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LIST OF CHARACTERS

1. LEAD

ADJO, Child prostitute and business woman
KWAW, orphan

2. SUPPORTING

AUNTIE MANSA, Kwaw’s adopted mother
ABENA, Auntie Mansa’s daughter
MR. ANTWI, Adjo’s husband and businessman

3. BITS

AKOSUA BADU, Adjo’s friend and prostitute
DR. ADDO, family doctor
ABU IMORO, Kwaw’s classmate
AGGIE, Mr. Antwi’s first wife
ADAMU, Mr. Antwi’s houseboy
REV. AGYENKWA, priest
MR. ADDY,Mr. Antwi’s friend
BEN, Akosua Badu’s husband
CHAUFFEUR, drives the bride and groom
CONFECTIONER sells the wedding cake
ESI, shop attendant at Adjo’s shop
HAWKER, groundnut seller and Kwaw’s friend at Woarawobeba
ALHAJI IDRISSU, Mr.Antwi’s friend and medicine man
MR. INKOOM, publisher
MR. JOE TETTEH, teacher
KOFI, hustler at Woarawobeba
WOFA KOJO, Auntie Mansa’s elder brother
NANA KOO DUKU, herbalist
LINQUIST, at Nana Nkrabea’s palace
NANA NKRABEA, Chief of Nyameyedom
NURSE, at Dr. Addo’s hospital
RICE SELLER serves food to Kwaw at Woarawobeba
SECRETARY, at Mr. Antwi’s office
STRANGER, gives Kwaw five Ghana Cedis
WAITER, at the Plaza Inn



4. EXTRAS

Train Attendant at Woarawobeba Train Station
Teachers and school children, Nyameyedom
Congregation at Nana Nkrabea’s Palace
Prostitutes, Woarawobeba
Patients and staff at Dr. Addo’s hospital
Drivers and passengers at the lorry park, Woarawobeba
Customers buying food, Woarawobeba
Staff at Mr. Inkoom’s publishing house
Cinema goers, Fantasy Pictures
Crowd at the market
Travelers and staff at Woarawobeba Train station
Congregation at the church and other bystanders
Staff and customers at Armstrong Hotel




Fade In
Scene One
A Suburb of Woarawobeba                 					Ext/Night
In Befa, a suburb of Woarawobeba, it is cool and calm at this time of the day. The inhabitants of the suburb are preparing themselves for their usual nocturnal activities. It is a full moon. The women are sitting in front of their rooms whilst some men go in and out of the rooms. Others are patrolling the area aimlessly. Some people can be seen sitting or standing at remote places within the vicinity either kissing each other or caressing one another. Adjo, an eighteen-year-old girl, sits quietly in front of her room expecting customers, but nobody dares to enter her room. The customers are driven away by the loud cry of a baby in Adjo’s room. She looks very disturb and miserable. The baby continues to cry louder and louder. Adjo gets worried and angrily gets inside.
Fade Out
The beginning credits roll to a cool signature tune. The credits end.
Scene Two
Lorry Station									Ext/Day
Adjo arrives at the lorry park with Kwaw on her back and holding a small bag. She boards a vehicle bound for Nyameyedom. The vehicle is almost full. The driver sits behind the steering wheel and drives away. After half an hour drive, the vehicle wades into a lateritic road that meanders through thick foliage of bushes and grasses. An irritable chunky cloud of dusts snowball after the vehicle as it journeys toward its last leg of the trip. Throughout the journey, two women are sitting behind Adjo talking at the top of their voices. This infuriates her.
ADJO:				(Worried and getting annoyed, turns back.)

				Would you please lower your voices a little?   

1ST WOMAN:	Eei…Madam, why? Don’t we have the right to enjoy our freedom of speech? In fact, this is our fundamental human right as enshrined in the Constitution of this country. So, leave us alone.  

ADJO:	Fine! But please do not disturb other members of society.

2ND WOMAN:			(Chuckled)

The mouth is made to talk. If you can’t cope with our talking, get down.

ADJO:				Nonsense!

1ST WOMAN:	Hey! Watch your mouth. If you insult me, you will live to regret it.

ADJO: 			Who? ……Me……What can you……….?

A man shoves Adjo from behind. She turns to look at the intruder.

THE MAN:	Keep quiet! My dear lady, it will not do you any good to fight.

At this time Kwaw, who is resting on his mother’s lap, starts to cry. Adjo offers him her breast and caresses him as well. He stops crying and seems to enjoy the breast milk.

