


In a small village in Malawi, w
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But for William, the




He dreamed of building things and taking them apart, His grandpa’s tales of magic also whispered in the pitch-black of his room.

like the trucks with bottle-cap wheels parked under his bed Witch planes passed through the window while ghost dancers twivled
and pieces of radios that he'd crack open and wonder, around the room, as it a hundred men were inside their bodies.

1] can hear the music, then where is the band?



At dawn in the fields,
William scanned the maize rows tor magical beings,
then wondered as a truck rumbled past,
How does its engine make it go?

.

“Payv attention where vou throw that hoe!” his father shouted

“You'll cut UH‘\"U(?“‘ foot.”



8 1 o1 { l:". '
For all its power over dancers and flying things =

magic could not l)rin".‘; the rain.

. b maming and
Without water, the sun rose angry cach morming ar

scorched the fields, turning the maize into dust

Withourt: food, Malawi began to starve.



Money also disappcsred with the rain. | :
'-'Pcpanl,'hls father said. *| am sorry. You will have to drop out of school.
-‘NoWVWBam sl:ood on the rond and w:rtchcd the Iucky smdenbpass,

Soon Williams father gathered the children and said,

From now on, we eat (,)nly one meal per (J:l\' Make it last.”

gs, they sat around the |; antern and ate

their handful,

watching I"" 8y people pass like spirits along the roads.



He found science books filled with brilliant pictures.
With his English dictionary close by, William put together
how engines moved those big trucks,
and how radios pulled their music from the sky.

But the greatest picture of all was a machine
taller than the tallest tree with blades like a fan.

A giant pinwheel?
Something to catch magic?




‘Magetsi a mphepo,” he whispered:

| will build electric wind.



In the junk vara },;,:(n-s;1;);w.‘:|"'(‘{
M\.!' rust ('(v' tCreasures in Ulc‘ f;‘l.’l ‘&';I;iSS.

A tractor tan. Some pipe.

And bearings and bolts that rec ;un‘rJ every muscle to remove,

T AT VO TSR
“Tongal” hed shout to the birds and spiders,
holding up his prize.
But as William dragged his metals home,
people called out,
“Thisboy is misala. Only crazy people play with trash! ™



After many weeks, William .-I'T-'“h“:.("" his pieces in the dirt: «'3".' :
a broken bicycle, rusted bottle caps, and })!.1.\'{:0 pipe, é}.ﬁ Porfates (J:ays, o lmlt:nd, bungcd, and tinkered
evén a small gencrator that pe wered a headlight on a bike: :/.:, while chickens squawked and dogs barked
¥ and neighbors shook their heads, saying
L‘ o
“What's misala doing now?"




His cousin Geoffrey: sndbwtfdend Gilbert soon appmred
Mol bwanfi " they greeted. “Caniw we hcfp With glectric wind?™ |

“‘Grab your pangas and follow:me,“he said. and took them into thef

Together, they swungthielr sharp blades into the trunks of blue 48
» 28

iered them tosethert'make the tower. -

then hamn







With sore hands once slowed by hunger and darkness
William connected wires to a small bulb, which flickered at first,

then surged as bright as the sun.
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' = _ “Wachitabwino!” a manyelled. “Well done!” e \:.'“r
g As the doubters clapped and cheered, : S ‘?‘.‘g
William knew he had just: begun. B b S3a

o Light could notfill empty bellies, R R
- but another windmill could soak the dry ground, : 1%

creating food where once there was none.

Magetsi a mphepo—electric wind—can feed my country, Wlham_ﬂwusht-







