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SYPNOSIS
This is a true story set in the early 60’s in a town of Akokoduro in the middle part of the Atiwa Mountains in the Eastern Region of Ghana as narrated to me by Akwasi Densu, the first male son of Nana Addai.
Polygamy is an old age practice among all the tribes in Ghana.  Some of the reasons behind this practice are inheritance, large labour force to work in the farms and a show of opulence and power. “In His Journey to Fame” traces the causes of Polygamy, its effect and consequences. 
 A traditional ruler from Akokoduro, Nana Addai had nine (9) female children from four (4) women. According to tradition, it is only male children that can succeed and ascend the throne, when Nana Addai “visits the village”. Acting upon the advice of some elders, Nana Addai married a fifth wife, Anna, who came to give him a male child. 
 The other wives were very jealous of Anna and planned to eliminate her and her son.  They planned and used all sorts of methods which include using physical assaults, spiritual and psychological attacks.  In the end Nana Addai pulls a gun at his son and heir apparent to the throne. The son ran away through the bush to the city. The struggle, trauma and hardships he went through are evident. But truth will always triumph over evil and Akwasi Densu, the heir, became the first Police Officer from Akokoduro, married with a daughter.
In the end, “Who Jah bless, no one cares”, and fate brought the heir back home ready to be prepared to succeed his father who was then very old to the chagrin of his elder sisters and mothers.














FADE IN

Scene One

Classroom 										 INT/DAY

The Akokoduro Local Authority clusters of school stand at the western end of the town. The schools are mushroomed by the thick natural forest, which has been left unattended for the past two hundred (200) years as a protected national heritage site. In times past, some students from the schools were alleged to have been abducted by gnomes and kept for at least six months and sometimes years. These young boys and girls, who fell victim to these strange occurrences are released and placed under big Odum trees, banana plantations, roof-tops of buildings and sometimes in the middle of nearby rivers.

It is at one of these clusters of schools that Nana Addai, the overall ruler of Akokoduro teaches. Nana Addai, a well-built man in his late fifties stands in front of class six (6) students.  There are thirty (30) students in the classroom with eighteen boys and twelve girls. He walks majestically to the blackboard and writes: Polygamy.

A Close up of Nana Addai as he turns to face the class. Camera zooms out to reveal a long shot of the whole class.


NANA ADDAI:			Polygamy is a killer in our homes. It has
done more harm than good to our society and
yet tradition and certain religions revere it. 

A close shot of the right hand of a student. Camera zooms out to reveal the student.

NANA ADDAI: 		(Off Screen)
Yes!  Pamford, Is it a question or contribution?

Pamford stands as Nana Addai walks away from the black board to resume his seat at the front right corner of the classroom.

PAMFORD:				A question, sir. Upon all the problems
associated with polygamy, why is it still popular 
in our tradition and certain religious homes? 

Pamford sits down. Nana Addai looks at him silently and nods. Nana Addai slowly gets up from his chair and smiles. Montage shots of the students listening with rapt attention.
NANA ADDAI:			Well, in the good old days, the wealth of a man
was measured by the number of wives and the
size of children he has to help him work in his
farms.
Indeed, Polygamy is about respect in society, adoration and reverence. But as many people try to acquire formal education; indulges in Western white weddings as well as the current economic hardships, the practice is dying out gradually, particularly in the cities and urban centres. Again, you will agree with me that bigamy is a crime punishable by law in this country.

Another student also raises his hand and Nana Addai signals him to speak with his right hand. The student, Adomako stands up.

ADOMAKO:				(Confused)
					But sir, as a teacher, you are well educated
and yet you have four wives……… why?

THE WHOLE CLASS:		(Clapping and tapping their feet)	
					Hahahahaha………… 

NANA ADDAI:			(Taken aback)
				Yeah, Adomako! That’s right. But in my time
				life was good, not as expensive as it is today. 
				Remember the saying, “the good old days….”

Nana Addai resumes his seat again.

FADE OUT	

The beginning credits roll on a black background with a soothing high-life musical tune to go with it.

HIGH-LIFE MUSIC: 	Yaa Amponsa eee m’egyae awaree, Yaa Amponsaa eee m’egyae aware…………………......


The beginning credits end.




	
FADE IN

Scene Two

Palace                                      						 EXT/DAY

The main road that passes through the town of Akokoduro is today a gaping laterite thoroughfare posing danger to pedestrians and drivers. The drivers tend to dodge the potholes and eventually ended up knocking passers-by down. It was done macadam during the colonial era, but has been washed away by rains and incessant whirlwinds over the years.  This laterite road gathers dust that settles in the atmosphere when the few vehicles drive past through the town. 

The road turns to the right and approaches the King’s Palace, which is close to the cluster of schools. A panoramic view of the exterior of the palace is unpromising: it is honoured by the vilest sign post of the erstwhile Planned Parenthood Association (PPA) and the walls of the palace that has turned brownish due to the dust thrown about by the speeding vehicles that ply on the road.

The Planned Parenthood Association (PPA) was brought to Akokoduro by Nana Addai, some twenty years ago when he was posted to Akokoduro Local Authority “A” Primary School, as a young trained teacher. He wrote a letter to a Pen pal or friend, who was domiciled in Leicester in the United Kingdom, complaining bitterly about the threat of teenage pregnancy among the girl child in his school. 

This Pen-friend, by name Clancy Clarks, was touched by Nana’s request and was willing to open Planned Parenthood Association local office in Akokoduro to help educate and sensitize the youth about the dangers of teenage pregnancy. The office of the Association was at the Palace, hence the sign post. However, five years since Clancy left the shores of Akokoduro for home to attend to his old parents, no one was qualified to run the office let alone do a new sign posts. Like the adage of lack of maintenance, the signpost and the Planned Parenthood Association was left to die a natural death in Akokoduro.

Quite unusual about the day, there were people of all ages and sexes standing by the roadside along the front view of the palace, while others walk across in no particular order. Birds are seen flying about chirping; goats and sheep bleating as well as hen and cock chuckling. Children can be heard shouting, while mothers sing various songs and tunes.





Scene Three

Palace-Courtyard									INT/DAY

Immediately one enters the palace; directly opposite is a very large courtyard, where the King sits to arbitrate and deliver justice to his subjects or sometimes meet his elders to deliberate on important and delicate issues confronting the town.

An establishing shot of the courtyard reveals Nana Addai seated in state with all his elders including Okyeame Pataku, his trusted and reliable linguist. Also present are Mr. and Mrs. Francois. 

A medium shot of Mrs. Francois in a pensive mood. She rests her chin on her palm. Mr. Francois, on the other hand, is seated at the opposite end, wearing a mixed feeling of sadness and anger in her face. 

Okyeame Pataku holds his staff and smiles to the chief, elders and the people present. He takes one, two and three steps forward. He lowers his cloth down to his shoulders as a sign of respect and pays obeisance to the King and all the elders present. He removes his left feet from his native sandals (chawochawo) and steps on it.

OKYEAME PATAKU:		….Silence…silence….silence! By the powers 
				vested in me by His Royal Highness, I wish to
				call Mr. Francois to present his case.

Mr. Francois slowly gets up from his seat, stoops to greet the king, the elders and all the people present.

MR. FRANCOIS:			Thank you, Okyeame. Let it be known to Nana 
and his elders that I am a man in distress. For 21 good days now, I have been sleeping on two….
				legs without any tangible reason from my
				wife. As a result I have also lost taste in her
				meals. 

The first elder feels very agitated about the argument being espoused by Mr. Francois.

