




















































































































































































































































































































































































































But Elephant didn’t even feel it. Instead he carried Mboma in his trunk to a mfuma tree and 
threw him straight at the tree, so that he got stuck on its thorns as though he had been 
nailed fast. And there he died of desiccation, held captive by the tree’s thorns.

— Munyenye is a very small ant. It is dressed in a coat of human skin. It bides its time 
until it finds some people who sit and talk. Then, if one of them has chaps or a small sore 
on his foot which is beginning to heal, Munyenye starts picking up the skin that falls to the 
ground when new skin forms in the healing wound, and the old skin is scraped off on the 
ground. Munyenye comes softly and stealthily wherever people sit and talk. Then it sniffs 
the air and finds the skin dropped by someone with a sore and chapped spot or something 
like that. The little ant takes the skin and carries it off to her hole. She says: “A coat of human 
skin I’m dressed in”.

When Lukaami, the driver ant, saw Munyenye in this coat, he said to her: “But Munyenye, 
that coat is human. Where did you get it?” Munyenye told Lukaami: “This coat is made of 
human skin. I got it through my patient disposition. That is how I acquired it. And someone 
who lacks patience has no chance of acquiring one”. Lukaami said: “Tell me by what trick 
you got hold of this coat. Maybe you’ll sell it to me? Then you can go and get yourself 
another. You know how to get hold of another to dress yourself in”. But Munyenye told 
Lukaami: “I, Munyenye, cannot sell this coat. If you want a coat of human skin, then listen, 
and I’ll tell you how to go about it”. And then she told him: “If you want to get a coat like 
this, go in peace and tell your tribe that when you come to a place where people sit and 
talk, you must not sow discord by biting them, but only cautiously sniff around on the 
ground, then you’ll find the skin they pick from their body and throw on the ground. Take 
that and carry it home, and sew it into a coat. If you can’t do that, you will never own a 
coat of human skin”. When Lukaami had heard Munyenye’s words, he set off with his 
tribe. When they had gone some way, they came upon some people who sat and talked, 
but they paid no heed to Munyenye’s warning. As bold as brass they swarmed over the 
human bodies and bit them. When the people saw that it was Lukaami, notorious for his 
vicious bite, they pursued the whole tribe with fire and burned them, they grabbed sticks 
and beat them off. They were bent on chasing the driver ants (bankaami) away, for they 
had not brought peace with them, as Munyenye had done. That is why the people do not 
like Lukaami. He never got his coat of human skin. But Munyenye made herself small and 
insignificant, and that is why she was allowed to dress in a coat of human skin.

