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To every quiet village the world forgets —
and every unexpected hero it raises.
And to the ones who run toward fire
before fear has time to speak.
Your courage rewrites destinies.
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This one carries the fingerprints of many hearts.
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To the readers who believe in the magic of ordinary people, thank you for lending your imagination and your faith.
To the mentors, friends, and fellow dreamers who cheer my craft forward — may your encouragement return to you a hundredfold.
And above all, to the quiet whisper of grace that guided each chapter...
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Francis Otieno is a Kenyan author, IT Technician, Computer Teacher, and Storyteller who loves weaving humanity into every narrative.
With a deep passion for aviation, technology, and the art of turning small moments into big truths, he writes stories that bridge worlds — rural and global, simple and royal, earthly and dreamlike.
His work often explores courage, destiny, justice, and the quiet beauty of ordinary people rising in extraordinary ways.

When he’s not writing, you’ll find him teaching computers to kids, building software, or staring at the sky imagining the silhouettes of aircraft he hasn’t flown yet.
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Some stories don’t announce themselves with fanfare.
They slip into the world quietly — like a breeze that brushes past your ear and whispers, “Pay attention.”
This is one of those stories.
Before the world knew about the lost princess, before the headlines and the convoys and the helicopter shadows roaring across a village that had never seen so much as a drone... there was only the forest.
Ng’oma.
Old, green, patient.
A cathedral of trees older than the names people call them by.
A place where ancestors weren’t dead — just silent.
And that night, the forest held its breath.

Not because it knew exactly what was coming, but because it felt the tremor — the kind of shift that threads itself through the roots and the wind and says, “Something is falling from the sky tonight.”

In the village below, life moved with its usual humble rhythm.
A goat bleated somewhere behind a fence.
Children chased the last scraps of daylight, their laughter flying up like sparks from a fire.

And far from all of this, a boy walked alone at the forest’s edge — a boy with a quiet heart and a bravery he didn’t yet know he possessed.

Amani.

Fifteen years old.
Soft-spoken.
Curious in search a way kids get when they’ve tasted both scarcity and dreams.
He didn’t know it yet, but a single choice — a single run toward danger — would rewrite the entire map of his life.
Far above him, across continents and cloud lines, another life was unravelling.
A girl who had never set foot on African soil was flying toward disaster.
Elara.
A name that sounded like moonlight.
A girl raised in palaces, trained to wave at crowds, taught to keep her chin high for cameras that never seemed to rest.
Tonight, fate would drop her into the arms of someone no one on her side of the world had ever heard of.
And the forest — oh, the forest watched.

Branches shivered though there was no wind.
Birds fell silent.
The elders would later say the spirits warned them, but that night no one could interpret the language of rustling leaves and trembling shadows.
Only one truth echoed through the darkness:
Two worlds were inching toward collision.
One gilded.
One humble.
Both unprepared.
This isn’t the kind of story where love bursts in with fireworks or sweeps people off their feet in some glossy cinematic rush.
No — this is softer.
Gentler.
A story that grows slowly, like light pushing its way between leaves after a long night.
A story about courage, kindness, and connections too pure for the politics wrapped around them.
You’re about to witness how destiny bends — not with noise, but with a quiet, deliberate shift.
How an ordinary boy can stumble into extraordinary days.
How a girl born into spotlight can disappear into silence.
And how the forest, older than their fears and wiser than their futures, became the only witness to the moment both of their lives broke open.
If you listen carefully, you might still hear it —
the echo of the night everything changed.
The forest remembers.
And now, so will you.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1


[image: ]


Night in Ng’oma always arrived gently — like a mother laying a blanket over a sleeping child.
But not tonight.
Tonight, the sky didn’t dim.
It burned.
Amani saw it first.

He was walking along the forest’s edge, taking the long way home like he always did when his mind felt too heavy for the tiny, crowded house he shared with his mother and little sister. The air was cool, scattered with the sound of crickets stitching the darkness together. Every so often, a firefly blinked past him, leaving short-lived constellations in its wake.

He didn’t expect anything unusual.
Nothing dramatic ever really happened here.
But destiny rarely asks permission.

A streak of orange tore across the sky — violent, hot, too fast to be a shooting star. It ripped through the clouds like a blade, scattering sparks as if the sky itself had caught fire.

Amani froze.

For a second, his brain refused to process it. His heart kicked in his chest like it wanted to outrun the moment. He knew every sound this forest made, every flicker of movement, every whisper of wind... but this? This was foreign. Wrong. Terrifying.

And then the shockwave hit.

A deep, thunderous boom slammed through the night, cracking the silence wide open. Birds exploded out of the trees in a frantic cloud. Dogs barked from distant homesteads. Somewhere, a baby started crying.

Amani stumbled backward, hand flying to his mouth.
A second explosion — smaller, angrier — rolled through the air.
The ground trembled beneath his feet.
Something had fallen.
Something massive.
Something alive.
And without thinking, without asking questions, without stopping to weigh the danger, Amani ran toward the fire.

The forest swallowed him whole.

Branches whipped against his arms. Leaves slapped his cheeks. Roots threatened to trip him, but his legs moved with a wild clarity he didn’t know he possessed. His breath tore in and out of his lungs as he sprinted deeper, deeper, deeper into the belly of the glowing chaos.

The fire’s glare grew brighter.
The heat hit him next — hot enough to sting.
The air tasted like smoke, metal, and fear.
He slowed only when he reached the clearing.

What he saw carved itself into his memory like a scar.

A broken aircraft — small, private, clearly not meant for Ng’oma — lay torn open like a wounded animal. Flames licked its wings. Sparks danced across the ground. Shattered debris glistened under the moonlight. The smell of burning fuel rolled over him, sharp and suffocating.

Amani swallowed hard.

“Hello?” he shouted, voice shaking. “Is anyone... is anyone alive?”

A faint cough answered.

His heart jumped.

He moved closer, eyes scanning through smoke and shadows, until he saw a small hand hanging out of the twisted doorway — delicate fingers, scraped but alive.

A child? No — not a child.
A girl.
His age.
Maybe a year younger.
Her skin pale under the soot, hair tangled and ashy, clothes torn, ankle twisted awkwardly.
But she was breathing.

Amani
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