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Dedication

For every child who ever looked up at a cloud

and saw a story waiting to be told.
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[image: A dignified elder in colorful robes holds a carved staff and speaks to gathered villagers in a sunlit village clearing surrounded by thatched-roof huts.]

The village elder addresses the community, announcing the sacred spirit day.

The Spirit Day Warning

The village elder raised his hand, and everyone in the meeting place became quiet.

"Tomorrow is a spirit day," the elder said. "No one should go to the farms. Stay indoors, rest, and let peace remain between our village and the spirits."

The villagers nodded. They knew the rule well. On spirit days, people stayed home while the spirits moved freely outside.

Only one farmer looked unhappy.

His name was Baba Kito. He was hardworking, but he was also stubborn. When people gave him advice, he often frowned and said, "I know what I am doing."

"My farm will not take care of itself," Baba Kito muttered.

The elder heard him and spoke gently. "Baba Kito, there will be time to work after the spirit day has passed."

Baba Kito did not answer. He only folded his arms.
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Baba Kito Goes to the Farm
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[image: A woman in colorful African dress stands at the doorway of a clay hut, gesturing urgently at a man striding away with a hoe over his shoulder and a basket in hand.]

Mama Lami pleads with Baba Kito not to leave on spirit day, but he walks on.

The next morning, the village was quiet. Families stayed inside, cooking, resting, and telling stories.

But Baba Kito picked up his hoe and walked toward his farm.

His wife, Mama Lami, saw him leaving.

"Baba Kito," she called, "today is a spirit day. The elders told everyone to stay home."

Baba Kito shook his head. "The yams will not wait for me. I am only going to till the soil."

Mama Lami sighed. "Please listen. Rules are not always made to trouble us. Sometimes they are made to protect us."

But Baba Kito kept walking.

[image: A farmer with a hoe and basket walks along a red dirt path through lush trees at dusk, small lights glowing mysteriously in the forest around him.]

Baba Kito walks alone down a misty path toward his farm, spirit lights glowing in the undergrowth.

At the farm, he lifted his hoe and began to dig. The morning air was still, and the trees seemed quieter than usual.

Suddenly, gentle voices spoke from all around him.

"Who are you, and what are you doing?"

Baba Kito looked around but saw no one.

He stood tall and answered, "I am Baba Kito, and I am tilling my farm."

The voices replied, "Very well, Baba Kito. We will help you."

[image: A farmer in a straw hat swings a hoe forcefully over rows of dark freshly turned earth in a lush green field, a woven basket beside him.]

Baba Kito works with great energy, swinging his hoe across the newly turned soil.

Before Baba Kito could say another word, many hoes began moving through the soil by themselves. Chop, chop, chop! The ground was tilled neatly and quickly.

Baba Kito stared in surprise.

[image: A shocked farmer steps back as glowing golden energy streaks guide several hoes across his farm, digging and tilling the earth by invisible hands.]

Spirit hoes streak through the soil in blazing golden light as Baba Kito watches in astonishment.

"Well!" he said with a smile. "That was easy."

Instead of feeling sorry for breaking the village rule, Baba Kito felt pleased with himself.
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