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Preface
THE task of compiling Folk-tales in West Africa—and possibly elsewhere—may either present the collector with a somewhat difficult or a peculiarly simple task, according to the modus operandi pursued by him in gathering the necessary data. On the Gold Coast, where many of its inhabitants have a good knowledge of our language, the assistance of some of these literates may readily be obtained; they may be asked to write down in English such tales as they themselves happen to know, or detailed to collect similar stories from their illiterate fellow-countrymen. If a number of such helpers be employed, a large collection of tales may be obtained in a very short time, without much effort or any necessity for special qualifications on the part of the European collector, save the simplest preliminary organization. All that the latter will then have to do is to edit the English of his various African collaborators.[1] The most that can be said for such methods is that the results are perhaps better than not having anything at all. I need not enter here into all the details as to why this should be the case. There are several factors at work which are likely to militate against the high value—from an anthropological standpoint—of folk-tales collected in this manner. Not the least of these disadvantages is that the transcribers are prone to ignore the African idiom, and to omit just those apparently trivial details which stamp these tales with individuality and make them of value to students of language and customs. Even when these Europeanized African helpers have been asked to write down the stories in the vernacular, I have noticed that, unless carefully instructed to record the actual words of the narrators, the long training in the Mission or other schools appears to have resulted in a curious uniform standard of unidiomatic expression which is not really the spoken language of the mass of the people,[2] nor the one in which these tales were originally told. I stand open to correction, but I believe that most, if not all, of the collections of Akan Folk-tales have been made in this manner.[3]

Undoubtedly the method that will give the most satisfactory results is for the trained observer to collect his stories at their source; that is, in the remoter villages, as told at night by the old folk, under the stars. The contents of the present volume have been gathered in this manner. The collection represents the gleanings, if not of “a thousand and one nights”, at least of many scores of evenings spent sitting in a circle after dark[1] in the village street or, if in the rains, in some open pato (three-walled room) with the four sides of the gyase kesie (big courtyard) of the compound thronged with villagers gathered under the dripping eaves to hear and to relate these tales. After an evening’s story-telling, the best tale would be noted, and the story-teller asked to come to me later on, when the tale would be repeated, written down, and finally read over for correction. The only editing done has been in an attempt to record the originals in a more or less uniform dialect. The stories were collected in areas widely apart—comprising, indeed, most of Ashanti and south into Kwawu.[2] Slight variations in dialect were therefore not uncommon. Occasionally, also, I have altered a tense in the English translation. The story-teller would often lead off in the past, and in the next sentence slip into an historic present or sometimes into a perfect tense, of which they are very fond. Otherwise the originals represent the Akan language as it is actually spoken to-day in Ashanti. In this respect they are, I believe, unique among works printed in the vernacular. I have not, for several reasons which I need not here enumerate, made any endeavour to conform to the latest fashion in vernacular spelling, and, as in all my previous volumes, have omitted diacritical marks. The student who is specially interested in these can without much difficulty make the necessary alterations in his own copy.

I have, throughout, made the English translation as nearly literal as possible. At this point one meets a certain difficulty in a conflict between a desire for accuracy and an endeavour to give a translation acceptable to English ears. Where an editor has not been tied down by a vernacular text, it is easy to slur over difficulties in translation and to dress such tales so that they seem to run smoothly. The discords that seem inevitable in a more careful transla-

tion are, however, I think, frequently one of the chief charms and most happy claim to originality in these tales. At any rate, they are certainly more valuable than harmonies in diction and English idioms which the illiterate African could never have conceived, and have marred so many pseudoAfrican collections of Folk-tales.

There are at least three important lines of research in connexion with this subject which I think have never been adequately explored, or at any rate, judged by my own local experience, correctly explained.

The first of these relates to the origin of many of these tales; that is, to the question as to how far they may be considered as native to Ashanti and the Gold Coast.

The second line of inquiry is into the reason for the apparent vulgarity and coarseness of some of the stories. This is a point which, I believe, has hitherto been wholly overlooked.

The third interesting feature is the general use of animal names in those tales which seem otherwise wholly concerned with the lives and actions of human beings. In such cases one would perhaps expect persons, and not animals, to be the dramatis personae.[1]

I shall endeavour briefly to throw some new light on each of these interesting local problems in turn, which I trust will stimulate further research into similar questions in other parts of the world.

(1) The Possible Origin of Ashanti Folk-tales.—If we exclude those other divisions of Folk-lore which include legend and saga, and confine ourselves more particularly to that branch of the subject which is sometimes classified under the Teutonic name of Märchen, we are immediately confronted with the remarkable similarity between many of these Akan-Ashanti tales and stories found in localities far distant from the Gold Coast, and among peoples of a different race.

I am of the opinion that in such cases, to ascribe parochial, tribal, or even national limitations and independent local origins to these tales is a mistake. I think the similarity to which I refer cannot be accounted for on the supposition that the human mind has reacted independently in different lands, in a like manner, to some common stimulus. In nearly all such cases, I believe the similarity in the tales to be due to a common origin. I am further of the opinion—and here I depart from a view sometimes held—that, of all the

departments of Folk-lore—using the word in its widest sense to include also customs and beliefs—nowhere are outside influences more likely to be made manifest than in the realm of story-telling. A tale told in one part of Africa may well eventually reach a remote area—remodelled, it is true, and recast again and again in translation, but always clearly recognizable in each of its many variations. A Folk-tale will spread thus until it finds its way across a continent and over seas dividing continents. Slavery in West Africa, both as an indigenous institution and much later in the degraded form it took under the impetus given to the trade by Europeans, was, I think, a very important factor in the dissemination of Folk-tales.[1]

Much new “literature”, so to speak, and many a fresh plot, found their way into Ashanti owing to this cause. I believe that when a study comes to be made of the Folk-lore of the northern tribes in the hinterland of the Gold Coast, tales very similar to many of those found in this volume will then be recorded. Some eighteen years ago I made and published a collection of Hausa Folk-lore.[2] On reading through these volumes again, it is impossible not to be struck with the marked similarity between these Hausaland tales and many of the stories now presented.

To suggest that the bases of many Akan-Ashanti tales are not indigenous is not in any way to detract from their special value as indexes of the character, psychology, local customs, and beliefs of the people who narrate them. Every tribe and every nation which has in turn borrowed such stories not only relates them in a new dialect or in a new language but also alters them to conform with its own peculiar outlook upon life.[3] I suppose I have listened to most of the tales contained in this volume at least three or four times, in areas widely apart, and related by men and women of different tribes. The same tale was never quite the same, although always clearly recognizable: the personality of the story-teller and local circumstances in each case influenced the telling. If this be so in the case of different men and women of the same race, it is little wonder that the national mentality of two quite distinct races will also cause a borrowed story to be recast, and a borrowed plot to be placed in a new setting. In each case, however, the final presenta-

tion will mirror more or less accurately the ideas of the people and their general outlook upon life, conduct, and morals.

(2) The Reason for the Apparent Coarseness in so many Akan Folk-tales.—I think it may possibly come as a surprise to many students, whose only introduction to Akan Folk-lore has been through the medium of the emasculated examples which have been published from time to time, to learn that—what we might at first sight be inclined to term—needless vulgarity, coarseness or even indecency often was, and still is, one of its minor characteristics. The reason for the prevailing ignorance of this fact is explained by what was written in the beginning of this preface. It has been stated already that the European collectors of these tales, being generally ignorant of the language, were in consequence dependent for their data upon literate Africans trained since childhood in the environment of some Mission School. It was only natural, perhaps, that such persons should look askance at tales which clearly seemed thoroughly improper, whether judged by their own new and foreign standards or by the general principles of conduct of their own illiterate countrymen. The tendency was therefore to exclude such tales or to expurgate the offending portions. Even where the European may have been made aware, by chance, of the existence of such “improper” tales, he seems to have considered it his duty to bowdlerize his material. Here we have the explanation, perhaps, why a very striking anomaly has hitherto passed without notice or comment—I refer to the peculiarity presented by a people normally decorous in speech and conduct, whose Folk-tales nevertheless often contain the most Rabelaisian passages, who would yet consider it highly improper to relate these passages if divorced from the occasion and context in which they are nightly publicly paraded.

To any one who has lived among and known these people intimately, it is not sufficient to account for this by merely ascribing it to the laxity in speech or conduct which is often popularly, but wrongly, supposed to be the attribute of so-called “primitive” peoples. As I have already stated, such is, indeed, very far from being the general standard of conduct indulged in, or tolerated by, local public opinion, which is very strict in such matters. Engrossed as I have been for several years in other branches of anthropological research, I have had to be content to remain vaguely conscious of the phenomenon to which I refer, without seeking for an explanation of it. My state of mind regarding the facts now under review was for long very similar to that I once held on the subject of the wanton “atrocities” of which the Ashanti had always stood accused. Concerning these, I had come instinctively to feel that extenuating circumstances, of which we were ignorant, possibly existed, which would explain how a fine people (whom an unbiased observer had once described as being “the most civil and well bred” he had seen in Africa)[1] came to be guilty of such deeds. That such a supposition was well founded, readers of Religion and Art in Ashanti will now be aware.[2] With regard to these Folk-tales, which contain passages which to an Ashanti would ordinarily be strictly taboo, these facts should be noted: (a) These tales are only permitted to be told after dark.[3] (b) The story-teller invariably precedes his tale with a public disclaimer that what he is about to say is true; he will say: “We don’t really mean to say so; we don’t really mean to say so.” (c) Subjects ordinarily regarded as sacred, e.g. the Sky-god, the lesser gods, fetishes, spirit ancestors, the sick, chiefs, sexual matters, appear to be treated as if profane, and sometimes even tend to become the subject of ridicule.

It becomes apparent, therefore, that a period of licence seems to exist on such occasions. That this, indeed, is not mere inference, but can be proved to be actually the case, may be seen from the following:

During some story-telling evenings, between the various tales, and often, indeed, in the very middle of a story, actors will sometimes enter the circle and give impersonations of various characters in the stories. In this connexion I have seen inimitable representations of an old woman dressed in rags and covered with sores;[4] a leper; a priest with an attendant carrying the shrine of his god; an accouchement, with midwives in attendance, who from time to time adjured their patient to confess with whom she had committed adultery, lest she should die;[5] a case of theft, referred by the elders to the nkontwuma man.[6]

These impersonations are extremely realistic and clever and, like the stories, call forth roars of laughter from all who witness them. On one occasion—it was in connexion, I think, with a sketch depicting an old man covered with yaws[7]—I asked some one seated beside me if people habitually laughed at persons inflicted by Nyame (the Sky-god) in this way, and I suggested it was

unkind to ridicule such a subject. The person addressed replied that in everyday life no one might do so, however great the inclination to laugh might be. He went on to explain that it was so with many other things: the cheating and tricks of priests, the rascality of a chief—things about which every one knew, but concerning which one might not ordinarily speak in public. These occasions gave every one an opportunity of talking about and laughing at such things; it was “good” for every one concerned, he said. Following up this extraordinarily interesting explanation, I discovered that it was also a recognized custom in olden times for any one with a grievance against a fellow villager, a chief, or even the King of Ashanti, to hold him up to thinly disguised ridicule, by exposing some undesirable trait in his character—greed, jealousy, deceit—introducing the affair as the setting to some tale. A slave would thus expose his bad master, a subject his wicked chief. Up to a point the story-teller was licensed. He took care, moreover, to protect himself by a public declaration to the effect that what he was about to say was just make-believe. He also, my informants stated, avoided the use of personal names. The King of Ashanti or a great chief might become Nyame, the Sky-god; another character be described as “the Spider”, all other actors in the real drama also bearing animal names. This brings me to my last heading, but before passing on to it, I would like to point out that the explanation of this particular feature in Akan Folk-lore is in keeping with certain facts with which we are now familiar.

We have seen a similar idea carried even farther at the Apo ceremony—that period of “perfect lampooning liberty” noted by the Dutch historian of the Gold Coast two hundred years ago.[1] Again, on the enstoolment of a new chief, the Wirempefo, for a brief spell, are at liberty to curse, abuse, and assault any member of the family of the ruling clan whom they happen to encounter. Yet again, among the Kwawu (a branch of the Ashanti Mampon), just before a chief is finally enstooled, any of the populace who may wish to do so may mildly assault the chief-designate. Upon this they will meditate with contentment on some future date when such satisfaction is denied to them. There is also a custom known as bo akutia—a kind of vituperation by proxy. This consists in an aggrieved person arranging with a friend to accompany him to the house of e.g. a chief who has offended him, but of whom he is afraid. The man and his companion then pretend to have a violent quarrel. In the altercation which ensues, the former will assail the latter with every

kind of abuse, all this taking place in the presence of the chief against whom one of the parties has the grievance, and against whom all this raillery is subtly directed. Having thus relieved his pent-up feelings, the offended one professes to feel much better. These interesting customs prove, I think, beyond a doubt, that West Africans had discovered for themselves the truth of the psycho-analysts’ theory of “repressions ’, and that in these ways they sought an outlet for what might otherwise become a dangerous complex. This is a discovery which should be of some value to us in all our dealings with them.

(3) The Use of Animal Names in Ashanti Folk-tales.—It is true there are certain stories which introduce us to animals, which may possibly be what the late Sir E. B. Tylor would call “animal myths pure and simple”. The context in these tales was probably suggested by existing beliefs concerning clan totemism. Again, there are the aetiological myths which possibly were not originally intended as apologues. The majority of these “Beast fables”, however, are apologues, and I am inclined to believe (and in this, to agree with my African informants) that the custom of using animal names in these was originally due to the causes which I have now described. The names of animals, and even that of the Sky-god himself, were substituted for the names of real individuals whom it would have been very impolitic to mention. Later, no doubt, such a mild expose in the guise of a story often came to be related qua story. The original practice is still resorted to, however, in order to expose some one whom the offended party fears to accuse more openly, or to escape the African law regarding tale-bearing and libel.

The beasts and birds and fishes and insects which masquerade as human beings in these tales were not, however, selected haphazard. They were chosen with all the cleverness and insight into their various characteristics which one would expect from a nation of hunters and dwellers with nature. Close observation soon shows that wild animals appear to share many of the qualities possessed by human beings.

I realize, of course, that in accepting the above explanation to account for the general use of animal names in Folk-tales of this part of Africa, I am likely to be accused of having fallen into the old error of “confusing allegory and pure myth”, and of reading the former into the latter when it does not exist. A quarter of a century of intimate association with so-called “primitive” peoples has made it impossible for me, however, to accept a suggestion which has perhaps been too readily accepted as proven fact, the suggestion, namely, that in these so-called “Beast-tales” the “savage” makes animals speak and act like human beings[1] because “his mind seems unable to grasp the difference in kind” between animals and himself. This explanation, at any rate so far as this part of Africa is concerned, is not, I think, the correct one.

With regard to the classification of these stories, it will be observed that the majority of them fall under one or other of the well-known headings: drolls and cumulative tales; apologues or tales with a moral; aetiological stories, accounting for physical characteristics in men and beasts, e.g. How the Leopard became Spotted; etymological tales, e.g. How the Ram came to be called Odwanini. Each and all of the stories in this volume would, however, be classed by the Akan-speaking African under the generic title of “Anansesem” (Spider stories), whether the spider appeared in the tale or not. There is a clear distinction in the mind of the West African between all such tales, ostensibly told in public for amusement, and those other records which the European also classes as Folk-lore, but which are regarded by the African as falling into a totally different category. I refer to the historical myths, which—unlike these Marchen—are the sacred and guarded possession of a few selected elders of a tribe. Such historical myths are, indeed, the “Old Testament” of the African.”[2]

Besides the broad classification into apological, aetiological, eponymous, &c., it would be possible again to subdivide the tales into other categories well known to us in European Folk-lore, e.g. one is reminiscent of the Gelert type; another of the Flight from witchcraft type; another of the Jason type; another of the Bride wager type; another of the Beast, Bird, Fish type; another of the Language of animals type, and so on.

My preface is already longer than I had intended, but there is just one other observation I would like to make. In this volume the Akan-Ashanti people disclose themselves to us at their worst, no less than at their best. It is, I think, a remarkable self-revelation. Read in conjunction with what has previously been written concerning their Law and Constitution, their Religion and their Art, the survey[3] which this book now finally completes will help, I trust, to

reveal to the Western peoples a vision at least of what, perhaps, I may be permitted to describe as “the soul of an African people”.

With reference to the illustrations which adorn this volume, I leave Mr. Stevens to describe how they came into being. I wish to thank him most sincerely for the whole-hearted enthusiasm which he not only showed, but inspired in, the young Africans who have produced such remarkable specimens of West African art. To these young artists of Achimota, I also beg to express my sincere thanks and admiration of their work. I am again greatly indebted to the Clarendon Press for assistance in the publication of this volume, and to Sir Henry New for correcting the proofs while I was in Africa.

R. S. R.

April 1930.

Notes
[1] Thereby, incidentally, possibly removing the last hope of such a collection being of very much scientific value.
[2] This somewhat curious state of affairs has been noted elsewhere. At a recent Missionary Conference, one speaker deplored the fact that sermons which the Missionary preached in the vernacular in the environment of the Mission Station were often almost unintelligible to the people outside that area.
[3] Such has also hitherto been the unsatisfactory method of research in many other fields of anthropological work in West Africa. These remarks need not, of course, apply to Folk-tales written down by Africans wholly ignorant of English who employ their own script, where such happens to exist.
[1] These stories, as we shall see presently, may only be told after dark, with one exception, i. e. they may be related in the daytime at the funeral of one who, during his life, was famous as a story-teller.
[2] Wrongly spelled “Kwahu” on the maps.
[1] I am not prepared to accept for West Africa the current explanation of this peculiarity, which is common to almost all Folk-lore.
[1] Quite apart from the carrying of these stories to America and the West Indies.
[2] Hausa Folk-lore, 2 vols. Clarendon Press, Oxford, 1913.
[3] An interesting line of research would, in fact, be a comparison of tales—originally having a common origin, but now narrated by different nations—in order to see the changes which have been introduced into the stories according to the peculiar psychology of the people recounting them.
[1] See Religion and Art in Ashanti, preface, p. vi.
[2] See Chapter XI.
[3] With the exception already noted.
[4] Made with white ashes and lumps of clay plastered all over the body.
[5] See Religion and Art in Ashanti, p. 57.
[6] See Ashanti Law and Constitution, Chapter XXXVII.
[7] A general disease, Framboesia, very prevalent in West Africa, the most prominent feature of which is a skin eruption.
[1] See Ashanti, Chapter XV.
[1] “To their minds, the semi-human beast is no fictitious creature, invented to preach or sneer; he is all but a reality.” Primitive Culture, vol. i, p. 409.
[2] It is extremely interesting to note that these Spider stories (Anansesem) are also known as Nyankonsem (the words of the Sky-god). In this respect they may be likened to the parables in the New Testament.
[3] Ashanti Proverbs; Ashanti; Religion and Art in Ashanti; Ashanti Law and Constitution; all at the Clarendon Press, Oxford.
How It Came About That Obonto Ya, the Minnow, Is Always “Walking” About Aimlessly in the Water
THEY say that Old-woman-grandmother was there, and that her property got lost. She said it was “the water creatures” that had taken (the things). The crab was sitting there, and she said, “Ah, you have caused our eyes to droop (in shame), and what we propose doing to show you what is in our head is (this): go and bring a brass pan and let us all fill it with (our) tears, and the one who cannot weep so as to fill it, that is the one who has taken (the things).”

She brought the brass pan. Okoto, the crab, wept and filled it; they emptied it out; Mmobonse came and wept; Okawa came and wept; Oyoyo, the eel, came and wept; Otidi came and wept; Obonko, the shrimp, came and wept; Akorese came and wept; Opitiri came and wept; Okobo came and wept; all the water creatures came and wept. Last (of all) Obonto Ya, the Minnow, came to weep; she did not get water from her eyes; therefore they perceived that Obonto Ya had taken (the things).

But Old-woman-grandmother said, “I shall not do anything to you.” Thereupon, all the creatures said, “As for us, we shall beat her, for she has put us to shame.” So they beat her.

When they had finished beating her, Old-woman-grandmother said, “I leave you (for ever) to flit about aimlessly; no one will ever wish to have anything to do with you.”

This is the reason that, when women “go splashing” (for fish), they see OBONTO YA wandering (now) here and there.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
Mpitripi and Mpatrapa
MPITRIPI and Mpatrapa and Anyankama-Kyerebi and Kyerebi-Koso-Adawurampon went and dug up thirty palm-wine trees, and they said, “Let no one touch the froth of the palm-wine and lick (his fingers).” ; Now Father Spider went and touched the froth of the palm-wine and licked (his fingers), and people (lit. they) said, “Take the debt.” Ananse said, ‘What debt have I incurred?’ They answered, “You have incurred a debt because, Mpitripi and Mpatrapa and Anyankama-Kyerebi and Kyerebi-Koso-Adawurampon have gone and dug up thirty palm-wine trees, and they said let no one touch the froth of the palm-wine and lick (his fingers), and you have touched the froth of the palm-wine and licked (your fingers), that is why we say, “take the debt” (i. e. you must pay the penalty); and they dunned the Spider in order to receive (the compensation), so he jumped and clung to the ceiling, (with a noise like) Kado!

That is why they say for ever after, one will see Ananse plastered against the ceiling, although long ago he used to walk on the ground like Okoto, the Crab.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
How It Came About That Wisdom Came Among the Tribe
THEY say that Kwaku, the Spider, was there, and that he swept up all knowledge, gathered it together in one spot, and placed it in a gourd pot. He then declared that he would climb a tree and go and hang it on it, so that all wisdom on earth would be finished.

So he took it up to go with it, and when he reached beneath the tree where he was going to hang it, he took a string, and tied it to the gourd, and hung it in front of him, and he set himself to climb the tree. He climbed, and climbed, and climbed; in vain. He strove again, again he made to climb, and climb, and climb; in vain.

Now, his son, Ntikuma, who was standing by, said, “Oh, your eyes have surely died (for shame), would it not have been better if you had turned round the gourd and put it on your back, then doubtless you would have been able to climb?” He (the Spider) said, “Clear out, you and your old-fashioned sayings.” Then he turned to climb once more as before, but once again, fruitlessly. Then he considered long, and (finally) took the gourd and put it behind him. Then he set himself to climb, and mounted swiftly, Kra! kra! kra! (was the sound of his climbing); there he goes. He reached where the branches began to spread out from the stem, and he said (to himself), “I, Kwaku Ananse, by the lesser god, Afio! I might as well be dead, my child who is so small, so small, so small— there was I, I collected all wisdom (so I thought) in one place, yet some remained which even I did not perceive, and lo! my child, this still-sucking infant, has shown it me.” Then he seized that gourd, and there was a sound of rending, tintini! and he cast it away, and there was a sound of scattering, tesee!

That is how every one got wisdom; and any one who did not go there in time (to pick some up) is—excuse my saying so—a fool.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
How It Came About That We Do Not Leave a Child in an Empty House
THEY say that a hunter and his child went and built a small settlement, and in it they dwelt. And the hunter has killed beasts, has killed, has killed, has killed. Every kind of animal was among them. Now, when he killed these beasts he used to eat the meat, and cut off the heads, and put them there; one whole room was full of animal heads, as full as this. Now words are sometimes left behind (i. e. there is something I have forgotten to say); that hunter, when he went off to the bush, always left his child at home. One day, as the child sat there, he saw the White (spotted) animal; and it was all of a sudden. He said, “My grandchild, good evening.” He said, “Where is your father.” He (the child) said, “Father has gone to the bush.” The leopard, as he was looking about, saw the heads of the animals, and there were many. He said, “Ah! you are in for trouble.” Said he, “Bring all the beasts’ heads for me to see.” And the fearful one stood there and lashed his tail (which made a swishing sound like) f’re! fre! f’re! And the child took the heads of the beasts and set them out there in a long, long line that reached (as it were) from here to over yonder. And the Leopard said, “Name them for me that I may hear.” And he stood over against the child’s neck, and said, “Call out (their names); this one, what kind of a beast is it?”

He (the child) said:

“This one is the little antelope, Adowa, Adowa, Adowa, Kwadwo Berefi Adowa, Father killed this Adowa, when the gun goes off, I hail Father, damirifa!” (Alas). “What kind of beast is this?”

“This is Otwe, the Duyker, the Duyker, the Duyker (whose title is), the-agileone-if-unhappy-the-fault-lies-with-the-hunter. Father killed this Duyker, when the gun goes off, I hail Father, damirifa!”

“What kind of beast is this?”

“This is the black duyker, Oyuo, Oyuo, Oyuo, Oyuo Kwabi, Father killed this Oyuo, when the gun goes off, I hail Father, damirifa!”

“What kind of beast is this?”

“This is the red duyker, Abedie, Abedie, Abedie, Father killed this Abedie, when the gun goes off, I hail Father, damirifa!”

“What kind of beast is this?”

“This is the Otromo, the Bongo, the Bongo, the Bongo, Sakwa the Bongo, Father killed this Bongo, when the gun goes off, I hail Father, damirifa!”

“What kind of beast is this?”

“This is Wansane, the Bush-buck, the Bush-buck, the Bush-buck, Mmomire the Bush-buck, Father killed this Bush-buck, when the gun goes off, I hail Father, damirifa!”

“What kind of beast is this?”

“This is the Kotoko, the Porcupine, the Porcupine, the Porcupine, Gyanbibi, the Porcupine, Father killed this Porcupine, when the gun goes off, I hail Father, damirifa!”

“What kind of beast is this?”

“This is Ekuo, the Buffalo, the Buffalo, Asempi, the Buffalo, Father killed this Buffalo, when the gun goes off, I hail Father, damirifa!”

“What kind of beast is this?”

“This is Oforotie, the Cob, the Cob, the Cob, Pantan, the Cob, Father killed this Cob, when the gun goes off, I hail Father, damirifa!”

“What kind of beast is this?”

“This is Osonson, the Hartbeest, the Hartbeest, the Hartbeest, Ofuntum Kwoa, the Hartbeest, Father killed this Hartbeest, when the gun goes off, I hail Father, damirifa!”

“What kind of beast is this?”

“This is Oko, the Roan, the Roan, the Roan, Father killed this Roan, when the gun goes off, I hail Father, damirifa!”

“What kind of beast is this?”

“This is Aboa Kesie, the Great Beast, the Great Beast, the Great Beast, ’Sai, King of the tall-grass-country, Father killed this Great Beast, when the gun goes off, I hail Father, damirifa!”

“What kind of beast is this?”

“This is Esono, the Elephant, the Elephant, the Elephant, The Great bull that walks alone, he who breaks the axes, Father killed this Elephant, when the gun goes off, I hail Father, damirifa!”

“What kind of beast is this?”

“This is Susono, the Hippo, the Hippo, the Hippo, Father killed this Hippo, when the gun goes off, I hail Father, damirifa!”

“What kind of beast is this?”

“This is Ebie, the Giant-forest-Hog, the Giant-forest-Hog, the Giant-forest-Hog, Father killed this Giant-forest-Hog, when the gun goes off, I hail Father, damirifa!” “What kind of beast is this?”

“This is Kokotee, the Bush pig, the Bush pig, the Bush pig, Asamoa, the Bush pig, Father killed this Bush pig, when the gun goes off, I hail Father, damirifa!” “What kind of beast is this?”

“This is Ofosuo, the Water-buck, the Water-buck, the Water-buck, Father killed this Water-buck, when the gun goes off, I hail Father, damirifa!”

“What kind of beast is this?”

“This is Kwaduo, the Yellow-backed-duyker, the Yellow-backed-duyker, the Yellow-backed duyker, Boapampa, Father killed this Yellow-backed-duyker, when the gun goes off, I hail Father, damirifa!”

“What kind of beast is this?”

“This is Apese, the Brush-tailed-porcupine, the Brush-tailed-porcupine, the Brushtailed-porcupine, Father killed this Brush-tailed-porcupine, when the gun goes off, I hail Father, damirifa!”

“What kind of beast is this?”

“This is Efuo, the Colobus Monkey, the Colobus Monkey, the Colobus Monkey, Ya, the Colobus Monkey, Father killed this Colobus Monkey, when the gun goes off, I hail Father, damirifa!”

And now he reached where the head of the White-(spotted)-one lay, and he said, “And this one too, eh?” He (the child) said:

“Let Father come before (I name it),

for this is fearful.”

The Leopard said, “I have heard; I am going off; to-morrow I shall return, and when your Father comes home, ask him its name.” The Father returned from the bush, and he (the child) said: “It’s misfortune I have beheld.” The Father said: “What’s the matter?” He (the child) said: “You left me here to go to the bush, and the Leopard came along, and he made me lay all the beasts’ heads in a line and name them one by one, until (we) reached that of his kinsman, and he said that I must speak its name, but I said he must let you come first, as this one was a thing of dread.” The Father said: “Oh, that’s nothing, we shall see what happens again to-morrow.” And of very truth, once again when objects began to be visible (i. e. at dawn) the Father went off to the bush. The Leopard came again and made him (the child) lay the heads out there in a line once more, and caused him to name the beasts’ heads one by one. When again, for the second time, he reached the head of the Leopard, he said:

“Let Father come before (I name it),

for this is fearful.”

The Leopard said: “All right, but to-morrow when I come and if you do not tell me, I shall cut off your head too.” The Child said: “I have heard!” Evening fell cool, and the Father returned home and (the child) said: “As for to-day— to-morrow if you do not bestir yourself and see what you are going to do about it, then I am off and will leave you here in this settlement.” The Father said: “What is the matter again?” The child said: “The Leopard came a second time, and he says if to-morrow I do not speak, what he will do for me will be more than I can stomach (lit. eat).” The Father said: “All right, I have heard.” Then he wandered off to seek for leaves and medicine roots, with which to bathe his gun. He loaded it, and set it there. Just as things became visible, he went and hid somewhere. Not long after, he saw the Leopard coming hastening along. As soon as the Leopard reached the house, he spoke to the hunter’s child, saying, “As for to-day, what will happen will happen.” The child said: “Ah, that’s because you don’t know (quite everything).” The Leopard said: “What is that you say, I didn’t hear?” The child said: “You told me to line up (the heads), and what could I say (to that)?” The Leopard said: “Get on (with the job).” The child took the heads of the beasts and spread them out in a line, saying (aside to his Father), “Where shall I put (this one)?” The Leopard said: “What’s that you say?” The child said: “I was just reminding myself of the name of this animal.” The Leopard went and stood over against the child’s neck and said, “Go on, and this one too, what kind of beast is it?”

“This is the Otwe, the Bush-buck, the Bush-buck, the Bush-buck, Father killed this Bush-buck, when the gun goes off, I hail Father, damirifa!”

And he named all the beasts’ heads in like manner, and reached that of the Leopard. He (the Leopard) said: “And this one, eh?” He (the child) said: “This is Etwie, a Leopard, a Leopard, a Leopard, Father Leopard, Father killed this Leopard, when the gun goes off, I hail Father, damirifa!”

The Leopard said: “Oh, but you have seen misfortune; of my ears, one has heard, there remains the other.” And he went back and asked him again, and the child repeated it, and he (the Leopard) said: “My two ears have now heard, there remains only my little calabash that contains my fetish which I have placed before me.” Now the Father whistled, and called on his child and said to him, “Draw yourself aside,” and the child leaped and stood aside. And the Leopard said: “Where are you going?” And the child said: “I was just moving a little aside.” The Leopard said: “My grandchild, you have sense.” And he (the Leopard) said: “And this one too, what is its name?” He (the child) said:

“This is Etwie, a Leopard, a Leopard, a Leopard, Father Leopard, Father killed this Leopard, when the gun goes off, I hail Father, damirifa!”

His mouth stood still, and the Leopard was about to spring and catch him, when the child’s Father made the gun cry out, Tomm! And the Leopard lay there, and the sound of his falling was, Tim! And Father came and cut up the Leopard’s flesh and threw it all around.

Now that is why the elders say we must not leave a child alone in the house, for the hunter did so, and nearly let the Leopard catch his child.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
How It Came About That the Vulture Always Sits Among Filth
THERE once lived a Vulture and a Crow, and the Crow said, “Let us go and cut out a drum and play on it.” They set out for the bush, and they came across a silk-cotton tree. As soon as the Vulture saw the silk-cotton tree, he said, “This one is mine, for, as for me, I am the elder, therefore I shall cut down this great one.” The Crow said, “I have heard.” The Crow also, as he was looking about, saw a “Cedar” tree standing there, he also went and cut it. They both carved out drums. When the Vulture beat his drum it sounded just like this:

Futuru! Futuru! I have got (mine) quickly!

Vulture Kwakye! I have got (mine) quickly!

When the Crow beat his, it sounded like this:

Crow, Kwa! Kwa!

Crow, Kwa! Kwa!

They kept on playing, and the Sky-god heard, and he sent the Hawk (to summon them); and the Hawk came, (and hailed them) “Ago!” And they answered, “Ame!” He said, “The Sky-god says he has heard some dance-music here and therefore you must bring it along and play it for him to hear.” The creatures set out and went before the Sky-god’s face; and they played, and played, and played, and the Sky-god said, “I have heard that it is sweet; the two tunes are sweet, therefore I present you (each) with something.” Then the Sky-god went and fetched two boxes and set them down there, the exterior of one was very beautiful to see; filth to brim like this within; the other also, a very nasty one; gold to the brim like this within. The Sky-god spoke, (saying), “Each of you two come and take.” The Vulture said, “I am the elder, so let me go and take one first.” When he went, he picked out the very beautiful one, while the Crow also took the very nasty one. They lifted them up and went off to their village. When they went to open them, the Vulture, when he looked inside his, filthy slime. In the Crow’s, when he looked inside, gold shining red as anything. It was not very long after that a messenger arrived and told the Vulture (saying), “I am sent to say that your mother-in-law is dead.” He (the Vulture) said, “Crow, give me one gold nugget to bind on my arm that I may go to the funeral.” He got the nugget and bound it on, and went off to the funeral. Arrived there, he said he must go and ease himself; he squatted down, but when he was about to rise up, the nugget fell off, and was lost. He said, “Oh, the property of the Crow is lost, and how can I return home?” So he jumped into the filth and searched (for the nugget). That is why you will see the Vulture, always he is scratching, scratching, at the latrine, for he is looking for the Crow’s nugget to bring it to him.

That is why the Elders say, “Greed is not good.”

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, some you may take as true, and the rest you may praise me (for the telling of it).
If Some One Does Good to You, Show Your Thanks by Doing Him Good in Return
THEY say there (once) was an Eagle, and in her wanderings she went and met a certain old woman who had a sore on her leg. And the Eagle said, “Gracious me! This is a sore in a class by itself; with one like this, however hard you try, are you able to walk?” The old woman said, “Oh, just a very little.” The Eagle said, “You people, nowadays, if I were to do something good for you (to-day), to-morrow you would take something bad to thank me.” The old woman said, “Oh, I could not do (that). The Eagle said, “If you cannot behave like that, I have heard.” She said, “Shut your eyes and open them.” And the old woman shut her eyes and opened them. The Eagle said, “Look at your sore.” And when the old woman came to look—not a vestige of it. Then she made her close (her eyes) again; she opened them, and she saw that all the land had been cleared. She said, “Close them again.” She closed them, and she opened them, and houses stood there, firmly. And she made her close them again. She opened them to see a town this size; there it was—huge. The Eagle said, “Old woman, it’s yours (lit. in your hands). The old woman said, “Thanks I give to you.” Then the old woman said, “What must I take to thank you?” The Eagle said, “I do not want even a trifling thing, as for me, (all) I desire is this Silk-cotton-tree that stands there.” The old woman said, ‘This thing (you ask for) what of it, take it.’ Then the Eagle flew off, and alighted on it, and wove a nest, and laid two eggs, depositing them in it. And she hatched the two eggs, and went off to seek for something for her children to eat. The old woman’s grandchild, who lived with her, began to whimper, “Ehe! Ehe!” The old woman said, “What’s the matter?” She said, “Let me chew an Eagle’s children.” The old woman said, “Where am I to get an Eagle’s children?” The small grandchild commenced again, whimper! whimper! The old woman said, “What’s the matter?’ The child said, “Let me chew an Eagle’s children, for if I don’t get some to chew, I shall die.” The old woman said, “Ah! must this, my grandchild die for want of an Eagle’s children to chew? Up you get, take axes and go and strike the silk-cotton-tree and bring me the Eagle’s children.” The village folk went there, (the axes sounded), Pinpin! Pinpin! Pinpin! It was as if the tree was going down, when the elder of the Eagle’s children jumped up, and came and stood on the edge of the nest, and raised a cry; she called the mother, saying:

Sango, the bird e!

Sango, the bird, the Eagle’s child!

Sango, the bird e!

Sango, if she went to eat, come back!

Sango, the bird e!

Sango, o! o

The mother heard that her child was crying; she rose up, (and the sound of her wings flapping was,) fa! She came; she said, “Sanguri,” and that tree (which was nearly severed) came together again, and all the people who had been striking it, were swallowed up. Then she took the food which she had brought and gave to her children. Then she bade them good-bye, saying, “I am going, if the old woman comes to take you away, let her take you.” And the old woman said, “Go and strike the tree and bring the creatures for my grandchild to chew.” And they went there a second time, Pinpin! Pinpin! Pinpin! It was as if the tree was to go to the ground, when the (Eagle’s) child came out and came and stood on the edge of the nest, and called its mother, saying:

Sango, the bird e!

Sango, the bird, the Eagle’s child!

Sango, the bird e!

Sango, if she went to eat, come back!

Sango, the bird e!

Sango, o! o!

She called her mother, and called, and called, and called—no answer—and now the tree spoke as it hit the ground, “Brim!” (it said). They took away the Eagle’s children; they gave one to the old woman, but one that remained flew away and alighted on a Wawa-tree. One, they roasted, and gave it to the old woman’s grandchild, who added it to the roasted plantain (she was eating). Not long after, the Eagle came. When she reached the tree which they had felled, she saw one of her children sitting there; she asked her what had happened, and she told her all the news. The Eagle set off for the old woman’s village. When she went there, the old woman’s grandchild was eating one of her children. She said, “Old woman, I congratulate you.” She came out from the old woman’s house and commenced (her magic) at the outskirts of the town. She said, “Sanguri,” and every person disappeared, and again she said, “Sanguri,” and every house broke up at once and not a dwelling remained. “Sanguri,” the village once again became the forest. “Sanguri,” and the old woman’s sore came back. And she said, “Old woman, you have seen, that is why the elders say, if some does good to you, thank him by doing good to him and do not take evil to thank him.” This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, some you may take as true, and the rest you may praise me (for the telling of it).
How the Leopard’s Body Became Spotted
THERE (once) lived a Fly and a Leopard, there, and the Leopard said to the Fly, “Let us go and look for women to marry.” The Fly said, “Ho.” Then the Leopard bathed, and oiled, and adorned himself with his gold ornaments, and he tied up his old sleeping-mat, and gave it to the Fly to carry on his head. And they set out; they came to a certain village. Thereupon the Fly said, “Mothers all and Fathers all, I give you evening greetings.” They replied, “Our good husband.” The Leopard also reached there; he said, “Mothers all and Fathers all, I give you evening greetings.” They answered, “You with the foul mouth you dare to give us evening greetings?” They set off, and reached the next village. ’Wansana, the Fly, said, “Mothers all and Fathers all, I give you evening greetings.” They answered in the same way. The Leopard also reached there, and he greeted them, and they answered, Vad ’

“You with the foul mouth, do you wish us evening greetings?” They set out; they got on to the path, the Leopard said, “Look here! bring me the old mat and you take these gold trinkets and adorn yourself, if it is because of the old mat that the girls love you, I shall see.” And (the Fly) received (the ornaments), adorned himself, and they set off and arrived at the next village. The Leopard was in front, and the old mat on his head; he saluted (the villagers). They said, “Don’t salute us, you with the foul mouth; it is fitting that you carry this old sleeping-mat.” Then the Fly arrived there; he said, “Mothers all and Fathers all, I give you evening greetings.” And they replied, saying, “Oh you darling; here indeed is a youth worth looking at; gold trinkets; how they become you; if it were not for the beating we would get, we would accompany you on your journey.” And they went on. No sooner had they reached the path than the Leopard said, “Hey! friend, stand still there, slip off my golden trinkets and give me quickly, quickly, quickly.” When the Fly had finished slipping off the ornaments and giving them to him, the Leopard looked about the path and plucked a creeper with which to bind the Fly. He said, “I shall tie you up, and what have you got to say?” And the Fly said, “I have nothing to say.” The Leopard continued, “I and you have not even reached our destination... (and yet the women are already falling in love with you).” Then the Leopard seized hold of him and fastened him against a tree. And he also went and hid elsewhere. Not long after, the Plantain passed by on the way to market, and when he saw him (the Fly) he said:

“Who is hanging there so very black?

Who is hanging there so very glossy?”

(The Fly) said:

“It is I, the Fly, Kwao Boakye.

Adenen!

Gyahene Kofi Amo,

Adenen!

He said to me that I must come, that we might go in search of girls.

Adenen!

The girls say they do not love him.

Adenen!

He has bound me.

Adenen!

He has bound me completely.

Adenen!

Rescuer, save me.

Adenen!

When you have saved me, take the path and go.

Adenen!”

