A suitcase of stories from Grandpa Jazz brings
lrank's rich Mauritian heritage te life. but it might
alse be the start of an epic advenbure . ..

A beautiful book about the wonderful
relationship between a boy and his grandpa
that shows us the importance of storytelling.

Even though the world might see Frank and
Jazz as different, this story celebrates their
love and the many ways that they’re the same.

Just like Jazz’s anecdotes, the tales we pass
down to our children and grandchildren
can play a pivotal role in connecting
them to their family history and heritage.
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I’m Frank, and | LOVE stories . . .

Mum says . ..

JUST like my Grandpa Jazz. that some of
his stories are

made up . . .

He has LOTS of stories to tell.

and SOME of his stories ... are TRUE!
He’s a MASTER storyteller!



Today we’re taking Grandpa Jazz to the airport. He's visiting the

tropical island where he was born and grew up. It’s very far away. | open the suitcase whilst he looks for his clothes and

| pull out a small, rough rock with lots of tiny holes in it.

"What's this, Grandpa Jazz?"

Grandpa Jazz pulls an old, blue suitcase

down from the top of the wardrobe . .. Grandpa Jazz

"Come and help me pack, Frank." looks up . ..



"That's volcanic rock. You see, the island where
I'm from is a volcanic island. All the volcanoes
are extinct, so they don't erupt anymore."

He explains that as a boy, he loved exploring volcano craters,
all overgrown with wet, leafy forests and hidden waterfalls.

But once, he tripped and fell, way, way down, rolling through
the vines until he reached the very bottom. He even caught a
glimpse of the heart of the Earth, through cracks in the rock!