1ST WOMAN:			(Casting Insinuations.)

				W’awaye…. Wo apre Kalo. Next time…try again.

Adjo quietly looks at the Male intruder and gingerly gazes at the two women.

Scene Three

Auntie Mansa’s Home								Ext/ Dawn	

The village of Nyameyedom is silent at this hour of the new day. The only sound heard are that of cockcrows, sheep bleats, crow cows and other nocturnal birds’ chirps. Abena Agyeiwaa, the sixteen-year old last daughter of Auntie Mansa, is sweeping the compound. Auntie Mansa, middle aged, slightly bend and plump slips out of the hut with a basket stuffed with cutlasses, hoe, earthen ware, bowls, palm oil, salt and some salted fish. She puts the basket down.

AUNTIE MANSA:	Abena, hurry up and sharpen the cutlasses. Today, we have to go to farm early, so that we can come early to attend Kofi Mframa’s funeral.

ABENA:			Yoo, Maame. But I’m hungry.

AUNTIE MANSA:	At this time? Okay, take one Ghana cedi to buy Aprapransa on our way to the farm. Hurry up! Quick, quick, quick! Remember to buy it from Amofa Maame. She prepares her Aprapransa with the finest roasted maize, which is milled from Musa’s corn mill, the best in town. She never uses Agric palm fruits but the sweet local ones to prepare her soup. Take another one cedi and buy me some.

ABENA:	Eeeih Maame, you just told me it is too early to eat.

AUNTIE MANASA:	Yes, Abena, just go and buy the food and stop worrying me with too much talking. 

Auntie Mansa goes back to the hut, and Abena finishes sweeping to attend to the sharpening of the cutlasses. She places one cutlass after the other on a specialized stone, pours some water on it and heaves it up and down; side by side on the specialized stone until all the cutlasses appear whitish and sharp like the claws of an Eagle ready to sink into the flesh of its prey. She puts the cutlasses in the basket, carries it as they set off to the farm. 


Scene Four

Farm											Ext/Dawn

Darkness is falling, gradually giving way to brightness. Adjo is standing in a wide expanse of cassava, plantain, cocoyam and foliage, holding Kwaw who is wrapped with calico and a rubber coat and gazing into the sky. The morning wind blows about the leaves making scruffy sound all over. The clouds are beginning to form. There is a rumbling of thunder and lightning flashes.

ADJO: 			(Praying.)
Lord in the morning. Stay where you are in the heavens. I commit this baby unto your bosom. If it is your wish that this baby should die, let it be so and protect his soul. Forgive me, for you know that I’m forced by circumstances and life troubles to treat my own blood this way. Don’t let this happen to me again. I pray in the name of our Lord Jesus Christ. Amen 

She slowly puts Kwaw into a small shallow pit and covers him up to his face. She stands quietly, arms akimbo, with an apprehensive look on her face. Slowly tears stream down her cheeks as she makes the sign of the cross. She starts moving quickly away from the farm. Occasionally she pauses to look about. Suddenly she stops and peers back towards the direction of the farm. She hears Kwaw crying and at the same time the sound of people walking from another direction towards the farm. She focuses her gaze onto vacuum, not looking at any particular thing, and then breaks into a fast run. The clouds move slowly away, accompanied by a brief drizzle of rain.

Auntie Mansa and Abena Agyeiwaa arrive at the farm. Abena starts weeding whilst Auntie Mansa wanders about the farm surveying the place. Intermittently, she will cut some of the overgrown weeds or tries to uproot cassava or cocoyam. Kwaw’s deep cry alerts Auntie Mansa and walks fearfully towards the direction of the sound. Meanwhile a big viper is also attracted by the baby’s cry and is creeping slowly towards him. Auntie Mansa sees the snake and jumps in terror. Auntie Mansa tumbles over Kwaw and falls down.

AUNTIE MANSA: 		(Frightened)

				Help…Help…Snake! Abena…Abena……!

The snake dashes back into the bush in panic. Auntie Mansa removes the rubber coat from Kwaw and observes him critically. Abena comes to stand by her.

ABENA:			Maame, what is the matter?  (Pause)

Abena starts stumping her feet on the ground.

ABENA:			Aaah…. aaah… aaaah…Who did this wicked thing?

AUNTIE MANSA:	Would you stop yelling and help me take the poor boy home.

