








e had to get back as soon as we could, | v
already started at home.” I'sighed. “I gyeq thig ; Artyy,
for pever listening to Dekeledi when [ wag - is
Kagiso and Sibanda do the same thing to e »
I'd only taken a few steps when I stopped g
grunted as he thumped against my side. “Sorry. ort, B,
look at those palm fronds.” I pointed o a’s
of fronds fanning out from a bush by the e
be perfect for my next basket, especially with,
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face. I could see his legs below, making him look like 3 tiny

tree scurrying toward me. When [ caught Kagiso’s eye, she
picked up her pace.

“Let me guess,” I called as they got closer. “Hide and
seek? Chasing flamingoes on the salt pans?”

“We played in the river!” Sibanda said, craning his neck
to look from behind the branches with a huge grin.

“Sibanda!” Kagiso cried, her eyebrows forming an
angry V. She poked Sibanda’s side with her elbow, but he
kept looking at me with his goofy smile.

I wanted to giggle, but I knew I should be stern. | kept
my mouth in a frown and tried to act like . . . well, like
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with its flower pattern was one of my favorites. It had taken

me days to get it just right. “Let’s go find Tsoane,” I said to

Baruti.
I spotted Dekeledi’s bright headscarf first, then Tsoane’s

wide smile. I caught Dekeledi’s eye and she waved me over.
“Welcome back, Tsoane,” I said. “How are you?”

“Glad to be home,” Tsoane said, giving me a hug.
“Look at Baruti! So much bigger than the last time I saw
him. You look taller, too, Lerato. Oh, did you make that
basket? I can’t wait to tell you all about school!”

I giggled. Tsoane was always like that—talking and
thinking two steps ahead of everyone else.

“Dekeledi read me parts of your letters about
university,” I told Tsoane. “Everything there sounds so
exciting. Do you like living there?”

“I do,” Tsoane said. “It’s very different from Nata.”

“Is 1t true that everyone in the city has electricity?”
Dekeledi asked.

“A lot of the homes and buildings do,” Tsoane said.
“And there are so many computers in the university library.”

“Are the computers the technologies you design?” [

asked. “In one of your letters you said that engineers ehicn
- technologies.” |

“Computers, and lots of other technologies, could |
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«I never liked going to collect firewood,” Tsoane said.
«“Now I kind of miss gathering branches and making a fire.”

«] would never miss that,” Sibanda said solemnly. ]
wish I lived in the city.”

“There are lots of good things about living in
Gaborone,” Tsoane said, “but I wish some of Nata’s
traditions could be found in the city.”

“Like what?” Dekeledi asked.

“Well, our rondavels, for instance,” she said, pointing
at our home. “They stay much cooler than many of the
homes in the city.”

e “But you said the homes in the city all have electricity
- and water,” Dekeledi countered.
~ “That’s true,” Tsoane said, “but my dorm room at
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Chapter
Seven
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“Here, Lerato!” Sibanda said, ha

.

“The bags might be a good insulator. V(’e’q_~ 1
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