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			Preface

			“Keeping My City Clean” is a fictional narrative which focuses on the importance of environmental cleanliness. To achieve its focus, the narrative follows the lives of a family in the suburbs of Lusaka, Zambia. The story follows Chabechabe and Neaty, whose initial encounter with litter leads to a loving relationship and marriage resulting in two children—Busaka and Mutolilo—who embody their parents’ values of cleanliness and kindness. Through various episodes, Busaka and Mutolilo inspire their peers to value cleanliness, leading to positive changes in their school and community. 
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			CHAPTER ONE

			CHABECHABE AND NEATY

			Chabechabe Musokolobe grew up in Mutendere suburb or compound in Lusaka, Zambia. Mutendere means peace. Of all the cities in Lusaka, his father Musokolobe chose to live nowhere else in Lusaka  other than in Mutendere compound  as he believed that he would be at peace there because of the rich meaning behind the compound’s name. True to his expectations, he lived there for many years in relative peace with isolated incidents lacking peace. However, when Chabechabe started work, he moved to Meanwood Kwamwena near his work place.  He was a teacher of Chemistry at Kaunda Square Secondary School in Lusaka and he was not married.

			Mr. Musokolobe and his wife had two children-a boy and a girl. When Chabechabe went to register for Grade 7 examinations, the teacher made a mistake on the surname and entered him as Chabechabe Chabechabe. From that time, his first and surname was the same. Friends fondly called him Chabechabe squared. 

			

			One morning Chabechabe was walking from the nearby shop while eating biscuits.  When he finished eating, he threw the empty packet of biscuits in the storm drain on the side of the road. Then he heard a female’s voice behind him, saying, “Excuse me sir!” Chabechabe stopped and turned around, and found himself looking at a very beautiful young woman who was wearing a green floral dress and black sandals. His heart skipped a few bits. I believe it was beating at 85 bits per second compared to the normal average of 72 bits per second. He had also picked up a very sweet floral scented perfume.

			“How can I help you on this glorious Saturday morning?” He asked proudly.

			With a smile on her face, she politely asked,” Do you mind if I pick up the empty biscuit packet that you threw in the storm drain and go and throw it in my dustbin at my home?” 

			Imagine how embarrassed Chabechabe could be feeling at this moment! He apologised profusely, as he walked to the storm drain. He picked the empty biscuit packet and put it into his truck-suit right pocket. The storm drain was dry so it was not difficult or messy to fish it out.

			Chabechabe thanked her and she started to walk away while Chabechabe stood like a statue looking at her. Then he ran after her and called out to her. “Excuse me, miss!” It was now her turn to stop, turn around and face him. “I am very sorry for my bad behavior of throwing rubbish in the storm drain.” He apologised. “Please go out with this polluter of the environment for a drink, if you do, I will never throw rubbish again. In fact, I would be willing to clean all the storm drains and pick up all litter in Meanwood compound if you agree to become my friend,” he  said with all sincerity and a smile on his face. The young lady burst out laughing, bashfully. Chabechabe moved closer and extended his right hand to her. Suddenly, he realised that his hand had visited the storm drain, he brought it back quickly, rubbed it against his truck suit bottom and then extended the hand again. “My name is Chabechabe,” he introduced himself. 

			The young lady stretched out hers and introduced herself as Neaty Mutolilo. “Is that your real surname?” she asked.  

			“Yes, that is my name just like my actions this morning,” he confirmed.

			 “Is Mutolilo your real surname?” it was his turn to ask. 

			Laughing, she answered in the affirmative and added, “I believe we are now even.” 

			Chabechabe took a piece of paper and a pen from his pocket, wrote his name and mobile phone number and gave it to her. He then said, “I behaved badly and do not have the right to ask you for your mobile phone number. Please, go home and think about my request for tea. If I do not hear from you, then I will know that I have not been forgiven.”

