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            To Dad, you always supported and believed in me from the beginning of this journey. Thank you.

            – D. T.

            
                

            

            For my Niblings, I can't wait to hear about all of your adventures to come!

            – A. D-B.
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            Chapter 1

            Nkara’s Paradise
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         Yomi couldn’t stop running or they would catch her. She sprinted through the fields of thorns, careful not to prick herself. Jumping high and swooping low to squeeze herself through the gaps, she hoped to lose her chasers. But they were not only fast but smart and seemed to know which way she would turn.

         They had locked on to her scent and soon she wouldn’t be able to escape them. There were lots of them and only one of her. She would have to surrender or else … but it was too late. They caught up with her, tens of them leaping on her at once.

         “OK, OK, you got me.” Yomi laughed as their soft skin tickled her all over. Harlipins were some of 8the friendliest Nkara ever. These hoofed creatures had flowers growing from their backs and skins and were like walking floral gardens. When Harlipins passed away, their remains would drift off in the wind, becoming one with their environment.

         Yomi stopped to admire the beauty of the Congo’s forest, with its unique plants, animals and Nkara. She vowed to protect it from anything that meant it harm.

         “I think they like us.” Kayode caught up with her, several Harlipins tagging along. He helped them break open some moabi fruit from a nearby tree to get to the tasty seeds within.

         A high-pitched surge of static escaped from Yomi’s right pocket and startled the Harlipins.

         “It’s OK,” she comforted them before pulling the radio free. “Hi, Uncle Olu.”

         “Hello! Can you come back and join me, I need your help,” Uncle Olu responded down the line.

         “Coming.” Yomi re-pocketed the radio. “Time to go,” she said to her brother.

         “It was nice meeting all of you,” Kayode said as 9the Harlipins whisked themselves away.

         Yomi and Kayode watched the Nkara until they disappeared, before heading back up the trail towards Uncle Olu.

         After receiving a call for help from Daba, their uncle’s best friend, while they were in South Africa, Yomi, Kayode and Uncle Olu had jumped on the first plane to the Democratic Republic of the Congo (DRC).

         Located deep within the Congo Basin was the Lomami National Park. Made up mostly of a rainforest, there were also highlands and stretches of savanna, with the large Lomami River in the south. The Sacred Beast League worked with national parks across the country to help protect Nkara from Beast Hunters and create protective zones for them. It was their mission to make a world that rewards everyone, both humans and Nkara.

         Daba had told them that the Abadas were fleeing in huge numbers from areas in the park managed by the S.B.L. This suggested they no longer felt safe there, which worried senior members of the 10League. Determined to get to the bottom of why it was happening, Daba had assembled a team from the Investigation Division to find the Abadas. Now Yomi and the others were following Daba’s trail, winding like a snake into the heart of the Basin.

         The League were helping to build something special here. A nirvana. A paradise. A place where Nkara would be happy. Birds filled the sky, with herons and peafowls fluttering and intermingling with Merori and Giries. Animals and Nkara living together in harmony. Yomi could only imagine one thing that might make Nkara feel unsafe here.

         They found Uncle Olu back where they had left him, kneeling in some blades of grass.

         “Any sign of Daba and the others?” Uncle Olu looked up at them. According to Daba’s last reports, they should be somewhere in Lomami.

         “We didn’t see anything, but Yomi was playing with some Harlipins,” Kayode commented.

         “You were playing with them too!” Yomi retorted. “Where do you think Uncle Daba and his group could be?” 11
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         “We’ve been looking for them all day!” Kayode added.

         “They can’t be far away,” Olu replied. “They’ll be searching for the missing Abadas.”

         “Abadas are like unicorns, right?” Yomi asked. Her grandma sometimes mentioned them in her stories.

         “Yes, and we need to find out exactly what’s wrong. Why and where have they gone? It’s not a good sign that they’re missing,” Uncle Olu said sadly.

         Yomi thought about Daba’s message. It was to the 12point but vague and lacking important details.

         “Let’s finish up here and continue the search. Help me wrap up this biome investigation – we can use the results to strengthen the protective zone.” Uncle Olu never missed a chance to do some research!

         “Uncle, not more research!” Yomi complained.

         “I can’t take it any more!” Kayode groaned.

         “You want to go back to London? That can be arranged,” Olu offered, grinning.

         “No. No. No.” Kayode put on some gloves and passed a pair to Yomi who took them quickly. “What do you need help with?”

         Olu assigned Yomi to take photos while Kayode acted as a scribe, writing down everything their uncle said into a notebook.

         Yomi was still snapping pictures of everything around them when Kayode finished his note taking and started arguing with a rare xilos plant. He touched one of its three sparkling yellow flowers and its boxing-glove-shaped leaves slapped at his fingers. It clearly didn’t like Kayode getting too close and he drew up his fists to box back, ready to fight with the plant. 13

         “Don’t, Kay! Ignore it,” Uncle Olu warned as he packed up his equipment.

         “No, it wants to fight so let’s do it.” Kayode squared up to the plant, saying he knew both kickboxing and capoeira. Neither of which helped as the xilos landed a knockout blow.
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         14“I told you not to fight it,” Olu said when Kayode complained from the ground. Yomi could almost see the stars dancing around his head and had to stop herself from laughing.

         As Uncle Olu apologized to the xilos plant, Yomi turned away and continued to take photos of every single plant, tree, shrub and even the grass. She turned the camera’s lens upwards, determined to find something else. Then she saw it. It was brief and sudden but then it happened again. A silver sizzle reaching upwards like something being fired.

         Yomi would recognize the colour of those sparks anywhere.