But the Plantain said, “The Leopard has tied you up, so I cannot let you loose”; and he went off. Amankani, the Coco-yam, came (and went) in like manner; Aburo, the Corn, came (and went) in like manner; Atwibo, the Yam, came (and went) in like manner; Adua, the Bean, came (and went) in like manner; Akam, the Potato, came (and went) in like manner; Akapinkye, the Red-roasted plantain, came (and went) in like manner; Bankye, the Cassava, came (and went) in like manner; Brofere, the Paw-paw, came (and went) in like manner; Emo, the Rice, came (and went) in like manner; Efrere, the Pumpkin, came (and went) in like manner; Habayere, the Bush-yam, came (and went) in like manner; Kwadu, the Banana, came (and went) in like manner; Kontomere, the Coco-yam leaves, came (and went) in like manner; Krobona, the Bean, came (and went) in like manner; Mako, the red-pepper, came (and went) in like manner; Nkatee, the Ground-nut, came (and went) in like manner; Nwiadowa, the Garden-egg, came (and went) in like manner; Nkuruma, the Okro, came (and went) in like manner; and now Dokon’fa, Half-a-ball-of-Kenki (Boiled-pounded-corn), came past and said:

“Who is hanging there so very black?

Who is hanging there so very glossy?”

(The Fly) said:

“It is I, the Fly, Kwao Boakye,

Adenen!

Gyahene Kofi Amo,

Adenen!

He said to me that I must come, that we might go in search of girls,

Adenen!

The girls say they do not love him.

Adenen!

He has bound me.

Adenen!

He has bound me completely.

Adenen!

Rescuer, save me.

Adenen!

When you have saved me, take the path and go.

Adenen!”

Half-a-ball-of-Kenki said, “I have heard, I shall loosen you.” He went there, and loosened him. When he had finished doing so, suddenly the Leopard appeared. He said, “Why have you loosened my man?” He (the Half-a-ball-of-Kenki) said, “I have loosened him, and what you will do, do.” He (the Leopard) said, “For my part, I and you will not do anything at all, only I and you will fight with our fists.” Half-a-ball-of-Kenki said, “If we are going to fight, let us go to the bush, and let us break firewood and set it alight.” So they went and broke firewood, and returned. And he (Half-a-ball-of-Kenki) said, “Let’s set fire to it.” And the Leopard set it alight. Simultaneously they joined battle, (and the sound of it was like) Yiri! Yiri! Yiri! And the Leopard has torn Half-a-ball-of-Kenki (from him), and thrown him, bam! Half-a-ball-of-Kenki said, “(A thing like that is nothing), one takes such a thing and uses it to wash down the place where one’s wife baths.” And they met again. And Half-a-ball-of-Kenki also has cast the Leopard from him, bam! And the Leopard said, “I also take a thing like that to wash down my wife’s bathroom, (but) in our next encounter, when one casts the other off him, then that is the final throw.” And they joined (battle, the sound was like) Kikiri! Kikiri! Kikiri! And Half-a-ball-of-Kenki lifted up the Leopard and threw him in the fire. The Leopard said, “Me firim, me firim, me firim” (I am out, I am out, I am out. That is how the Leopard got his cry “Me firim”.) (Then) they saw that his body was like this, all kurukyire, kurukyire, kurukyire (that is, all spotted); where the white was, that was where the ashes had touched him; and where the black was, that, too, was where the black charcoal had touched him. And when you are walking, and you see the leaf lying there in which Half-a-ball-of-Kenki (has been wrapped), you will see many flies swarming upon it; and that is not for any other reason (save only this), they are thanking him.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, some you may take as true, and the rest you may praise me (for the telling of it).
How the Babadua Reed Got the Joints (On Its Stalk)
A CERTAIN woman (once) conceived, and she went off to one of the lesser gods to consult it (about the child). And the god told her that, “It is probable that when you bear the child it will die, but I shall do all I can to give it to you, but the thing which I must tell you is this, the child is (really) the child of a Queen Mother up there with Nyame, the Sky-god, and when you bear it, don’t let it do anything, but when you rise up, you must bathe it, oil it, and take it, and set it on a stool.” Of a truth she bore it. (Like all) children in Spider tales, it is not long before it grows up. They called the child Akosua Denta. Just as the lesser god had directed, the mother, when she rose up, washed her, oiled her, and cooked something for her to eat, and then went off to her farm. Now, one day when she had no time to cook anything for her to eat, she gave orders to her slave girl, Kra, saying, “I am going to the farm, so cook something and give to Akosua Denta to eat.” And the mother set off. Now, when Kra had finished cooking the plantain, she said, “Akosua Denta, come here and pound this fufu, you and your Queen-Mother story.” She said, “I will not come.” Kra said, “Come, you shall, you and your conceit.” And Akosua Denta rose up and went; she went and received the pestle; she pounded the fufu. As soon as she had finished, she went and lay down in the room, took her cloth, and covered her head. Kra went (after her), she said, “Denta”; no answer. She removed the cloth from her head; Akosua Denta was dead; she replaced the cloth over her. Not long after, the mother came back from the farm. When she came, she did not (at once) seek for her child, but went to the fireside to go and finish cooking. Then she said, “Kra, where is Denta?” She said, “Grandmother, even her food which I cooked and placed there, there it still stands.” The mother said, “I have heard.” Then the mother went off into the room in order to fetch a cloth (to wear) and go out on the street to look for her child. When she went into the room, something dark lay there in a heap. She raised the cloth, and she saw that Akosua Denta was dead. She said, “Kra, you say that Denta has gone out on the street, and now here she is, dead?” Kra said, “Grandmother I have not seen.” Then the woman tied a cloth belt round her waist and took her (dead) child on her back, and came out upon the street with her, and cried; and the Head of the village came, and said, “Take your child (off your back) and let us go and bury it.” The woman answered:

“And I and my child Akosua Denta,

And I conceived her,

I and she went to consult the water-gazer.

They say, ‘It’s a Queen Mother’s child.’

I want some one to go and say that,

The Queen Mother’s child, Siankwa Adamowa’s child,

This, my child, I will not bury her here.”

And she set out, and went to a certain village, and when she reached there, the Head of the village said, “Take the child off (your back) and come and let me bury it, for we taboo (such a thing).” But the woman said:

“And I and my child Akosua Denta,

And I conceived her,

I and she went to consult the water-gazer.

They say, ‘It’s a Queen Mother’s child.’

I want some one to go and say that,

The Queen Mother’s child, Siankwa Adamowa’s child,

This, my child, I will not bury her here.”

And she set off again. She walked, and walked, and walked, through some deep forest, and by now, the child has rotted, and she took it off (her back) and cast it away, and returned home. And the Head of the village asked her, saying, “Where is the child?” She said, “I took her and threw her away.” The Head of the village said, “You are disgraced, if you had permitted it here, then we should have buried it in the thicket of the ghosts, that would have been fitting.” Thus the elders say, “If your child dies, then mourn in moderation; do not let it pain you. For that woman acted thus, and threw her child away when she need not have done so.” And now the woman said, “As for this Kra, take her and throw her in a mortar and pound her for me.” Then the villagers went there (where Kra was, and there was a sound of pounding) Pu! Pu! Pu! and they pounded her until she became very soft. And now there remained “the kindly one”; when they pounded it, it was tough, and when they pounded it, it jumped and stuck to the Babadua reed. That is why the Babadua reed has knots (on its stalk), formerly it was trom, trom, that is to say, quite smooth.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, some you may take as true, and the rest you may praise me (for telling of it).
How Okoto, the Crab, Got a Shell, and Aberewa, the Old Woman, Got White Hair
A CERTAIN woman bore her child; when she sent her (anywhere), she said, “I shall not go.” She (the mother) said, “Then stay there, you and your wise ways.” Always when she sent her (on any errand), she said, “I shall not go.” Then one day she said, “Go and splash water and bring for me.” She said, “I shall not go.” And the old woman beat her and said, “Just you wait there, and you will see.” And the child spoke and said, “I shall go to search for ‘I will see’ that I may see (what it is like).” And she set off on the path, and went at a great pace, (and the sound of her feet running was like) yiridi, yiridi, yiridi. At length she arrived at a village, and she saw a certain old woman sitting there. When she saw her, she was about to draw back. The old woman said, “My grandchild, do not draw back for I have seen you.” And the child advanced; and the old woman said, “Why has water from your eyes bathed you like this?” She said, “My mother and I were living together there, every day when she rose up, she said, ‘Just you wait there and you will see,’ and she beat me, so I said, I would come and seek for ‘I will see ’ that I may see (what it is like).” And the old woman said, “I am she.” Then she said, “Go to the back of the house there and dig up yams and bring them; when you go and reach there, the one that will say, ‘Dig me up, dig me up, dig me up,’ don’t dig it up; but the one which says, ‘Don’t dig me up, don’t dig me up, that one, dig up.” She replied, “Ho!’ Of a truth she went there; certain of the yams said to her, “Dig me up, dig me up, dig me up;” others also said, “Don’t dig me up, don’t dig me up, don’t dig me up.” The ones that said, “Don’t dig me up,” they were the ones she dug up. And she came with them; and the old woman said to her, “Skin them and put them on the fire.” And she skinned them and put them on (the fire), and when cooked, she turned them out on a dish, and took and set them before the old woman. And she said, “Go to the outskirts of the town, and look on a rack which has meat lying on it, look among (the meat) and take your choice.” And the child took some, and came, and placed it on the fire, and made soup. When she finished, she placed it before the old woman. “The old woman said, “Have you finished?” She replied, “Yes, Grandmother.” She said, “Come and pound the fufu.” And the old woman went and lay down on her back; she said, “Gather up the cooked yams, pour them in my nose, and pound them.” The child said, “Here is something wonderful, that we pound fufu in a person’s nose; this is what mother talked about.” All this she said in her head. She went and pounded; but when she pounded, she pounded very gently. The old woman said, “Pound it strongly, if you don’t pound it strongly, your chest will split.” And she pounded it, pi! pi! pi! and when she had finished, she poured on the soup, and set it there before the old woman. The old woman said, “My grandchild, mention my name and take and eat.” And she said, “You are called Old-woman-grandmother.” She said, “Ee! she has not seen, that she may eat.” And the old woman ate up all. For eight days, she treated her thus always. And one day the child went to the stream to splash water. The Crab saw her, and he said, “Why has somebody’s child got thin like this?” She said, “There is an Old-grandmother-woman with whom I live, and when I cook food and give to her, she says, ‘Mention my name and take to eat’; I say, ‘They call you Old-woman-grandmother,’ and she says, ‘Ee! you have not seen the way to eat,’ and then she eats; that’s why I am thin.” The Crab said, “She is called Old-woman-Mosono.” The child said, “Ho.” And she set her water-pot on her head. The Crab said, “Don’t forget as you are going back.” The child set off; all the time she was coming, she kept saying, “Old-woman-Mosono, Mosono, Mosono.” When she reached the outskirts of the town, she forgot, and she stumbled and her water-pot broke, and she went home. The old woman said, “Where is the water-pot?” She said, “As I was coming, I stumbled, and it broke.’ She said, “Take another and go.” And she took it and went; and the Crab said, “You are back already?” And she said, “That name you told me, I have gone and forgotten it, and I have come to ask it again.” The Crab said, “She is called Old-woman-Mosono.” And she said, “Ho.” She kept saying it all the way home, and when she reached home she set down (the pot). The old woman said, “Go and dig up yams and bring them.” She did everything as before, and brought the food, and placed it before the old woman, and the old woman said, “Mention my name and take to eat.” She said, “You are called Old-woman-grandmother.” She said, “I mean my real name.” She said, “Your real name?” The old woman said, “Yes.” She said, “You are called Old-woman-Mosono.” The old woman said, “Take and eat.” The child took and ate. The old woman set out on the path, and said, “I am going in search of the very person who told you that my name was Mosono.” And she went to the stream, and met Obonto Ya, the minnow, (and she abused her, saying), “You ’Bonto, your mother! you ’Bonto, your father! did you tell my infant grandchild that I was called Mosono?” She said, “It was not I.

The old woman saw that Adwen’ (the fish) was standing near by; she cursed her, saying, “You Adwen’, your mother! mother! mother! you Adwen’, your father! father! father! did you tell my infant grandchild that I was called Mosono?” She said, “It was not I.” She saw that the Crab was standing there. She cursed him, saying, “You Crab, your mother! mother! mother! you Crab, your father! father! father! was it you who told my infant grandchild that I lived at Accra, was of Royal blood, and that I was called Mosono?” The Crab said, “Yes, it was I who told her, and why did you allow somebody’s child to grow thin like that?” And the old woman got angry, and her calabash which she held, she lifted it up and threw it and struck the Crab. That is why the Crab has a shell on his back. Long ago on the back of the Crab there was not any shell there. And the Crab also picked up white clay, and he cast it on top of the old woman’s head. That is why the tops of old women’s heads have white hair.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, some you may take as true, and the rest you may praise me (for telling of it).
How the Neck of Anene, the Crow, Became White and His Back Became Black
A CERTAIN woman, by name Ata (the Twin), went off with her child to splash (for fish). When they reached the stream, her child said, “Let’s go up the water.” But the old lady said, “Let’s go downstream, for it is downstream where the little nkawa fishes are.” Her child said, “As for me, I am going upstream, for it is upstream where the little nkawa fishes are.” So her mother went downstream. They remained away for a long time, and her child got some, and she came and passed along to seek for her mother. As she was going, (there was) her mother’s calabash floating on the face of the water. The child said, “Ah! it’s not one (thing), it’s not two (things), it’s mother’s calabash.” And she raised (her voice,) cried and called her mother, saying:

“I said so, and you would not listen, I told you so, and you would not hear.

I said, ‘Mother, let us go upstream, for it’s upstream where the little nkawa fishes live ’;

And she said she was going downstream, for down the stream is where the little nkawa fishes live.

And what am I to do? Alas my mother, Ata, mhm!”

And the Hawk came along; he said, “Child, your song is sweet, sing it and I will get your mother out for you.” And the child lifted up (her voice):

“I said so, and you would not listen, I told you so, and you would not hear.

I said, ‘Mother, let us go upstream, for it’s upstream where the little nkawa fishes live ’;;

And she said she was going downstream, for down the stream is where the little nkawa fishes live.

And what am I to do? Alas my mother, Ata, mhm!”

And the Hawk took his (magic) animal tail-switch and struck the face of the water, but the water stood where it stood. And he (the Hawk) went on. And Kokosakyi, the Vulture, came along, and he, too, said, “Sing that song for me to hear, that I may get your mother out for you.” And the child sang the song:

“I said so, and you would not listen, I told you so, and you would not hear.

I said, ‘Mother, let us go upstream, for it’s upstream where the little nkawa fishes live ’;

And she said she was going downstream, for down the stream is where the little nkawa fishes live.

And what am I to do? Alas my mother, Ata, mhm!”

And he also took his (magic) tail and beat the face of the river, but nothing happened. And he, too, went on. And (now) Anene, the Crow, also came along. He said, “Child, why do you cry like this? Cry and let me hear that I may get your mother out for you. And the child sang the song:

I said so, and you would not listen, I told you so, and you would not hear.

I said, ‘Mother, let us go upstream, for it’s upstream where the little nkawa fishes live’;

And she said she was going downstream, for down the stream is where the little nkawa fishes live.

And what am I to do? Alas my mother, Ata, mhm!”

The Crow took a cone of medicine and threw it in the water, and he took his magic tail and struck the face of the water, and the water divided in two; and he said, “Sing the song”; and the child sang. And she saw the hair of her mother’s head; and she smiled a little. He said, “Sing again,” and she sang. And her mother emerged up to the waist. The Crow said, “Go on singing.” And the child sang, and her mother emerged as far as her ankles. He said, “Sing again’; and she sang. Her mother leaped out all at once and stood on the bank. Ata, the Twin, said, “Crow, what must I take to thank you?” He replied, “As for me, I don’t want anything at all, just go and buy dark-blue and white cloth.” Ata ran and bought some, and came with it to the Crow, and the Crow covered himself with the dark-blue, and the white he bound round his neck. That is why you will see the Crow, his back is dark coloured, but round his neck is white. They are gifts he received from Ata, the Twin.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, some you may take as true, and the rest you may praise me (for telling of it).
How Kwatima, the Ram, Came to Get the Name of Odwanini
THERE (once) was a Ram, Kwatima, and he said, “I am going to look for some land on which to build a house.” And the Leopard too, at the same time, had exactly the same idea. Then Kwatima, the Ram, set out to go and view the land which he wanted; and he cleared it, in order that he might build a house. And Osebo, the Leopard, also went off (and when he reached where the Ram had cleared), he said, “Gracious me! The village I was going to build, but had not done any work on yet, my spirit ancestors have already begun upon it.” And he, too, did a little clearing and went off. Next day, when things began to appear (i. e. at dawn), the Ram went again. When he got to the place, he said, “Gracious me! Of a truth my spirit ancestors are going to help me, (look at) the ground which they have cleared.” And he, too, swept up (the rubbish) and went off. And the Leopard, also, came. He said, “Oh! this is some matter; I am almost afraid about it.” And he, too, went off to the bush; he cut poles and laid them down there (on the site). And the Ram also came, and he also looked long in surprise. He also went off to the bush, to cut rope creepers, and he threw them down there and went off. And again the Leopard came. He, too, looked long (at the progress made), and he pegged out (the house) and off he went. Again Kwatima came, and he dug holes and placed the poles in them, and went off. And again the Leopard came, and he tied on the cross sticks, and went away. And again Kwatima came, and he went and collected the thatch and placed it there and went off. And the Leopard came again, and mixed the mud and did the plastering; and went away. And again Kwatima came and did the roofing, and went off. And again the Leopard came, and beat the floors, and went off. Then Kwatima came, too, and picked out white clay and plastered (the walls), and went off home. When he went, he told his child, “To-day I have completed the house, and when the Sunday Adae falls, on the (following) Monday we shall have the new house warming, so look for people with guns to go and fire into the room.” Now the Leopard also came (and saw the completed house). He said, “Eh! I have not anything to say, but only that I shall go and collect my belongings and return.” Then he went off, and went and told his child, saying, “Run as fast as you can and tell the Ghost-hunter that when the Adae falls on a Sunday, on the (following) Monday I shall celebrate the new house warming, therefore let him come and fire a gun for me.” And his child went off and told him. He (the Ghost-hunter) said, “I have heard.” Then on the day preceding the Adae, Kwatima collected his belongings, and took them and deposited them there in the house, and came back. And the Leopard, too, collected his, and took them (there). When it was clear enough to see things, on the Sunday Adae, Kwatima went all round bidding the people with whom he lived good-bye; and the Leopard, too, made his farewells. On Monday, when things appeared (i. e. at dawn), Kwatima and his child went (to the new house); then went and fired a gun into the room. And the Leopard also came; he heard the gun; he said, “To-day is not a good day, to-day the spirits are firing guns.” And he, too, came; and the Ghost-hunter also went into the house there, and caused the gun to cry out, pomm! The Leopard came and saw Kwatima and his child sitting there. He said, “What is your business?” Kwatima also said, “You too, what is your business?” The Leopard said, “If you have no reason (for coming here), I, too, have none.” And Kwatima said, “If that is so, then we shall both live here.” So they settled down there. Every day, when the Leopard got up, he went hunting, and brought back meat. Always it was so. But as for Kwatima, he did not bring anything. Then one day the fearful one went off to the bush; he did his very best to catch something, but was unsuccessful. He returned home, and said, “Kwatima, if to-day you don’t go to the bush and bring back some meat, what I shall do to you, you will not like.” Kwatima set out, and went to the bush, and brought back a bush-buck and threw it down there. When the Leopard saw the animal, it made him as surprised as anything. When things appeared (i. e. at dawn), Kwatima went off, and again he brought back another (antelope). The Leopard said, “E!” He said to his child, “Look here, I am going to the bush, and I am taking Kwatima along with me as well, and the young duyker that I brought you the other day, when we have gone, call Kwatima’s child and ask him, saying, “When your father goes to the bush to catch meat, demonstrate for us on this duyker how he does it.” And the people (Osebo and Kwatima) set out. And the Leopard’s child said, “Kwatima’s child, come and let us play.” He came; he said, “When father goes to the bush, this is how he catches game.” And he leaped, and caught the young duyker and seized its throat. Kwatima’s child said, “Do you go and fetch a big stone.” The Leopard’s child went and brought one. He placed it down there. Kwatima’s child backed away from it and came and then hit the stone with the top of his head, pirn! and it smashed to pieces. The Leopard’s child said, “Ah.” And their fathers came in from the bush, and the Leopard’s child told his father what had happened, and Kwatima’s child, too, told his father what had happened. Now there they were, when one day something stuck to Kwatima’s foot, and he was about to brush it off, but the Leopard thought that he was backing in order to kill him. Immediately the Leopard rushed upon Kwatima in order to catch him. And Kwatima ran off kiri, kiri, kiri. He went to a pool that lay there, in which was a Python. Kwatima said, “Father Python, I flee to you for protection that the Leopard may not catch me.” There and then the Python said, “You, fellow, you have done right (to come to me), so take my hand.” Kwatima tried hard and shook hands with him. That is how Kwatima came to get the name of Odwa-nini (lit. Shake hands with the Python). It originated in his shaking hands with the Python.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, some you may take as true, and the rest you may praise me (for telling of it).
How (The) Hoe Came to Ashanti
KWAKU ANANSE, the Spider, and his children Tikononkono (Big-bighead), Afudotwedotwe (Belly-like-to-burst), Nyiwankonfwea (Thin-shanks), lived at home along with Kotoko, the Porcupine. And the Porcupine began work for the first time on a new farm, and Kwaku, the Spider, begged him to let him have a piece (of the farm) to cultivate (for himself). And he gave him some. And the time when Kwaku Ananse and his children were hoeing, the Porcupine went home to eat. And when the Porcupine returned and took up his hoe and applied it to the ground, he raised his song, saying:

“Gyensaworowa, Kotoko saworowa,

Gyensaworowa, Kotoko saworowa,

Gyensaworowa.”

The Hoe turned over a huge tract (of land). Then they stopped work and went off, and the Porcupine took the hoe and hid it. And Kwaku, the Spider, saw (where he put it). He said, “This hoe that I have seen, to-morrow very, very early I shall come and take it to do my work.” Truly, very, very, very early, the Spider went and got it; he took it to his farm. Now, the Spider did not know how to make it stop, and he raised his song:

“Gyensaworowa, Kotoko saworowa,

Gyensaworowa, Kotoko saworowa,

Gyensaworowa.”

And the Hoe, when it commenced hoeing, continued hoeing. And it hoed until it came too far away. Now it reached the Sea-god’s water. Thence it came to the land of White-men-far, and the white men took it, and looked at it, and made others (like it). That is how many (European) hoes came among the Ashanti. Formerly it was only Kotoko, the Porcupine, who had one.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
How Akokonini, the Cock, Got a Pointed Mouth
FATHER ANANSE, the Spider, was living there with his children Afudotwedotwe (Belly-like-to-burst), Nyiwankonfwea (Thin-shanks), (and) Tikonokono (Big-big-head). And the Spider told them, saying, “You must go and search for figs for me to eat.” So these children set off; they walked and walked, and walked, and they came across some fig-tree, and (the figs) were ripe, and the children went beneath (the tree). Afudotwedotwe (Belly-like-to-burst) said to Nyiwankonfwea (Thin-shanks), “Climb and pluck some of them.” He said, “Oh, if I climb my legs will break.” Tikonokono (Big-big-head) said, “You, Afudotwedotwe, do you climb up.” He said, “Oh, if I climb up, my belly will burst; you climb yourself.” So Tikonokono (Big-big-head) climbed. He plucked some of the children of the Fig-tree and went on plucking and plucking, then he said, “Will that do?” The rest of them said, “Ah, (how do we know?),” So he went on pulling them; then he asked them again, “Will that do?” And they answered, “Lower your head and look.” And when he was about to lower his head, to look, then his head hit the ground, saying (a word like) “Kum!” When Belly-like-to-burst would have laughed, his belly burst with a bang, ta! Thin-shanks, when he would run off to tell his father, his legs broke and remained behind the fence. The Cock was washing his soul, and was going out to throw away the egg-shells (of the offering), when he saw Thin-shanks had fallen down and his legs had broken, and had been left on the other side of the fence. When he was about to laugh, his mouth became pointed:

“When he was about to laugh,

His mouth became pointed.

When he was about to laugh,

His mouth became pointed.”

That is why the Elders say, “If any one falls down, go and look to him, and don’t laugh.” Now as for the Cock, he acted like this, and laughed, therefore his mouth became pointed; formerly he had a beautiful, beautiful mouth.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
How the Tail of Efuo, the Black-Colobus Monkey, Became White
THEY say that (once upon a time) there lived Esono, the Elephant; Kwakuo, the Monkey; Anyinhima, the Putty-nosed Monkey; and Efuo, the Black-Colobus Monkey; and they said that they would go to some village to look for women to marry. Then they set out. As they were going, they came across a muddy pool. The Putty-nosed Monkey said, “Stand still while I ask you something.” He said, “On this journey upon which we are going, who (among us) is nice-looking?” The Elephant said, “It is Efuo, the Black-Colobus Monkey.” Kwakuo (the other monkey) said, “If that is so, let us beat him, and immerse him in the muddy pool.” Of a truth they beat him, and took him and ducked him in the muddy pool, and they went on. Then the Colobus Monkey rose up (out of the pool), and followed them stealthily, (walking) slowly, and went and sat down on the village midden-heap. And the rest of the people reached the village, they saw young girls congregated under a Gyedua-tree. The young girls saw them. This one said, “I desire this one”; this one said, “I desire this one.” And they married all the girls. Now, there was one maiden there, who had gone to the farm, (but before she had set out) had told her mother, saying, “When the’ young men come, pick out one and put him aside for me.” And when she returned from the farm, she asked her mother, saying, “Where is mine?” She replied, “When I went (to see about it), they had already divided (the young men) among them.” The girl said, “It does not matter.” And she skinned some plantains, and was going to throw the husks on the midden-heap. Now, that Colobus Monkey had come and sat down on the midden-heap. The girl was about to throw the refuse on it, when the Colobus Monkey said, “Don’t throw it on me.” The girl said, “Who is that?” He said, “It’s I.” The girl said, “What’s the matter?” He said, “I and my playmates were coming to marry (you) girls, when they beat me, and made all my body dirty, and that’s why I have come to sit here.” She said, “For my part, I love you, so come and let us go home.” She and he went off, and she got water and washed him. When she had taken a fibre sponge and applied it to his skin for a little, she saw that his skin was really beautifully glossy. The girl said, “Mother, come and look, for such beauty as this is not a thing to play with.” And the mother said, “Finish washing him.” And she finished washing him, and she oiled him, and he took his sandals, and he took his sankuo (musical bow), and went and sat under the Gyedua-tree, and played. Then the girls who were already married, as soon as ever they saw him, this one said, “I don’t love my husband any more,” that one said, “I don’t love my husband any more, it is the Black-Colobus Monkey whom I love.” The Black-Colobus Monkey said, “She whom I have got, I love.” Now all the animals went round saying good-bye, saying they were going to collect their belongings and return. And when the beasts went off, instead of going (on), they went and sat down on the path, and waited for the Black-Colobus Monkey in order to beat and kill him when he came along. The Black-Colobus Monkey also went round bidding good-bye, saying, “I, too, am going to collect my things and return.” And he set out. When he reached the path, the animals saw him; they said, “There is the Black-Colobus Monkey, there is the Black-Colobus Monkey.” Then the Black-Colobus Monkey grasped (a branch of) a tree (and leapt up), kra! kra! kra! Then the animals picked up white clay and threw it at him, and some stuck to his tail. That is how his tail became white; and some hit his chin. That is why his chin became white. Long ago the tail and chin of the Black-Colobus Monkey were tun, tun, tun, very black.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
How It Came About That Some People Are Good-Looking, and Others Are Not Good-Looking
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

THEY say there (once) was a woman, and that she went to a certain Palm-tree which stood there in the water that she might consult it about child-bearing. And when she went, the Palm-tree said, “I shall give you what you want, but the child with whom I shall present you, when he rises up, will never do any work.” She said, “I agree (to that).” It was not two days, it was not three days, when she conceived and gave birth. Like the children in Spider-stories, he was not long of growing up, he was grown up at once. And his mother told him, saying, “Among the whole of the tribe’s taboos, there are none which you need observe save the Palm-tree, you must never climb one.” He said, “Mother, I have heard.” Now, one day the mother left him there to go to the farm. He went and called his sweetheart, and he and she began to play, and he caught hold of her waist-beads and they broke and fell. And the girl said, “This string of waist-beads which you have broken, go and bring me some Palm-tree fibre that I may restring them.” The boy went off and bought some and brought it. The girl said, “I don’t want that, only some which you have sought from a Palm-tree which stands in the water.” So the child set out in search of some. As he went, there was a Palm-tree standing in the water. Up he climbed, kra! kra! kra! until he reached the neck of the tree. He took out his knife, and as soon as he touched it, the Palm-tree split in two, and the boy’s stomach went inside, and the Palm-tree closed up again. There he was, it was squeezing him. Soon after his mother came; when she reached the water, she saw a shadow upon it, and she said:

“Whose shadow is this lying on the water like that of my child Akwasi Kwasaman?” He said, “Mother, it’s I.”

She said, “Why is the Palm-tree

squeezing you?”

He said, “I went to strip off Palm

fibre to go and give to my lover and the Palm-tree squeezed me.”

The mother said, “You, this Palm-tree

squeeze him, squeeze him, squeeze him,

my child Kwasaman.

Palm-tree squeeze him, squeeze him, squeeze him, Palm-tree squeeze him.

And the mother went off. And the father also came, and he said:

“Whose shadow is it that lies on this water like that of my child Kwasaman?” He said, “Father, it is I.”

He (the father) said, “Why is the Palm-tree squeezing you?”

He said, “I went to strip off Palm fibre to go and give to my lover and the Palm-tree squeezed me.”

He (the father) said, “You, this Palm-tree squeeze him, squeeze him,

My child Kwasaman.

Palm-tree squeeze him, squeeze him, Palm-tree squeeze him.” And the father went off home, and told the Head of the village, and the Head of the village, too, called all the people; and they came to the foot of the Palm-tree, and the Head of the village lifted up (his voice), saying:

“Whose shadow is it that lies on the water like that of my grandchild Akwasi Kwasaman?”

He said, “Grandfather, it is I.”

He (the Head of the village) said, “Why is the Palm-tree squeezing you?”

He said, “I went to strip off Palm fibre to go and give to my lover and the Palm-tree squeezed me.”

The Head of the village said, “You, this Palm-tree squeeze him, squeeze him, squeeze him,

My grandchild Kwasaman.

Palm-tree squeeze him, squeeze him, Palm-tree squeeze him.”

And the Head of the village went off, and all the villagers sang the same song telling the Palm-tree to squeeze him. And now his lover came along, and she said: “Whose shadow is it that lies upon the water, like that of my lover Akwasi Kwasaman?”

He said, “It is I, your real lover.”

She said, “Why is the Palm-tree squeezing you?”

He said, “I went to break off Palm fibre for you, and the Palm-tree squeezed me.” She said, “Palm-tree release him, release him, release him.

Palm-tree release my lover, Akwasi Kwasaman.

Palm-tree release him, release him, release him, Palm-tree release him.”

When she spoke thus, the Palm-tree opened out a little, and her lover’s stomach came out a little. And she raised her voice once more, saying:

“Whose shadow is it that lies upon the water, like that of my lover Akwasi Kwasaman?”

He said, “It is I, your real lover.”

She said, “Why is the Palm-tree squeezing you?”

He said, “I went to break off Palm fibre for you, and the Palm-tree squeezed me.” She said, “Palm-tree release him, release him, release him.

Palm-tree release my lover, Akwasi Kwasaman.

Palm-tree release him, release him, release him, Palm-tree release him.”

And now her lover came forth all at once, and he came and clung on the bosom of his sweetheart, and they melted away; and they changed into oil. And the people who went there quickly and rubbed some on their faces, are they who are very beautiful; but they who did not get any, they are those who are not nice-looking. This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
Every Girl Should Marry Him to Whom She Is Given in Marriage
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

THERE was once a maid called Kwaboaso. To whomsoever they gave her to marry she said, “I do not desire him.” They gave her to a hunter, and she said, “Ugh! this man has ticks on him, I do not want him.” One day she went off to the plantation, saying she was going to cut plantains. She took a knife and struck at the plantain, to! when behold the little folk were sitting on the plantains; they descended, and came, and caught Kwaboaso; they said, “You are the one whom, when they take to give to any one, you shake your head, pusu! pusu!” And the fairies caught hold of her and said: “Come, let us squeeze her.

We squeeze her, O!

We squeeze Kwaboaso.

Come, let us squeeze her.

We squeeze her, O!”

Now, when that hunter to whom they had given Kwaboaso heard Kwaboaso’s voice, he said, “I am going to see what is the matter, for we don’t take something bad to repay something bad.” When he went, there was Kwaboaso, and the fairies squeezing her. Then the hunter fired a gun at the fairies, and one fell down. The eldest of the fairies said (to the others), “He has drunk palm wine, and got intoxicated; place him there in the meantime, (and then go on squeezing her).” Again the hunter fired, and another fell. The eldest of the fairies said, “The brave fellow has drunk palm wine and is overcome, take him and lay him aside there.” The hunter killed all the fairies except only the eldest. The eldest called out to the hunter, saying, “Come.” The hunter said, “I’m not coming.” The eldest of

the fairies said, “Oh, come on, I will not do anything to you.” The hunter went. The eldest of the fairies said, “Look in my room there, and you will see the medicine for the gun (i. e. the gunpowder) and all the bullets which you have fired, take what belongs to you, and take Kwaboaso as well, but before you go, go and cut bananas, and as you go, throw them away, so that when the other fairies waken up, and come to catch you, then by the time they have stopped to pick them up, one by one, you have gone long, long, long ago.” And accordingly he went and cut bananas, and he took Kwaboaso as well, and when he reached the path, he threw one banana away. He continued doing so all the way home. And when only a short time remained before they would reach home, behold the fairies are pursuing them. And he threw down the only banana left, and the fairies went after it and (eventually turned) back. And the hunter restored Kwaboaso to her blood-relations. Then the hunter went off to his own house. Now, the hunter was living there, when he saw messengers had arrived at his place, and he said, “What is the news?” The messengers said, “Kwaboaso says she has asked the Head of the village to intercede for her, saying that now she is willing to marry you.” The hunter said, “I thank you for the words from the mouth of the Head man of the village, but I cannot marry the girl, for I have still got ticks on my body.” That is why the Elders say, “When they take you to give you in marriage to any one, marry him, for you do not know but that some day when you are in need, he will rescue you.”

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
How It Came About That the Sky-God’s Stories Came to Be Known as “Spider-Stories”
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

KWAKU ANANSE, the Spider, once went to Nyankonpon, the Sky-god, in order to buy the Sky-god’s stories. The Sky-god said, “Will you be able to buy them?” The Spider said, “Rather, I shall be able.” The Sky-god said, “Great and powerful towns like Kokofu, Bekwai, Asumengya have come, but they were unable to purchase them, and you who are but a mere masterless man, (you say) you will be able?” The Spider said, “What is the price of (the stories)?” The Sky-god said, “They cannot be bought for anything except the Onini creature the Python; Osebo, the Leopard; Mmoatia, the Fairy; (and) Mmoboro, the Hornets.” The Spider said, “I will bring some of all these things, and (what is more), I?ll add my old woman, Nsia (The Sixthchild), to the lot.” The Sky-god said, “Go and bring them then.” The Spider came, and told his mother all about it, saying, “I wish to buy the stories of the Sky-god, and the Sky-god says I must bring Onini, the Python; Osebo, the Leopard; Mmoatia, a Fairy; and Mmoboro, Hornets; and I said I would add you to the lot and go and give the Sky-god.” Now the Spider consulted his wife Aso, saying, “What is to be done that we may get Onini, the Python?” And Aso said to him, “You go off and cut a branch of a palm-tree, and cut some string creeper as well, and bring them.” And the Spider came back with them. And Aso said, “Take them to the stream.” And Ananse took them; as he was going along he said, “It’s longer than he is, it’s not so long as he; you lie, it’s longer than he.” The Spider said, “There he is, lying yonder.” The Python (who had overheard this imaginary conversation) said, “What’s it all about?” The Spider said, “Is it not (my wife) Aso, who is arguing with me that this palm-branch is longer than you, and I say she is a liar.” And Onini, the Python, said, “Bring it, and come and measure me.” He took the palm-branch and laid it along the Python’s body. He said, “Stretch yourself out.” And the Python stretched himself out, and Ananse took the rope-creeper and wound it (and the sound of the tying was nwenene! nwenene! nwenene! until he came to the head. Ananse, the Spider, said, “Fool, I shall take you to the Sky-god and receive the Sky-god’s tales (in exchange).” Ananse took him off to Nyame (the Sky-god). The Sky-god said, “My hand has touched (i. e. I have received it), there remains what still remains.” The Spider returned, and came and told his wife what had happened, saying, “There remain the Hornets.” His wife said, “Look for a gourd, and fill it with water, and go off with it.” The Spider went along through the bush, when he saw (a swarm of) Hornets hanging there, and he poured out some of the water and sprinkled it on the Hornets. The Spider then poured the remainder upon himself, and cut a leaf of the plantain and covered his head with it. And now he addressed the Hornets, saying, “As the rain has come, had you not better come and enter this, my gourd, so that the rain will not beat you; don’t you see that I have taken a plantain leaf to cover myself?” Then the Hornets said, “We thank you Aku, we thank you Aku.” All the Hornets flew, disappearing into the gourd, fom! Father Spider covered the mouth, and he said, “Fools, I have got you, and I am taking you to receive the tales of the Sky-god (in exchange).” And he took the Hornets to the Sky-god. The Sky-god said, “My hand has touched, what remains (still) remains.” The Spider came back once more, and told his wife, and said, “There remains Osebo, the Leopard.” Aso said, “Go and dig a hole.” Ananse said, “That’s enough, I understand.” Then the Spider went off to look for the Leopard’s tracks, and (having found them) he dug a very deep pit, and covered it over, and came back home. Very early next day, when objects began to be visible, the Spider said he would go off, and when he went, (lo) a Leopard is lying in the pit. Ananse said: “Little father’s child, little mother’s child, I have told you not to get drunk, and now, just as one would expect of you, you have become intoxicated, and that’s why you have fallen into the pit; if I were to say I would get you out, next day, if you saw me, or likewise any of my children, you would go and catch them.” The Leopard said, “O! I could not do such a thing.” Ananse went and cut two sticks, put one here, and one there. He said, “Put one of your paws here, and one also of your paws here.” And the Leopard placed them (where he was told). As he was about to climb up, Ananse lifted up his knife, and in a flash it descended on his head, gao! (was the sound it made). The pit received the Leopard (and) fom! (was the sound of his falling). Ananse got a ladder to descend into the pit to go and get the Leopard out. He got the Leopard out and came with it; he said, “Fool, I am taking you to exchange for the stories of the Sky-god.” He lifted up the Leopard to go and give to Nyame, the Sky-god. The Sky-god said, “My hands have touched, what remains still remains.” The Spider came, and he carved an Akua’s child (a black flat-faced wooden doll), and he tapped some sticky latex (from a tree) and plastered the doll’s body with it, and he pounded eto (mashed yams), and put some in the doll’s hand, and he pounded some more and placed it in a brass basin; he tied string round the doll’s waist, and went with it and placed it at the foot of an odum-tree, the place where the Fairies come to play. And a Fairy came along. She said, “Akua, may I eat a little of this mash?” Ananse tugged at the string, and the doll nodded her head. The Fairy told one of her sisters, saying, “She says I may eat some.” She said, “Eat some, then.” And she finished eating, and thanked her (the doll). But when she thanked her, she did not answer. And the Fairy said to her sister, “When I thank her, she does not reply.” The sister of the (first) Fairy said, “Slap her crying-place.” And she slapped it, pa! And her hand stuck there. She said to her sister, “My hand has stuck there.” She said, “Take the one that remains and slap her crying-place again.” And she took it and slapped her, pa! and this one, too, stuck fast. And the Fairy told her sister, saying, “My two hands have stuck fast.” She said, “Push it with your stomach.” She pushed it, and her stomach stuck to it. And Ananse came and tied her up, and he said, “Fool, I have got you, I shall take you to the Sky-god (in exchange) for his stories.” And he went off home with her. And Ananse told his mother, Ya Nsia (the sixth child), saying, “Rise up, let us go, for I am taking you along with the Fairy to go and give the Sky-god (in exchange) for his stories.” He lifted them up, and went off there to where the Sky-god was. He said, “Sky-god, here is a Fairy, and my old woman whom I spoke about, here she is, too.” Now the Sky-god called (his elders), the Kontire and Akwam chiefs, the Adonten (leader of the main body of the army), the Gyase (major-domo); the Oyoko, Ankobea, and Kyidom (leader of the rear-guard). And he put the matter before them, saying, “Very great kings have come, and were not able to buy the Sky-god’s stories, but Kwaku Ananse, the Spider, has been able to pay the price; I have received from him Mmoboro, the Hornets; I have received from him Mmoatia, the Fairy; I have received from him Osebo, the Leopard; I have received from him Onini, the Python; and of his own accord, Ananse has added his mother to the lot; all these things lie here.” He said, “Sing his praise.” “Eee!” (they shouted). The Sky-god said, “Kwaku Ananse, from to-day and going on for ever, I take my Sky-god’s stories and I present them to you, kose! kose! kose! my blessing, blessing, blessing. No more we shall call them the stories of the Sky-god, but we shall call them Spider-stories.”