FIRST ELDER:	Indeed, Mr. Francois, I really sympathized with your plight. But let me ask you a question. Is it your religion, financial situation or nature that is preventing you from marrying another woman?  (Pause).
The elders’ trade glances at each other. Mr. Francois struggles to answer the 
question, but keeps quiet.

FIRST ELDER:	Anyway, I do not expect you to find an answer for me now….. 
A medium shot of a second elder who is not happy about the question being thrown at Mr. Francois.

SECOND ELDER:			(Interrupt angrily)
Sit down Elder! What kind of question is this? 

A panoramic long shot of some of the elders seated.
SOME OF THE ELDERS:		(Murmuring)
					Mmmm..Rrrrrrrttrerr   hmmm mmm……

At the other side of the courtyard, Nana Addai and Okyeame Pataku, place their heads close and confer.
OKYEAME PATAKU:		Order……! Silence, Please, Silence…….. 
					Thank you Mr. Francois! Now, Nana and
					his elders would like to hear from your
					wife too.

An over the shoulder shot of Mr. and Mrs. Francois, favouring Mrs. Francois as she stands up to present her case. Mr. Francois winks at her wife in a reverse over the shoulder shot, but she shrugs her husband off and begins her story.
MRS. FRANCOIS:			Thank you Nana and his elders for the 
					opportunity given me. Okyeame, actually,
					for the past three weeks, my husband’s
					character has changed. He does not come
					home early as he used to do. Sometimes 
					he does not sleep at home at all. He does
					not even eat my food as he has admitted
					earlier. The day he will stay at home, he 
					complains of fatigue. Okyeame, remember
					that l am nursing a six month old baby. I 
					am therefore shocked to the bones about 
					the things my husband has just said.	

OKYEAME PATAKU: 		(Nodding) 
Agoo! Mrs. Francois, thank you for your well-spoken words. However, Nana says time is far spent. Therefore we should adjourn the case till tomorrow to enable him discuss with his elders so as to come out with his verdict.

In view of this I will ask all of us to retire to our various homes and converge here tomorrow morning.
Nana is standing….standing….standing…….!	
	
All the people keep standing and watch their King leaves the courtyard before they follow out.
Scene Four
Farm										          EXT/DAY
An extreme long shot of a large cocoa farm interspersed with plantain, cassava, cocoyam and vegetables like okra, pepper, garden eggs, beans and tomatoes. When one goes closer to a cocoa tree, it reveals a small tree that grows to the size of four (4) to eight (8) metres in height, bearing pods scattered all over. The pods are green but when matured it turns yellowish in colour. 
Nana Addai, together with his four (4) wives and nine (9) female children are planting maize at the other section of the farm. Some of the girls are seen digging holes in rows, while others are putting into the holes corn seedlings in threes to each hole and covering them with sand. Nana Addai is weeding and clearing the land for the girls to dig the holes. After weeding and clearing about half an acre of land, he realizes that the women are far behind what they are expected to dig and plant.
NANA ADDAI:			(Exclaimed)
…Eiih! It’s about sunset and yet we have not planted half of the maize. You girls are lazy to the core! Aaaah! Anyway, I don’t blame you but your useless mothers who cannot bear me male children to help in the farm, let alone succeed me on the throne……I am really disappointed in you people. Useless girls! 

The women trade glances at each other. Afterwards, they try to shy away from Nana Addai by pretending to be working while intermittently stealing peeps at him.

NANA ADDAI:	Well, let me tell you for the last time that, I will go ahead to marry Anna, whether you like it or not…….  

Nana Addai’s senior wife, Eno Dabanka and traditionally the spoke person for 
the chief’s wives exhibits a mixed feeling of guilt, self-pity and stubbornness.

ENO DABANKA:			(Sniveling)
Go ahead for all we care….! But make sure you don’t bring your so called Anna into this house. (Hissing) Womanizer! An old cock who can not close his zip!

The other women and children try to cup their mouths with their hands.

FADE UP

Scene Five
Anna’s Family Compound							 EXT/DAY
It is a semi-detached house made of blocks with bricks-wall around it and fitted with a metal gate. A large gathering of people in their holiday fineries have assembled. They are in a jubilant mood. At the background is “high life” music being played. Some of the congregants are seated whilst others are dancing including the family’s fetish priestess, Densu. Gradually the music fades down to give way for the programme to begin.
MC (NARRATION):	….Today is the day the Lord has made and we shall rejoice and be glad in it. We have gathered here to witness the solemnization of the holy matrimony between our great King, Nana Addai and his betroth, Dame Anna Baah. Indeed, this is the former’s fifth marriage, but the first for the latter.

THE CONGREGATION: 			(Clapping)
	Papapa…..pa…pa.apapapa….

While the clapping is going on, a bevy of ladies carrying arranged dowry gifts in pans, hamper baskets and large carriage bags enter frame bring in their loads and placed them in front of the bride’s family, who are seated at the right hand side of the Master of Ceremony (MC), which is directly opposite Nana Addai’s family. 
MC (NARRATION):	At this juncture, I will hand over to Nana Addai to say a few words.

Nana Addai gets up from his seat collects the microphone and turns toward the bride’s family.

NANA ADDAI:				(Happy)
My in-laws thank you for accepting me into your midst. There is a saying that, the family you wish to belong to is where you marry from. I do not intend to make a long speech but to assure you that, with Nana Addai, your daughter is in safe hands. 

There is a thunderous applause from the congregation. The bride’s father, Opanyin Baah gets up to clad his cloth well. He clears his throat.  

OPANYIN BAAH:				Who on this earth will reject a king as a
father, let alone an in-law? Nana Addai, my 
family and l thank you very much for the 
honour done to us. We wish you well and    pray that the almighty God will grant you
all your desires including a male child and the means to look after him and your entire family.

THE CONGREGATION:			Aware soooo…..! Dondo. Efaatawo. Enwee
						Nka nweee. Honam nka honam! Nanaoooo! 
						W’oaba tena ase, na wo abrepon ma yen.

Scene Six	
The Palace –Nana Addai’s Sitting Room	                                     INT/NIGHT
This is the private room for the chief, normally used for relaxation and socialization. It is near the entrance that leads to the courtyard and adjacent to the King’s bed room. Nana Addai is seen seated in a two-seated couch. He sits closed to Anna Baah, his new wife. In the other couch and chairs are occupied by the King’s four wives and nine female children.
Nana Addai stretches his left hand to tap Anna’s right shoulder. She turns to look at her husband with a smile.
NANA ADDAI:				(Happy)
						……Well, my wives and children! For 
						lack of a better word, family; l greet you. I 
						call you here this evening to introduce my
						new wife, who is coming to live with us. I 
						pray and trust that the peace we are 
						enjoying now will continue with her 
						inclusion into our family.

Nana Addai wraps his hands round Anna’s shoulders.

NANA ADDAI:				Dear, do you have anything to say?

Anna Baah slowly gets up and tries to go round to shake hands with Nana’s other wives and children. After greeting them, she comes back to stand close to Nana Addai.

ANNA BAAH:				(Unassuming)
						Yes, Nana! Let me say a few words. My 
sisters and children, it is possible I am older than some of you or younger than many of you. However, anyway you look at it, traditionally you are my rivals and children. No one can change history. It will not wash! l am very happy to be part of this great family. First and foremost, may I know your names?

Eno Dabanka is enraged; her face displays brimstone, showing disgust.

ENO DABANKA:				(Rude)
						Oh….! What is this? Who are you, in the 
						first place?
Nana Addai in a very offensive mood frowns at Eno Dabanka. The other three wives and the children giggle sarcastically as they trade glances.
ANNA BAAH:	My name is Anna Akosua Baah. I come from the Krontihene’s palace in the next traditional area, Afidwase. I am a member of the Agona clan.

