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The sun was so hot. The mud was dry with cracks. 
 
Izuba ryari ryici.  Icyondo cyari cyumye gifite 
ibisate. 

 



 Drip, drop, drip, drop. Drops wet the land. The land  is 
mud. 
 
To, to, to, to. Ibitonyanga bitosa ubutaka. Ubutaka 
n’icyondo. 

 



   The bug hops into the mud. “Oh, muddy mud!” buzzes 
the bug. 
 
Agasimba gasimbuka mucyondo.  Agasimba 
karavumvura. “Oh, Icyondo!”  

 



   The rat runs into the mud. “Oh, muddy mud!” yells  
the rat. 
 
Imbeba yiruka mucyondo. Imbeba irasakuza. “Oh, 
icyondo!” 

 



   The monkey fell into the mud. “Oh no, muddy mud!” 
calls the monkey. 
 
Inyende igwa mucyondo. Inyende iravuga. “aah oya, 
icyondo!” 

 



   The hog flops into the mud. “Oh, muddy mud!” grunts 
the hog. 
 
Isatura yitera mu cyondo. Isatura iranwigira. “Oh, 
icyondo!" 

 



The hippo looks at all the muddy mud. 
 

Imvubu ireba icyondo cyose. 

 



   The hippo plops into the mud. “Oh, no!” yell the  
bug, the rat, the monkey, and the hog. 
 
Imvubu yitera mu cyondo. Agasimba, imbeba, 
inyende, isatura. Birasakuza biti “aah, oya!” 

 



  “Now, it's my muddy mud!” brags the hippo.  
 
Imvubu irishingora iti ’’Ubu noneho kibaye 
icyondo.’’ 
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