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When the baobab tree awoke

When the sun disappeared behind the

red hills, the village became silent.

The pots were silent.

The birds returned to their nests.

And the children, one by one, went home.

All... except those who knew the secret.

In the center of the village stood a huge
baobab.
Its trunk was so wide that it took several adults to go around it.
Its roots came out of the earth like open arms, inviting them to sit down.

It was said that this tree was older than the
houses, older than the roads, more even as old as some stories.
By day, he remained motionless and silent.
But at night...
When the moon rose high in the sky and
the stars shone like curious eyes,
the baobab tree was awakening.

The children approached slowly and settled under his roots.

They didn't speak. They listened. Then, a slow and deep voice rose, as if carried by the wind. 
It was neither a man's voice nor a woman. 
It was the voice of the baobab. 
- Come closer, little hearts, it whispered. 
- I have seen villages rise and disappear. 
I have seen children grow wise... and others forget to listen. 
Tonight, I will tell you stories. 
Each night, the baobab chose a tale. 
A story of truth or lies. 

Of courage or fear. 

Of respect or forgetfulness. 

And in the end, when the tale was finished, the children would leave in silence, their hearts a little bigger than before. 

For the baobab did not tell stories just to entertain. 
It told them to guide. 
And as long as children came to sit beneath its roots, the baobab would continue to speak.
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Story 1: The Child Who Never Listened
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I am the Baobab.

When the moon rises above the village and silence settles in, my voice awakens.
That evening, the children were sitting under my great roots, and I told them:
"Listen carefully... for this story is about
listening."
There was a boy in the village named
Samba.
Samba ran fast, spoke loudly, and laughed
a lot. But he had a major flaw: he
never listened.
When his mother said to him:

"Samba, be careful when crossing the river," he would answer: "Yes, yes!"
Without really hearing her.
When his father said: "Samba, help your little brother," he was already gone to play.
Even his friends would sigh: "Samba, wait for us!"
But Samba did not listen. He always did
whatever he wanted.
One morning, the village was getting ready for the big market.

The elders had told the children not to go near the old wooden bridge, because it was fragile.

But Samba didn't listen.

"I'm strong," he thought. "Nothing can happen to me."

He ran toward the bridge. The planks creaked... CRACK!

Samba fell into the shallow water, got wet from head to toe, and was very frightened.

He wasn't hurt, but his heart was pounding.

His friends came running up.

"We warned you," they said gently.

Samba lowered his head. For the first time, he was listening.

That evening, Samba sat down under my roots.

He placed his hand on my rough trunk and whispered:

"Baobab... why do I never listen?" “I let the wind rustle through my leaves before replying:

“Samba, listening is not a sign of weakness.

It is a sign of respect.

Those who listen learn.

Those who don’t often fall.” Samba remained silent. He understood.

The next day, something had changed.

When his mother spoke, Samba stopped.

When his father asked for help, Samba answered.

When his friends offered advice, Samba listened until the end.

And the more he listened, the more he grew, not in height, but in wisdom.

The moral of the baobab: those who listen to others build strong roots for their lives.”
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Story 2: The Gourd of Truth
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I am the Baobab tree.

When night falls over the village and the stars begin to shine, my voice can be heard.

That evening, the children gathered beneath my roots, and I said to them:

“Listen... for this story speaks of the truth.”

In the village lived a little girl named Nala.

Nala was lively and clever, but she had a bad habit: she sometimes said things that weren’t true.

When she broke a pot, she would say:

“It wasn’t me.”

When she arrived late, she would say:

“The journey was too long.”

Her lies were small, but numerous, like grains of sand.

One day, at the market, Nala’s mother entrusted her with a beautiful decorated gourd.

“Take good care of it,” she said. “It is precious.”

Nala placed the gourd near the well to play with her friends. But as she ran, she bumped into it.

The gourd fell... and cracked.

Nala's heart sank.

When her mother asked,

"What happened?"

Nala quickly replied,

"The wind knocked it over." But at that very moment, the crack in the gourd seemed to widen.

Days passed.

Each time Nala told a lie, the crack grew larger.

Soon, water was leaking from the gourd, drop by drop.

Nala was afraid.

She no longer dared to use it.

She no longer dared to speak.

That evening, she came and sat beneath my roots.

"Baobab," she whispered, "why is the gourd breaking?"

I replied in a slow, deep voice,

"Nala, the truth is like a solid gourd.

Each lie makes a crack in it.

When the cracks become too numerous, it can no longer contain anything." “The next day, Nala took a deep breath.

She went to her mother and said,

“I’m the one who broke the gourd. And I lied.” Her mother remained silent, then hugged her tightly.

“Thank you for telling the truth,” she said. “We’ll fix it together.” From that day on, the crack didn’t get any bigger.

And in Nala's heart, something also closed up.

The moral of the baobab: the truth may be frightening at first, but it keeps the heart intact.
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Story 3: Kôkô the Tortoise and the Broken Promise
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I am the Baobab tree.

When the night grows mild and the crickets begin their song, my voice drifts slowly down to the village.

That evening, the children approached my roots, and I said to them,

"Listen... for this story is about promises."

Near the river lived Kôkô the tortoise.

Kôkô moved slowly, spoke softly, and everyone said,

"Kôkô is reliable. We can trust him."

One day, the animals of the village decided to hold a big celebration.

They asked Kôkô,

"Can you bring the fruit tomorrow morning?"

Kôkô nodded.

"I promise," she said calmly.

But the next day, the sun was hot and the road was long.

Kôkô thought to herself,

"I am tired. I will leave later." She stopped under a tree.

Then under another.

Time passed.

When Kôkô finally arrived, the festival was almost over. The fruit was running low.

The animals were disappointed.

"You promised," they said simply.

Kôkô felt her shell grow heavy.

It wasn't fatigue... it was shame.

That evening, Kôkô approached me and placed her small paw on my roots.

"Baobab," she said, "why does my promise hurt me so much?" I let the silence answer before speaking:

"Kôkô, a promise is heavier than a basket of fruit.

When you give it, you must carry it through to the end.

Otherwise, it falls... and wounds trust."

The next day, Kôkô went back to see the animals.

"I made a promise," she said
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