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A Golden Daughter of Luma
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Amina's skin glowed like warm gold, and everyone in the peaceful village of Luma knew she was no ordinary young woman. She was gentle, thoughtful, and quick to help anyone who came to her family's home. However, Amina had one unusual weakness: if the hot sun touched her for too long, her golden skin would begin to soften, and she might melt away. Because of this danger, Amina spent the hottest hours of the day inside her mother's cool clay house. She worked in the mornings and evenings, weaving baskets, preparing meals, teaching younger children songs, and helping her mother keep the home neat.

[image: Two young women sit weaving baskets from colorful reeds on a woven mat inside a clay-walled home, while an older woman in a purple dress stirs a pot in the background; shelves hold clay pots and baskets, and thatched-roof houses are visible through a window.]

Amina and her sister Sadia weave baskets together in their mother's clay house while their mother tends a cooking pot nearby.

Her little sister, Sadia, was her closest friend. Sadia knew how to make Amina laugh, even when Amina worried that others might not understand her unusual life.

“You may not work beneath the noon sun,” Sadia often told her, “but you can weave a basket faster than anyone in Luma.”

Amina would smile and reply, “And you can talk faster than anyone in the whole world.”

Their laughter often filled the house.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Visitors
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As Amina grew older, many young men visited her mother and asked for permission to marry her.

One visitor said, “I own a large farm. Amina could help me plant yams and harvest corn.”

Amina's mother shook her head. “My daughter cannot work in the hot fields. The sun would harm her.”

Another visitor promised to build Amina a beautiful house, but he laughed when he heard about her weakness.

“No one can melt just because of sunlight,” he said. “That is only an old tale.”

Amina's mother sent him away at once.

“A person who refuses to listen cannot be trusted with another person's safety,” she told Amina and Sadia.

One evening, a traveler named Tanko arrived in Luma. He had come from the distant village of Bankoma to trade cloth and carved wooden bowls. Unlike the other visitors, Tanko did not speak first about Amina's beauty. He noticed her kindness. While he was resting near the village well, he saw Amina give her place in line to an elderly woman. Later, he watched her comfort a little boy who had dropped and broken his clay whistle.

[image: A young woman in a blue dress crouches beside a small boy in yellow who holds two broken pieces of a clay whistle, on the steps of a covered market stall; an elderly woman carries a large clay jar and a man with a shoulder bag stands nearby, with market baskets of bowls in the foreground.]

Amina kneels to comfort a young boy holding the pieces of his broken clay whistle, while an elderly woman and Tanko look on in the village market.

“I can help you make another one,” Amina told the boy. “It may not look exactly the same, but it can still make a cheerful sound.”

Tanko admired her patient heart. Before leaving Luma, he went to speak with her mother.

[image: A smiling young man in a colorful patchwork robe gestures with open hands while speaking to an older woman in a purple top and blue-and-gold wrap skirt, who raises a hand as she responds; two young women in blue and orange dresses stand watching in the doorway of a clay house.]

Tanko speaks eagerly with Amina's mother at the doorway of her home, while Amina and Sadia listen from the shadows behind her.

“Mother,” he said respectfully, “I would like to marry Amina, but only if she wishes to marry me too.”

Amina's mother studied his face. “My daughter cannot remain beneath the hot sun. She must never be forced to work in the fields during the day.”

“I understand,” Tanko replied. “I will prepare a shaded home for her, and I will never ask her to place herself in danger.”

“A promise is not a small thing,” Amina's mother warned him. “A promise must be protected by actions, not only by words.”

“I will remember that every day,” Tanko said.

Amina spoke with Tanko several times while her mother and Sadia sat nearby. She learned that he enjoyed telling stories, planting fruit trees, and helping children repair broken toys. Tanko listened carefully when Amina explained what the sun could do to her. “I do not need you to prove anything by stepping into danger,” he told her. “Your safety matters more than the opinions of others.” Amina believed him, and in time, she agreed to marry him.

[image: A man in a cream tunic sits cross-legged with his hand over his heart, speaking to two young women in blue and orange dresses and an older woman in a purple top and blue headwrap, gathered on a woven mat inside a lantern-lit clay home.]

By lantern light, Tanko speaks earnestly with his hand on his chest as Amina, Sadia, and their mother listen closely.
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The Journey to Bankoma
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On the morning of their journey, Amina's mother packed cool cloths, broad leaves, and a large woven shade for the road. Sadia was to travel with her sister so that Amina would have someone from home nearby.

Before they left, their mother held both daughters' hands.

“Sadia, stay close to your sister,” she said. “Amina, never allow unkind words to make you forget what keeps you safe.”

“I will remember,” Amina promised.

