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In the vast green lands of Africa lies a small forgotten village. It is situated
amid valleys shadowed by brown sands. The village is called “Nigralti” and
is filled with smiling, optimistic faces despite the harsh circumstances. The
village is ruled by Chief Abina, a just man who loves truth and wants nothing
but good for his tribe. He makes every effort to secure a better life for his

people in the harsh desert.

Abinais awise elderly manwhois called “The Knowing One” as he is the wisest
man the simple village has ever known. He has a solution for every crisis or
disaster. This man isn't just wise, but it is said that he has the gift of seeing the
future. Some people thought he was under a spell while others thought he was
crazy when he began to tell them stories of what would happen. In fact, Abina
wasn't under a spell nor was he crazy. He was just like every other person

except for this amazing ability.

Happy years passed like the pages of a pleasant book in the village of Nigralti.
The village had never seen such months of joy, which filled the hearts of the
villagers with gladness. The village prospered with plentiful greenery, trees,
water, animals and other bounties. It radiated joy and the light of happiness
filled the homes ... until one day, it was time for the regular gathering with the

wise chief.
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Abina terrified them with frightening news. They weren't expecting such bad
news! Abina told them that disaster would befall their dear village because of
a man who had been cursed. It would be transformed from a green paradise
into a barren desert. He urged them to find the cursed man so that they could
get rid of him and avoid the curse, but they didn't heed his advice and thought
it was all myth and quackery. They insisted that he was lying. The wise man

warned them repeatedly, but they refused to listen. His words fell on deaf ears.

Abina said: “| warned you. Regret will be useless when the curse falls upon

us, mark my words!”

Locusts, locusts! Terror spread through the village, the hearts of the villagers
filled with fear and horror covered their faces. The curse had begun and there
was no escaping it. A black cloud overshadowed the village as the destructive
locusts overran the crops and demolished them until nothing remained. Their
terrifying drone spread fear throughout the village; the sounds of screaming

children and wailing mothers were everywhere.

The villagers ran to the wise man for help, saying, “O wise Abina! Save us and

guide us from that attack of the destructive locusts!”
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Abina replied: “Didn’t | tell you? It's the beginning of the curse.”

The wise man advised them to light as many torches as they could and to
attack the locusts with the suffocating smoke.

The villagers prepared themselves, with each person carrying two torches. Step
by step. they approached the army of raging locusts, waving the torches, hoping
that the smoke would kill them. The smoke formed thick clouds like mountains,
veiling the sunlight from the village, snatching the last ray of hope in the hearts
of the villagers. The smoke suffocated the villagers but had no effect on the
raging locusts. The locusts were penetrating the clouds to escape the smoke
and continue their attack on the green fields and lush orchards with their ripe

crops that were nearing harvest. It was a horrifying sight.

The villagers ran home and closed their doors and windows, hoping the
nightmare would end safely and as quickly as possible. The doors of the
houses remained shut for seven long consecutive days. The villagers were

overcome with dejection and all hope of saving their dear village was lost.

aielll &4l lgil S,04y3al oli il ogule 3

olaall alyall Ig-aalgy d Catle Sl oo dy1as &0 lgle iy oL posball ool
Gl

lo.gail (513l g1y 8 bag yuilieniny Bomao o.gio J8 (sl asall Jol asiul
2oLl alpall ke Igay of Galol oogilpin Hgagl lgaal Ll alpall Gia &l
Joodll oy Lejiio il < jLgill eg e Ly JLuallé Logst aunlg olaall cailas
gl aljall (nd s 3y salg pLaall o Gagsall Gl Lglal g 1s oo puadll
dpuo Jody g olaall 13 G0 padaiyl gl s oo Jolaiy aljall 16 Leai
b il el Lglynlay &ilajell gjljall g eLigll Gilunll ale aogam

Oballlal je iai [ hio ol4 Lgalba

5 yoy of ol o maslgi g ogilgal Gadleo ogign (] aupall pllal ypa
aligh oLl asiw 820l o gigy cilgyl adai ol 1800 Uubg g b g sy Gug 8l



The locusts finally left, taking the nightmare with them, but their joy was short-
lived. Soon after, severe drought came over the land and it was merciless.
The monster left not one drop of water for the villagers. The wells dried
up, followed by the rivers and springs and a deathly silence pervaded. No
birds soared in the sky nor chirped in the morning. The last drops of water
evaporated, the sounds of insects ceased, and the animals deserted the arid

village. There was no place for life left there.

