
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Pierce and the City of Imaginaterium

        

        
        
          Imaginaterium, Volume 1

        

        
        
          N.K. Aning

        

        
          Published by N.K. Aning, 2019.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      PIERCE AND THE CITY OF IMAGINATERIUM

    

    
      First edition. March 31, 2019.

      Copyright © 2019 N.K. Aning.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1386470397

    

    
    
      Written by N.K. Aning.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by N.K. Aning

	    

      
	    
          
	      Imaginaterium

          
        
          
	          Pierce and the City of Imaginaterium

          
        
          
	          Pierce and the Fallen Gods

          
        
          
	          The legend of Pierce and Peter :The Dawn

          
        
          
	          A God's Dying Breath

          
        
          
	          Pierce and the Edge of Eternity (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Poetry

          
        
          
	          In Her Eyes

          
        
          
	          The Agony of Life

          
        
          
	          A Memory of Death

          
        
          
	          The Pain of Life

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Short Stories

          
        
          
	          The Bronze Man's Secret

          
        
          
	          Jack and God

          
        
          
	          Jason And The Great Dragon

          
        
          
	          The State

          
        
          
	          First Contact

          
        
          
	          The Agony of a Slave

          
        
          
	          The Exorcism of Martha Freeman

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Dilemma Series

          
        
          
	          The Christian Dilemma

          
        
          
	          God in the  Midst of Pain and Suffering

          
        
          
	          Reality

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Damned

          
        
          
	          Prophecy

          
        
          
	          The Conjuring

          
        
          
	          The Addiction

          
        
          
	          The God Dilemma

          
        
          
	          A Song for Eyram

          
        
          
	          The Infernal Jury

          
        
          
	          The Bronze Man's Secret and Other Stories

          
        
          
	          The Agony of a Slave and Other Stories

          
        
          
	          The Dilemma

          
        
          
	          Son of a Priest

          
        
          
	          Land of no Return

          
        
          
	          The Paradox of God

          
        
          
	          The Most Beautiful Thing

          
        
      

      
    
    



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To Eunice and KB.

      

    


“Gods die. And when they truly die they are unmourned and unremembered. Ideas are more difficult to kill than people, but they can be killed, in the end.” Neil Gaiman’s American Gods.
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Chapter One
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Pierce burst out from his room, startling his mom as he run past her, stopped, and gave her a quick hug and dashed towards the front door. His mom said, “what are you up to now, Pierce?” She got her answer as her husband, towel around his waist, dashed into the living room. Pierce took one look at his dad and took off shouting, “So long, daddy.”

Pierce’s mother, startled, glanced between the retreating form of her son and his husband.

“Ha! You will pay for this, you little imp!” Pierce’s dad shouted after the retreating form of his son to the amusement of his wife. 

“What has gotten into you two today?” She asked, arching an eyebrow.

“Can you believe Pierce swapped my warm water for my bath with cold water?”

Pierce’s mum started laughing, putting a hand over her mouth. “Just look at you. You two are incorrigible.”

“Ooh, don’t worry, one of these days, Pierce will certainly run out of tricks.” His dad said as his wife huffed, rolling her eyes. 

“You have an avid imagination, my dear husband.” 

If only the two knew where Pierce’s imagination would take him to.

***
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AS FOR PIERCE WHILE his parents were conspiring about how to get back at him, he was running towards the roadside. It was almost seven thirty and the school bus would be passing by their house as it did every morning. A bus honked twice, and Pierce smiled as the familiar shade of yellow came into view. St. Joseph’s International School was stenciled on its side. Pierce got in, making sure to pick a spot directly behind the driver. That was a wise choice since it meant the bullies couldn’t get to him. He glanced backwards, his eyes meeting Octavian and his cohorts. He grinned at Pierce who quickly turned his back. Why someone named Octavian could be such a brute baffled his mind? The bus took off. He heard snippets of movie nerd but paid no attention. 

