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            Kofi, nicknamed `The Black Shadow`, one of the best, if not the best ever-trained American field intelligence officer, when manipulated to exit the Secret Service wing of the American Intelligence outfit, and caged into violence, confusion, in order, by any means necessary to silence his spiritual gift, but spiritual intelligence, prevails.

      

    

Disclaimer

This manuscript (story or novel) is based on dreams by the author and is partly a work of fiction. Names, Characters, places, and incidents either are the production of the author‘s dreams and imaginations, or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to any actual person/s, living or dead; events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

Dedication:

This Novel is dedicated to my parents, Kwao Martey Gavi Blebo Sabutey and Madam Cecilia Kpti Amedormeh (Ametepey); my brothers and sisters; my wife, Mrs Gifty E. A. Sabutey; and my children: Lois M. K. Sabutey, Grace K. Sabutey, and Nissi M. Sabutey.

Let's share the Grace:

"May the Grace of our Lord, Yeshuah, The Love of Yahweh, and The Fellowship of The Holy Spirit be with us now and forever more, Amen!"

Teddy`s Biography

Teddy Sabutey has been a freelance filmmaker in Ghana since 1983 and has self-published three books to his credit: 
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	Spiritual intelligence; revealed: https://books2read.com/u/boMyoZ
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PROLOGUE
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The stage propaganda of colonial narrative since AD70 of Eurocentric Christianity in theology and philosophical architecture, colonial academia and intentional dogmatic institutional scaffoldings has collapsed under their own whitewashing of Abraham, Moses, Yeshauh and all, stacked in the so-called `holy` heritage museums, confronting them day by day, by the known true dark-skinned color of the true Israelis; the Hebrews, the twelve tribes of Israel. The twisted conspiracy story of nature has bounced back to its naturally known form. 

Take your dreams seriously. For this novel, inspired by dreams, since 2016; when the anti-Christ noticed the supernatural gift of Yahweh (GOD) in the life of Kofi, nicknamed `The Black Shadow`, one of the best, if not the best ever-trained American field intelligence officer, manipulated to exit the Secret Service wing of the American Intelligent outfit, and caged, into violence, confusion, in order, by any means necessary to silence his gift, but spiritual intelligence prevails.

Yes, “you cannot touch my anointed!” Says Yahweh, the Creator of the Universe, bears to Kofi, the systematic manipulation of satanism in human life, thus exposing the dark side of the principalities, operating to destroy human life.

Even though it is not every spiritual gift, vision, and dreams that come from Yehowah, the Creator, one must take such gifts seriously because such is a prelude to things to come. 

While Yehowah (GOD) created male and female to reproduce themselves, the father of lies, Lucifer, conjures and encourages same-sex unions, so you cannot reproduce. Thus, the contrast between good and bad mesmerises humanity with all kinds of thoughts, logic, tricky twisting of humanity`s setup, and reasoning power towards the new world order.

Before 2016, I had come across many worried and desperate people talking about one dream or another they had experienced over the years, wondering what was at stake:

“Since age 9, in my dreams, this handsome, thick, tall man has sex with me every Friday up to today, and I am 47, with no husband. But in my dreams, that man is my husband, and we have 4 children, yet in reality, I have no children, no husband; any time I attempt to get a man into bed, my spiritual husband beats me up in my dreams, so much that the scars of the beating in my dreams appear physically. And the men who physically approached, in love with me or express love for me, end up in accidents and die or become worthless in whatever they do," said one beautiful woman.

***
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"...YOU WON`T BELIEVE IT...I had a dream, and in the dream, my cousin hit me, hard

across my face, with the sole of her shoe, only to wake up in the morning to have

same shoe marks across my face...in the physical...", another said.

***
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A YOUNG BOY LAMENTED with sadness, 

“I dreamt of hitting a dog, barking at me, with a stone across the mouth, only to wake up to see my mouth swollen and in pain..."

***
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"LOOK, HOW ABOUT THIS; this beautiful white lady visits me in my dreams, sometimes it looks real..., as in physically appears to have sex with me; after, any other woman that comes in touch with me...either dies or will not want to have anything to do with me. Strangely, I enjoy this white woman like no other woman...and funny, most of the time I cannot get an erection with other women, but with her...wow, how is that possible? You tell me..." shouted a 40-year-old man.

***
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REINCARNATION SEEMS to be a common human propaganda throughout history, but what is the source and reason for reincarnation? To paraphrase, Prophet Telvin Adjei Sowah, After so much wickedness on earth due to the presence of the fallen angles begotten the nephelines, God destroyed them with the floodwater; however some hiding in the rivers, seas, threes, atones, cages, etc, etc, were contacted by some humans, for spiritual strengths, i.e. financial, power, to aid them conquer others, thus given the fallen angles (demons of all kinds) chance to inhabit and manipulate humans. If God should open our eyes to see the nature of the spirit beings behind these gods, only then would they know the demonic portals some humans help to open. There is nothing about reincarnation, ghosts, but strongly suggests that the fallen angels take over the bodies of the dead, who during their lifetime, connected and benefited from the fallen angels (demons); because those who died in Yeshuah, their souls rest (sleep) in Yeshuah, waiting for His return, to wake them up, says.

