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“You thief! How dare you steal my morogo!” the witch said angrily.

The frightened husband pleaded, “Forgive me. My wife is with child 
and cannot eat anything. All she wishes for is the morogo she sees in 
your garden. Please, I am very sorry. I will do whatever you want to 
make it up to you,” he answered.

Now the witch smiled and waved her hand, “Don’t worry. You can 
take all the morogo you want from my garden as we do not want 
your wife to die.” Then she paused and added, “But when your child 
is born, she belongs to me.”

The husband 
agreed to 
the witch’s 
demand, for 
he was afraid 
of what she 
would do if he 
did not.

When Tumi arrived, he called, “Refilwe, Refilwe, let down 
your locks, so I can climb the scraggy rocks.” The witch let 
down the locks she had cut from Refilwe’s head and Tumi, 
without suspecting a thing, climbed up.

“Ha! So it is you who has been visiting my Refilwe?” 
shouted the witch when Tumi reached the top. “Well, I 
have sent her far away to the desert. And you will never 
see her again because now you shall die!” And with that, 
she pushed him from the cave.

Ha Tumi a fihla, a hoeletsa, “Refilwe, Refilwe, lepeletsa 
manyetse a hao tlase, hore ke tle ke palame mafika 
a motsu, a palamehang ka thata .” Moloi a lepelletsa 
manyetse ao a a kgaotseng hloohong ya Refilwe mme 
Tumi, a sa nahanele letho, a nyoloha.

“Helang! Athe ke wena ya ntseng a etela Refilwe mo?” ha 
hoeletsa moloi ha Tumi a fihla ka hodimo. “Ke mo rometse 
hole kwana lehwatateng. Mme o keke wa hlola o mmona 
hobane jwale o tlilo shwa!” Mme ha a rialo, a mo sutuletsa 
tlase mme a wa lehaheng.

“Leshodu towe! Hobaneng o utswa moroho wa ka!” ha rialo moloi 
ka kgalefo. 

Monna ya tshohileng a kopa tshwarelo, “Ntshwarele hle. Mosadi 
wa ka ke moimana mme ha a kgone ho ja eng kapa eng. Seo a se 
lakatsang feela ke moroho oo a o bonang tshimong ya hao. Ke a o 
kopa, ke maswabi haholo. Ke tla etsa eng kapa eng eo o e batlang 
ho lefella sena,” a araba.

Yaba jwale moloi o a bososela mme a tsoka letsoho, “O se 
kgathatsehe. O ka nna wa kga moroho oo o o batlang tshimong ya 
ka kaha re sa batle hore mosadi wa hao a shwe.” Mme yaba o thola 
hanyane mme a eketsa, “Empa ha ngwana lona a tswalwa, e tla ba 
wa ka.”

Monna eo a dumellana le kopo ya moloi enwa, hobane o ne a tshaba 
seo moloi enwa a ka se etsang ha a ka hana.
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