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	Overture—The Tribes of Hamabui

	Long ago, two celestial tribes lived on a small island off the coast of Ghana called Hamabui: the Kramerin, poets and designers devoted to art and education, and the Freubi, noble warriors who believed strength was their only path forward.

	One fateful day, the Gods of the Kramerin and the Freubi dropped an inheritance of gold onto the border the two tribes shared. Both tribes called the gold a miracle bestowed upon their people and tried to claim it, but neither tribe could. And so, the gold remained on the border for years as each tribe pondered how they could eventually seize it.

	On a cold winter day, a celestial messenger from the Freubi tribe ventured out to speak to the Gods about what it would take to own the gold. After returning from his voyage, the messenger passed a message to his tribe that he claimed had come from the Gods: for as long as the Kramerin continued to live amongst them, the Freubi would never lay claim to their inheritance.

	After hearing the messenger's revelation, the Freubi began a devastating campaign to rid the land of the Kramerin. 

	Amidst the tension, two lovers from the opposing tribes rejected the fighting they were caught between, fleeing their homes to build a new life together in a foreign land. But an ancient prophecy followed them.

	A child born from their lineage would one day carry a Kramerin celestial into the world. The celestial would return in the form of a small, pure hearted creature and emerge in an age consumed by violence. The long-sought inheritance would be cast into darkness, yet faith, memory, endurance, and sacred origin would persist. Through this chosen being, balance would be restored.

	…And so it went. From a market in a quiet coastal town in Ghana, the creature would begin its journey. 

	


 Chapter One: First Contact

	

	

	Innocence 

	Elmina, Ghana — 2007

	

	The smell of fried plantain and stew woke Leila up with a pleasant smile on her face. There was nothing besides her momma’s cooking that could have had her up on a Saturday—especially considering how much she loved sleeping in on weekends. She raced down the stairs and saw her in the kitchen preparing a heaping plate of rice and chicken.

	“Coming to you live from the Fremah house, my name is Leila and I am bringing you the top story from momma Fremah’s kitchen. Momma Fremah, do you want to say something to the audience?” Leila held out a pen in front of her mom with a smile on her face. 

	“Hello audience. Please tell your favorite reporter that her momma needs her to go to the store right now. We are out of eggs, milk, and rice.” Her momma pushed away the makeshift mic and grinned. 

	“Ah! Momma, you made my ratings go down.” Leila sighed and shook her head. 

	“Oh no! I’m sorry my love. They will go back up. Please, take this food to your dad,” her mom said with a joyous laugh. 

	Leila took the tray from her and gave her a kiss on the cheek before dashing into the living room.

	“GOOOAALLLL!”

	By the time Leila entered the living room, her dad was already clapping and celebrating the Black Stars—Ghana’s national soccer team. 

	“Daddy, your food is ready.” Leila placed the tray on the table in front of him and he took a seat.

	“Thank you sweetheart. Come and eat. The Black Stars are winning,” he said as he scooped rice in his mouth.

	“I know daddy. We heard you screaming from the kitchen.”

	“Oh! You all heard me?”

	“Daddy, the whole world could hear you,” she said, and he burst into laughter.

	“Who is this…Raymond boy your momma keeps telling me about?” Her father’s eyes lowered in suspicion. 

	“Ohhh! Leila has a boyfriend. Leila has a boyfriend.” Her cousin, Damola, sang from up the stairs gleefully. 

	“I have to go to the market for momma. I love you.” She gave him a kiss on the cheek before rushing out the house. 

	***

	

Alomo Seafood Market — 12pm

	

	“Chaley, these Black Stars kraaaa! They want to break my heart every month I swear. How can you just blow a 2 nil lead like that,” Fred said as he shook his head.

	“Keep putting all of your dreams into this team. You’ll soon see what a broken heart feels like,” Kofi mocked him between laughs.

	“Well then I guess you better start digging my grave early because I will never stop supporting them.” The two men broke into a laugh before a customer approached their counter.

	“Hi, Uncle Kofi. Hello, Mr. Fred,” Leila greeted the two men warmly as she placed her groceries on the counter.

	“Hello, Leila. How’s my favorite niece?” Kofi asked as he scanned her milk.

	Fred gave her a nod, but did not speak.

	“Good. My dad asked when are you going to visit us again? He said ever since he kicked your butt in table tennis last month you’ve gone into hiding,” she said as she opened a Kalyppo and took a drink. Fred couldn’t hold in his laughter. 