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take. some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
How Tale-Bearing Came into the Tribe
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

THEY say that a certain hunter (once) went to the bush; he came and looked inside a pit, and in it were standing ’Nipa, the Man, Osebo, the Leopard, Owo, the Snake, and ’Kusie, the Rat. Now when these people saw the Hunter, this one said, “Father Hunter, come and take me out.” That one said, “Father, come and take me out.” The Hunter said, “I shall not come, for by to-morrow even, if I were to rescue you, and you were to get at me, what you would do to me (I know) I should not care about.” This one said, “I couldn’t (act so).” That one said, “I couldn’t (act so).” The Hunter said, “If that is really the case, I shall take you out.” And of a truth he took all the people out and went off to (his) village. One day, while the Hunter was there, Osebo, the Leopard, brought a large quantity of meat. He said, “Father Hunter, this is a thank-offering for the kindness you did me, I thank you, Apiafo.” He brought twelve palm-leaf baskets of meat to the Hunter. The Hunter thanked him and the Leopard went away. On another occasion, the Hunter was there, and Okusie, the Rat, came. He said, “Father Hunter, would you like some gold dust? “The Hunter said, “Ho! why not, that is the thing in quest of which men grow weary.’ The Rat set out, and went to where Nyankonpon, the Sky-god, kept his gold dust. He went and dug a hole beneath the room, and entered into the room, and went and took all the Sky-god’s gold dust, and brought it to the Hunter. The Hunter said, “I thank you, Aku.” And the Rat went off. Another day, he was there, and he heard some one salute him, “Ago.” The Hunter answered, “Ame” (come in). The Man came; he said, “Father Hunter, good morning.” He (the Hunter) replied, “Yes, kinsman.” He said, “This is a little pot of palm-wine which I have brought to thank you.” Father Hunter said, “I don’t want it; as for you, Man, it is just as I said it would be, when I declared I would not take you out; look what the Leopard brought me, behold what the Rat brought me.” Man took away his palm-wine and went off there to tell the Sky-god, saying, “Your gold dust that was lost, that Rat surely came and took it and went off and gave it to the Hunter.” The Sky-god said, “Is that so?” He said, “Grandsire, it’s the plain straight truth.” The Sky-god sent messengers to go and seize the Hunter, and they fastened a rope to his waist. They flogged him severely. Now when they had reached the path with the Hunter, he said, “Elders, I require to go and ease myself.” The messengers said, “No, thief, you will run away.” He said, “No, I will not run away, and if you wish, take the rope, fasten it to my waist, tie it on to a log, and allow me to go.” The messengers listened to him, and let him go. There he was, he made himself comfortable, when the long-and-slender creature came. He said, “Look here, my friend, accept this little cone of medicine, and take it along with you, and when you go, and they stand you before the assembly, and it comes about that they would kill you, I shall go to the King’s harem, that I may bite his favourite wife’s child; when I have bitten him, you will see that every one has risen up, and you also will speak, and say, ‘I have medicine,’ and if you will use it on the child he will recover.” The Hunter said, “I thank you, Aku.” The messengers took the Hunter and went and stood before the face of the Sky-god, (before him and his Councillors) the Kontire, Akwum’, Adonten, Gyase, and Kyidom chiefs. The Hunter stated his case, and when the Spokesman rose up to give judgement, they heard a noise of lamentation, pui! pui! far away in the royal harem. They said, ‘What is that?’ They said, “A snake has bitten the child of the favourite wife of the Sky-god.” Every one went off. Now the Hunter was standing there; he said, “If I were not a prisoner, then I might have medicine (an antidote for the poison).” A certain fellow overheard (him) and he went and told them, saying, ‘Go and bring the prisoner here.” Then the Hunter came. The Sky-god said, “If you are able to look at this, my child, so that he does not die, I will present you with your head.’ The Hunter said, “I have heard, Kind-one.” And the Hunter said (again), “Grandsire, what I am going to show you, if you can get some, then I shall be able to look after your child.” They said, “What thing is it?” He said, “The blood of a Tell-tale to mix with the pounded medicine.” They said, “Where are we to get the blood of a Tell-tale?” One of the Spokesmen, who was a wise man, said, “What about the fellow who came and told the Sky-god that the Hunter had come and stolen the Sky-god’s money, where is he?” They said, “You are not mistaken, you are not mistaken.” They went and brought the fellow. The Hunter said, ‘Break his hand off at the joint, and take his blood for me.” At once they broke it off. The Hunter took the blood to grind up with the medicine and applied it to the foot of the King’s child. Immediately he rose up. They said, “Sing the Hunter’s praises.” They shouted, “Eee!” The Sky-god said, “I take your head and present you with it, and as for the Tell-tale, let him be killed, and cut up his flesh, and cast it about on all sides.” They killed him, and cut his flesh up into small pieces, and cast it all about. That is how many Tell-tales came into the tribe.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
How It Came About That Children Were (First) Whipped
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

THEY say that (once upon a time) a great famine came, and that Father Ananse, the Spider, and his wife Aso, and his children, Ntikuma, Nyiwankonfwea (Thin-shanks), Afudotwedotwe (Belly-like-to-burst), and Tikonokono (Big-big-head), built a little settlement and lived in it. Every day the Spider used to go and bring food, wild yams, and they boiled and ate them. Now one day, Father Ananse went to the bush; he saw that a beautiful dish was standing there. He said, “This dish is beautiful.” The dish said, “My name is not ‘beautiful ’.”. The Spider said, “What are you called?” It replied, “I am called, ‘Fill-up-some-and-eat’.” The Spider said, “Fill up some that I may see.” The dish filled up with palm-oil soup, and Ananse ate it all up. When he had finished, he asked the dish, saying, “What is your taboo?” The dish replied, “I hate a gun wad, and a little gourd cup.” The Spider took the dish home, and went and placed it on the ceiling.—Then Ananse went off to the bush and brought food, and Aso, when she had finished cooking, called Ananse, and he said, “Oh, yours is the real need, as for me, I am old man, what should I have to do with food, yours and these children’s is the real necessity; if you are replete, then my ears have become quiet (from the sounds of your lamentations).” When they had finished eating, then the Spider passed behind the hut, and went (and sat) on the ceiling where the dish was. He said, “This dish is beautiful.” It replied, “My name is not ‘beautiful’. He said, “What is your name?” It said, “I am called, ‘Fill-up-some-and-eat ’.” Ananse said, “Fill up some for me to see.” And it filled up a plate full of ground-nut soup, and Ananse ate. Every day when he rose up it was thus. Now, Ntikuma noticed that his father did not grow thin, in spite of the fact that they and he did not eat together, and Ntikuma kept watch on his father and saw what the father had got hold of. When the father went off to the bush, Ntikuma climbed up on top (of the ceiling) and saw the dish. He called his mother and brothers, and they went on top. Ntikuma said, “This dish is beautiful.” It said, “I am not called ‘beautiful’? He said, “Then what are you called?” It said, “My name is ‘Fill-up-some-and-eat ’.” He said, “Fill up a little that I may see.” And the dish filled up to the brim with palm-oil soup. Ntikuma and his mother and brothers ate until all was finished. And now Ntikuma asked the dish, “What do you taboo?’ The dish said, “I hate a gun wad and a small gourd cup.” Ntikuma said to Afudotwedotwe (Belly-like-to-burst), “Go and bring some for me.” And he brought them, and he took the gun wad and touched it (the dish), and the little gourd cup and touched (the dish with it). Then they all descended. And Father Spider (meantime) had come back (from the bush with the wild yams). Aso finished cooking them. They called Ananse; he replied, “Perhaps you didn’t hear what I said; I said, from to-day onwards, when I come home with food, you may partake, for you are the ones in need.” Aso and her children ate. Father Spider washed; he climbed up on the ceiling; he said, “This dish is beautiful.” Complete silence! “This dish is beautiful.” Complete silence! Father Spider said, “Ah! it must be on account of this cloth not being a beautiful one; I shall go and bring the one of the Oyoko clan tartan and put it on.” And he descended to go and fetch the Oyoko clan tartan cloth to wear. He put on his sandals; he climbed up there (again). He said, “This dish is beautiful.” Complete silence! “This dish is beautiful.” Complete silence! He looked round the room and saw a gun wad and a little gourd cup were in it. Ananse said, “It’s not one thing, it’s not two things (i. e. without any doubt), it’s Ntikuma.” Ananse smashed the dish, and came down; he took off the Oyoko tartan cloth and laid it down, and went off to the bush. As he was going, he saw a very beautiful (thing called) Mpere, the whip, was hanging there. He said, “Oh, wonderful! this thing is more beautiful than the last; this whip is beautiful.” The whip said, “I am not called ‘beautiful.” He (the Spider) said, “Then what are you called?” It said, “I am called ‘Abiridiabrada ’ (that is to say, Swish-and-raise-weals).” And he said, “Swish a little for me to see.’ And the whip fell upon him, “Swish, swish, swish.” Father Spider cried, “Pui! pui!” A certain bird (sitting near by) said to Ananse, “Say Adwobere” (which means, cool-and-easy-now). And Ananse said, “Adwobere.” And the whip stopped beating him. And Ananse brought this whip home; and he went and placed it on the ceiling. Aso finished (cooking) the food; she said, “Ananse, come and eat.” He replied, “Since you are still here (on earth), perhaps you have not any hole in your ears (and don’t hear what I said), I shall not eat.” Ananse climbed up above and went and sat down quietly. Then he came down again; and then he went again and hid himself somewhere. Then Ntikuma climbed up aloft. He said, “Oh, that father (of mine) has brought something again.” Ntikuma said, “Mother, Nyiwankonfwea, Afudotwedotwe, come here, for what father has brought (this time) excels the last one by far.” Then all of them climbed up (on the ceiling). Ntikuma said, “This thing is beautiful.” It replied, ‘I am not called ‘beautiful’. He said, “What is your name?” It said, “I am called ‘Swish-and-raise-weals ’.” He said, “Swish a little for me to see.” And that whip descended upon him and flogged them severely. Ananse stood aside, and shouted, “Lay it on, lay it on, especially on Ntikuma, lay it on him.” Now when Ananse had watched and seen that they were properly flogged, he said, “Adwobere” (Cool-and-easy-now). Ananse came and took the whip and cut it up into small pieces and scattered them about. That is what made the whip come into the tribe. So it comes about that when you tell your child something, and he will not listen to you, we whip him.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
How It Came About That the Hinder Part of Kwaku Ananse, the Spider, Became Big, at the Expense of His Head, Which Became Small
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

THEY say that once a great hunger came, and that Kwaku Ananse said he would go and search for meat and vegetable food and bring it that he and his wife Aso might eat. He went into a certain stream and met people; now these people whom he met, excuse my saying so, were spirits. When Ananse met the Spirits, they were standing in the water and splashing the stream-bed dry to catch the fish. Kwaku Ananse said, “Brothers, may I come and splash a little too?” The Spirits said, “Come.” Ananse went, and he saw that they were using their skulls to splash the stream dry. The Spirits said to Ananse, “You have seen that which we take to splash the stream dry, will you allow us to remove your skull in order that you may splash too?” Ananse said, “I will permit you, take it off for me.” Of a truth, the Spirits removed it and gave it to him. Kwaku Ananse and the Spirits joined together in splashing the bed of the stream dry. As they splashed, the Spirits raised a song:

“We, the Spirits, when we splash the river-bed dry to catch fish, we use our heads to splash the water,

Oh, the Spirits, we are splashing the water.”.

The Spider said, “This song is sweet, may I sing some of it?” The Spirits said, “Sing some.” And he lifted up his voice:

“The Spirits, we are splashing the water, we take our heads to splash the water. Oh, the Spirits, we are splashing the water.

Since the Creator made things, do we take our heads to splash the water?

Oh, the Spirits, we are splashing the water.

I take my head to splash the water dry to-day o,

Oh, the Spirits, we are splashing the water.”

Ananse finished singing, and the Spirits told him, saying, “We have splashed, we have got fish, your share is a basket full, take it and go and eat, take your skull, join it (on your body), and go off; but what we have to say most particularly is this, the very day you sing any of that song, your skull will open and fall off.” The Spider said, “Fish in abundance which you have given to me, is all I desire, and as for a song, for what reason should I sing it?” The Spirits said, “That is well, go off.” The Spider set off. The Spirits, too, got everything together, and they, too, went away. When the Spirits had reached yonder, as it were, then they raised their song:

“We, the Spirits, when we splash the river-bed dry to catch fish, we use our heads to splash the water.

Oh, the Spirits, we are splashing the water.”

And the Spider heard the song, and he, too, took it up:

“Since the Creator made things have we taken our heads to splash the water?” Oh, the Spirits, we are splashing the water.”

No sooner had he finished than his skull opened and dropped off. Ananse lifted it up and held it against his chest. He said, “Spirits, Spirits, my head has fallen off.” The Spirits heard, and they said, “That’s the Spider, he hasn’t listened to what we told him, and he is calling us, let us all go back and hear what he will say.” Almost immediately, the Spider came hastening along. He said, “Puo! children of my father; my head has opened and fallen off, so I beg of you, if I have done you any harm, forgive it; you are in the right, but take my head and put it back in its place for me.” The Spirits took it, and replaced it. They said to him, “Now if you sing this song again, and it falls off again, when you call us, we shall not answer, so get along with you.” The Spirits set off again. As they were going they sang their song. And now Ananse began to sing again, and his head became detached and fell off, kutukum! And he lifted it and, excuse my vulgarity, clapped it against his anus, and leaped to the side of the path, sora! (was the sound of the grass parting as he entered it). He said, “Path, save me, and when the day dawns that I become rich, I shall give you some.” That is why you will see Ananse with a small head and a very big bottom; it all comes from the hardness of his ears.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
How Owea (The Tree-Bear), Abosom-Akotere (The Chameleon), and Opatuo (The Owl) Came to Get Their Distinctive Cries
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

OWEA, the Tree-bear, (who also has the title of) Kwaduampon Kyerefo, Opatuo, the Owl, and Abosom-Akotere, the Chameleon, (whose titles are), “The Creator’s death”, “The take-a-year-to-do-anythingcreature’, “He-walks-very-slowly-but-he-will-reach-the-land-of-whitemen-far-away”, (all these animals) once lived together. Now, not one of them had a wife. And the Adobe-tree sold herself to them. Every day, when Adobe-tree got up, she went and waited upon this one; next day she waited on another of them; and next day on another. One day, when it was the turn of the Creator’s-death (to command the Adobe’s services) and he looked for the Adobe-tree, where could he see her? And off he went to tell the Tree-bear and the Owl the news. And they said, “Go and call her.” And the Creator’s-death raised his voice:

“Adobe o! Adobe o!”

The Tree-bear cried:

“When she went, she didn’t return; she went, she didn’t return, she didn’t return, she didn’t return!”

And the Owl called:

“We have weighed out (the gold dust) and might as well have thrown it away, m! We have weighed out (the gold dust) and might as well have thrown it away, m!m!”

And that is the origin of the cries of these three creatures.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
How It Came About That Men Commit Evil by Night How It Came About That Children Play by Moonlight How It Came About That Matters in Dispute Are Heard in the Daytime
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

THE Sky-god begat three children, who were Esum, Darkness; Osrane, Moon; and Owia, Sun. When his three children grew up, the Sky-god made them go to villages. This one built his village; this one also built his village, and this one, too, built his village. And there they were, and their father loved Sun. And while the Sky-god was (reigning) there, he blackened a Stool, and he said to his attendants, “Who knows what my thoughts (lit. the words in my head) are?” And Ananse, the Spider, said, “As for me, I know.” At the time when he said, “As for me, I know,” then the Sky-god made all the attendants rise up. There and then the Spider also rose up, saying he was going to the villages of the Sky-god’s children. When Ananse reached the path, he said to himself, “I do not know his thoughts, and yet I said, I know them.” And he plucked some feathers out of every bird and stuck them in himself, and flew off, alighting on a gyedua-tree in the Sky-god’s village. And when the people saw the bird, they all made a great commotion (which sounded like) “Ye e e e!” And the Sky-god came out of the house and came under the gyedua-tree and said, “Were Ananse here, he would have known the name of this bird, for I had decided that Owia, Sun, is the one I wanted to make a chief, and I asked who knew what was in my head, and Ananse said that he did, and I have gone and pulled up that Yam known as ‘Kintinkyi’, and he who can know its name and speak it, to him I shall give it (the stool). That is why he has gone off to bring my children, and had he been here, he would have seen the name of this bird.” And now the bird flew away, and he pulled out the feathers and threw them away, and he set out and reached the village of Night, and he said, “Your father has said that you must come with me.” And Night said, “It is well, I and you will go.” And Ananse said, “I am going in order to fetch Moon and Sun.” And Night said to him, “Let me seek for something to give you to eat.” And the Spider replied, “Ho.” Night went and brought some roasted corn and gave it to Ananse. When he had finished chewing it, he set out for Moon’s village. When he reached Moon’s village, he said, “Your father says you must come along with me.” And Moon said, “It is well, I shall go.” And Ananse said, “I shall go to Sun’s village in order to bring him.” And Moon said, “Let me get you something to eat.” And Ananse said, “Ho.” And Moon made mashed yam for him to eat. And the Spider set out for Sun’s village. When he reached Sun’s village, he said to him, “Your father says you must come along with me.” And Sun said, “It is well, I and you shall go, but let me get you something to eat.” And Ananse said, “Ho.” And Sun went and caught a sheep. When he came back, he said to Ananse, “I would have wished, had my father come here, that he should have seen what I was doing, if it were good, or if it were bad, in either case he would have seen; but since he has not come, and you have come, it is as if father has come, therefore here is this, my sheep, that I shall kill that you may eat.” And he killed the sheep and prepared it beautifully for the Spider to eat. And Ananse said, “Let us go on a (fallen) tree.” And when they had gone (there), then Ananse said to Sun, “Your father has blackened some stool, which is there, and he wishes you to succeed to that stool, and he has pulled up some yam and there it lies, and if you know how to speak its name, he will take the stool and give it to you, and it is called ‘Kintinkyi’. And in order that you may not forget its name, I shall cut a short drum for you, and I shall make a mpintini drum to go with it, and when they beat the (short) drum and the mpintini drum then you will never forget, for the short drum will speak and say:

‘Firi bomo!

Firi bomo!’

Then the mpintini drum will say:

‘Kintinkyi bomo!

Kintinkyi bomo!’”

And they set off to go to the Sky-god’s town. And now they reached Moon’s village and took him along, and reached Night’s village and took him along. All the way they played the mpintini drum. And when they reached the outskirts of the town and Ananse saw a man, he sent him off to tell the Sky-god that they were coming. And the Sky-god called an assembly together, and Ananse and they came and saluted (every one). And Ananse gave the Spokesman the news, saying, “The chief’s errand on which I was sent (I have performed), I have brought them.” And the Sky-god said, “My children, the reason I caused you to be sent for is: I have blackened the stool which lies there, and I have also pulled up the yam which lies there; I shall take this stool and give it to him who sees and names the yam. Because my eldest child is Night, let him name it.” And Night said, “It is called ‘Pona’.” And all the people said, “Ye e e e.” And the Sky-god said, “My second child is Moon, therefore let him speak its name.” And Moon said, “It is the yam called ‘Asante ’.” They said, “Ye e e e.” The Sky-god said, “My child who makes the third is Sun, therefore let him name it.” Now, I forgot to say that the dance music was going on:

“Kintinkyi bomo!

Kintinkyi bomo!”

and Ananse was turning cart-wheels, and Sun rose up and stood there and he took hold of the yam, and he said, “Oh, as for this, since ever I began to walk beside my father and was very small, he used to tell me its name, and I have not forgotten; it is called ‘Kintinkyi ’.” And the Tribe shouted applause three times, “E! E! E!” And his father rose up and stood there, and said, “You, Night, you are the eldest, but the words which I told you, you have allowed yourself to forget, because you did not pay attention to my words; because of that, (it is decreed) that wicked things only will be done during your time. And you also, Moon, the words with which you and I walked and I told you, you did not follow, (it is decreed therefore) that only children will play during your reign. And as for you, Sun, when I said words to you, you did not forget, you listened to my advice, so you are made Chief; should any one have any matter to settle, let it be heard in your time, only household cases, there is not any objection to those being heard in the evening. And take the path which I have set you, and if Moon wishes to trespass upon it, may kontonkurowie (the circular rainbow seen at times round the sun) throw itself around you, so that he (Moon) may not be able to come and touch you; and again when the rain-clouds gather, the Sky-god’s bow will be cast (on the sky) that your children who are under you may see when I have cast it (that waters) will not overflow and carry them away. And again, these words which were formerly known as the ‘Sayings of the Sky-god ’, since Ananse, the Spider, has been able to read (has seen) the words in my head, let them be known (henceforth) as “The Sayings of the Spider’.”

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, some you may take as true, and the rest you may praise me (for telling of it).
How It Came About That Many Diseases Came Among the Tribe
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

NOW, there lived Kwaku Ananse, and he went to Nyankonpon, the Sky-god, and said, “Grandsire, take your sheep called Kra Kwame (i. e. the one which you keep to sacrifice to your soul on a Saturday) and let me kill and eat it, that I may go and bring you a beautiful maiden (in exchange).” The Sky-god gave him the sheep, and Ananse set out and returned to his village, and killed the sheep and ate it. The Spider then went to a certain village—at that village there was not a single male; all were women. Ananse married them all and he and they lived there. One day, a hunter came there. When the hunter left, he went and told the Sky-god, saying, “As for Ananse, that sheep of yours which he received, he has killed it and given to some women to eat and (then) married them.” The Sky-god said, “Is that true?” The hunter said, “Grandsire, it is truth.” The Sky-god sent messengers, telling them to go to that village and bring all the women who were there. The messengers went off, met the women, and took them all with the exception of one woman who was ill, and took them to the Sky-god.

Ananse said, “You who remain, what

can I do with you, you can’t do anything for me?” The sick woman said, “Go and bring me a gourd cup.” Ananse went and brought a gourd cup. She said, “Bathe me and take (the water you have used) and pour it into this gourd.” Ananse bathed her body and poured (the water he had used) into the gourd. This woman became very beautiful, there was no woman like her among the tribe. Ananse married that which was already his. Now the hunter came again, and he saw this girl. He went off and reported to the Sky-god, saying, “Ananse has made a fool of you, he brought you the ugly women and has kept the beautiful one.” The Sky-god sent messengers and made them go off there to where the Spider was, to go and bring that woman to him. They delivered this message to Ananse. He said, “Would he not like me as well?” The messengers said, “The Sky-god says we must take the woman to him.” Ananse said, “That is she, sitting there, take her away.” Now, Ananse went and got the gourd into which all the diseases he had taken from the woman had been poured, and he stretched a skin over the mouth of it, and he stretched a skin over another gourd and gave it to his child Ntikuma, and Ananse beat on (the drum he had made) and sang: “Y’odende dende den,

Y’odende den.

Aso Ya e!

Y’odende dende den,

Y’odende den.

Your eyes are red in vain!

Y’odende dende den,

Y’odende den.

You are bandy-armed!

Y’odende dende den,

Y’odende den.

Is that Aso Ya?

Y’odende dende den,

Y’odende den.

You are knock-kneed!

Y’odende dende den,

Y’odende den.

Your nose is a lump on your face!

Y’odende dende den,

Y’odende den.

Your feet are (large as) paddles like those of a slave!

Y’odende dende den,

Y’odende den.

Your head is like a cow!

Y’odende dende den,

Y’odende den.”

Ntikuma (drummed and sang):

“Beautiful maiden,

Beautiful maiden!”

And Afudotwedotwe (Belly-like-to-burst) and Nyiwankonfwea (Spindle-shanks) danced. Anene, the crow, ran with speed and told the Sky-god, saying, “Ananse has some dance which is fitting for you but not for Spider.” Immediately the Sky-god sent messengers there to Ananse to go and bring his dance. Ananse said, “This dance of mine, we only act it in the harem, and if the Sky-god agrees then I shall bring it along.” They went and told the Sky-god. He said, “That is nothing, let him bring (it).” Ananse went with (the drums) to the harem, and the Sky-god came and danced, and all his wives danced. Now, there remained that one who had been sick. When she saw that Ananse had stretched a skin over the gourd in which were all her diseases, because of that, she said she would not dance. And now the Sky-god forced her, and she came; and when she was about to dance, Ananse lifted up the gourd and struck the woman with it, and the diseases scattered (with a sound like), tese! That is how syphilis, stomach-ache, headache, leprosy, guineaworm, small-pox, yaws, fits, diabetes, madness came among the tribe. Once there was no sickness among mankind, but the Sky-god was the cause of Ananse bringing diseases among the tribe.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
How It Came About That Hunters Are Poor
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

A HUNTER (once) went and got gun-medicine (powder) and two bars of A for bullets, on credit, and he and his wife and small child went off to the bush in order to kill meat. And he built a hunter’s hut and in it he and his wife and child lived. When things became visible, he went to the bush. When he saw a beast and fired his gun at it, he missed. Every day it was thus, for about twice eight days. And his wife said, “Since I have not got any meat to eat, I shall go off home.” Next day when the hunter went to the bush, his wife and child also went off to their village. Now there remained only one single shot. Now I forgot to mention that that hunter’s name was Gyekye, and also that that of his wife was Boniaye-kae-dabi (which means, Some-day-the-ungrateful-one-will-remember). The time when the hunter was roaming about, he had reached (a spot) beneath an odum-tree, and there it was a beautiful spot. There the hunter considered in his head, saying (to himself), “If I go home they will claim the gold dust for the powder, and I have not got any, so I shall take this gun and shoot myself in the throat that I may die.” At once Something called him, saying, “Creator’s hunter.” And the hunter said, “Father.” And the Something said, “Why are your eyes red like this? now had she, called ‘Go-and-spoil-the-home ’, not been in your house, I would have given you something.” Then the hunter said, “There is nothing at home.” Something said, “Since there is nothing at home, go to the hollow in the trunk of the odum-tree, and two adawuru gongs lie there, so bring them.” And the hunter went and brought them. And Something said, “Go and cut two pegs of odwen, and close your eyes, and run and take one and set it yonder, and take the other and turn round and set it yonder.” When he came, he said, “I have finished.” Something said, “Take the big ’dawuru (gong) and sound it.” And he sounded it, and the bush became a village stretching between the two pegs. And the odum-tree stood in the middle of it. And that Something revealed itself that it was an Eagle. And she told the hunter that if any important matter came up for settlement, it should be heard under the odum-tree. The hunter said, “Ho, I have heard.’” When the Eagle had said this to him, he (the hunter) got wives, councillors, and attendants. By that time, his wife (called) “Some-day-the-ungrateful-one-will-remember” got the scent of it that he was become a chief, so she bought palm-wine, and set out with it to the chief’s village, and her child was on her back. When she arrived she announced the reason for her coming, saying, “Your child says he brings wine that he may look upon your face.” And he accepted the wine, and made every one present drink. And he took the woman and handed her over to the Gyasehene that he might take her to his house. When evening fell cool, the woman bathed and went to where the chief was in his room. The woman said to the chief, “You and I have experienced rain and sun, to-day you have got somewhere to settle in, and would it not have been right if you had sent for me?” Now while she was talking like this—just like men and their foolishness—he could find nothing to say. Then and there he caught hold of the woman and he and she slept together. Early next morning he removed her from her quarters at the Gyase Chief’s and took her to the Chief’s harem. There she lived until a big dispute came. The chief and all his councillors went and sat beneath the odum-tree. The woman’s child stood in front of his father, and he saw the Eagle’s child on top of the odum-tree, and he said, “Father, I want it.” And his father smacked his bottom, and pushed the back of his head, and made him go home. And one of the other women’s children came, and also stood before his face. He also saw the Eagle’s child, and he said, “Father, I want it.” And he smacked its bottom in the same way and pushed the back of his head, causing it to fall down, and as he went off, he wept. And his mother said, “What are you crying for?” And he said, “Father beat me.” And his mother said, “O! why should he not beat you, had it been the child of Some-day-the-ungrateful-one-will-remember, he would not have beaten it.” And Some-day-the-ungrateful-one-will-remember said, “As for this, I have not done anything to you, that you should act like this to me.” No sooner had she said so, than both of them rushed together and fought. And the attendants said, “Because of this particular thing which is on top of this tree, our father’s wives are fighting; we shall fell it.” Immediately they got their axes, pimpen! pimpen! (was the sound they made.) At that time the Eagle had gone roaming and had taken her children and left them in the charge of the Lizard, and of Old-Hawk. At the time when the people felled the tree and it was falling, the Lizard shouted the magic word, “Pimpeao!” And the tree came together. And they returned to it again. And the Lizard said to the Old-Hawk, “Go and search for Eagle that she may come and look after her children, for as for me, death has come upon me.” At once the people went and got their guns and shot her and killed her. And Old-Hawk flew off in order to call the Eagle. All the way as she was going she cried, saying:

“Grandmother e! your children o!

Grandmother e! your children o!”

When she called like this and the Eagle did not hear, she raised her voice and cried: “Sankur’ e, the Bird e, sankur’ e, the Bird, the Eagle.

Sankur’ e, the Bird e, sankur’ e, if you have gone to eat, return.”

And the Eagle heard. And she came, and said, “What’s this all about?” And Old-Hawk said, “They have knocked down the tree in order to take your children, and as for Lizard, they have fired a gun at her and killed her.” At once the Eagle rose up, wa (was the sound her wings made), and she alighted on a tree at the entrance of the town, and she raised her eyes, and it was true that they were felling the tree. She did not say anything. And now when the tree crashed and went down, the Eagle rushed there, ho (was the sound of her wings), and snatched up her children. She took them and set them down on the tree where she had alighted. And then she came down to the ground and said to herself (lit. in her head), “Ah, men are like this, are they?” And it made her sorrowful. And she wept, and said:

“Except the gun,

Except the snake.”

And she detached her bottom, and so got two female drums, and she beat them and sent this message:

“Let all the feathered creatures come, (until the sky is) black, black, black.”

And all the feathered creatures came. And she told them all what had happened, and said to them that they must accompany her to go and thank Gyekye, and that every one who knew how to cry must cry. The bird called Apitie was the first to begin to cry:

“I shall die a sudden death!

I shall die a sudden death!”

The Apatupere bird cried:

“I don’t like quarrelling!

I don’t like quarrelling!

I don’t like Kosante’s child’s cloth.”

Akokofwedee, the red-legged partridge, cried:

“Owuraye’s hoe, hoe, O!

Owuraye’s hoe, hoe, O!

Owuraye’s hoe, hoe, hoe, O!”

The little Atewa bird cried:

“Doye!

Doye!

Afua Anwea and her (husband) Ano Kofi,

If a child walks as soon as it’s born, that’s not a good thing,

Kwaku Amoaten (a name).

Doye!

Doye!

Odiawuo and his Ano Mmirikisie who loosens the Elephant tusk,

He has left it,

He has left it.

Father hunter, rise up and go and look for the putty-nosed monkey that you may make soup and drink, (when the hunter’s wife speaks thus,)

No creature (who hears her say so) is going to come under the tree (where they are).” The Opodee bird cried:

“Kyakyakya! nkawurubi!

(Look at) that small child’s long black gun,

He is pointing it at me, in order that he may chew me along with his roasted plantains.”

Opatuo, the Owl, cried:

“E! Mm!

E! Mm!”

Onwam, the Hornbill, cried:

“(Hunter) Akuaferi-Saka the little red one!”

The Hornbill’s wife says:

“He is not there.”

The Hornbill says:

“Aso (his wife), eat and let us be off.”

And Saka fires his gun and hits him, pa! And his (the Hornbill’s) wife flies off and says:

“He is there!

He is there!”

And the little Aserewa bird cried:

“Obeko Asamoa,

When the simple fool taps his palm-wine tree, early in the morning people are going backwards and forwards to it!”

Aburuburo, the Dove, cried:

“When mother was dying, she left me in charge of a forked-branch;

When the forked-branch died, it left me in charge of the rib of a palm leaf; When the rib of the palm leaf died, it left me in charge of a bended branch; When the bended branch got me, it used me roughly, roughly, roughly!” The Akyenkyena bird cried:

It’s I,

It’s I,

It’s I.”

And now the Eagle herself came, and cried:

“Nkensen nkensen, feathered creatures ya ya!

I thank Gyekye!

Nkensen nkensen, feathered creatures ya ya!”

(And when she cried thus) all the people in the town ran from it; and Gyekye did not see where men, sheep, women, wives, and fowls or anything went. There remained only he himself and his wife and child, beside the stump of the odum-tree. And the Eagle said to him, “From this day no hunter will ever be rich.”

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, some you may take as true, and the rest you may praise me (for telling of it).
When Some One Spoils Something Belonging to You (Accidentally), Do Not Accept Payment for It
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

THEY say that there once lived together twins whose mother had died and left them (alone). A festival was being held, and the elder twin (Ata ’Panin) took some precious beads and some gold trinkets and hung them round the younger twin’s, Ata Kuma’s, neck. The younger twin and her friends said they were going down to the stream to bathe. As they were bathing, the string on which were threaded the gold trinkets around Ata Kuma’s neck broke, and the ornaments fell into the water. Search as she would, she could not find them. She came back home to report to her sister, saying, “The gold trinkets have been lost.” Ata ’Panin (the elder twin) said, “I’m not so sure about them being lost, and even if they were, there is something I will claim from you.” Ata Kuma (the younger twin) said, “What will you claim from me?” She said, I will claim from you the claw of a leopard, the nest of the little Aserewa bird, Water that gurgles ponponponponsa, a leaf which is the only one (on the tree from which you pluck it), and the tail of the Queen Mother of the Elephants. Ata Kuma said, “I have heard.” Ata Kuma set out (to find these things), and came to a certain spot where there stood a single tree. When the tree saw her, he said, “Here is Ata Kuma, (of whom people say) she appears on the outskirts of the town like a refreshing shower of rain.” (Ata Kuma) said, “The only reason I have come here is that father’s child is one Ata ’Panin, and mother’s child is one Ata ’Panin, and she strung variegated beads and hung them around my neck, and they broke and got lost.’” (Here Ata Kuma broke into song):

“She says she is claiming something from me.

She is claiming from me a leaf from a tree, which bears but a single leaf.

She says she is claiming something from me.

She is claiming a leaf from me.

She says she is claiming something from me.

She is claiming the nest of the Aserewa bird.

She says she is claiming something from me.

She is claiming Water, gurgling ponponponponsa.

She says she is claiming something from me.

She is claiming the claw of Father Leopard.

She says she is claiming something from me. She is claiming the tail of the Queen Mother of the Elephants, up to the root. And what must I do, O father, to get some?

She says (here is) a small, small child, daughter of Akwasi Toboro Kojo.

Kojo Nsa.

Father Elephant, you had better take yourself off, you had better be off.

Kojo Nsa a a.”

And the Single-leaf-on-a-tree said, “And that is why you are weeping, come and receive something.” And Ata Kuma went and received (the leaf from a tree that had but a single leaf upon it), and she thanked him (the tree). And she went on, and met an Aserewa bird. And the Aserewa bird said, “Here is Ata Kuma, who, when she appears on the outskirts of the town, every one says is like a refreshing shower of rain.” Ata Kuma replied, “The only reason why I have come here is that father’s child is one Ata ’Panin, and mother’s child is one Ata ’Panin, and she threaded variegated beads and hung them around me, and they broke and got lost.” (And here Ata Kuma broke into song):

“She says she is claiming something from me.

She is claiming from me a leaf from a tree, which bears but a single leaf.

She says she is claiming something from me.

She is claiming from me a leaf.

She says she is claiming something from me. She is claiming the nest of the Aserewa bird.

She says she is claiming something from me. She is claiming Water, gurgling ponponponponsa.

She says she is claiming something from me. She is claiming the claw of Father Leopard.

She says she is claiming something from me. She is claiming the tail of the Queen Mother of the Elephants, up to the root. And what must I do, O father, to get some?

She says (here is) a small, small child, daughter of Akwasi Toboro Kojo.

Kojo Nsa.

Father Elephant, you had better take yourself off, you had better be off.

Kojo Nsa a a.”

The Aserewa bird said, “That is why you weep, come and accept something.” And Ata Kuma went and received (the nest of the Aserewa bird), and thanked her. And she set out, and she met Water, gurgling ponponponponsa. She said, “Here is Ata Kuma, whom, when she appears at the end of the village street, people welcome like a refreshing shower of rain.” Ata Kuma told her the news which she had already told the others. And Gurgling-water gave her some (of her gurgling water), and she took it and went on. Next she met with the Leopard. When the Leopard saw her, he said, “Here is Ata Kuma; when she appears at the end of the village street, she is like a refreshing shower of rain.” Ata Kuma told him her errand. He said, “Come and accept something, (and he gave one of his claws). Then Ata Kuma said, “Father Leopard, what must be done that I may get the tail of the Queen Mother of the Elephants?” He said, “Ah, as you go, all the animals will have lain down, and the Queen Mother of the Elephants will be lying in the middle, and as you go, tread firmly over them, and when you reach the Queen Mother of the Elephants, cut off her tail, but if you tread on them carefully, they will kill you.” Ata Kuma said, “I thank you.” And as she went along, she saw these animals; she trampled very firmly upon them, and reached the Queen Mother. She cut off her tail, and turned back. On the way she bought a looking-glass, and took it (home). And she reached home. She said, “Ata ’Panin, here are the things which you said you would take from me.” Ata ’Panin said, “My hand has touched them.” Now, one day they were sitting together, and Ata Kuma took the mirror and looked into it. She said, “This mirror, when one gazes in it, one sees mother who is in the land of the Ghosts.” Ata ’Panin said, “Is that so, bring it, and let me look.” She gave it to her. When she was about to look in it, it escaped from her hand, and broke. Ata Kuma said, “As for this, what you received from me, I shall demand from you.” Then Ata ’Panin went and fetched the things which Ata Kuma had brought her. Ata Kuma said, “I don’t want (these), what I want is that you go and bring me new ones.” Ata ’Panin set out, and went and met a tree with a single leaf. He said, “Here is Ata ’Panin, who, when she appears at the end of the village street, is as welcome as a shower of rain.” Ata ’Panin answered, “I have ‘appeared’ your mother! and your father!, as far as I am concerned, give me your single leaf and let me be gone.” (The tree with) the solitary leaf said, “Pass on, he who knows (how to deal with you) is there.’” She went on, and met an Aserewa bird. The Aserewa bird said, “Here is Ata “Panin; when she appears at the end of the village street she is as refreshing as a shower of rain.” Ata ’Panin said, “When I ‘appear’ your mother and your father, as for me, all I want is one of your nests, and let me be gone.” The Aserewa bird said, “Pass on, he who knows (how to deal with you) is there.” Then she came across Gurgling-water. Gurgling-water said, “Here is Ata ’Panin; when she appears at the end of the town, she is like a refreshing shower of rain.” Ata ’Panin said, ‘When I ‘appear’ your mother, when I ‘appear’ your father, as for me, give me some of your water and let me pass on.” Gurgling-water said, “Pass on in front, he who knows (how to deal with you) is there.” Next she met the Leopard. The Leopard said, “Here is Ata ’Panin, who, when she appears at the end of the street, is as refreshing as a shower of rain.” Ata ’Panin replied, “I ‘appear’ your mother! and your father! as for me, give me some of your claws and let me pass on.” The Leopard said, “He who knows (how to deal with you) is there.” She set off, and met a herd of Elephants, and the Queen Mother of the Elephants lay in the middle. Then she went on to cut her tail. The whole herd of the Elephants seized hold of her, and trampled upon her, and she died. Ata Kuma looked for her sister on the path. She did not come. That is why we say, “If you and any of your blood are living there, and if one of them spoil anything belonging to you, do not exact payment, for Ata ’Panin did so, and she went and died.”

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
Why the Apupuo (Fresh-Water Mussel), Which Made Her Rivers Flow, Itself Lies on the River Bank
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

THEY say that Okawa, Opitire, ’Bonko, the Shrimp, and all the water creatures (were living together) and a very dry season came and all the rivers dried up, causing these creatures much misery. They lay on the sand (in the river bed). At length they said, “As for this misfortune which we have seen, let us go there to Nyankonpon, the Sky-god, and let us cry to tell him he may bring us rain.” All the creatures set off. And Okawa lifted up her voice (and sang):

“Is it not I, Oka’ Abena, now moving here, now moving there?

I jump and stand on my tiptoes in order to call You.

I pick off the aburobia beads on my ankles.

Aberefi Sempa, she is my wife, Abuya.”

But the rain did not fall, And Opitire, too, came and sang:

“Is it not I, Opitire Abena, now moving here, now moving there?

I jump and stand on my tiptoes in order to call You.

I pick off the aburobia beads on my ankles.

Aberefi Sempa, she is my wife, Abuya.”

But the rain did not fall. And ’Bonko, too, came and sang:

“Is it not I, ’Bonko Abena, now moving here, now moving there?

I jump and stand on my tiptoes in order to call You.

I pick off the aburobia beads on my ankles.

Aberefi Sempa, she is my wife, Abuya.”

