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About the Publisher


John Francis Kalebe “Kossi” Numedo... was known for his drawing skills at the age of 7, creating imaginative drawings and drawings from reflection. From the age of 10, he started to share his drawings with schoolmates and exchanged them for money in Togo. He was promised to attend one of the drawing schools in the country, but that promise was merely a self-boosting illusion in the eyes of the people. Unfortunately, here he is; he couldn't even draw a simple pencil due to a lack of practice and the heat from outside. But as art is one of his qualities, drawing gave birth to another skill – writing.

This began at the age of 13 when his difficulties started due to strict instructions and wickedness from those ruling over him. This marked his moments of depression, and loneliness became the food he ate. However, at this age, he portrayed himself as someone who acted, even enjoying making the class happy. At the age of 15, the situation became more challenging; the external false aggression's heat finally spoiled the boy's structure.

A time came when he needed to wear his school uniform and find a job to cover his hunger. It was then that he got inspired by the French phrase "L'aventure du maçon," translated as "The Mason's Adventure." Compassionate people who saw his situation and felt something tried to show him scrupulous attention. At that time, he got inspired by the French phrase "Les Trois Familles Réciproques," translated as "The

Reciprocal Three Families." Whatever thoughts came to his mind were followed by specific imagery, but unfortunately, he didn't realize it was a call to hold onto his pen.

His situation worsened, and the intensity of the shadow on his face deepened. When you see the shadow on his face, it represents burdens he has carried for a long time.

However, he had trustworthy friends who always tried to lighten his mood. These strong friends were Irène, Atchon Kodjo Joseph, Ganihou, Bo. N. Back in Ghana, he began writing about his environment (His life challenge and experience...). It all started when nature finally played its hand on him. He wrote a piece titled "Why So Soon." A schoolmate, shocked by the title, asked, "Oh, who died again?" but in the end, "Why So Soon" was not about physical death. It was his first poem, and after that, he titled many topics: poems and lyrics. "Three-Days of Rain" marked his venture into book writing and playwriting.

The book is his inspirational writing using elements of nature, both natural and artificial.








One day, Fablo, the father of Pablo, whispered in his son's ears, "My son, I'm sorry, but don't worry." Internally, Pablo echoed, "Sorry, worry," and then he voiced out, "Why is


this happening to me this time?" He couldn't comprehend it. However, after Fablo repeatedly reassured him with "I'm sorry, but don't worry," Fablo, his father, was suddenly caught in a coughing fit. Hastily, Pablo fetched some water, and after providing it to his father, there was a brief pause in the conversation.

Pablo, a cool guy who cherished his family, always aimed to be honest, industrious, and scrupulous. They lived in a village named Fanta, where Pablo was born and raised. Fablo Wombaza, Pablo's father, worked as a chauffeur and relished most of his journeys. He possessed a collection of pictures featuring multiple female dogs, allowing him to stay away from home for extended periods, returning only once in a blue moon.

During this time, Pablo resided with his stern mother, Pokuale, who had been a passenger once taken by Fablo.
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Amidst life’s journey, you stood by my side.

A beacon of support, in joy and pride through moments rough, your strength did impress.

My guiding star, my pillar of success. In trials faced, your spirit did not wane.

A friend so true, like a soothing rain, in every challenge, you’ve been my boss.

A mentor’s touch, a victory emboss. Your kindness, like a melody, does soar. In every triumph, in each encore.

With love and gratitude, my heart confess To Ami Adzi, my ancor, my success.
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The Drama In My Head.


Now, I hope no one will pre-judge me before the D-Day if, at times, you see that I'm mad. Because when the brain is drumming, the mouth needs to dance, and when you see this boy, this mad-non-sick-able boy doing so, he's recording something else. But it has been a very traumatic experience for me on the 17th of September 2023 when my artwork turned ashless, smokeless. I lost my phone containing most of my non-writing artwork, and I became mad—yes, sick- able. But thank God I finally found my mind to welcome this note. The reason is that "a breakfast eaten at lunch can no longer be called a breakfast but may be affected" because that food is made for breakfast. I mean, even though I made the record myself, the atmospheric conditions that inspired me are different now. Even though I recalled a few of them, they did not come the way they were.