— Once upon a time the lightning descended from the sky and got himself into debt by 
borrowing from Frog. Lightning said to Frog: “You Frog, grant me a loan. Next time I 
come down to earth after my return to the sky I will pay you back”. When Frog heard 
that, she made him a loan. As soon as Lightning had got his loan, he returned to the heavens 
where he lived. Then one day he returned to earth, and Frog asked Lightning: “You, 
Lightning, pay me back what you owe me”. But Lightning roared: “Ngangala-ngangala 
baluta-baluta (burn me with a crash and a bang), I haven’t got it now, I’ll come back another
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day and pay you”. Frog said nothing. Lightning hurried back to his heavens where he lived. 
Another day he returned and Frog asked him again. But Lightning grumbled at her request, 
and refused to pay. He, Lightning, thought to himself: “Frog has no legs (speed), so I am 
in no hurry to pay that debt. I’ll tell her to get up and come and present her claim up in the 
heavens where I live”. For Lightning thought: “How will Frog get up to the heavens?” 
But meanwhile Frog was thinking to herself: “Soon Lightning is coming back here. If I 
remind him of his debt, he won’t pay. But wait, I’ll creep into his ntete basket. Who said 
I couldn’t get up to the heavens where he lives?” And so Lightning came back to earth once 
more. Frog asked him: “You, Lightning, now it’s time for you to pay what you owe me”. 
But Lightning just growled. And so Frog hurriedly hid herself in the ntete basket that 
Lightning had brought along on his trip. But Lightning was unaware of that. And so, 
when Lightning had come back to the heavens, Frog leapt out of the basket that Lightning 
had brought along. When Lightning saw Frog leaping about, he asked: “Ah, Frog, how did 
you get here?” Frog answered: “The same way you did”. Lightning untied his basket, but 
he saw no trace of her having been hidden there, since Frog took so little space, so how 
could he have found any trace of her hiding-place? Lightning was astonished and burst 
out: “Eh, leele! (int.) Do you want to tell me that you leapt up here from the country where 
you live all in one day? You can’t have come up by a mountain. I left you on your earth, 
didn’t I? I suppose that when I soared up to the sky, you came along on my back and arrived 
here in the heavens in no time”. Frog answered: “Now I’ve come to the heavens, so now 
pay me what you owe”. Lightning said: “Of course. But when I pay back my debt, how are 
you going to return to your country?” Frog said: “You pay me what you owe me and 
don’t worry that I won’t find my way back to my country”. Lightning paid his debt, and 
when Frog had received what was due to her, she said: “Ah, now I’m off”. But she only 
took a few leaps, zondo-zondo, until she was hidden in the low grass, and there she sat 
down and waited. Lightning believed that Frog had returned to her country, but actually 
Frog remained in hiding, waiting for Lightning to return to earth again, so that she could 
get into his ntete basket and come along. And so one day some time later Lightning packed 
his ntete basket, and Frog hastily crept inside. Lightning had no idea that Frog had crept 
into his basket and was coming down with him. And so Lightning lifted his basket and 
descended right down to earth. When he put his basket on the ground, Frog got out without 
Lightning noticing anything. She got out on the other side. Then she pretended to come 
leaping from a different direction. When Lightning saw Frog, he said: “Ah, Frog, it’s you. 
I thought you might have crashed to death on the ground when you came down to earth 
from the heavens, but you’re still alive. But it must have meant great hardship for you, 
when you dashed down on the earth”. “Not at all”, said Frog, “I had no trouble at all. I 
descended like a bird, and landed on the ground nangunga (gently down). I had no trouble 
at all”.

— One day Cricket and Nkabi had a contest. When Nkabi met Cricket, he leapt around 
her and said: “You, Cricket, let’s have a contest to see who comes first to the crossroads”.



Cricket said: “Well, Nkabi, you think that just because your legs are so long you will get 
to the crossroads first, don’t you?” “What did you think?”, said Nkabi. “Of course I’ll get 
there first. When you come hopping up, I’ll be there already”. And so they separated. 
Nkabi sped on his way. But now there were many crickets. Nkabi arrived at the crossroads. 
He heard Cricket saying: “I was first, I was first”. Nkabi said: “Alright, let’s separate again 
and then meet again where we first separated”. Cricket agreed and they separated. Nkabi 
set off at full speed, but again he was met by Cricket who said: “I’m first, I’m first. Nkabi 
was kept at it, dashing to and fro, until the break of dawn.

— Once Turtle went to set a trap. He caught a nkwete rodent. Then Turtle started 
moaning, to lure others to his trap: "I-i, I have no arms, I have no sister left. I-i, I have no 
brother left. I-i, the meat is rotting in the trap”. Buffalo came bellowing, and asked: “But 
what’s the matter, master?” “Ah, I’ve caught an animal in my trap, but there’s nobody to 
take it out for me”, said Turtle. “I’ll take it out for you”, said Buffalo. “In that case we’ll 
share alike”, answered Turtle. When they had cut up the catch, Buffalo said: “Give me my 
share”. Turtle told him: “Go and cut some leaves”. Buffalo did so and said: “I’ve cut these”. 
“No”, said Turtle, “those you should leave alone, they’re prohibited. Go and cut them over 
there”. When Buffalo was out of sight, Turtle hid the meat in his cave. Buffalo returned 
and said: “Where has Turtle gone to? Give me my meat”. Turtle answered: “Why should 
I give you my meat? Don’t you think we should set the trap together then?” “Alright”, 
said Buffalo, “I’ll snap it shut”. “But snap it with your head”, said Turtle, “if you use your 
arms, you’ll regret it”. Buffalo set off and thought: “He said not to use my arms, so I’ll do 
it with my head”. He stuck his head in the trap and it snapped shut on him, killing him 
outright. When Turtle saw that Buffalo was dead, he sat on top of the trap and started his 
wailing again. In that way he got one animal after the other to the trap. When they had cut 
up the meat and had been sent off to gather leaves, Turtle disappeared into his cave and 
took the meat with him.

