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Reflections  From The Author

Dear Reader,

This book is deeply personal to me and it all began in 2019 in the quiet anticipation of becoming a
father. I searched for stories like the ones my grandmother once told me, stories filled with
wisdom, wonder and the lessons of generations. I wanted my children to grow up with stories that
reflected my heritage and introduced them to the remarkable people who shaped Africa and the
world.

I searched and could not find any so inspired by Toni Morrison  (If there's a book that you want to
read, but it hasn't been written yet, then you must write it.) then I began to write.

When my daughter was born, I imagined African heroines she could see herself in. When my son
arrived, that vision grew into a shared world of heroes and heroines where both could explore,
dream and discover. And so, Akua and Kwame came to life.

As I created these stories, I explored how technology and artificial intelligence could help bring
them to life. The tools were powerful. They could create beautiful images and adapt the tone to fit
the audience, but something was missing. They could not capture the soul and emotion of the
stories I remembered from childhood. I learned that technology can be a wonderful partner, but
the heart of a story must always come from the person telling it.

At the heart of this book is a simple belief: when children see themselves in stories of courage,
resilience and possibility, they begin to believe that they too can shape the world.

The adventures of Akua and Kwame are fictional journeys filled with imagination, science fiction
and magic, but they are anchored by the real legacies of extraordinary people.The adventures and
supernatural elements are imagined to bring history closer to young readers and inspire curiosity.
This book is a bridge between history and imagination, created with deep respect for the lives and
legacies of those who came before us.

Some of the people featured in these stories may have complex or controversial legacies. My
intention is not to rewrite history or tell their complete stories, but to share the parts of their
journeys that I admire and believe can inspire meaningful lessons for the future. Choosing these
heroes and heroines was not easy. Africa's history is filled with far more remarkable people than
could ever fit into one book. I hope these stories therefore spark curiosity and encourage you to
look beyond these pages, ask questions and discover the many other extraordinary people who
have shaped Africa and the world.

So, I invite you to read these stories together. Read them aloud. Ask questions. Laugh, wonder and
dream together.

If this book leads you to learn more about even one person you had never heard of before, then I
will consider it a journey well begun.

May you look to the past with pride, the present with courage and the future with hope.
Because the stories of Africa are vast, beautiful and powerful. And the web of those stories
connects us all.

With wonder and love,
Joseph



PROLOGUE
Where Stories Begin

In the city of Copenhagen, where the winters are long and the canals sparkle with ice, there
lived a family in a bright yellow apartment on a cobblestone street.

The apartment smelled of cinnamon and cocoa. Colourful kente cloth hung on the walls.
Carved wooden stools stood like little kings beside the fireplace. And in the corner — always in
the corner — sat a rocking chair shaped like a crescent moon.

In that chair sat their father.

He was tall but moved like water. He had kind eyes that sometimes flickered gold when the
firelight hit them just right, and a laugh that sounded like rain on a tin roof. The children called
him Dada. He called them his best adventure. His daughter was Akua — seven years old,
fierce and curious, with long braids that she tied with bright cloth at the ends. She loved maps,
questions, and the smell of old books.

His son was Kwame — four years old, round-faced and joyful, with a smile that brightened
every room and a habit of carrying a toy spider everywhere he went. He said the spider was
his best friend. He had no idea how right he was.

Every evening, after dinner, Dada would settle into his moon-chair, clear his throat, and begin:
‘Let me tell you about a hero...’ And the whole apartment would grow warm, as if the sun had
come inside.

But Dada's stories were no ordinary stories.
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Sometimes, when he finished speaking, the air in the living room would shimmer. The walls
would breathe. A soft golden light would creep under the bookshelf — and a web would
appear. Not just any web. A web that hummed like a lullaby, that glimmered like the Milky
Way, that smelled of earth and rain and ancient fire.

Dada always said, "The web is just decoration, my loves." But Akua had seen him smile when
he said it. And Akua trusted her eyes more than anything.

One Thursday evening in March — when Copenhagen was grey and cold outside — Dada put
down his cocoa cup and smiled in that particular way that made the room feel electric.

Dada leaned forward in his moon-chair, his eyes glowing warm in the firelight. "Tonight," he
whispered, "I am going to tell you about the greatest heroes Africa has ever known." He
looked at each of them in turn. "Are you ready?"

Akua sat up straight, her braids swinging. "We are always ready, Dada," she declared.

Kwame held up his toy spider with a proud grin. "I brought my spider for good luck!"

Dada laughed, deep and warm. The lamp flickered. Under the bookshelf, the golden web
began to glow.

And the adventure began.
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The web beneath the bookshelf spread across the floor like spilled moonlight. It grew and
grew, spinning threads of gold and green and red, weaving the colours of the African sun into
a doorway taller than Dada himself. It smelled of red clay and fresh rain.

Akua stepped forward. She had never walked into a web before, but something in her heart
said: go. So she took Kwame's hand and they stepped through together. The cold Copenhagen
air vanished in an instant. They landed on warm red earth, bare feet pressing into soil that felt
alive. Around them grew tall palm trees with rustling fronds. The sky was brilliant blue — a
blue so deep it seemed to have feelings. And the air! It was warm and sweet and full of
drumbeats.

Kwame tugged at Akua's sleeve, his eyes wide as moons. "Akua... where are we?"

Akua looked around slowly, breathing in the warm breeze. "I think... I think we are in Africa."

A boy no older than twelve appeared on the path ahead. He wore a simple white shirt and
short trousers. He was walking fast, a large book tucked under one arm, muttering to himself.
When he saw them, he stopped dead.

The boy tilted his head and smiled brightly. "Hello! You look lost. Are you from the mission
school?"

Akua shook her head. "Not exactly. My name is Akua. This is my brother Kwame."

CHAPTER 1
The Star of Ghana

West Africa · Theme: Freedom & Courage
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— Meeting Young Kwame Nkrumah —

The boy's face lit up. "Kwame! That is my name too!" He stood a little taller. "I am Kwame
Nkrumah. I live in Nkroful. This is the Gold Coast — though one day, I believe with all my
heart, it will have a prouder name."

Young Kwame Nkrumah had eyes that sparkled with something beyond ordinary brightness.
He walked with purpose, even at twelve, as if he always knew exactly where he was going —
and exactly why. He explained to Akua and Kwame that he was walking to the school run by
missionaries, where he was learning to read everything he could find. But today he was
troubled.

Nkrumah's voice dropped, and a shadow crossed his face. "They told me this morning that a
boy like me — an African boy — cannot dream of leading his own country. That we must
always be ruled by others." He looked at them steadily. "I do not believe that. Do you believe
that?"

Akua clenched her fists. "No! That is completely wrong!"

Nkrumah grinned, his brightness returning at once. "Good. Then walk with me. I have
something to show you."

— The Challenge — The Locked Library —

He led them to a large stone building with a padlock on the door. A sign read: FOR COLONIAL
STAFF ONLY. AFRICANS NOT PERMITTED.

Nkrumah pointed at the door, his jaw tight. "There are hundreds of books in there. Books
about our own land. Maps of Africa. I want to read them. I need to read them. But they will not
let me in."
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