ie d
eurtjies.

“H
allo

!” antw
o

o
rd

 ’n klein stem
m

etjie. 
“O

ns is m
iere. O

ns vertel d
ie sto

ries van d
ie 

w
êreld

 hier b
inne. W

il jy o
o

k ho
o

r?”
N

eo
 is d

o
l o

o
r sto

ries en hy g
aan sit o

m
 

te luister. D
ie m

iere vertel hulle sto
ries van d

ie 
veld

 en d
ie b

o
s, en d

ie b
erg

e, en d
ie sted

e 
d

o
er ver.
“So

 b
aie sto

ries?” vra N
eo

.
“D

aar is net so
veel sto

ries as w
at d

aar 
sterre aan d

ie hem
el is,” antw

o
o

rd
 d

ie m
iere.

N
eo

 w
uif to

t siens en stap
 verd

er d
eur  

d
ie veld

.
U

iteind
elik ko

m
 N

eo
 b

y ’n g
ro

o
t klo

m
p

 
w

ater w
at van so

g
g

ens to
t 

saans d
eur d

ie vallei 
b

ruis. N
eo

 stap
 in 

d
ie w

ater in o
m

 
sy w

arm
 b

ene te 
laat afko

el.
D

ie w
ater 

sp
at o

m
 sy 

vo
ete en g

ig
g

el: 
“E

k is ’n rivier. 
E

k vlo
ei van d

ie b
erg

e to
t in d

ie see. K
o

m
, 

vo
lg

 m
y. E

k sal jo
u huis to

e vat.”
N

eo
 d

ink ho
e g

o
ed

 d
it sal w

ees. H
y vo

lg
 

d
ie rivier d

eur d
ie vallei en tussen d

ie b
erg

e 
d

eur. Saam
 d

w
aal hulle d

eur d
ie ag

term
id

d
ag

 
en b

yna to
t in d

ie aand
, to

td
at N

eo
 uiteind

elik 
b

o
-o

p
 ’n heuw

el uitko
m

.
Van hier af kan hy ’n klein d

o
rp

ie sien, 
sko

o
ng

ew
as d

eur d
ie reën en g

lim
m

end
 in d

ie 

lig
 van d

ie o
nd

erg
aand

e so
n.

D
an m

urm
el d

ie rivier sag
g

ies: “To
e no

u, 
g

aan huis to
e. D

aar is m
ense d

aar w
at lief is vir 

jo
u en w

ag
 o

m
 sto

ries m
et jo

u te d
eel.”

N
eo

 stap
 af, d

eur d
ie d

o
rp

. H
y sien d

ie 
b

esig
e strate w

at net so
o

s riviere d
eur d

ie 
d

o
rp

 b
ruis. H

y sien huise, w
arm

 in d
ie aand

lug
. 

B
inne-in sien hy b

esig
e m

ense, net so
o

s  
klein m

iertjies.
U

iteind
elik lo

er N
eo

 d
eur ’n venster w

aar 
’n o

u g
o

g
o

 m
et sterk arm

s en takkerig
e hare, 

so
o

s d
ie takke van ’n g

ro
o

t b
o

o
m

, ’n b
o

ek 
to

em
aak en afb

uk o
m

 haar klein seuntjie nag
 

te so
en.

N
eo

 d
ink aan d

ie veld
 en d

ie b
o

o
m

 en 
d

ie m
iere en d

ie rivier. E
n terw

yl hy na d
ie 

g
o

g
o

 kyk, b
aai ’n reënb

o
o

g
 d

ie klein huisie 
in kleure w

at so
 held

er is d
at d

it so
o

s ’n 
p

rent uit ’n sto
rieb

o
ek lyk. N

eo
 d

ink aan sy 
g

ro
o

t avo
ntuur in d

ie b
lad

sye van G
o

g
o

 se 
g

unsteling
sto

rieb
o

ek, en hy d
ink aan haar en 

aan M
b

ali en aan hulle huis.
N

eo
 g

lip
 to

e d
eur d

ie b
o

ek, to
t in sy w

arm
 

b
ed

, in sy knus kam
er, in sy klein huisie.