But then one day Nsesi came up to the wailing Turtle. He asked him: “Shall I cut up the 
meat for you?” “Would you?”, said Turtle. “Then we’ll share alike”. Nsesi cut up the 
catch. Then Turtle told him: “Go and fetch some leaves”. And when Nsesi started pulling 
off leaves close by, he told him: “Not those, they’re prohibited. Those over there you can 
take”. Nsesi set off and Turtle disappeared into his cave. Nsesi came back and said: “But 
give me my meat”. “We didn’t set the trap together, now did we?”, asked Turtle. “Alright”, 
said Nsesi, “I’ll go and snap it shut”. “But snap it shut with your head”, said Turtle. “If you 
use your arms you will regret it”. When Nsesi got to the trap, the first thing he did was to 
wreck it. Then he stuck in his head and let it close on him. Turtle came to examine his trap. 
He saw that Nsesi was caught. He climbed on top of the trap, and took up his usual wail, 
not knowing that Nsesi was not dead: “I-i, I have no brother left. I-i, the meat is rotting in 
the trap”. But then Nsesi suddenly sprang at him and carried him off to his village. Turtle 
sang a song: “Nsesi has gone to Sampu and Wamba1, maybe he’ll get into danger”. Then 
1 Probably place-names.
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Nsesi’s children made Turtle dance. Afterwards, he fled and made his escape into the water. 
But there he got caught in Nsesi’s fishbuck. They took him out and made him dance again. 
Afterwards he escaped and disappeared forever.

The day came when it was these children’s turn to make the food. Their father Nsesi 
said: “Cut up Turtle, children”. The children pretended to do so by hitting the shield that 
had covered Turtle. But then another child told their father that Turtle had escaped when 
they had made him dance. The first time he made off, they had managed to catch him 
again in their fishbuck. “But Turtle tricked us”, they said. “He told us: “I must go and cool 
off my sweat”, but the last time he escaped, he disappeared for good. This is his shield”. 
Nsesi was furious and told them: “Now, children and your mother, I can never again eat 
your food”.

— Once upon a time Lightning came courting in Frog’s village. He sat outside with his 
palm wine and said: “I’ve come courting”. Frog’s people answered: “That’s fine, when 
we’ve seen your palm wine. If we’ll drink it we don’t know yet. Eh, after all, you have 
your village up there in the sky, Lightning. So what will happen? Will you come here for 
the marriage, or will your wife go there?” But Lightning assured them: “I’ll come here for 
the marriage”. They told him: “Now that we know just where we stand, you can go and 
see the maiden. Eh, you girl, thank for the palm wine if you like the young man”. The 
maiden came and thanked for the palm wine, and they began the drinking. The name of 
the maiden was Lusamba.

While they were drinking, the talk flowed. Some of them said: “Lightning is anyway a 
very handsome young man”. Lightning’s younger brothers in their turn praised the maiden. 
They said” “Ah, what a mother to have given birth to such a maiden, she has brought off a 
good birth. Look, her little lips are so soft”. Others said” “Ah, the maiden and the young 
man truly love each other”.