OTHERS BY THE AUTHOR

Poem

Six Hundred Years Before Now

Short Collection

	The essay, "When will I be seven years old," is available.

	The essay, "Can It Rain In Summer Head Again,"
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	I Understand Now
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He mentions that his forthcoming book, "Reciprocal Three Family" (a three-act drama), is in progress. Anyone interested in supporting the swift release of this play is encouraged to contact him. He earnestly pleads for global assistance.

(+233 592 078 298)
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"Electricity companies do not wait for rainy weather before shutting down electrical systems. Nonetheless, this precaution is justified due to the known hazards posed to both mankind and the electrical infrastructure. Consequently, if the sky unexpectedly releases raindrops, scowls, or the wind intensifies, electricity companies promptly cut off power. The crowd usually reacts with shouts of 'oooooo light off” during nighttime outages. However, I was astonished when it rained continuously for three days, yet there was no power outage. Can you believe it? On that day, I extended my legs to warm up my phone battery, even though it wasn't cold yet, but the power remained uninterrupted.

What happened?

Did they address the situation, or is there a hidden agenda to disrupt mankind?"

Take your time enjoy the reading,


By Kalebe Kossi Numedo (Mr. Dee Boss)

20th September, 2023.



THE AUTHOR'S MIND ON THE FOLLOWING EXPRESSION:

	Pante: Derived from Spanish to English, meaning downhill. Used to describe a "totally illegal dressing."


	*Second May holder:* used to describe something taken by someone who does not own it, something stolen.

	*Stomach:* mostly used for the unborn child and also for the person herself.

	*Tongue:* Used for language.

	*Tete-a-tete:* Used for a private conversation.

	*Fixed-colored-hue:* describing something obvious. After multiple reviews, some implemented expressions have been evicted; let's bid them farewell.


Other words like "death to accept" are among the most significant in the English dictionary, akin to "Jesus Christ."

Author’s Note

"On the night of August 28, 2023, there was a light rain. I was in the kitchen, and as usual, we all anticipated a power outage, but surprisingly, it didn't happen. That's when I noticed an imaginary inscription in the air, 'the day it rained for three days but no power outage,' and my mood shifted.

When Mom (Ami Adzi) asked what was wrong, I dismissed it, as we were all amused by the peculiar situation.

Reflecting from the kitchen, memories of similar incidents from long ago flooded my mind. Unbeknownst to me, it was a calling to pick up my pen and write. Although the story was unclear, I kept writing and was surprised by the body of work I produced. I questioned if I had done it myself, and the answer was yes. I continued writing until the pen exhausted itself in the middle of the book. Yet, the connection between the rain and the power outage eluded me.

I searched for a new pen and continued the work until the book was on the verge of completion. It was only then that I recognized the color of the rain I had been writing about and the essence of the power outage. But still, the story was not yet concluded in my mind.

As you read this story, take your time to decipher the symbolism of the rain and the power outage. The book represents my inspirational writing, where each incident carries both a literal and paradoxical meaning—it’s a tale that evokes both laughter and tears."

Now, let the journey begin. KALEBE KOSSI NUMEDO.
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ne day, Fablo engaged in conversation with five beautiful ladies on his bus, leading him to waive their transportation fees. Instead, he gave them money and provided his address. In the subsequent week, the ladies began calling one after another, prompting Fablo to arrange rendezvous points. The


chosen location was Afalakoo Lodge, a place he considered his homeland. Fablo booked five chambers, where he entertained three, four, and five ladies individually. He rotated through the chambers, spending time with each lady sequentially – A, B, C, D, E, and finally,

F. That was how Fablo typically managed his money—sometimes working for a sum that could seemingly buy the whole world, yet he only used it for a few specific things within the world. Pokualee became one of the unfortunate victims, and it was heart-wrenching. The first, second, and third attempts resulted in the ghost of Pablo's stomach, altering Pokualee's life. She had been a final-year student before the incident. The day she boarded the bus, she mentioned she was headed to a supper night club in Bolangola, a significant town in the southern side of Dor, her village. Bolangola was a commercial hub, known as the heart of the region for its luxurious structures and numerous mansions. It offered a place to relax and feel at home without fear.