But the rain did not fall. All the creatures came and cried, and there remained only Apupuo (the Fresh-water mussel). She said, “Permit me to cry for a little.” They said, “Get out, our crying has not done any good, and what do you expect to achieve by yours?” She said, “Permit me to weep.” But they beat her, saying they had already told her she might not weep. But the Fresh-water mussel said, I shall weep.” So they said, “Weep away.” And she lifted up (the song):

“Is it not I, Apupuo Abena, now moving here, now moving there?

I jump and stand on my tiptoes in order to call You.

I pick off the aburobia beads on my ankles.

Aberefi Sempa, she is my wife, Abuya.”

And the Sky-god beat his thunder, kukuru! All the creatures said, “Go on, go on.” And again she cried, and the Sky-god frowned darkly. And now the creatures raised her on their shoulders, saying, “Go on once more.” And again she lifted up the same (refrain). And now the Sky-god released (the rain), and it pattered down, ta! ta! ta! ta! and all the streams were overflowing. Now this one (now that) got up, and, twom! went the water (as they jumped in). All the creatures went in. Apupuo (Fresh-water mussel), when she would have entered the water, was driven back (by the rest), and she lay on the bank of the stream. That is why we say, “Apupuo, who made her rivers flow, lies on the bank.”

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
In a Tribe There Is No Person Wholly Devoid of Sense
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

THERE was once a certain woman, and she bore four children. The eldest among them was as big a fool as anything. He didn’t know how to do a single thing, so his brothers and sisters said, “We cannot live with him, so let him get out of the house.” So—excuse my using the word (in the presence of any of you elders)—that fool went and built a settlement for himself and lived in it. At that settlement there was nothing but sand. And he made a swing and amused himself with it. The old woman (i. e. the mother) and her children remained behind. She rose up one day to go to the plantation, and she saw that a child was sitting in a hollow in a tree. She said, “Who is there?” The child did not answer her. The woman went there, and had a good look at the child, took her by the hand, and said, “Let us go home.” And the child rose up, and followed behind her, and came to (their) home. The woman addressed her children, saying, “Look at a beautiful child whom I have got, give me my knife that I may cut off her long hair.” Now the woman was not aware that the child was one of the little folk, and that that was why her hair was unkempt like that. So she received the knife and cut off the hair on her head, and threw it away. When things became visible (i. e. next morning), when they said she should eat, she said she would not eat; and they asked her, saying, “What is the matter?” She replied, “If you don’t want to get into trouble, bring back the hair of my head and stick it on again.” The woman and her children went off and got some sticky latex of the rubber-tree, and put it on the fairy’s head, and they took her hair and stuck it on. The Fairy took her fingers and passed them through her hair, pulled it off, and cast it away. When objects became visible, (it was,) “Bring me the hair of my head.” When things were no longer to be seen, (it was,) “Bring me the hair of my head.” And now they grew lean and became very small (with anxiety). One day, the child who was a fool said he would go and see his mother. When he came, (behold) his mother and brothers and sisters had become thin. He said, “How is it come about that you have become thin like this? ’? The mother was about to tell him the real reason why they had become thin, when her children said, “Don’t tell him, this is the fool, when did he know sense?” The mother said, “I shall speak.” When she told him, he said, “Oh, bring the fairy and let me take her to my village.” ‘The mother and brothers and sisters took the fairy and the hair of her head and set out for the village of the fool. When they reached there, to his village, he ordered the fairy, saying, “Go and sit on my swing and amuse yourself for a little.” She went and sat upon it, and he swung her, and he lifted up this song:

“Mother bore me, a foolish child,

Hurotom.

Father begat me, a foolish child,

Hurotom.

Mother bore me, a simple fool,

Hurotom.

Mother bore me, a simple fool,

Hurotom.

Mother bore me, a foolish child,

Hurotom.

Mother bore a simple fool,

Hurotom.”

The Fairy played until she was tired, then the foolish child said to her, “Let us go and get the hair of your head.” He and the Fairy reached home; she (the Fairy) said, “Bring the hair of my head and replace it and let me go away.” The foolish child also said, “You, too, my sand you have trampled over, you must cover up all the marks before I stick on the hair of your head.” The Fairy went off about the task; no sooner had she covered up one of the marks (made by her feet) than, treading, she made another. Now, try as she would, she could not erase all her tracks. She said, “Father, I do not wish any ‘palaver ’, so I release your mother, and as for myself, give me back to myself, and let me go away.” The child who was a fool said, “Then be off, and I, too, have taken my mother (out of your power). Now the mother came and knelt down, saying, “I thank you, and now (I realize that) there is no such thing as a fool in the tribe.” That is why we say, if you have children, open your eyes wide, and look well after them, for you do not know but that at some future time in the day of trouble, (one of them) will come and look after you.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
How It Came About That the Tail of the Oka Fish Is Red, and the Gills of the ’Kobo Fish Are Striped
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

ONCE there lived a certain woman who was a Queen Mother, and she had not a child, and she went to one of the lesser-gods there in order that the god might let her bear a child. And he gave her one, but he informed her, saying, “The child, when you bear it, must not eat any meat save only sheep’s liver, for even its flesh is taboo.” Now, one day, (after the woman had borne the child) the mother went to the plantation, and she gave a sheep’s liver to her maidservant, Kra, that she might cook it and give to her child. Now Kra took it, cooked the food, but went and got some real meat of the sheep, and put some in (along with the liver). The Queen Mother’s child said to her, “Mother said my taboo is real meat, and you have put some in (my food), and if I eat, I shall die.” Kra replied, “Yes, I have put some in, and if you will die, then die.” And the Queen Mother’s child replied, “Must I eat that I may die?” And she went into the room to go and fetch her mother’s red silk cloth to wrap herself in. And the child set out on the path, and Kra followed behind her. Kra feared that if her mistress met her, she would get into trouble. And as they went along, the Queen Mother’s child said, “Kra!” Kra said, “Yes!” She said, “If I give you a message, will you speak it?” (i. e. deliver it). Kra said: I a speak it, I shall speak it, before I die; I shall say it, I shall say it, before I die.

When I went there formerly, a yam stood there.

Now I have come and the wild pig sleeps there.

The wild pig called Asamoa, Kuruti Amoa, it is he who sleeps there.

I have none of Gyanoa’s gold dust, Boafo Denkye, the Elder, to-day my life is ended.

She says, let them kill a sheep and give her to eat, let them kill a fowl and give her to eat.

She says, ‘Husband, good morning.’

He replies, ‘Ya’ku.’

She says, ‘The Executioner says he bids you good morning.’

She says, ‘Yes, Abrawo.’

She says, ‘My sister, where are you going, that I may give you a message (to take for me)?’

She says, ‘I am going to grandfather’s village, Sekyere Gyamase.’

She says, ‘What has come to grandfather’s village, Sekyere Gyamase, that the drums never sleep? Oboama’s father, Agyei Ampon; has father gone to war, or has father gone trading seeing that the long reeds have fallen and mingled with the wild creepers?

‘Two never came back, Ntim Sekyere and Kwakye never came back.’

She says, ‘Oh, Parrot, Boama, you have talked and talked, stop and let me talk a little, for your eyes are floating on water.

Your grandfather, Mpampinam, went fishing, and caught a great big duyker.

Kwao Adu Dakowa, Bantama Mpedu Okyere, Adwoa Kese,

Odum Abena and her fetish (suman) called “you walk in vain”.

Adwoa e, Adwoa e, the River Kobi’s grandchild,

Tontoroni Ya, to whom the world belongs.”

And now the child met her mother. And the mother said, “This, my child, whom I meet here, although I left her behind at home, what (evil) has touched her that she is fleeing, yiridi yiridi?” The Queen Mother bade her slaves who followed behind her to catch her for her. But they could not get her; and on and on she ran, and fell into the river, and Kra (the slave girl) also fell in. When they reached them, the Queen Mother’s child had turned into an Oka’ fish with a red tail; and Kra, too, had turned into the Okobo fish, with lines down her cheeks. The red tail of the Oka’ is the red cloth the Queen Mother’s child had worn, in which she had fallen into the water; and the lines down the gill of the Okobo are the tattoo marks of the slave girl, Kra.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
How Some One Got a Wife (And Also Saved) His Life by Means of Interpreting Symbols
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

THERE once lived three men and they wanted work. They went to the Tall-grass-country to buy nkyekye cloth and other things. (On their return to Ashanti) they made their nephew carry some of the goods, and went along selling them. They came to a certain big town. In the town was a Queen Mother’s daughter who refused to whomever she was given in marriage. Now these strangers (the traders) went there (to her home), but the Queen Mother’s child had gone “to beat” the washing. The Queen Mother (however) bought two cloths and put them aside for her daughter. When her child returned she saw the three men. She said to her old woman, “To-day I have seen him whom I desire, so kill a sheep and let me present it to them.” When they had finished cooking the food, the young girl went and took a stalk of elephant grass, cotton, a kola nut, and ground nuts, and placed on top of the food to go and present to the men. And she said, “He who can explain their meaning, him I shall marry.” And they went with the food. The men uncovered it, and they said, “If it were not the Queen Mother’s child who had brought this food, we should have some words to ask her.” The nephew of the men said, “If I were not afraid of you, I could tell you the meaning of those things.” They said, “Explain.” The child replied, “The girl says she has made her thoughts white like the cotton, and if she can get one of us who have come here, ought she not to marry? The meaning of the elephant grass is that, a day will come when she will get lost; the kola nut also means that a day will come when she will make him (her husband) chew kola (i. e. be sorrowful). The ground nuts means she wishes you to plant ground nuts for her, so that every year, when she goes to look at the roots she will get some to pull up.” So the Queen Mother’s child married the men’s nephew. When she had married him, the Queen Mother’s child asked him, “What is your name?” He said, “I am called Kwaku Susufuo,” that is to say, Kwaku-who-takes-trouble-to-think. The girl replied, “I, too, am called Akua-who-takes-trouble-to-think.” He married her with fitting ceremony. Next morning the three uncles set off to their own town. Kwaku-who-takes-trouble-to-think remained at his wife’s village. He remained there for a year, and when he rose up (in the morning), he and his friends used to sit and play at nte marbles. Now, one day when he was playing thus, he knocked out two marbles at one shot, but the people with whom he was playing, said they would not give them to him, and they even wished to beat him. He cast a look behind him, and saw a child standing there; he took a stone and gave it to the child to take and go and give to his wife. Now when his wife received the stone, she said to her mother, “My husband wishes to return to his town, for he says that when a bird remains too long on the ground, it receives a stone.” And the Queen Mother said, “When he goes, you must go with him.” Of a truth, she and he went off. And they met Kwaku-who-takes-trouble-to-think’s uncles. Now, some time after this, they said to him, “Kwaku-who-takes-trouble-to-think, get some string that we may go to the bush to set a trap in order to catch pigeons that we may offer hospitality to your wife, who is a stranger.” So they set out, but these elders had (really) agreed to kill him. They and Kwaku-who-takes-trouble-to-think went along; they reached (a lonely spot) on the road; they tied him up and told him, “We shall kill you.” Then he told them, saying, “When I went to my wife’s village, I found a great deal of money, and if you do not allow me to show you where it is, and I die, you will not find it.” They asked him, saying, “Where does the money lie?” He replied, “You must go to my wife and inform her that I have bought meat, and that (the vendors) say the price is ten peredwan (£80), and that she must search in the bag made out of strips of sheep’s hide; when she looks there and does not find it, let her look in the Krampan bag, if she does not see it there, let her look in the belt with the knives in it.” So they came and gave his wife the messages. And she, too, said, “The things are in the house of the village head-man, so let us go and get them.” She and they went to the head-man’s house; and the woman told the head-man the news, explaining, “The bag of rope made of sheep-skin means that they have bound him; the Krampan means that the vultures are trying to eat his flesh; the belt holding the knives means they are about to cut his throat. At once the head-man beat gong-gong, that they should proceed there to save Kwaku-who-takes-trouble-to-think. And they came back with him. He made them kill the three elders. That is why we say, “By means of interpreting symbols some one got a wife and (also) saved his life.”

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
How Contradiction Came Among the Tribe
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

THERE was once a certain man called Hate-to-be-contradicted, and because of that, he went and built a small settlement (all by himself) and went to live in it. And the creature called the Duyker went to (visit) him, and he went with him and sat down at the foot of a palm-tree. And some of the palm nuts fell down. The Duyker said, “Father Hate-to-be-contradicted, your palm nuts are ripe.” Hate-to-be-contradicted said, “That is the nature of the palm nut; when they are ripe, three bunches ripen at once; when they are ripe, I cut them down, and when I boil them to extract the oil, they make three water-pots full of oil; and I take the oil to Akase to buy an Akase old woman; the Akase old woman comes and gives birth to my grandmother, who bears my mother, who in turn bears me; when mother bears me, I am already standing there.” The Duyker said, “As for all that, you lie.” And Hate-to-be-contradicted took a stick and hit the Duyker on the head, and killed it. Next the little Abedee antelope came along. And he went off with it and sat under the palm-tree, and the same thing happened. And thus it was with all the animals. Now, Kwaku Ananse, the Spider, went and fetched his cloth, and fetched his bag, slung it across his shoulders, and went off to Hate-to-be-contradicted’s village. He greeted him, “Father, good morning.” Hate-to-be-contradicted replied, “Y’Aku, and where are you going?” He replied, “I am coming to you.” And he took his stool and placed it under the palm-tree. Hate-to-be-contradicted said, “Cook food for the Spider to eat.” And when it was cooking, Ananse and Hate-to-be-contradicted sat under the palm-tree. And some of the palm nuts fell down. And Ananse took them and placed them in his bag. And he continued doing so until his bag was full. The food was brought, and Ananse ate. When he had finished eating, some of the palm nuts fell down, and Ananse said, “Father Hate-to-be-contradicted, your palm nuts are ripe.” Hate-to-be-contradicted said, “It’s their nature to ripen like that; when they are ripe, three bunches ripen at once; when they are ripe, I cut them down, and when I boil them to extract the oil, they make three water-pots full of oil, and I take the oil to Akase, to buy an Akase old woman; the Akase old woman comes and gives birth to my grandmother, who bears my mother, that she in turn may bear me. When mother bears me, I am already standing there.” The Spider said, “You do not lie, what you say is true; as for me, I have some okros standing in my farm, and when they are ripe, I join seventy-seven long hooked poles (to reach them to pull them down), but even then they do not reach, so I lie on my back, and am able to use my penis to pluck them.” Hate-to-be-contradicted said, “Oh, I understand; to-morrow I shall come and look.” The Spider said, “Surely.” When the Spider was going (home), he chewed the palm nuts which he had gathered up, and spat them out on the path. Next morning, when things began to be visible, Hate-to-be-contradicted set out to go to the Spider’s village. Now when the Spider had arrived first (the day before), he had gone and told his children, saying, “A certain man will come here, and he hates to be contradicted, and when he arrives and inquires after me, you must tell him that yesterday I had said I was going off some place, when my penis broke in seven places, and I had to take it to a blacksmith to repair, and as he could not finish it at the time, he says he has gone to have the work finished.” Not long after, Hate-to-be-contradicted came along. He said, “Where has your father gone?” They replied, “Alas, father went somewhere yesterday, and his penis got broken in seven different places, and he took it to a blacksmith, but he could not finish the job at the time, and father has gone to have it completed, and (you,) Father, did you not see the blood on the path?” Hate-to-be-contradicted said, “I saw it.” Hate-to-be-contradicted asked, “And where is your mother?” (The Spider’s child replied,) “Mother, too, yesterday she went to the stream, and her water-pot would have fallen and broken had she not saved it from doing so by just catching at it in time, but she didn’t quite finish saving it from falling, and has returned to-day to do so.” Hate-to-be-contradicted did not say anything. Now Ananse arrived. He said, “Cook some food that Hate-to-be-contradicted may eat.” As the children were cooking the food, they only used one single little perch but an immense quantity of peppers; they made the soup stew very hot. When they had finished, they set it down before Hate-to-be-contradicted. Hate-to-be-contradicted ate. Now the peppers pained him; he wanted to die. He said, “Ntikuma (the Spider’s child), draw water for me that I may drink.” Ntikuma went to the water place; he never brought the water. Hate-to-be-contradicted said, “Ntikuma, where is that water?” Ntikuma said, “Ah, the water which we have here (in our water-pot) is of three different kinds; that belonging to father comes first, that of my mother’s co-wife is in the middle, and that belonging to my own mother is at the bottom (of the pot); and because I want to draw for you only the water belonging to my own mother, if I do not take great care when drawing it, it will cause a tribal dispute.” Hate-to-be-contradicted said, “You little brat, you lie.” Straightway, Ananse said, “Beat him so that he die.” Hate-to-be-contradicted said, “Why should they beat me so that I may die?” The Spider said, “You say you hate to be contradicted, and yet you have contradicted some one, that is why I say they must beat you so that you may die.” So they beat Hate-to-be-contradicted so that he died. Then Ananse cut up his flesh in little pieces and scattered it about. That is why many persons who hate to be contradicted are to be found in the tribe.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
How It Came About That We Shall Always See Okra, the Cat, Lying on a Velvet Cushion, While ’Kraman, the Dog, Will Sleep Among the Ashes of the Kitchen Fire
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

THEY say that there once was a certain woman who (was so unfortunate that) whenever she gave birth to a child, it used to die. So she set out to consult one of the lesser-gods about it, and tell him that she desired a child. The lesser-god said, “I shall give you one, but as for the child, all the work he will ever do is to get you into debt, but nevertheless some day he will repay you.” It was not two days, it was not three days (after consulting the lesser-god) when the woman conceived. She gave birth—a spider-story child it was—for it was not long growing up. The infant grew into a comely youth. One day he was (with his mother) there, and he said, “Mother, give me gold dust, that I may go to the Edge-of-the-sea-country, to go and buy salt.” The mother said, “How much?” He said, “Asuanu” (i. e. £4). And the mother took it and gave to him, and he set out on the journey. Now, as he was going, he met a certain man and his spotted dog. He said, “Bring it that I may buy it.’” The dog’s master said, “You cannot buy it.” The child said, “How much is it?” The dog’s master said, “An Asuanu’s weight of gold dust” (i. e. £4). He said, “What’s that (to me), take this £4’s worth of gold dust.” He received the dog, and brought it back home. When he returned, his mother said, “Why did you not reach your destination?” He replied, “I used the gold dust to buy a dog.” His mother said, “Ho!” Now they were living there, it would be for about one moon. He said, “Mother, give me gold dust that I may go trading.” She said, “As for you, as is your wont, you will only take the gold dust and throw it away again, but how much do you want?” He replied, “An Asuanu and sum’s worth of gold dust” (i. e. £5). She said, “Take it, then.” So he set out along the trade-road. As he was going along, he met a certain man carrying a cat. He said, “Man, bring that animal that always falls on its feet, that I may buy it.” He said, “When I lie down in my room, the mice gnaw my feet, for that reason I bought it.” He said, “I beseech you let me have it.” He said, “You cannot buy it.” The child said, “How much will you take for it?” He replied, “An Asuanu and sum’s worth of gold dust.” He said, “So that’s why you say, I cannot buy it; here, take it.” The child received the cat, and went off home with it. When he reached home, he said, “Mother, look here at what I have brought.” She replied, “Ah, that is just what they said (would happen).” The child remained there (at home). It would be about forty days after, when he addressed his mother, saying, “Give me gold dust that I may go trading.” The mother said, “All the money I have about me is finished, with the exception of an Asuasa’s weight of gold dust (i. e. £6); when I give you this, and you go, and you do not buy goods with it, that’s the end of this business.” The child said, “I have heard.” Next morning, when things became visible, he took up his bag, and was off, pa! As he was going, he met a certain Ashanti fellow, and he was carrying a pigeon. He said, “Friend, bring the creature of yours, that I may buy it.” He replied, “I am not selling it, for I amuse myself with it.” He said, “I shall buy it.” The bird’s master said, “I will not sell it, for I know what it may do for me.” The child said, “Oh, give it to me.” He said, “Will you be able to buy it?” The child said, “How much?” He replied, “An Asuasa’s weight of gold dust” (i. e. £6). He said, “Do you suppose because of that I would not buy it, here is the sum.” He brought the bird home. His mother said, “This has turned out no better than before, so this is what you have brought?” He replied, “Nevertheless, this is what I have brought.” Now (one day) the child was living there (at home), when the Pigeon called to him, saying, “Come.” When he went up to it, the Pigeon informed him, saying, “In my own village I am a chief, and I was about to go on a journey, when a certain fellow came and seized hold of me, when you, out of your kindness, you, too, bought me, and now I beseech you, if you will only take me back to my town, then they will thank you greatly.” The child said, “You are telling me lies, you will run away.” The Pigeon said, “If you can’t see your way to do as I ask, then take a string, and tie it to my leg, and take me along.” The child took a string and fastened it to its leg, and he followed behind him slowly, until they reached the Pigeon’s town. When they reached the outskirts of the town, the children were playing nte marbles. When they saw him, they said, “Here is the Chief! Here is the Chief!” One of them ran to tell the Korenti’ chief, but they seized him, and cut his throat, saying, “You are causing us to call to mind our late sorrow.” But another one went again with the same tidings. And now the Akwamu chief said, “You, Gyase chief, do you yourself go and see what this is all about.” He went and looked, and returned. He said, “Oh, it is true.” Then they got a hammock and the regalia and went to bring the Chief to his house. The whole tribe was told the news, how he was setting out a journey, and how a certain fellow caught him, and how this child, by his kindness, had bought him, and how to-day he had brought him home. Elders and young people all rose up and thanked the child. The Queen Mother brought a water-pot full of gold dust; all the elders, a water-pot full of gold dust, each. The Chief himself looked on his hand, and slipped off a ring, and gave it to him. And he said, “Take this ring, and whatever you desire, this ring will give to you.” He said, “I have heard.” And he went off with the ring to his village; and he showed the gold dust and the ring to his mother. Then the mother said, “Welcome Aku, welcome Aku.” Formerly, when he had “burned” his gold dust, and when he used to return from his journeys, when he saluted his mother, she used not to answer him. And he gave his mother the news, saying, “You have seen this gold dust and this ring; I shall go and build a great village for us to live within it.” The mother said, “Press your eyes hard (i. e. try your best to do so).” The child set out and stood in the bush; he slipped off the ring and placed it on the ground; he said, “Ring, clear all this (land) of forest and of bush for me.” And the whole of that place became cleared. He said, “Collect all you have cleared into heaps for burning.” And it did so. He said, “Set up houses.” And it set up many houses. He said, “Ring, let people come and inhabit these houses.” And people came. He made his mother the Queen Mother; he, too, became chief. Now (i. e. there was something I forgot to say), Ananse, the Spider, was his best friend. One day he was living there (in his new village) when Kwaku Ananse set out to come to this youth’s village. (When he reached it,) he said, “Oh, little mother’s child, little father’s child, you have been fortunate and successful, and you don’t care about me any more to look after me, but what has happened to bring all this about?” Then the child told him all the news. The Spider said, “I shall go to my village (to get something) and return.” Ananse went off to his village; he told his niece, saying, “I shall send you to my friend yonder, and when you go, you will take this white wine for him and pay attention and do whatever he orders you; and you must secretly try to lay your hands on that ring.” The maiden set out, and went to the man’s village. The man said to her, “As for this, I shall see to it, that you do not go back again, for you must stay with me three days before you return.” The maiden said, “I have heard.” Now he and the maiden were there together, and the man went to bathe; and he slipped off the ring and placed it on a table; and the maiden took it, and went off with it to her uncle, Kwaku Ananse. As soon as Ananse laid his hands upon it, he made use (of the ring) to build a big town. Now, the man, when he came to look for his ring, could not find it. He came to hear that the Spider had

built a big town greater than his own. Then he went off to consult one of the lesser-gods yonder. The lesser-god told him, saying, “Ananse’s niece who came there to you, has taken it and gone and given it to her uncle. The Spider also went to consult (the lesser-god and it was revealed to him) that Okra, the Cat, and Okraman, the Dog, would be sent (to recover the ring), therefore he went and got medicine with which to treat meat, to place it on the path, so that when the animals were going along, if they took some to eat, they would be unable again to go anywhere at all. The man (who had lost his ring) came home, and told the Cat and the Dog, “The time has now come for me to tell you the reason I bought you, (and it is this); something belonging to me has been lost, and they say it is in the possession of the Spider, but that it lies in a box which is in the middle of all the rest. And again, they say he has taken medicine and mixed with the flesh of the sheep and placed it on the path, so when you reach there, don’t take it but jump over it.” The Dog said, “Cat, have you heard, you are the one who will chew it.” The Cat said, “Get out, you who every little while take your nose to sniff and sniff.”. Then they began to talk a lot, and their master said, “That’s all right, be off.” The two animals set out, and were going along. Now there remained only a short time for them to reach the place where the meat was, when the Dog “heard” the smell of the meat. He said, “Cat, I have a pain in my stomach, and I cannot go on.” The Cat said, “Let us on, the business on hand is important.” (The Dog) said, “Cat, I am unable.” The Cat went on. The Dog went to where the meat was; he chewed up the whole of the meat; there he lay; he was unable to go on any more. And the Cat reached Ananse’s village, and lay down in Ananse’s sleeping-room, on the ceiling (above the room). As he lay there, he saw a mouse passing. Squeak! as he landed on his head. (The mouse) said, “Don’t catch me, what is the matter?’ The Cat replied, “My Master’s ring has been lost, and they say it lies in Ananse’s box, which stands in the middle (of all the rest of his boxes), and if you are able to go and bring it to me, then I shall let you go.” The Mouse said, “I am able.” The Cat said, “Suppose I let you go, and you go off and don’t bring it, but run away?” The Mouse said, “If you wish, fasten a string round my waist.” The Cat took a string and tied it round his waist. Then the Mouse went off into the Spider’s room, and gnawed a hole in the box which stood in the middle of all the rest. Little by little he made an opening, and it became large. He passed through it, to go and get the ring to take to the Cat. No sooner did the Cat lay his hands upon it, than he ran off, and came across the Dog, and he was lying where he had left him lying. He said, “You are still lying here, and where is that meat?” The Dog said, “Oh, I did not see (what became of it), perhaps the people to whom it belonged came and removed it; but where is the ring?” The Cat said, “Here it is.’ The Dog said, “They say that the river which lies on the path is in flood, and as you, when you cross water, walk on the bottom, it may be that (the ring) will fall down, so give it to me, for, as for me, you know, I pass on the surface of the water.” The Cat said, “That’s so, take (it).” They reached the river, and the Dog jumped in. So did the Cat. At once the Cat crossed over. The Dog, too, reached the centre of the stream and became tired, and as he was about to take a deep breath, the ring fell (out of his mouth) into the water. He crossed over and came to where the Cat was. The Cat said, “Where is that

ring?” He said, “It fell (out of my mouth) into the water.” The Cat ran and entered the water; he saw a great fish passing. And the Cat caught it. The Fish said, What is it?’ He said, “My ring has just fallen into this river, so unless you want trouble, give me what belongs to me at once. If you don’t give it to me I shall kill you immediately.” The Fish said, “Let us go to the river bank that I may give you what belongs to you.” When they both reached the bank, the Fish vomited, and the ring came out. The Cat took it and came and showed it to the Dog. The Dog said, “Father, I beg of you, when you go, don’t speak about what has happened.” The Cat kept his mouth shut. They reached home, and the Cat told his master all that had happened, saying, “Because of the meat which the Dog chewed as we were going, he became unable to go farther. And again, I had gone and got the ring and brought it back, the Dog said to me, when he crossed a river he passed on its surface, that I must hand over the ring to him. I gave it to him, and he threw it away in the river. It was only after a little while that I laid my hands upon it again.” All the people who were present said, “Praise be to the Cat.” And they shouted, “E!” Then the chief said, “You, Cat, whatever kind of food I am eating, I will see to it that I break some and place in your little dish. Whatever mat I sleep upon, (I shall only lie upon it) provided you lie on some of it. As for you also, Dog, you will only lie on the smouldering embers of the dead fire when the chilly night comes. Only with floggings, the folk will flog you.” That is why all days you will see the Cat, nowhere does he sleep but on the best mat. Also, if you cast some food down on the ground for him, he will not eat it (unless off a plate). But as for the Dog, always we will see him sleeping in the court-yard on the dead ashes of the day’s fire. Also you will see him there being beaten, he will yelp, “Kao!” It is all on account of the time when they were sent (on this business of the ring).

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, some you may take as true, and the rest you may praise me (for the telling of it).
How the Spider Got a Bald Head
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

THEY say that Kwaku Ananse, the Spider, and his wife Aso were once living there. One day, they had gone and returned from the plantation; soon after, a messenger came. Ananse asked him his business. He said, “The only news is that your mother-in-law lay down yesterday and has not risen up.” Ananse said, “Aso, this matter is your affair.” Aso placed her hands upon her head and wept, pue! pue! Ananse gave her permission (to go to the funeral). Next day, when things became visible, Ananse went and begged Odwan, the Sheep, Okra, the Cat, Okraman, the Dog, Akoko, the Fowl, and Aberekyie, the Goat, saying, “This is what I have seen, I beseech you therefore to accompany me to my mother-in-law’s funeral.” All these people agreed. Ananse (then) came to his house, and sewed a hat of leopard’s skin, and dyed his cloth a russet-brown colour. When Thursday arrived, he went and called all the people whom he had begged (to accompany him), and all set out. They took drums and guns and palm-wine. Ananse came to the outskirts of his mother-in-law’s village; the guns were firing pom! pom! They took the dance-party and went to sit down at the house where the wake was being held. He gave wine to the mourners. When he had finished, he went and presented his nsa contribution to the funeral expenses, six peredwan weight of gold dust (i. e. £48), a velvet pillow, two cloths, a woollen blanket, shell money (for use in the land of ghosts), a sheep, and palm-wine. That was the contribution the Spider made towards burying his mother-in-law. When evening fell cool, they came and raised the Spider’s bottom with an asuanu and nsano’s weight of gold dust (£4 13s.). Next day, when things became visible, every one again partook of food, and they came and told the Spider that he might eat. He replied, “I, Kwaku, my mother-in-law has died; I do not eat on the eighth day of a funeral ceremony. I shall not eat, but get something for my friends, with whom I came, to eat, and let them go.” So Aso went off to search for something to bring these men to eat. So they went off, and Ananse was left. There the Spider was, and now the fourth day came, and try as he would, he could bear it no longer. Now, in the house where he was staying, beans which they were boiling, stood on the fire. Ananse looked all round to see if any one was looking, then he took off his leopard-skin hat, picked out some beans and put them in it, and put it on again. Just then Aso came in. He said, “Aso, I have just remembered that at my father’s village, the hat-shaking festival has come (and is being held), so I am going off at once.” Aso said, “Oh, what is the reason you did not tell me all this before, moreover, since you came to this funeral celebration, you have not eaten at all; so I implore you to go to-morrow.” Ananse said, “You don’t know what has come, that’s why you talk as you do.” Aso went off to call the people that they might come and tell Ananse to delay his departure. The people came. No sooner did Ananse see them, than he caught hold of his hat (and began to sing):

“Just now at my father’s village they are shaking hats.

Saworowa,

They are shaking hats.

Saworowa,

E, they are shaking hats, o, they are shaking hats.

Saworowa.”

Now (all this was because) the beans were burning his head right well. Ananse said, “I shall never agree (to stay), I shall go.” The Spider set off down the path, and the people followed behind him. He said, “Turn back, because:

Just now at my father’s village they are shaking hats.

Saworowa,

They are shaking hats.

E, they are shaking hats, o, they are shaking hats.

Saworowa.”

By now these things (the beans) were burning him, so that he was made to know the real meaning of burning. Try as he would, he could no longer bear it. He threw away the hat and beans. Aso and the people hooted at him. Ananse leapt into the path, sora! (was the sound of the parting-grass). He said, “Path, receive me, and one day when I come into my own, I shall thank you (suitably).” The Path said, “I have heard.” The Path looked after him and gave him medicine. That is why you will see Ananse with a bald head kwati; it came about from the airs he gave himself at the funeral of his mother-in-law.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, some you may take as true, and the rest you may praise me (for telling of it).
They Say When You Go Elsewhere, Return Home Quickly
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

THERE was once a certain girl called Abena, and her kinsfolk gave her in marriage. She went off to the husband’s village, and forgot all about her own blood-relations; she did not want to come back to her village. Some one else’s village was good enough for her. There she was (away from her own home), and her mother died; again, her father died; yet again, her grandmother died; she did not return for any single one (of their funerals). It would be about ten years, and yet she never came home. Now, one day, there was Abena, when a bird came and stood on the house and said:

“Abena’s mother has died, father has died, grandmother has died!

The guns are firing, pom! pomm! are firing, pom! pomm! are firing, pom! pomm! The drums are beating, kun! kun! beating, kun! kun! beating, kun! kun!

The women are weeping, yo! yo! weeping, yo! yo! weeping, yo! yo!

Abena’s mother is dead, father is dead, grandmother is dead!”

Abena said, “What kind of a matter is this?” Not long after her husband came along; she told him what had happened; and again the bird cried. The husband said, “I do not quite understand, so I shall go and call the Hare.” He called him and made him come; and again the bird lifted up (its voice):

“Abena’s mother has died, father has died, grandmother has died!

The guns are firing, pom! pomm! are firing, pom! pomm! are firing, pom! pomm! The drums are beating, kun! kun! beating, kun! kun! beating, kun! kun!

The women are weeping, yo! yo! weeping, yo! yo! weeping, yo! yo!

Abena’s mother is dead, father is dead, grandmother is dead!”

The Hare said, “One of my ears has heard, there still remains one.” And the bird cried:

“Abena’s mother has died, father has died, grandmother has died!

The guns are firing, pom! pomm! are firing, pom! pomm! are firing, pom! pomm! The drums are beating, kun! kun! beating, kun! kun! beating, kun! kun!

The women are weeping, yo! yo! weeping, yo! yo! weeping, yo! yo!

Abena’s mother is dead, father is dead, grandmother is dead!”

The Hare said, “O! O! he says your mother is dead, your father is dead, your grandmother also is dead.” Now Abena placed her hands upon her head and wept, “Pue! oh mother! oh grandmother! oh father!” She set out and came to her village; but her home was desolate, pasa! That is why they say, “If you go on the road, cut it short.” For Abena did as has been related, and allowed all her kinsfolk to die in her absence.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, some you may take as true, and the rest you may praise me (for telling of it).
How It Came About That One Person Does Not Reveal the Origin from Which Another Person Sprang
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

THERE was once a hunter. When he got up he used to go to the bush to seek for game to kill, that he might get some to eat, and some to sell. Now one day he went to the bush; he heard Kokotee, the Bush-pig, call out to its kinsman, saying, “Kokotee Asamoa e!” He replied, “Yes, brother, yes.” He (the first pig) said, “The time for work (on our farms) has arrived, so let us go to the blacksmith’s forge, for him to fashion the iron and put an edge on (our cutting tools), so that, if we have to cut down any trees, we may be able to cut them.” When the Bush-pig called his brothers, the hunter crouched hiding, and he heard all the conversation. Now the brother of the (first) Bush-pig asked his brother Bush-pig, saying, “And what village shall we go to, to have the iron struck?” He replied, “We shall go to the village called Across-the-stream.” And he said, “What day?” He replied, “Monday.” The hunter heard all this arrangement, and set off for home. Now, when he came home, he told the head-man of Across-the-stream the news, namely, what he had heard when he had gone to the bush. And the hunter said to the Head-man of the village, “Let the children go and cut logs and bring them, and when, on Monday, the Bush-pigs change themselves (into people) and come, we shall take them and fasten them to the logs.” The children went and cut the logs, and brought them. The Head-of-the-village went and told the village blacksmith to beat out iron staples for him. And the blacksmith asked the Head-man, saying, “And all this huge quantity of iron staples, which you say I must beat out, what are you going to do with them?” And he told him the news, how a hunter had gone to the bush, and come back to report that on Monday certain beasts would turn themselves into people, in order to come to his forge to have tools forged. The blacksmith ran off to beat out the iron staples quickly. As soon as the chief had finished laying his hands on the logs and staples, he caused the town-crier to beat the iron gong, saying, “On Monday, be it woman, or be it man, no one must go anywhere.” Monday arrived, and in the morning an old woman told the hunter, saying, “Go and grind peppers, and salt, and onions, and the place where the beasts will peel off their skins and lay them down; do you also, when you go there, take the peppers and rub them on, and when the beasts come here, and when we catch them, and should some escape and go to take their skins, and put them on, when the peppers hurt them, and they throw them off, they will become people (again).” The hunter went offand he hid there. And he heard them calling, “Kokotee Asamoa, Monday has arrived, let us go.” So they all came. They peeled off their skins, and put them down there. Now, (one of the Pigs,) who was a doctor of herbs, was among them, and he took his skin and laid it elsewhere. The hunter watched them, and let them go away. He went and took all the skins and rubbed the peppers which they had mashed on them, and took them and put them in the stream, letting the water take them away. That of the Herbalist, however, which he had put aside from the rest, the hunter did not see. The hunter came home, and the Chief also called the people gathered round the blacksmith’s forge and made them come to his house. When these people came to the Chief’s house, they inquired of the Chief, saying, “Why have you called us?” The Chief said, “You were my men, and you ran away (once) to settle elsewhere; to-day you have come back, that is the reason I say you must come, for I will not permit you to go away any more.” The beasts said to the Chief, “What you have said, we have heard; but we know that the Creator’s hunter came and told you all about us, but that does not matter, we and you will live together; but we know that what you say is false; nevertheless, that does not matter; we thank that hunter. So we and you will live together; but there is one thing which we taboo, namely, that you disclose our origin; or that any of your subjects should disclose our origin; should that happen, we shall break up this, your tribe, and depart.” Now, at the time the Chief went to call them, the medicine man and some others ran away. And the medicine man went to take his skin and he escaped; but the rest turned back. That was because they could not find their skins. The Chief agreed to the conditions laid down by the beasts, and they and the beasts lived happily together. Now the men of the village married some of the beasts’ women-folk; they bore children. Now, one day one of the beasts and one of the villagers were fighting with their fists. Thereupon, the villager said to the beast, “Take yourself off from there, an animal like you, who belongs to the Bush-pig company.” No sooner had he said so than the eyes of all the beasts became red, and they went to the Chief’s house to tell him, saying, “The possibility about which we told you has now actually come about, so what are you going to do?” The Chief made them go and call the people who had caused the dispute. The Chief looked closely into the matter and gave judgement that the beasts should drop the charge, because (he said) it was a long time since they had come and this, moreover, was the first occasion on which any one had ever said anything to them (about their origin). But the beasts said, “We shall not agree.” And the Chief said, “You will not listen, and you think that what this man said is a lie, are you not Bush-pigs?” And the beasts said, “Oh, we have heard.” Thereupon the beasts and the Acrossthe-water people fought. The beasts destroyed the village, until there remained only about ten people. And they begged for mercy and told the beasts that they (the beasts) had right on their side. The beasts listened, and they informed the people, saying, “A case already stated is not difficult to understand, and if you and we are to live together, we taboo all allusion to our origin. If you ever think or mention it (again), then (we will ask you) to point out to us that very thicket whence we came to this place, that we may return thither.” And the people said, “We can never do such a thing again. What we have done has caused our tribe to be ruined; we shall never do so again.” So they caused a public proclamation to be made, by beating the odawuro gong to the effect that no one should ever tell another person’s origin, lest the disclosure should cause the town to be ruined.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, some you may take as true, and the rest you may praise me (for telling of it).
Why It Is the Elders Say We Should Not Repeat Sleeping-Mat Confidences
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

THEY say that (once upon a time) Nyankonpon Kwame, the Sky-god, had cleared a very large plantation, and had planted okros, onions, beans, garden-eggs, peppers, and pumpkins. The weeds in the garden became thick and nettles grew up. The Sky-god then made a proclamation by gong-gong to the effect that his plantation was overgrown with weeds, and that any one who could weed it, without scratching himself, might come forward and take his daughter, Abena Nkroma (i. e. Abena the ninth child) in marriage. This one, when he went (to try), scratched himself (where the nettles tickled), and they hooted at him; that one went and was (also) hooted; all men went (and tried); they failed. Now Kwaku Ananse said, “As for me, I am able.” Now the Sky-god’s plantation was situated on the side of the path, and that path was the one people used to take, going to the market every Friday. Now the Spider, because he knew this fact, used only to go and clear the weeds every Friday. For when he was hoeing, and the people who were passing by used to greet him with, “Hail to you at your work, Father Spider!”, he used to answer, “Thank you, Aku.” They continued, “A plantation, which no one has been able to clear, (do you mean to say) you are weeding it?” The Spider would answer, “Ah, it’s all because of one girl that I am wearing myself out like this. Her single arm is like this.” And he would slap and rub his arm where it was tickling him, and when he did so, would get relief from the irritation. Some one else would pass again and hail him at his work; and he would take his hand and slap where the place was that was itching. For example, if his thigh, he would say, “That single girl, they say her thigh is like this” (slapping and rubbing his own). In this manner he finished clearing the plantation. Then he went off to tell the Sky-god how he had finished the weeding of his farm. The Sky-god asked the messenger, saying, “Has he really finished?” The messenger said, “Yes.” The Sky-god asked him, “Did he scratch himself?” He said, “No, he did not scratch himself.”. The Sky-god took Abena Nkroma and gave her to Ananse in marriage. One night Ananse and his bride went to rest, and the bride questioned him, saying, “However was it that you of all people were able to clear father’s plantation of weeds, a plantation such that, whosoever went on it, turned back, but which you were able to clear?” Then the Spider said, “Do you suppose that I am a fool? I used to hoe, and when any one passed by, and asked me, saying, ‘Ananse, are you clearing this farm which no one else has ever been able to clear,’ thereupon, I would slap with my hand any place on my skin that was tickling me, and scratch it, and declare to the person that, for example, your thigh was like the thigh of a buffalo, and that it was beautiful and polished. That is how it came about that I was able to weed it.” Thereupon Abena, the ninth child, said, “Then to-morrow I shall tell father that you scratched yourself (after all).” The Spider spoke to her, saying, “You must not mention it, this is a sleeping-mat confidence.” Abena, the ninth child, said, “I know nothing whatever about sleeping-mat confidences, and I shall speak.” Abena Nkroma took her sleeping-mat away (from beside Ananse) and went and lay down at the other end of the room. Now Ananse’s eyes grew red (i. e. sorrowful), and he went and took his musical bow, and he struck (the strings) and sang:

“Abena, the ninth child, this is not a matter about which to quarrel.