***
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"MY LATE FATHER TOOK me to see a fetish priestess who prepared concoctions with different herbs with water in a small pot, and asked me to bathe with the water in the pot at midnight; according to him, by doing so, all the evil forces and the difficulties in my life would be no more. During the encounter, the fetish priestess could not look me straight in the eyes, for whatever reason I do not know. That midnight, my late father called me and prompted me to go and take that bath, for the cleansing of my soul. I picked up the pot and walked out of the room towards the bathing place on the compound. Just a couple of steps before the bathing place, the pot in my hands burst, broken into pieces.

My father was mad at me, naturally. Three days later, I had a dream in which the

fetish priestess, who prepared the concoction, visited me, looking pissed off, and then suddenly a broom appeared in my hands with which I hit her to get away from me. From then on, my father was never happy with me while he was alive, nor did that fetish priestess ever appear in my dreams again..." narrated another young man.

***
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"MY NAME IS TEI...I remember as a child, my father told me many strange stories

about our roots from my great, great, great-grandfather, who established the Great Ningo State in Ghana. There was a fetish Priest who would put two nails into the ground about one foot apart and place a thread from one end to the other. He would then ask those who came before him with grievances to place their fingers under the thread between the two nails. Whoever was telling a lie, the thread would pull down the finger of the person into the ground, until the person confesses...and I used to wonder, who or what pulls the thread from the two ends of the nails into the ground, cutting the finger of the liar? My father would say it was the gods. 

“Who are these gods?” I asked. 

“The gods of our ancestors,” my father would answer me. 

“To what end do they do all these so-called good things and yet poverty and injustices continue to prevail?” I would ask, and I remember my father staring deep into my eyes, wondering what I was up to, without answering me.

***
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“SATAN, THE DEVIL CAN manipulate those who allow themselves to be used by him to accuse others, who are innocent, just like an innocent teacher, was jailed for 20 years for defiling a minor girl, with the aid of a female judge who pronounced judgment, when evidence shows otherwise. He served 3 years before the truth was found out and thus pronounced innocent. The work of the accuser, also known as Lucifer, the father of lies.”

***
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MANY SUCH WEIRD STORIES were told in the past and continue to be heard every day from across the world; that beat our imaginations, until Kofi, a Ghanaian-American trained intelligence field officer, had a personal supernatural encounter with `THE LOIN OF JUDAH’.

Through several insightful dreams, resulting in a special psychic gift, and visions to remind humanity of what is written in the scriptures for our purpose, thousands of years ago, concerning the manipulation of humanity spearheaded by Lucifer and his cohorts, the fallen angels, also known as genii, as well as demons.

Kofi prematurely retired from the American intelligence service, as prompted by

God, for his next assignment, is to reveal and engage human consciousness to the

spirit and letter of the word of Yahweh, written in the scriptures. 

“The battle is not against flesh and blood, but against spiritual entities, principalities, and wicked spirits in higher spiritual places,” leading to the human and spiritual revelation of the source of evil and suffering of humanity in this physical world.

Thus, Kofi triumphantly gives answers to many questions that intrigue and agitate our physical and spiritual existence, to whether we are alone. He thought over the admonition in Exodus 20: 4 to 6 (” .... thou shall not make for yourselves, images of anything in Heaven or on Earth or in the Waters, beneath the earth.... Do not bow to any idol or worship it, because I am the Lord, Your God, and I tolerate no rivals....”

The time has come, the need, to interrogate whether you believe or not, what is written in the scriptures in Revelation 12 vs. 12:  ".... woe unto the earth and the sea, for the devil and his cohorts have been cast down to the earth, having great anger, knowing he has a short time...." 

Thus, prompting the probing nature of humanity to ask and to find out what role Lucifer and his cohorts play in their lives.

Think, think, and think again! 

Is the natural rising of the sun from the east each morning and setting in the west, each dusk, all about the sun? Or is there more to it than meets the eye? 
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Chapter 1   
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Kofi, known within the US intelligence circles as `The Black Shadow`, is a dreadlocked Rastafarian, always with a red, yellow, green, and a tiny black star wristband on. `Prematurely` retired from the American intelligence service, as prompted by God, for his next assignment to reveal and engage human consciousness to the spirit and letter of the word of Yahweh, as written in the scriptures. 

“The battle is not against flesh and blood, but against spiritual entities, principalities, and wicked spirits in higher spiritual...”  

Thus, leading to humans' spiritual revelation of the source of evil and suffering of humanity.

Kofi ponders over many such intriguing issues that intrigue and agitate his soul and spiritual being as to what exists in the spiritual realm in connection with humanity on this earth; visions of portals opening into different realms, and beings; where are these places, within the realm of the earth? Beside the earth, above the earth? 

The thought over the admonition in Exodus 20: 4 to 6 jerks him (“...thou shall not make for yourselves, images of anything in Heaven or on Earth or in the Waters, beneath the earth. Do not bow to any idol or worship it, because I am the Lord, your God, and I tolerate no rivals.