Auntie Mansa, assisted by Abena, takes Kwaw and they walk away.

Scene Five

Adjo’s Home									Ext/Day

Mr. Antwi is a shrewd Business Executive in his late fifties. He is a bachelor, well dressed in immaculate suit and bald-head. He sits on the only bed in the room as Adjo starts to undress. His eyes begin to wander about in the room and finally settle on the curvy body of Adjo. He explores Adjo’s Waist to Hip ratio and arrives at 0.7. That is, a waist circumference that is 70% of the hip circumference. Mr. Antwi begins to quiver inside his systems.  

MR. ANTWI:			Do you have a condom?

ADJO: 			(Without looking at him.)
				Yes.

She romantically walks to the table adjacent to the bed and rummages through a drawer. She finds a condom labeled ‘Exotic”. Adjo turns to look at Mr. Antwi, gives him a wink and pulls close to him on the bed. Mr. Antwi holds Adjo’s cheeks, cups them in between his two palms and plants a deep kiss on her mouth; tongue to tongue, saliva to saliva. The two love-birds begin to pant in sync. Their breathings inch up and up into crescendo. They separate momentarily as Adjo begins to unbutton his shirt; removes it and slowly do same to make Mr. Antwi naked, all in silence. She kneels down in front of him and slithers down the condom round his penis, which is rock hard at this time. They make a very steamy love, rolling side by side and rising up and down on the bed. 

MR. ANTWI:			(Giggles.)

Aaah, you’ve made my day. Indeed, you’re the sweetest pearl I’ve come across in my whole life. What did you say your name was?

ADJO:				(Smilling.)

				Adjo, and thank you for your lovely compliment.

In the end, Mr. Antwi pulls the pillow, leans it by the head of the bed and places his head on it. He beckons Adjo to lie on his chest as he leisurely caresses her hair. Sensing that Adjo is in a hurry to go out to trap another customer, he sits on the bed and tries to dress up.


MR. ANTWI: 			(Nodding his head.)

Adjo…Adjo…. Adjo! Anyway, would you mind sparing me at least ten minutes of your precious time, so that l can have a chat with you? 
Adjo twirls to face him.

MR. ANTWI: 			Surprised, isn’t it?

ADJO:	Oh! Not at all if you’ll pay me for the time wasted.

Mr. Antwi watches her quizzically for a moment.

MR. ANTWI:			How much will it cost me for ten minutes?

ADJO:				Oh, the same as doing it.

MR. ANTWI:	Meaning I owe you one hundred Ghana Cedis. Okay, it’s a deal.

Adjo finds a seat beside him on the bed.

MR. ANTWI:	I am going to be brief but straight to the point. I’m a businessman, a big time gold dealer in Obuasi. (Pause.) Actually, I’m not married, that is why l normally come here to satisfy myself anytime I come to do business in Befa. Can you guess what would make me happy?

Adjo stealthily examines his face.

ADJO:				When you come here to display your johns, I suppose. 

Mr. Antwi bursts into laughter

MR. ANTWI:	Heerrr…. Adjo, you’re very funny. How does one display his Johns?

ADJO:				Like what you’ve just done some few minutes ago,

MR. ANTWI:	Oh! I see…. Not exactly, but the answer is simply this, when I have you for myself. Suppose I offer you the chance to be the lucky lady? What would be your impression?

ADJO:	In fact, I don’t exactly understand what you’re trying to say.

MR. ANTWI:	What I mean is that I want you to stop this profession and marry me.

There is absolute silence in the room for a moment, apart from birds’ chirps and sheep bleats.

ADJO:				(Surprised.) 

				But you know it isn’t possible. How can………….?

MR. ANTWI:			(Cutting in.)

Everything under the sun is possible. It is a matter of prayer and working positively towards your goal.

There is a note of resignation in Adjo’s voice.

ADJO:				All right! I will think about it.

Mr. Antwi gets up and plants a kiss on her cheek. He holds her hand and slips three fifty Ghana Cedis notes into it. He hurriedly dresses up and leaves. Adjo fleetingly directs her gaze to the money in her hand ponders seriously over it as she also goes out. 

Scene Six

Palace										Ext/Day

Nana Nkrabea, the chief of Nyameyedom and ten of his elders are seated in state. Auntie Mansa, Abena Agyeiwaa and Wofa Kojo, (Auntie Mansa’s elder brother) are also there. Auntie Mansa is carrying Kwaw and rocking him steadily. There are dozens of bystanders watching the proceedings.

