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	Chapansi and her best friend Luano love collecting inswa.
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	One day, big cars come to their community. “Mama, what are those?” Chapansi asks. “Caterpillars,” Mama tells her.  
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	Chapansi loved to play on the hills and valleys of the old dirt road. Grandma used to tsk-tsk at the road, the stones would hurt her feet.
	

	4
	 
	They cover the road in a black material. Grandma calls it tar.
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	The road has a smooth surface now. Chapansi loves walking on it, it’s like she’s walking on a mattress.
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	But one day, Chapansi goes to the road to catch inswa with Luano.  There is no inswa. Not even one.
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	She used to love playing Chiyato with Luano. But there are no more stones to play with.
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	Chapansi kicks the road. The inswa can’t breathe anymore, she thinks.
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	 “Mama inswa can’t breathe under the road,” Chapansi says.
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	[bookmark: _GoBack]“Don’t be sad my child. Inswa will always finds a way out,” Mama replies. 
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	A day before Christmas, a rainy day. Luano comes running to Chapansi’s house. “Inswa is back,” Luano says.  
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	There are big inswas and small inswas around them. 
	



