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For every young dreamer who has ever felt out of place, who stitched courage into their days, and chose to shine anyway. For those who carry the weight of family, memory, and hope, and still find a way to shine. 

To the teens who pick up this book may you see yourself in Amahlia’s story, and remember that your voice, your style, and your journey matter. And for our loved ones—past, present, and future—who remind us that home is not just a place, but the people who believe in us.

—Janice Goodmen
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When eighteen-year-old Amehlia Dlamini leaves her home in South Africa after her father’s passing, she and her younger brother, Amari, journey to the United States to live with their aunt. Amehlia brings with her more than just memories—she carries a gift for design and a vision for transforming scraps of fabric into bold, beautiful creations.

But starting over is anything but simple. Between slang she doesn’t understand, pop culture references she can’t place, and whispers branding her “the new rich girl,” Amehlia feels like she’s been stitched into the wrong pattern. Just when self-doubt threatens to unravel her, an unexpected friendship opens doors—to understanding, belonging, and possibilities she never dreamed of.

As Amehlia learns to navigate high school cliques, cultural differences, and her own fears, she discovers that her passion is more than personal expression—it’s a bridge. Her designs connect her to others, spark conversations, and help her find a place in a world that once felt foreign.

Heartfelt and inspiring, Amehlia’s Story: Stitched Together is a tale of resilience, identity, and the beauty that comes from piecing together the broken parts of our lives into something whole—and extraordinary.
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Janice Goodmen is the mother of one and a storyteller at heart. Growing up in the nineties as the eldest of three sisters in a single-parent household, she remembers the challenges, resilience, and small joys that shaped her childhood. Those experiences—navigating hard times, finding strength in family, and dreaming of brighter days—inspire the themes woven into her books for teens and young adults.

Through her writing, Janice hopes to encourage young readers to embrace their individuality, hold onto hope, and discover the power of creativity and self-expression. Amehlia’s Story: Stitched Together is her heartfelt reminder that even in the hardest seasons, something beautiful can always be created.
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Just Another Morning
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Amahlia Dlamini squinted at the ceiling fan as it spun lazily above her. The faint hum mixed with the early chirps of birds outside her bedroom window. Golden morning light filtered through the light white curtains, soft and familiar—the kind of light she had grown up under, here in Gqeberha South Africa, of port Elizabeth. 

She blinked hard, then rolled to the left side of the bed, landing on her feet with practiced ease. She touched her smooth thick braids to check if her silk bonnet had come off in the night, thankfully it was still there.  Sighing, she glanced at her phone buzzing on the nightstand. 5:42 a.m. Too early for most teenagers. Just right for someone who has been running her household since she was fourteen. 

Amahlia rubbed the sleep from her honey-brown eyes and stood up slowly, careful not to make any noise. The walls in their house were thin, and Amari—her younger brother—was still asleep in the next room. He’d probably stayed up too late again, gaming with friends or falling down another rabbit hole of conspiracy videos. She’d tried checking on him around midnight, but his door had been locked, like it often was these days. 

Not one to judge, she had also been up late the night before, working on a few new designs—matching two-piece outfits for herself and Amari to wear to school. The sets featured bold, vibrant colors that mirrored their school’s palette, each piece bursting with personality and care. Now, scraps of fabric lay scattered across nearly every corner of the bedroom like a creative storm had passed through. Stepping carefully over the mess, Amahlia quietly opened the door, peeked into the hallway, and slipped out, closing it softly behind her.

She moved with smooth stealth through the dim hallway, avoiding the creaky floorboard by the wall with chipped paint. Their house was small—even with three bedrooms, a narrow kitchen, and a bathroom barely wide enough to turn around in—but it breathed with the weight of their history.

She passed the spot in the kitchen where Baba, their grandfather now gone, used to sit every morning with his strong tea, humming softly to old records while the kettle whistled. She caught sight of the back stoop through the curtain, where Amari had once fallen asleep with a mystery book on his chest, the last rays of afternoon sun warming his face. And there—still hanging crooked in the hallway—was a splotchy old mirror. The same one that held a faint smudge from when their mother used to press on lipstick and blow herself a kiss.

Amahlia paused in front of the hallway mirror, her slim tan fingers hovering just above the glass. Her reflection stared back—tired, yes, but composed, steady in a way that had taken most of her young years to master. Her braids, loosely twisted into a bun the night before, had begun to slip free. She smoothed them back into place with skillful, quiet motions. Then her hand moved to the necklace she wore every day—a simple string of worn beads and a tarnished charm. Baba had given it to her on her fifteenth birthday, calling it “good luck from your ancestors.” It held no real value to anyone else, but to her, it was sacred—like armor made from memories and love.

The silence in the house pressed in.

She let her fingers trail along the frame of the mirror, pausing at the corner where the wood had begun to split. Her thoughts, as they often did, drifted to her mother.

Emil—elegant, unpredictable, half-Zimbabwean and half-British—had once filled this house with perfume and color. Dad used to say she was a wildflower he’d never meant to chase but couldn’t stop loving. They had met by chance, a spark in a luxury hotel lobby where dad worked as a bellhop during one of his college breaks. Her family had been vacationing through Africa, just another stop on a long list of places they considered themselves too good for. But Emil had stayed in touch. Returned. Chose him. Or so they thought.

Until she didn’t.

Until one day, with dad away on a long shift, she left. No goodbye. No explanation. Just the neighbor, holding a crying Amari, and Amahlia—barely ten—standing in the doorway asking when Mama was coming back.

She never really did.

Now she has a new husband
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