	“Well, considering I’m still here; I guess that’s not so true is it?” Kofi rang up her last item and smiled.

	“That will be 117 Cedis,” Kofi said. The amount equivalent to ten U.S. dollars.

	After paying for her items, Leila grabbed the bags and turned to leave.

	“Hey, Leila!” Kofi shouted after her.

	She looked back at him.

	“Tell your dad I’m ready for my rematch anytime he’s ready.”

	Leila gave him a smirk before pedaling away on her bike. 

	 “There you two are. I’ve been looking everywhere for you.” Mr. Asare, their manager, approached them with urgency in his voice.

	“Welcome, boss. Why do you look like your wife just divorced you?” Fred asked between a laugh. 

	“Look at this news story. There’s something very strange happening around town.” Mr. Asare pulled out his phone and played them the video.

	

	A string of seafood break-ins in the last few days has the entire Volta Region on edge after police say the criminals are still at large. Police have identified the two men as twenty-nine-year-old Elias Frimpong and thirty-six-year-old Ernest Montgomery. The two men are assumed to be armed and very dangerous and police warn any who may come in contact with them to keep a safe distance.

	

	An image of the two suspects flashed on Mr. Asare’s phone. Elias appeared on the left side—bald, handsome, and smiling with a single gold tooth. His counterpart, Ernest, looked rougher with a bald patch, a long mustache, and eyes that looked like he hadn’t slept in weeks. 

	As the three men studied the criminals, they heard glass shatter from the sales floor. 

	

	“IT’S THEM! THE CRIMINALS! EVERYBODY RUN!”

	

	Fred, Kofi, and Mr. Asare grabbed baseball bats and quickly ran to the commotion. When they reached the front door, they saw broken glass all around them—but there was no sight of the two criminals.

	“Hey, look over there. In the distance,” Fred said, pointing at a small figure up ahead. The two men watched in shock as they saw a tiny crab scurrying away quickly—headed toward the coastline. 

	

	


	

	

	Coastline — Hours later

	

	“LEILA!”

	The call carried across the warm tide by her home again. A soft breeze brushed Leila’s face as she turned toward it.

	“That’s my mom calling us. She’s probably mad we’re out past dinner, but we won’t get in trouble if we stay five more minutes.”

	Leila stood at the shoreline holding a small crab she found. She had ventured out to enjoy the calmness of the ocean before dinnertime as she always did. That’s when the tiny crab made its way to her and found its way into her grocery bag. Now they were both watching the gentle waves lap across the shoreline. 

	“Don’t you ever wonder what’s on the other side? I bet there’s so many creatures we don’t even know about out there. Maybe some are your family.” She held the crab out in front of her and giggled.

	“Leila, now!” Her mother’s voice called again.

	In the distance she could see her father walking toward her. 

	“That’s my dad coming. We’ll both be in trouble if he sees you.” She quickly hid the crab behind her back.

	“There you are. Didn’t you hear your mother calling you? And what do you have behind you?”

	She flashed an innocent smile and slowly brought the crab into view.

	“Leila, what have I told you about the sea life here?”

	She lowered her gaze.

	“That they belong in the water… not to be bothered.”

	Her father sighed and lifted her chin.

	“So… does it have a name?” he asked softly.

	A hopeful smile returned to her face.

	“Kobe,” she said brightly.

	“Well, okay. I guess we can make room in our family for Kobe—but you have to promise me one thing.” He bent down and whispered something in her ear.

	“Don’t tell your mama I let you keep him.”

	“Leila!”

	They heard the call again and laughed.

	“What do you say you, Kobe, and I all start heading home before your momma beats all three of us? We can get some Fan Yogurt on the way.”

	

	 


The prophecy foretold that a pure-hearted creature would carry a Kramerin celestial into the world

	


Chapter Two: The Concert Master Part 1 (Ray)

	
Nugget of Truth

	Volta Region, Ghana — 2012 

	

	“Alright, let him up,” Alexi gave the order from the sofa he sat on. At once, Ray felt his head get yanked up by one of Alexi’s men. As his eyes met his father’s, a trickle of blood dripped slowly from his mouth. Alexi’s cold gaze was the first pain he allowed himself to feel that night—having already numbed himself from the beatings the men gave him. The men were known as the ‘Ndrangheta, a ruthless Italian mafia headed by his father. The organization was known for running an infamous cocaine pipeline across the Atlantic, using Ghana as their waypoint for shipments coming out of South America. Alexi prided himself on being the head of these operations, but lately he had set his eyes on something more valuable than the mob’s drug of choice. 