Anna sits down. There is momentarily silence in the room.

NANA ADDAI:	Alright! My wives, particularly Eno, you have heard it all from the horse’s own mouth! You have to take Anna through the house rules and regulations. And for the children, she is your mother, therefore treat her as such. I am done. You can go and attend to your chores. 

All the children get up and leave, while the four other wives converge in front of the sitting room hissing and murmuring. Anna Baah is left alone with Nana Addai in the sitting room.

FADE UP

Scene Seven	
The Palace –Kitchen	                                                              INT/DUSK
This is a typical medieval kitchen with no chimney. It is situated at the extreme right corner of the courtyard. The room is one and half size larger than a normal modern kitchen. It is used to prepare food for the King’s entire household and the many visitors who trooped in as guests every day. 

There is only one entrance to the kitchen; two walls have been raised to the height of about five feet tall, while the third and fourth walls are adjoined to the main building and the outside wall of the palace respectively. Indeed the architecture has been done in such a way as to allow enough air and sunshine onto the kitchen.  Particularly, at this time of the month, when the full moon is glaringly bursting, the use of the usual lantern is superfluous. Moreover, the design has been made in such a way as to prevent water from percolating into the kitchen when it rains. However, on this day, there is no sign of rain coming.

There are not any modern stoves or cookers, be it electric or gas, at the kitchen. Cooking takes place on a three pronged stone hearths, coated with red mud paint. Certainly, the red mud paint is made from natural red clay mixed with water to insulate the stones and the room from the intensity of the heat generated from the constant cooking that goes on there. There are four extra three cleft stone grates in the kitchen, which are used by all the King’s wives and their children to cook.

Normally, the King’s wives and children cook together. The idea behind this practice goes years back, when the chiefs’ want to establish unity and oneness among their household for peace, stability, growth and happiness. 

Today, Nana’s first wife, Eno Dabanka leads the other three wives to prepare the family’s evening meals. It is “Kelewele” day. This is the children’s favourite. The children like ‘Kelewele’ so much that when it is prepared, there is not a single morsel left for the anscestors and or strangers, who pass-by and spend the night at the palace. 

The ingredients for the diet consists of ripe plantains; vegetables like pepper, ginger and onion, which were harvested from the family’s own farm; peanuts; water; oil and salt are the other ingredients they buy from the market.

The kitchen chores are divided among the four wives: Nana’s first wife, Eno Dabanka peels ripe plantains and chops them into small cubes; Abena Agyeiwaa, the second wife grinds the ginger, pepper, onion and add some salt of which she mixes them together in a measured Water-Pan. After, she passes on everything to Yaa Buronya, the third wife, who tosses together and mixes the plantain cubes with the vegetable spices in a large bowl. Finally, the fourth wife Akosua Konadu, takes care of a deep pan, full of oil, heats it to 350 degrees centigrade and begins to fry the spiced chopped riped plantain cubes, turning once, twice, thrice until they turn golden brown on all sides. With a ladle, she removes the fried plantains from the pan and drains the oil from them using a strainer or an absorbent paper. 

At the other end of the kitchen, the children are gathered in a semi-circle round one of the stone hearth cistern frying and peeling off the peanuts.

When all is done, Akosua Konadu lays the succulent sticky reddish fried ripe plantain before Eno Dabanka to share. Likewise, the children present the peeled fried peanuts to her.

The younger children fetch all the bowls for everyone. Nana Addai’s one is special china made with the finest clay of the land by ‘Akrofis’. The ‘Akrofis’ are special people well trained to make the best potteries and arts with their hands. It is a family business dated back to the twelfth century, when their great grandfather’s started it and handed it down to generations after generations until now. 

Eno Dabanka dishes the “Kelewele” into the various bowls, adds cupful of peanuts to each. The children come for the food and lay the table for dinner. Apart from Nana Addai, who eats at the sitting room, the rest of the family sit to eat together in the kitchen and at the courtyard. 

ENO DABANKA:	Where is Anna? I have not seen her since morning.  

YAA BURONYA:	She is sleeping in her room.

ENO DABANKA:	What? Is she sick? I suspect she is pregnant.

ABENA AGYEIWAA:		Aaargh! It could be true, judging from the way 
					she was spitting the other day.

ENO DABANKA:			She will deliver for us to see………..!

YAA BURONYA:			Don’t say that, my sister. Instead let’s pray
					that the new child turns out to be another girl.

AKOSUA KONADU:		Whaaat? So that Nana goes after a sixth wife. No,
					no, no……. As for me I wish she never delivers at
					all. But………………………

ABENA AGYEIWAA:		(Interrupts)
					If wishes were horses, beggars will ride.

All along Eno Dabanka has stop eating and staring into vacuum. She is startled and comes back to herself.

ENO DABANKA:			Hmmmmm…..! My sisters, relax and take heart!
					I know what to do. Just watch me!

ABENA AGYEIWAA, YAA BURONYA, AND AKOSUA KONADU: 
					(Together)
					Eno nie…Master tactician… We trust you……….!

Scene Eight	
The Palace –Bedroom								INT/NIGHT
Nana Addai is wearing cloth thrown over his shoulders, while Anna is in a traditional kaba and slit. He ushers Anna into a dark room. He picks a match to light a lantern located on top of a tall table close to the door. This is a large room with two large window panes made of the finest wood of the land, Odum. The quality of the wood has been enhanced by treating it with wood lacquer made from a tincture collected from the ‘Acheampong leaves’ and the bark of ‘Kakapenpen’ tree.  Apart from the daily dusting of the window panes, the panel has not seen any renovation since it was constructed in 1849 by Okogyeasuo Akwasi Nyame, the third King of Akokoduro. 

He was Nana Addai’s great maternal uncle who ruled for only ten years but undertook almost all the major infrastructure and landmarks seen today in the town. Indeed, his reign was sometimes spoken off as the golden age of Akokoduro and those who lived or had glimpses of such unsurpassed development in the land refer to that era as ‘the good old days’.

Nana Addai goes to sit on a very large bed and beckons his new wife to sit by him. A portrait of Okogyeasuo Akwasi Nyame in canvas hanged at the head of the bed. The floor is tiled with fine cut Odum wood neatly arranged to add a touch of regal to the room. 

Nana Addai removes his cloth and throws it to the other side of the bed. He sits there bare-chested and flings his two hands around Anna in a hug. He silently plants his lips on her neck, patiently licking her up to her ears. He pierces his tongue deep into her ears to clobber it. Anna begins to tingle inside her system.

ANNA BAAH:				(Moaning)
						Mmmm, aargh, ooh, Nana, go slowly. Don’t
						stop……..oooh, mmmmmmmm…….!

Anna wriggles her body slowly in response to her husband’s actions. Anna starts stroking her right hand on Nana Addai’s white knickers in search of his manhood. Her soft oily right hand gets hold of this rock hard monster and begins to massage it. Every stroke of massage brings in a mixed feeling of ecstasy and joy running through his spine.

Nana removes his tongue from Anna’s ears, plants his lips to hers. They deeply engross themselves in a passionate kiss. Nana explores his wife’s mouth searching for her tongue to lick. Anna, with one hand, finds Nana’s rock hard dick in his knickers squeezes it and rubs her soft hands around it. She stops and slowly removes the knickers. She gets up from the bed. Nana Addai lies on the bed naked from head to toe.

NANA ADDAI:				(Gasping)
						Hmm..uuuu.mmmmuuuuhmmmmaaaaa!
My mother…..beautiful, what a world? Baby…hmmm. I am now convinced that heaven is a place on earth……Take me to…your heaven. 