E
n d

it is w
aaro

m
, w

anneer d
ie w

êreld
 o

o
k 

al g
rys lyk, en sy kam

er te klein vo
el, N

eo
 ’n 

b
o

ek o
o

p
m

aak. H
y lo

o
p

 d
eur ’n d

eur tussen 
d

ie b
lad

sye, en vaar d
ie g

ro
te, w

ye w
êreld

 in.
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“E
k g

aan vand
ag

 
tw

ee d
o

ele sko
p

, 
Pa,” sê N

eo
 

terw
yl hy sy 

so
kkerstew

els 
aantrek.

“E
n ek sal 

help
 d

eur no
g

 
d

rie d
o

ele b
y te 

vo
eg

, O
o

m
,” sê 

Priya, w
at p

as 
saam

 m
et haar 

kleinb
o

et, R
ahul, 

b
y N

eo
 se huis 

aang
eko

m
 het. 

R
ahul d

ra sy 
held

erro
o

i vuvuzela.
N

eo
 se p

a lag
. “W

el, d
an sien ek uit d

aarna 
o

m
 vyf keer ho

era te skree!”
“E

k o
o

k, O
o

m
! K

an ek o
o

k ho
era skree?” 

vra R
ahul.

“N
atuurlik, R

ahul,” sê N
eo

 se p
a terw

yl 
hy vir M

b
ali help

 o
m

 haar sko
ene aan te trek. 

“K
o

m
 laat o

ns g
aan!”

H
ulle klim

 alm
al in d

ie m
o

to
r. N

eo
 sit vo

o
r. 

H
y het al b

aie vo
o

r g
esit. H

y is seker as sy p
a 

ho
m

 sal to
elaat, w

anneer sy b
ene lank g

eno
eg

 
is, sal hy d

ie m
o

to
r kan b

estuur. D
it lyk m

aklik. 
R

ahul en Priya sit ag
ter m

et M
b

ali tussen hulle. 
H

ulle kielie haar en sy g
ig

g
el.

So
m

m
er g

o
u is hulle b

y d
ie so

kkerveld
. 

H
ulle is net b

etyd
s so

d
at Priya en N

eo
 

saam
 m

et hul sp
anm

aats van d
ie M

aq
haw

e-
so

kkerklub
 kan o

p
w

arm
. H

ulle sp
eel vand

ag
 

teen d
ie D

iam
o

nd
-so

kkerklub
.

“O
ntho

u o
m

 seker te m
aak d

at julle vand
ag

 
daardie D

iam
ond-span onder die stof speel 

sodat hulle ná d
ie w

ed
stryd

 hul naam
 m

o
et 

verand
er na d

ie Steenko
o

l-so
kkerklub

,” sê hul 
afrig

ter.
To

e is d
it tyd

 vir d
ie sp

elers o
m

 o
p

 d
ie veld

 
te d

raf. D
ie skeid

sreg
ter b

laas sy fluitjie en d
ie 

w
ed

stryd
 b

eg
in.

E
ers is d

aar m
in aksie, m

aar d
ing

e ko
m

 g
o

u 
aan d

ie g
ang

. D
aar is ’n g

ro
o

t law
aai so

o
s alb

ei 
sp

anne se fam
ilies juig

 en skree. D
ie b

al is vir ’n 
rukkie in M

aq
haw

e se g
eb

ied
, en net to

e d
it lyk 

o
f hulle d

it in D
iam

o
nd

 se helfte g
aan kry, steel 

een van d
aard

ie sp
elers w

eer d
ie b

al vo
o

r hulle 
w

eg
! To

t halftyd
 verlo

o
p

 d
ie w

ed
stryd

 so
.

“E
k’s verveeld

! Julle het b
elo

w
e julle g

aan 

d
o

ele sko
p

,” sê R
ahul vir N

eo
 en Priya to

e hulle 
kantlyn to

e ko
m

.
“Ja. M

b
ali so

ek d
o

ele, M
b

ali so
ek d

o
ele,” 

herhaal M
b

ali. “M
b

ali w
il slaap

,” vo
eg

 sy m
et 

’n g
aap

 b
y. N

eo
 en Priya lag

 net en hard
lo

o
p

 
terug

 na hul sp
anm

aats.
D

ie fluitjie b
laas en d

ie sp
elers d

raf o
p
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B
el

la
 is

 v
er

ve
el

d
, m

aa
r 

M
am

m
a 

m
o

et
 d

ie
 h

ui
s 

sk
o

o
nm

aa
k.

