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    For my beloved grandchildren—Juan, Janicke, Regan, Naomi, Liam, Amelia, Zak, Noah and Asher.
Before these stories belonged to the world…they belonged to you.
May you always believe that every new place holds a new friend, every new day holds a new adventure, and every dream has the power to change the world.
Whenever you open these pages, remember that my love travels with you—just like Naomi's magical pillow.
Forever ,Ouma

      

    



  	
        
            
            Some journeys begin with a suitcase.Naomi's begin with a pillow.And every dream reminds her that the world is filled with friends she simply hasn't met yet.
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Naomi and the Forest That Wove the Sun
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West Africa – Ghana

Akwaaba! — 'Welcome!'
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Naomi curled into her soft, rose-scented pillow.

As her breathing slowed, the pillow warmed beneath her cheek...
a gentle hum...
a soft shimmer...
and then—
She was falling.

Not fast.
Not scary.
Just drifting gently through a sky woven with thousands of golden threads, each one glowing like sunlight stitched into silk.
The threads swirled around her, dancing quietly in the warm breeze, before carrying her gently towards the earth below.

Far beneath her stretched an endless emerald forest—deep, ancient and alive—with trees so tall they seemed to be holding up the sky itself.

She floated lower...
and landed softly on warm, red earth.
The air smelled rich and sweet.
There was the scent of ripe cocoa pods, warm leaves, fresh rain on the soil and a whisper of wood-smoke drifting through the trees.
Somewhere nearby, birds sang cheerful morning songs.
A tiny emerald-green sun-bird darted past her nose, its feathers sparkling like jewels in the sunshine before disappearing among the flowers.
Naomi giggled.
"I've never seen a bird that shiny before."
A gentle laugh answered her.
Naomi turned.
A girl stood smiling beneath a great tree. She wore a beautiful kente cloth that shimmered with patterns of gold, deep blue, forest green and warm sunset orange. The colors seemed almost alive.

"I'm Adjoa," she said warmly. "Welcome to Ghana... the land where colors tell stories."

She reached out her hand. "Come. The forest has been waiting for you."

Naomi slipped her hand into Adjoa's. Immediately, the leaves overhead rustled softly, almost as though they were whispering, "Akwaaba..."

"What does that mean?" Naomi asked.

Adjoa smiled. "It means... 'Welcome.'"

Naomi smiled back. "I like that."

Together they wandered beneath towering trees whose branches stretched high into the sky. Golden sunlight trickled through the leaves in tiny sparkling drops. Bright cocoa pods—yellow, orange and deep crimson—hung from the trunks like hidden treasure.

Naomi gently picked one. It felt smooth... warm... and surprisingly heavy.

Adjoa nodded proudly. "Cocoa is one of Ghana's gifts to the world."

Naomi's eyes widened. "The chocolate tree?"

Adjoa laughed. "Almost." She carefully split open the pod. Inside were rows of soft white seeds wrapped in creamy fruit.

Naomi tasted one. Sweet. Fruity. Fresh. Nothing like chocolate. Yet somehow... she could almost imagine the chocolate hiding inside.

"I'll never look at chocolate the same way again," Naomi laughed.

Suddenly... Boom... Boom... boom... Boom...

A gentle drumbeat drifted through the trees. The sound wasn't loud. It felt... alive. Almost as though the forest itself had a heartbeat.

Adjoa's eyes sparkled. "The forest is calling."

They followed the rhythm until they reached a sunny clearing. There, children sat beside beautiful wooden looms. Their fingers danced across colourful threads. Gold. Blue. Green. Red. Each thread caught the sunlight as if tiny stars had become trapped inside the cloth.

Adjoa whispered, "Every colour has a meaning. Every pattern tells a story. Every piece of kente remembers the people who made it."

One of the children looked up. He smiled kindly. "Come. The cloth wants to meet you."

Naomi knelt beside him. He gently placed her hands on the loom. The threads hummed beneath her fingertips. Soft. Warm. Alive.

Suddenly... the colors began to glow. Gold shimmered like hundreds of tiny suns. Blue rippled like a peaceful river. Green breathed like leaves dancing in the wind.

The threads slowly lifted into the air. They wove themselves together without anyone touching them. Round and round they floated... creating patterns Naomi couldn't explain... but somehow understood inside her heart.

At that very moment, hundreds of tiny golden butterflies rose gently from the forest flowers. They circled around the glowing cloth before floating peacefully into the sky.

Naomi watched them in amazement. "It feels like magic."

Adjoa smiled. "The best stories always do."
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The cloth folded itself carefully. It drifted down into Naomi's lap. Only a small scarf. But warm. Soft. Glowing gently.

Naomi hugged it tightly. "It feels alive."

Adjoa nodded. "Kente remembers every pair of hands that weave it... and every heart that treasures it."

The drumbeat echoed once more. Boom... Boom... boom... Boom...

Adjoa jumped to her feet. "Come! There's one more surprise."

Hand in hand they ran through the forest until the trees opened onto a wide field of tall golden grass dancing in the breeze. A group of dancers stood waiting. Bright beads shimmered. Colourful cloth swirled. Bare feet tapped softly against the warm earth.

One drummer smiled. He lifted
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