They drank and drank under laughter and merriment. And then suddenly Lightning 
opened his mouth and said: “I can tell you that we in the sky have many maidens that are 
marriageable”. Frog asked: "Is that true, or are you lying, my son-in-law (nkwezi)?” “Ah, 
never mind, my nkwezi Frog”, he answered. It’s no use just telling you about it. But you 
should come and see those breasts, and then you’ll see if they haven’t covered them with a 
slip of cloth, and tied a band across them. See for yourself if they aren’t mature”. Frog 
answered: “I’ll come to the sky myself, nkwezi Lightning, and find me one of those marriage­
able woman”. “You do that, my nkwezi”, said Lightning. “But how will you get there?” 
Frog said: “I’ll get there, don’t worry”. Lightning retorted: “You won’t get there, for 
there are hundreds who are unable to go there”. Frog said: “Do you mean that I won’t get 
there? What will you give me?” Lightning answered: “If you manage to get there, I’ll give 
you a hundred pieces of cloth (kindeke)”. And Frog replied: “Done. And if I don’t get 
there, I’ll give you a hundred pieces of cloth”. “Agreed”, said Lightning.

When the drinking was over and they had thanked for the palm wine, Lightning and his 
younger brothers with a clap and a crackle (natelelee) rose up in the sky. And so the day
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came when Lightning prepared palm wine for his second visit. He let the thunder roll. 
With a loud crash (natelelee) he descended and sat down. His in-laws called: “Nkwezi has 
arrived”. They swept the house and yard, and spread mats for Lightning and his party. 
Lightning came and sat down on his mat. His younger brothers had put down the palm 
wine, four calabashes of it. They were talking and talking. Evening came and it got darker 
and darker. At last they went inside. The palm wine was taken in too, and placed in their 
midst. Then Lightning said: “I don’t say two or three, but as you see I have two pavu cala­
bashes to seal the contract, and two to pay for the dressing of my wife, so what is there left 
for me to say?” His bakwezi said: “That is satisfactory. Let us thank for our palm wine: 
mbwo, mb wo”.

They started drinking. Lightning looked about him, but Frog was nowhere in the yard. 
He went and listened, and heard her muttering to herself in the house. Lightning thought 
to himself: “I’ll call her”, and he called: “Where are you, nkwezi Frog?” She answered: 
“Here”. “Aren’t you coming to drink now?”, Lightning asked. “Ah, you go ahead and 
drink”, she said. “I don’t feel very well”. But actually Frog had something else on her mind, 
to find a way to get up to the sky as they had wagered. Now see how clever she was. She 
squeezed herself under the first bear-pads that were tied to the basket, and when they came 
to pack the calabashes in the basket, she would be under it. And when they left, she would 
come along with them in the basket all the way up to the sky. And so next morning, when 
food had been prepared for Lightning and they had eaten, the visitors left. The younger 
brothers tied the calabashes in the basket, having no idea that Frog was already there under 
the bear-pads. Then Lightning let the thunder roll, and with a loud crash they shot up to 
their village in the sky. They put their calabashes down under the overhanging roof. When 
evening came, Frog left her hiding-place under the bear-pad and hid herself a bit away, 
watching those who passed by. To herself she said: “So that’s what it is like in the sky. But 
now I’ll show Lightning that he was wrong when he said I would never get to the sky”.

Lightning had no idea that Frog had come with them, and next morning, when Frog 
came leaping up to his house, she appeared before him without any warning. Lightning 
cried out in surprise and clapped his hand over his mouth five times. He could call neither 
taata nor yaaya. He was dumbfounded. At last he exclaimed: “Ah, but nzitu Frog, how did 
you get here?” Frog answered: “The same way you all came, what other way is there?” 
“To be sure”, said Lightning, “you’ve done what hundreds of people have failed in. You 
got here”. Frog chuckled in a secretive manner, and said: “Remember when I said I was 
feeling drunk from the palm wine? But who has won now, nkwezi?” Lightning admitted: 
“Yes, you have, my nzitu”. He went inside, fetched one hundred pieces of cloth, and placed 
them outside in the yard, with the words: “That is right. Yes, nzitu Frog, we wagered in 
the morning, we wagered in the evening. One loses, the other wins. Now it is you who has 
won. See here what is due to you”. Frog threw herself at her spoils. Lightning asked her: 
“But tell me, nzitu Frog. You have neither head nor arms, so how are you going to carry 
your new possessions?” “Don’t worry”, said Frog, “they’ll be carried”.