He sighed deeply; 

“The time has come, the need to interrogate whether you believe or not, what is written in the scriptures in Revelation 12 vs. 12:  

".... woe unto the earth and the sea, for the devil and his cohorts, have been cast down to the earth, having great anger, knowing he has a short time...." 

Consequently, it prompts the human probing nature to ask and to find out what role Lucifer, satan, and his cohorts (the fallen angels) play in our lives. We must search, think, think, and think again! The Euphrates River is drying up, as prophesied in the scriptures. What is hidden beneath that majestic river? Or is there more to it than meets the eye?” 

He thought as he sat on his bed, staring away as if prompted to look at something. 

***
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MEANWHILE, HUNDREDS of miles away, the glory of the sun cast its orange shining glow across Amedormeh Kope (village). The village was made up of hundreds of huts with straw roofs, some with rusted corrugated roofing sheets dotted on small compounds, irregularly scattered about, with various activities of preparing traditional evening meals actively taking place, while children played their youthful mischief games of hide and seek, running around, and hitting each other playfully.

While the women prepares konkote, apkle and banku, others were seen walking onto the compound, carrying water in medium-sized earthen pots on their heads to empty the water into a bigger pot; water fetched from a stream, taking its source from the great volta lake, some distance away from the village, provided them with the only source of water for their various activities including farming, fishing, drinking, bathing and cooking. Of course, aside harvest rainwater.  

While some of the women prepared food, some of the men arrived from their farms carrying bunches of coconut, root of cassava, while mini canoes pulled up to land, with various fresh fishes, oysters and more. Yet others walked onto their compound with game caught from the forest.  

At one such compound, with a thirty-foot-wide by fifty-foot-long hut with a dry straw roof, was Kojo, a nine-month-old baby boy, alone playing with a wooden toy.

He giggled as he threw the toy away and speedily crawled to get it back, and then threw it away again. Aku, aged thirty-five, carrying a big pot full of water on her head, walked towards the compound, as Kojo kept repeating his action, playing with the toy.

Aku beamed with a smile as she walked past him to empty the water into a larger pot positioned by the entrance to the hut.

Closer to the large pot was an open entrance to a traditional open kitchen, but for the roof. The kitchen has a cooking hearth, a traditional cooking pot, and firewood burning under it. Besides the traditional cooking hearth were fufu pounding mortar and pestle, leaning against the dwarf walls of the kitchen. 

Aku walked past a lazy chair, positioned closer to the kitchen, walked into the open kitchen and took the lid off the cooking pot to reveal cassava boiling with steaming hot vapour. She quickly picked one of the chopped cassavas from the boiling pot and checked if it was well-cooked. She covered the cooking pot with the lid and looked back towards Kojo, who noticed his mother and chuckled.   She turned to adjust the firewood under the pot and then turned to encourage the baby to continue to play.

The compound was quiet with no other human activities aside from Aku and the baby boy, Kojo. 

Aku picked the mortar and pestle out of the kitchen and walked out. She fetched water from the large pot, washed it thoroughly with the two items, and finally placed the pestle over the mortar and covered it, while Kojo continued to giggle and crawl, shouting incoherently, a happy nine-month-old boy.

Aku adjusted the firewood under the pot, then picked up the empty pot, placed it on her head, and walked towards the river a few distances from the compound, waving to her son, who continued to play and giggle. 

Suddenly, Kojo turned to look towards the kitchen where the firewood burns under the pot and began to crawl towards it, as it attracted his curiosity.

A young handsome man, Kombla, Aku`s husband and the father of the boy, aged forty, walked onto the

Compounding with smiles, holding a cutlass and a bunch of plantains, but abruptly, the smile faded from his face as he noticed the baby crawling with speed toward the open kitchen. He dropped the plantain and the cutlass and dashed over to Kojo, who was about to put his hand into the fire.

“Kojo...Kojo...” the father shouted.

The baby stopped and turned towards his father, who grabbed him from the fire. He looked around and called out for his wife,

“Aku...Aku...Aku...”

Kojo giggled at his father, who carried him and placed him on the lazy chair positioned about ten feet away from the kitchen. Kombla walked back and picked up the plantain and cutlass, very annoyed.

“Women...I can`t understand them...how on earth do you leave this poor boy alone, without anybody around?” 

He thought as he walked into one of the many huts.

He turned at the door to look back at his child, who continued to giggle happily in the lazy chair. 

Turning away from the door, he placed the plantain and cutlass down, while Kojo giggled and tried to crawl off the lazy chair. Just before he entered the room, by the door, Kombla turned and looked at Kojo again, giggling in the lazy chair, before he turned into the room. 

Surprisingly, Kojo stopped playing to stare at something with awe.  

The curtains at the door parted sideways, and suddenly the door to the hut opened

with some force. Kombla rushed out of the room towards Kojo. 

A few feet away, he stopped and looked around aggressively searching for something.

He noticed the pestle lying some distance away, ran to pick it up, and rushed back toward Kojo; without any hesitation, he began to hit Kojo, the defenceless baby on the lazy chair, repeatedly. 

The baby gave a loud shriek once and went limp. Kombla continued hitting him.

In the process, Aku appeared
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