NANA NKRABEA:                    So Auntie Mansa! As you’ve rightly request you 
can keep the child until somebody comes to claim him. If nobody comes forward you can take him as your own child. Don’t hesitate to contact me if you are in any form of difficulty. I wish you and the baby well and may God bless you. 

The people present murmur and the linguist asks them to keep quiet. Auntie Mansa stands up and goes to kneel down in front of the chief. 

AUNTIE MANSA:                   Okyeame, let it be known to Nana and his elders
                          that I am grateful to them. I promise to treat the
                           child as my own. (Pause) Thank you very much for 
                          this kind gesture. Nana at this juncture, may I 
                          beg to leave?

NANA NKRABEA:                 Well! You can go, but first wait till the linguist
                                               pours libation for the protection and safety of you        
                                                and the baby. 	

The linguist lowers his cloth down to his waist, removes the right leg from his native sandals, makes obeisance to the chief and people around. An assistant presents a bottle of schnapps to him. He taps the cock of the bottle and immaculately opens the schnapps.  The assistant gives him a glass of which he pours a tot of schnapps into it. The linguist then raises the glass up.

LINGUIST:                         “Onyankopon Twedeampon Kwame Atuapoma”, 
                                          our Heavenly Father, the creator of the universe 
                                           and all therein- accept this drink.

He pours some of the drink on the floor.
	
                                       “Asaase Yaa”, Mother Earth-this is drink. 

He pours more drinks on the floor.

The ancestors of the Agona Clan that came from Denkyira, settle at Nyameyedom during the great war when the great King Ntim Gyakari was captured alive playing the golden “oware” and sent to the gallows – come for your drinks. 

He pours most of the drink on the floor.

                                     Even the dead want to increase their number, let alone
                                     the living. We thank you for bringing this handsome
                                     baby to us. We ask you for his well-being and
                                     protection. May he grow up to become a healthy,
                                      distinguished, and very important citizen in our society. 
(Pause.) For Auntie Mansa, we ask for divine wisdom,  knowledge, patience and, above all, love and understanding that surpasses all things as she raises this baby. Give her abundant harvest and never let her lack anything. The evil woman who, without fear and sympathy, dumped her child in the bush, all we can say is, let the law of karma take its course. Father, retribution is what I’m praying for her. Never again shall she bear fruit or conceive a baby. Amen

He pours the rest of the drink in the glass on the floor. He again dispenses another full glass of the drink, gulps some down his throat and spew out some. He passes the remaining drink for others to share. Thereafter they all depart to their various places with glee.

Scene Seven (A)
Aburi Botanical Gardens							Ext/Day
Mr. Antwi and Adjo are hand-in-hand running around bougainvillea bushes. He lets go of her hands and runs down the valley, whilst she chases him. He stops and falls down. He lies still. Adjo, sensing danger, stoops to shout into his ears.
ADJO:				(Sorrowful.)
                                      Kofi…Kofi…Dear me, Kofi….
She pushes him hard, holds his right wrist and presses the veins but to no avail. She stops for a while and lays her left ears on his chest. She slowly raises her head as drops of tears spatter onto his face. At a snail’s pace, Mr. Antwi opens his eyes, winks and starts laughing.
MR. ANTWI:			Yeah! I was dead and now I’m back to life. Indeed, the 
                                      second man on earth to resurrect after Jesus Christ.

ADJO:				(Dumbfounded and then softly.)

				Bastard! You son-of-a-bitch! Do you want to kill me?


MR. ANTWI:			(Laughing.)

				It’s all part of love games.

They laugh together.

Dissolve

Scene Seven (B)

Waterfalls									   Ext/Day

A beautiful scene with its enamel-blue water running down the steep slope of ten metres with rocks interspersed in it. He puts his arms around her and invites her to sit on his laps on one of the rocks. Her fingers laced with his, squeezing his hand in anticipation of pain to express love. They rise up and embrace each other and begin to descend along the gradient of the waterfall, still holding hands. 

Scene Eight

Auntie Mansa’s House					                            Int/Day

Auntie Mansa is seated on a short stool and rested her legs on another. Kwaw lies in between her two legs. He is being bathed. She drips hot water into every hole of the baby. She finishes and starts feeding him with white porridge locally known as ‘Koko’ mixed with honey and groundnut paste. She then puts the baby to bed. She organizes all the bathing accoutrements, sweeps the place, takes a basket and leaves the house. She sees Abena seated at the compound playing ‘Oware’ alone. 