After some time Lightning asked Frog: “What day are you leaving?” She said: “I want to
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wander around in the sky a bit longer. Maybe you are ready to leave?” Lightning told her: 
“I’m travelling on the konzo day”. When the konzo day came, Lightning had the palm 
wine packed in ntete baskets. While they were eating, Frog came and squeezed both her 
possessions and herself in under the bear-pads that were tied to the baskets. When Light­
ning and his companions had finished their meal, they set out. With a crash (telelee) he 
landed straight in Frog’s village. He had no idea that Frog had accompanied them. She took 
the possessions that she had acquired by her trickery, and went straight into her house with 
them. Next morning Lightning gave a start when he saw Frog emerging from her house. 
“Frog, when did you arrive?”, he asked. “You came first”, she answered, “I followed”. 
“Good”, said Lightning. “When are you going back”. “Ah”, said Frog. “I’ll stay here”.

— Once upon a time Kangala, the bluebottle, made a fire in his yard to warm himself, 
because it was cold. When Mboma the python and Mpidi the horned viper saw his fire, 
they came over to warm themselves, for they were cold too. When Kangala saw Mboma 
and Mpidi by his fire, he fetched his marimba and played this tune:

“I will cut to pieces, bitindi-bitindi (onomat. from bita) 
I will cut to pieces, bitindi-bitindi”.

When Mboma and Mpidi heard this melody, they understood immediately that it was 
them he had in mind. They looked at their bodies and thought: “Which of us will be cut 
into pieces, in small pieces (bitindi-bitindi)?” When Mpidi looked at himself, he found that 
he was the shorter, and he muttered to himself: “Ah, I’m too short, how can I be cut into 
pieces? So I have no reason to escape”. But when Mboma looked at himself, he found 
that he was much longer. So he in his turn muttered to himself: “There’s no doubt that I’m 
most likely to be cut up in small pieces”. And hardly had the thought occurred to him, 
before he fled into the grass, yikwo (onomat.).

But where he fled in the grass, there happened to be some hens pecking for food. When 
the hens caught sight of Mboma, their enemy, they scurried in all directions to make their 
escape. In their flight they happened to come to the spot where ngondo monkeys were 
eating their fruits. When the ngondo monkeys heard the hens cackling, they instantly 
thought: “Perhaps some animals or birds are out after them to eat them?”, and they fled in 
haste. But while they were fleeing to save themselves, they happened to break a branch off 
a dead tree. The branch fell down on Nzau, the elephant, right on top of his boil, so that it 
burst, nanya (onomat.). Nzau jumped, for the pain twisted him inside. Enraged by the 
pain, he set fire to the grass. Because of this grass fire, Mvudi scorched his horn. When 
Mvudi came to the river and, nvwa, plunged his horn in the water, it happened to poke 
straight in the eye, i vuvu, of Mfulututu the turtle. Mfulututu’s eye was poked out, and he 
was furiously angry with Mvudi who had done it. Mfulututu went to Mvudi and told him: 
“Pay for my eye”. But Mvudi said to Mfulututu: “I won’t refuse to pay for your eye, but 
really it is the one who set fire to the grass who must pay both for your eye and for my 
horn, for if he hadn’t set fire to the grass, I wouldn’t have burnt my horn. And then you,
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Mfulututu, wouldn’t have had your eye poked out”. And so Mvudi and Mfulututu went 
together to Nzau and told him: “You, Nzau, have set fire to the grass. Because of this grass 
fire, see, Mvudi’s horn was scorched, and Mvudi rushed down to the water to quench the 
fire in his horn, see, then it poked Mfulututu straight in the eye and it was poked out. Now 
Mfulututu is very angry and has come to ask me, Mvudi, to compensate him for the loss 
of his eye. But I, Mvudi, have told him that it is not I who should pay for his eye, but the 
one who burnt my horn, he must pay both for his eye and for my horn. For if I hadn’t got 
my horn burnt, then I would have had no reason to dip it into the water. Therefore it falls 
upon you, Nzau, to pay both for Mfulututu’s eye and my horn”.