Let us treat it as a sleeping-mat confidence.

‘No,’ she says.

She has a case (against me), (but) some one else has a case which is already walking down the path.”

Then the Spider got up, and went and lay down. After Ananse had lain there for some time, then he rose up. He said, “Abena Nkroma”—not a sound (save the noise of the cicada chirping) dinn! Ananse said, “I’ve got you.” He took a little gourd cup and splashed it full with water, and poured it over Abena Nkroma’s sleeping-mat. Then Ananse went and lay down. After he had lain down a while, he said, “Ko! Abena Nkroma, whatever is this? You have wet the sleeping-mat, you shameless creature, surely you are not at all nice; when things become visible, I shall tell every one. It was true, then (what they all said), that when any one went to that plantation, he used to say, ‘A girl who wets...! I am not going to clear a nettle plantation (for such a person).’” Then Abena said to him, “I implore you, desist, and let the matter drop.” The Spider said, “I will not leave it, my case came first; you said you would tell your father; I said, ‘Desist ’; you said, ‘No.’ Because of that I will not drop the case.” And Abena, the ninth child, said, “Leave my case, and your case, too, about which I spoke, I shall drop it; for if you do not leave mine, my eyes will die for shame.” Then Ananse said, “I have heard, since you so desire, let it be a sleeping-mat confidence, so the matter ends there.” That is how the elders came to say that “Sleeping-mat confidences are not repeated”.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, some you may take as true, and the rest you may praise me (for telling of it).
How Kwaku Ananse (The Spider) Got Aso in Marriage
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

THERE once lived a certain man called Akwasi-the-jealous-one and his wife was Aso, and he did not want any one to see Aso or any one to talk to her. So he went and built a small settlement for Aso to live in it. No one ever went into the village. Now he, Akwasi-the-jealous-one, could not beget children. Because of that, if he and his wife lived in town, some one would take her away. Now, the Sky-god told young men, saying, “Akwasi-thejealous-one has been married to Aso for a very very long time; she has not conceived by him and borne a child, therefore he who is able, let him go and take Aso, and should she conceive by him, let him take her (as his wife).” All the young men tried their best to lay hands on her, but not one was able. Now Kwaku Ananse was there watching these events, (and) he said, “I can go to Akwasi-the-jealous-one’s village.” The Sky-god said, “Can you really do so?” Ananse said, “If

you will give me what I require.” The Sky-god said, “What kind of thing?” He said, “Medicine for gun and bullets.” And the Sky-god gave him. And Ananse took the powder and bullets to (various) small villages, saying, “The Sky-god has bade me bring powder and bullets to you, and you are to go and kill meat, and on the day I shall return here, I shall take it and depart.” He distributed the powder and the bullets among very many small villages, until all were finished. All the villagers got him some meat. On a certain day, Ananse wove a palm-leaf basket. Its length, as it were, was from here to over yonder. Ananse took it to the small villages, where he had distributed the powder and bullets, to receive all the meat which they had killed. Father Ananse took the meat and palm-leaf basket and set it on his head, and set out on the path leading to the Akwasi-the-jealous-one’s settlement. When he reached the stream from which Akwasi and his wife drank, he picked out some meat and put it in. Ananse strove hard and brought the palm-leaf basket (full of meat) and passed through the main entrance leading into Akwasi-the-jealous-one’s compound. And Aso saw him. She said, “Akwasi e! come and look at something which is coming to the house here, for what can it be?” Ananse said, “It’s the Sky-god who is sending me, and I am weary, and I am coming to sleep here.” Akwasi-thejealous-one said, “I have heard my Lord’s servant.” Aso said to Ananse, “Father man, some of your meat has fallen down at the main entrance to the compound.” The Spider said, “Oh, if you happen to have a dog let him go and take it and chew it.” So Aso went and got it and gave it to her husband. Then Ananse said, “Mother, set some food (on the fire) for me.” Aso put some on, and Ananse said, “Mother, is it fufuo that you are cooking or eto?” Aso replied, “Fufuo.” Ananse said, “Then it is too little; go and fetch a big pot.” Aso went and fetched a big one, and Ananse said, “Come and get meat.” There were forty hind-quarters of great beasts. He said, “Take these only and put them in, and if you had a pot big enough, I would give you enough meat to chew to make your teeth fall out.” Aso finished (preparing) the food, turned it out (of the pot), and placed it on a table, splashed water, and put it beside (the rest of the food). Then Aso took her portion and went and set it down near the fire, and the men went and sat down beside the table. They touched the backs of each other’s hands (i. e. eat out of the same dish). All the time they were eating, Kwaku Ananse said, “There is no salt in this fufuo.” Akwasi said to Aso, “Bring some.” But Ananse said, “Not at all, when the woman is eating, you tell her to get up to bring salt, do you yourself go and bring it.” Akwasi rose up, and Ananse looked into his bag, and took out a pinch of purgative medicine and put it in the fufuo. Then he called Akwasi, saying, “Come, for I had brought some with me.” When Akwasi came, Ananse said, “Oh, I shall eat no more, I am full.” Akwasi, who suspected nothing, continued eating. When they had finished eating, Akwasi said, “Friend, we and you are sitting here and yet we do not know your name.” Ananse replied, I am called Rise-up-and-make-love-to-Aso.” Akwasi said, “I have heard, and you, Aso, have you heard this man’s name?” Aso replied, “Yes, I have heard.” Akwasi rose up to go and prepare one of the spare bedrooms, and to make all comfortable. He said, “Rise-up-and-make-love-to-Aso, this is your room, go and sleep there.” The Spider said, “I am the Soul-washer to the Sky-god, and I sleep in an open veranda room; since mother bore me and father begat me, I have never slept in a closed bedroom.” Akwasi said, “Then where, then, will you sleep?” He replied, “Were I to sleep in this open veranda room here, to do so would be to make you equal to the Sky-god, for it would mean that I was sleeping in the Sky-god’s open veranda room, since I am never to sleep in any one’s open room (except that of a Sky-god), and since that is so, I shall just lie down in front of this closed sleeping-room where you repose.” The man took out a sleeping-mat and laid it there for him. Akwasi and his wife went to rest, and Ananse, too, lay down there. Ananse lay there and he slipped in the cross-bar (of the bedroom door). Ananse lay there, and took his musical bow (and sang):

“Akuamoa Ananse, to-day we shall achieve something to-day.

Ananse, the child of Nsia, the mother of Nyame, the Sky-god,

To-day we shall achieve something, to-day.

Ananse, the Soul-washer to the Nyame, the Sky-god,

To-day I shall see something.”

Now, he ceased playing his sepirewa, and he laid it aside, and lay down. He slept for some time, when he heard Akwasi-the-jealous-one calling, “Father man.”— not a sound in reply (except the chirping of the cicada), dinn! “Father man” —not a sound in reply (except the chirping of the cicada), dinn! Akwasi-thejealous-one is dying; the medicine has taken effect on him, but he calls, “Father man”—not a sound in reply (except the chirping of the cicada), dinn! At last he said, “Rise-up-and-make-love-to-Aso.” The Spider said, “M! M! M!” He, Akwasi, said, “Open (the door) for me.” Ananse opened (the door), and Akwasi went somewhere. And the Spider rose up and went into the room there. He said, “Aso, did you not hear what your husband said?” She replied, “What did he say?” He (Ananse) replied, “He said I must rise up and make love to you.” Aso said, “You don’t he.” And he did it for her, and he went and lay down. That night, Akwasi rose up nine times; the Spider also went nine times to where Aso was. When things became visible, next morning, Ananse set off. It would be about two moons later when Aso’s belly became large. Akwasi questioned her, saying, “Why has your belly got like this, perhaps you are ill, for (you know) that I who live with you here, am unable to beget children?” Aso replied, “You forget that man who came here and whom you told to rise up and make love to Aso, well, he took me and I have conceived by him.” Akwasi-the-jealous-one said, “Rise up and let me take you to go and give (you) to him.” They went to the Sky-god’s town. On the way, Aso gave birth. They reached the Sky-god’s town, and went and told the Sky-god what had happened, saying, “A subject of yours, whom you sent, slept at my house, and took Aso, and she conceived by him.” The Sky-god said, ‘All my subjects are roofing the huts, go and point out the one you mean.’ They went off, and the Spider was sitting on a ridgepole. Aso said, “There he is.” And Ananse ran and sat on the middle. And again Aso said, “There he is.” Then Ananse fell down from up there (where he was sitting). Now that day was Friday. Ananse said, “I, who wash the Sky-god’s soul, you have taken your hand and pointed it at me, so that I have fallen down and got red earth upon me.” Immediately the attendants seized hold of Akwasi-the-jealous-one and (made him) sacrifice a sheep. When Akwasi-the-jealous-one had finished sacrificing the sheep, he said to the Sky-god, “Here is the woman, let Ananse take her.” So Ananse took Aso, but as for the infant, they killed it, cut it into pieces, and scattered them about. That is how jealousy came among the tribe.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, some you may take as true, and the rest you may praise me (for telling of it).
Why Ananse, the Spider, Runs When He Is on the Surface of the Water
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

KWAKU ANANSE, the Spider, went and said to Okraman, the Dog, “I would like that I and you go and build a small village in which to reside.” The Dog said, “I, too, would like that.” Ananse said, “When a Sunday-Adae falls, on the following Monday, go and get a rope-creeper; I, too, will get a rope-creeper and we will set out. Again, I will take a gourd and fill it with water, and you, too, splash some, for perhaps, where we are going, there may not be any water. Ananse splashed some water; the Dog, too, got honey to put in (his) gourd. They were going along, and had reached half-way, when they became tired. Ananse said, “Let us drink some of our water.” The Dog said, “Have some of mine to drink.” Ananse took some, and touched his mouth; he said, “Oh, where did this come from?” The Dog said, “It is in my belly.” The Spider said, “Yes!” As they sat there to get their breath back, Ananse said, “Dog, let us join in play.” The Dog said, “What kind of play?” The Spider replied, “The binding-binding game; you bind me first, then I, too, shall bind you, but when you hear me say, ‘Wui!’ then you leave off.” The Dog said, “No, do you tie me up first.” The Spider said, “Take yourself off, when your elder is telling you something, do you argue about it?” The Dog said, “Well, let it remain (as you wish).” The Spider said, “Come and tie me up.” The Dog took his rope-creeper and bound up the Spider. And he took him up on his head, saying he was going to sell him that he might get something to eat. When Ananse heard that, he raised a lament and said:

“I, Ananse Akuamoa, I have not even got a proper kind of beast to sell me;

Only this fool of a Dog, he is going to sell me.

Whom can I get to save me?

O, Path, save me!”

Ananse could only cry and cry. The Dog carried him until he reached some stream. Now, Odenkyem, the Crocodile, heard the Spider crying. When he came, he asked the Dog

what was the matter. The Dog threw Ananse down, and ran away, and the Crocodile loosed Ananse. And Ananse said, “Father, what kind of thing can I give you to show how grateful I am?” The Crocodile said, “We do not desire anything at all.” Ananse said, If you have children, then to-morrow I shall come and dress their hair for them very becomingly.” The Crocodile said, “I have heard.” Ananse came home; he said, “Aso, go and seek palm-nuts and onions, for to-morrow I am going to kill and bring back a crocodile that we may have a soup stew to eat.” Aso went and got some, and the Spider sharpened his knife and mashed eto, and took it to the stream. He said, “Father Crocodile, the Water-animal, I am coming to reward you.” And he took the pounded yams and put them in the water. The Crocodile came, and he was about to take the pounded yams to eat, when the Spider took his knife and cut at him, gya! but he did not get him (properly), and he went off. Ananse returned home. Aso asked him, saying, “Where is that animal?” Ananse said, “Take yourself off; a person comes off a journey, and hasn’t even got his breath back, and you begin to bother him with questions.” Aso said, “I have seen that you did not get him.” Ananse did not say anything. Next morning, very early, Aso said she was going to the stream. When she got there, there was the Crocodile lying on the river bank, and the bluebottle-flies were buzzing round him. Aso returned home and told her husband. Ananse said, “Now you see how a certain medicine I have, acts; when I kill meat (one day), not until things become visible, the next day, do I go and fetch it, but nevertheless I congratulate you on seeing it.” Ananse cut a stick and took it with him to the stream there, and there he came across the Crocodile. He poked at it with the stick, saying, “Crocodile, are you dead? Crocodile, are you dead?” and he turned it over and over. And the Crocodile lay still, but he was not dead. When Ananse was about to take his hand to touch it, the Crocodile suddenly snapped him, kua! Ananse struggled, petere! petere! and found a way to escape. That is why, when the Spider passes on the water, he hastens along; he is afraid that the Crocodile will come to catch him again.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
The Elders Say, “Be It Your Kinsman, or Husband, or Any One at All Who Has Work to Do, If He Ask You, Help Him”
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

ANANSE, the Spider, said to Aso (his wife), “Let us go and make a garden.” Aso said, “I shall not go.” Ananse went to clear the ground. When he came back, he said to her, “Is it really true that you will not go (to help me)?” Aso replied, “A woman taboos clearing the ground.” Ananse said, “To-morrow let us go and burn the garden weeds.” Aso said, “A woman taboos burning garden weeds, and as for me, shall I go for the fire to burn me?” So Ananse went and returned. Next day, when things became visible, he said, “Aso, I beg you, let us go together and plant things.” She said, “I said, I would not go.” Ananse said, “I have seen misfortune.” Then he went and planted everything finely. Now there they were, and the crops came. One day Aso went to the farm there. She came and told Ananse, saying, “Kwaku, the crops have come in the garden, and when shall we go there (to gather them in)?” Ananse said, “Ho! what that Mohammedan fellow said, I can’t understand it at all.” Aso said, “What’s that; speak out that I may understand you.” Ananse said, “I am going and returning.” Ananse went there to the garden, and there he stood long, and he said (to himself), “I, Kwaku the Spider, here I am, and am I to live and allow this, a mere woman, to make a fool of me?” Ananse took a knife, an axe, and a hoe, and dug a great big hole. He took all the produce in the farm and put it inside, and turned back home. He said, “Aso, come hither, that I may tell you the news.” Aso came. He said, “I went to consult a certain Mohammedan fellow about my fortune; he says that there remain eight days for me before I die, so I am not going to the farm any more, nor are you going there any more, and when I die, there will you go and bury me. I have dug a great hole there, and in it you will bury me.” Eight days were fulfilled; Ananse pretended to die. The people lifted up the Spider and went and buried him there in his garden. They returned home and made a very fine funeral custom. Aso, too, performed the rites of widowhood. When they were holding the eighth-day funeral ceremony, Aso said, “Ah, let me go and look at my husband’s garden.” Aso went; there lay the garden, dadwa! Aso said, “Oh, the garden which my husband made and upon which my eyes were resting (to supply me;

with food), some people have come and eaten up everything in it.” Then she wept and uttered a curse (upon them), saying, “(I call on) the ghost of Kwaku Ananse, all the produce in your farm which you left to me, people have come and eaten.”

Kwaku Ananse lifted up (his voice and sang):

“Cease (complaining)! I have only eaten what is my own! Cease (complaining), Aso taboos clearing weeds.

Cease (complaining), I have only eaten what is my own!

Cease (complaining), Aso taboos burning (the garden weeds). Cease (complaining), I have only eaten what belongs to me!

Cease (complaining), Aso taboos planting.

Cease (complaining), I have only eaten what is my own!”

Thereupon, Aso stood still, and was afraid. She went home and called Adanko, the Hare, to come that he might hear some words which were at her husband’s farm there. The Hare and she set off. Aso reached the farm there, and she raised (her voice) again and cried:

“My husband was Kwaku, the Spider,

And he died and left me his farm,

And people came and ate up the food in it.

Ghost of Kwaku, the Spider, I kneel to you, I implore you,

Kill them for me.”

Kwaku Ananse lifted up his voice:

“Cease (complaining), I have only eaten what was my own!

Cease (complaining), Aso taboos clearing weeds.

Cease (complaining), I have only eaten what is my own!

Cease (complaining), Aso taboos burning (the garden weeds).

Cease (complaining), I have only eaten what belongs to me!

Cease (complaining), Aso taboos planting.

Cease (complaining), I have only eaten what is my own; cease (complaining)!

Since the Creator made (things), have you seen a woman who doesn’t help her husband?

Cease (complaining), I have only eaten what is my own; cease (complaining)!” The Hare said, “I have finished listening, let us go home that I may tell you what it is all about.” He and Aso went home. Hare said, “Ananse said, he told you, saying, ‘Let’s go and clear a garden’; you said you would not go; ‘Let’s go and burn (the dry weeds)’; and you said you would not go; ’Let’s go and plant’; and you said you would not go; therefore you may stop weeping, for he is eating (only) what is his own, for, since the Creator created, he has not seen a woman who did not help her husband; so cease lamenting (he says), for he has only eaten all that belonged to him.” That is why we say, “When any one at all is engaged on any work and he asks you, help him.”

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
How the Elephants Came to Go Off to the Long-Grass-Country
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

THERE once was an Elephant, and he said he wanted some one with whom to play the game called “butting heads”. All the animals said they were unable (to play this game with the Elephant). Now there was Kwaku Ananse (the Spider), and he said, “As for me, I shall be able, but the condition I stipulate upon with you is that, if you should happen to kill me, then you must bury me anywhere else but in a rock.” The Elephant said, “I have heard, and I shall come and strike you for seven days, and you, too, will come and strike me for seven days.” Kwaku Ananse went and dug up yams, and he placed them in the fire, to roast them, and he went and made a latrine near a path. Now, whenever Ananse rose up, he took a yam in his hand, and went and squatted down over the latrine. He saw the little Adowa antelope passing. Now words with their left-behinds (i. e. I forgot to mention something), a great famine had come (at the time). As he (the Adowa antelope) passed, the Spider threw down the yam on the path. Immediately the Adowa took it. He said, “Father Spider, a great famine like this has come, and is this what you use when you go to ease yourself?” Ananse replied, “There is no difficulty at all about food at my home.” The Adowa said, “I and you shall go and get some.” Ananse and he reached the house; he told the Adowa, saying, “There is a certain man, and it is he who brings me food at night; so go and sleep there at the doorway, and when he comes he will say, ‘Asikoto!’ (and you will bend your head) and reply, ‘I take my head to receive it,’ and as soon as you have said so, he will take some of the food and place it there, for you to take.” The Adowa said, “I thank you, Aku; as for you, Father Ananse, really I have never seen a man like you.” The Adowa went and lay down in the entrance to the courtyard. Not long after, the Elephant came. He said, “Asikoto.” The Adowa antelope replied, “I take my head to receive it,” and the Elephant hit him, pan! and the Adowa antelope has died. The Elephant went off. Early next morning, when things became visible, the Spider took Adowa and gave it to Aso (his wife) to make a soup-stew for him. Ananse now went off to the Elephant to give him morning greetings. The Elephant said, “Are you quite well? ’? Ananse replied, “I am well.” Ananse set off and came to his home. He took another of the yams, and went off again to the latrine. He saw Otwe, the Duyker, passing, and he threw the yam away. The Duyker said, “Oh, Father Ananse, a famine like this has come, and this is what you take with you when going to the latrine?” Ananse replied, “If you want some, come, let us go to my home, that I may go and give you some.” The Duyker and Ananse went off. Ananse said, ‘Lie down here at the entrance to the yard, and this evening my slave will come with food, and when he reaches here, he says, ‘Asikoto’; you also say, ‘I take my head to receive it.’” The Duyker said, “I thank you, Aku, you (alone) are capable of arranging such things.” The Duyker went there to lie down. In the evening the Elephant came. He said, “Asikoto.” The Duyker said, “I take my head to receive it.” And he hit the Duyker, and he fell down, (and the sound of his falling was) kum! Then the Elephant went off. Early next morning, when things became visible, then Ananse took the Duyker and gave it to Aso, and set out for the Elephant’s house to bid him good morning. The Elephant said, “Here is Okuamoa, are you quite well?” Okuamoa replied, “Perfectly well.” Then they conversed for a while, and Ananse begged leave to go, and returned to his home. And now Ananse did the same thing with Oyuo, the black duyker; Wansane, the Bush-buck; Kokotee-Asamoa, the Bush-pig; Otromo, the Bongo; and Oko, the Roan. Now, it was Ananse’s turn to go and strike the Elephant. Then he went off to a blacksmith’s forge to fashion an iron wedge; and he made an iron hammer to go with it. In the evening, he went to the Elephant’s home. Ananse said, “Asikoto.” The Elephant said, “I take my head to receive it.” The Spider took the iron wedge and placed it on the crown of the Elephant’s head, and took the iron hammer and hit it, pan! pan! pan! and it (the wedge) disappeared (into the Elephant’s head). Ananse then came home. Early next morning, when things became visible, the Elephant said to his wife, “I have a splitting headache,” and his wife said, “Don’t talk like that, you ought to be ashamed about it; even Ananse, whom you hit for seven days, did not get a headache, nor has he died, and you talk like this; now be off and give Ananse good morning as he used to do.” The Elephant pressed his eyes (i. e. made a great effort), and went off; he got to where Ananse lived. The Spider said, “Powerful hero, are you quite well?” The Elephant replied, “Oh, I am all right.” The Spider said, “Really.” Ananse went and forged another wedge. When night fell cool, he set out to go to the Elephant there. “Asikoto,” he said. “The Elephant replied, “I take my head to receive it.” Ananse took the wedge, placed it there, and hit it with the iron hammer, pan! pan! pan! Ananse came back to his home. Now there he was, when a messenger arrived and said, “Ananse, the grandfather of all the Elephants says that I must come and inform you that your friend, the Elephant, when he lay down, did not rise up again; so come and open a rock and take him and put him inside.” Ananse said, “Not at all, that was not the arrangement we made. We said that if one died, the other should boil him to chew.” The messenger went off to give the message to the blood-relations of the (dead) Elephant. They said, “Go and take him and fetch him (here) at once.” The messenger came there to the Spider and said, “They say you are to come at once.” Ananse said, “You must wait for me:” The Spider went to the bush and cut a tree, and carved it into a wooden-man, and he carved out a gun, and put it in its hand, and he gave it to Aso, saying, “Take it, go in front, put it down at the place where they say I must split the rock, and you will also stand there, and when I come, you will call to me.” Aso picked up (the wooden figure) and went off. The Spider, too, set off with the messengers. Ananse arrived in front of the Elephants, and they took a hoe, and a crow-bar, and an axe and a knife, and placed them in his hands. They said, “Get on.” Then they took the Spider to where there was a certain great rock. They said, “Split it open, dig a hole, and place the (dead) Elephant inside.” Spider went to it, pe! pe! pe! (sounded his tools). There Ananse was, when he (suddenly called out) “Yes.” He said, “Elephants, do you hear, (it is) as if some one calls me?”. The Elephants said, “Get out, you seek a way to escape.” Ananse said, “I have heard.” And he went on with his work, pe! pe! pe! Then again he shouted, “Yes.” He said, “Some one calls me.” The people said, “We will not allow you to go.” (It was) thus, thus, seven times. At length they said, “Go and listen (who it is) and return at once, and if you run away, we shall get you.” Ananse went off to where Akua’s child was. Now Ananse ran (back), kiri! kiri! kiri! (was the sound of his feet). The Elephants said, “Ananse, what is it?’ He said, “Oh, you must be off, for surely there is some hunter standing there, and he says I must draw myself a little to one side to allow him to fire his gun and hit you. That is why he has called me, and called me, saying I must stand aside.” When the Elephants were about to make search there in the bush, of a truth they saw that some one was standing there, and they fled. Ananse said, “Father hunter, kill them for me.” The Elephants fled; it was into the Tall-grass-country, and they left the dead Elephant behind there, and Ananse took it and went and chewed it. That is how Elephants came to go to the Tall-grass-country, for once upon a time Elephants (only) lived in the forest.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, some you may take as true, and the rest you may praise me (for telling of it).
Wait There and You Will See
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

THERE once lived a certain woman and her child. When she sent her (anywhere), she said, “I shan’t go.” Her mother used to say, “Wait there and you will see.” Always, when she sent her (anywhere), she said, I shan’t go.” Then her mother used to say to her, “Wait there and you will see.” One day the child said, “Always, mother is saying to me, ‘Wait there and you will see’; this very day I am going off to go and search for ‘I-will-see’, that I may look upon it.” So she set out. As she was going along, (there was) a;

Pea-tree bearing gold nuggets. The Pea-tree asked her, saying, “Why is it that when no one has ever come here, now you have come here?” The child said, “I am living there always with mother; she said, ‘Wait there and you will see,’ and I said I would come and search for ‘I-will-see’, that I may look upon it.” The Pea-tree said, “I am one of Them, but the greatest of Us is farther on.” The child set off again. As she was going along, she saw Long-piece-of-firewood coming to meet her. Long-piece-of-firewood questioned her, saying, “Why, when no one has ever taken this path, now you have Long-piece-of-firewood

passed on it?” The child replied, “Always, mother was saying, ‘I will see,’ so I said I am coming in search of ‘I-will-see ’, that I may look upon it.” Long-piece-of-firewood answered, “I am some of Them, nevertheless go forward.” And the child set off again. As she went along, (there was) Glowing-Sparks, and she lay on a piece of broken pot, and she was coming (towards her). She met her. Glowing-Sparks said, “Why, when no one has ever to come here, have you come here?” The child replied, “When mother and I were living there, she says, ‘I will see,’ so I said I would go in search of ‘I-will-see ’, in order that I might look upon it.” Glowing-Sparks said, “I am one of Them, nevertheless go forward, for the greatest (of Us) is there.” The child set out once more. As she went, (there were) the Parrots putting swish on a house. The Parrots said, “Now we shall get some one’s blood to put on this house.” Now when the child reached there, they said, “Why, when no one has ever come here, have you now come here?” She replied, “I live always with mother; she said, ‘Wait there and you will see,’ so I said I would go in search of ‘I-will-see ’, that I might look upon it.” Thereupon the Parrots seized the child, and cut off her head, and they took her blood and poured it in a brass vessel; they took some and put on the house. Then the Parrots flew off and perched on a tall tree, and came one after another and dipped their tails in the blood, and their tails became red. All the Parrots took their tails and dipped them, to be a memento of the occasion. Now, one day, one of the Parrots said he was going to eat. He went and met the child’s mother. And the mother asked the Parrot, saying, “My child with whom I lived was as lazy as anything. When I used to rise up, I would say, she must wait there and she would see; she, like a fool, excuse my using the word, said she would go in search of ‘I-will-see ’, that she might look upon it. It is eight days ago to-day and I have not seen her, and I implore you, if you have seen her, bring her to me.” The Parrot said, “Oh, she came to our village, and we, too, we killed her. Some of her blood, which we took to make a remembrance of the event, is on this tail of mine. Therefore, when you go (your way), go and tell all your people that if some one says to some one, ‘Wait there and you will see,’ then he has uttered a curse upon him.”

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
If You Are Going Anywhere, When Your Kinsman Says He Will Accompany You, Then Go Along with Him
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

THERE was once a certain woman, and she bore three children. The youngest among them was suffering from yaws. The eldest of the brothers told their mother to let them have gold dust that they might go trading. The youngest of them also said he would like to go too. They declared that he should not go with them. The mother said that they and he must go. Then their mother gave the elder (sons) gold dust to the value of £5, as well as gold dust to the value of £2, to the younger. When things became visible, they set out. The elders went (in front) and left the child (to follow behind). The child came along slowly. The elder ones met a certain man who was bringing fish. He said to the elders, “Buy!” They answered, “Go on, and you will meet a certain child; make him buy, and should he say he will not buy, beat him, and make him buy; and if he still refuse to buy, take him and return with him to his mother.” The fellow went on, and sure enough he met the child. He said, “Some elders, whom I met, said you are to buy this fish.” The child said, “Must I buy, when those who are my elders did not buy?” The fellow said, “They say if you will not buy, I must beat you, and must take you back and give you to your mother.” The child said, “How much is it?” The fellow said, “An osua’s weight of gold dust (i. e. £2).” The child paid for it and received it. He went on, and overtook the elders at a certain village. They have cooked vegetables, but they have not any meat to go with them. The child said, “Here is a fish which I bought.” They put it in the soup-stew. When they had finished (cooking), the elders gave him the head of the fish. When the child was about to break it, he saw red gold within, and he tied it up in the edge of his cloth. Next day, when things became visible, the elders set out, and as they went along, they met a man, and a cock rested on the top of the things, which he was carrying. As soon as he came up with the elders, he said, “Buy this cock.” They replied, “Go on, and you will meet a child; make him buy it, and if he will not buy, beat him.” Of a truth he met the child. He said, “Your elder kinsmen said, you are to buy this cock, and that if you don’t buy it, I am to beat you, and take you and go to your mother.” He replied, “Here, take what I have.” The fellow, on his part, handed him over the cock. They reached a certain village. In the whole village there were no cocks to crow. Next morning, when things became visible, the cock, belonging to the child, crew. The Head-man of the village said, “Child, bring the cock and let me buy it.” The child said, “The price is an osua and suru’s weight of gold dust (i. e. £3).” The Head-man paid the amount. Next day, when things became clear, they started off again. As they were going along, the elders met a man carrying a cat. He said, “Buy this cat.” The elders said, “Take it along, and you will meet a certain child; take and make him buy it. Should he say he will not buy, beat him, and take him back to his mother.” The fellow passed on, and met the child. He said, “Your elders say you are to buy this cat, and that if you do not buy, I must beat you and take you back to your mother.” The child said, “How much?” The fellow said, “An osua and sum’s weight of gold dust” (i. e. £3). The child paid the price; and he went on, and came up with his elders at a certain village. Now the mice used to nibble the feet of the Head-man there whenever he attempted to sleep. When the child took the cat and went there, it went to the chief’s house and it caught the mice which were there. The Head-man said, “I will buy this cat from the person to whom it belongs.” The child said, “It is mine.’” The Head-man said, “How much?” The child said, “An osua and sum’s weight of gold dust” (i. e. £3). The Head-man picked up the gold dust and put it in his hand. Next day, when things became visible, they set out. The elders were going along; they met thieves, who had stolen the corpse of a certain chief. The thieves said, “You must buy this corpse.” The elders said, “Take it, and go on, and you will meet a certain child; take it and give it to him to buy. If he says he will not buy, beat him, and take him and give him back to his mother.” The thieves went on, and they met the child; they said, “The elders say you are to buy this corpse.” The child said, “Eh! what should I buy a corpse for, I could not carry it; whatever I do with it, it will not be any good to me.” The thieves said, “Your elders said that if you will not buy, we must beat you, and take you, and give you back to your mother.” The child said, “How much?” They said, “An osua and sum’s weight of gold dust.” The child paid the price, took the corpse, and laid it in the bush. Then he set off, and came to a certain village, and went to a certain house to beg for food. The master of the house said, “There is not any.’” The child said, “Grandfather, I implore you.” The master of the house said, “There is none.” The child said, “Grandfather, I implore you.” The master of the house said, “Why does this child trouble me like this; our Chief is dead, we are fasting; this is the eighth day; but search as we can, we cannot find his corpse.” A certain old woman was sitting near by; she said, “Give him some.” The woman gave him food and meat. When the child had finished eating, he said, “Master of the house, I have seen the Chief’s body; for yesterday as I was coming, some thieves made me buy it for an osua and sum’s weight of gold dust.” The woman ran off, yiridi, yiridi, yiridi! (was the sound of her running) and told the (village) elders the news. They took the child, and he went and showed them the body. They went and brought it, and buried it properly. They said, “Now you will succeed to the Chief.” So the child became Chief. Now, when his elder brothers heard about him, they came, and now claimed blood-relationship with him. The child said, “You may clear out; I don’t know you, so be off.” And he made his slaves drive them away. That is why we say, “If you are going anywhere, and if your younger brother says he will go with you, go with him.”

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
How It Came About That Osebo, the Leopard, and Adowa, the Antelope, Became Friends
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

OKUROTWIAMANSA (He-who-holds-the-nation-in-fear) was living there, and he said he would go in search of some one who would dislike him (and not be afraid to tell him so to his face). Among all the animals, not one was able to do so. Now, the little Adowa Antelope was living there; he said, “Father Leopard, what do you say about me and you becoming (open and confessed) enemies?” Osebo, the Leopard, said, “That is just what I want.” So they became (open and confessed) enemies. The Leopard tapped palm-wine. Off went the Antelope, drank the palm-wine, and became drunk; he could not rise up, and he lay underneath the palm-tree. In the cool of the evening, the Leopard said he would go and look at his property. When he went, the Adowa had drank his wine and was lying there drunk. The Leopard said, “Well, you are the one who says that you and I shall be open enemies; why, even Esono, the Elephant, could not be my open enemy, surely you are in for trouble.” Off went the Leopard and cut palm-leaves, and he wove a palm-leaf basket, and placed the Antelope in it; and took him, and carried him on his head. As he was coming and when he had reached about half-way, the Antelope became sober. He perceived that the Leopard was carrying him. The Antelope looked up, and a liana was hanging there. ‘The Adowa antelope snatched hold of it. Now speech and its omissions (i. e. I omitted to say something), some droppings of the Antelope were in the palm-leaf basket. The Leopard knew nothing of what was happening; and he carried him (as he thought) home. He said to his mother, “That senior of fools, the Antelope, he said he and I should become confessed enemies, so I have brought him; put palm-nuts on the fire.”—The mother of the Leopard said to her child, “The (palm-nut) soup is ready, so bring him that I may kill him.” When the Leopard looked in the basket (it was) empty. He had gone, and all that remained were his droppings. The Leopard said, “Mother, he has gone, and there remain his droppings; let us take them and put them into the soup.” So they put them in the soup, and finished all the (cooking) of the food; and they sat down to it. The little-old-woman put her finger in the soup and licked it. She said, “Oh, Kwadwo (for the Leopard’s birthday was a Monday), and this is only his droppings, what would his flesh not have tasted like; it would have been sweeter than tiger-nuts, therefore wherever he may rest, try and bring him.” And the Leopard set out for his palm-tree. As he was going, there lay the Adowa, drunk again. The Leopard said, “Oh, the first time if I made a fool of myself, now I shall go home to go and bring a box and return.” The Leopard went off home, took all his clothes (out of his box), put them down there, and he went off with the box and key to the palm-tree. He took the Antelope, placed it in the box, locked it, picked it up, and carried it off on his head. When he reached home, he said, “Mother, I have brought him; open the dampon (closed sleeping-room) door that I may put him inside.” The little-old-woman opened it, and he put him inside. Then the Leopard said to his mother, “I am going off to the Tall-grass-country to seek for onions, and salt, and ground ginger, and bring them, and we shall take the Adowa Antelope and make into a stew that we may eat.” The Leopard set out on his journey. Next morning, when things became visible, the little-old-woman was pounding palm-nuts, and when the Antelope put his eyes to a hole (in the door) he saw the old woman. The Duyker said, “Old-woman-grandmother, you are to be pitied; if you would open for me, I would do the pounding for you.” The old woman said, “You, Duyker, you will run away.” The Duyker replied, “May (the lesser-gods) Aserampon, and Ta’ Kese, and Dwomo, and Apeya, and Konkroma, and Ta’ Kora, and Krakye Dente, kill me, were I to run away when you open to me. Even if you wish, close all the doors.” The old woman said, “I have heard.” She closed the doors, and opened (the door of the room where) the Duyker was. The Duyker came, held the pestle, and pounded the palm-nuts. The little-old-woman was about to stoop down to take something from the ground, when the Duyker took the pestle and hit the back of her head, pe! and she died. The Duyker flayed off her skin, and covered himself with it, and cut up her flesh and put it on the fire. Not long after, Kwadwo arrived. The Duyker said, “Why have you delayed so long like this? I have opened (the door) for the Duyker and killed him, here even is his flesh on the fire.” The Leopard said, “Well done, Apeafo.” He, too, took the things which he had brought, and put them into the soup-stew. They had finished cooking; when they went and sat down to eat it, the Leopard took a bone. When he crunched it, and it went pu! pu! The Duyker mumbled in his nose, saying, “That is your mother’s bone you are crunching.” The Leopard said, “What’s that you say?” The Duyker replied, “I (only) said that this Duyker was rather old; his bones are hard.” The Leopard said, “That’s so, even I can hardly break them.” Now the Leopard scooped the stew into his mouth, making a noise like feao! feao! The Duyker said, “Ah, that’s soup-stew made from your mother’s head that you are splashing (into your mouth). The Leopard said, “What’s that you say? ’? The Duyker replied, “I was calling to mind, that even his droppings (we thought were tasty), as for his flesh, have you seen its deliciousness? ’? The Leopard said, “It is quite, quite, quite unnecessary even to say so.” Now, they had finished eating. The Duyker swept up the house there; he said to the Leopard, “I am going to throw the sweepings on to the midden-heap.” The Leopard said, “Go, then, what have I to do with it, am I a woman?” The Duyker reached the midden-heap. He said, “Ho there, Leopard! Ho there, Leopard! if you were not a fool, if you were not a beast, would I have killed your mother and made her into a soup-stew for you to eat?” The Leopard said, “Shall I find you (still standing there, if I come to you)?” The Duyker said, “You will even pass me.” The Leopard ran, yiridi! yiridi! (was the sound of his feet), and the Duyker, too, began to run, prada! prada! prada! The Duyker reached his home, and disappeared into his room. When he had built (the house), he had not left any way in, with the exception of one way which he had constructed. When the Duyker entered, he shut his door, bam! Now, look as the Leopard would, he did not see the way at all by which the Duyker had passed on going in. The Leopard went off and summoned all the animals, saying, “Come, and let us go and catch the Duyker for me, for such a fool has he made of me, that I cannot even tell you all the news until you have caught him for me.” All the animals came there to the Duyker’s house. When the Duyker heard that the animals had come to his house there to catch him, he took red peppers, salt, and onions, and ground them, and put them down there. Now all the animals were standing about. This one looked in that one’s face. Then Kusie, the Rat, said, “There is Kwakuo, the Monkey, and he has a long tail, so make him climb up first, and we can use his tail and get into the house.” Kwakuo, the Monkey, set about it, kra! kra! kra! and up he climbed. He sat on top of the house, but no sooner did he bend down his eyes to look for the Duyker, than the Duyker took the peppers which he had mashed, put them in his mouth, and spat them out into the Monkey’s eyes. Then the Monkey let go and fell down. The animals came and saw that something was in his eyes. One touched some of it, and licked his fingers. He said, “Oh, friends, come (and see) what Kwakuo has gone and brought.” All the animals came. They licked, and licked, and licked. That is why Kwakuo, the Monkey, has such deep-set eyes. Now they said, “Kokotee (Bush-pig), as for you, you are always digging, nuntun! nuntun! so you will be able to go to the house there.” When the Duyker heard that, he went and sharpened his knife, putting on a very sharp edge. The Bush-pig dug and dug, and its snout appeared inside the house there. Then the Duyker took his knife, laid it on the Bush-pig’s mouth, and was cutting. The Bush-pig said, “Oh, Bush-pig Asamoa, he is cutting my mouth.” The animals who were standing behind him (and could not hear distinctly what he said) said, “Well done, Apeafo; press your eyes, and bring him out.” Kokotee, the Bush-pig, withdrew his head; he and his mouth were bloody. When the animals saw that Kokotee Asamoa’s, the Bush-pig’s, mouth had been cut, they came away from that place, and yii! (was the sound of their stampede). That is how the Bush-pig got a blunt snout. Now, when the beasts had fled, Osebo, the Leopard, did not see what he could do. He declared, “Anyhow, I shall go nowhere else; here I remain for ever, until I die, unless I kill Adowa, the Duyker.” When Adowa heard that, then he took the skin of (the Leopard’s) mother and wrapped his body in it, and climbed up the house and descended at the back. Then he went there to the Leopard. He said, “Oh, Kwadwo, what has made you thin like this; why distress yourself about a Duyker? Let us go home and set our place in order, and come back.” They set out for home. The Duyker said to the Leopard, “Take out all your heirlooms and give them to me, and I shall keep them for you.” The Leopard said, “That’s not a bad idea.” Then he got out all his things and gave them to the Duyker. No sooner had the Duyker laid hands on them, and put them (safely) away, than he went and stood somewhere. He said, “Ho there, Leopard!” He replied, “Yes, brother, yes!” He said, “If you were not a fool, if you were not a beast, could I have killed your mother and made her into a soup-stew for you to eat? Now again I have lured you and taken all your heirlooms.” The Leopard said, “Will I encounter you there (if I come)?” The Duyker said, “You will even pass me.” Then the Leopard flew (at him), kiri! kiri! kiri! but the Duyker also bounded off. He went and entered his house and shut the door, bam! Now the Leopard stood there, his chest becoming choked; and his tail swished from side to side (making a sound like) fre! fre! fre! He couldn’t find a word to say. At length he said to the Duyker, “I speak the forbidden name of Thursday, that you must come, and we shall make friends.” The Duyker said, “I shall not come, however much you want, unless you arrange for us to drink the gods.” The Leopard said, “I agree, then I shall never be able to do anything to you.” The Duyker came to drink the gods with the Leopard. The Duyker said to him, “Never catch me; if you come across me, and if I am caught in a trap, set me free.’” The Leopard said, “I have heard.” And the Leopard also spoke, saying, “Even on the path which you will take, I shall take my hand, and scratch upon it, so that you may perceive that I and you have not any cause of quarrel between us.” That is why, when any Leopard is about, he does not catch the Duyker. Moreover, when a trap has caught the Duyker, he (the Leopard) goes and sets him free.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
How It Came About That When Nwansana, the Fly, Settles on Kraman, the Dog, He Snaps at It, Kam! Kam!
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

A CERTAIN hunter had four dogs; one was called Sniff-sniff; another was called Lick-lick; another was called Tie-in-knots; and another was called Gulp-down. He used to hunt with his dogs. Always, when he went to the bush, he and they went together. One day he went to the bush and he saw a certain kola-tree; it was covered with fruit hanging down in bunches like this. Then he returned home, and told his wife the news, saying, “A certain kola-tree, which I have seen, is covered with fruit hanging down in bunches like this.” His wife said, “Go and pick them, for you know we have not even a single kola-nut to chew and none to sell.”—The Hunter set out on the road, but he left the dogs at home, and he went to where the kola-tree was. Then he climbed it, and picked some of the kola-nuts. Now he heard from over yonder, “Twa! be! kukuru! kukuru! hu! pi!” A Sasabonsam (stood) before him. He said, “Who has plucked my kola-nuts?” The hunter said, “I.” The Sasabonsam said, “I shall kill you immediately on account of this thing which you have done.” The hunter said, “If you are going to kill me, let me first call my dogs.” He said, “Call, but when you have had three attempts to call them and they do not come, then I shall kill you.” Then the hunter lifted up (his voice):

“Sniff-sniff, (come and) meet me,

Lick-lick, (come and) meet me,

Tie-in-knots, (come and) meet me,

Gulp-down, (come and) meet me.