Pierce lived in a suburban area of Tema. His dad was an accountant with a top firm in Accra and his mother was an English teacher. He had attended the funeral of his uncle the weekend before. He never really knew him, but he used to send him books every holiday. Inside every book was scrawled the same quote “Imagination is everything.” Pierce thought that was weird. He loved movies more than he loved reading novels. Plus, now a lot of movies were based on novels so who cares. 

The school bus honked as it neared their school. Like the Ivy Schools in the country, Pierce’s school was a first-class school with top notch teachers and the infrastructure was one of a kind. Pierce got out of the bus and joined the throng of students coming out of similar buses. He stretched his neck, hoping to catch a glimpse of his best friend. He grinned when he saw Peter in the hallway. He dashed towards his best friend, hollering out his name as he drew near.

Peter, donning his trademark spectacles grinned back and stretched forth his hand for their signature hand greeting. They shook hands and bumped their chest, shouting “Vakanda!” Other students sidestepped the duo, rolling their eyes at their antics. 

“Hey, did you watch the Black Panther?” Pierce asked, putting a hand around Peter’s shoulder as they made their way towards class.

“Yes, I did. It’s a great movie but I think it was overhyped.”

“What!” Pierce exclaimed, “it’s history, buddy.”

“Here we go again,” Peter replied, sighing. “Come on, Pierce–”

“You two still going on about your movies and books?” A voice said behind them. They both turned to stare into the eyes of Sally Nkrumah.

“Ha-ha.” Pierce managed to say seeing that Peter was fidgeting beside him. Pierce knew his friend had a crush on Sally. “Well, hello to you too.” Pierce said, glaring at Peter to say hi. 

“Hi Sally.” Peter said in a quiet voice. 

Pierce scowled at Peter. “Dude, what are you doing? You are cramping my style, man”

Peter shrugged, “I don’t know buddy but anytime I see her it’s like my tongue freezes.” Peter adjusted his glasses. 

Pierce frowned. “You mean you haven’t noticed?” Peter arched his brow. “Your brain freezes anytime you see her.”

Peter opened his mouth to retort when the bell rang for classes. 

“Another time, mate.” Peter said as he dragged a finger across his throat.

Pierce shuddered, feigning fear as they strode into class to await the dreaded first lesson, Classics.
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Chapter Two
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“From ancient epic stories to modern stories, some personalities have changed history as we know it.” Mr. Herbert Ansong, their history teacher said as he glared at the class, daring anyone to interfere. Pierce snickered causing Peter to cast him a suspicious glance. He winked at his best friend, sharing a conspiratory smile. Meanwhile, Octavian sitting at the back of the class made faces at Pierce. 

Mr. Ansong, rubbing his greasy hairline, wrote HOMER on the marker board and underlined it. “Homer shaped an entire society.” 

Pierce’s mind wandered as his history teacher rambled on about Homer’s exploits. He didn’t understand why they couldn’t learn more about heroines like Yaa Asantewaa.

“Homer’s life was a mystery, but his works still retains an impact on our literature especially on western culture.” Mr. Ansong said with a smug smile on his face.

“I doubt that!” Peter whispered but it resounded across the class as some took in sharp breaths.

“Who said that?” The gravelly voice of their history teacher squeaked as his eyes narrowed beneath his bushy eyebrow, his hairy nostrils flaring like a bulldog.

Pierce cast a worried look at his best friend, scowling at him. He seemed to say with his eyes, “what were you thinking, dude?”

“Who said that?” Their history teacher repeated, his eyes settling on Octavian who shrank under his furious gaze and pointed at Peter.  Pierce gritted his teeth, clenching his fist. Such a snitch.

“Would you like to explain yourself, Peter?” Mr. Ansong said, his neck becoming red whenever he got angry.

The whole class was silent.

“Well, what I meant to say,” Peter said, blinking rapidly whenever he was nervous. Mr. Ansong was like a god in class both figuratively and literally. None dared challenge him. “He was unfortunate to be born before Dante.” Peter stared defiantly at his teacher. The class was like a cemetery. Everyone waited with bated breath at the outcome. They were all too aware of Mr. Ansong’s fiery outburst. He chuckled and began to laugh, hand hitting his desk. Pierce’s mouth opened and closed. He shared a glance with Peter who shrugged. 