Anna sits at the edge of the bed and slowly removes her kaba, slit, under skits and brassiere, leaving only her silky panties, which is covering six beautiful lanes of beads round her waist; thus giving her feminist shape. Nana’s eyes rolls from left to right; up and down watching the beautiful contour of his new significant other. Anna’s waist to hip ratio stands at 0.7; a perfect balance to her top with small but pointed breasts and tender nipples, piercing out and ready to be sucked. 

Immediately Anna hops onto the bed and lies supine, Nana grabs her breast; with both hands, places them together and plants his lips on both breasts sucking them like a week old baby imbibing one of his or her mother’s breasts. Anna, takes hold of Nana’s two balls underneath the dick and do press up with them. The intense sensation through her spine and the entire body is too much for her to control. She closes her eyes and continues to breathe fast and heavy.

ANNA BAAH:				(Moaning)					
Mmm..mmm..mmm, Do it fast!

Nana Addai stealthily looks at her face and realizes that she is ready to receive him. In Nana’s culture, cunnilingus is not an exercise known and practiced. Rather through years of experience, Nana has learnt to enjoy sex with his wives through planting his hard rock penis on the silky pant of his wives and today will not be any different. Even though, this is not the first time he is making love to Anna, he has never done this to her before. Why; because his first priority was to impregnate her. Now that he is certain about the pregnancy, the fun begins. 

He has mastered the technique so much so well that, he will never miss the vulva of the vagina, even in the darkest of the darkest chamber. When he locates the entrance to the vagina through the panties, he places his hard and heavy monster there and pushes it so hard to open ‘fire’ in between the woman’s thighs.

He will thrust his dick through Anna’s panties so well so that, the woman will ejaculate many times. Indeed, Anna has never experienced such penetration in her entire whole life. Every thrust from Nana Addai brings about its own sensation at the clitoris and the G-spot inside the vagina. This double orgasm from the clitoris and the vagina sends Anna into cloud nine. She therefore spews a slimy lubricant from the vagina onto the silky pants, thereby stimulating the tip of Nana’s penis. He continues to thrust his waist one too many; the tempo, feeling and taste increases from one thrust to another until he could not hold himself any longer. Nana pushes his hot special juice out onto the panties. The two love-birds get stuck on their steamy bodies motionless and breathing incessantly.This is round one! 

So many times, he will term this as a quickie and will stop only when he has an assignment the day after and will not like to exert his energy too much. Otherwise, in round two and even more, he will slowly removes the silky pants and enter his wife’s vagina raw, skin to skin, cartilage to cartilage and pubic hair to pubic hair.

However, at this juncture, Nana relaxes quietly, looks at his wife eyeball to eyeball. He grabs her waist, takes hold of the six beautiful lanes of beads, begins to count and play with them. Why? She is carrying the heir apparent to the throne and has to be gentle with her to avoid miscarriage or any untoward scenario. He needs the pregnancy so badly.

NANA ADDAI AND ANNA BAAH:	(Together)
						Hahahahaahahah!

NANA ADDAI:				I love you dear! I am glad I married
						you……!

ANNA BAAH:	Thank you, Nana. I am glad you love what you’ve seen and tasted. I love you too, dear. That is why I agreed to marry you.	

Nana Addai rubs Anna’s stomach, while intermittently places his ears on her stomach to check on the embryo. Anna is in a somber mood, looking exhaustive and seemingly sleepy. She lays her head on Nana’s bare-chest.

NANA ADDAI:			(Advising)
					Love, take good care of yourself, particularly 
my little boy in there. Even without a scan, I know, this time around he is a boy.

ANNA BAAH:			(Sleepy)
Dear, you are expressing your heart desire. But wishes will compel beggars to ride horses. How….did….you….know, the…child…in….my stomach… is…a…b…o…y?

NANA ADDAI:	If wishes were horses, beggars will ride them…….Anyway, apart from my heart desire, my ancestors have revealed to me in a dream that you will deliver a bouncing baby boy to continue my inheritance. Just be careful and live peaceably with all your rivals. In this house, tradition demands unity among us. That is why the women prepare food from one kitchen and even eat from one bowl.

He looks at Anna’s face and realizes that she is fast asleep. He puts his hand on her torso and tries to relax his system.

Scene Nine	

The Palace –Compound								EXT/DAWN

Eno Dabanka assigns the house chores for the week to every member of the family. As the first and senior wife, no one dares to challenge her authority. Two of Nana’s children are seated on the compound playing ‘oware’ game at this wee hour of the day. Eno ignores them and walks toward Anna.

ENO DABANKA:				(Harshly)
Anna, this week you are the one to sweep the whole compound as well as washing your husband’s clothes.

Anna’s is surprised about Eno Dabanka’s sudden behaviour. She tries to protest.

ANNA BAAH:	But, maa..! You know I have only a few weeks to go into labour, so when I bend down to do anything I feel dizzy and drowsy.

ENO DABANKA:	(Retort)
	My friend! If you are not ready to marry, why are you here? These are things we have been doing over the years, even during our pregnancies. And you are complaining about it today. Why? Have I asked you to carry all the coal to Jos Plateau in Nigeria or to Newcastle in English Britain? Well, no one is there to do it for you. Period!

Anna resigns herself to her fate, picks a broom and begins to sweep the
compound.

FADE.

Scene Ten	

The Palace –Room                           		                                          INT/DAY

It is a small room beamed by the rays of the sun that passes through the window panels. There is no bed, aside from the raffia mat spread across the room with a pillow made from straw.  At the extreme corner of the room is a basin full of cold water, a sponge, towel and a sharp knife placed on a table. 

Even though Maame Akua Mose is uninformed in modern child delivery, there is no fear, since she was the one who attended to all Nana Addai’s wives during delivery.  She is a nursing-mother, who learnt the trade through apprenticeship from her late herbalist mother.

The reason behind Nana Addai’s trust in traditional birth attendants is not economic or political or technological but rather socio-cultural. He believes that Maame Akua Mose is respectful, patient, skillful, friendly and trustworthy. Again, tradition demands that during the outdooring of the baby, the Densu Priestess has to appear from the place the child is born to present the child to the audience. This is very significant in order to sever any bond between the new born child from his or her relationship with that of his or her past life or where he or she is coming from.

Moreover, Nana Addai hate to see the current young birth attendants seeing the nakedness of his wives.  After all, if it comes to nudity, with Maame Akua Mose, he has no problem because he has seen hers before. This happened so many years ago, when they were in middle school form two; four days before Nana Addai passed the Common Entrance Examination to go to secondary school in Accra. His father, the former late king sent him to go and summoned young Akua Mose’s herbalist mother to the palace. When Nana Addai went to the house, there was nobody there apart from the young beautiful Akua, who had taken advantage of the absence of people in the house to take her bath in the open. Young Addai saw her nakedness in Toto: great breast, pubic hair, waist beads and heaped divided buttocks.  It was an embarrassment to both of them and yet none of them had had the courage to talk about the incident up to date. The respect and trust between the two have traversed over the years and their feelings for one another remained a secret silence up to date.

Immediately Anna took seed, Nana advised her to see Maame Akua Mose, who provided basic healthcare, support and advice to her till now.

Anna’s physical posture depicts a woman in labour. In routine manner, she squats, gets up and kneels down on the raffia mat, holding and squeezing the straw pillow; her face perspiring. Now and then, she will give out hot air.

