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CHAPTER ONE
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The storm began that dawn. 

Thunder rolled over the hills of Aburi, shaking the trees and rattling every iron roofing in the town. Lightning flashed a hundred times as if the gods were battling each other. The trees swayed as the wind howled.

Inside his small room, Tetteh lay wide awake under his blanket. Each bolt of lightning set his teeth on edge. He nearly fell of his bed with a shout as thunder rumbled in the sky above.

From the kitchen he heard his mother yelling, “Kwesi stop shaking the house with your voice. It’s only thunder.”

“I know. I’m not afraid, mom.” He said voice, trembling. He hated every time there was a storm.

When the storm finally ended, the ground had this earthy smell Tetteh loved so much. He ran outside barefoot, feeling the wet soil. The cocoa leaves were dripping with tiny drops of water and snails were crawling in abundance everywhere. He often wondered why there were so many snails after each rainfall. 

His eyes caught something glinting near the edge of the Cocoa Grove. He walked forward, trying to make out what he was seeing. The object looked like a yellowish stone. 

Curious he edged closer. At the base of the cocoa tree, half buried in the wet soil was a smooth and glowing stone. 

Tetteh knelt and brushed away the dirt on it. He looked around and no one was watching him. He touched it. A tiny spark zapped his fingers as he withdrew it instantly.

“Ouch!” He yelled in surprise. It wasn’t painful but he yelled out of shock.

He couldn’t stop staring. The stone was beautiful and mesmerizing.  “Maybe it’s a gift from the gods.”
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