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i). Nakitumba’s unique Attributes
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In the lively village of Chebukaka, the air buzzed with excitement and anticipation. The village was preparing for a grand feast, a special occasion where many families gave their daughters' hands in marriage to young men from both the village and neighboring communities. The celebration promised a blend of joy, music, and dancing that would unite families and forge new bonds.

Three days ago, Elder Mukari, one of the respected elders of Chebukaka village, had been busy preparing his daughters for this big day. Mukari and his three wives had spent most of their treasured cowry shells purchasing beautiful outfits for eleven of his twelve daughters. The eleven girls, adorned in their new, vibrant dancing attire, twirled and danced around their home, admiring themselves and giggling with excitement.

But one daughter, Nakitumba, stood quietly aside, her heart heavy with a mix of longing and sadness. Unlike her sisters, she had no new clothes to try on and no excitement to share. Born with a hump on her back, Nakitumba was often excluded by her sisters. They whispered behind her back, saying she wasn’t fit to join them in the celebrations because of her “unfortunate condition.”

As her sisters danced and chatted about the upcoming feast, Nakitumba watched silently. She wished she could join them and feel the joy of the moment, but her sisters wouldn't let her. They would not allow her to speak about their beautiful dresses or share in their excitement. Feeling left out, Nakitumba tried to focus on other tasks, but deep down, she longed for acceptance and a chance to prove that she, too, could bring joy and value to her family and community.

Though her sisters treated her with disdain, Nakitumba's heart remained kind and gentle. She found comfort in her mother’s words, who often told her, "You are special, my dear, not because of what you look like, but because of the goodness in your heart." However, on this day, as she watched her sisters whirl around in their bright, new outfits, Nakitumba wondered if she would ever get the chance to show her worth.

Nakitumba failed to understand that fate had a different plan for her. A moment was coming where she would have the opportunity to step out of the shadows and show everyone that true strength and beauty come from within.

Word spread quickly through the village of Chebukaka that eleven men from a neighboring community would be attending the feast. This news sent ripples of excitement among all the girls in the village. They eagerly whispered among themselves, wondering which of the men might choose them as a future bride. Their eyes sparkled with dreams of love and admiration, and the preparations became even livelier.

However, Nakitumba wasn’t swept up in the excitement like her sisters and the other girls. While they danced and talked of the potential suitors, her mind was elsewhere. Instead of thinking about dresses or marriages, Nakitumba was busy feeding Nangila, a pet frog that lived in a small nook at the back of her family’s kitchen. Nangila was more than just a pet to her—he was her companion, her confidant, and, in some ways, her best friend.

Nakitumba had a special gift, a unique ability that no one else seemed to notice except for her beautiful mother. She could communicate with animals of all kinds—frogs, birds, goats, even the shyest of forest creatures. She had a way of understanding them and making them feel safe. She would spend hours talking to them, singing softly, or just sitting quietly, listening to their small, silent stories.

On this day, while the village buzzed with anticipation, Nakitumba sat at the back of the kitchen, carefully catching grasshoppers. She knew Nangila loved them best. She placed each one delicately in front of him, smiling as his big, round eyes blinked with delight before he caught them in one quick flick of his tongue. "There you go, Nangila," she whispered, her voice soft and gentle. "Enjoy your feast, too."

As she watched Nangila eat, she felt a sense of peace. She didn't need fancy dresses or to be noticed by the visiting men. She felt content being who she was—a friend to the animals and someone who could see the beauty in all creatures, no matter how big or small.

Her mother would often tell her, “You have a heart that sees beyond what others see, my Nakitumba. That is a gift.” Today, as Nakitumba spent time with her frog friend, she remembered her mother's words and smiled. She knew that while her sisters focused on the feast, she had a world of her own—one filled with creatures who loved her for exactly who she was.

Unknown to her, this gift of hers would soon become the key to saving the day for the entire village of Chebukaka.
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ii). Triumph at the Village Square
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The long-awaited day of the feast finally dawned, and excitement filled the air in the village of Chebukaka. Girls from every corner of the village, adorned in their most colorful dresses, flocked to the famous village square, the center where every major event took place. The square was alive with the rhythmic sounds of traditional instruments—the deep, resonant beats of the isukuti drums, the melodic tunes of the lulwika and litungu, the cheerful notes of the siilili, the jingling of bichenche bells, and the lively clatter of the kumulele and vifwototo. The music echoed through the hills and valleys, and even the crows seemed to join in, cawing loudly as if to announce the day’s festivities.