AUNTIE MANSA:			Abena, I’m going to the market. Kwaw is
                                               sleeping, take care of him.

Scene Nine

Mr Antwi’s House-Hall					    		             Int/Dusk

Adjo and Mr. Antwi are in a big hall accommodating a dining room as well. Adjo has just finished setting the table for supper. She goes to relax on the settee. She is playing with a baby’s toy. The door opens and Mr. Antwi, in a dressing coat and a towel thrown around his neck, ushers himself into the hall. He is whistling and humming.

ADJO:				              Food is ready.

MR. ANTWI:			              Fine, I’ll be ready soon.

He leaves the hall and closes the door behind him. Adjo continues to play with the toy. Mr. Antwi comes there and they go to the dining table. They start eating.

Mr. Antwi: 			(Raises his eye brow and smiles)

				Mmmmm…you have a magic hand. The dish tastes
				as sweet as yourself. 

ADJO:				(Undertone.)

				 Thank you.
MR. ANTWI:			We have to see Dr. Addo tomorrow.

ADJO:				For what?

He is puzzled by Adjo’s answer. He looks at her quietly for a moment.

MR. ANTWI:			I think we have discussed this before. (There is a long
				silence and tension.) Adjo, you don’t understand. Now
listen. I’m eager to have children. My first marriage ended because Aggie couldn’t bear me a child. Age is fast catching up with me and I don’t have anybody to inherit my business. So please bear with me.

Long pause- Mr. Antwi directs his gaze into vacuity.

Flash Back


Scene Nine (A)

Mr. Antwi’s Bedroom								Int/Dawn

Aggie is seated at the edge of the bed, whilst Mr. Antwi is tucking in his shirt and pacing all over the place. He instantly turns to face his wife.



MR. ANTWI:				(Annoyed.)

					I can’t afford to stay with a woman-broiler.
You are just good for meat. (Pause.) All you know is food, good clothes and entertainment.

Aggie is taken aback by her husband’s words. She jumps up onto her feet.

AGGIE:				(Almost weeping.)

					Oh! Kofi. Have you forgotten about your vows
					to my parents? 

MR. ANTWI:				Vows! My foot!  Now…tell me….

He walks towards Aggie. They face each other. Mr. Antwi holds her by the shoulders and shakes her.

MR. ANTWI:				Where are your parents? (Softly.) They are dead
 and gone …. Forever. 

Mr. Antwi lets go off her hands and Aggie sits on the bed edge, looking at the white ceiling.

AGGIE:				(Sobbing.)

					Oh, my God. Men…

She shakes her head in despair.

AGGIE:	I have wasted all these years for nothing because of you. The troubles, tribulations. Oh…. You think today your hands have reached your back, so you need fresh blood from another woman. Aaah…Life is so cruel……

MR. ANTWI:				(Cutting in.)

Fine! Aggie. Tell me. With all these monies, houses, stores, etcetera, you’re talking about; whom are we going to leave them to when we die? Who will inherit them? No…Never...I will never rest until I find what my soul desires.
	
Aggie, with mouth wide open, stares at her husband in dismay.

AGGIE:				But…but Kofi. What has become of you today?

Mr. Antwi takes his briefcase and walks towards the door. He turns the knob and looks back at Aggie.

MR. ANTWI:	Look! Let me advise you. (Pause.) Our marriage is in tatters. Any way you can do something about it. A word to the wise…….

He rushes out and bangs the door. Aggie lies on the bed, buries her face with the pillow, and sobs.

Scene Nine (B)

Office										Int/Day

Mr. Antwi is quietly seated with his head thrown back as he tries to read the ceiling. He appears obsessed and dumbfounded. The door opens and a smartly-dressed secretary enters. She places a file on the table.

SECRETARY:			Sir, Alhaji is here to see you.

He quickly positions himself properly and signals to her. The secretary leaves.

Alhaji Idrissu ushers himself into the office. He is wearing a smock which gracefully matches his lanky stature and his goatee beard. Mr. Antwi struggles to put on a faint smile.

ALHAJI IDRISSU:			Walahi, Kofi, you do not seem to be in a good 
 					mood today; why? Your wife refusing to let you
                                               sleep with four legs? 