Wai, wai, wai,

They are long in coming!

Wai, wai, wai,

They are long in coming!

Wai, wai, wai,

They are long in coming!

Wai, wai, wai,

They are long in coming!

Wai, wai, wai,

They are long in coming!”

And the dogs at home heard him very, very faintly, and they ran to the outskirts of the town. Then the hunter lifted up (his voice) again:

“Sniff-sniff, (come and) meet me,

Lick-lick, (come and) meet me,

Tie-in-knots, (come and) meet me,

Gulp-down, (come and) meet me.

Wai, wai, wai,

They are long in coming!

Wai, wai, wai,

They are long in coming!

Wai, wai, wai,

They are long in coming!

Wai, wai, wai,

They are long in coming!

Wai, wai, wai,

They are long in coming!”

Now the dogs have heard; they ran, prada! prada! The Sasabonsam said, “Call again, and that completes the third time.” The hunter lifted up (his voice) very loudly:

“Sniff-sniff, (come and) meet me,

Lick-lick, (come and) meet me,

Tie-in-knots, (come and) meet me,

Gulp-down, (come and) meet me.

Wai, wai, wai,

They are long in coming!

Wai, wai, wai,

They are long in coming!

Wai, wai, wai,

They are long in coming!

Wai, wai, wai,

They are long in coming!

Wai, wai, wai,

They are long in coming!”

His mouth had not stood still, when the dogs were before him. The hunter said, “Sniff-sniff, here is a Sasabonsam, sniff him.” And Sniff-sniff sniffed him. He said, “Lick-lick, lick him over.” He said, “Tie-in-knots, tie him in a knot.” Tie-in-knots tied his throat in knots; and the Sasabonsam fell down there, kum! Then Gulp-down took him away and gulped him down. The hunter and the dogs gathered up the kola-nuts and brought them home. When the hunter returned, he came and cooked a full dish of ground-nut soup, and set it aside there for the dogs; he splashed water and placed it there, and went off to his wife there to eat. When he had finished eating, he went out on to the street and sat down under a gyedua (tree). Now the hunter’s slave, Fly, went and saw the food (placed in readiness for the dogs), and he lifted it up and placed it on the ceiling. The dogs came in from the street and they were hungry. Lick-lick said to the others, “You have seen what we have done for our master, but up to now, he has not even given us any food to eat, therefore let us go and kill him.” They replied, “You do not lie, you do not lie.” Lick-lick went out into the street and licked the hunter’s body, and he and the hunter played; and Sniff-sniff came also; and he sniffed the hunter’s body; and he also went away. Then no sooner did Tie-in-knots come and tie his throat in knots, than

Gulp-down, too, came and gulped him down. Now the dogs returned to the house; they were about to look into the pato, when they saw drops of soup there. They said, “Fly, perhaps the hunter left us food and you have eaten it?” Fly said, “I have not seen it anywhere.” Sniff-sniff, when he lifted up his eyes, saw the food set there (on the ceiling). He said, “Oh, father! we have killed our master for nothing, for truly there is the food he had set aside for us, and it’s neither one, nor is it two, it’s the Fly who took it and placed it there.” The Fly escaped from there and went off. That is why, when a dog is sitting there, and a fly settles on him, he wants to catch it.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
How It Came About That the Parrot’s Tail Became Red
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

THEY say there once was a Queen Mother, and that she bore a beautiful girl. There she was; but when they gave her in marriage to any one, she refused to marry. Always when (her) people went and spoke (to her, about marriage), she said, “Certainly not.” Now the creature, Onini (the Python), was somewhere in the bush, and he lived in a huge cave. One day when he was there (in his cave) he heard some hunters passing, and they were discussing the subject of the beautiful maiden, how, when she was given to any one in marriage, she said she did not want him. The Python lay there, and he said (to himself), “I shall change myself into a fine young man, and go and marry the Queen Mother’s child.” Of a truth, the Python turned himself into a youth; to gaze at whom long, was not possible. He set out for the village. As he was going, he was chewing kola-nuts. When he reached the entrance of the town, the Queen Mother’s child, who had gone to beat the washing, had returned and was spreading out the clothes to dry. The Python spat, and it fell on the bustle of the Queen Mother’s child. The Queen Mother’s child said, “Why do you spit on my bustle?” The Python said, “You are the right (in saying so), Amu.” She said, “My nton salutation is not Amu.” He replied, “You are in the right (in saying so), Eson.” She said, “My nton salutation is not Eson.” He replied, “You are right (in saying so), my wife.” She said, “Then I have married you.” The Queen Mother’s child and the Python set off for (her) house. Immediately the Queen Mother’s child went there to her mother and said, “Eh! eh! eh! (she was stammering with excitement), I have seen the one I desire.’” The Queen Mother said, “At last! where is my son-in-law?” He said, “Here I am, grandmother.” The Queen Mother shook hands with the Python, and said to him, “May you and your wife live together happily.” When evening fell cool, he went to rest with his wife. It was thus for eight days. At length he said, “My wife, I am going to my village but shall return.” His wife said, “Then I and you shall go (together).” The Python said, “No.” The Python talked and talked (and tried to persuade her not to go), but the Queen Mother’s child did not listen (to him). When things became visible, she and her husband set out. As they went along, the Python branched (off the path) and took to the bush. The Queen Mother’s child said, “What are you doing, is this the path?” The Python said, “As for you, shut your mouth and follow me.” She and he set off, and on they went, and (then at last) the Python disappeared into a cave. The Queen Mother’s child also entered. Immediately, the Python transformed himself into a beast; then he addressed the Queen Mother’s child, saying, “This is what I really am, for I changed myself in order to marry you, for you used to sit on your mother’s and on your father’s laps and declare, “There is nothing anywhere (I fear) ’; I shall (now) kill you; scratch my head and catch the lice for me; if you don’t get some, you are finished with food.” The Queen Mother’s child sat beside him, scratching and searching for lice. Now, there they were, when the Queen Mother’s child saw a Parrot was passing by. ‘The Queen Mother’s child was about to open her mouth to say, “Father Parrot,” when the Parrot put his hand on his mouth. The Parrot took his gun, made it all ready, and placed (the butt) on his chest. The Python said, “Scratch my head.” The Queen Mother’s child said, “I am weary of scratching it; if you must kill me, then kill me.” The Python was on the point of raising up his head to seize the Queen Mother’s child, when the Parrot made the gun to cry out, pomm! The Parrot went into the cave to get the Queen Mother’s child and the Python to take them home to give the news how it came about that he had seen the Queen Mother’s child and the Python, and he told them the way he had killed the Python. The Queen Mother’s child, too, gave all her version of the story. The Queen Mother said, “Parrot, what must I take to thank you?” The Parrot said, “Grandmother, I don’t want anything, for myself I only want some palm-oil.” The Queen Mother went and brought palm-oil. He said, “Grandmother, I am taking my tail and dipping it in this palm-oil, and thus make it a symbol (of this adventure).” That is how a Parrot’s tail became red. This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
When Kokosakyi, the Vulture, Speaks in Allegories to Bonekyerefo, the Hyena, He Understands Him
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

BONEKYEREFO, the Hyena, was living there, and they told him that his old mother had died. The Hyena wept, and wept, and wept, and set off to beg Kokosakyi, the Vulture; Akoko, the Hen; Odwan, the Sheep; Okra the Cat; and Kraman, the Dog, that they should accompany him to his mother’s funeral. All the animals started out; and they and he went off. When they arrived, they completed the funeral custom, and there only remained that they should purify themselves by bathing. They went and said to the Hyena, “Bathe, that we also may bathe ourselves.” The Hyena replied, “As for me, my old mother lies in the ground, and I will never purify myself until the forty-day funeral celebration has been held.” His friends said, “This is a serious matter we have seen” (for it meant they, too, must fast for forty days). Every day they rose up, and their bellies were torn (with hunger), but as for the Hyena, he retained complete strength. Now, one day the Vulture said, “Ah, that Hyena, I know him; at this very time he has risen up and gone to chew his mother’s corpse.” When the evening fell cool, Kokosakyi, the Vulture, flew away (and the sound of his wings was) fa, and he perched on a tall tree that was there in the thicket of the ghosts, and there he saw the Hyena strutting about. And he came, and went to the grave-mound, scratching, scratching, and he took out his mother’s corpse, and went and chewed it. The Vulture perched there. He said, “Hyena, congratulations, we give you thanks, but it is scoffing thanks.” The Hyena said, “I implore you, as for this, don’t mention it (to any one); whatever you say to me, I will understand your meaning and act immediately.” The Vulture flew off, fa (was the sound of his wings), and came home. Not long after, the Hyena arrived. The Vulture said to his friends, “To-day, even if it turns out as hard as a stone to achieve, we shall eat; besides that, we shall go to our village.” The animals said, “Really?” The Vulture replied, “You may look to me to arrange it.” The Vulture said, “Come, let us go.’” They set out and went to the Hyena’s house. The Vulture said, “Hyena, listen and let me tell you, to-day we wish to eat, and you, too, are going to eat; besides that we shall go to our village to-day, and what have you got to say?” The Hyena said, “I agree, I shall eat, that you, too, may eat.” Immediately the Hyena went and caught three sheep, with which to tie up their hunger, and gave them to his friends to eat, and he, too, partook of some. Then his friends set out and returned home. That is why we have a saying, “When the Vulture speaks in allegories to the Hyena, he understands its hidden meaning.”

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
No Man Should Say, “This Is the Wife Whom I Love Best”
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

OBEREKUO, Wild-pigeon, and Onwam, Hornbill, and Okusie, Rat, were all married to one man. Now that man made Okusie, Rat, his favourite wife; and Oberekuo, Wild-pigeon, and Hornbill, as for them, he didn’t look after them at all well. When he used to rise up and go out on the street and see anything nice, then he bought it and brought it to Adueku (which is another name for Okusie). Now it wasn’t two days, and it wasn’t three days, when a sickness touched their husband so that he died. When he died, his kinsmen called the widows, saying, “You must come and weep.” Wild-pigeon came and lifted up (her voice):

“Du du, du du du du!

Du du!

Du du, du du du du!

Husband is dead,

Du du!

I shall never eat again,

Du du!

Until I meet my husband.

Du du!”

The (late) husband’s sisters said, “You have done something, you have done something (worthy of praise); you too, Onwam, come (hither).” Onwam came, and raised (her song of sorrow):

“Kya, kya, for my husband is dead!

Kya, kya.

For my husband is dead,

Kya, kya.

Husband is dead.

Kya, kya.

I shall never eat again!

Kya, kya.

Until I meet (my) husband.

Kya, kya.”

The (late) husband’s sisters said, “Onwam, you have done something, you have done something (worthy of commendation); Okusie, come (hither), for you and your husband have eaten something of much sweetness.” Okusie said, “Oh, don’t bother me so.” And she came and lifted up (her voice):

“Sankuroro Dampofo!

Nsankuroro.

As for me, husbands are not hard to find,

Sankuroro Dampofo.

If he is dead, he is dead!

Sankuroro.”

Now she finished, and every one took it as a lesson for himself, that, “In this tribe no one should say, ‘This wife is my favourite wife.’ (The saying) owes its origin to Okusie’s (mock) lamentation.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
How Toothache and Birds Came into the Tribe
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

THEY say that there was once a very large town, and that a certain bird used to rise up every day in order to come and strip off the people’s jaws. Now Ananse, the Spider, heard about this matter, and he set out to go to that town. When he reached the town, he said to the townsfolk, “Why in a huge town like this, have all the jaws of all the people in it been detached?” The Head-man of the town said, “Father, a certain quite small bird, when the sun stands still like this (pointing upwards), came and seized us, and detached our jaws.” Kwaku Ananse, the Spider, said, “As for this, I do not agree to such a thing, and I shall myself kill it.” The Head-man of the village said, “Oh, this town was helpless, and you, a neck standing all alone, what can you do?” Ananse said, “Look at this, my knife; as soon as I have sharpened it, I shall cut off its head like this, bam!” When the sun stood still (i. e. at midday) the Bird came and perched on a tree, and lifted up (its voice):

“E, e, jaws, jaws, e,

E!

Jaws, I am going,

E!

Jaws, I have come, o!

And the Spider lifted up (his voice):

“Jaws, his father, e,

E!

Jaws, his father,

E!

His father, his father,

E!

His father, I have come, o!

E! his father.”

Then the Bird came and stood at the end of the street. He said, “Whose voice is that, that answers me back, and abuses my ancestors? I have split off all the jaws of the people of the village, not one is able to speak.” And again he lifted up (his voice):

“E, e, jaws, jaws, e,

E!

Jaws, I am going,

E!

Jaws, I have come, o!”

And Ananse replied:

“Jaws, his father, e,

E!

Jaws, his father,

E!

His father, his father,

E!

His father, I have come, o!

E, his father.”

Then Kwaku Ananse came and sat at the entrance (of his house). Now words and their left-behinds (i. e. I forgot to say) that all the people of the town had fled and left Ananse. And the Bird flew and came to the entrance of Kwaku Ananse’s (house); and Kwaku Ananse fled and entered his room, and dropped the matting (across the doorway), and the Bird lifted up (its voice): “E, e, jaws, jaws, e,

i!

Jaws, I am going,

E!

Now Kwaku Ananse ran away and entered a calabash used for eating, and raised (his voice) very softly:

“Jaws, his father, e,

E!

Jaws, his father,

E!

His father, I have come, o!

E! his father.”

Now the Bird was about to climb into the room to go and uncover the calabash used for eating, in order to catch Ananse, but Kwaku Ananse took his knife and cut off its head, bam! and half of the Bird flew away to the Edge-of-the-seacountry. Kwaku, the Spider, took the jaws that were hanging on the Bird, and put them down there; and he placed the Bird’s head on top; and he went off to call the townsfolk, saying, “You may come, for I have killed that Bird.” They said, “Oh, that’s Kwaku Ananse, he is a well-known liar, perhaps he is not speaking the truth.” They said, “Choose one sensible child to go and see.” The sensible one went and hid somewhere, and looked, and he saw that the creature’s head lay there, and he went and said, “Come, friends, for Kwaku Ananse has not lied.” All the people came. Now this one, when he took up his jaw, stuck it on. But you, who did not get your own, went and took that of your friend; that’s why Ananse hiding in the calabash you get ill with toothache. Now, as for that Bird, they went and fetched it from the Edge-of-the-sea-country, and they cut it into very small pieces, and scattered them about. That is how so many birds came among the tribe.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, some you may take as true, and the rest you may praise me (for telling of it)
How It Came About That the Elephant’s Bottom Became Small
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

THERE once came a great hunger, and Kwaku Ananse went to Esono, the Elephant, and said, “Father Elephant, let us go (and search for) wild yams.” The Elephant said, “Come along, let us go.” He and Kwaku, the Spider, set off. Now, up to then, the Elephant had a huge behind; and as he and Kwaku Ananse were about to pass there, the Elephant’s bottom would become entangled in the creepers, so that they could never get along. Then Kwaku Ananse looked long (at him), and he addressed the Elephant, saying, “Let me slice off some of your behind, that we may be able to get along quickly.” The Elephant said, “Slice away and let us see (if it does any good).” So the Spider sliced flesh, three full baskets of meat, off his behind. Ananse put it on his head. He said to the Elephant, “I shall take this and set it down at my home and return.” Ananse arrived home; he said, “Aso (his wife), I have deceived an Elephant who is the elder of fools, and cut all the meat off his bottom.” Aso replied, “Congratulations, Apeafo.” There and then, Ananse and his children and his wife shut the door, and Ananse gave Ntikuma (his son) one dono drum, Tikonokono one, and Afudotwedotwe one also. Soon after, some one beat upon Ananse’s door, pan! pan! pan! Thereupon Ananse and his children lifted up (their voices) and sang:

“Who beats upon my door?

Who beats upon my door?

Denkye, denkye, denkye, den!”

Then the Elephant’s child (who has been sent by his father) took up the refrain: “Is it not I, the Elephant’s child?

Is it not I, the Elephant’s child?

Denkye, denkye, denkye, den!”

And Ananse lifted up (his voice):

“What do you want?

What do you want?

Denkye, denkye, denkye, den!”

And the Elephant’s child raised (his voice):

“I am coming for the meat off father’s behind!

I am coming for the meat off father’s behind!

Denkye, denkye, denkye, den!”

And Ananse raised (his voice):

“The meat off your father’s behind is sweeter than the flesh of a sheep!

Denkye, denkye, denkye, den!

I have cut some, to chew!

I have cut some, to give it away!

Denkye, denkye, denkye, den!

Gon! gon! gon! gon! gon!”

And the Elephant’s child danced, and danced, and danced, and went away. When he went (home), his father asked him, “Where is the meat?” He replied, “Ananse was not there, when I went.” All the ten children of the Elephant went to the Spider’s house. When they had been and returned, their father asked them (about it); they said, “When I went, he was not there.” But what really happened was that as soon as Ananse started up the dance music, the children of the Elephant danced, and danced, and danced away, and forgot all about the errand on which their father had sent them. Now the great one said, “I myself shall go and take what belongs to me.” He arrived in front of Ananse’s door, and took his head and beat against it, pan! pan! pan! and the Spider took up (the refrain):

“Who beats upon my door?

Who beats upon my door?

Denkye, denkye, denkye, den!”

Then the Elephant lifted up (his voice):

“Is it not I, Father Elephant?

Is it not I, Father Elephant?”

And Ananse raised (his voice):

“What do you want?

What do you want?

Denkye, denkye, denkye, den!”

And the Elephant lifted up (his voice):

“I am coming for the meat off my bottom!

I am coming for the meat off my bottom!

Denkye, denkye, denkye, den!”

And Ananse raised (his voice):

“The meat off your bottom is sweeter than the flesh of the sheep!

I cut some to chew!

I cut some to give away!

Kon! kon! kon! kon! kon!”

Father Elephant danced, and danced, and danced. Then he said, “Spider, come here.” The Spider said, “Must I come for you to trample upon me and kill me?” The Elephant said, “If you come, I won’t do anything to you, and if such a thing is possible, we will consider that I have purchased this dance with my bottom.” The Spider came out and played, and played, and played, and played, causing the Elephant to dance, and dance, and dance; then the Elephant went away. That is why the Elephant’s bottom is so very small; it is because of the dance which he purchased; long ago it was not like that.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
How It Came About That Co-Wives Do Not Use the Same Hearth-Stones
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

THEY say that there once lived two co-wives; one of them had a child, while the other had not any. The two of them lived in one house; they shared a common cooking-hearth. One day, the one who had a child, set off, saying she was going to beat the (family) washing, and as she was going, she took her child and gave it to her co-wife, saying, “I will not be long about this (washing), so take this infant; when you see the morning sun shining through the mists, place her in it, but when the sun becomes strong, lift her up and put her in the shade.” The co-wife said, “I have heard.” She set out, and the morning sun shone through the mists, and she took the child and laid her in it. Then the woman went and sat by the fire; she was cooking her food. Now, the sun beat down, and the child lay in it. And the sun beat down very strongly, and the child lifted up (her voice and sang):

“Father’s wife (called) Tears-in-her-eyes,

Sienima.

Did not mother say?

Sienima.

The morning sun quickly dispels the mists,

Sienima.

Adwoa, the fourth child,

Sienima.

I am about to melt.

Sienima.

Korororodo,

Sienima.

Korororodo,

Sienima.”

And the child’s left hand melted; and she took up (the refrain):

“Father’s wife (called) Tears-in-her-eyes,

Sienima.

Did not mother say?

Sienima.

The morning sun quickly dispels the mists,

Sienima.

Adwoa, the fourth child,

Sienima.

I am about to melt.

Sienima.

Korororodo,

Sienima.

Korororodo,

Sienima.”

And the child’s right hand melted, and she lifted up (her voice):

“Father’s wife (called) Tears-in-her-eyes,

Sienima.

Did not mother say?

Sienima.

The morning sun quickly dispels the mists,

Sienima.

Adwoa, the fourth child,

Sienima.

I am about to melt.

Sienima.

Korororodo,

Sienima.

Korororodo,

Sienima.”

But the woman kept her mouth shut. Now, all at once she was going to cast her eyes and look at the child, but the child had turned into a fish. The woman lifted her up, and put her into the soup-stew; and she finished her cooking. She took some of the food and set it down on the ceiling of the room belonging to the child’s mother. Not long after, the mother of the child came back from beating the washing. She said, “Where is my child?” The woman said, “I took her and gave her to (her) father, so go and take down your food from the ceiling there, and eat.” The woman went and removed the food; she uncovered the food and said, “Wherever did you get this fresh fish? ’? She replied, “When you went to beat the washing, I bought it.’” The woman was eating; while she was still eating she said, “Where is my child?” Her co-wife replied, “I have told you that she is with (her) father there.” The woman finished eating, and went off to her husband there, and said, “Give me my child, for I have hardly seen her to-day.” The father said, “I have not seen her.” The woman said, “Oh, why are you all playing (game of) children’s sheep’s heads with me?” The woman came back to her co-wife; she said to her, “I don’t want such-like; why, seeing I am not a child, do you make sport of me?” Her co-wife said, “Where did you suppose I should get money from to buy the fish you have just come and eaten? As for your child, when the morning sun shone through the mists, I placed her in it; when the sun drove away the mists, she asked me to come and remove her, but I kept my mouth shut; when I looked at her (next) she had turned into a fish, so I took her and cooked her for food; that is the news.” The child’s mother said, I speak the great forbidden word, that from to-day and henceforth, light your own hearth-fire and let me, too, light mine.” That is why when two co-wives live in one house, this one has her own cooking-stones, and that one has her own cooking-stones.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
How Abosom, the Lesser-Gods, Came into the World
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

THERE once was a certain woman; she bore eleven children; and every day when she got up and cooked food, the children ate it all. Their mother did not get any to eat. Now she pondered long, and went off to the plantation and informed the Silk-cotton tree, saying, “I shall send my eleven children to come beneath you here to pluck pumpkins; and when they come, pluck off eleven of your branches and kill those children of mine.” The Silk-cotton tree said, “I have heard, and I shall do it for you.” The mother set off and went home; she said to her children, “You must go to the plantation, beneath the Silk-cotton tree; there are pumpkins there, go and pick them and come (back).” The children set off. They went and reached the Silk-cotton tree. Number Eleven said, “Number One, stand still; Number Two, stand still; Number Three, stand still; Number Four, stand still; Number Five, stand still; Number Six, stand still; Number Seven, stand still; Number Eight, stand still; Number Nine, stand still; Number Ten, stand still; and I myself, Number Eleven, I have stood still.” Number Eleven then addressed them, saying, “Do you not know the sole reason why mother said we must go and pick pumpkins?” His brothers said, “No.” He said, “She has told this Silk-cotton tree, that when we go there, it must pluck branches and beat us; therefore all of you cut sticks, and throw them against this Silk-cotton tree.” They cut the sticks, and threw them against the Silk-cotton tree, pirn! pen! pirn pen! (was the sound they made). The Silk-cotton tree supposed that the children had come. He took off eleven of his branches, and let them fall to the ground. Little Number Eleven said, “You have seen, had we gone on there, the Silk-cotton tree would have killed us.” They picked up the pumpkins and took them to their mother. She cooked them; oh! at once the children had eaten (all). Their mother said, “Ah! as for this matter, I cannot bear it, so I shall take these children and give them to the Sky-god.” Next morning, when things became visible, she went and told the Sky-god all about it, saying, “Some children, to whom I have given birth, when I wish to eat, I can’t get something to eat (because they eat so fast and so much); hunger is killing me; therefore I implore you, let the children be brought and killed, so that I may get something to eat.” The Sky-god said, “Is that really the case?” The woman said, “I am speaking with a head, the inside of which is white.” The Sky-god picked out messengers, and they went and dug a large pit, in which they placed (broken) bottles; he went and fetched a snake and a leopard and put them in the pit, and covered it over. And now the messenger went to call the children. No sooner did they reach to where the pit lay, than Number Eleven said, “Number One, stand still; Number Two, stand still; Number Three, stand still; Number Four, stand still; Number Five, stand still; Number Six, stand still; Number Seven, stand still; Number Eight, stand still; Number Nine, stand still; Number Ten, stand still; and I myself, little Number Eleven, I have stood still; you must pass here; you must not pass there.” His brothers said, “Why, when a wide path lies there, must we pass through the bush?” Now, as they were going along, they had all carried clubs. Number Eleven said, “Throw one of these sticks upon this path.” They threw it down there, and it fell through (into the pit), yiridi (was the sound of its fall). Number Eleven said, “There you are, you see, had we passed there, we should all of us have died.” So they took a by-path and went off there to the Sky-god. The Sky-god had caused holes to be dug, (covered over,) and stools placed upon them, so that when the children came to sit on them, they would go and fall into the holes. The children arrived before the face of the Sky-god. The Sky-god said, “Stools are set there, you may go and be seated upon them.” Then Number Eleven said, “Who are we, that we should be able to sit on such very beautiful stools; so, Sire, we are going to sit aside here.” Thereupon the Sky-god gazed at the children; he said, “I shall send these children to Death’s village.” Next morning, when things became visible, he called the children; he said, “You must go to Death (who lives) yonder, and go and receive from him a golden pipe, a golden chewing-stick, a golden snuff-box, a golden whet-stone, and a golden fly-switch.” Number Eleven said, “You are our master, wherever you will send us, we shall go.” The Sky-god said, “Be off.” The children set out for Death’s village. They arrived there; Death said, “Why, when no one must ever come here, have you come here?” They replied, “We were roaming about and came here (quite by chance).” Death said, “Oh, all right then.” Now Death had ten children; with himself added, they made up eleven. When things began to disappear (i. e. at dark), Death divided up the children one by one and gave one to each of her children, while she herself and Number Eleven went to rest. When it was dark, then Death lit up her teeth (till they shone) red, that she might seize Number Eleven with them. Number Eleven said, “Death, I am not yet asleep.” Death said, “When will you be asleep?” Number Eleven said, “If you were to give a golden pipe to smoke a while, then I might fall asleep.” And Death fetched it for him. A little while after, Death again lit up her teeth, in order to go and seize Number Eleven with them. Number Eleven said, “Death, I am not yet asleep.” Death said, “When will you be asleep?” Number Eleven said, “If you were to bring me a golden snuff-box, I might go to sleep.” And Death brought it to him. Again, soon after, Death was going to seize Number Eleven. Number Eleven said, “I am not yet asleep.” Death said, “When will you be asleep?” Number Eleven said, “If you were to go and fetch a golden chewing-stick for me that I might chew it for a while, then I might fall asleep.” Death fetched it for him. A short time passed, and Death was about to seize him. Number Eleven said, “Grandmother, I am not yet asleep.” Death said, “Then, when will you be asleep?” Number Eleven said, “Grandmother, if you were to go and bring me a golden whet-stone, then I might sleep.” And Death went and brought it. Again, soon after, Death rose up once more. Number Eleven said, “Oh, Grandmother, I said I was not yet asleep.” Death said, “And what will be the day when you will be asleep? ’? Number Eleven said, “If you were to go and take a calabash full of holes and go and splash water in it, and boil some food for me to eat, then I might sleep.” Death lifted up a strainer and went off to the stream. When she splashed the water (into it), the holes in the strainer let it pass through. Now Number Eleven said to his brothers, “Rise up and flee away.” And they rose up and fled; and Number Eleven went and cut plantain stems, and placed them where his brothers had lain, and took cloths and covered them over. Now Death was at the stream; she was splashing water. Now Male Death called to Female Death, saying, “Ho there, Death.” She replied, “Adwo.” He said, “What are you doing?” She said, “Alas, is it not some small child whom I have got; when I am about to catch him, he says, ‘I am not yet asleep’; he has taken all my things, and now says I must take a strainer and splash water.” Male Death said, “Ah, are you a small child; now, if you pluck leaves and line the inside of the strainer, and then splash water, would it not be all right?” Female Death said, “Oh, how true.’ She plucked leaves, placed them inside, and splashed the water and went off. Number Eleven said, “Death, you have come already? Boil the food.” Death cooked the food; she lit up her teeth in order to kill Number Eleven’s brothers and cook them for food. When she went, she did not examine them (carefully), and she herself killed all her own ten children. Next day, very very early, when things became visible, Death rose up, and sat there by the fire. Number Eleven said, “Grandmother, a tsetse fly is sitting on your breast.” Death said, “Fetch the fly-switch which is lying there, and kill it for me.” Number Eleven said, “Good gracious me; a person of your consequence, when a tsetse fly settles on you, and a golden fly-switch lies there (you would use this old thing), let me fetch it and come and kill it.” Death said, “Go and fetch it from the room.” Number Eleven went and brought it. He purposely drove the fly away; he didn’t kill it. Number Eleven said, “Oh, to-day, where this tsetse fly will rest, there I shall rest with him.” Then Number Eleven went to the room and took his bag in which lay the golden pipe, and all the things. He said, “Grandmother Death, nothing will suffice save that I get the tsetse fly, put it in this bag, and bring it to you.’” Number Eleven set off, yiridi! yiridi! yiridi! He reached the end of the town; he said, “Ho, there, Grandmother Death, pardon my saying so, but if you were not a perfect fool, could I have relieved you of all your things; could my brothers with whom I came have found a way of escape; and could I have made you also kill all your ten children? As for me, I am going off.” Death said, ‘You, a child like this; wherever you rest, there I shall rest.” Number Eleven leaped off, yiridi! yiridi! yiridi! and Death, too, chased him. As Number Eleven was going, he overtook his brothers, and they were sitting on the path. They were making a bird-trap. Number Eleven said, “Have you not gone yet? Death is coming, so let us find some way to escape.” Now Death came up upon them. Number Eleven took medicine and poured it on his brothers, and they went on top of a silk-cotton tree. And Death stood at the foot of the Silk-cotton tree. She said, “Just here, I saw these children, and where have they gone?’ Number Eleven was sitting up above; he said to his brothers, “I am going to make water upon her.” His brothers said, “E, she is seeking us to catch us, and we have fled and come and sat here, and yet you say, ‘I am going to make water on her.’” Number Eleven would not listen, and he made water over Death. Death said, “Ah, here you are, to-day you have seen trouble.” Death said, “You, child, who are sitting up there, ‘Kyere-he-ne, Kyere-he-ne’.” Thereupon one of the children fell down. “Kyere-he-ne”, a second one fell down. Now there remained only Number Eleven. Death said, “Child, ‘kyere-he-ne’,” and Number Eleven leaped and descended on the ground, kirim! And Death, too, went on to the Silk-cotton tree. Number Eleven said, “You, great big woman, you too, ‘kyere-he-ne’.”?, And Death also came down, turn! she was dead. Number Eleven went and plucked medicine, rolled it between his palms, and sprinkled it on his brothers, and they rose up. Number Eleven was going to throw the medicine away, when some of it dropped on Death, and Death awoke. She said, “You have killed me, and you have also awakened me; to-day you and I will have a case.” Then they all started to run off at once, kiri! kiri! kiri! Now Death was chasing them. As they were going, there lay a big river in flood. When Number Eleven and his brothers reached it, they knew how to swim, and swam across. Number Eleven alone did not know how to swim. The children stood on the other side; they cried, and cried, and cried; their mouths became swollen up. As for Number Eleven, he turned into a stone. Death reached the river. She said, “Oh, these children, you stand there, let me get a stone to throw and hit their swollen mouths.’ Death, when she looked down, saw a stone was lying there; she picked it up and threw it; as the stone was travelling, it said, “Winds, take me and set me on the other side.” It alighted on the other side. Number Eleven said, “Here I am.” Death said, “Ah, this child! I have no further matter to talk to you about, but all I have to say to you is this: go and remain at home, and change into one of the lesser-gods, and if any one, whom I wish to take, comes to where you are, you will inform me; if I so desire, I will leave him and make you a present of him; but what I wish (in exchange) you must receive it for me.” (That is, offerings.) That is how Abosom (lesser-gods) came into the world. They are descended from the small child Number Eleven.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, some you may take as true, and the rest you may praise me (for telling of it).
How It Came About That Aturukuku, the Turtle-Dove, Went to the Bush, and Let Akoko, the Hen, Come to the House
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

AKOKO, the Hen, and Aturukuku, the Turtle-dove, came from one father and came from one mother. Now the Hen said to the Turtle-dove, “Go off to the Tall-grass-country, and I, too, shall go to the Thick-forestcountry, and if you get food, then you will come and tell me.” Then they separated. For three years Aturukuku did not see her sister. She said to her husband, “Accompany me, for I am going to seek for my sister.” Then her husband said, “When you have spoken, I have heard, off you go, and let me accompany you.” And she and he set out and reached the outskirts of a town (where her sister lived). They saw a conical mound of (mud) there, and it was there that she and her sister met. And the Hen asked the Turtle-dove, saying, “When you went to the Tall-grass-country, did you get food to eat?” She replied, “Where I went, there was only guinea-grain; and when I hatched my children, about six, and they attached themselves to me, and when they were as big as this (indicating their size), I kept them close to me, and a hunter fired his gun, pom! and killed my children, and, had I not known sense, they would have killed me too.” When she had finished speaking, the Hen said, “Where I went to, I became at once a person of real importance.” Aturukuku asked her, saying, “Tell me what you mean by your ‘person of real importance ’.” Then the Hen said, “The meaning of a ‘person of real importance ’ is, for example, if my master spread a fine mat, then I go and sleep on it, and my droppings fall upon it, and when my master takes meat to put in the soup-stew, then I take out what I want; any food my master will eat, I go and take some of it, and when I eat thus, my master cannot take his gun or a stick and beat me. That is the reason I say I am a person of real importance.” The Hen said, “Where you live there, it is not a good place, so on a Saturday, preceding a Sunday Adae, bring your children, and your husband, and let them all live in our house.” Aturukuku said, “I have heard, I shall go, and on the Saturday preceding a Sunday Adae, I shall have come.” Now a certain priest came to the Hen’s village, shaking his little bells. They inquired of him, saying, “Grandfather, what is it? ’ He said, “Dente says you have allowed him to be hungry for two years, so you must go to the chief and tell him to bring fowls (and) twelve eggs.” Then the Chief went and caught four fowls, brought twelve eggs, took and pounded eto, and went and gave them to the god Dente at his conical mud altar, cutting off the heads of the four fowls and placing them there, and taking their feathers and their heads, and their legs, and plastering them against the side of the mud altar; and he also stuck the mashed eto on it. Now, on the day preceding the Adae, Aturukuku was going to meet her sister. As she went along she saw, at the altar sacred to Dente, her sister’s fathers, and her head, her feet, her wings, her liver, and her intestines. Aturukuku said, “After all this, I cannot ever go there again.” And Turtle-dove flew away and alighted on a silk-cotton tree, and said (sang):

“I weep for my sister o,

Sorrow o.

You, Hen, who were a person of some importance, is this your head?

You, Hen, who were a person of some importance, are these your wings?

You, Hen, who were a person of some importance, are these your feet?

You, Hen, who were a person of some importance, is this your liver?

You, Hen, who were a person of some importance, are these your intestines?”

