
The Nyamas and the Farmer

Do you know what a Nyama is?  You've never seen one before?  I'll bet you have. Nyamas are
quite unique. They're strange little men who have lots and lots of hair and a head for every year of
their life. A one-year-old Nyama has one head; a two year old has two, and so forth right up to the
oldest Nyama of all, who is 75, has 75 heads!

With so many heads, you can just imagine how much hair each Nyama has! Tons! So much that
you know what happened once? You'll find out in "The Nyamas and the Farmer".

The story begins one winter day, one bitter cold day. The oldest Nyama of all was very tired,
because it's not easy to walk with 75 heads on your shoulder. What a load! The old man asked the
youngest Nyama to go to the house of a farmer who lived close by to get some cinders to keep
warm.
When the little Nyama got to the house, he saw the farmer's wife preparing couscous for supper, a
dish that has always been a favorite among the Nyamas.

The farmer's wife said to him:

"Don't worry, child, I'll give you the cinders you need, but you'll have to wait a while
until I finish cooking, and since you're here, if you decide to wait, you could stay for
lunch."

The little Nyama couldn't resist tasting the couscous and waited for the woman to finish cooking.
His mouth was watering!

While the Nyama was waiting impatiently for that savory meal, the farmer came home. When he
saw the Nyama's hair standing on end, he told him he couldn't leave his house looking like that,
and that if he didn't mind, he'd cut it for him while they were waiting for the couscous to be ready.
The little boy, who couldn't think of anything but the food, let him. "Anything for a bowl of
couscous, I don't care if he shaves me bald!" he thought.

Knife in hand, the farmer started cutting his hair. But he had so much! And the more the farmer
cut, the more it grew. It just wouldn't stop!

Meanwhile, when the old Nyama saw that the little Nyama hadn't come back with the cinders, he
asked the second Nyama to go look for his younger brother and for the cinders, of course. And the
two-headed Nyama did just that.
When he got to the farmer's house and saw that his little brother was having a haircut, he was
envious and asked the farmer to cut his hair, too.

When the old Nyama saw that the two-headed Nyama hadn't come home either, he sent the three-
headed Nyama after hime, and then the four-headed one, and the five-headed one, and the
six-headed one, ... but none of them returned!

Meanwhile, the farmer's work was piling up since more and more Nyamas were waiting for
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haircuts and they each had more and more heads, so it took him longer and longer to finish the job.
The farmer had turned into the busiest barber in the world! The Nyamas' hair was slowly piling up
on the ground-piles and piles of hair.

After the old Nyama sent out the last Nyama in the village and saw that he hadn't returned either,
the 75-headed Nyama decided to find out for himself what was going on at the farmer's house.
When he saw that all the Nyamas had had their hair cut, he was furious.

"If we suffered from the cold before, imagine what it will be like without hair-our
ideas will freeze!"

And he demanded that the farmer return all the hair. The farmer thought he had done them a favor,
so when he saw that the old man was unappreciative, he also got angry and said to him,

"Take all the hair you want, but first pick up all the footprints that you and your
Nyamas left in my vegetable garden."

Without thinking twice, the old Nyama started picking up all the footprints that the Nyamas and he
had left in the garden. But the footprints wouldn't disappear. In fact, there were more and more.
What was going on? Finally, he realized that as he was picking up some he was leaving others
behind!

When he saw that he would never finish and that the farmer had won, he and all the other Nyamas
decided to disappear. And they left so much hair behind that the farmer could never pick it all up
so he left it where it had fallen.
And in time, those mountains of hair turned into just that-- mountains.

So if it hadn't been for the Nyamas and the farmer, there would be no mountains in the world
today.
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