


Long, long ago, before
the world had all its tales,
Anansi the spider had a
fine round belly. It was
fat and smooth, like @
ripe fruit the color of
river clay. Anansi was so

proud of that belly.

He fed it well, and he
meant to keep it round
forever. Then the big
Harvest Feast was called,

and all his trouble began.




The big Harvest Feast came
just once every seven years.
Every village in the forest held
its feast on a different day.
The hill villoge ate on Monday,
the river village on Tuesday,
the valley village on

Wednesday, all week long.

There would be yam stew and
nut soup and fried fruit and
sweet corn. So much food that
the juicy smell blew on the

wind for five days.




Anansi wanted to eat at every feast. That was the trouble. The villages were spread
far across the forest, and each feast began at the very same hour. No one could get
from one to the next in time. Every other animal just picked one village, ate, and was

happy. But Anansi could not pick. Eating at all seven feasts became his one pursuit.

'Eyes bigger than your belly,’ said Weaver Bird next door. Anansi waved her away. He

was already thinking.




By morning, Anansi had his plan, and it
svited him well. He would get the longest
rope in the forest and cut it into seven

equal bits.

He would carry one bit to each village
and hand one end to the village head.
'When the feast is ready, give this rope
one hard tug, and | will come at once/

he would say.

Then he would stand in the middle of the

forest, holding all seven ropes, and wait.




Anansi carried the ropes from
village to village, charming each
head with his best smile. 'What a
special guest, each head said, glad
to take the rope. It felt fine to have

such a well-liked friend.

Anansi had recruited all seven
villages. By the time he trotted back
to his spot in the middle of the
forest, he was tired. But the thought

of seven big meals kept his legs

going.

He tied all seven rope-ends around
his waist to keep his hands free,

and he sat down to wait.



Anansi waited through the early morning. He waited through the middle of the
morning. He went over the order he would run: hill village first, then river, then
valley. 'l will eat just a little at each one, he told himself, 'just enough to taste

every dish.’ Then he stopped. 'No. | will eat the full feast at each one!

He laughed to himself, thinking of their faces when they saw how much one spider

could eat. It would be the most fruitful day of his life. He did not know how close

to the edge he sat.




Here is what Anansi did not know.
This year the harvest was the
best in forty years, the juiciest
crop anyone could recall. Every

village had finished cooking early.

Each head looked at the hot,
steaming feast and thought, the
sooner we tug, the sooner our

special guest comes.

All seven heads looked at their
feast. All seven heads smiled. All
seven heads reached for their

rope at the very same moment.
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Yank. Yank. Yank. Yank. Yank. Yank.
Yank. Seven ropes went tight at
once. The pull of seven villages, all
going different ways, hit Anansi's
round middle with a big bang. He
flew off the ground. He spun like
a top. He made a sound no
spider had ever made before. It

would leave a bruise for a week.

The ropes did not break. The
knots held tight, because Anansi
had tied them himself, and his
knots were always good. That, it

turned out, was the trouble.



Anansi was pulled east and west and north and south, up two hills
and toward the river, all at the same moment. Every rope was taut.
Every head tugged, wondering why their special guest was so slow.
Anansi tried to shout for help. His voice came out as a tiny squeak,

because there was not much room for aqir in his bruised middle

now. The ropes squeezed tighter. And tighter. And tighter still.




At last the ropes went slack,

because all seven heads, baffled
by the pull, had let go at the

same moment. Anansi dropped

to the ground like a stone. He
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By the time Anansi reached the hill
village, they had eaten. By the time
he reached the river village, they
had packed up the pots. At the
valley village, the children were
already asleep. He went from village
to village and found empty tables
and full, happy animals patting their
round bellies. The juicy big meals

were all over.

At the last village, Weaver Bird
spotted him coming late, and she
said it again, the thing she had said
at the start. 'Eyes bigger than your
belly” She meant his waist. Everyone

could see his waist now.



Anansi went home hungry. His fine round belly was gone forever, pinched into the thin
spider-waist that all spiders carry to this day. It is what came of his greedy pursuit. You
cannot be in seven places at once. Wanting it all often means getting nothing, and Weaver

Bird is nearly always right.

When a child at the feast piles their bowl too high, their grandmother sets it down gently
and says what grandmothers in the Ashanti forest have said ever since. 'Eyes bigger than

your belly! And now you know just where that saying came from.
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Anansi and the Juicy Feast

Why does spider have such a tiny waist? Anansi the greedy spider loves to eat, so
when seven village feasts all fall on the same day, he hatches a clever plan to taste
every dish at once. But what happens when all seven villages tug their ropes at the
very same moment? Will Anansi get his juicy feast, or will his big appetite backfire in
the funniest way? This Bookbot level practices the 'ui’ sound with the words 'fruit,
'juicy’, "'pursuit’, and 'bruise’.

Reading Skills: | <vi>

bruise, bruised, fruit, fruitful, juiciest, juicy, pursuit, recruited, suited

Learn to read with confidence

The Bookbot app and its carefully designed decodable books help children
practise the sounds and words they are learning, building strong phonics and
reading skills one step at a time. In the app, children can listen to stories read
aloud, follow highlighted words as they are spoken, and read independently
when they are ready. Together, the decodable books and oral reading support
help develop accuracy, fluency, confidence and a love of reading. Learn more at
www.bookbotkids.com.
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