But Nzau said: “I have heard everything you told me. But now you listen to the story 
that I will tell you. See, I will not refuse to pay you, but I myself am very angry with the 
monkeys, who dropped a branch right on my boil. That is why I set fire to the grass. If 
that hadn’t happened, Mvudi’s horn would not have been burnt and Mfulututu’s eye would 
not have been poked out. Therefore it is not I, Nzau, who should pay for the horn and the 
eye, but those who caused my boil to burst, they are the ones who should pay for the horn 
and the eye and my boil”.

When they had discussed this, all three of them, Nzau, Mvudi and Mfulututu, set off to 
the Ngondo monkeys. When they arrived, Nzau told the monkeys: “You monkeys dropped 
a branch which broke my boil. I, Nzau, got angry and set fire to the grass. In that grass fire, 
see, Mvudi burnt his horn. And then when Mvudi went to extinguish his horn in the water, 
see, Mvudi poked his horn in Mfulututu’s eye and poked it out. That is why we have come 
to you monkeys to bring suit against you. Pay for my boil and Mvudi’s horn and Mfulututu’s 
eye .

But the monkeys told Nzau and the others: “We monkeys can not be held responsible 
for what is not our fault, but go to the hens, because it was they that made us flee, because 
we thought that there might be some birds after them that would grab us and eat us. That 
is why we fled. But you yourself know, master Nzau, that you and we have settled in the 
same country, and our woods are the same, and we live up in the trees and you under them. 
Have we ever before dropped a branch on you?” Nzau answered the monkeys: “No, indeed, 
never before. This is the first time that I’ve known you to hurt me. Oh well, never mind 
then. Let’s go and see the hens. They are the cause of it all”.

And so they went to see the hens, and when they got there, they said: “A big suit is brought 
against you hens, and you must answer it now”. The hens asked: “What is this suit, what 
have we done or been accused of, that we have to answer?” Nzau and his party told the hens: 
“Wasn’t it you that cackled and yelled and scared the monkeys into flight, so that they 
dropped a branch on a boil on Nzau’s back, so that Nzau got angry and set fire to the grass, 
which burnt Mvudi’s horn. And when Mvudi went to the water to extinguish his horn, 
he happened to poke out Mfulututu’s eye. So you see what a big case this is, for none of 
this would have happened if you hadn’t scared the monkeys. That is why you, hens, should 
pay for Nzau’s boil and Mvudi’s horn and Mfulututu’s eye”.

The hens answered: “Well, we’re sick of lawsuits. But listen to our story, and then decide
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whether we are guilty or not”. And so the hens told 
Nzau and his party: “We hens would never have 
cackled and fled if Mboma had not scared us. You 
know that Mboma is our worst enemy. That is why 
we put this question to you, Nzau, and you other 
people: If you were to see an animal that is wont to 
devour you, would you then flee or not?” Nzau’s 
party answered as follows: “Yes, we should set off in 
flight, for it is better to live than to die”. The hens 
said: “We thank you for this answer. What is your 
decision? Shall we take the blame? We feel that it is 
Mboma who must be held responsible, for it was 
he who frightened us”. Everybody approved of that 
answer.

And so they rose and went to where Mboma lived. 
They told him: “You are responsible, Mboma, for you 
have scared the hens, and the hens scared the monkeys, 
and the monkeys dropped a log that fell on Nzau’s 
boil, and Nzau got angry and set fire to the grass, so 
that Mvudi’s horn got burnt, and Mvudi extinguished 
his horn in the water, and then he poked out Mf ulututus’ 
eye. Therefore we have come to you, Mboma, to 
demand payment for Nzau’s boil and Mvudi’s horn 
and Mfulututu’s eye”.