“V
at

 v
ir 

N
oo

d
le

 e
n 

g
aa

n 
kr

y 
’n

 b
ie

tji
e 

va
rs

 lu
g

,”
 s

ê 
M

am
m

a.
N

oo
d

le
 v

ol
g

 B
el

la
 b

ui
te

nt
oe

 e
n 

g
aa

n 
si

t l
an

g
s 

ha
ar

 o
p

 d
ie

 s
yp

aa
d

jie
. B

el
la

 s
ug

 e
n 

ru
ik

 d
ie

 lu
g

. D
it 

ru
ik

 n
ie

 v
ar

s 
ni

e.
 D

it 
ru

ik
 n

a 
d

ie
 m

ot
or

s 
se

 u
itl

aa
tg

as
se

.

W
ro

em
! 

ja
ag

 ’n
 m

o
to

r 
ve

rb
y.

 T
oe

t!
 m

aa
k 

’n
 

an
d

er
. P

rr,
 p

rr,
 p

rr
-p

p
! 

b
ro

m
 ’n

 b
ro

m
p

o
ni

e.
 K

la
kk

et
ie

-
kl

ak
-k

la
k!

 r
aa

s 
’n

 o
u 

b
ak

ki
e 

m
et

 s
y 

g
la

d
d

e 
b

an
d

e 
en

 
g

er
o

es
te

 b
ak

.
B

el
la

 b
eg

in
 d

ie
 g

el
ui

d
e 

o
m

 h
aa

r 
te

l. 
D

is
 re

ed
s 

vi
er

 g
el

ui
d

e!
D

rr
rr

r, 
D

rr
rr

r, 
D

rr
rr

r!
 r

aa
s 

d
ie

 p
ad

w
er

ke
rs

 s
e 

b
o

o
r. 

G
rr

rr
rr

rr
rr

r!
 g

ro
m

 N
o

o
d

le
 v

ir 
d

ie
 b

o
o

r. 
D

oe
f, 

d
oe

f, 
d

oe
f!

 b
lê

r 
d

ie
 h

ar
d

e 
m

us
ie

k 
ui

t 
’n

 t
ax

i.
B

la
, b

la
, b

la
-b

la
-b

la
! 

g
es

el
s 

’n
 v

ro
u 

ha
rd

 o
p

 h
aa

r 
se

lfo
o

n.
 T

ik
, t

ik
, t

ik
! 

m
aa

k 
ha

ar
 h

o
ë 

ha
kk

e 
o

p
 d

ie
 

sy
p

aa
d

jie
 t

o
e 

sy
 v

er
b

ys
ta

p
. P

lo
f-

p
la

f-
p

lo
f!

 h
ar

d
lo

o
p

 
’n

 d
ra

w
w

er
 b

y 
B

el
la

 v
er

b
y.

 W
oe

f, 
w

oe
f, 

w
oe

f!
 b

la
f 

N
o

o
d

le
 v

ir 
d

ie
 d

ra
w

w
er

. F
w

ie
et

, f
w

ie
et

, f
w

ie
et

! 
flu

it 
’n

 s
eu

n 
o

p
 ’n

 fi
et

s.
“T

W
A

A
LF

 g
el

ui
d

e!
” 

sê
 B

el
la

.
A

l d
ie

 g
er

aa
s 

la
at

 B
el

la
 s

e 
ko

p
 d

ra
ai

. S
y 

ho
u 

o
p

 
te

l e
n 

sê
: “

K
o

m
, N

o
o

d
le

, k
o

m
 o

ns
 g

aa
n 

lê
 in

 d
ie

 
ag

te
rp

la
as

 w
aa

r 
d

it 
ru

st
ig

 e
n 

st
il 

is
.”