MAAME AKUA MOSE:	Push, push, woman! It is nothing. A pain every woman born of man must go through. Try and push hard! Two weeks after delivery, you will forget about this pain and open your legs for a man again. Hahahahaha…Sweet pain, isn’t it?

Maame Akua Mose takes the towel and dips it in the water. She squeezes it and places it on her forehead. She removes and put it on her chest 

ANNA BAAH:				(Screaming)
						Agyaeei, bueeeh, oh my God!

MAAME AKUA MOSE:	Relax, gather all your strength and push one more time.

Anna finally goes all four and continues to push for the baby to come out.

BABY:	(Crying)
	Ngeee, ngeei, ngeeeeee……..

Maame Akua Mose gently holds the baby’s head and gradually assists Anna to
push the baby out. She uses the sharp knife to cut the umbilical cord and gives
the baby his first bath while waiting for the afterbirth to come out.

Scene Eleven	

The Palace –Balcony                                                                      EXT/DAY

Nana Addai paces up and down on the verandah. Camera zooms out to reveal Maame Akua Mose as she enters frame. She stretches her hand to greet Nana Addai.

MAAME AKUA MOSE:	Congratulations, Nana! You are a complete man. Mother and son are both doing well!

Nana Addai, in cloud nine punches his right fist into vacuum.

NANA ADDAI:				I made it! I made it!! I made it!!!						 

Scene Twelve

The Palace –Courtyard                                                                    EXT/DAWN

Today marks exactly the seventh day since Anna Baah, the fifth wife of Nana Addai, the sole occupant of the Akokoduroman stool, gave birth to her first son and the tenth child of the king. Tradition therefore demands that since the child has come to stay, he must be given a recognition and unique identity. Under normal circumstances, this event should have been performed without any special significance than just given the child his name and identity. Nonetheless, this is not going to be so, because this child is no ordinary person. He is the heir apparent to the Akokoduroman stool, so today’s naming ceremony has spiritual, religious and cultural significance. 

The palace courtyard has been decorated with balloons and buntings of red, gold, green and white colours. All these colours have their meanings in Akokoduroman culture. The red symbolizes the sweat and blood of their forefathers in settling them in their present location as well as the royalty. The gold colour reminds the people of their rich resources, which include physical and human, that has brought them far. The green represents the flora and fauna and or the natural vegetation of the land that feeds them. Of course, the white colour retells the people of the birth of the legatee; the happiness and longevity of the stool. 

The King and his subjects, friends, family members, invitees from nearby traditional areas, both young and old; men and female have all gathered at Nana Addai’s palace to witness the ceremony. 

At the background is brass band music being played to entertain the people.

Okyeame Pataku steps forward to pick the microphone.

OKYEAME PATAKU:			Agoooo! Oman mfreyie………! (3 times)

THE CONGREGATION:			(Together)
						Yiemmra………! (3 times)

OKYEAME PATAKU:	Good! The owner of the town, Nana Addai and his elders, invited chiefs and emissaries from our friends and nearby traditional areas, family members, fellow townsmen, ladies and gentlemen: On behalf of Nana Addai and my own behalf, I extend our heartfelt felicitations to you.
	Today is the day the Lord has made; let us rejoice and make merry in it. We have assembled here to witness the outdooring and naming celebration of the heir apparent to Akokoduroman stool. Without wasting any more time, I call upon an elder statesman of the palace, Opanyin Kwabena Kwakye to pray.

Opanyin Kwabena Kwakye, an octogenarian, clad in traditional cloth walks to 
the middle of the platform. He drops his cloth to the waist and removes his 
sandals. Okyeame Pataku assists him with a full bottle of schnapps and a glass.
Opanyin Kwakye collects the glass, while Okyeame taps the cock of the schnapps, 
turns it clockwise to open. He fills the glass to the brim. 

OPANYIN KWABENA KWAKYE:	Nana Ansa Sasraku, the brave leader, who led our forefathers from the cave around Timbucktu in ancient Mali to our present settlement, come for drink!

Opanyin Kwabena Kwakye pours some drink in the glass to the ground.

	Okogyeasuo Akwasi Nyame, the wise and investor friendly chief, who ushered our town into modern business and prosperity, drink!

Opanyin Kwabena Kwakye pours more drink onto the ground.

Obaapanyin Ama Sireboe, the mother of our great king Nana Addai, the woman with an elephant sized breast and milk so much to feed every member of this community and even strangers, we invite you to witness this occasion and accept our token drink.

Another drink is poured onto the ground. Okyeame replenishes the glass with more drink.

OPANYIN KWABENA KWAKYE:	We have gathered here this morning to bring to the open the child you created in the secret some nine months ago. There were so many souls itching to be granted this same opportunity, but this is what you have given us. Who are we to reject this great gift? We accept it with warmth and open arms. Thank you for your wonderful gift! We ask that you stand by us, walk with us and grant us wealth, peace, unity, happiness and prosperity through this toddler as the people of Akokoduro journey into the future. We are calling you this morning to come and participate in today’s outdooring ceremony. 
Nana Addai, the current occupant of the great Akokoduro stool, we wish you good health and long life! We wish the people of Akokoduro, long life! Good spirits and ancestors, we ask for your guidance and protection, all in the name of “Tweaduampon Kwame.”

Opanyin Kwabena Kwakye pours all the drink down and hands over the glass to Okyeame Pataku, who in turn carries the drink round to serve all the people present as a symbol of witness; beginning with Nana Addai himself. 

This is followed by the serving of Alligator pepper to the congregation. The essence is to energize the child’s speech; and thence honey or sugar and bitter kola to symbolize the duality of life’s sweet and sour experiences. Thereafter, the congregation is treated to native chalk and salt to signify happiness in life; palm oil as an emollient to life’s problems and finally water for them to distinguish between good and bad or morally uprightness. Indeed, all these are served to the people present so that they will wish same for the young child and themselves. 

Abrewa Dufie, the eldest female member of the family and a sister to Nana Addai straps the baby to her back, silently carries him to the enclosure where he was born. Abrewa Dufie returns to the courtyard without the baby. She walks straight to Anna Baah.

ABREWA DUFIE:	Agooo! Obaa Anna, it is time for you to tell us the name of your baby. So I ask, what is the name of your child?

Without mincing words, Anna mentions the name of the baby. 

ANNA BAAH:	Akwasi Dade! He is called Akwasi because he was born on Sunday. Dade means he must grow up as strong and tough in the mind and body as iron.

ABREWA DUFIE:	Hmmm..! Omanfo, My People present, you have all heard! But Anna tell me, is your husband aware about this name?

Anna nods her head in the negative.  

ABREWA DUFIE:	Then we cannot accept this name for our Prince. Give us another name! This time consult your husband.

CONGREGATION:	(Clapping)
	Hahahahahahaha…….Papapapapapa! 


Anna stands up and walks to Nana Addai. She squats and holds his thighs.  Nana Addai leans his head forward to whisper into her ears. She smiles and go back to sit down. She gets up to address Abrewa Dufie and the congregation.

ANNA BAAH:	Well, I have conferred with my husband. Together, we have therefore agreed to name the prince, Akwasi Addai, after his father.

CONGREGATION:	(Clapping)
	Hahahahahahaha…….Papapapapapa! 

ABREWA DUFIE: 	Do we all agree to this name? By the way, where is the baby?

All of a sudden, there is a strange whirlwind at the courtyard blowing objects
about. Inside the whirlwind appears the goddess of the Densu River represented
by the Priestess carrying the baby in her arms. She places the baby on Anna’s 
laps, opens her right hand to reveal the name of the baby to her. The inscription
reads as follows: MANUEL AKWASI DENSU.

The whirlwind starts again to take the Priestess of the Densu River away.

