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  Introduction

  
  




There are places on Earth where time seems to slow, where the modern world falls silent, and where the ancient, raw power of nature holds absolute sway. The African jungle is one such place. It is a vast, humid canvas painted with every shade of green, a world of dense canopies, hidden rivers, and life that pulses with an unparalleled ferocity and beauty.

This collection, African Jungle Stories: Stories from the Heart of Africa, is an anthology dedicated to capturing the essence of this magnificent, complex domain. It is an honest attempt to share the diverse narratives that spring from the equatorial rainforests—tales of those who live within its deep embrace, and those who dare to cross its untamed paths.

Within these pages, you will find a broad spectrum of experiences: from the thrilling adventures of discovery and survival, to the deep, resonant echoes of local folklore and wisdom. You will meet courageous villagers, seasoned explorers, and animals that embody the very spirit of the wild.

We invite you now to breathe deep, step beneath the shadow of the canopy, and listen closely. These are the stories that the Heart of Africa is waiting to tell.








  
  1

  
  
  Story 1-Anansi’s Last Web

  
  




The morning Kofi found a gaping hole in Anansi’s web, the drumbeats fell silent.

It was not the good silence—the kind that comes after laughter, when people catch their breath and smile at one another—but the sharp, wrong silence that snapped like a stick underfoot. Kofi noticed it before he noticed the web, because silence in his village usually arrived only when elders raised their hands or when rain paused on the edge of deciding whether to fall.

This silence arrived without permission.

Kofi stood in the red dust of the village square, a calabash tucked under one arm, halfway to the river. He looked around, frowning. The sun was already high enough to warm his neck, and the smell of cooking fires drifted lazily through the air. Women paused with pestles mid-air. A goat bleated once, then stopped as if startled by its own voice.

“The drums,” Kofi muttered.

They hung beneath the shade tree as they always had, taut skins darkened by age and care. Old Mensah was supposed to be practicing for the naming ceremony. The drummers never missed practice. Never.

Kofi’s eyes lifted instinctively to the branches above the drums.

There it was.

Anansi’s web stretched between the old silk-cotton tree and the carved post near the square, glistening faintly in the morning light. It had always been there—not always visible to everyone, but always present, a clever tangle of silver threads just out of reach. Elders said Anansi himself had woven it generations ago, knotting stories into silk, binding the village together with trickery and truth.

And now there was a hole in it.

Not a small tear, easily dismissed as wind-damage or bird mischief, but a wide, empty gap where sunlight poured through unchecked. The remaining threads sagged, trembling like a breath held too long.

Kofi’s stomach dropped.

“Oh,” he whispered. “Oh no.”

Anansi did not appear at first. That was unusual too. Normally, the spider-trickster would already be dangling upside down, complaining loudly about someone stepping where they shouldn’t or stealing stories without asking. Anansi liked an audience. Anansi liked noise.

Kofi craned his neck. “Anansi?” he called softly.

A breeze moved through the tree. The web shuddered.

The silence stretched, then cracked as murmurs rose.

“The drums won’t speak,” someone said.

“Did you hear the night birds? They flew before dawn.”

“My basket tore for no reason,” complained a woman near the well. “I’ve used it for ten years.”

Old Mensah finally emerged from his house, drumsticks limp in his hands. He followed Kofi’s gaze upward, squinting.

“Huh,” he said. “That’s not supposed to happen.”

The silence deepened.

Kofi felt it crawl along his skin, prickling like gooseflesh. He had grown up on Anansi stories—how the spider tricked Leopard, how he stole wisdom and spilled it across the world, how he learned, too late sometimes, that cleverness without care could turn sharp and lonely. The stories weren’t just entertainment; they were warnings stitched into laughter.

Anansi’s web held those stories together.

“What happens,” Kofi asked carefully, “if the web breaks?”

Old Mensah didn’t answer right away. He tapped one drum, experimentally.

It made no sound.

People drew back. Someone crossed themselves. Someone else muttered a prayer to ancestors whose names tasted of dust and smoke.

“If the web unravels,” Mensah said at last, “stories slip. Promises loosen. Things that knew their place… forget.”

As if summoned by the word, a ripple ran through the web. The hole widened by a hair’s breadth.

Kofi swallowed. “We should fix it.”

A few people laughed, sharp and nervous.

“And how will a child fix Anansi’s work?” a man scoffed. “With glue and hope?”

Kofi bristled, but before he could answer, a thin voice drifted down like a falling leaf.

“Excuse you.”

Gasps cut the air.

Anansi lowered himself from the branch on a single thread, legs splayed theatrically, his body round and glossy as a polished seed. One of his eyes squinted; the other rolled. He looked tired—no, worse than tired. His usual sharpness dulled, like a blade left too long in the rain.