Hotel Mombia, with its unique structure, was a standout in Bolangola. It had an alien drink served in a different form, creating a cozy

atmosphere. A place where once you set foot, you felt like the king of Saudi Arabia or the queen of England. Orders were fulfilled promptly, almost anticipating your needs before you finished stating them. (Absolutely, in Bolangola, the efficiency was remarkable. If, for example, you were in search of items A, B, and C, the moment you uttered "give me A," without any delay, before you could finish requesting B and C, the entirety of A, B, and C would already be at your doorstep. The rapid response and seamless service were a testament to Bolangola's exceptional efficiency). Bolangola was a bustling and diverse environment, attracting people of all skin colors—yellow, white, green, black, and even brown. It was a place where you could find all types of individuals, the good, the bad, Jesus, Satan—all coexisting in this noisy yet vibrant town.

That was the spot where Pokualee sought solace for her emotions during the holidays. She'd discreetly slip away from home, spending time with her parents, and this was the place where you were sure to find her. On the day before she boarded Fablo's bus, she was in the midst of a heated argument with another lady, rumored to be sharing a lad with her. The disagreement left her visibly upset as she fiercely claimed the lad as her everything – her source of hope, and even her deity. The lad was known as a pampered child, showered with constant indulgence by his parents. As she often declared, "he is my everything," recounting instances where she requested a bicycle and received a motorcycle, or asked for a bike directly and was told to wait, only to be surprised with an airplane.

Her beauty drew admirers, but she reveled in flexing her status over them. This was the only aspect she took pride in, using it to intimidate others, including the lad who, in turn, found Mary, the mother of Jesus Christ, in Pokualee.

Fablo, recognizing her allure, attempted to win her heart. Seizing the opportunity, Fablo, armed with both money and a car, strategically maneuvered to captivate Pokualee. The charmer, the lad, and Fablo,

all entangled in a web of emotions and desires, made Bolangola's atmosphere even more intriguing...

Fablo: (He took a deep breath and moved closer to her.) Does he have a car?

Pokualee: (Screamed) A car!!! Did you say a car?

Fablo: (Shouted with a smile) Yes, a car!!!

Pokualee: I never knew.

Fablo: Yeah! That boy who claims to be your everything has nothing. You see, he doesn't have a car to take you wherever you want to go. Pokualee: Really... I understand. How did you find out?

Fablo: May I ask about his profession?

Pokualee: Profession? I've never seen him in a work uniform. Fablo: (With a serious face) you see, maybe he depends on his parents. Look at all the things around you and think beyond. If his parents travel today, who will be your everything? Can you imagine? Pokualee: Hmmm, you have a point. (She  turned left, then right, appearing serious but in her mind (*Eii Pokualee...* Why, oh why, must they try to enlighten me with their pearls of wisdom? Advising me on virtue, like a crow coaching a peacock on grace. They say, "Let the Bible guide you, mirror your life." But dear adviser, have you seen my father? He mirrors with the Bible, then uses it like a comfy pillow. And my mother, an angel sent to preach the gospel? Oh, how she flutters with sanctity. I nod and smile, playing the serious disciple, all while balancing on the tightrope of their paradoxical counsel.) on other side.

Fablo: (He said in his mind) Fight for me... Fight for me... I'm here... Right, right, okay

Pokualee: Thanks... Thank you.

Fablo: Ooooh, you're welcome, you're welcome...  okay... don't worry, you're welcome, yeah... you're welcome... welcome to my heart. A beautiful girl like this... how can you fight over a guy who has no job like me? As you can see, I'm trying everything possible to be a good husband... oooooh no, a good man, no... no... no... no... no...

a good person. So that people may know me as a kind person. Even God, to be frank with you, usually talks to me directly from heaven, saying, "You are a good boy." So, have you seen? Even if people say I'm a very bad boy, God will call from the sky, "You, my good boy, come to heaven. The way people are manipulating you, I don't
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