n the land of Kabyé, the peasants of

the rocks had already been in the

field for a long time, when the sun’s
rays began to brighten the seeded hills.
On the flank, men and women were
busy unearthing, digging and planting,
with singing.
In the royal court, the rooster crowed
its first awakening crows. Then began
the courtyard to fill out with life. From
one of the huts came out Mayi Sirena,
curious to see in the light of the sun, the
village that had welcomed them on the
day before their journey from Bassar.
Now accustomed to taking part in













t lunchtime, Tossim and Mayi

had returned from their walk,

for the meal. A sweet smell of
‘Gnato’ welcomed them on their arrival.
Mayi was invited to join the gathering
of children under the baobab tree.

Hands carefully washed, they waited.
A large bowl of Gnatoo was brought to
them, accompanied by sorghum dough.
Gnatoo is a delicious green sauce of
hibiscus leaves with pumpkin seeds.
During the meal, Mayi Siréna saw
her father in the company of the chief
Baakold. The two patriarchs, elegantly
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dressed, walked together in the gardens
of Chief Baakolo. She felt like they were
having an important discussion and did
not dare to go to her father right away.
Indeed, chief Badkold was exposing to
his guest, a problem which worried his
village:

“We can’t let them do it. We are not
going to get out of this if it continues.”
“It's true,” answered Napo, “it's not a
simple as situation. On one side, you
need water, but on the other side the
Soumdinas are probably afraid of not
having any more.”

“We understand well. But they still have
resources. We are convinced that we can
still share this source of water for a long
time before it dries up completely”
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