In
 d

ie
 a

g
te

rp
la

as
 k

lin
k 

d
ie

 g
er

aa
s 

va
n 

d
ie

 v
er

ke
er

 
ve

r, 
ve

r 
w

eg
. H

ul
le

 k
an

 s
el

fs
 ’n

 k
le

in
 v

o
ël

tji
e 
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“Gogo,” said Neo, “did you hear that? They said everyone is welcome. May we 
please go? Please?”

Gogo looked at Neo and smiled. “If Josh and Hope are allowed to go, then you 
may go too,” she said. Josh and Hope were out the door as quick as a flash to 
ask their parents’ permission to join the party at the park.

When they came back to fetch Neo, Hope told Gogo that Bella and her mom 
would be going too.

“Okay, off you go then. Stay close together,” said Gogo.

Gogo,” sê Neo, “het jy gehoor? Hulle sê almal is welkom. Kan ons asseblief 
gaan? Asseblief?”

Gogo kyk na Neo en glimlag. “As Josh en Hope mag gaan, dan mag jy 
ook gaan,” sê sy. Josh en Hope is so vinnig soos blits by die deur uit om 
hul ouers te gaan vra of hulle na die partytjie in die park toe mag gaan.

Toe hulle terugkom om vir Neo te kom haal, vertel Hope vir Gogo dat Bella 
en haar ma ook gaan.

“Nou toe dan, weg is julle. Bly naby mekaar,” sê Gogo.

Neo grabbed Hope’s arm. “Look,” he said, “Tin’s on stage! But where is the 
We Can Band?”

Before Hope could answer, Tin stepped up to the microphone. “Hello!” she 
said. “ARE YOU READY TO START THIS PARTY?”

“Yebo, yes!” shouted the crowd.

Tin started playing her guitar. “Repeat after me,” she said as she started 
singing. “Left foot back.”

“Left foot back,” sang the crowd.

“Right foot back,” sang Tin.

“Right foot back,” sang the crowd.

Josh and Hope were smiling and singing along, but Neo was still looking 
around for the band.

Soon the party was in full swing. Tin sang her songs 
while Neo, Hope, Josh and Bella played along. And 
Noodle barked every now and then to join in too!

Then the other artists each sang a song from their 
country. The crowd cheered and clapped. They loved 
the show!

“You see,” said Tin to the We Can Band, “this little team 
saved the dream! Thanks to the four of you … and 
Noodle, everyone enjoyed a wonderful party!”

Gou is die partytjie op dreef. Tin sing haar liedjies 
terwyl Neo, Hope, Josh en Bella saamspeel. En elke 
nou en dan blaf Noodle saam!

Toe sing elkeen van die ander kunstenaars ’n liedjie 
van sy land. Die skare juig en klap hande. Hulle is 
dol oor die vertoning!

“Kyk net,” sê Tin vir die We Can Band, “hierdie 
spannetjie het die droom laat waar word! Danksy 
julle vier … en Noodle, kon almal ’n heerlike 
partytjie geniet!”



Come and join  
our party!

Kom hou saam met 
ons partytjie!
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At the park, Neo saw Bella and her mom, and even Noodle had come along! “I 
think everyone from our town is here,” said Neo. “And some new people too.”

“Listen …” said Josh. “Are some people speaking French?”

“Yes!” said Hope. “And I can hear Chichewa and Shona too.”

By die park sien Neo vir Bella en haar ma, en selfs Noodle het 
saamgekom! “Ek dink almal in ons dorp is hier,” sê Neo. “En ’n paar nuwe 
mense ook.”

“Luister …” sê Josh. “Praat van hierdie mense Frans?”

“Ja!” sê Hope. “En ek hoor ook Chichewa en Shona.”

Come and join  
our party!

Kom hou saam met 
ons partytjie!

Tin strummed her guitar and said, “LET THE MUSIC BEGIN!”

As Tin pointed at Neo and Hope, they beat their drums. Then Tin sang, “Left foot 
back,” and pointed at the crowd.

“Left foot back,” sang the crowd.

Next Tin pointed at Josh and he shook his shakers in time to the beat.

“Right foot back,” sang Tin.

“Right foot back,” sang the crowd.

Tin pointed at Bella. The row of tins chimed beautifully as Bella swung them 
against each other. Noodle barked excitedly.