And Aturukuku said, “I shall never go to the Forest country again, for the forest people are not good.” That is how Aturukuku came to remain in the Tall-grasscountry, while the Hen remained in the house.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, some you may take as true, and the rest you may praise me (for telling of it).
How the Ntoro Called “Aninie” Came into the Tribe
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

THERE once was a certain man, a hunter, and he lived in a small settlement with his wife, and she conceived, but her man was not able to look after her properly, and the woman went off there to Nyankonpon, the Sky-god, saying, “I am coming to you to enter into the relationship of an ‘in-law’, for when I bring forth, you must take my child in marriage.” Now the Sky-god agreed to this. Then she went off to Osebo, the Leopard, and also entered into the relationship of in-law with him, that she might get meat to chew. The Leopard also agreed. Then she went and told her husband the news. When the Leopard got meat, he used to bring some to his mother-in-law. When the Sky-god, too, got meat, he used to take it to his mother-in-law. They carried on thus, looking after the woman until she bore. When she gave birth, it was a girlchild she bore, and she made them go to the Sky-god and say, “Your mother-in-law has given birth to a female child.” Then she also said to the Leopard, “Your mother-in-law has given birth to a female child.” Now the Leopard collected a heap of presents, and caused them to be brought, to take the infant out of its state of ugliness and dirt. And the Sky-god brought some gifts for the same purpose. They reared it, and caused it to grow up well and beautiful. Now (the child) reached puberty, and they went and told the Sky-god the news. They also went and told the Leopard the news. The Sky-god caused gifts to be brought to his betrothed (gifts called), “things for pounding the puberty mashed yams”. And the Leopard, too, brought “gifts for pounding the puberty mashed yams”; and he added a gift of a silver bangle. ‘They finished doing all this. Now the Leopard did not know that she was the wife of the Sky-god; and the Sky-god, he, too, did not know that she was the wife of the Leopard. Now, later on, the Leopard came to hear of it, and he said to his mother-in-law, “You have made a fool of me, but in spite of that I will not do anything to you; as for your child, the silver bangle I gave to her, I will take back what belongs to me.” He caught her hand, and cut it off at the joint, and took off the bangle, and went off to his village. Now the Sky-god caused the mother-in-law to be informed that as his wife was grown up, she should be brought to him. Now as she was going, they dressed her in a batakari gown, so that no one should see her hand. Then they set off. When she used to bathe, she bathed at night. Now the girl had a handmaid called “Kra”, with whom she lived, and Kra used always to spy on her, and she saw that she had a stump for a hand. Then she said to the girl’s co-wives, “The woman who has come here, surely she has a stump for a hand, so, when the Adae falls on a Sunday, on the Monday, let her winnow rice for the Sky-god to take to place in the offering (which he gives to his soul).” They told the girl the news. Next morning, when things became visible, she pounded eto, and added eggs (to the mash). She said, “I am going to mother there, to get myself in readiness.” As she was going, she came to a certain pool of water, and in it lay Onini, the Python. He asked her, saying, “Why, when no one must come here, have you come here?” And she told the Python all the news. The Python said, “This is not serious, and what is that you have brought with you?” She replied, “I have brought eto and eggs.” And the Python received them and ate. Then the Python opened his mouth and spoke to the girl, saying, “Take your stump of a hand, and put it in my mouth.” And she thrust it in. After a little, he said, “Remove it.” She took it out, and the stump was gone, and had become a real hand. Then the girl asked him, saying, “What will you take from me (in return)?” He replied, “I will not take anything from you, but the child which you will bear by the Sky-god, bring it to me.” Then the Python looked behind him, brought out a golden mortar, and a golden pestle, and gave them to the girl, and she went off with them to the Sky-god’s village. Next morning, when things became visible, the Sky-god had seated himself, saying that the women should come and winnow rice for him. Then the girl pulled off her robe, and took out her hands (from the folds). All the people shouted, “Yie e!” Then she brought out the golden mortar and pestle, and they finished winnowing the rice. The Sky-god and she went to rest, and she conceived, and bore a female child. When the forty days had passed, she bade her people good-bye, saying she was going to her mother’s village. Then she pounded plenty of eto, and (took) a hundred eggs, and she set out, and travelled until she reached that place where the Python was. And she said to him, “To-day I have come to return thanks to you; here is the infant.” And she produced the eggs and the eto in addition. Then the Python said, “As for me, I shall not kill this infant, but name it “Little Python ’, so that my name shall never be lost.” Then she thanked the Python; and she set off and returned home. That is how the Aninie (ntoro) came into the tribe.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, some you may take as true, and the rest you may praise me (for telling of it).
How the Ekuona Clan Came into the Tribe
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

THERE once was a woman called Abena; when her mother and father took her to give in marriage (to any one), she said, “Certainly not.” And she said to her father, “On the day when I see the man whom I love, on that day, when I come, and if you are taking snuff, I shall take your snuff-box and hit you (with it) on the top of your head.” Now, the animal, the Buffalo, heard about this affair, he transformed himself into a man, and set out, and came there to the woman’s village. Now, when Abena saw him, she ran, going to where her father was taking snuff. She took the snuff-box from him, and hit him on the head with it. And that day was one of rejoicing among the villagers, who said, “Our master’s child has seen the one whom she desires.” Then they went and brought the man to the house. And the girl said, “This is he whom I desire.” The man also wished it so, and he married her. He spent three days there, and then said he would go to his village, and the woman said she would go with him. So the Queen Mother prepared all her things (for the journey) and (gave her) twenty-four persons that she might go with them. Then they set out, and reached the outskirts of a certain village, and a cock crowed. The people said, “Have we reached home?” The husband of the woman said, “I have married a new wife, and I must first take her to my house, that she may get everything in readiness, before she goes all round calling on people.” So they set out and went off. They reached a forest glade. When they reached that forest glade, the man stood to one side; he said, “Abena, the time has now come when I must tell you what I really am.” Abena said, “What are you?” The man said, “I make ‘pa!’ that I may make ‘gyiren!’;” and he has turned into a buffalo. All the people said, “E! e, what does he say, he says he make ‘pa!’ that he may make “gyiren!” (No sooner had they said these words than) they all turned into buffaloes. There remained one man who ran off and came home. And he went and told the Head-man of the village what he had seen. The Head-man and the Queen Mother called a council; he (the one who had escaped) gave them the news of what had happened as they went along, and when he reached to the point where he said, “He made ‘pa!’ that he might make ‘gyiren!’,” he, too, turned into a buffalo. Whenever one of them was about to repeat these words, he turned into a buffalo. All the people in the village turned into buffaloes, with the exception of one old woman. Some time after these events, a certain medicine man came to the village. He exclaimed, “Ah! a big town, and no people in it?’ Dinn! (Not a sound in reply save the chirping of the cicada.) He spoke again. At length the old woman said, “I am here.’” The medicine man said, “What is the news; and why is it that you live all alone in this village?” The old woman replied, “You may have come here, (but I do not want anything to do with you), go away and let me remain in my own somewhere.” The medicine man said, “You are a witch; it is you who have devoured all the people in this village, so, unless you speak, I shall kill you at once.” The old woman said, ‘If I must speak, (first) go and get rope-creeper and bind me, and take me and tie me to the gyedua-tree.” The medicine man came and tied her up, and he bound her to the gyedua-tree. Now the old woman told him all that had happened, but when she reached the point where she had to say, “He said he would make ‘pa!’ that he might make gyiren!” the rope-creeper burst; the old woman had turned into a buffalo and was off. Then the medicine man said, “Now, I see it was not the old woman who killed all these villagers.” Then he went and plucked medicine (herbs) and squeezed them and put them into a brass dish, and poured in water; and took his (magic) cow-tail and dipped it in; then he made his apprentices carry (the pan) for him. He set off to the forest. He saw buffaloes there standing about, and he dipped his tail in the medicine, and sprinkled it upon them, and they once again turned into people. And there remained only there, who were real buffaloes. And the people came back home. That is how the Ekuona clan came among the tribe; it originated from that marriage upon which Abena embarked.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
How the Interplay of Friendship Came into the Tribe
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

A HUNTER and his wife once set off and went to a hunter’s camp. And Osebo, the Leopard, caught the hunter and devoured him, but his wife, who was enceinte, was left.—The woman went (one day) among the pine-apples, and (there) she met the Leopard’s child, and he inquired of her, saying, “Mother, what do you seek? ’? The woman replied, “I and my husband came (here), but a Leopard has killed him.” The Leopard’s child said to her, “I like you, so do not come here again, for if you come here, and should father meet you, he will kill you.” The woman did not pay any attention, and she went back among the pine-apples, and the Leopard caught her, and took her home. When the Leopard’s child saw the woman, he said to his father, “I am ill.” It was because of the woman, whom he had already seen. The Leopard said to his child, “You may be ill, but come, pass on, and cut up the meat.” He cut (her) up, and saw that a child lay in her womb, and he took it out, and put it somewhere. Now the father asked him, saying, “What is that you have gone and thrown away?” The child replied, “What I went and threw away, if you had seen it, you would not have eaten this meat.” The Leopard cooked the food. He told his child to come and eat, but he replied, “Meat, which as soon as I looked upon it, made me ill, I should imagine, were I to eat some of it, I would die.” The father replied, “You are not far wrong.” Next day, when things became visible, when the father set off to go to the bush, then his child went and got the child, brought it home, and washed it. Then he went and fetched bananas; he cooked them, squeezed out the juice, and gave the infant to drink. He took note of the time when his father returned, and took the child, and hid him away. The infant was about a year old when he reached puberty—the child in a Spider-story is not long in growing up. Now the Human’s child asked the Leopard’s child, saying, “What is your name?” He replied, “I am called Kofi-the-beast’s-child.” He said, “I too, I am called Kofi-the-human-being’s-child.” Then Kofi-the-beast’s-child said to Kofi-the-human-being’s-child, “I would like to play with you, but I am afraid of father, and you, too, are afraid of him, so, for the next three days I shall tell him to teach me how to spring, and when he has taught me, and I know how it is done, I shall spring and catch him, and when you hear that I have got him, oh! you will take a knife, and come and cut off his head.” The father came, and Kofi-the-beast’s-child said to him, “Teach me how to spring.” He said, “To-morrow morning.” Next morning, when things became visible, he and the father went somewhere, swept a place clean, and the father sprang, and his child, too, leaped, and the father lay on his back. The father said, “Jump and land upon me.” Kofi-the-beast’s-child sprang, and he lighted upon him, and Kofi-the-beast’s-child seized his throat. He shouted on Kofi-the-human-being’s-child, saying, “I have got him, so come.” He ran quickly, went and took his knife, and cut off his head. Kofi-the-beast’s-child said to Kofi-the-human-being’s-child, “Now, indeed you and I have become as equals, therefore let us go and bury him.” They went and buried him, and they returned home. Kofi-the-beast’s-child said to Kofi-the-human-being’s-child, “I expect you would like to go to your village.” Kofi-the-human-being’s-child said, “Yes, but I shall not (be able) to know where it is.” Kofi-the-beast’s-child said, “I myself shall go and seek there for it, and return.” He set off, and as he was going he saw some people at a kitchen midden, and they were conversing (and saying), “Yes, it is quite true about the hunter and his wife going to the hunter’s camp, and no one ever getting a smell of them again.” There and then, Kofi-the-beast’s-child ran off to inform Kofi-the-human-being’s-child, saying, “I have seen your village, and the human beings whom I saw were in cloths, therefore I will seek some for you and bring to you.” Kofi-the-beast’s-child set out and went on the path, and traders were passing. He rushed out on them, and the traders threw down their loads, and ran away. Kofi-the-beast’s-child took cloths and brought them to Kofi-the-human-being’s-child. Now Kofi-the-human-being’s-child said, “There remains a gun and gun-medicine” (powder). Kofi-the-beast’s-child sought for some and brought him. Kofi-the-beast’s-child asked Kofi-the-human-being’s-child, “Will you be grateful to me?” Kofi-the-human-being’s-child said to him, “I cannot speak just now, standing like this before your face.” Kofi-the-beast’s-child took Kofi-the-human-being’s-child and set off, that he might take him to his village. When they reached the outskirts of the town, Kofi-the-beast’s-child said to Kofi-the-human-being’s-child, “Here is your village, and to this place where you are going, every single day I shall bring you a large lump of meat; and also when evening comes, I shall come to you, so, if where you are now going to, you should marry, then make your wife lie in one part of the room, and you in another.” Kofi-the-human-being’s-child reached home, and he told the story how he and his mother and father went to the bush, and how they had all died, and how he had set out, and come back. The people commiserated with him. He fired guns, made the funeral, and finished doing everything (required). Now, Kofi-the-beast’s-child, when he got up, brought meat. When night fell cool, he came to him. Now it was not long after that he married. When the woman went to sleep, he made her sleep elsewhere (than by his side). At dawn, he would bring a whole lump of meat to his wife. Now, his wife saw that he did not go to the bush, but in spite of that, always got meat, but she did not pass any remarks. One day also at night, when they were lying there (in her room), the woman was about to take her hand and touch her husband, and she went and touched something smooth, and her husband, too, lay over there. Next morning, when things became visible, she went and told the folk the news, saying, “Surely my husband’s friend is a Leopard, and surely it is he who brings him meat.” Then the people took their guns and hid beside the rack (where the meat was placed), and when it fell cool, and the Leopard was going to bring the meat and come and place it on the rack, they hit him with their guns. Kofi-the-beast’s-child said, “Kofi-the-human-being’s-child, human beings have no gratitude.’ Kofi-thehuman-being’s-child heard, and he rushed out, and took him, and laid him down there, and he went and told the head of the village all about it, how it came about that he and his mother and father had gone away, and all the misfortunes that they had seen. He said, “Because this beast has died, I and he will go (together), for it is all my fault that he is dead.” And he caused two coffins to be made; and they placed Kofi-the-beast’s-child in one; and he (Kofi-the-human-being’s-child) also shot himself, and they placed him in the other coffin. Then they buried them. And they said, “Go and play and be happy in the interplay of your friendship.” That is how the taking of a friend came into the tribe.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
How Spear-Grass Came into the Tribe
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

A GREAT hunger came and Ntikuma set off, saying he was going in search of food to bring to his sire, Father Ananse, the Spider. He set off

and went to a certain village; (there) he met Old-woman-grandmother. The old woman said to him, “My grandchild, why, when no one may come here, have you come here?” Ntikuma replied, “It is because of the hunger, and I have come in search of something to go and eat.” Old-woman-grandmother said, “Go to my plantation there, but the yam which will say, ‘Pluck me, pluck me,’ don’t pluck it, but the yam, that will say, ‘Don’t pluck me, don’t pluck me,’ pluck it and bring it.” Ntikuma went off. Some of the yams said, “Pluck me, pluck me”; others said, “Don’t pluck me, don’t pluck me.” Then Ntikuma plucked those which said, “Don’t pluck me, don’t pluck me.” He brought them to the house; he peeled them. Then Old-woman-grandmother said, “Throw away the real part for food, and put the skins in the pot and set it on the fire.” Ntikuma peeled them and took the skins and put them on the fire. When they were ready, he took them off the fire, turned out the contents of the pot, and everything (inside) has turned into good food. Ntikuma said, “I have finished, but give me meat to put in (the stew).” Old-woman-grandmother said, “Go and tell Nkwakuo, the Monkeys, who are on the tree, saying ‘Old-woman-grandmother says, as for you all, your mothers ’——!” The Monkeys said, “Ifit were not for Old-woman-grandmother, we should beat you.” Old-woman-grandmother said, “As far as I am concerned, it is no business of mine, and you may come and beat him.” The animals descended in order to beat him. Old-woman-grandmother said, “My Sharp-knife, cut off the heads of these animals for me.” ‘Then The-sharp-one cut off the animals’ heads. Ntikuma collected all the animals’ heads, and plucked some yams in addition, and set off with them all for his village. Father Spider saw (his son) Ntikuma standing before him, and he said, “Greetings on your coming, breaker of the ant-hill” (i. e. first-born). He continued, “Let me carry you on my back.” Ntikuma went and hung there. Now Ananse went and took out one yam; he said, “When I have my monthly periods, I shall eat this one.” (His wife) Aso said, “Since the Creator made things, have you seen a man who had monthly periods?” Ananse and his wife, and his children, finished eating the yams, and there remained only that one belonging to Father Spider. Next morning, when things became visible, Ananse said, “I have got my monthly periods.” And he went off to live (in seclusion) behind the house, cooked the yam, and ate it, until it was (all) finished. Ntikuma said, “I shall go off again.” Ananse said, “I and you shall go (together).” Ntikuma said, “I and you shall not go together.” When Ntikuma went to sleep, then Ananse went and got a hunter’s skin bag, riddled it with small holes, and filled it with ashes, and fastened it on the edge of Ntikuma’s cloth. When things became visible, very, very, very early, Ntikuma set out on the path. When (the darkness hiding) the face (of things) was torn aside, Ananse, seek for Ntikuma as he would, could not find him, then he went to seek out (where) the ashes (had fallen). When he saw them he followed up the spoor, on and on. He was going along, when, there were Ntikuma and Old-woman-grandmother sitting there. Old-woman-grandmother said, “Father man, what is your business?” Ananse replied, “Hunger has seized me, so give me something to eat.” Old-:

woman-grandmother said, “Where should I get ‘something’ from?” Ananse replied, “Do you suppose I am a fool, even my child, Ntikuma, Ananse at Old woman’s village

came, and you gave him some.” Old-woman-grandmother said, “Go to the plantation there; the yams which say, ‘Pull me up, pull me up,’ don’t pull them up, but the ones that say, ‘Don’t pull me up, don’t pull me up,’ pull up those ones.” The Spider (replied), “Ah! what fool’s business is this you tell me, when some one says he loves one, you bid me say I must hate him, I never heard the like?” But the Spider went off to the plantation. When he reached there, some of the yams said, “Pull me up, pull me up,” some again said, “Don’t pull me up, don’t pull me up.” And he pulled up the ones which said, “Pull me up, pull me up,” and he came home with them. He came and finished skinning them; Old-woman-grandmother said, “Go and throw the good food part away, and take the skins, put them in the pot, and set it on the fire.” Ananse replied, “Ah, what rotten kind of talk is this which you tell me; since the Creator made things, do we throw away the good food, and keep the husks?” The Spider took the good part of the food, and set it on the fire, but he took one bit of the skin and put it on top. When the food was cooked, he took it off, and all had turned into stones, but the single piece of skin which he had placed on the top had turned into good food. Father Spider said, “Eh! this reincarnation of a rascal didn’t lie (after all).” And the Spider went and swept up the skins and brought them and put them on the fire. When the food was cooked, he took it off the fire, and it had turned into as well-cooked yams as you could wish to see. He said, “Old-woman-grandmother, this is all very well, but you must now give me meat to add to it.”, Old-woman-grandmother said, “Go and look on the tree, there are Monkeys on it; when you go, you will say, ‘You are beasts.’” The Spider said, “This woman! I and the Monkeys have no cause of quarrel, and why am I to go and abuse them in this manner?” Old-woman-grandmother said, “Go, and if trouble comes, that is my affair.” The Spider set off. He said, “You Monkeys, you who are on these trees, Old-woman-grandmother says you are beasts.” ‘The animals said, “If it were not for Old-woman-grandmother we should beat you.” Old-woman-grandmother said, “Then come and beat him.” Ananse said, “Old woman, that’s not fair.” Then the animals fell upon him and came and beat Ananse. The Old woman said, “My Knife Thesharp-one, cut off their heads.” Tintin! (was the sound the knife made as it set about its work). The Old-woman-grandmother said, “Softly and easy now.” But the Spider didn’t hear (her say that). Now, the Spider collected the meat and came back to the house, and the Old woman went aside for a little. Then Ananse stole her knife and thrust it into his bag, and ran off and came back to his village. When he arrived back at his village, he said to (his son), “Ntikuma, because of this knife, which I have laid my hands upon, let us go to the bush.” So they set off, and went and saw some Wild Pigs. Ananse said, “Ntikuma, go and abuse them. Ntikuma went and said, “Bush-pigs, you are filthy.” The

Bush-pigs replied, “If it were not that you are Kwaku Ananse, the Spider’s son, we should come and beat you.” Kwaku Ananse said, “Come and beat him by all means, he is totally bad, his impudence is no joking matter.” The Bush-pigs were about to beat him, when Kwaku Ananse said, “Old woman’s Knife, The-sharp-one, cut off their heads for me.” Oh! and the Knife fell upon them, and finished cutting off all the beasts’ heads. Then it set about cutting down the trees. Kwaku Ananse said, “Hai! what is this you are about? I said cut off the beasts’ heads, and you finished doing that, and now what is all this?” Now Ntikuma looked on for a while, then he said, “Softly and easy now.” Kwaku Ananse did not hear him, and the Knife came to the ground, and Ananse went and got it. They returned home. Next day, when things became visible, Kwaku Ananse said that they would go to the Sky-god there. Ntikuma said, “Father, don’t go if it’s on account of this Knife.” Ananse said, “Get out there.” Ntikuma said, “Go your own way.” Ananse set off, and went to the Sky-god there, and said to him, “Sire, to-day, if there is any one has offended you, I alone, I, Kwaku Ananse, I shall cut off all their heads in a single day and give to you.” The Sky-god said, “There is a thank-offering for any one who can do so, for a great hostile army is standing on the outskirts of the town, so off you go.” Ananse said, “Let them bring wine and one sheep.” Immediately they brought them. Ananse went out on the path; Ananse asked the hostile army, “Is it you who say you are going to fight with the Sky-god?” They replied, “Yes, that is what we say.” Now the Sky-god’s forces stood behind Ananse. Then Kwaku Ananse addressed the Old woman’s Knife, The-sharp-one, saying, “Cut off the heads of this hostile army for me.” And the Knife cut off their heads, tan! tan! and finished. Ananse said, “That is good, desist.” But the Knife fell upon the army of the Sky-god and was cutting off (their heads). Ananse said, “Oh, that’s the Sky-god’s army, so stop.” But it cut on. Ananse said, “If your breast is choked, let it become cool.” Oh! all the Sky-god’s army were wiped out. Now the Knife travelled in the air; it came to where Kwaku Ananse was. He said, “Look out, don’t you know me? Don’t you know me? I am Kwaku Ananse, I brought you from the Old-woman’s there.” Oh! now Kwaku Ananse’s head fell with a, tan! And on and on went the Knife; and the place where it stopped turned into a certain grass, which we call “Etene” (spear-grass); its edge is very, very, very sharp.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
How It Came About That Men and the Animals Began to Awake from Sleep
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

THEY say that once Death and Sleep were one and the same thing. Now, one day, Death inquired, “Who is able to take a thing out of my hand?” Akokonini, the Cock, was standing there; he said, “Kokuro, I can.” Oberekuo said, “Du du, du du du, I can!” Apatupere said, “Twetwero, twetwero, I can.” Death said, “You know that a man’s life is his kra (soul), and that when a man sleeps, and I have taken his soul away from him, then what does he become; you know that he becomes a corpse?” The three creatures said, “Then we shall awaken them.” Death said, “If you can, I will make you elders.” Things began to fade away, and all men slept. The second dew-fall had passed, when Oberekuo lifted up her voice, “Du du, du du du.” Then Otwe, the Duyker, shook himself and started up from sleep; he said, “Well, before things begin to become visible, I shall go and eat a little; just now the hunter has not yet arisen.” The Duyker went off beneath a tree; he was eating. Next, Akokonini, the Cock, lifted up (his voice): “It is dawn, have you seen? It is dawn, have you seen?” And the hunter shook himself and started up from sleep and took up his gun; he went off to the bush; he saw the Duyker standing there; he raised his gun, pamm! he has killed it. Now the Apatupere bird also lifted up her voice, “You must rise up, you must rise up.” And all men stretched themselves and arose. Now, these creatures went to Death, there to tell him the news, saying, “You have seen, we have awakened all men.” Death said, “Oh, it is wonderful to me; from to-day onwards you are the Elders (of all things) under the sky.”

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
Child-Kwasi-Gyinamoa
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

THERE once was a child, Kwasi Gyinamoa, and he had eight sisters, and not a single one among them had a mate, so they set out, saying that they were going somewhere to go in search of husbands. Child-Kwasi-Gyinamoa said, “I and you shall go.” They replied, “We and you shall not go.” The eldest among them said, “Let him go with us, and when we reach (well on) the way, and a thorn pierces us, he can pull it out for us.” They set out, and Child-Kwasi-Gyinamoa went (with them). They came to a certain river, and part of it flowed like white clay; part of it flowed (like) red clay; and part of it flowed (like) black charcoal. They exclaimed, “Eh, what is to be done that we may cross this stream?” Child-Kwasi-Gyinamoa took his (magic) cow-tail-switch, struck (the water), and made the water divide into two, and they passed through it, and went on. They came to a certain town; it was a very large town. Child-Kwasi-Gyinamoa said, “The town is dinn (i. e. silent save for the chirping of cicada), is there no person in it?” Now a Bird spoke, saying, “There is some one in the house there, go on.” They went on, and there was an old woman, with her head resting upon her legs, and she was searching in it for lice. When she saw the Child-Kwasi-Gyinamoa, then she lifted up her head and replaced it; she said, “My grandchildren, why, when no one is to come here, have you come here?” Child-Kwasi-Gyinamoa replied, “My sisters are eight, and they have not got husbands with whom to mate, and so they said they would come and seek for husbands whom they should marry.” Old-woman-grandmother said, “Oh, that is all right, for I, too, have eight children.” Old-woman-grandmother sent her grandchild to call her children. When they came, this one said, “Here is my husband,” that one said, “Here is my husband.” When they had all finished being paired off, then the old woman went and got a charm called dokum, and tied it on the necks of her children. Then each went off to sleep with his wife. And Child-Kwasi-Gyinamoa also went off to rest with the old woman. When night came, the old woman lit up her teeth, bright red, in order to go off to kill the girls with them. Child-Kwasi-Gyinamoa said, “E! e! e!” The old woman said, “What is it?” Child-Kwasi-Gyinamoa replied, “When I am in my own village, and when I go to rest but cannot sleep, then mother cuts a slice of yam and puts it in the fire, and she takes a perforated calabash and goes and splashes water to bring for me to drink.” Old-woman-grandmother set off to go to the stream, and Child-Kwasi-Gyinamoa went and slipped the charm called dokum from the necks of the old woman’s children, and took them and hung them on his sisters’. The old woman returned from the water; she said, “I tried to splash water (in that strainer), but I could not splash it.” Child-Kwasi-Gyinamoa replied, “Go and get some mud, and pick leaves and put them in (the strainer), and take it and splash.” The old woman went and did so, and she splashed water in it, and it was all right. She brought it, and she took the yam off the fire, and gave it to Child-Kwasi-Gyinamoa to eat, and he drank the water as well. Then he threw himself down and slept. Old-woman-grandmother rose up; she said, “It is I.” She lit up her teeth, (until they shone) red, and went off with them and entered the room; she felt with her hand round the necks of the children, and the one on whose neck the dokum charm did not lie, she burned up with her teeth. In this way she killed the eight children. She did not know that it was her very own children whom she had killed. When things became visible, very, very, very early Old-woman-grandmother set out to go to the plantation. Child-Kwasi-Gyinamoa also went and told his sisters and made them flee away. Old-woman-grandmother came back from the plantation. Child-Kwasi-Gyinamoa said, “Old-woman-grandmother e! Old-woman-grandmother e! if you were not a fool, would you have killed your own children? As for me, I and my sisters are going off.” Old-woman-grandmother said, “It is of no consequence, he who knows (how to deal with you) is yonder.” He went off, and Old-woman-grandmother too transformed herself into a beautiful maiden, and she held a gourd-rattle, and went off to Child-Kwasi-Gyinamoa’s village. She said, “The person who can take an arrow to pierce this gourd-rattle, I shall marry him.” All the people who were in the village (tried to) pierce it, but were not able. Child-Kwasi-Gyinamoa pierced it. She said, “I have married you.” Child-Kwasi-Gyinamoa said, “As for me, I shall not marry you.” So his uncle married her. He went off to sleep with her, but she plucked out his two eyes, and went off with them. Then the young girl said, “Child-Kwasi-Gyinamoa there! I have plucked out the two eyes of your uncle and I am going off with them.” Child-Kwasi-Gyinamoa replied, “Take them and be off, for he who knows (how to deal with you) is yonder.” Next morning, when things became visible, they said, “Child, go and recover and bring back your uncle’s eyes. He said, “I shall not go.” They urged and urged him, and (at last) he set out. Now, Child-Kwasi-Gyinamoa knew that Old-woman-grandmother’s grand-daughter was enceinte, so he, too, got a calabash and clapped it on his stomach, and bound his cloth over it, and set off going to Old-woman-grandmother’s village. When he reached the end of the town, he wept. Old-woman-grandmother said, “What’s the matter?” He said, “I and my husband were coming, and when he reached the top of the hill he fell down and that caused his two eyes to come out and fall down.” Old-woman-grandmother said, “That’s all right, here is the left eye of that reincarnated rascal’s, Child-Kwasi-Gyinamoa’s, uncle, and here also is his right eye. When you go (to where your blind husband stands) you must say, ‘My eyes jump about, my eyes are clear.’” No sooner had Child-Kwasi-Gyinamoa’s hand touched them, than he said, “You there, Old-woman-grandmother, these are my uncle’s eyes which you plucked out, and I am going off with them.” Old-woman-grandmother said, “That does not matter, he who knows (how to deal with you) is yonder.” Child-Kwasi-Gyinamoa came home, and he took the eyes and replaced them in the sockets of his uncle. He said, “My eyes jump about, my eyes are clear,” and his uncle’s eyes opened clearly. Next morning, when things became visible, all the children (in the village) went to bathe in the stream. Child-Kwasi-Gyinamoa said, “I am not bathing.” They said, “Perhaps you have an embryo tail?” When they said so, his breast became choked, and he bathed. No sooner had he jumped into the water, than Old-woman-grandmother seized him, twom! She said, “Child-Kwasi-Gyinamoa, I have got you,” and she went off with him to her village. Then Old-woman-grandmother went and got a basket and covered him over, and got palm-nuts, and set them on the fire. She said, “I am going off to the onion tribe, I am going off to the spice tribe, and then I shall come and kill Child-Kwasi-Gyinamoa.” She set off, and Child-Kwasi-Gyinamoa gathered up pebbles and began to crunch them, pupru! pupru! Old-woman-grandmother’s grandchild said, “What is it you are chewing?” He said, “Tiger-nuts.” She said, “Give me some to chew.” He replied, “Uncover me.” She said, “You would go off.” He replied, “No, I shall not go off.” She uncovered him, and he emerged; the grandchild of the old woman was pounding palm-nuts. Child-Kwasi-Gyinamoa took the palm-nut pestle, hit the grand-daughter of Old-woman-grandmother, and killed her. Then he peeled off the skin of the grand-daughter of Old-woman-grandmother, and dressed himself in it. Old-woman-grandmother returned; she said, “Why are you all filthy like this? ’” He replied, “I have killed Child-Kwasi-Gyinamoa; I have put him on the fire.” This news was sweet for Old-woman-grandmother, and she danced and lifted up her voice (and sang):

“Child, you have killed Child-Kwasi-Gyinamoa,

Some day you will be somebody.”

She finished cooking the food, they sat down beside it, and ate. Old-woman-grandmother splashed the soup (into her mouth with a loud noise), fweo! fweo! Child-Kwasi-Gyinamoa said, “You are splashing soup (into your mouth) made from your grandchild’s head.” Old-woman-grandmother said, “What’s that you say?” He replied, “I was saying there is no salt in this soup-stew.” Old-woman-grandmother said, “Go and fetch some.” So he went and got some. They finished eating, and Old-woman-grandmother said, “Now that I have killed Child-Kwasi-Gyinamoa, come hither, my grandchild.” When he came, she took gold trinkets and adorned him finely. Now, Old-woman-grandmother gazed in his face for some time. She said, “Ah! this child’s face reminds me of that of Child-Kwasi-Gyinamoa.” The child said, “Grandmother, why, when you know that Child-Kwasi-Gyinamoa came and killed all my eight kinsmen (do you speak like that), for you make me sad.” Old-woman-grandmother said, “Shut your mouth.” Now the child eased himself there in the house. The grandmother cleared it away. He said, “Let me go and throw it away on the midden-heap.” So Child-Kwasi-Gyinamoa carried it away. When he reached the midden-heap, he took off all the gold ornaments with which the old woman had adorned him and tied them up. Then he said, “Ho there, Old-woman-grandmother, ho there, Old-woman-grandmother, I am he, Child-Kwasi-Gyinamoa, now for a second time, I have come and killed your grandchild, and besides I have taken your gold ornaments.” Old-woman-grandmother replied, “I said your face resembled that of Child-Kwasi-Gyinamoa; now wherever you go, I go with you.” Then they both ran off, kiri! kiri! kiri! Child-Kwasi-Gyinamoa reached his village, and he gave the gold trinkets to his blood-relations, and he went to the path, and hid on the side of it, and Old-woman-grandmother also came there. That is why, when you walk on a path, you will hear a rustling sound, “pe.” That is Old-woman-grandmother chasing Child-Kwasi-Gyinamoa.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
On Any Path, Where You See That Osebo, the Leopard, Has Scratched, There Adanko, the Hare, Has (Already) Passed
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

THEY say that a male Leopard and a female Leopard, and a male Hare and a female Hare, once lived in a small village, and a hunger came. Then the female Leopard said she was going to the stream. As she was going (she met) the female Hare grinding corn. The female Leopard said, “Ah, mother, where did you get such a thing?” The female Hare replied, “There is a wide path which stretches behind here, and my husband was following it to go in search of wild yams, and he went and got this corn, so take this (and) go and cook and chew it.” She replied, “Thank you, Aku.” Then the female Leopard took it off home, to go and set it on the fire. And her husband came, and he asked her (where she had got the corn), and she said, “The female Hare gave (it) me, and she said that a wide path lies behind there, and that her husband took it, and brought (some corn) and came with it.” The male Leopard said, “Then to-morrow I shall go there very, very early in the morning.” So he set out. When he went, there was corn in plenty. Then he took his knife and cut some, and he made a palm-leaf basket, gathered up (the corn), and placed (it in it). Now Adanko, the male Hare, was at his house, and he saw that the male Leopard has passed to the farm. At once he, too, set off. He came to the end of the town and he turned into a Duyker. Half of it was rotten; half was not yet rotten. And he went farther on, and turned into an Oyuo (antelope). Half of it was rotten; half of it was not yet rotten. And he went on, and he turned into a Bongo. Half of it was rotten; half of it was not yet rotten. And he went on, and turned into a Buffalo. The whole of it was fresh. Now the Leopard was coming along carrying the basket and corn on his head. He came and met the Buffalo. The Leopard said (to himself), “A famine will come, but it has not yet become (severe), yet these beasts are dying.” And he passed by it, and came upon the Bongo; and he passed by it, and came upon the Oyuo; and he passed by it, and came upon the Duyker. Then he said, “Oh, these beasts are indeed many, so I shall go and collect (them).” He threw down the basket and corn, and set out to go and fetch the animals, beginning from that first one. When he went, they were no longer there. Then he came back, but the basket and corn were (also) gone. He went off home, and sat down in silence. The female Leopard asked him, saying, “Where is the corn?” He said, “I went (there), but could not get any to buy.” Now the female Leopard went off to the stream, and (there) she met the female Hare. The female Leopard said, “All I have to say is that yesterday my husband said that when he went, he did not get any corn to buy.” The female Hare replied, “He is deceiving you, for yesterday, when he went and got (some), my husband beat him and relieved him of it.” The female Leopard set off home. She informed her husband, saying, “Well done! well done! well done! you said you went and didn’t get any corn, while it was that Hare who beat you and took it out of your hands.” The Leopard said, “Who is the Hare? To-morrow I shall go and have a fight with him with sticks.” The male Hare sat at home and he heard (this). He went and said to his wife, “To-morrow, the male Leopard will come here to have a fight with me, therefore I shall go and meet him on the way, for perhaps you will be afraid.” Next morning, when things became visible, the Hare started off. He reached the outskirts of the town, and he turned into an Adowa antelope, and he was vomiting up white clay, charcoal, and blood. He went on in front, and he turned into a Bush-buck, and he was vomiting in the same way. He went on in front, and he turned into a Buffalo. The Leopard was coming along. The Adowa antelope said, “Father Leopard, support me, for I am dying.” The Leopard said, “What is the matter?” The Adowa antelope said, “The Hare and I went to settle a dispute about corn, and he beat me, and I am dying.” The Leopard said, “Let me pass on.” He went on, and he met the Bush-buck. The Bush-buck said, “Leopard, support me, for that Hare is not one with whom to have a corn dispute.” The Leopard said, “What is the matter? ’? The Bush-buck said, “I went and he beat me, that is why I am dying.” The Leopard said, “Let me pass on.” He went on, and came across the Buffalo. The Buffalo said, “Father Osebo, support me, for I am dying.” The Leopard said, “What’s the matter?” The Buffalo said, “I went and had a dispute about corn with the Hare, and he beat me, and I am dying.” Thereupon the Leopard pondered long (and at length said he to himself), “E! I shall turn back, for it is a similar corn case I have to settle with him, and suppose he beat me...” And the Leopard began to flee, kiri! kiri! Immediately the Hare, too, rose up. He chased him, and the Leopard shouted out loudly, “Female Leopard, flee away o!” The Leopard reached his home, and disappeared into his room, and he took his head and knocked one of the walls and passed through, but the Hare caught hold of him by the two hind legs. And the Leopard said, “Father Hare, let me go.” The Hare said, “I will not let you go, I shall beat you.” The Leopard said, “I implore you, don’t beat me, but give me the gods to drink and swear upon that any path you will follow, I shall come and clear it.’ That is why, when you take any path at all, and see that the Leopard has scratched there, (you know) the Hare has passed that way.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
How It Came About That ’Kraman, the Dog, Can Never Be Cured of His Thieving (Ways)
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

THERE once was a Dog, and because of thieving habits, he could not get a woman (of his own village) to marry him. So he set out for a certain town to go and get a female to mate with him. (He married, and returned with her to his village.) He and his wife lived there (for a time), when she set out, and went back to her village. After a time, her husband sent a message, saying he was coming there. His father-in-law took his gun and went off to the bush to kill an antelope in preparation for the Dog’s arrival. About three days later, the Dog went there, and when he went, he saw that the flesh of an antelope was on the fire, in the courtyard. When night came, he and his wife went to rest. The Dog was about to step outside to make water, when he saw the meat with the fat dripping into the fire. The Dog returned and went and lay down, and he put his head upon the pillow (and lay) and gazed long at the meat. Now the scent of the meat reached him; he tried to bear it, but he could not. Oh! up he rose and went to where the meat was; he chewed it all up, and returned and lay down. Early next day, when things became visible, when his wife was going to sweep, she looked for the meat, not even one piece lay there. His wife said, “Oh, mother! oh, mother! some one has chewed up all the meat.” When the Dog heard this, his eyes died (i. e. he was ashamed), and he took his cloth and covered his head, and lay there silent. Then all at once he rose up and set out on the path; he fled to his own village, and told the news, how he had gone and chewed his father-in-law’s meat, and how his eyes had died for shame, and how, because of that, he was going in search of some one who possessed an antidote for thieving, that he might be given some. The people said, “Adanko, the Hare, has some very, very, very powerful (medicine).” The Dog set out, and with speed he reached the Hare’s village. He said, “Father Hare, I run to you for help; I am a thief, a thief, a thief, and they say that you have medicine (that is a cure) for that, so I implore you, give me some, and whatever is the cost, I shall pay it.” The Hare replied, “It is true I have some, so go and bring me some pig’s meat.” The Dog set out and went to a certain village and got one hind leg for a domafa’s weight of gold dust (i. e. 3s. 6d.) and came with it. The Hare cooked it, and cut it up, and spitted it on little wooden skewers, and he ground down peppers, and salt, and onions, and rubbed it into the meat, and placed it on the fire. When the fire touched it, after a time, he (the Dog) heard it sizzling, hyee, e e e! The Dog watched it for a long time. Now the Hare said, “Dog, you go and sleep in one of the rooms, and I, too, shall go and sleep in another, and to-morrow early, I shall take this meat off (the fire) and make medicine with it for you.” The Dog went off to sleep. The Hare, too, went off to sleep. Now the Dog lay on and lay on (but he could not sleep), and the scent of the meat came upon him through his nose, but he did not speak. Now he smelt it again. He said, “Father Hare.” The Hare replied, “Yes!” He said, “There are mice in your village, so I am going to fetch the meat, and put it beside me.” The Hare said, “Go and get it; as for me, all I care about is that I lay my hands on it to-morrow, in order that I may make medicine with it for you.” So the Dog went and fetched it. Now the Dog lay there. He said, “Father Hare.” He replied, “Yes!” He said, “The mice will chew it, so I am going to put it under my pillow, and go to sleep.” The Hare said, “All I care about is that to-morrow, when things become clear, I will make medicine with it for you.” The Dog lay down once more; try as he would, he could not contain himself. He said, “Father Hare, these mice have come under my pillow, so I shall take the meat and place it on my head, and there I will stand until things become visible.” The Hare replied, “Oh, I keep saying, all that concerns me is that I get (the meat) to-morrow to make medicine for you.” The Dog took the meat and set it on his head, and there he stood. Then a little of the gravy trickled down his face, and he licked it. He said, “Oh, Father Hare, as for this meat, those mice have climbed up upon me, and come on my head, so I am going to hold (the meat) in my mouth.” The Hare replied, “Oho o! I keep saying that to-morrow, when things become visible, I shall make medicine with it for you.” Now it was fast in his mouth, and he wandered round and round the room there; he wagged his tail (with a switching sound), fre! fre! fre! He said, “Father Hare, let me be in debt to you for this meat.” The Hare said, “What do you want to be in debt about it for?” The Dog replied, ‘I mean, rather than these mice should eat it, let me pay you for it.’ The Hare said, “Oh no! let the morrow’s dawn come.” Oh! but now the Dog let (the meat) go (down his throat). Then he fell down and slept. Next morning, very, very early, the Hare said, “Dog, bring that meat.” The Dog replied, “Ho, Father Hare, why, did you not hear what I said to you yesterday, that I should be in your debt (for the meat)?” The Hare replied, “So you have eaten it? ’? The Dog said, “Yes! I ate it, for I bought it.” The Hare said, “You, Dog, theft that is called ‘theft ’ will never pass you by.”