The villagers regretted not listening to the wise Abina and for not believing
that the curse was real. The village went from being a place of bounty and
prosperity to one of poverty and need, which caused everything in the region

to wither — the trees, the bounties and the water.

The villagers decided to find the man who was cursed and save their village
from doom. They went to wise Abina to assist them in finding the cursed man.
They began asking endless questions, one after the other, until the room
became flooded with a sea of enquiries. Abina was a man who was passionate
about order and hated chaos to an extraordinary extent. So, the wise man
stood up. “Stop! What's wrong with you? You're acting like you've all lost your
minds!”
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Calmly, Abina began to describe the features of the man so that they could
find him. He was a tall man, broad-shouldered and blue-eyed, with a smile that

lit up the darkness wherever he went ...

One of the girls screamed: “It's Jafari! Jafari the farmer! He's the only blue-
eyed man in the village. It must be him!" Abina said: “If she’s right, bring Jafari
at once. He might be the village's only hope and the key to getting out of this
nightmare.”

Jafari arrived at the wise man’s house, anxiety painted over his features. He
didn't know why he had been summoned to see Abina. Jafari walked towards
the wise man with hesitant steps, his legs trembling with fear. He sat beside
the wise man, waiting to find out why he had been summoned. Silence fell over
the gathering. He appeared very nervous and scared. Abina stood leaning on
his black crutch. “Jafari, my son,” he said, “you are the saviour of our village.”

Everyone was astonished. “Saviour?” they wondered. “Didn’'t Abina say that

he was cursed, the cause of our doom and the disaster that has befallen us?”
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They began to whisper and converse in low voices. “As you can see, Jafari, a
merciless curse has befallen us. It has deprived us of all of God's bounties
and put us in a state of inescapable poverty. You must be wondering why |
summoned you. You are here because you are the key that will free us
from this nightmare, Jafari! You must go to the magic city of Akura and find

someone who can loft the curse from our beloved village.”

Jatari began to stammer. He didn't know what to say ... suddenly, he fainted!
The people rushed to him and revived him. When he awakened, he was ready
to go! The wise man had ordered him to begin the journey at once and Jafari
had no other choice. He had to leave quickly before the situation of the village
and the condition of its dwellers became worse. Jafari said goodbye to his

family and set off on his arduous journey.

The legends say that all who have gone in search of the magic city of Akura
never come back! Abina had sent Jafari on a journey of no return. The wise
man wanted to send him far away to get rid of the curse. Long weeks passed,
but the situation in the village did not change. The drought worsened and all
signs of life began to disappear. Fear and misery overcame the village, but
Abina didn't give up. He said: “Villagers! You're going to be saved. Don't give

up. The curse will be lifted from our village if you'll only have patience!”
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The villagers awakened and went about their normal day, but the surroundings
weren't normal. A cold silence spread over the village and darkness filled
the air, veiling all the faded colours and transforming them into one: the
grey colour of terror. Suddenly, a light flickered in the distant sky. A bolt of
lightning split the heavens, signalling the coming rain. The clouds began to
come nearer, and the frightening sound of thunder became a sound that that
gladdened the ear. The villagers cheered with joy. “It's going to rain!” they
yelled. Raindrops began to fall, and everyone joyfully ran out of their huts.
The rain fell hard, and it continued to rain for nights and days, bringing the end
of the drought. Buds began to appear and grow. The trees became clothed in
new leaves and the rivers ran through valleys blooming with flowers and green
grass. What a miracle they had been given! Abina had been right in sending

Jatari away from the village.

"My Lord! The bewitching village has been reborn! It is a paradise on Earth.
How wise you are, Abina!” everyone thought. Such was the state of the village
and every single person agreed on one thing. “Thank you, Abina.” Days and
weeks passed, and they continued to prosper. Hospitality to travellers and
wayfarers became one of their traits, as the wise man encouraged them to be
hospitable and generous. But it appeared that they had welcomed one visitor

who was unlike any other.
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