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Dedication 

To children all over the world who enjoy reading stories about Anansi the tricky spider. 
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The village of Spring Valley rested between green hills and the wide blue sea. Mango trees shaded the lanes, goats wandered near the fences, and children’s laughter carried on the warm air. The village had over five hundred citizens living together peacefully. Only a few residents were ever in some conflict with each other. 

But the weather had changed.

For many days, dark clouds gathered above the hills. Thunder rolled in the distance. The sky flashed at night. Yet no rain ever fell.

The ground began to dry. The river shrank. Leaves curled at the edges.

People looked up at the sky and shook their heads.

“Dis weather yah nuh mek any sense,” said Mr Brown, the farmer.

Even the animals felt uneasy.

Between a mango tree and a breadfruit tree lived Anansi, the smallest creature in the village and the sharpest thinker for miles around. From his web, he watched everything. Anansi was known as the greatest trickster. 

One evening, as thunder rumbled again without rain, Anansi noticed something strange.

The clouds moved toward the hills... but never came back. He observed this for several nights in a row and knew something was not right. 

Now, Anansi was also known as the forest's greatest detective. Back in West Africa, particularly Ghana, he served in the Animal Police Force as their chief detective. 

He climbed down from his web and set off to investigate. 
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Early in the morning, the first creature he met was Miss Lila, the hummingbird. She hovered beside a hibiscus flower, her wings buzzing anxiously. She did this every morning since the hibiscus flowers had bloomed in Miss Cherry’s beautiful flower garden. 

“Miss Lila,” Anansi called, “have you noticed the weather?”

She nodded quickly. “The winds don’t flow properly anymore. They stop and turn as if something blocks them.” “Ah, this has been happening now too frequently,” she said excitedly. 

Anansi was right. He knew something was wrong. He knew it was the rainy season in Jamaica, yet there was no rain. He knew this was not a drought but something else. 
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Anansi walked farther along the path and found Tucker the goat standing stiffly near a fence.

“What troubles you?” Anansi asked.

“The air feels heavy,” Tucker replied. “Storms come close, but they never pass. It’s like something holds them back. Every day this keeps on fooling me.”

Anansi knew that something was wrong.  Lightning and thunder normally produce rain every evening no rain fell.

That evening, Anansi visited Old Man Kofi, the village storyteller. Anansi knew that he would likely learn something interesting from Old Man Kofi.

Anansi saw Old Man Kofi under his mango tree, eating some nice, delicious mangoes and settling his mind.

Anansi went over and greeted him and said, “Wha Gwaan, Old Man Kofi, yuh notice anything strange going on when yuh look at di sky dem?”

Old Man Kofi cheerfully, “Ah Breda Anansi, mi deh ere chillin as usual. Yes, mi si say nuh rain nah fall pon di land.”

Anansi knew Old Man Kofi was old and full of wisdom, and he waited for him to tell his usual stories.

Kofi listened carefully, then leaned forward.

“There is ah old story,” he said. “Wha long long time, a spirit inna di sky tried fi gather the storms and keep dem fi himself. Him believed him coulda control di weather inna di sky.We did give him a called him di Storm Thief.”

Anansi’s eyes widened. He had stories

“Whahappen to him did?” Anansi asked curiously.

“The storms dem get way,” Kofi said. “The sky dem caah belong to one summady.”

That night, Anansi climbed the tallest silk cotton tree at the edge of the village.

From the top, he saw it.

Far above the hills, a massive cloud spun in one place. Lightning flashed inside it again, but none of the light escaped.

It was like what Old Man Koffi  had said, it seemed the storm thief had captured the rain clouds. 

The storms were trapped.

Anansi knew he had to act
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At dawn, he packed what he needed. He spun extra-strong silk around his body. He collected drops of dew for water. He took a small piece of mango for strength.

Then he began the journey toward the hills.

The land grew drier as he travelled. Grass turned brown. Streams slowed to thin lines.

He passed a frog sitting beside a shrinking pond.

“Di wata  ah lef,” the frog croaked. “Nuh rain nah come fi full it up.” 

Farther on, a parrot sat in a Blue Mahoe tree.

“Mi nest a get hotta. Mi cah bear dis ya heat whe a guh roun the parrot said. “Di cloud dem a gather but dem nah give way nothin,” she said gracefully.  

Each step confirmed what Anansi already knew.

Someone had taken the storms. The village and the forests were in big trouble. 
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By afternoon, Anansi reached the foothills. The air felt thick and still. No breeze touched the leaves.

Above him, the great cloud spun slowly, glowing from within.

Anansi climbed higher.

When he reached the ridge, he saw the centre of the storm.

A towering shape rose from the swirling wind. Dust, cloud, and shadow twisted together into a tall figure. Lightning coiled around it like ropes.

And there it was, the Storm Thief.

A deep voice rolled from the whirlwind.

“A who jus climb up yah so?”

“Ah a mi Anansi,” Anansi replied calmly. “Mi come up yah so fi find out wha happen to di storm clouds dem. A wha mek wi nah get nuh rain inna di village again.”

“Mi gather dem together,” the Storm Thief said in a thunderous voice. 

“Di sky dem wild and dem wutless. Di storm dem jus wi arrive and nuh tell mi say dem a run in. Di rain a fall hard an a flood out every whe. Mi caah botha wid dem thing deh,” the Storm Thief said angrily. 

Anansi looked around.

Clouds spun endlessly but never moved. Thunder echoed but never spread. Rain hung heavy and trapped.

“But now yuh nuh si say di lan a dry up,” Anansi said.

“Di lan haffi adjust,” the Storm Thief replied. “Di storm dem haffi understand.” 

Anansi knew arguing would not help.

He needed a plan.
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