MR. ANTWI:				(Smiling)

Hmm…Alhaji. That one is a secondary matter. Everything about me seems to turn upside down these days. Sales have fallen drastically, family issues, financial problems-you see what I mean? I am even happy that you’ve come.

All along Alhaji has been tapping his right foot on the floor and nodding his head rhythmically.

ALHAJI IDRISSU:	Kai...! I told you before (Pause.) You remember I told you when you came for the medicine that my ‘good omen’ medication works efficiently when you marry a whore?  I keep hammering on about that…

MR. ANTWI:				(Resigned tone.)

But Alhaji, it is not easy to divorce a woman, especially when you have stayed together for a very long time.

ALHAJI IDRISSU:	Well, I cannot help you divorce your wife. But... Kofi, be wise…. when your hand is in a leopard’s mouth, you have to take time to pull out your hand. Or else it will bite you.

There is absolute silence, momentarily, as they trade glances.

MR. ANTWI:				So what do I do?

ALHAJI IDRISSU:	You’re a man drink your own bitter pills. Think, man, think and act fast. In any case, I just called to say hello. Try and see me at the house.

Alhaji stands up to leave. Mr. Antwi gives him some money. Mr. Antwi walks to the window and stares into vacuum.

Scene Nine (C) 

Mr. Antwi’s House							 Ext/Day

Aggie, in a dressing gown and a cloth around her waist, stands at the main doorway. She sees Adamu, a twenty-nine-year-old house boy, cutting the flower lanes.

AGGIE:				Adamu, come.

She gives him some money and two beer bottles.

AGGIE:				Please, buy me some drinks.

Adamu leaves the scene as Aggie continues to watch him quizzically. She then goes inside.
Scene Nine (D)

Hall                                                                                                      Int/Day

Aggie is relaxing on the sofa watching television. Her dressing gown has dropped, thereby exposing part of her upper body, including her breast. Adamu comes with the drinks and places them on the centre table.

AGGIE:				   Bring two glasses. 

Adamu brings two glasses and places them besides the drinks. He attempts to leave.

AGGIE:				Adamu, come back. I want to share these bottles
					with you. 

ADAMU:				No, madam. I don’t drink.

AGGIE:				Oh come on! I know many Moslems who drink.
Anyway, this is ordinary drink. No hard liquor. I want to celebrate the day with you. You see it is impolite to refuse an offer, especially from a woman

ADAMU:				Oh…Madam. Anyway…!

He tries to sit on the chair opposite Aggie.

AGGIE:	No, no…sit beside me. I want to discuss an important issue with you.

Adamu goes to sit by her on the sofa. He starts pouring the drink into both glasses.

AGGIE:	Now, tell me Adamu. Where are your wife and four children?

ADAMU:				Oh. Madam, they’re in my home town, Zuarungu.

AGGIE:	But what do those small, small girls come here for?

Adamu scratches his hair and gives a faint smile.

ADAMU:	Small, small girls? Yeah, yeah, they are my relatives……

AGGIE: 				Are you sure? Hmm…. I see; indeed, you are very 
					virile. Adamu.

Adamu quickly turns to look at her.

ADAMU:				Madam….

AGGIE:	Please, let anything that happens here today remain in these four walls. Right!

ADAMU:				Yes, madam.

She stares questioningly at his face.

AGGIE:	How do you see the relationship between your master and me?

ADAMU:				Oh! I like it but I’m jealous.

AGGIE:				What do you mean by that?

ADAMU:	It’s so perfect that I even tend to envy your relationship

AGGIE:	I see. Anyway, why did you trim your hair this way?

ADAMU:	Madam, you see, nowadays the women like such haircuts.

AGGIE:	What women? Your relatives or who? I’m also a woman, but I want you to look gentle and respectful. I believe in down cut. (Pause.) Why don’t you do me a favour by cutting your hair as such?

ADAMU:				Okay, madam. You’ve won.

Adamu attempts to sip a drink and Aggie starts feeling uneasy. She tries to scratch her back.

AGGIE:	Please, Adamu, scratch my back for me. I feel an insect bite.	

Adamu still holding a glass of drink pretends he has not heard her.

AGGIE:	I will get you some money and shoes when I return from town, right!

ADAMU:				Thank you, madam.

Adamu attempts to sip his drink, but Aggie cups his hand in her right hand and tries to caress it in a lovely manner. They hear the sound of a car and Adamu rushes out whilst Aggie attempts to clear the table.
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