Mboma told then: “I’m not guilty, but go to 
Kangala, for he frightened me”. They asked Mboma: 
“How then did he frighten you?” And Mboma told 
them: “It was like this. Kangala had made a fire in his 
yard, and we two, Mboma and Mpidi, we went to 
warm us by that fire. But when Kangala saw that we 
were warming us by his fire, he fetched his marimba 
and started playing like this: “I will cut into pieces, 
bitindi-bitindi, in small pieces”. When I heard that 
tune, I looked at my body and found that I was the 
longest, and I thought that Kangala probably intended 
me to be cut up in small pieces. That was why I fled, 
and I just happened to make off to where the hens 
were. You see, that was the reason for my flight.

Fig. 31. Spoon, Sundi (?), (Laman).

(I,
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But I had no idea of eating the hens, so how could I be guilty of this charge?” They all 
agreed that Mboma would not have to pay the fines, but that Kangala was the one who 
had to assume the blame.

And so they went to Kangala. They told him: “Take your marimba and play it.” This 
time, when he played, he chose another melody. The others said: “Change it, play another 
tune”. Kangala changed his tune and played: “I will cut up in small pieces.” When they 
heard this tune, they said: “You, Kangala, will have to answer a suit, because by playing 
that melody you scared Mboma into flight, and Mboma scared the hens, and the hens 
scared the monkeys, and the monkeys broke off a branch which fell on Nzau’s boil so that 
it burst. Nzau got angry and set fire to the grass. The grass fire burnt Mvudi’s horn, and 
Mvudi went to extinguish his horn in the water, and the horn poked out Mfulututu’s eye. 
That is why you, Kangala, are responsible, for if you had not scared Mboma off, none of this 
would have happened”.

And so Kangala was found guilty of the charge. He said: “The boar is full-grown. There 
are some among you who carry a knife”. He paid for Nzau’s boil and Mvudi’s horn and 
Mfulututu’s eye. That was how that lawsuit ended.

The old people had a saying: “Have a sensible mouth and a healthy body”. If your eyes 
don’t land you in a lawsuit, your mouth will. If your hand does not land you in a lawsuit, 
your leg will.

— Dog and Lizard were friends. Dog went hunting for big game with the people, but 
Lizard, small and puny as he was, had no chance of catching anything good-sized. But Lizard 
thought: “Now that I have Dog for my friend, I’ll get plenty of meat to eat, for Dog takes 
part in the hunt”. Day after day passed, and Dog went along with the hunters, who certainly 
shot enough game, but Dog had no chance of taking any meat along to his friend Lizard. 
Then, one day, Lizard complained to his friend Dog: “Oh you, Master Dog, you are forever 
eating meat. Your mouth and neck are dripping with blood, couldn’t you take a little 
something along for me?”. Dog replied: “Stop there, Master Lizard, consider the toils that 
I must endure”. Lizard asked: “But the blood covering you, what is that?”, to which Dog 
replied: “Some day, when we go out hunting, and you hear a shot, come then and watch 
us cut up the game. Sit in the top of a tree and watch, and you will see what your share 
will be when it is given to me”.

And so, one day, when Lizard heard that the hunt was under way and heard a shot go off, 
he climbed up in the top of a tree and sat there without moving or making a sound. When 
the game was cut up, Dog tried to get close and lick up some of the blood, but he was 
beaten off by the hunters. Then he went to Lizard: “Master Lizard, you see?” Lizard replied: 
“The nod of the head I saw”. Dog went back and tried to lick a second time, but again he 
was beaten off. Then he went up to Lizard: “You see, Master Lizard?” “Ah, I see!” When 
the hunters had finished cutting up their game, they called for Dog. They bathed him in 
blood, but he was given only a small morsel of meat. Then Dog went back to Lizard: “Mas­
ter Lizard, did you see?” “Ah, I saw, yaaya. Your words are true”.
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The moral of this fable is that one should never condemn anyone before hearing his 
version. It is told when somebody is heard spreading some malicious rumour.