“Very rude,” Anansi continued. “Very unhelpful. And entirely beside the point.”

Relief and fear tangled in Kofi’s chest. “Anansi! You’re—”

“—busy,” Anansi snapped, then sighed. “Or I was. Until the web decided to betray me.”

“That hole—” Mensah began.

“Yes. I know.” Anansi gestured with two legs at the empty space. “Hard to miss. Like a missing tooth in a handsome smile.”

Kofi stepped closer, emboldened by curiosity and the strange urge tickling his thoughts. “Why is it tearing?”

Anansi’s many eyes flicked to him. For a moment, something unreadable passed across the spider’s face.

“Because,” Anansi said lightly, “stories get old. And webs, my clever boy, must be tended.”

No one laughed.

The silence pressed harder now, as if offended by jokes.

Anansi glanced around, irritated. “Oh, don’t look at me like that. I am not finished. Merely… fraying.”

The web shuddered again. A thread snapped with a sound like a whispered word.

Somewhere in the village, a child began to cry.

Anansi froze. Slowly, he turned back to the web. His voice dropped its showmanship.

“It’s worse than I thought.”

Kofi felt the decision settle in him before he spoke. “Tell me what to do.”

Anansi blinked. “What?”

“I can help,” Kofi said. His heart raced, but his voice stayed steady. “If stories are coming loose, then we tie them back. That’s how baskets work. That’s how nets work. That’s how webs work.”

A murmur ran through the square.

Anansi studied him, tilting his head. “You are very small.”

Kofi lifted his chin. “But I listen.”

That earned him a click of mandibles that might have been approval.

“Hmph,” Anansi said. “Dangerous quality, that. Listening.” He glanced at the elders, then back to the web. “Very well. I suppose desperate times call for… apprentices.”

The word sent a thrill through Kofi, chased quickly by fear. “What do I have to do?”

Anansi floated closer, close enough that Kofi could see fine cracks running through the spider’s silken joints, as if even Anansi himself were partly unwoven.

“You must help me reweave what was neglected,” Anansi said. “But this web is not made of thread alone. It is made of stories—shared ones. Stolen stories fray. Hoarded stories rot. Only the told-and-given ones hold.”

Kofi frowned. “So… we tell stories?”

Anansi’s smile widened, sharp and sad. “You find the stories that were withheld.”

Before Kofi could ask what that meant, Anansi flicked a leg.

The world tipped.

Kofi stumbled—and found himself no longer standing in the village square, but perched impossibly on the silk of the web itself. The village lay far below, hazy and distant, like a memory already starting to blur.

Anansi crouched opposite him, suddenly enormous.

“Welcome,” Anansi said softly, “to the stitches between worlds.”

Kofi’s stomach lurched. “I’m… I’m afraid of heights.”

Anansi glanced down. “Good. That means you understand consequences.”

The hole in the web yawned beside them, edges frayed into nothing. Through it, Kofi glimpsed strange sights: a drum cracking mid-song; a hunter forgetting a path home; laughter curdling into cruelty.

“That’s what happens when stories fall through,” Anansi said. “They don’t vanish. They misbehave.”

Kofi swallowed. “Where do we start?”

Anansi pointed with one long leg toward a loose thread glowing faintly blue. “There. A story someone never finished telling.”

Kofi touched the thread. Instantly, he saw a woman by a fire, her mouth open, story poised—then silence, swallowed by pride. The thread quivered.

“She never forgave her sister,” Kofi murmured.

“Ah,” Anansi said. “And so her story sulked.”

Kofi gathered the thread carefully and tied it back into the web, knotting it the way his grandmother taught him. As the knot tightened, warmth spread through his hands.

Far below, a drum sounded once.

Anansi exhaled. “Good. Again.”

They worked like that, moving from thread to thread. Some were bright and playful—stories stopped because of laughter or distraction. Others were heavy, dark with grief or anger left unspoken. Each time, Kofi listened, understood, and tied—not forcing, but fitting.

With every knot, the web steadied.

But Anansi grew slower.

“You’re fading,” Kofi said quietly.

Anansi’s eyes flicked away. “I am… old.”

“You’re Anansi,” Kofi protested. “Stories say you always escape.”

“They also say I learned,” Anansi replied. His voice softened. “Cleverness alone cannot hold a world forever.”

The last thread glimmered deep red. Anansi hesitated.

“That one,” he said, “is mine.”

Kofi reached out—and froze. The story burned. It was Anansi stealing stories and refusing to share them, weaving a web that served him first. A trick that lasted generations. A mistake dressed as genius.

“You never told them,” Kofi whispered.