         “Yinza!” she said out loud. Could it be Nkara? Hunters? Or something else? Yomi went through all the options – she knew there were Nkara who could use and conjure the moon magic, so that seemed most likely. She took a few more snaps, angling the camera and using the light to capture everything before running over to the others to share what she had seen.

         Uncle Olu was fanning Kayode who was lying on 15the floor. He was still seeing stars and mumbling something about a rematch.

         “Don’t,” Uncle Olu advised him.

         “I saw Yinza,” Yomi announced.

         “What!” Kayode jumped up immediately.

         “Sparks of it.” Yomi held up the camera. “And I got a photo.”

         Yomi showed them the pictures she had taken and Olu pressed his hand into his beard. “But where’s the Yinza coming from? It could be the Abadas…”

         Yomi knew Yinza could be amazing in the right hands and dangerous in the wrong ones. If there was trouble in paradise, Yomi was going to get to the bottom of it.

      

   


   
      
         
16
            Chapter 2

            The Horns
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         The trio paced through ferns, over bamboo bridges and on to unpaved paths. They still hadn’t found any signs of Daba’s group.

         The red-brown tracks seemed to stretch on forever, twisting and turning to cut across the Basin, connecting everything and everyone who lived here, except the object of their search.

         They had been walking for ages, using Uncle Olu’s expert knowledge of the area and had still found nothing. Yomi tried to bury her worry deep down and focus on what they could do.

         “Uncle Daba was looking for the Abadas, maybe we should too. They might lead us to him. Is there any way we can track them?” Yomi queried. 17

         “Abadas mark their territory with a silver liquid that radiates Yinza,” Uncle Olu said, stopping. “The scanner will pick up Yinza or any user of Yinza, like the Abadas, and hopefully lead us to Daba and the others too. Great idea, Yomi!”

         “I can set up the tracker.” Yomi was excited to show how much she had learned and how she was getting used to the various equipment of the Sacred Beast League. She pulled the small silver box out of Kayode’s backpack, opened it up and assembled it like a pro before turning it on.
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         “They probably don’t have any signal,” Olu said, his face full of frustration. “My radio’s just stopped working.” He held up his now useless radio.

         Yomi looked at her own radio, which also showed zero bars. It had been fine only a few minutes earlier. It didn’t make any sense, she thought, unless something or someone was preventing them from reaching out.

         She watched Uncle Olu hold up the scanner to look for any more traces of Yinza. He spun it in multiple directions and increased the range.

         “Nothing.” Olu put the scanner down.

         “This is weird, isn’t it?” Kayode asked.

         “Very, very weird. The park is usually full of Abadas, so we should at least be able to see a trace of them.” Yomi could tell Uncle Olu was getting more concerned. And she knew he was really worried for Daba. 19

         “Tell us more about Abadas – it might help us to spot them,” Kayode suggested.

         “All Nkara are special, but those tied to Yinza even more so. They say the spirits of Abadas gallop across the moon in huge races,” Uncle Olu explained.

         “Races!” Yomi exclaimed. She would love to see it for herself – if only she could get to the moon!

         “They hold races against each other within their own herds. However, they never race against different herds.”

         Yomi was puzzled by this. “The Abadas don’t get along?” she questioned.

         “There’s a lot of aggression between them. Too many deep differences that cannot be mended,” Olu explained.

         “How deep?” Kayode asked.

         “Like, the bottom of the Pacific Ocean deep. The Abadas have some of the worst intra-species conflict you will see among Nkara, and there are some really bad ones.”

         Uncle Olu painted a sad picture and Yomi 20wondered what other Nkara didn’t get along with their own kind. Then she thought about the S.B.L. and the Beast Hunters and the huge differences between them.

         She wanted to understand the Abadas’ differences, and there was only one way to do that. She opened up her backpack and the Beast Atlas’s ever-seeing green eye stared back at her, as if sizing her up. She shivered. Was the Beast Atlas alive? That was a mystery for another day.

         Yomi swung open the book and flicked through the pages until she found the chapter on the Congo Basin. The Basin crossed into different countries within Central Africa and with so much life in its land, Yomi knew the Atlas would have lots to say.

         She continued to sweep through the pages until she found the section that covered the Abadas. 21
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         23“A bridge through space…” Yomi tried hard to conjure the image in her mind. Hundreds of Abadas racing along rays of Yinza.

         “And healing horns!” said Kayode putting both hands on his head to copy the pictures from the Beast Atlas. “How about the different herds? What’s their story?” he asked.
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Blessed with longevity, in some rare cases Abadas
can live for centuries, including the Abadas’ overall
leader, the Arase, who at the time of writing is still
alive. Landing first in the Sudan having left his home
on the moon, the Arase then used the power of his
moonstone to create a pathway

made of Yinza known as the
Mwanga Crossing, which
cut through space to
create a path for his
fellow Abadas to
race down to Earth
to join him. They
lived peacefully

until the first
hunters came and
constant battles
were waged. After
defeating the hunters
in Sudan, the Arase
led the Abadas to their
new home in the Siko, a
paradise for Nkara in the
Democratic Republic of Congo.

Their markings, patterns and colours indicate
the various herds. Despite these differences,
they all share one physical trait: at least
two silver horns. These horns possess unique
Yinza properties — the power of healing.
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TyrE OF NJKARA: SACRED
CATEGORY OF NJKARA: NAUTANT

These African unicorns, originally from the moon,
gallop across savannas, plains, deserts
and even on the top of snowy

peaks. However, they are
most commonly found in
the Congo Basin, which
is believed to have been
their homeland for at
least half a millennium. |
They organize
themselves into different
herds and will move,
work and live together.
Herds have a single
leader whose authority the
rest of the group follows.

An Abada life cycle is as follows:
Younglings — From birth to six years old
Young Horns — From seven to fifteen years old

Adult Horns — From sixteen onwards
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