Tin tokkel op haar kitaar en sê: “KOM ONS MAAK MUSIEK!”

Toe Tin na Neo en Hope wys, slaan hulle die tromme. Toe sing Tin: 
“Linkervoet terug,” en sy wys na die skare.

“Linkervoet terug,” sing die skare.

Toe wys Tin na Josh en hy skud sy rammelaars op maat van die musiek.

“Regtervoet terug,” sing Tin.

“Regtervoet terug,” sing die skare.

Tin wys na Bella. Die ry blikkies klingel pragtig wanneer Bella dit swaai en 
hulle teen mekaar kap. Noodle blaf opgewonde.



The boastful little 
weaver bird
	 Use clay, playdough or even Prestik to 

create the characters in the story, or 
draw your own pictures of them and 
cut them out. Use your characters to 
retell the story in your own way!

	 Do you know of any other stories that 
have snakes and birds in them? What 
happens in these stories? Are there 
any similarities to this story?

Die windmakerige  
klein vinkie
	 Gebruik klei, speeldeeg of selfs wondergom 

om die karakters in die storie te maak, of 
teken jou eie prente van die karakters en 
knip hulle dan uit. Gebruik jou karakters om 
die storie op jou eie manier oor te vertel!

	 Ken jy enige ander stories waarin slange 

of voëls voorkom? Wat gebeur in hierdie 
stories? Is daar enige ooreenkomste met 
hierdie storie?
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Get story active!
Here are some activities for you to try with your family. They 
are based on all the stories in this edition of the Nal’ibali 
Supplement: A party at the park (pages 5, 6, 27 and 28) 
and The boastful little weaver bird (page 30).

Raak doenig met stories!
Hier volg ’n paar aktiwiteite wat jy kan probeer. Dit is op 
al die stories in hierdie uitgawe van die Nal’ibali-bylae 
gebaseer: ’n Partytjie in die park (bladsye 5, 6, 27 en 28) 
en Die windmakerige klein vinkie (bladsy 31).

d

A party at the park
Before you read the story

	 Ask your children to share their thoughts with you about a concert that 
they would like to go to. Ask them what they would look forward to 
most and who they would take with them.

After you’ve read the story

	 Talk to each other about  different musical instruments, the sounds 
they make and where they come from. Talk about which household 
items could make good instruments (e.g. an empty coffee tin for a 
drum or empty bottles for a xylophone).

	 Choose one or two instruments that you spoke about, collect what 
you need to make them and listen to the sounds they make when 
you play them.

	 Ask younger children to draw their favourite part of the story. Older 
children can write about a party they would like to have, what would 
happen at the party and who would be there.

	 Look at the picture below. In each thought bubble, write what you 
think the character is thinking about. Then colour in the picture.

’n Partytjie in die park
Voor jy die storie lees

	 Vra vir jou kinders om hul gedagtes met jou te deel oor ’n konsert wat 
hulle graag sal wil bywoon. Vra vir hulle waarna hulle die meeste sal 
uitsien en wie hulle sal saamneem.

Nadat jy die storie gelees het

	 Gesels met mekaar oor verskillende musiekinstrumente, die klank 
wat dit voortbring en waar dit vandaan kom. Gesels oor watter 
huishoudelike items goeie instrumente kan maak (bv. ’n leë koffieblik 
vir ’n trom of leë bottels vir ’n xilofoon).

	 Kies een of twee instrumente waaroor julle gesels het, versamel dit 
wat julle nodig het om dit te maak en luister na die klanke wat dit 
maak wanneer julle daarop speel. 

	 Vra vir jonger kinders om hul gunstelingdeel van die storie te teken. 
Ouer kinders kan skryf oor ’n partytjie wat hulle graag sal wil hou, wat 
by die partytjie sal gebeur en wie daar sal wees.

	 Kyk na die prentjie hier onder. Skryf in elke denkborrel waaraan jy 
dink die karakter dink. Kleur dan die prent in.
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The boastful little weaver bird
Written by Nicky Webb    Illustrated by Vian Oelofson

Sto
ry 

co
rn

er

Once there was a little weaver bird that was very proud of his beautiful yellow 

feathers and shiny black beak. He sat on the reeds by the side of the river 

shouting to anyone who would listen, “Look at me! Am I not beautiful? Look at 

my bright yellow feathers! See how my beak shines in the sun!”