“Well done, Peter.” Mr. Ansong said in between bouts of laughter. “Now, class, I want a three-page essay on the influence of Homer’s Iliad and Odyssey on western culture.” This was answered by groans from the class. “You can thank Peter for your wonderful assignment.”

The bell rang for first break as the students filed out, some throwing frosty gazes at Peter. 

“Dude, you really went for it this time.” Pierce said as they made their way to the cafeteria. They skirted the corners where Peter would have been heckled. Pierce saw Octavian throwing an icy glare his way. He didn’t blame him; he knew all too well what nightmare assignments were for students. Pierce had no qualms about assignments like the rest. His best friend was there for that. It was one of the perks of having a bookworm as your best friend.

***
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“DUDE,” PIERCE SAID, wiping butter from his mouth. They were at the canteen. “What were you thinking taking on the behemoth that is Mr. Ansong?”

Peter shrugged, pushing his glasses up. “Don’t know, pal.” He replied, scooping up scrambled eggs and munching on it. “I guess I got bored.”

They both burst out laughing, raising eyebrows. They stopped when everyone’s attention in the canteen were drawn to them, they began to whisper. 

“Jeez, the matron’s got to be bloody Brienne of Tarth.” Pierce’s eye lit up at the reference to Game of Thrones. 

“Wow! And here I thought you didn’t watch Game of Thrones.”

“Dude,” Peter replied using their favourite word. “I have read all the books.”

Pierce raised his eyebrow, pausing with the fork spearing a sausage. “You are kidding. How did you get the books?”

Peter rolled his eyes. “Man, you are so archaic. Torrents!”

“Ha. Figured that out.” He replied, wiping his mouth, and belching as some students looked disgusted at his behavior.

“Who do you think will sit on the iron throne anyway?” Peter asked as they left the cafeteria, pausing to wash their dishes at the sink. It was school policy for all students to clean up after eating. Pierce paused in the hallway to adjust his black tie. Like most Ivy League Schools, they had a dress code, white sleeve over black pants with neatly polished shoes. 

“How do I look?” Pierce asked with that wise cracking smile of his. “Good for the girls’, right?”

Peter scowled at him, dipping both hands into his pockets. He glanced at his watch. It was almost time for classes. They had Algebra next.

“Pierce, I suggest we go the library and speak to Professor Thaddeus. Maybe he may have some books for us.”

Pierce groaned. “Come on, Pete. Can’t we do this after school or something?”

Peter moved towards the library paying no heed to Pierce’s pouting. “Accompany me or I’m not doing your assignments for you again.”

That shocked Pierce into action. “Well, when you put it like that. I will be more than happy to join you, mate.”
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Chapter Three
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The librarian of St. Joseph’s International School was a weird fellow and that was being modest. Tall, grey– haired, and always in a dark trench coat. He guarded the books of the library like a hawk. He kept to himself and yet seemed to know almost every book for any queries students had. In front of the library, a statue had been commissioned when he came to the school. His walking staff had fueled many rumors started by Pierce. Some said the staff glowed at night.

But Thaddeus Stone wasn’t concerned about the rumors peddled about him. He had more urgent thoughts on his mind. He wiped his brow as he gazed at the television screens. Tornadoes, tsunamis and volcanoes were wreaking havoc in different parts of the world. He closed his eyes, massaging his temple with his left hand. Thaddeus glanced at his pocket watch, noting the hour hand inching towards noon. His eyes scanned the library picking out the lazy students pretending to study but actively dozing off. He sighed, weary from all the burden on his shoulders. If only he could pass on the mantle to someone younger. His eyes caught sight of the novel on his desk, Michael Sullivan’s Death of Dulgath. There was nothing like immersing yourself into a fantasy world, literally. 

***
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“PETER, STOP!” PIERCE whispered, seeing Octavian and his cronies coming at them from the left of the library. 

“Dang it!” Peter said, “not again,” he backed away glancing around to spot any place to hide. But they were too late as Octavian spotted them, a grin on his chubby face.
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