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
How (The Salutations) “Kuronto” and “Buru” Came to Be Used
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

THERE once was a hunter (called) Kwaku, and his wife (called Buruwa, and as they were poor, they set off to make a new settlement. Kwaku, the hunter, when he went off to the bush, killed an eku monkey, but when he brought it back to the homestead, he said, “This is no good (for food).” So he went and sold it. Always when he killed something, it was thus. His wife, however, never saw the money, and she inquired of him, saying, “You don’t bring back money, and you don’t bring back meat, and what’s the meaning of it all?” He replied, “When I go, and people will not buy (the meat), and it becomes rotten, I throw it away.” One day he killed something, and he placed it on the path, and his wife followed behind him to watch him. Then she saw that he sold that monkey, took the money, and bought a pot of palm wine (which is called donto) and drank it. Then his wife turned back home. Soon after, Kwaku, the hunter, also came. As soon as ever he reached the house he said, “Good evening, Buruwa.” She replied, “Ya Ekudonto (Yes, Monkey for pot of palm wine).” He said, “Why do you answer me in this way?” She replied, “It is a suitable answer to what is in your head.” The hunter did not say anything. Next morning, when things became visible, she went to the farm and returned; she said, “Good evening.” He replied, “Ya Buru.” Buruwa said, “Why do you answer (my salutation) in this manner?” The hunter replied, “It is a suitable reply to what is in your head.” That is how it became the custom in the tribe to use the salutations “Ya Kuronto” and “Ya Buru”. They owe their origin to the hunter, Kwaku, and his wife, Buruwa.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
How It Came About That When One Goes into a Room at Night, It Is Dark
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

THEY say that Kuntukurunku, Odds, and Kuntunamoa, Ends, fell from the ceiling on to the ground. They said, “Old-mother-earth, you are (too) flat.” Mother Earth said, “Why do you say that I am (too) flat?” They replied, “Because you have not dug a hole for us to sleep in.” Old-mother-earth turned to Prae, the Broom, and said, “Your mouth (is covered with) the droppings of fowls.” She replied, “Why do you abuse me?” Old-mother-earth said, “If I have abused you, I have abused you; if you don’t understand the reason, stop asking.” The Broom turned to Abena, The-strip-of-bark (into which refuse is swept), and said, “You take (things) and go and throw them away.” Strip-of-bark said, “Why do you abuse me?” Broom said, “(Anyhow) I have done so.” Strip-of-bark also addressed Sumina, Midden-heap, saying, “You keep what you receive.” Midden-heap said, “Why do you abuse me?” He (Strip-of-bark) replied, “I have abused you, and if you do not know the reason, then stop asking.” Midden-heap, too, addressed the Abe, Palm-tree, saying, “Your neck is all overgrown with rubbish.” Palm-tree said, “Why do you abuse me?” Midden-heap replied, “I have abused you, and if you don’t know the reason why, then stop inquiring.” Palm-tree, too, turned to Tetea, Little-blackant, and said, “Your ears are black.” Little-black-ant said, “Why do you abuse me?” Palm-tree replied, “I have abused you, and if you don’t know the reason, leave off asking.” Little-black-ant, he, too, went to Esono, the Elephant there, and went on to his foot; and he tickled the Elephant. As he (the Elephant) was lifting up his foot, then he trod just beneath the eye of Tamiriwa, the Black-snail, and the Black-snail’s eye began to water, and he wiped the water off on an efan leaf (growing) near by. (Now), the food which Old-woman-grandmother eats is the efan plant, and it was up it that Tamiriwa, the Black-snail, had wiped the water from his eye. “Kraman, the Dog, was passing, and she (the Old-woman-grandmother) called the Dog and took the firewood (she was carrying) and made the Dog carry it on his head. As Dog was going along, he got a kola-nut, and he split one into two, and threw one into the mouth of the Okagya’s, the Squirrel’s, hole. Okagya, he, too, took the kola-nut and hit Onyina, the Silk-cotton-tree, with it. The Silk-cotton-tree, too, got his breast choked with rage. He saw that a little child was walking past, and he plucked off his branch and struck him and killed him. Now, that little child was the child of Nyankonpon, the Sky-god. There and then the Silk-cotton-tree was seized, and taken before the Sky-god. They asked him (the Silk-cotton-tree), saying, “What is it all about?” The Silk-cotton-tree said, “I was standing there in my own somewhere, when this Squirrel —the infant that he is—(dared) to lift up a kola-nut and hit me with it, so as for me, when this child was passing, I thought he was Okagya, the Squirrel, and I took off one of my branches and hit him, and behold, it was your child.”” Nyame, the Sky-god, said, “Take him and fasten him to a log, and call Okagya, the Squirrel, to come.” Okagya came; he said, “Sire, you know that my taboo is the kola-nut, yet Okraman, the Dog, went and got one, and cast it at the entrance to my hole, and as I was throwing it away, it went and hit Old-man-silk-cotton-tree.” The Sky-god said, “Take him, and fasten him to a log, and call the Dog to come.” They went and called the Dog to come. The Dog said, “Sire, I was walking in my own somewhere—now you notice how (delicate) I am—when Old-woman-grandmother took her bundle of firewood and placed it on my head; now Okagya, the Squirrel, it is he who lies in his hole in the farm which Old-woman-grandmother has made in order to get something to eat, but it was I whom Old-woman-grandmother made carry her firewood; I, too, took a kola-nut and threw it at the entrance to his hole.” The Sky-god said, “Take him, fasten him to a log, and call Old-woman-grandmother to come.” Old-woman-grandmother came. She said, “Ah, my grandchildren, look in my mouth, I who cannot chew meat, efan leaves are what I eat; moreover, I bathe Bosompra; my taboo is (therefore) Tamiriwa, the Black-snail; only the Dog knew this, and he went and told Tamiriwa, and made him take water from his mouth, and put it in the efan leaves upon which I live. That is why I gave him my firewood to carry.” The Sky-god said, “Oh, take her and fasten her to a log, and go and bring Tamiriwa, the Black-snail.” The Black-snail came. He said, “Sire, I was on my own somewhere, behold, a great big Elephant trod upon the place just below my eye, and I went and took an efan (leaf) to wipe it. That is all I know about it.” The Sky-god said, “Take him and fasten him to a log, and bring Esono, the Elephant.” They went and fetched Esono. The Elephant said, “Some three days ago I was living there, and my skin began to itch, and when I looked at the place—excuse my using the word—this fool the Little-black-ant had got into (my skin) in order to seek for meat to chew, that he might grow big; and as I was pulling up my foot, it went and trod on Tamiriwa, the Black-snail.” The Sky-god said, “Take him and fasten him to a log, and bring Tetea, the Little-black-ant.” When Tetea came, he said, “Sire, there is a Palm-tree; when it bears, (its nuts) are first black; when I, the Little-black-ant, walk over them, it causes them to ripen. The other day I was there, when the Palm-tree told me that my ears were black, and since I am so small, I thought I would go off to the Elephant there, to seek for meat to eat that I might grow big.” The Sky-god said, “Take him and fasten him to a log, and go and call the Palm-tree to come.” Abe, the Palm-tree, came; he said, “Sire, this is what I have to say: I and Sumina, the Midden-heap, live together, and when the rubbish thrown upon him becomes too much, and he cannot bear any more, I accept some and put it round my neck; now, however, he abused me, saying I had refuse around my neck. Because of that, as for me, my eyes became red, and I, too, abused the Little-black-ant.” The Sky-god said, “Take him and fasten him to a log, and call on Sumina, the Midden-heap, to come.” Midden-heap came; he said, “Sire, Abena, Strip-of-bark, who, when they sweep up the rubbish in a room, is given it that she in turn may bring it to me. The other day, without any cause for offence, she said to me, ‘You store up what you receive’ (i. e. are greedy); I said, ‘a’, and as the Palm-tree was near by, I, too, abused him.” The Sky-god said, “Take him and fasten him to a log, and call Abena, Strip-of-bark, to come.” Strip-of-bark came; she said, “Sire, when Prae, the Broom, sweeps out a room, if they do not give me (his sweepings), when the wind blows, all the refuse comes back again; now, the other day, though I did nothing to her, she said, ‘You take things only to throw them away.’ Because of that, I too became red of eye, and I went and abused Sumina, the Midden-heap.” The Sky-god said, “Take her, and fasten her to a log, and call Prae, the Broom, to come here.” The Broom came; she said, “Sire, Old-mother-earth lies there so flat, her surface gets dirty, so whenever I rise up, I sweep up all the filth upon her and make her beautiful; yet the other day, Mother-earth addressed me, saying, ‘Your mouth is (full of) fowl’s droppings,’ and my breast too, became choked, and I went and abused Abena, the Strip-of-bark.” The Sky-god said, “Take her and fasten her to a log, and call on Mother-earth to come.” When Mother-earth came, she said, “Sire, there I lie; they tread upon me; I never say anything; they do all kinds of things upon me, yet I never say anything. Now the other day when I was there, Kuntukurunku and Kuntunamoa, Odds and Ends, fell upon me, and I said, ‘O! what is the matter?’ and they said, ‘You have not dug a hole in which we can lie, and you and all your flatness are no use (to any one).’ Because of that, I, too, abused Prae, the Broom.” The Sky-god said, “Take her and fasten her to a log, and go and get Odds and Ends.” Odds and Ends came. They said, “Sire, we were on the ceiling, and we were playing, and we fell down and we hurt ourselves; because of that we abused Mother-earth, saying she was flat.” The Sky-god said, “Councillors, we have heard all this matter, so let us rise up and go into the room and consider the evidence and come and give judgement.” So they rose up and went into a room, and closed the door. That is why, when you go into a room at night,—blackness—the Sky-god and his Councillors are consulting there.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
How Divorce Came into the Tribe
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

A CERTAIN hunter, who was called Kwasi Gyaba, and his wife once went to reside in a camp in order to hunt. Now, when Kwasi Gyaba went to the bush, he did not bring any meat. He never brought back any meat. Now, one day his wife questioned him, saying, “I believe, when you kill meat, you sell it, and eat (the proceeds) or else you give it away in presents, so to-day, if you go to the forest, and do not return with meat, I am going off to my mother yonder, for I am sick of living on rats, and fish, and snails, and such-like.” The hunter, Kwasi Gyaba, set out for the bush. He saw a duyker going past. He said (to himself), “Duyker, where you sleep, there shall I rest with you.” The Duyker went and stood beneath a tree. He (the hunter) raised the gun, pam! A Python—where it came from goodness only knows—landed on the Duyker, and a Leopard, too, leaped upon it. ‘The hunter remained hidden and silent. He said (to himself), “Alas! what misfortune I have beheld.” The Python said, “Father hunter, come, what one head is thinking, another head has sometimes heard, so, hunter, come hither, and let us go to our village, and let us share this duyker, for we will not do you any harm.’ The hunter took his gun and followed them. They went and shared up the meat. The Python said, “Father hunter, I like you, so sleep here to-day, and I shall give you medicine; now this medicine, when you put it in your ears, you will hear the voice of the leaves, of the trees, and of rivers, and the speech of all animals. Therefore this night go and sleep, but do not breathe.” The hunter went to sleep; he left off breathing. The Python took medicine and put it in his ears. Next morning, when things became visible, the hunter understood the language of all things. He set out, and came to his village. Now, when he came, he heard that his mother-in-law had come to her daughter’s (house). Now his mother-in-law was blind in her right eye. The hunter went and sat down in the room. Now, speech and its left-behinds (i. e. I forgot to mention), said that when he met his mother-in-law, she was pounding corn. The hunter sat there in silence, and two fowls who were there (began to talk); one asked the other, saying, “How do you manage to get the corn, while, when I go (to pick it up), I get chased away by her?” The other replied, “Why, have you not noticed that she is blind in her right eye, so when (you want) to pick up corn, if you pass by the damaged one, she can’t see you?” Kwasi Gyaba heard (this); he threw himself on his back and laughed, twe! twe! twe! His mother-in-law said, ‘Ah, my son-in-law, why are you laughing at me like this?” But Kwasi Gyaba lay on the ground laughing, and he kept on laughing. There and then, his mother-in-law uttered the forbidden word of the Sky-god upon him, saying that Kwasi Gyaba should show the cause of his laughter before the face of the Sky-god. The Sky-god sent messengers to bring Kwasi Gyaba. When he reached the end of the town, he lifted up his song:

“Now I am going to speak and die, Kwasi Gyaba e!

I am going to speak and die, when this happens you must not weep for me.

Kwasi Mpuroko Gyaba, he is going,

When this happens you must not weep for me.”

The Sky-god’s elders said, “Listen to the prisoner’s song.” They took Kwasi Gyaba before the Sky-god. The Okyeame (spokesman) rose up and said, “Kwasi Gyaba, did you really laugh at your mother-in-law, or is she lying?” Kwasi Gyaba replied, “Sire, owing to certain medicine, under the influence of which I am, if I reveal the reason (of my laughter) I shall die.” The Sky-god said, “Because you are my hunter, I shall not allow you to die.” His mother-in-law said, “Sire, he is lying, he was just laughing at me, so I shall be content with nothing else but an explanation.” The spokesman said, “Kwasi Gyaba, have you heard? ’? Kwasi Gyaba replied, “Then I beg for a grave, and when I am dead, lay me in it.” No sooner had his mouth stood still, than a Cock and a Hen came by; and the Cock said to the Hen, “Stand still and let me mount you.” The Hen said, “What, in front of these people?” The Cock said, “If you don’t stand still there, I shall speak the forbidden word to the effect that you can take yourself off.” Now Kwasi Gyaba heard that. Immediately he said, “Sire, Sky-god, let them stop digging a grave, for I have something to say.” The Sky-god said, “Speak.” Kwasi Gyaba said, “I speak the forbidden word, that my mother-in-law may take her child away.” All the elders said, “That is true, that is true, the case is finished.” There and then the Sky-god made a law to the effect that, ‘any one, even your friend, if he troubles you, speak the forbidden word upon him, or if it be your wife who does so, speak the forbidden word and divorce her.” Thus it came about that divorce came into the tribe. It is the Cock we copied.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
How Abosom, the Lesser-Gods, Came into the Tribe
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

A CERTAIN hunter and his wife once lived in a hunter’s camp. They were poor, and they lived there fighting for their existence. The hunter used to rise up and go to the forest—in vain. When he came home and set fish-traps in the river, and he took the fish and minnows and brought them to his wife. Now there they were, and his wife questioned him, saying, “I believe that when you kill meat, you give it away, or else you sell it and eat (the proceeds), so to-day if you go to the bush and don’t bring any meat, I shall go back to my village.” The hunter set off to the forest. He walked and walked, he did not see an animal of any kind. He said (to himself), “Oh, I have seen misfortune.” Now, when he was looking about, he saw a Duyker walking over yonder. He said, “As for you, Duyker, I shall kill you.” The hunter followed it, kyiri! kyiri! kyiri! (was the sound of his feet), The Duyker fled and went between the buttress roots of a tree. He (the Duyker) said, “Grandfather Tano, I flee to you for protection, that the hunter may leave me.” The hunter said, “As for me, I don’t know the thing they call ‘Tano ’, so pass on that I may take you and go and give to my wife.” Tano stood there, and he broke into speech, saying, “Hunter, leave the Duyker and take me home, for there will be much profit for you in me.” The hunter stood there, and he shook, biribiri. He picked him (Tano) up and put him on his head. As he was bringing him along, he met Death. He said, “Hunter, whither are you taking my okyeame (spokesman)?” The hunter replied, “Father, my eyes are red; I was seeking for meat to go and give to my wife, when I went and saw the Duyker, and when I was going to kill it, he said he had fled for protection to this thing; I said I knew nothing about it. This thing (then) said I must take it home, as there was (it said) much profit in it.’” Death questioned Tano, saying, “You are going to the home, and you know that when any one falls ill, and I take my hammock, and come, and place it beside him, no one must interfere, so when you go to the home, what I have to tell you is this: when any one is ill, and I am not going to take him, I shall inform you, and you will receive something in compensation for me, and as for that compensation, blood is all I want, and you may have the flesh.” The lesser-god said to Death, “Grandsire, I have heard, master.” The hunter took Tano, and came home with him. As Tano stood there, he sang a song, and they joined in the chorus. Next day, when things became visible, and when some one fell ill, they took him there to Tano. He (Tano) said, “You will die.” It was true, he did die. (To another) he said, “You will not die, so bring this and that.’” When one took the things, he (the lesser-god) said, “I go to beg life for you.” And because you gave (these offerings) to Tano, of a truth you became well. That is how we perceive that the lesser-gods are beneficent; so people go there to Tano and receive from him some of his children.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
How It Came About That Ananse, the Spider, Went Up on the Rafters
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

ANANSE O! he married the daughter of Nsia, the mother of the Sky-god, and he went and said to Nyame (the Sky-god), “The day your mother, Nsia, dies, come and tell me the date chosen for the funeral custom.” About three days later they came and told him that Nsia, the mother of the Sky-god, was dead. Now Ananse’s blood-relations were ’Berekuo, the King Jay, Kwakuo, the Monkey, and Odwan, the Sheep. Then Ananse addressed them, saying, “They have come and told me about a funeral custom, so you must accompany me.” So Ananse caused (a message) to be sent to the Sky-god that he was coming to the ceremony. Then the Sky-god caused all his subjects to gather, just like the assembly of an Omanhene. And Ananse said, “When evening falls cool, I shall come.” The Spider made a bag, and inside it he put ’Berekuo, the King Jay, Kwakuo, the Monkey, and Odwan, the Sheep, and he slung the bag over his shoulder, and wrapped his cloth over it. Then he addressed the creatures, saying, “When I reach the Sky-god’s there, you must weep.” When he arrived before the Sky-god, the ’Berekuo lifted up (his voice):

“Kurukusu, ku! ku! ku!

Kurukusu, ku! ku! ku! ni.”

And the Monkey raised (his voice):

“Kakum!”

And the Sheep raised (his voice):

“Me!”

This was the lamentation of Kwaku Ananse. All the people said, “You have done well, here is one man who can weep and lament in three different ways.” When he had finished (his lamentation), the Sky-god looked out for a fine house for him to live in. Next morning, when things became visible, the Sky-god cooked fine food and gave it to Ananse. When Kwaku Ananse saw this food, he said (to himself), “I shall not give any to ’Berekuo, I shall not give any to Kwakuo, I shall not give any to Odwan, for I have fasted for a long time.” So Ananse ate, he did not give his blood-relations any. Now, he and they remained on and on, and the Sky-god said, “We will hold the eight-day funeral celebration.” But the Sheep said (to Ananse), “Hunger is killing me, I am not going”; Kwakuo and ’Berekuo said the same thing. Now the Sky-god went to sit among the assembled people, and he caused them to inform Ananse that the fine thing which he did the other day, he may do it again, for he and his elders were assembled (to listen to it). Ananse replied, “I do not feel well.” Next day the Sky-god said to Ananse, “You have made my eyes drop for shame.” And ’Berekuo, and Kwakuo, and Odwan said, “We too, you have caused us to be hungry, so we and you will split away from the clan.” So Kwakuo and ’Berekuo went off to the bush, but Odwan, the Sheep, remained at home; and the Spider jumped and flattened himself against the rafters; that was because he was ashamed.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
How Aketekyire, the Cricket, Got His Teeth Burned
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

AKETEKYIRE, the Cricket, and Ananse, the Spider, started off, saying they were going in search of corn in order to plant it. And they got just two grains of corn. And Ananse said, “I am going off to plant mine.” And the Cricket said, “I am going to roast mine in order to chew it.” Ananse went and planted his. The Cricket, he, too, took his, and put it on the fire. It was long in getting cooked, and he sat down there (beside it). The Spider, too, he went off to the plantation; he was about to peep under the sheath covering the corn. The Corn said, “Don’t peep into my eye, lest your finger goes into my eye.” Ananse was turning his eyes to look at his Dog; his Dog said, “You need not look at me, it was not I who did it.” Ananse was about to break off a stick to beat the Dog, when the stick said, “Don’t break me, for (if you do) your Dog will bite me.” Ananse came home and told the Cricket all about it. While he was laughing, he fell into the fire. That is how the Cricket got his teeth burned.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
Kokokyinaka, the Blue-Crested Turacou, Did Not Go to Ananse, the Spider, for a Loan
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

ONCE upon a time, the Kokokyinaka bird went to Ananse, the Spider, in search of a loan of an asuanu’s weight of gold dust (£4). Now, as Ananse himself had none, he went there to his friend, Ntontom, the Mosquito, to get some and bring it to his friend, the Kokokyinaka bird. The day passed which the Mosquito had fixed (for the repayment of the loan), and the Mosquito said to Ananse, “Go and get my gold dust for me.” Ananse replied, “The Kokokyinaka bird is sitting on top of that Silk-cotton-tree, so go and receive your gold dust.” The Mosquito asked, “How shall I go about getting it; the creature can fly.” The Spider replied, “Go and trip up the tree, and when you see, the tree will break, then you have caught the Kokokyinaka bird, and got back your gold dust.” The Mosquito went and tripped up the tree. When it was about to break, the Kokokyinaka bird went off from there, pa bu bu bu! Then the Mosquito came, and he said, “Congratulations, Ananse.’” That is why we have a saying which runs, “The Creature called the Kokokyinaka bird did not borrow from Ananse that the Mosquito should go and trip up the Silk-cotton-tree.”

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
Ananse, the Spider, Said He Was Going in Search of a Fool, While All the Time He Himself Was a Fool
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

ANANSE, the Spider, was once living there, and he said he was wanting a fool to go with him to set fish-traps. He wandered all about, but could not get one. Then he met Osansa, the Hawk. He said, “Let us go and set fish-traps.” The Hawk replied, “I have (plenty) meat to eat.” Afterwards he met Anene, the Crow, and he said, “Let us go and set fish-traps.” The Crow said, “I have heard.” Now, the Hawk said to the Crow, “About this fishtrap-setting expedition on which you and Ananse are going, don’t go, for Ananse says he is looking for a fool, that when he and the fool set fish-traps, he will get all the money.” The Crow replied, “You need not say any more, for I will see to it that I get all the money.” The Crow and the Spider set out for the bush to cut palm branches. The Crow said to Ananse, “Give me the knife and I shall go and cut (them), and your work will be to take the weariness (resulting from my labour).” The Spider replied, “Do you take me for a fool; let me do the cutting, while you will take the weariness thereof.”. Ananse was cutting (the palms) while Anene, the Crow, sat there groaning. When he had finished cutting (them), they tied them (in a bundle). The Crow said, “Spider, let me take and carry them, while you will take the weariness thereof.” The Spider replied, “Get out, you take me for a fool?” And he took them and placed them on his head. The Crow followed behind and he was groaning. When they reached home, the Crow said, “Let me make the fish-traps and you take the weariness of my labours.” Ananse replied, “Never; let me make them and do you take the weariness.” Then the Crow went and reclined on his back, and he was groaning. Ananse said, “Fool, you say you have sense, and yet you are dying.” The Spider completed the fish-traps. ‘The Crow said, “Let me carry the fish-traps and take them to the water, and do you take the weariness thereof.” The Spider said, “No, I shall go with them, and you take the weariness thereof.” They reached the water; the Crow said, “Father Spider, there lives a beast in the water, so let me stand in the water and set the fish-traps, that should the beast bite me, you will take the death thereof.” Ananse said, “Ah, you take me for a proper fool; I myself shall set the traps, and if he bites me, you will take the death thereof.” Ananse took the fish-traps and set them in the water, and they came back home. Next morning, when things became visible, they went to examine the traps, and they had caught two fish. The Crow said, “Spider, you take these two, and when to-morrow we come, and (the traps) have caught four, I in turn shall take them.” The Spider replied, “This fellow! You take me for a proper fool; you take these two, and to-morrow, I in turn will take the four.” The Crow took them. Next morning they went (again to visit the traps), and they got out four (fish). The Crow said, “You take these four, and when to-morrow we come and have caught eight, I in turn shall take them.” The Spider replied, “You take me for a fool; you have these four, and to-morrow I, too, shall take the eight.” Next morning they went (to visit the traps) and got out eight. The Crow said, “Take (them), and to-morrow I, too, will take the sixteen.” The Spider said, “You take me for a fool; do you take the eight, and to-morrow I shall have the sixteen.” By now the fish-traps have become worn out, and the Crow addressed the Spider, saying, “Go and fetch these rotten fish-traps, and when one sells them, one will get ntanu (i. e. (£16) for each single (trap), so do you, Father Spider, take these fish, and take the rotten fish-traps and give them to me.” The Spider said, “No, do you take the fish and go and sell them, and I shall take the rotten fish-traps and take (the proceeds).” They carried (their things) off to a market. Immediately the Crow had disposed of all his goods; he got much gold dust. But there remained the Spider’s (goods). Then the Crow said to him, “Take these rotten fish-traps and hawk them round and they will buy them.” The Spider lifted them up; he said, “I am selling rotten fish-traps!” Now the head-man of the village heard (him), and he said, “Where does this fellow come from; go and call him to come.” The Spider went. The head-man said, “Do you suppose that we folk in the village here are fools; now your friend (here) came and sold fish (with profit), have you not noticed him, but you would dispose of rotten fish-traps to us?” The head-man said, “Flog him.” So they beat him. Then the Crow said, “Spider, you have seen, your eyes are dead for shame; you said you were going in search of a fool to work with you, and you have (now) perceived that you yourself were the fool.”

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
How Ananse, the Spider, Became Poor
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

KWAKU ANANSE, the Spider, went off there to Nyankonpon, the Sky-god, and said, “Give me a single grain of corn and let me bring you a whole village of people (in exchange).” The Sky-god said, “You are not able.” The Spider replied, “Should I be unable, I swear by your mother, Nsia, then I shall pay for the violation of my oath with my head.” The Sky-god said, “Receive it (the grain of corn) and be off.” The Spider set out and went to a certain village. He told the head-man the following story. “The Sky-god has sent me; he says, I must take this single grain of corn and go with it somewhere, and when I come (anywhere), I must let this grain of corn sleep with the fowls.” The head-man said, “E! when fowls and corn sleep together, will it be well?” Ananse replied, “All you have to do is to allow them to sleep together.” The head-man said, “Go and place it there.” Next morning early Ananse said he was going to look for it, but the (single grain of) corn was no longer there. The Spider said, “Head-man, the fowls have eaten the Sky-god’s corn.” The head-man said, “I am not able to have any dispute about this, so take the fowl and go.” Ananse went and took one large fowl, and set out with it for another village. When he reached there, he told the head-man a story, saying, “The Sky-god sent me, and I shall sleep here, and this fowl which I hold must sleep with the sheep.” The head-man said, “Bring it and put it there.” In the night, Ananse went to the sheep kraal and killed the fowl. He took the fowl’s intestines and stuck them on the horns of a big ram. Next morning early, he went to the head-man there and said, “Give me the fowl.” When they would have gone and fetched it for him, behold, the fowl was dead. Ananse said, “Ah! that is the Sky-god’s fowl, which the sheep has killed.” The head-man said, “I am not able to have any dispute about it, so take a sheep and go.” Ananse took the sheep and set out. He reached another village. He went to the head-man’s house. The head-man said, “What news?” The Spider replied, “The Sky-god has sent me, and I hold the sheep; it and the cattle are to sleep together.” The head-man said, “Ho! let it rest with the sheep.” The Spider said, “No, for this is the special sheep of the Sky-god, it rests with the cattle.” The head-man said, “Go and put it there, then.” The Spider went and put it there. At night, Ananse went and killed the sheep, and put its blood on the head of one of the cattle. Next morning early, Ananse said, “Head-man, give me my sheep.” They went to the kraal; there was the sheep, dead. Ananse said, “Head-man, it is the Sky-god’s sheep which the cattle have killed.” The head-man said, “I am not able to have any dispute with you about this matter, so take away the cow that killed it.” Ananse took the cow, and set off, and came to another village. He took the cow and tied it up there, and went to sleep. As he was sleeping there, they came and told the head-man that one of his slaves had died. The head-man said, “You must throw him away, for I have no coffin.” The Spider said, “As for me, I want it, for the Sky-god told me that if I got a corpse which they were going to throw away, that I must change it for a cow.” The villagers said, “No.” (But) Ananse (insisted), saying, “You must bring it to me, and if you go and sell the cow you will get an asuanu’s-worth of gold dust (be. £4), and you can take (this amount) and buy a fresh slave.” The people said, “There is truth in that.” So they effected the exchange. Ananse picked up the corpse and set off, and came to another village. When he reached there, he addressed the head-man, saying, “Permit this child of mine to go and sleep with your children, in this pato (open veranda room); now (I must tell you) this child is not nice, he is in the habit of breaking wind at night, so when he breaks wind, let the (other) children beat him.” Now the man had been dead for three days. The children and he (the corpse) lay down. Now they felt something stinking. They said, “That child has broken wind, let us beat him.” They fell on him, titim! titim! titim! (was the sound of their blows). Next morning early, Ananse went to call his child. When he went, there he was, dead. Ananse said, “Head-man, your children have killed the Sky-god’s messenger who was along with me.” The head-man said, “I am unable to have any dispute about this matter, so you can take the children away.” The Spider replied, “(I cannot agree) unless you, head-man, and all the people in this town go before the Sky-god, to state your case.” The head-man sounded the ’dawuro gong, proclaiming, “All of you must go before the Sky-god yonder, to go and state our case.” The Spider led the way; all the people followed him. When Ananse reached the outskirts of the town, he sent a messenger to tell the Sky-god that he was coming with the people of a town. The Sky-god summoned his assembly, and sat down (among his courtiers). As Ananse marched in, he raised (his song):

“Ananse, alas, alas, I got a single grain of corn to go and gain a fowl.

Ananse, alas, alas, I took the fowl to go and receive a sheep.

I took the sheep and went and got a cow,

I took the cow and went and got a corpse,

I took the corpse and got the people of a town.”

Every one said, “Do you hear the song which Ananse is singing?” Ananse raised his song once more:

“Ananse, alas, alas, I got a single grain of corn to go and gain a fowl.

Ananse, alas, alas, I took the fowl to go and receive a sheep.

I took the sheep and went and got a cow,

I took the cow and went and got a corpse,

I took the corpse and got the people of a town.”

Ananse arrived before the face of the Sky-god, and the Sky-god inquired of Ananse the news. Ananse said, “A single grain of corn I received, saying I would come with the inhabitants of a town; there are the people of a town standing there.” The Sky-god said, “Praise him.” (They shouted,) “E! e! e!” The Sky-god said, “What must I give you as a thank-offering?” The Spider said, “I do not desire anything; (a place) on the rafters is all I want.” The Sky-god said, “Oh; oh! this subject (of mine), you will die in poverty, you, who went and brought much, yet say you do not desire anything.” That is why poverty will never pass Ananse by.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
How It Came About That When One Plants Nwiadowa, Garden-Eggs, They Grow Along the Ground, While Nkuruma, the Okro, Stands Up Tall
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

GARDEN-EGGS and Okro once lived together in one room; half the house they used for the rubbish that they swept up, half they used as a sleeping-place. Everything they had to do, they did in that one room. Now Garden-eggs said to Okro, “I am ashamed of (the state of) this room, so let us go and dig a hole, and let us put the rubbish in it.” Okro said, “I am not going to go (and dig it).” Garden-eggs set off and dug a pit. When she had dug it, Okro shouted at her, and Garden-eggs answered back. She said, “Lift up the hole and bring it that I may see.” Garden-eggs replied, “Ah! since the Creator created, have you ever seen a person lift up a hole?” Okro said, “If you do not shut your mouth, I shall come and flog you.” Garden-eggs said, “Then get a strainer, splash it full of water and bring me to drink, and I shall lift up (the hole) and bring it to you.” Okro replied, “You take me for a fool; since we (first) lived here as a tribe, have we used a strainer in which to splash water?” Okro left where she was (sitting), and went to the hole to beat Garden-eggs. Now, as she was beating her, the Sky-god heard, and he sent Kokosakyi, the Vulture, saying that he should bring the two of them. The two of them went. Garden-eggs spoke the words that were in her mouth; Okro spoke those in hers. Now, the Sky-god made his spokesman to give judgement against Okro, and in favour of Garden-eggs. That is why, when we plant Garden-eggs, she lies flat on the ground; she is thanking the Sky-god and his councillors. And as for Okro, she stands up so tall; she declares she is going to fight with the Sky-god because he gave a crooked judgement.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
A Riddle
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

THERE were once three young men; they all loved one girl. Now these three young men left Bontuku to go to Cape Coast, saying they were going to buy things. When they reached Cape Coast, one of them had a mirror. He picked the mirror up, and he plucked some (magic leaves) and put them on the mirror, and he looked in it. He beheld their lover was dead, and that she lay in an open veranda-room. He said, “Friends, our lover is dead.” One of them said, “I shall cause us to reach Bontuku immediately that we may go and bury her.” The next one, too, said, “If you can manage to make us reach there, I shall immediately cause her to awake.” Now one went and plucked medicine, and put it on their knees, and they set out. At once they arrived there. Another, too, went and got medicine and put it in a brass bowl; and he took his cow-tail and dipped it in the medicine, and sprinkled the corpse with it. He said, “Corpse, awake; corpse, awake!” and it awoke. Now of these three people, which of them did the best?
You Are as Wonderful as Ananse, the Spider
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

ANANSE, the Spider, was once living there, when Nsia, the mother of the Sky-god, became ill. They went and fetched a medicine-man to come and attend her. When he came, he claimed a deposit of a pereduan of gold dust (i. e. £8) for attending to her sickness. Now, Ananse went and told the Sky-god, saying, “This fellow is taking your gold dust for nothing; he is not able to look after her, so let me look to her for you, and if I do not look after her, my head can be forfeit.” Ananse took an asuanu’s-worth of gold dust (i. e. £4), and he said to the Sky-god, “If I should be unable to cure this sickness, I shall give you a live lion.” Next morning, when things became visible, Nsia, the mother of Nyankonpon, the Sky-god, had departed. They said, “Ananse, what about it?” Ananse left that place; he has fled. Now, speech and its left-behinds (i. e. I forgot to mention that) Ananse’s greatest friend was Okusie, the Rat. He told the Rat what had happened, saying, “That is what I have seen, so now you must help me.” The Rat replied, “In what way can I help you?” (Ananse) replied, “I want you to go and dig a tunnel until it reaches under the raised mound upon which the Sky-god sits.” The Rat said, “I shall do it for you.” So he made it. The Rat came and informed Ananse, saying, “I have finished.” Ananse went and called his son, Ntikuma; and he cut a horn for him; and he told him to go into the tunnel and sit beneath the raised mound, and, when he saw that the Sky-god had seated himself on the raised mound, he must sound his horn and say:

“When you kill Ananse, the tribe will come to ruin!

When you pardon Ananse, the tribe will shake with voices

Ntikuma went and sat down beneath the reception seat, and Ananse set out, saying he was going to Nyankonpon, the Sky-god, there of his own accord. When he went, then the Sky-god’s executioners caught hold of him; they took him before the Sky-god. Then the spokesman said to him, “You, Kwaku Ananse, you said to Nyankonpon, the Sky-god, that if his mother, Nsia, died, that he might kill you; so because Nsia has departed, therefore we shall kill you.” Ananse said, “You must allow me to state my case.” But the executioners seized hold of him in order to go and kill him. Ntikuma raised (his voice):

“When you kill Ananse, the tribe will come to ruin!

When you pardon Ananse, the tribe will shake with voices!”

They said, “Listen, listen!” And again the horn sounded:

“When you kill Ananse, the tribe will come to ruin!

When you pardon Ananse, the tribe will shake with voices!”

Then the Kontirehene chief rose up to inform the Sky-god, saying, “This tribe belongs to you, Sky-god, and to Ya, Old-mother-earth. To-day you have got Ananse and are about to kill him. Ya, Old-mother-earth, says, ‘Let him go,’ so if you let him go, it will be well.” Then the Sky-god made the executioners release him. That is why there is a saying, “You are as wonderful as Ananse.”

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
There Is Nothing Anywhere (That We Fear)
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

THEY say that there once lived a Leopard and his wife, and that they had two children. Now the mother and the father of these children used to go to the bush every day to catch meat to bring to them. One day their mother and father said to them, “When you rise up, you must cry out and say, ‘There is nothing anywhere (that we fear), there is nothing anywhere (that we fear).’” Then they went off to the bush, leaving their children there. Then Dankwanta, the Night-jar, came along, and the children cried out:

“There is nothing anywhere (that we fear),

There is nothing anywhere (that we fear)!”

The Night-jar said, “Who told you to cry out such a thing?” They replied, “It was father and mother who said it.” The Night-jar said, “They are wrong; you must cry out, “Times soon change, times soon change.” Now, as for those infants, their mother and their father returned, and heard their children crying: “Times soon change,

Times soon change!”

They said, “Who told you to cry out such a thing?” They replied, “A certain man told us.” Then their mother and their father said, “You must not call out that, you must call out, ‘There is nothing anywhere (that we fear), there is nothing anywhere (that we fear).’” They gave the infants meat and went off. The Night-jar came back, and he had made two spears. Now at the place where the infants lay stood two trees. When the Night-jar came, he broke the two trees, and he stuck the spears in the stumps. He said to the infants, “You must cry, saying, ‘Times soon change, times soon change,’ and when your mother and your father return you must say that it is I, who have told you.” The Night-jar flew and alighted on the point of one of the spears. Not long after, the mother and father of the infants returned. They said, “Who told you to cry out this?” The Night-jar answered, “I (did).” The male Leopard was leaping upon him to seize him, when the Night-jar flew off and the Leopard impaled himself on the spear. The Night-jar flew on the second spear. When the female Leopard would have leaped to catch him, she, too, was impaled on the spear. The Night-jar said to the children, “Now, you see you will not get any more meat to eat. That is what I meant when I told you, ‘times soon change ’.”

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
We Do Not Leave an Elephant Behind, to Go and Throw a Stone at Aserewa, the Wren
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

ANANSE, the Spider, was living there, and one Sunday Adae, he went to bid good morning to the Sky-god. He (the Sky-god) gave him a section of a lime. Ananse set out with it and went on. As he went, there were women in the stream beating their clothes. Ananse told them to accept the section of lime and give to their child. They received it and gave the child. Ananse said, “Give me something and let me go.’” Then they splashed water into a gourd, gave him, and he went off with it. As he went, there were some people making earth mounds in which to plant yams, and Ananse gave them water to drink. The people gave him a yam. He went on and he met a blacksmith, and he was chewing charcoal. He gave him the yam, saying he must accept it and eat, for to eat charcoal was not good. And Ananse said, “Give me something and let me go.” He gave him a soso (hoe), and he took it and went off. He went and saw a man, who was using his penis to cut down palm-nuts. And Ananse gave him the soso (hoe), and he in turn gave Ananse palm-oil, one water-pot, full. And he set off. And he went on, and met a woman who had borne ten children, and she was oiling their skins with her own spittle. Kwaku Ananse took the oil and gave it to the woman, that she might oil her children with it. The woman gave him one child, and he set off with it, and went on, and met a woman. She had not any child, and she had taken a wooden spoon and fastened beads upon it. Then Father Ananse gave the child to the woman, and the woman in turn gave him the wooden spoon, and he set off with it. He went on, and met some one who was grinding corn-flour with her elbow. Ananse gave her the spoon, and she in turn gave Ananse corn-flour. He went off with it, and came across a herd of Elephants. The herd of Elephants were drinking at a mud hole. Ananse said, “Accept this corn-flour to eat, for this muddy pool is not good.” Then the herd of Elephants accepted it and drank it. When they had finished drinking, the Spider said, “Give me something and let me go.” They said, “We have not anything, but this stream which lies there, let us all jump and leap over it, and the one who falls in, you can take him.” Now, one of the Elephants was about to have a child. All the beasts jumped, but the one that was in “the family way” fell into the water, and Ananse went and got her, and he fastened a rope of palm fibre to the Elephant’s leg, and held it. Now he saw that an aserewa bird was passing. And Ananse said, “This is a beautiful bird, I shall go and catch it and give it to my child, Ntikuma.” And Ananse followed the aserewa bird; he threw stones to hit it; he did not get it. When he came back, the Elephant had gone off. That is why we have a saying which runs, “We do not leave an Elephant behind to go and throw a stone at an aserewa bird.”

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
Kwamena, the Tiered Ant-Hill, That Stands Within the Buttress Roots
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

THEY say there once was the daughter of a Queen Mother, and that no matter to whom she was given in marriage, she would say, she did not want him. But (at last) the King of the Ghosts, one Adu Gyanfi, came and married that child of a Queen Mother. The Queen Mother’s child said to her husband, “I and you will go to your town.” The man replied, “Let me go (first), and when the Adae falls on a Sunday, on the following Monday I shall come and fetch you.” The woman said, “Oh no, I and you will go together.” So they went off. As they were going along, they saw a great town with an iron gate at the entrance of it, and iron was all around the town. Now, at this town, if no blood-relative of yours had died, (and) you stood behind the gate and called out, no one answered you. Now as for this Queen Mother’s child, no relative of hers had ever died. Speech and its left-behinds (i. e. I forgot to say that) when Adu Gyanfi reached the iron gate, then he went to his house; he did not speak again to the Queen Mother’s daughter. The Queen Mother’s daughter and her slave-girl, Kra, remained, and they stood behind the iron gate, and did not get a way to go to the house. And the Queen Mother’s child lifted up her voice (and sang):

“Adodowa, open to me, it is I who have come,

Adodowa Kwasi Kampire, open to me,

Adodowa, open to me o.”

But Adodowa did not open to her. She, too, could not see the way back to her own town. Then she and Kra went between two buttress roots. And the Queen Mother’s child took a brass pan and sat upon it, and she took another, and covered her head; and Kra sat beside her. That is why, when you go where the buttress roots (stand), there sit the Queen Mother’s child and her maid-servant Kra; they have turned into the ant-hills called “Kwamena” which rise tier upon tier.

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
How (The Ntoro, Called) “Akyem Aboadee”, Came into the Tribe
We do not really mean, we do not really mean, (that what we are going to say is true).

THERE once lived a beautiful maiden. To any man who said that he loved her, she would say, “I don’t love you.” Now the Leopard transformed himself into a handsome youth, and he came and married her, and he took her off to his village. (When he reached there) he said, “I am a Leopard, and I came and mated with you.” She replied, “Father, I love you, whatever you are.” He and she had a son; he was a human child. Again she bore, and it was a girl. Now one day, her old mother said, “I am going to see my child’s whereabouts.” So her mother went, and (the daughter) took her, and hid her away. And her husband returned; he said, “Has some one come here?” And she said, “Some one has not come here.” He said, “What is that up above (on the ceiling) making kukuru, kukuru; and, moreover, urine is falling on me.” She said, “Mice.” Next morning, early, her husband went to the bush, and the woman said to her mother, “Go, and when you reach the cross-roads, don’t talk, when you reach the stream, don’t talk, for if you talk, he will come and catch you.” Now she reached yonder; she paid no attention (to what she had been told) but called out, “My son-in-law, my son-in-law!” The Leopard came and caught her and took her off, and when his wife saw her (body) she threw herself about and cried. Her husband said, “What is the matter?” She replied, “I have a pain in my stomach.” Next day, when things became visible, the woman said, “I am going to my village.” She pounded eto and eggs, and put them on her head, and took her two children; one walked in front, the other behind. Now, when she broke off some of the eto (mashed yam, and gave to her child to eat), she said, “Take and eat, child of that kind man.” And she broke off some and gave the other, saying, “Receive and eat, child of that kind man.” All this time her husband was walking (hidden) along side of her on the path. Then, when they had nearly reached the village, the Leopard said, “Aso (his wife’s name), I congratulate you because your mother came there and you did not show her to me, and you were the cause of my catching her, so stand there and let me name these my children: the man child I name Ofori; the woman child, Oforiwa.” The Leopard took off gold trinkets and gave them to his children, saying, “You must taboo any animal caught by a Leopard; and again, should they kill a leopard, you must take a sponge (and wash him), and white clay and sprinkle it on him; and now I give you my blessing, kose! kose! for you are of the Akyem Aboadee Ntoro.”

This, my story, which I have related, if it be sweet, (or) if it be not sweet, take some elsewhere, and let some come back to me.
Colophon
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