ANNA BAAH:	The prince’s name is Manuel Akwasi Densu. The child is named after the great river Densu.

The brass band music increases in tempo and sound. The congregation jump in 
to dance to the tune. While the music is going on, a bowl is passed around for the
people to place any amount of money into it to support the prince and the first
family of the land. Nana Addai’s other nine children enter frame carrying goods stacked in bags and a brown envelope containing undisclosed sums of money.  Okyeame Pataku directs them to place the bags down. He signals Nana Addai and Anna to come forward. While Anna is going she hands over the baby to Abrewa Dufie. Okyeame Pataku hands over the microphone to Nana Addai. The music is tone down at the background.

NANA ADDAI:	Let it be known to everybody present here today that God, the supreme ruler of the universe, our gods, who looks after us on this earth and ancestors, the intercessors between the living and the gods have done great wonders to our community. We are grateful to them!  We will continue to revere them! 
Now I invite all present to join me to tell my wife Anna that I love her so dearly. Everything inside these bags and the brown envelope  on top of it belong to her and my son. She has wiped away my tears and brought joy to my throne and the people of Akokoduro. Thank you for coming and may God bless us all.

Nana Addai gives the microphone to Anna.

ANNA BAAH:	Thank You, my love. May heavens blessings fill your kingdom and gives you long life!	

The brass music continuesto play for the people to dance and make merry.

Scene Thirteen

The Palace–Eno Dabanka’s Room					    INT/NIGHT

All the four senior wives of Nana Addai congregate at Eno Dabanka’s room. Eno Dabanka and Abena Agyeiwaa are seated on the bed, while Akosua Konadu is comfortably sitting on the only armchair in the room and Yaa Buronya stands by the window. 

ENO DABANKA:	…..My sisters, you are all witnesses to events and developments going on in this palace these days. We need to do something about these before all our sweats and efforts go into waste. How can we blow the willows for someone to come and take it? Aaargh…., well, a word to the wise……….!

Abena Agyeiwaa interrupts by tapping Eno’s shoulders.

ABENA AGYEIWAA:	Well said, Eno! Indeed a word to the wise is in our hands. We can do something about our situation. The earlier we do something about this Akwasi issue, the better for us all.

Yaa Buronya, who is staring outside through the window, quickly turns around 
to face the other women. Her face wears a frown.

YAA BURONYA:	Do something like what? Please count me out of any diabolical action you are planning to do. After all, we are one family. Nana needs a male child to inherit him; you do not have one and yet you stand here gritting your teeth and swearing brimstone. I think what we should be talking about is how to produce a male child for Nana Addai and the stool or supporting our husband to raise little Akwasi to become a wise king in future. Not be so………?

Akosua Konadu, who has been sitting down quietly winks at Eno and Abena.

ENO DABANKA:	My sisters, I think, there is a mole in our midst. Time is far spent. Let us retire to bed till tomorrow.

Yaa, Akosua, and Abena leave the room in that order.

Scene Fourteen

Path leading to River Densu                                    	              EXT/DAY

The path that a river takes in its journey over Earth’s surface is comparable to human life. Human life is a trajectory that leads in between birth and death. However, whereas human life is spend out in time; a river’s existence is spread out in geographical space. 

The river Densu begins its life high in the Atiwa Range near the historical town of Kibi. At uphill, the rills from many slopes combine to form brooks, which join together to make creeks and larger streams to form the Densu River and its tributaries; Kuia, Adaiso, Nsaki and Apapon. The River Densu drains into Ghana’s Coastal Drainage Basin, which passes through Eastern, Central and the Greater Accra Regions before ending up in the ecologically significant wetlands at the edge of the Atlantic Ocean.  

The basin has an area of about two thousand four hundred and ninety (2490) Square kilometres and the river flows southward at an average length of two hundred and twenty five point six (225.6) kilometres. There are about two hundred (200) human settlements in the basin, of which the town of Akokoduro is one of them, with a total population of fifty thousand (50,000) inhabitants. 

The people have depended on the vast natural resources of the watershed for years. In the nineteenth century, gold was discovered on the river Densu, starting
an enormous gold rush. By the late part of the twentieth century, mining of gold
ceased on the Densu river and many immigrants turned to farming, fishing and
hunting.

Most of the urban centres such as Koforidua, Nsawam, Suhum and Accra get treated water from Densu at the Densuano and Weija Water Dams. However, small settlements like Akokoduro depend on untreated water from the Densu river. At Akokoduro an approach leads to a lane that connects to the main path
towards the section of the river, where the townsfolk fetches their water for various purposes. 

At this time of the day, many of the people have gone to their farms or attend to their various activities. The path that leads to the river is virtually isolated. Anna Baah with little Manuel Akwasi Densu firmly strapped at her back walks along this path towards the river. She is carrying a large black pot. Both sides of the path have outgrown shrubs of greeneries and vegetation, graduated to join the thick natural protected forest heritage site in the western part of the town. At the river site, Anna sees her rival Yaa Buronya fetching water and struggling to carry her potfull of water. 

ANNA BAAH:				Maa Yaa, Let me help you!
Yaa Buronya is startled by the intruder. She raises her head to see Anna. Anna helps Yaa to carry the pot full of water onto her head.
YAA BURONYA:				(Grateful)
Thank you, Anna. Hurry up and let us go together!

Anna fretches her water, raises the potful of water to her left thigh and Yaa assists with one hand to raise it to her head. Together they set off for home. 
YAA BURONYA:				How is our baby?
ANNA BAAH:	By God’s grace and your prayers, he is doing well.
YAA BURONYA:	Anyway, just take good care of him for us. And you, Anna! Beware of your steps! There are lots of scorpions around you at the palace ready to sting.
ANNA BAAH: 				(Surprise and petrify)
Eeei… Maa Yaa! I do not understand what you mean……….

Anna stares at Yaa Buronya quietly.
YAA BURONYA:	Open your eyes, my sister! It is not every one who smiles at you that likes you. I cannot say much for now. We are almost at home. My sister, you just take care of yourself.
At the palace, the two women part company toward their various compounds.
Scene Fifteen

Palace- Nana Addai’s Room                        			 INT/NIGHT

Nana Addai is lying on the bed with his head lean on the pillow supported by a bed roll. On his chest lies Anna caressing his nipples and the hair on his breast.
ANNA BAAH:				(Tenderly)
						Nana, guess what I heard today.

NANA ADDAI:				Dear, What did you hear?
ANNA BAAH:	It seems to me that by bringing to bed of Akwasi Densu has brought to me lots of enemies at the palace. The attitudes of my rivals and their children give me cause to suspect.
Nana Addai tries to position himself well to calm his wife down.
NANA ADDAI: 				(Assurance)
Relax, my love! I understand your concern. Whatever the situation, the gods of Akokoduro and our ancestors shall protect you and the baby…..the special one! Now, the night is very old. Go to bed, my darling!	

Anna plants a kiss on Nana Addai’s forehead, gets up from the bed and walks out of the room closing the door behind her.





Scene Sixteen

Palace-In front of Anna’s Room                                                 INT/NIGHT

Eno Dabanka, together with Abena Agyeiwaa and Akosua Konadu stands akimbo in front of Anna’s doorstep. Eno harshly bangs at the door.

Special Effect (SFX): 			Bang, bang, bang, bang, bang    !

Abena Agyeiwaa peeps through the key hole. The point of view (POV); Anna is breastfeeding Akwasi Densu. Abena turns towards the rest with her clenched fist to symbolize the presence of Anna in the room and the impending fistic action.
ANNA BAAH:	Oh, yes…who is knocking at the door so severely like that?
Eno Dabanka’s face burns like brimstone, attempts to respond.
ENO DABANKA:				(Sternly)
It is your mother and father in the house, who are knocking.