The other birds and animals didn’t like the little weaver bird. It wasn’t just that 

he was boastful, he was also mean.

“Hey, Crocodile!” shouted Weaver, “You have really ugly teeth. They are big 

and jagged and yellow, and you have bits of meat stuck in them! Sies! I bet 

you wish you had a beautiful beak like mine!”

Crocodile slid under the water and thought about how nice it would be if 

Weaver was stuck in his teeth!

When it was time for Weaver to build a nest, he went about it in his usual 

boastful way. Instead of choosing bits of grass and reed and feathers like the 

other birds, he picked up pieces of shiny paper and sparkly sweet wrappers, 

which he wove into the nest. When he was done, his nest sparkled and 

twinkled in the sun. “Hey, everybody,” shouted Weaver. “Look at my nest! Isn’t 

it magnificent? See how it shines in the sun!”

A tortoise ambled past the reeds and stopped to look at Weaver’s strange 

nest. “Don’t you wish that you had a home like mine, Tortoise?” tweeted 

Weaver. “Yours is very dull and boring. See how mine sparkles.”

Tortoise shook his head. “I am happy with my shell, Weaver. It keeps me safe, 

and that is all that is important to me.”

Next, a little field mouse poked her head out of a pile of dry leaves. A piece of 

foil in Weaver’s nest caught her eye. “Wow, Weaver, your nest is very bright,” 

she squeaked.

Weaver puffed up his feathers. “Isn’t it?” he said proudly. “Are you not tired, 

Mouse, of living in brown leaves and twigs? How very sad and drab your 

house is.”

“No, Weaver,” said Mouse. “When you are my size, you are on the menu of 

lots of other animals. When I burrow deep into my pile of leaves, no one can 

see me and that stops me from being eaten. I’d rather be safe than sorry.”

“I am sure that you are just jealous,” sniffed Weaver with his beak in the air.

Now there was a big snake near the river that had been sleeping through 

the winter. When he woke up, he felt very hungry, and so he went in search 

of something tasty to fill his stomach. He came across the little tortoise 

basking in the sun. Tortoise took one look at Snake’s flickering tongue and 

beady eyes and pulled his head straight back into his shell. Snake nudged 

Tortoise a few times, but it seemed like this was just a hard shell, so he 

moved on to look for something that he could sink his teeth into.

Soon Snake spotted Mouse, who was gathering seeds and other tasty 

treats for her lunch. He slithered towards her, trying to make as little noise 

as possible, but his grumbling stomach gave him away. Mouse shot off 

as fast as her little legs could carry her and squirmed quickly down to the 

bottom of her pile of dry leaves. She lay there quietly, not moving a whisker. 

Snake prodded the leaves for a bit, but his tummy was now growling loudly. 

He was too hungry to dig through all those leaves for a meal as small as 

Mouse, so he moved on.

Soon he found himself down by the river. There, the strangest thing caught 

his eye. It looked just like a nest, but it sparkled and blinked in the bright 

sunlight. Snake spotted Weaver flying into the nest. “Funny that a bird would 

not try to hide his nest from a hungry snake,” said Snake to himself.

He crept silently towards the river and wound his way up the reeds to 

Weaver’s nest. Luckily, just as he was about to poke his head into the nest 

and eat the little bird, he was spotted by the other birds, who shrieked and 

cheeped a warning. Weaver shot out of his nest just in time and managed 

to get away, but Snake knocked the beautiful nest to the ground, where it 

broke apart.

“That will teach you, Weaver, for being such a show-off,” chirped the  

other birds.

“And look!” cried a little chick, “your feathers have turned brown!”

Weaver looked at his wings in horror. They were indeed completely brown. 

He felt very ashamed. Not only had he nearly been eaten, but his house 

had been destroyed and his beautiful yellow feathers were quite brown and 

ordinary, just like lots of the other birds.

