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	Dedication

	 

	To the students of Chimbwese primary school, whose

	imagination is as big as the ocean. May they never

	stop dreaming and working towards their goals.
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THE LITTLE ZAMBIAN PRINCESS

	 

	[image: Image]

	 

	Once upon a time, a little princess lived in a kingdom somewhere in the northern part of Zambia. She loved adventure and had many friends; one was Mrs Wind, who would tell her everything happening in other domains. Mrs wind would also take her to see many of these places. She showed her the deep lake Tanganyika, the muddy lake Mweru wantipa, the lovely Kalene hills and the steep Zambezi escarpment.

	“Come, my dear,” she would say, “fly with me so that I can show you the world; we’ll fly over the rivers and the lakes, the escarpment and the high hills.”

	 

	On one sunny day, Mrs Wind blew her away over the high hills and the deep valleys.

	“Hold my hand, dear,” she whispered, “I have something to show you.”

	“Where are we going today, Mrs. Wind?” The little princess asked, “are we going to see Mr River Zambezi?”

	“No, my little princess, we will see his best friend, Mr. Mosi-oa-tunya Falls; he is big and strong,” Mrs. Wind answered.

	The little princess looked down and saw Mr River Zambezi, “Good morning, Mr River Zambezi, how are your lovely fish today?”

	“Good morning, little princess; my fish are fine,” Mr Zambezi happily replied.

	 

	They flew over Mr River Zambezi and his clean blue waters.

	His water source was a tiny opening in the ground surrounded by dense miombo woodland. This area was in the Ikelenge District of North-Western Province. The source of the river was an important place for many types of birds. It was small but produced enough water for Mr Zambezi’s long and wide watery body which flowed through the Western province and down into the Southern province.

	 

	They flew above his blue waters and found his best friend Mr. Mosi-oa-tunya Falls.

	The little princess was afraid when she heard Mr. Mosi-oa-tunya roar at the water waves. “flow waters, flow!” He growled.

	“I'm scared,” the little princess whispered to Mrs. Wind.

	“Don't be afraid little princess, Mr Mosi-oa-tunya Falls may sound angry, but he is very gentle. Look, even the rainbow arcs over him.”

	The little princess looked in the direction of where Mrs Wind was pointing, and she saw the rainbow arching over Mr. Mosi-oa-tunya’s head.

	“Little princess, look at my many pretty colours,” the rainbow shouted, “I've got red, orange, blue, green, yellow and indigo.”

	“Indeed rainbow, you look very pretty," the little princess shouted back.

	Time passed by as the little princess played in the waters of Mr. Mosi-oa-tunya. She played with the vervet monkeys who braided her short, black, beautiful, and curly hair. She was having so much fun and before she knew it, the sun begun to set.

	 

	“Mrs. Wind, please take me back home,” the little princess cried.

	“I can't,” Mrs. Wind replied, "I have to continue blowing south which will be further away from your home.”

	“Oh oh,” the little princess cried, "how will I get back home before sunset?”

	“I can take you home with the strength of my waves,” Mr. Mosi-oa-tunya said.

	The waves took her away into the river and near the riverbank.

	The waters were still as she swam to the land.

	“Beware of the Nile crocodiles,” she said to herself.

	She heard something swim behind her and she gasped.
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