ANNA BAAH:				(Respectfully)
Oh, Maa Dabanka! Is that you? Any problem!

Akosua Konadu is in a very furious mood.
AKOSUA KONADU:			(Gabbles)
My friend, open the door and stop this claptrap!

All the three women try to push the door open ajar. Anna puts his son on the bed and rushes outside to meet the intruders.
ANNA BAAH:				Oh, my sisters! What a surprise visit…….?
Abena Agyeiwaa throws the first punch onto Anna’s nose. Blood oozes from her nose. Anna tries to defend herself. The other two join the fight and now it is a free for all fisticuffs between Anna on one side and her three older rivals on the other.
THE FOUR WOMEN (SFX):	Bum, bam, kekam…wham, papim. Agyeieeei….Bueei, aargh, my God, Pabam…! This will serve as your first lesson in the University of Marriage.
The women run away from the fighting scene, leaving Anna lying prostrate and writhing in pain.

SPECIAL EFFECT (SFX):	Tatatatatatata…kum…Mmmmmmm, agyei…………….huhuhuhuhu………!			
Scene Seventeen 

Palace –Courtyard							    INT/DAY

Nana Addai is seated in state with ten (10) of his elders including Okyeame Pataku. Also present are Eno Dabanka, Abena Agyeiwaa and Akosua Konadu in a melancholy posture. 

NANA ADDAI:				(Fuming)
My elders and all present, I demand to know from Dabanka, Agyeiwaa and Konadu, what provoked their actions against Akosua Baah yesterday?
There is momentarily silence at the place.
NANA ADDAI:	Well, silence means admittance of guilt. I swear by the gods of Akokoduro that I shall send all of you packing to your parents by the close of today.
Opanyin Kwabena Kwakye rises to speak.
Opanyin Kwabena Kwakye:		(Apologetic)
Nana, please forgive them! The ruling is too harsh. This is their first offence. I can guarantee that it will never happen again. Please, Nana, take my word!

Nana bends his head slightly low. He stares at the accused person’s one after
the other and gives a deep sigh.

NANA ADDAI:				(Heave a deep sigh)
Hmmmmm………mh! Alright, Opanyin I have heard you. But let them understand that they will pay for all her hospital bills.

Scene Eighteen

Palace –Kitchen									INT/DAY

Anna sits at the other end of the kitchen breastfeeding his son, whiles grinding vegetables in an earthenware with tadpole. Camera zooms out to reveal a medium long short of the other four wives and some of the children attending to other activity in the kitchen.
ENO DABANKA:	Hurry up, Anna! The Vegetable is okay. Pour it into the stew. After, take the basket and go to the backyard garden to fetch some cassava for the evening fufu.
Anna gets up, tied his son at the back. She pours the vegetables into the stew, which is boiling on fire and leaves frame.

ANNA BAAH:			Okay, Maa Dabanka. I will be back soon.
A hand enters frame to remove the pot of stew from the fire. Eno Dabanka is seen sharing Ampesi and kontomire stew. Camera pans to reveal the faces of Abena Agyeiwaa, Yaa Buronya and AKosua Konadu keenly watching Eno. Tilt down to Eno as she dishes fingers of plantain, few cocoyam and some yam into a bowl. She adds the kontomire sauce to each bowl of Ampesi.
One by one all the women take their food and leave, as well as the children.Eno is alone in the kitchen. She removes some concoction which is tied to the tip of her clothes, pours some into one of the food and puts it back. A close shot of the food as Eno Dabanka tries to shake and mix the concoction well in the kontomire stew. She covers the food and places it on the shelf.

Not long, Anna enters the kitchen carrying a basket of cassava. Eno Dabanka helps her to bring the basket down.

ENO DABANKA:	(Sounding unusually nice)
Aaargh, Anna! You are back. Well done! Your food is on the shelf.

An Over the shoulder shot (OSS) favouring Anna. She gives a strange look at Eno Dabanka. The Reverse as Eno Dabanka turns to leave the kitchen. Anna sets her table and begins to eat her food. Instantaneously there is a whirlwind from the outside to the kitchen. Anna attempts to put the food in her mouth, but the food drops. A close shot of the Ampesi on the ground. Camera tilts up and at the same time zoom out to the whirlwind to reveal Densu fetishist. Anna is shocked and frightened, with goose bumps all over her body. She stares at Densu fetish priestess with awe and tremor. 

DENSU PRIESTESS:			(Shrill voice with Echo)
Akosua, my daughter! Don’t eat this food. It is contaminated with poison. Be courageous, my daughter in all situations! I am with you…with you……with you……!
Densu fetish priestess vanishes into thin air amidst thin smoke.

Scene Nineteen

Palace – NanaAddai’s Bedroom 				                INT/NIGHT

Nana Addai stands face to face with Anna at the entrance to his room. Nana puts his hand round the lady’s shoulder and tries to soothe her.
NANA ADDAI:			 (Placating)
….Dear, remember that upon all these, what is important is the love that burns between us.

Camera tracks and settles behind Nana Addai, thus revealing the face of Anna. 

ANNA BAAH:	But Nana, it is true I love you dearly…but if nothing is done about the attitude of my rivals, the end will be disastrous. 
Anna draws closer to hold Nana Addai by the head and kisses him on the lips.

Nana Addai:				(Winks)
Get me another apartment….

Nana Addai nods in agreement.







Scene Twenty

Anna’s New Apartment           						EXT/DAY

Anna and her childhood friend Rebecca are packing and arranging the former’s belongings outside her new apartment, whilst Akwasi Densu plays with a dolly under a large table. 

REBECCA:				(Caution)
………Indeed, Akosua, I empathize with your situation. But think about your little boy. Besides Nana is a good man.

ANNA:				(Chuckles)
Becky, give me a break! Let us think, my sister. I never thought about marriage this way. What have I done to deserve all these treatments?
Becky, in fact, I am fed up with this marriage. After all, the stool needs a male child and I have given it one. What next..!

Anna continues to dust her things. Rebecca turns to give her a helping hand to lift some baggages and pack them on top a table. 

Suddenly, Eno Dabanka and Abena Agyeiwaa in a combatant temperament enter frame. Eno Dabanka holds a long cane, while Abena Agyeiwaa wields a sharp machete.

ENO DABANKA: 	Hei, Anna, come here! Why did you leave our husband’s house without informing me, the senior wife? You do not respect eeh! (Pause).  Well, you have flouted the rules of the palace and must be punished.

ANNA BAAH:			(Nervous)
					Oh! Maa Dabanka………but……..Nana…….

ENO DABANKA:	Oh, come on shut up! Never talk back at me! Foolish fool!

Eno Dabanka and Abena Agyeiwaa attack Anna and start beating her with
the stick. They continue to pummel her in no special order until she falls down
unconscious.

SPECIAL EFFECTS (SFX):	Baby crying, Adults moaning, screaming, shouting, footsteps, bowls clinging and people falling all mix up in an uncoordinated sound.

Rebecca attempts to pick Akwasi Densu from the scene, but she is attacked by 
Abena Agyeiwaa with the machete. She tumbles and falls down with the child. 
Abena swings the cutlass furiously, which slashes Becky by the waist. She
Sommersaults twice and landed at her back. Abena pounces on her like a wounded tiger. The two ladies roll on the ground with intermittent punches flying across each other. All along blood oozes from Becky’s waist, but manages to free herself from Abena. She runs to pick little Akwasi Densu and runs into the room to pick a cloth which she uses to stash the boy at her back

ABENA AGYEIWAA:	This is a lesson to you. Next time, do not interfere in other family’s affair. 

