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For every child who ever looked up at a cloud

and saw a story waiting to be told.
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The Young Archer of Inde
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Chief Inkita of Inde could release an arrow so smoothly that people said the wind helped guide his bow. His son, Kita, often watched him practice and dreamed of becoming just as brave and skillful. Kita's mother had passed away when he was very young, so Chief Inkita raised him with special care. He taught Kita how to greet elders politely, share food with visitors, and listen before speaking. When Kita was old enough to walk quietly through the forest, his father gave him a small wooden bow.

"Hold it steady," Chief Inkita said. "A good hunter needs sharp eyes, but a good person also needs a gentle heart."

"What does a gentle heart have to do with hunting?" Kita asked.

"It reminds you that strength should never be used carelessly," his father answered. "Every creature has a place in the world, and every person deserves respect."

[image: A bearded man in a dark blue tunic stands behind a boy in a red tunic, helping him draw back a wooden bow and arrow in a sunlit forest clearing, with a patterned shield resting against the man's leg and two birds perched on a branch overhead.]

Chief Inkita guides young Kita's aim as they practice archery together in the forest.

Kita remembered those words. He practiced every day, learning to follow animal tracks, recognize safe plants, and move through tall grass without disturbing the birds. He also spent time beside his father during village meetings. Chief Inkita listened patiently when farmers disagreed over land, when traders argued about prices, and when children complained that someone had spoiled their games.

"One day, you may be asked to lead," Chief Inkita told him. "When that day comes, remember that leadership is not about speaking the loudest. It is about listening carefully and choosing what is fair."

Kita nodded, although he did not yet understand how important those words would become.
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Whispers in the Great House
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When Kita was still a boy, Chief Inkita became seriously ill. The village healers cared for him, and the people brought herbs, fruit, and kind messages. However, after many weeks, the chief passed away peacefully. The people of Inde mourned him. Drums sounded softly in the evenings, and families shared stories about his courage and fairness. Kita felt as though the brightest lamp in his life had gone out. He tried to be brave, but the great house felt cold and unfamiliar without his father. Before a new leader could be chosen, arguments began among some of the older servants, workers, and advisers.

"Kita is too young to lead," a worker named Damba said.

"That may be true," replied Sira, one of the cooks, "but he is still Chief Inkita's son. We must protect him until the elders decide what is best."

Another man lowered his voice. "Someone else may wish to take his place. The boy could become a problem." Kita heard part of the conversation from behind a woven curtain. His heart began to pound. Are they planning to send me away? he wondered. Are they going to hurt me? He did not wait to learn the truth. Fear filled his mind with the worst possibilities.

That night, Kita packed dried fruit, a water gourd, a blanket, and his small bow. Before leaving, he stood beneath his father's hunting shield.

[image: A worried boy in a red robe peeks around a woven curtain in the foreground, while behind him a man in a blue tunic and a woman in a red top with a wrapped skirt speak quietly beside a lit oil lamp inside a mud-walled home hung with a bow and shield.]

Kita peers anxiously from behind a woven curtain, overhearing the worried voices of the household.

"I wish you were here to tell me what to do," he whispered.

Then he slipped out of the great house and disappeared into the forest.
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Alone Among the Trees
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For several days, Kita followed narrow paths between giant trees. He ate palm nuts, wild berries, and roots his father had taught him were safe. At night, he slept inside the hollow of an old tree. The forest was beautiful during the day. Bright birds flashed between branches, monkeys called to one another, and sunlight made golden patterns on the ground. After sunset, however, every rustle sounded like footsteps.

Kita often woke and reached for his bow.

"I am not afraid," he would whisper.

But he was afraid, and admitting it to himself made him feel lonely. One afternoon, he found a young bird hopping beneath a bush. One of its wings was caught in a twisting vine. Kita carefully lowered his bow.

"Be still," he said. "I will help you."

The bird pecked at his fingers, but Kita patiently loosened the vine. When it was free, the bird fluttered to a low branch and chirped loudly.

"You could at least say thank you," Kita joked.

The bird tilted its head before flying away. For the first time since leaving Inde, Kita smiled. That night, he dreamed of Chief Inkita. His father stood beside an old red rock surrounded by tall grass.

"My son," Chief Inkita said, "there is treasure hidden beneath the earth near this rock. It may help you build a new life, but remember that treasure is only useful when the heart is wise."

[image: A boy in a red tunic kneels in a leafy forest clearing, carefully holding a small brown bird tangled in vines in his hands, with his bow resting on the ground beside him and a distant red rock glowing in the sunrise behind him.]

Kneeling in the undergrowth, Kita gently frees a young bird tangled in a twisting vine.

"How will I find the rock?" Kita asked.

"Walk toward the rising sun until you hear water."

Kita tried to move closer, but the dream faded. He woke before sunrise with his father's words echoing in his mind.
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The Voice by the Lake
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Kita began walking east. By midday, the heat had become intense, and his water gourd was empty. He pushed through a wall of tall reeds and discovered a quiet lake shining beneath the sun. The water looked cool and inviting. Kita knelt at the edge and cupped his hands.

"Do not drink from there, Kita Kita," said a soft voice.

Kita jumped back so quickly that he nearly fell.

"Who said that?" he called.

Only the reeds moved. Kita raised his bow. "Please show yourself." No one appeared. He waited, listening carefully. When the voice did not return, Kita backed away from the lake.

A few moments later, he noticed several small fish floating near the shore. The water was not safe after all.

"Thank you, whoever you are," he said.

[image: A boy in a red tunic crouches at the reedy edge of a lake holding a wooden bow, cupping water in one hand while several small dead fish float on the water's surface near the shoreline.]

Startled by the warning voice, Kita kneels at the water's edge and notices the dead fish floating near shore.

Still thirsty, Kita continued through the forest. The next morning, he found an elderly woman sitting beneath a broad-leaved tree. Her long white hair was tied with a blue cloth, and her bright eyes seemed to notice everything. Kita stopped several steps away.

"Good morning, Grandmother," he said politely.

"Good morning, Kita Kita," the woman replied.

Kita stared at her. "How do you know my name?" The woman smiled. "My name is Nene Ekanem. I was the voice that warned you beside the lake."

"You saved me?"

"I warned you," she said. "You saved yourself by listening."

Kita lowered his bow. "Thank you. I was so thirsty that I almost ignored you."

"People often make poor choices when they are frightened, angry, or desperate," Nene Ekanem said. "Wisdom gives us time to stop and think."

She rose slowly and picked up a walking stick.

"Come with me. I will show you a clean stream."
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