— Once upon a time a man set out early in the morning to tap palm wine. On the path 
in the mponzila he discovered a mass of tracks of every animal in Nzambi’s creation. Back 
in the village, he told the men: “Load your guns, and put in big shot, for I have seen the 
passage of a host of animals, nsoba-nsoba (mud trampled up by the passing of numerous 
feet), and a wealth of tracks”.

So they loaded their guns and put in big shot, and took the dogs along to the forest. The 
sight of the innumerable tracks filled the hunters with wonder. They drew up in line and 
the driver of the hounds led his animals into the high grass, and told them: “A-a-a-a, stick 
to it, you, aku aku ewo e, here where they have passed, search here. Let the ecstasy get hold 
of you. By your dead mother, eh, up there, lutengolo, eh, he has passed there, dokalo bwo 
bwo, e wo e wo (imitating the sound of a wooden bell). The mwemvo pipe (sounds) nkwa, 
nkwa”.

When the hunted animals heard the mwemvo piping, the first flock, consisting of nsuma 
antelopes, sang this song:

Nsoba-nsoba ntambi (a tangle of tracks)
Be yiyi maama nsuma (these here of nsuma)
Mivyokele mumu (that pass here = the tracks)
E, maama ma (oh, this mother).

On hearing the animals’ song, the driver of the hounds was struck with awe, and called 
out to the hunters: “Ah, I leave this jungle, not these kombisilanga, but I!”. But at that 
moment one of the hunters called out that the hounds had found matnswala tracks, trampled 
grass showing the way the animals came and went. So he sent his hounds off again: A-a 
aku, aku mwakoo moo. They returned to the place they came from, ewo, ewo, catch, 
catch him, the mwemvo pipe kwara, kwara. Then the flock of ndutu sang:

A tangle of tracks
These here e maama ndutu
Have passed just here.

When the driver of the hounds heard this song, he again called out to the hunters: “Ah, 
I will not call here, I am getting out of here”. And so another came to replace him, giving 
him his gun instead. Then the new driver urged the hounds on: “They have passed here, 
here they have passed, this way the tracks go, by their mother, they have red teeth, they have 
fed here, here they have passed, they are scattered in all directions, the mwemvo pipe kwara, 
kwara”. Then the mvudi antelopes sang this song:

A tangle of tracks
These here, e maama, of mvudi
that have passed here, eh, maama.
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At this both hunters and dogs rushed out of the grass. All the animals sang together and 
their ringing song resounded through the high grass, but they did not come up to the hunters. 
This was witnessed by all the hunters that were along that morning.

This is a story told by the chiefs if the young men of the village are given to prowling 
about at night for lascivious purposes, and admonishes them to desist from their nocturnal 
excursions to the daughters and wives of other men.

— People who are thinking of buying a slave should take warning from the fable about 
the dove, Bembe, who had bought Kimfutu, the owl. Night after night, as she settled down 
to sleep, she cried out the same thing:

Kimfutu is my slave u-u
Kimfutu is my slave u-u
Kimfutu is my slave u-u.

Day after day she repeated her boast. Then one day Kimfutu made an agreement with 
Nzobo: “Tomorrow evening we’ll swoop down on Bembe, for she tells all the world that 
I, Kimfutu, am her slave”.

So the next day Kimfutu got first to the place where Bembe was wont to cry out her 
boasting words, and flew up on a branch in the top of the tree. In due time Bembe arrived 
and settled on her branch, not knowing that Kimfutu had got there before her. So she 
started her usual boasting, and cried:

Kimfutu is my slave u-u
Kimfutu is my slave u-u
Kimfutu is my slave u-u
Kimfutu I have bought u-u. Ruru u-u.

When Bembe had almost finished, Kimfutu swooped down upon her as she perched on 
her branch, pa, pa, pa (beating his wings). Bembe slipped through his fingers and fell bump 
(i kwo) on the ground. And at the foot of the tree waited another unexpected enemy, 
Nzobo. Nzobo grabbed Bembe, who had died in the fall, and ate her.

The moral of this fable is: “Even if you happen to be rich and are able to buy yourself a 
slave, you don’t have to shout it from the rooftops”.
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