
[page 1]
“Butterfly, are you here for the Spring celebration?” asked Nkayenzi.



[page 2, elders talking]
“The people of Ndlovu have lost their spirit of celebration.”
 “How can we have a Spring festival in a village that has forgotten how to celebrate?”


[page 3]
[bookmark: _GoBack]When Nkanyezi heard the elders, she was worried. “How will the sun shine again if we do not sing to wake it from its winter slumber?” Nkanyezi asked herself. 
“We must celebrate Spring festival! But what can I do?” she wondered.
Nkanyezi thought for a long time. “I must find what we have lost,” she said. And so Nkanyezi decided she would go in search of the spirit of celebration.

[page 4]
Before she left the elders gave her their blessing.
“Take this bag, our child,” said the elders.
“
 


[page 5]
Nkanyezi walked all day, across the great river and beyond the red mountains.


[page 6]
She came to a village of patterns and colours, as she had never seen before. She told the elders all about her journey.
“With love we give to you these three bottles of ever changing paint to bring back the colour to a village that has gone dull.” Said the mother of the Ndebele tribe …
… and with that Nkanyezi was on her way again.


[page 7]
Along with her elephant, they walked quickly through the forest before the August sky became too dark for them to see. As they hurried through, they heard the sound of beating drums then the more they walked the louder the drums grew.

[page 8]
They came to find the Pedi people sitting around a fire and drumming songs Nkanyezi have never heard before. She told the elders all about her journey and they invited her to spend the night in one of their round huts. 

[page 9]
In the morning the Pedi chief called on Nkanyezi. 
“My child” The chief said “here are is a special drum; it plays a new song every time you beat it no matter how many times you use it.”
They returned home with joy knowing that they will bring with them something new to the village. [continues on journey]


[page 10]
[arrives at next village, gift of food for the festival]
When they arrived they found other villagers had come to the land of Ndlovu to offer gifts for the colour carnival. 
“The Pedi chief told us about your journey Nkanyezi” explained the Venda prince.
“We want to help you bring back the spirit of celebration” said the Xhosa elders.


[page 11]
[Nkanyezi journeys back to her village, with her bag, arrives back in her village]
opened her bag to show her findings across the land while the villagers looked on with glee.


[page 12]
Everybody looked unique and the spirit of celebration was revived right on time for the 
carnival. They all celebrated their differences in colour, song and dance.