The travelers began their journey before sunrise. Whenever the day grew warm, they rested beneath thick trees. Tanko carried the woven shade and made certain that Amina remained protected. When they reached Bankoma, Amina was delighted to see the home Tanko had prepared. Its windows were wide, its walls were cool, and a covered walkway joined the house to a small garden. A great mango tree spread its branches over the courtyard.

[image: Three travelers walk along a dirt road at sunrise beneath a large flat woven bamboo shade held aloft by a man in a cream tunic; a young woman in an orange dress carries folded cloth and broad leaves, and a woman in a blue dress carries a woven basket, with farmland and distant hills behind them.]

Amina, Sadia, and Tanko walk the road to Bankoma at dawn, Tanko holding a large woven shade above them for protection.

“This shade is perfect,” Amina said.

Tanko smiled. “I planted another young tree beside it. One day, its branches will be just as wide.” For several weeks, Amina was happy. She wove bright mats, told stories to the neighborhood children, and planted herbs in clay pots beneath the covered walkway. Sadia helped her decorate the courtyard with painted stones.

[image: Under a large mango tree, a woman in a blue dress kneels beside a potted plant, a man in a cream tunic crouches to plant a young sapling, and a young woman in an orange dress arranges hand-painted stones on a mat; a woman in a red top stands in a doorway in the background with her arms crossed, watching.]

In the courtyard of their new home, Amina tends potted herbs, Tanko plants a young tree, and Sadia arranges painted stones, while Khadija watches with folded arms in the background.
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Jealous Words
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Another woman named Khadija lived in Tanko's household. Khadija was hardworking and skilled at farming, but she often compared herself with others. When she saw the attention the neighbors gave Amina, jealousy began to grow in her heart. “Everyone praises Amina's baskets,” Khadija complained one evening. “No one talks about the yams I grow or the water I carry.”

Sadia answered gently, “Your work is valuable too. Amina has never said otherwise.”

Khadija folded her arms. “Then why does she remain in the shade while the rest of us work beneath the sun?”

“My sister works every morning and evening,” Sadia explained. “She also repairs clothes, teaches the children, and prepares food. She simply cannot work in the heat.” Khadija did not listen. Each day, she noticed what Amina could not do instead of seeing all the things Amina did well. One afternoon, Khadija found Amina teaching three children how to weave small grass bracelets.

[image: A woman in a blue-and-orange dress sits on a porch teaching three children in green and yellow clothing to weave grass bracelets, with a young woman in an orange dress standing behind her; a woman in a red top stands at the edge of the porch with arms crossed, watching disapprovingly.]

Amina sits with three children teaching them to weave grass bracelets, as Sadia stands beside her and Khadija looks on with crossed arms.

“You always have time to sit and play,” Khadija said.

Amina looked up. “The children finished their chores, and I have already prepared the evening meal.”

“Meanwhile, I have been working in the field,” Khadija replied sharply.

“I am thankful for the food you grow,” Amina said. “Perhaps I can mend your torn grain sacks tonight.”

Khadija refused the offer. “I do not need favors from someone who hides from hard work.”

The children fell silent. Amina tried not to show how much the words hurt her. That evening, Sadia sat beside her under the mango tree.

“Khadija is wrong,” Sadia said. “You do not need to prove your worth to her.”

“I know,” Amina replied quietly. “But when someone repeats an unkind thing again and again, it can begin to sound true.”

“Then listen to the people who speak with love,” Sadia said. “You are helpful, brave, and wise. Staying safe does not make you lazy.”

Amina hugged her sister. “Thank you for reminding me.”
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The Village Festival
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A few days later, the village prepared for the Festival of First Fruits. Families decorated baskets of yams, corn, mangoes, and oranges. Musicians practiced their drums, while children made colorful cloth-and-reed streamers. Amina offered to help decorate the village meeting place. She worked during the cool morning hours and created a beautiful curtain from woven reeds and bright cloth. When the elders saw it, they praised her work.

[image: A woman in a blue dress and an elderly man in a blue robe holding a wooden staff hold up a large hand-woven curtain patterned in blue, orange, and cream diamonds under a thatched shelter; a woman in a red top arranges a basket of yams beside baskets of oranges and corn, with festival banners and musicians visible in the background.]

Amina and an elder hang her woven curtain of reeds and bright cloth at the festival grounds, while a woman arranges baskets of yams and oranges nearby.

“This will make the festival shine,” said Elder Nuru.

Khadija heard the praise and became even more jealous. She had brought a large basket of yams, but she feared no one would notice it beside Amina's curtain. The next morning, Tanko traveled to a nearby town to collect musical instruments for the festival. Before leaving, he reminded everyone that the day would be unusually hot. “Amina must remain beneath the covered walkways,” he said. “The decorations are nearly finished, so there is no reason for anyone to go into the open fields.”

Khadija nodded, but she had already made a plan.
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