			He then added, “Nice to know you Neaty, you have given me a lesson I will never forget for as long as I live and I will never litter again for as long as I live. Certain lessons can be forgotten, but not this one. Have a good day.” 

			He stood watching her as she walked gracefully for about 210 metres and then turned right into her home street. Chabechabe was 27 years old, to him Neaty seemed to be in her early 20s. He wondered if she was married or not. He consoled himself to the fact that if she was married, she would not have given him her name or accepted his mobile phone number, maybe, just maybe, he may have a chance. Time would tell. Chabechabe was suddenly happy, full of life. He had springs in his steps, and he was whistling. 

			The rest of the day was good and a happy one, but slow. He was looking at his phone every few minutes, but no incoming calls. He called his best friend and asked him to call him, just in case the phone was in silent mode despite showing that it was not. His friend called back shortly and the phone was certified 100% fine. No call or message came the rest of the morning, nothing in the afternoon and early evening either. 

			That evening, he watched a bit of television but he found nothing interesting because his team Arsenal would only be playing the following day on Sunday. He took a shower and then lay in bed reading the Bible as per his custom. Then the mobile phone rung from unknown number. He picked up the phone from the headboard in anticipation, he excitedly picked up the phone from the headboard. Unfortunately, it fell on top of bed covers but he managed to pick it before the call could expire.

			“Good evening Mr. Chabechabe, it is Neaty here. How was your day?” she asked. 

			“It was a long day, how was yours?” it was his turn to ask.

			 She said it was a busy laundry day. Then she said what he was dying to hear. “Because you repented of your sins and reformed, I will have a drink with you when off duty. Reformed people need to be given a second chance.” He loved her sense of humor.  “I am a nurse. I work at the University Teaching Hospital. This coming week, I will be on day-shift, after that I will be off duty for two days. You can schedule any of those two days.  You can save my number,” she added. 

			They talked about their careers and laughed about the incident earlier that morning. She then asked him, “Do you always carry pens and papers and give your cellphone number to women you meet?”

			“That sounds so bad. There is a boy in an examination class that I assist in Physics. When you met me, I was coming from there. Because sometimes he has no pen, I carry my pen with me and I have a notepad that has some reminders and notes about our sessions,” Chabechabe explained. “You know what? I will not feel bad for carrying the pen because it has served a bigger cause than any Physics lesson I have ever taught,” he defiantly added.

			This was the beginning of a friendship that would lead to their marriage and birth of two wonderful children who are the main characters in this book. They got married the following year when Chabechabe was 28years old and Neaty 25 years old.

			After marriage, the couple was blessed with the birth of a baby girl whom they named Busaka and then later, a son named Mutolilo. Do you know what the names Chabechabe and Neaty mean? Chabechabe means good for nothing or useless one. Chabechabe’s father Mr. Musokolobe was a musician. He loved and used to play the guitar. At a young age, Mr. Musokolobe promised himself that he would become a professional musician but he failed to achieve his ambitions because when growing up, he had very few opportunities and resources were limited. This non achievement made him feel like he had failed in life, therefore he named his first born child as Chabechabe to remind himself of his failures in music, though not in life.   

			Neaty‘s father was Mutolilo so she named their second child Mutolilo after her late father. Do you know what Mutolilo means? Mutolilo is a flute musical instrument in Chibemba language. Strangely, Neaty’s father nor her grandfather were musicians. Neaty’s mother was very clean and orderly so she named her daughter Neaty, meaning clean. When Neaty gave birth to a daughter, she named her Busaka which means clean. Let us see if Busaka will leave up to her name.

			

			Reflective questions 

			1.Have you ever thrown Jiggies, biscuits or sweet wrappers into the storm drain or steet?

			2.Do you think your school needs to be clean? 

			3.When you see someone throwing some litter into the street, what will you do?

			

			4.Do you think Neaty spoke to Chabechabe in the right way?

			5.What problems of littering have you experienced in your area? 
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