While some of the community members were gathering at the square, others remained at home, busy preparing delicacies for their future in-laws and husbands. Elder Mukari's first wife, Khalayi, along with her co-wives Nandako and Nelima, stayed back to prepare sifuluko, a savory traditional dish meant to impress the guests from the neighboring community. Their kitchen bustled with activity as they stirred pots, ground spices, and arranged the food with care.

Nakitumba had also stayed at home, assisting her mother with various tasks. She chopped vegetables, fetched water, and carefully arranged the cooking stones. She found peace in the kitchen, away from the judging eyes of her sisters.

The previous night, her sisters, led by the eldest, Selah, had gathered around Nakitumba with stern faces. They warned her not to show her face at the party or in the visitors' room when they brought their potential husbands from the village square. "Don't you dare embarrass us, Nakitumba," Selah had said sharply. "Your looks... they’re a disappointment. We don’t want you to scare away our future husbands."

The words had cut deep, but Nakitumba swallowed her pain and focused on her chores. She had grown accustomed to their harsh words, yet each one still stung like a thorn. She knew they saw her hump as a curse, something that made her less valuable in their eyes.

But Nakitumba's mother, Nelima, noticed the sadness in her daughter’s eyes. She placed a gentle hand on Nakitumba’s shoulder and whispered, “My child, you are more beautiful than any of them can see. Do not let their words dim your light.” Nakitumba nodded, her heart warmed by her mother’s kindness, but deep down, she still longed for acceptance from her sisters.

As the sounds of music and celebration drifted into their home, Nakitumba continued to help with the preparations, pretending not to hear her sisters’ laughter from the distance. She knew the feast was a time of joy and union, but for her, it felt like another reminder of where she did not belong.

Yet, in her heart, a small flicker of hope remained. She didn’t know why, but something told her that this day would be different. While her sisters danced and dreamed of marriage, Nakitumba would soon have a chance to show that her worth was not defined by her appearance but by the strength of her spirit and the kindness in her heart.

As the community continued to enjoy the lively sounds of the music, a hush fell over the crowd. The reason for the sudden silence was the arrival of eleven handsome men, each riding a majestic white horse. The men looked regal, dressed in fine attire, their eyes scanning the festive gathering before them. The rhythmic beats of the drums and the melodies of the instruments stopped abruptly, and all attention turned to the newcomers.

The master of ceremonies, a tall, elderly man with a booming voice, stepped forward and raised his hand to quiet the crowd. “Welcome, welcome, esteemed guests from our neighboring community!” he announced warmly, his voice carrying across the square. “Please, take your seats and enjoy our hospitality.”

As the men dismounted from their horses and took their seats, the music began again, this time even more vibrant and full of energy. The air was charged with excitement, and all the girls in the square couldn’t help but steal glances at the eleven men. Even those who had already been betrothed to Chebukaka men couldn’t resist casting their eyes toward the newcomers, drawn by their charm and the prospect of a fresh start.

The ceremony began in earnest, with different groups of girls eagerly taking to the stage, each trying to outshine the last with their dance moves. They swayed and twirled, their colorful dresses flowing like water, their anklets jingling with each step. The crowd cheered them on, clapping to the beat, but the excitement truly reached a fever pitch when Elder Mukari's daughters stepped forward.

The daughters of Elder Mukari were known throughout Chebukaka for their beauty and grace. But today, they had outdone themselves. Dressed in vibrant, eye-catching attire that sparkled in the sunlight, they moved as one, their bodies swaying and twisting with a rhythm that seemed almost magical. Their dance was not only graceful but filled with complex footwork and elegant hand movements, captivating everyone present.

Suddenly, they stole the show. The entire crowd erupted into cheers, their applause louder than it had been for any of the previous groups. The energy was electric, and the music seemed to pulse even harder as if matching the heartbeat of the excited crowd. The eleven men, clearly impressed, stood up from their seats and walked into the dancing space.

With broad smiles and looks of admiration, the men began to spray the dancing daughters with cowry shells, a sign of appreciation, admiration, and, possibly, a proposal. Shells rained down on the girls, bouncing off their shimmering outfits and landing on the ground like precious pearls. The daughters’ eyes sparkled with pride and delight; their hard work and preparations had paid off.

This was not the case with the previous dance groups. The men had remained seated, merely clapping politely. But Elder Mukari's daughters had brought them to their feet. As the music played on, louder and faster, the girls danced with even more vigor, their spirits lifted by the attention they were receiving. Nakitumba, although she was at home, the cheers from the village square melted here hears. Although she paid little attention to it, she wished she could be there to watch her sisters’ dances.  
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