One morning, somewhere in a small village in Africa, Balla woke up restless.
The Sages had urgently asked him for help that night. They wanted him to save
the land that had been fFor ages completely immersed in the Fog. Because where
it is always Foggy, hope has disappeared. Mot an easy job. He was not going to do
it alone, the Sages of the World had said. More help would come. However, they
didn't say how or when, and so he couldn't wait. The Fog was growing thicker.
Where was he supposed to start from?

First, he went to work. He always did that in the town sguare. In bebween his
storytelling sessions, he could think about the Sages' mission. These days it was
much less crowded than before the Fog came. That was not good.

Earlier, people made time to liskten to their history and andent wisdom. They
understood that the youth needed to hear the stories because if the children no

longer knew them, all wisdom would be lost. The past would disappear.

Balla straightened his back and decided to make something of his day. That is why
he did not wear his usual suit, but rather the one for special occasions. He was
very proud of his costume. The long, light brown robe, with its purple and gold
embroidered cloak and iron-made shoulder pads, had long been in his Family.

He only wore it when there was something to celebrate. He pidked up his carved,
red and yellow, wooden talking stick that stood in the corner of his little house,
sighed deeply, and opened the front door. The Fog immediately attacked him.
'Hm, it won't be busy this afternoon. Amyway, I'll just bry.'
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Balla took his string instrument made from a large guard, the Kora, to the town
square. He used it to spice up his stories. On the way, he Felt a cold, wet gust

of wind, as if someone was blowing and breathing in his direction. His long,
impressive robe pressed against his body. He shivered. Cold, moisture and water

vapour, he thought. The fog seemed to be everywhere. Above the river, bebween
the trees and houses.

The Sages were right; there was something wrong.
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In the Fog, Balla struggled to find his way to the village square. It made him Feel
restless and insecure. It seems like the stories | know will disappear in the fog, he
muttered softly to himself. While walking cautiously and looking carefully not to
get lost, he walked on. With every step, he heard his breath.

He did not hear or see anyone else.
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Quzen Nunbi
and #the White Lions
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THE CEEATUEE HAS SUCOEMLY DISARPEARED
Celly ITS FOOTRPRINTS CEMAIN TN THE SAND
LIKE & 0T OF WITHRESS.
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Makeda: ‘Hey gints, style i> oun second skin?

Makeda is a stroeng and intelligent young African woman.
Entrepreneurship was in her blood from an early age. She
started her first business when she was 12 years old. Now
she is 24 years old, and she knows what she wants: to run
a company that provides products that make women feel
good - from herbs and perfume to jewellery and fashion.
According to Makeda, women are the leaders of the future.
Therefore, they may look good too.

Her efforts have not gone unnoticed. When she was 18, she
! received an invitation to speak about female leadership.
J Her speech went viral on the internet and it brought her a
' lot of success and recognition.

sl Makeda is quite busy because she also takes care of her
Tf_ el 4 little sister, Aimee, following the death of both their
I parents. They only have each other. 5o she doesn't have
! much free time. But, when she is free, she likes to play the
Djembe with her friends.

The white lion cubs are twins, a boy and a girl. Their names

Tsimbavaati and Tsimbavaatie mean ‘The place where the

star lions came bo earth’. You can tell them apart by looking v A

at their eyes. Tsimbavaati has bright blue star eyes. His Ewin LI

sister has beautiful orange star eyes. Tsimbavaati’s fur is light o

grey while that of his sister is white. Although they are young, o
they are inseparable and just like nature itself is, they are very 4 ﬁ
vulnerable too.

The cubs Tsimbavaati and Tsimbavaatie are sacred animals,
wha have been watching over the welfare of the earth for
generabions. They are sometimes called ‘white spirits” because
they can communicate with the past and the future.

Wwhen the earth is not doing so great, they descend from heaven

to warn people. This is a difficult endeavour for them because
they also do not like Eo be seen by everyone. Very occasionally

when they are spotted, something is really going wrong, as is

the case with the increasing fog.

So they never turn up by chance.

o Isimbavaatie: Y leamning to Rawvm!
Tnimbasaati: One day 3 be king!
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