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This book is dedicated to all the children of the world
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The children were playing in the shadow of the baobab. They were all roaring with laughter. Kakou was sitting—dreaming—in a corner. His friends called him, but instead of joining them, he went a little farther in a place known to him only. He was used to withdrawing there because he liked to remain undisturbed in his little boy’s dreams.


From the stories of the men, he knew there were other things to see farther, a lot farther, from the village. And he was very eager to see all these wonders.


“Good morning, Kakou,” said a voice he did not recognize.


“Good morning to you, funny animal. Are you a rhinoceros? The men in the village say that rhinoceros are dangerous, but I think you look very kind.”
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