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The boy and the jackal
(Part 1)
Retold by Wendy Hartmann

There was once a young boy who lived on a farm near a village. He lived with
his mother, father and sister. Everybody in his family had their own special job
to do. His job was to look after the sheep.

Every morning he took the sheep out into the veld. There the sheep ate the
grass and plants. He watched them all day.

There were rocks and bushes

at the end of the veld. That

was where the jackals lived,

but the boy made sure that his
sheep did not go close to the
rocks. Every evening he took the
sheep back to the farm so that
they would be safe.

While the boy went out with the
sheep, his sister went to the
village to sell vegetables and
eggs from their farm. At the
market she spoke to everyone.

“My sister always has people to
talk to,” said the young boy one
day. “She has so many friends
and | have none. | am out here,
all alone, every day. | never have anyone to talk to.” He looked at his sheep
and sighed.

After thinking about this for a long time he came up with a plan. “I know what
I will do,” he said. “I will cry ‘Jackal!’” Everyone will come to help me. Then | ca
say the jackal went back into the bushes. | will help them search. Then | will
have someone to talk to. We'll talk about sheep and jackals and other things.’

So one day he tried out his plan. He started to shout and ran down to
the village.

“Jackal! Help!” he called loudly.

The people heard him shouting and ran to help. They came with sticks and
stones; with brooms and spades. They came with anything they could nd to
help chase the jackal away.

Of course, there was no jackal. The boy had lied. But the people did not know
this. After searching for a while, some of the people stayed to talk to the boy.
This made him very happy.

“I think | will do that again,” he said when everyone had left. “It was so good tg
have people to talk to.”

When he took the sheep home that night, his family had heard all about him
shouting for help and they begged him to tell them what had happened.

“I heard it from the baker,” said his father.

“I was in the village and saw the people running to help,” said his mother.
“Were you scared?” asked his sister.

So the boy told them all about the jackal, and the lie grew bigger and bigger.
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Umfana nempungushe
(Ingxenye yoku-1)
Ixoxwa kabusha uwWendy Hartmann

Kwakukhona umfana owayehlala epulazini elaliseduze komuzi.

Wayehlala nonina, uyise nodadwebo. Umuntu ngamunye kulo mndeni
wayenomsebenzi wakhe okhethekile okumele awenze. Umsebenzi womfana
kwakuwukwelusa izimvu.

Njalo ekuseni wayethatha izimvu azise edlelweni. Izimvu zazidla
utshani nokunye okumilayo. Wayezelusa usuku lonke.

Kwakukhona amadwala nezihlahla emphethweni wedlelo.
Kwakuyilapho okwakuhlala khona izimpungushe, kodwa umfana
wayenza isiginiseko sokuthi izimvu zazingasondeli emadwaleni.
Njalo ebusuku wayebuyisela izimvu epulazini ukuze ziphephe.

Ngesikhathi umfana eluse izimvu, udadewabo wayeya emzini
eyodayisa imi no namaganda okwakuvela epulazini labo. Emakethe
lapho wayekhuluma nawo wonke umuntu.

“Udadewethu uhlale enabantu akhuluma nabo,” kusho umfana
ngolunye usuku. “Unabangani abaningi kodwa mina anginabo.
Ngilapha, ngedwa, usuku lonke. Ngihlale ngingenaye umuntu
engizokhuluma naye.” Wabuka izimvu zakhe waphefumula
kancane.

Ngemva kokucabanga ngalokhu isikhathi eside waghamuka nesu.

“Ngiyazi ukuthi ngizokwenzani,” kusho yena. “Ngizomemeza ngithi

nansi ‘iMpungushe!” Wonke umuntu uzoza azongisiza. Ngizobe
sengithi impungushe ibuyele ezihlahleni. Ngizobasiza ukuthi bayifune.
Ngizobe sengithola umuntu engingaxoxa naye. Sizoxoxa ngezimvu,
izimpungushe kanye nezinye izinto.”

Ngakho ngolunye usuku walizama isu lakhe. Wagala ukumemeza ngenkathi
egijima ehlela emzini.
“Impungushe! Sizani bo!” esho ememeza kakhulu.

Abantu bamuzwa ememeza bagijima bayosiza. Ba ka nezinduku namatshe;
imishanelo namafosholo. Ba ka nanoma yini ababeyitholile eyayingasiza
ukuxosha impungushe.

Vele, kwakungekho mpungushe. Umfana wayeqamba amanga. Kodwa
abantu babengakwazi lokhu. Ngemva kokufuna isikhashana, abanye abantu
bahlala ukuze baxoxe nomfana. Lokhu kwamthokozisa kakhulu.

“Ngicabanga ukuphinda futhi,” kusho yena sekuhambe wonke umuntu.
“Bekumnandi kakhulu ukuba nabantu engingaxoxa nabo.”

Ngesikhathi ebuyisela izimvu ekhaya ngalobo busuku, abomndeni wakhe
base bezwe konke ngokumemeza kwakhe ecela usizo, base bemncenga
ukuba abatshele ukuthi kwenzekeni.

“Ngizwe ngombhaki,” kusho uyise.
“Bengisemzini ngabona abantu begijima beyosiza,” kusho unina.
“Ngabe bese wesaba?” kubuza udadewabo.

Ngakho umfana wabaxoxela ngempungushe, kanti namanga alokhu
ekhula, ekhula.
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