	“It breaks my heart to do this to you Raymond. Just tell me what I want and this will be all over. I’ll tell these fine gentlemen to go home. Maybe I’ll take you out to eat once you get cleaned up. I just need you to work with me.” The men around Alexi snickered.

	“So, last time. Where did you get this from?” Alexi asked as he stepped up to Ray and dropped a large, gold nugget next to him. Ray spit out blood and stared at it.

	“Tic toc kid. We don’t have all day,” one of the men standing around him said with a grin on his face.

	“I got it from her house,” Ray said with his head hung low.

	“Whose house?” Alexi bent down and whispered in his ear with the calmness of someone announcing the weather.

	“Leila’s house,” Ray said defeatedly. 

	“Your little girlfriend? Now we’re getting somewhere. Hell, I can’t even be mad at you. At least I didn’t raise you queer.”

	The basement erupted in a painful laughter. Ray closed his eyes and tried to hide his tears. 

	“So you mean to tell me your little girlfriend just has random gold lying around in her basement? And she just decided to give you one?” Alexi raised his son’s head and forced him to look into his cold eyes.

	“This story just keeps getting fishier and fishier, boss. Or should I say, crabier and crabier.” The room laughed again. 

	“It did come from her house. She showed it to me. I… I took the gold from there,” Ray stuttered to get the words out—his face turning red from the admission. The room went silent for a few seconds. 

	“I didn’t know your son was that good with his hands Alexi. The Correlli bloodline runs deep in him I see,” a tall man in a gray suit said with a delighted look on his face. 

	“Clean yourself up Raymond. We’re about to go on a little field trip—and I’m sure your girlfriend would freak out if she saw you like this.” Alexi said before he turned to leave. The men in the room cast their final disapproving looks at Ray before they turned to leave. 

	“FATHER!”

	Alexi paused.

	“Please don’t hurt Leila.”

	

	

	

	 


Rupture 

	Volta Region, Ghana — 3 Nights later

	
“You don’t know how proud I am of you, Raymond,” Leila’s voice came through the other end of the phone loud and upbeat. It had been a couple of nights since he last spoke to her for her own safety. His father and his mob men had been on the prowl for Leila’s house ever since he confessed about the treasure he’d stolen from her basement. Admittedly, Ray never meant to cause her harm by stealing the gold. He took it because it felt like having a piece of Leila he could hold on to—even when she wasn’t around.

	“The Golden Coast Gala is going to be so amazing. I already have my dress picked out. It’s the black and gold one I showed you the other night,” she said this and they went quiet for a few seconds.

	“You’re really quiet tonight, Raymond. I feel like I’m more excited about the gala than you are, and I’m not even in it—Mr. Concertmaster.” Leila tried her best to brighten Ray’s mood, but even her cheerfulness couldn’t keep away the thoughts of Alexi and his men harming her. He wouldn’t be able to live with himself if they did anything to her.

	“I know. Honestly, there’s been a lot going on lately between practicing for the gala and school work. On top of that, I’m still taking music classes every three nights. I feel like I need a break.”

	Leila didn’t speak for a second after Ray had finished. She just let his words hang there the way she did when she was searching for the right thing to say. 

	“Yeah. Well hey, we’re still hanging out this weekend. I think we can find some creative ways to take our minds off of life for a few days,” Leila said seductively.

	“Yeah, I think I may need you for more than a weekend, the way life's been moving lately,” Ray said, and they both laughed. The brief moment slightly relaxed him.

	“Hey, Leila?” Ray began softly. 

	“Yes?” She answered back.

	“Please stay safe.”

	“You too…Raymond.”

	Ray hung up with Leila and stared out at a lone gray van parked on the side of his house. It wasn’t the first time that he saw the van, but every time he laid eyes on it, his nerves relaxed. On the outside, it looked like a random, derelict vehicle idling in their neighborhood. But to Ray, it had simply become the home he had never been granted. 

	

	 


Click. Click. Click.