Anansi bowed his head. “I feared losing importance.”

Kofi’s chest tightened. “Then tell it now.”

Anansi laughed softly, a sound like silk tearing gently. “That is why I needed a listener.”

Anansi spoke his final story aloud—not of triumph, but of error, of pride, of choosing control over community. The words wove themselves into the web, glowing bright and steady.

As the last knot settled, the hole sealed.

Sound rushed back into the world.

Drums thundered. Laughter burst free. Birds cried. The silence shattered into joy.

Kofi found himself standing in the village square again, knees weak, heart light.

Anansi hung above, smaller now, lighter.

“You did well,” Anansi said. “Remember this: stories live longer when they are shared.”

“And you?” Kofi asked.

Anansi smiled. “I will rest in the telling.”

The spider dissolved into threads of light that sank into the web, which shimmered—whole, strong, alive.

From that day on, the village told stories differently. Not louder, not more cleverly—but together.

And whenever Kofi passed beneath the web, he listened carefully.

Because webs, like worlds, are strongest where many hands have tied the knots.
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  Story 2 — THE TROLL UNDER THE ICE

  
  












Sigrid’s hands smelled of salt and cold oak. She had been mending nets since she could remember—threads passing through tired fingers like the steady pulse of her village—and she liked the way the rhythm steadied her. Dawn in Vardheim was a thin, silver thing: a strip of light lifting from the horizon, touching the black slick of the fjord, and catching on the ice where the sea met the shore. The village crouched on a spit of stone and weathered wood, houses low-roofed and smoke-stained, their windows the color of old amber. Beyond them rose the glacier that fed the fjord—an enormous, brooding presence, always creaking, always whispering. Folk said it kept its own counsel. Folk said the ice remembered things people had long forgotten.

Sigrid did not much believe in that sort of talk. She believed in mended nets and the feel of a hooked cod, in the direction of the wind and where the currents hid trout. She believed a boat’s keel would tell you more honest truths than a storyteller. Still, there were nights when the glacier seemed to lean forward, listening; and when the aurora unfurled like green silk across the sky, Sigrid sometimes felt the old stories prickle at her nape.

She had ridden out that morning with her brother’s old skiff, a pale thing that shivered in the chop. The sea was a glass-slate, and a low mist clung to the water. Sigrid dropped her nets where the gulls clustered and let the boat drift. Her line tugged the way it always did, a patient promise, and she hummed as she hauled in mackerel—silver fish that flashed like coins when the light struck them.

The net snagged on something heavier. She cussed softly and hauled at it until the skiff leaned, then halted. There, caught among the mesh and seaweed, was no fish at all but a stone: grey, not like the usual basalt around the fjord but veined with white, as if it held a frozen moon within. It was warm to the touch, oddly warm, and something in Sigrid’s chest told her not to pull.

She must have tugged too hard anyway, because the stone cracked with a sound like a distant cliff falling. Steam rose in a white plume when the water touched the exposed seam. The skiff rocked. A groan traveled through the air—deep and old and full of places no human had footsteps for—and then the water beside them swelled up, spilling a hand as big as a boat’s oar over the gunwale.

Sigrid yelped; the skiff tipped and her mackerel scattered like a cloud of silver. The hand was hairy, knuckled, and the skin was the color of wet stone. A head pushed up through the spray. It had a crown of driftwood and moss, a nose that could have been a boulder’s ridge, and eyes the color of sea-glass. For a moment Sigrid stood rigid as the world held its breath. Then the creature tried to smile, and something inside the village whooped like a gull.

“A troll?” she whispered.

The creature blinked. He was tall enough that when he stood he dwarfed the skiff; his shoulders were a landscape. “Is it breakfast?” he asked, voice deep as a boat’s hull. The words clattered like rocks in a creek and then softened into something gentle. “I’m hungry. Is that fish?”

Sigrid’s first thought was to row as if a storm had come. Her second was curiosity, a stubborn flame that had always pushed her to the sea. She set the net over his hand and pushed a mackerel onto his palm.

The troll sniffed it. “Huh. Fish,” he said, and the sound of discovery made his brow crease in the way of children. He ate like a creature that had forgotten to be gentle. Sigrid watched, bemused and frightened. She had seen carvings and heard the old folk songs: trolls were mischievous, often lonely, sometimes dangerous if crossed. But they were also part of the country the same way fjords and storms were. She had thought trolls belonged to the tales her grandmother told by the hearth.

“How did you come out of the ice?” she asked before she could stop herself.

The troll’s eyes cooled with something like pain. “Stone,” he said. “Stone-cup. Long sleep. Very long.” He lifted a hand and gestured to the horizon where the glacier gleamed











































































