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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.”

Tetteh took the stone and wrapped it carefully in a cloth and tucked it into his pocket. As he walked back towards the house, the sky rumbled with thunder as if displeased by his actions. Tetteh frowned and looked up. “Don’t worry I will keep it safe.”
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The next morning Tetteh woke up early to do his chores. He swept the yard, fetched water and fed the goats. All the while, he felt the stone in his pocket to make sure it was there. Every now and then, the stone gave off a soft hum.

During breakfast, his mother stirred the porridge while humming an old tune. Tetteh tried to sit still but the stone buzzed faintly in his pocket.

“Why are you fidgeting like you sat on fire.?” His mother asked.

“Mom, I’m fine.” He said. “Just full of energy.”

“Then use that energy to wash your plates after eating.”

Tetteh groaned. “The energy is gone.” They both chuckled. 

After breakfast, he ran outside to see what made the stone buzz like that. He held it up to the sunlight. The stone shimmered. A butterfly landed on his shoulder and he laughed. Immediately the stone shimmered brighter. When he frowned, the stone dimmed. He grinned again and the stone glowed. His eyes widened. “Eii, you can feel my mood.”

The stone gave off a tiny spark, tingling his hand. “You understand me.” The stone pulsed once as Tetteh’s mouth opened in shock.

A goat bleated nearby, chewing on the grains his mother was drying.

“Ah! Not again.” Tetteh said, running over. “Leave my mother’s maize alone!”

The goat blinked at him and went right back to chewing, its tail wagging at him as if to say ‘how dare you interrupt my sumptuous meal.’

Tetteh frowned. “Shoo! I said leave it!”

The stone flashed, a bright spark leapt from his hands and hit the ground near the goat’s hooves.

The goat jumped into the air and run away, bleating loudly to draw attention of the neighbours to the injustice being meted out to him. 

“Oh no!”

The stone was glowing hot in his hands. “I didn’t mean to ...”

Above him, the sky gave a soft rumble.
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The morning after the incident with the goat had everyone talking.

“Tetteh’s goat can dance.” A neighbour said as he gave him a sidelong glance. Some said the goat spoke twi while running away. 

Tetteh was not bothered as he carried firewood for his mother. He knew if his mother found out the truth of what happened, his buttocks wouldn’t be able to sit on a chair for one week. He dropped the firewood and was going back to his room when Grandpa Kwaku Osei called him. 

He was sitting under a mango tree, smoking his pipe. “Tetteh,” he said without looking up, “come and sit beside me.”

Tetteh sat quietly, his hand clutching the stone in his pocket.

Grandpa gave him a curious stare. “Why is your pocket humming?”

Tetteh blinked, “Ah I think an insect got trapped there.”

Grandpa chuckled and sighed. “Mosquitoes don’t sing like that. Show me.” He stretched forth his hand. 

Tetteh hesitated for a moment but pulled the stone out. The stone was glowing in the shade, bathing their faces in golden light.

Grandpa’s eyes widened. He leaned close and whispered. “By Nyame’s beard, it’s true.”

Tetteh frowned. “You know of this stone?”

Grandpa nodded. “I haven’t seen one since I was your age. My own grandfather told me of it. The Nsoromma Nyankonhene, the sky messenger.”

“The sky messenger?” Tetteh asked.

“Yes,” Grandpa said, pausing to draw from his pipe. “Long ago, the sky god sent Nyankonhene to carry lightning between heaven and earth. His duty was to bring the rains, chase away drought. But as he flew across the hills of Aburi, he dropped his lightning stone and never found it again.”

“Is this the stone?” Tetteh asked, eyes widening at the revelation by his Grandpa. 

Grandpa nodded. “The sky says whoever finds the stone gains the power to call the thunder but only if their heart is clean. If they use it out of anger or pride, the storm will turn against them.” 

Tetteh swallowed, voice trembling. “What if someone found it by accident?”

Grandpa smiled softly. “Then that someone must be careful. Keep it safe and your heart pure until the sky calls for it again.” 
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