	The van came to life and Ray let out a sigh of relief. It was the first time Alexi’s hot-wiring lesson actually served a practical purpose. As the van's engine hummed quietly, he stared at the figure approaching the small house. His father turned around and stared puzzledly at the lone van parked on the curb. Ray felt his heart drop into his stomach. Look away. Please look away. His father sighed and set his attention back on the front door. 

	Ray felt lucky to have found the abandoned van parked on the side of their house for the third straight night. In those nights, Ray had turned the van into his own mancave—complete with snacks, blankets, and a small sleeping bag. Ray took out a bag of chips and turned up the van’s radio. The sound of his parents arguing came blaring through the old speakers. Aside from learning how to hot-wire cars, Ray also learned how to do wire-tapping and had set up audio surveillance around his home. Alexi’s teachings were coming in handy once again. 

	

	“Alexi, for the last time, this house is not a space to run your mob business. This house is supposed to be our home. The place we raise our son and live like normal people. I’m tired of my friends asking me, “what does your husband do?” and I can’t even answer them with a straight face.”

	

	Ray popped some chips in his mouth and turned up the radio.

	

	“Sandra, I know the business I do is not typical. I know exactly what it’s doing to our family. I’m really close to getting us started on a life outside of crime. I just need you to be a little patient. I came across a business opportunity abroad and believe it has a lot of potential.”

	

	“It doesn’t involve killing anyone does it?”

	

	Alexi’s chilling laugh echoed through the speakers once she asked that. It made Ray look over his shoulder—feeling like he might pop up behind him. 

	

	“No, it does not. But there is a lot of money involved in this business if it goes right. It’s the kind of money that can help you start that hairdressing business you’ve always wanted.”

	

	Alexi’s voice sounded smoother, and he could almost picture his mother softening from it. 

	As Ray reached for another bag of chips, the audio from the car began going in and out. Seconds later, the car went completely silent. Ray slid to the passenger door and tried to open it, but it remained locked. He checked his surroundings and the streetlights in their neighborhood began to flicker. 

	From where he sat, he saw two shadows approaching the van. He instinctively jumped to the back as the two men entered the front and passenger seat. In a matter of seconds, the van was overtaken by the smell of cigarettes and the faintest whiff of dried blood. 

	Ray’s heart raced from his position—so much so that he was sure the two men would hear it. The back of the van was cold, but Ray found himself pressed against something that felt colder. The little light that filtered into the van revealed what he was leaning against—a glass tank full of crabs piled on top of each other. One of the men glanced toward the backseat and nudged the driver. They were both staring at Ray with wide grins. 

	“Well if it isn’t the little lover boy. You just can’t stay out of trouble can you?” The man on the passenger side said and shook his head. Ray recognized him as one of the mob men that came to his house.

	“Did you call Oscar to let him know we're dropping the crabs at the warehouse tomorrow? I want to make sure he has our money ready this time.” A gold tooth man sitting on the driver’s side asked his passenger. 

	“Yeah. That schmuck always has an excuse about our money every time we visit him,” Ernest said with a scowl as he brought out a ziplock full of a white powder. He dipped his finger in it and ran it across his nose. At that moment, he visibly relaxed.

	The two men then rode in silence for a few minutes. 

	“So, do you think we should call Alexi to let him know we have his son?” Elias asked.

	Ernest rubbed his chin as if he were pondering something heavy.

	“No. You know, I think we should keep this little discovery to ourselves. You know how much of a hot head Alexi can be when it comes to his precious son. Besides, if half of what he said about the gold is true, we'd never have to move crabs again. What do you think?” Ernest asked with excitement.  

	“I think I’m tired of hearing your voice for the night. Let’s see what’s on the radio.” Elias turned up the radio and an afrobeat song started playing.

	“Will you turn that stuff off?” Ernest said, shaking his head. 

	“If you’re going to be moving around in my country, the least you can do is try and vibe with the culture,” Elias said as he started to sing the chorus. 

	Ernest reached over and changed the station. ‘Welcome to the Jungle’ by Guns & Roses came roaring through the speakers. 

	“Now this I can ride with,” Ernest said as the gritty vocals rattled the car.

	Elias sighed as Ernest handed him a gas mask.

	“Sorry kid. We only packed for two,” Ernest said before he took out a small can and sprayed it in Ray’s direction. 

	As the fumes spread in the van, Ray felt himself slipping out of consciousness. A few seconds later and he had completely blacked out. 



	