Weaver had learned his lesson. He stopped showing off and started being 

kinder to the other animals. Although his feathers turned yellow again, to this 

day, every winter, they turn brown again to remind him of his foolishness.
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Die windmakerige klein vinkie
Geskryf deur Nicky Webb    Geïllustreer deur Vian Oelofson

Storiehoekie

Daar was eenmaal ’n klein vinkie wat baie trots was op sy pragtige geel vere 

en blink swart snawel. Hy het in die riete langs die rivier gesit en vir almal wat 

wou luister, geskree: “Kyk na my! Is ek nie pragtig nie? Kyk na my heldergeel 

vere! Kyk hoe blink my snawel in die son!”

Die ander voëls en diere het nie van die vinkie gehou nie. Hy was nie net 

windmakerig nie, hy was ook gemeen.

“Hei, Krokodil!” skree Vinkie, “Jy het rêrig lelike tande. Hulle is lank en ongelyk 

en geel, en daar sit stukkies vleis tussen jou tande vas! Sies! Ek weet sommer 

jy wens jy het so ’n pragtige snawel soos ek gehad!”

Krokodil gly onder die water in en dink oor hoe lekker dit sou wees as Vinkie 

tussen sy tande kon vassit!

Toe dit tyd raak vir Vinkie om ’n nes te bou, is hy weer ene windmaker. In 

plaas daarvan om soos die ander voëls stukkies gras en riete en vere te kies, 

tel hy stukkies blink papier en skitterende lekkergoedpapiertjies op, wat hy 

in sy nes inweef. Toe hy klaar is, skitter en vonkel sy nes in die son. “Haai, 

almal,” roep Vinkie. “Kyk na my nes. Is dit nie manjefiek nie? Kyk hoe blink dit 

in die sonlig!”

’n Skilpad kruie verby die riete en gaan staan om na Vinkie se vreemde nes te 

kyk. “Wens jy nie jy het ’n huis soos myne nie, Skilpad?” tjirp Vinkie. “Jou huis 

is so vaal en vervelig. Kyk hoe skitter myne.”

Skilpad skud sy kop. “Ek is gelukkig met my dop, Vinkie. Dit hou my veilig, en 

dit is al wat vir my belangrik is.”

Toe steek ’n klein veldmuisie haar kop by ’n hoop droë blare uit. ’n Stukkie 

foelie in Vinkie se nes vang haar oog. “Sjoe, Vinkie, maar jou nes is darem 

baie blink,” piep sy.

Vinkie pof sy vere op. “Is dit nie?” sê hy trots. “Is jy nie moeg om tussen bruin 

blare en takkies te woon nie, Muis? Jou huis lyk so saai en oninteressant.”

“Nee, Vinkie,” sê Muis. “As jy so klein soos ek is, wil baie ander diere jou 

opeet. Wanneer ek ’n tonnel in my hoop blare grawe, kan niemand my sien 

nie, en so word ek nie opgeëet nie. Ek is eerder bang Jan as dooie Jan.”

“Ek is seker jy’s net jaloers,” snuif Vinkie met sy snawel in die lug.

Naby die rivier is daar ’n groot slang wat die hele winter geslaap het. Toe hy 

wakker word, is hy baie honger, en hy gaan soek iets lekkers om sy maag vol 

te maak. Hy sien die klein skilpad wat in die son lê en bak. Skilpad gee een 

kyk na Slang se flitsende tong en klein kraalogies en trek dadelik sy kop diep 

in sy dop in. Slang voel-voel ’n paar keer aan Skilpad, maar dit lyk of dit net ’n 

harde dop is, en daarom gaan soek hy na iets waarin hy sy tande kan laat 

wegsink.

Sommer gou sien Slang vir Muis raak, wat saadjies en ander lekkernye vir 

middagete versamel. Hy seil na haar toe en probeer om nie ’n geluid te 

maak nie, maar sy maag wat so grom, verklap hom. Muis hardloop weg so 

vinnig soos wat haar kort beentjies haar kan dra en skarrel vinnig tot onder 

in haar hoop droë blare. Sy lê doodstil en roer nie ’n snorbaard nie. Slang 

voel-voel aan die blare, maar sy maag grom nou kliphard. Hy is te honger 

om deur al daardie blare te soek na iets om te eet wat so klein soos Muis is, 

en hy seil weg.

Kort voor lank is hy by die rivier. Daar sien hy die vreemdste ding raak. Dit lyk 

net soos ’n nes, maar dit skitter en blink in die helder sonlig. Slang sien hoe 

Vinkie in die nes invlieg. “Snaaks dat ’n voël nie sal probeer om sy nes vir ’n 

honger slang weg te steek nie,” sê Slang vir homself.

Hy seil suutjies tot by die rivier en seil teen die riete op tot by Vinkie se nes. 

Gelukkig sien die ander voëls hom net toe hy sy kop in die nes wil insteek 

en die klein voëltjie wil opeet. Hulle kwetter en kweel om Vinkie te waarsku. 

Vinkie skiet net betyds uit sy nes uit en slaag daarin om weg te kom, maar 

Slang stamp die pragtige nes grond toe, waar dit uitmekaarval.

“Dit sal jou leer, Vinkie, omdat jy so ’n windmaker is,” tjirp die ander voëls.

“En kyk!” roep ’n klein voëltjie, “jou vere het bruin geword!”

Vinkie kyk geskok na sy vlerke. Hulle is inderdaad heeltemal bruin. Hy voel 

baie skaam. Hy is amper opgeëet, sy huis is verwoes, en sy pragtige geel 

vere is nou net bruin en gewoon, net soos baie van die ander voëls s’n.

Vinkie het sy les geleer. Hy hou hom nie meer so windmaker nie en is 

vriendeliker met die ander diere. Al word sy vere weer geel, word dit tot 

vandag toe nog elke winter weer bruin om hom te herinner aan hoe dwaas 

hy was.



32

Answers: 2. 13, 1, 4, 2; 3. drumsticks, guitar, drums, chimes, shakers

Antwoorde: 2. 3, 1, 4, 2; 3. tromstokkies, kitaar, tromme, klokkies, rammelaars

AFR

Nal’ibali is here to motivate and support you. Contact us in any of these ways:

Nal’ibali is hier om jou te motiveer en te ondersteun. Kontak ons op een van die volgende maniere:

Produced by The Nal’ibali Trust. Translation by Anita van Zyl. Nal’ibali character illustrations by Rico.

Nal’ibali fun
Nal’ibali-pret

Make a badge

1. Cut along the red dotted line to cut out the badge.
2. Colour in the picture.
3. Cut a circle the same size as the badge from some thin cardboard, for example,  

a cereal box.
4. Use glue to paste the badge onto the cardboard.
5. Use sticky tape or masking tape to attach a safety pin to the back of the badge. Or 

make a hole at the top and thread some wool or string through it so that you can  
hang it around your neck.

6. Enjoy wearing your badge as you read and listen to stories on World Read Aloud Day.

Maak ’n kenteken
1. Sny op die rooi stippellyn om die kenteken uit te knip.
2. Kleur die prent in.
3. Sny ’n sirkel wat net so groot soos die kenteken is uit dun karton – gebruik byvoorbeeld 

’n graankosboks.
4. Gebruik gom om die kenteken op die karton vas te plak.
5. Gebruik kleefband of maskeerband om ’n haakspeld aan die agterkant van die 

kenteken vas te plak. Of maak ’n gaatjie aan die bokant en ryg ’n stukkie wol of tou 
daardeur sodat jy dit om jou nek kan hang.

6. Geniet dit om jou kenteken te dra terwyl julle stories lees en daarna luister op 
Wêrelddag vir Hardop Lees.

1.

N
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2. Unscramble the letters to find five musical instruments 
from A party at the park.

Skommel die letters om vyf musiekinstrumente in  
’n Partytjie in die park te vind.

scirkudmts
agruti
srudm
mecihs
skrahes

stirokemotks
akirta
memrot
kekiklos
lemarmaras

2. Look at these pictures from A party at the park. Number 
them so that they match the order in which things happened 
in the story. Now use the pictures and retell the story.

Kyk na hierdie prente uit ’n Partytjie in die park. Nommer dit 
sodat dit in die volgorde is waarin dinge in die storie gebeur. 
Gebruik nou die prente en vertel die storie oor.