Rebecca in a confused state and blood all over her body returns with a bowl full 
of water. She pours the water on Anna. Eno Dabanka and Abena Agyeiwaa run 
out of shot.

ENODABANKA AND ABENAAGYEIWAA: 	Lesson number three…………….

Rebecca continues to revive Anna through shaking and Cardio-Pulmonary Resuscitation (CPR), where she pumps her chest thrice, blows air into her mouth and the process continues till she opens her eyes slowly first.

Scene Twenty-One

Anna’s New Apartment-Room					 INT/NIGHT

Anna has already packed three large luggages and a small hand bag. She places them by the door. She attempts to stash Akwasi Densu at her back, when Nana Addai bursts into the room.
NANA ADDAI:	Akosua...Akosua….Akosua…! Where are you going at this time of the night?
Anna turns swiftly to face her husband as if she had been hit with a cdrow bar from behind. She tries to paint a bigger picture of the situation on the ground to Nana Addai.

ANNA BAAH:	Nana I have had enough. I am afraid of my life and my son. Please, nana, understand and let me go to my people. I came to marry and build a family, but if I am not wanted, why am I still clinching to something that is not working?

Nana Addai is taken aback. He stands there speechless momentarily.

NANA ADDAI:	Akosua, my dear, the mother of the heir apparent to Akokoduro stool, if you go, who will take care of Akwasi?
Anna Akosua Baah is adamant and unpertubbed. She stoops to pick a luggage.
ANNA BAAH:			Oh! I am taking, my son along.
Nana Addai quickly holds Akwasi Densu two hands and removes him from Anna’s back. The cloth covering Akwasi at the back falls onto the floor.
NANA ADDAI:			(Angry)
Whaaaat? My son! Forget it! Akwasi is staying with me. Anyway, think about your actions very well. Had I know is always at last!

Nana Addai dashes out of the room with his son.
Scene Twenty-Two

Palace- Sitting Room							    INT/DAY

Nana Addai sits comfortably in a three-in-one couch. Directly opposite him is a single chair being occupied by his elder sister, Abrewa Adwoa Dufie caressing Akwasi Densu, who is sleeping on her laps.  
NANA ADDAI:	Adwoa, Really it is dangerous for Akwasi to live with me at the palace or even in this town, particularly when these vampires are hovering around. I fear for his life! 	

ABREWA ADWOA DUFIE:	Yes, brother! I agree with you hundred percent. I will take Akwasi with me to “Kwayemu”, the bush, to live with us. Eeeih... Akosua Baah, Anna….Anyway, I do not blame her so much but Dabanka and her cohorts. Wicked people!

Abrewa Dufie licks her mouth, while she shakes her head in disbelief of the
turn of events at the palace.

Scene Twenty-Three 

Farmhouse										INT/DAY

Abrewa Adwoa Dufie and her husband Opanyin Kwaku Larbi live in Kwayemu, in the Wassa area of Ghana. Their main occupation is farming and hunting. They produce cash crops like cocoa, kola nuts, oil palm and cashew which they sell to the Government of Ghana for export to earn foreign exchange for development. Apart from cash crops, they also cultivate cassava, plantain, cocoyam, legumes and vegetables for their own consumption and sometimes sell at the local market.  During market days middle men and women also come to Kwayemu to buy their produce and carry them to big cities to sell at a profit. 

The couple has built their two bed room self-contained farm house, made from bricks and roofed with corrugated iron sheets on a land size of about fifty acres. Adjoined to the farmhouse is a house barn that accommodate fifty (50) sheep, eighty (80) goats, ten (10) pigs, thirteen (13) turkeys, five (5) ducks and two hundred (200) fowls. Within the enclave there are similar farmhouses scattered on other lands sparsely called villages, which stretches into the tropical rainforest that borders Ghana with Cote d’Ivoire.

Opanyin Kwaku Larbi and his wife have live and work in Kwayemu all their lives. It all began some forty years ago, when a widower, Kwaku Larbi saw a beautiful flower in the house of Odehye Addai the first. He vowed to pluck the flower by nook or cranny. Indeed, upon numerous disappointments and frustrations that the then beautiful young Adwoa Dufie subjected him to, he was determined to snatch her from the many suitors who were gunning for the lady’s heart. True to his words, Kwaku Larbi married Adwoa traditionally one bright Saturday and took her to Kwayemu to help him in his farms. Undeniably, by Akokoduro standard the couple is regarded as successful. They have five bedrooms house at Akokoduro, a two storey mansion in Accra and the farmhouse in Kwayemu. On top of all these, they have been blessed with a boy and a girl, who are working in the city and abroad respectively. 

“One good turn deserves another”, is a statement that fit perfectly in Abrewa Adwoa Dufie and her husband’s situation. They needed a child to keep them company. Therefore Manuel Akwasi Densu’s arrival is God sent.

Akwasi Densu carries a basket and takes the lead on a footpath towards the farm. He is followed by Abrewa Adwoa Dufie and Opanyin Kwaku Larbi, who locks the door to the farmhouse. Opanyin hurriedly joins his wife and Akwasi, who are walking in silence.

OPANYIN KWAKU LARBI:	Actually, Akwasi has grown into a very lovely youngman. Nana Addai will be very proud of him.

ABREWA ADWOA DUFIE:	Opanyin, you are right! But for me I count my blessings for the opportunity given to us to raise the next king of Akokoduro. It is an honour!

OPANYIN KWAKU LARBI:	Hmmm, Opanyin, the glory belongs to God.

They reach a large cassava and plantain farm. Akwasi Densu brings the basket
down. He takes a cutlass and starts clearing the land, which has started rearing
bushes and grasses intersperse with tree stumps. Opanyin Kwaku Larbi walks
through the farm plucking grown plantains, while Abrewa Adwoa Dufie uproots
some tubers of cassava. 

Instantaneously, the clouds begin to form from the east; a sure bet that it will rain without fail. However, the severity or intensity of the downpour is unpredictable, so it is not advisable to gamble or take chances. This is because the torrential rains in this tropical forest is always accompanied by strong winds
and falling of big trees. 

OPANYIN KWAKU LARBI:	Akwasi, stop weeding! Help your mother to gather the tubers of cassava. Hurry up! It will rain. Come and pack the plantain for us to go home. We have to reach home before the rain starts.

Akwasi Densu gathers the plantain and the cassava; puts them in the basket. He 
adds some pieces of firewood to it. Opanyin Larbi assists him to carry the basket. 
Akwasi leads the way, while Opanyin and Abrewa follow him home. Akwasi hurriedly goes home to drop the basket. At this time, it has started drizzling, when Akwasi runs back towards the farm to meet Opanyin and Abrewa. They trot through the rain as the tempo increases amid thunder and flashes of lightening rays. 

They reach home well drenched. Opanyin sits on a chair at the open verandah 
to remove his shoes.  He begins to shiver. Abrewa enters the bathroom straight
away, while Akwasi goes for a towel to dry Opanyin up.

AKWASI DENSU:	Opanyin, let me quickly go and prepare hot water for you to bath.

OPANYIN KWAKU LARBI:	Hurry up, my son!


Scene Twenty-four

Palace - Entrance								EXT/MORNING

Nana Addai takes advantage of the main road that runs through the town and passes the frontage of the palace to catch the early morning breeze. It is habitual for the overlord of the town to appear at the entrance of the palace to catch a firsthand glimpse of the latest events in town and to interact with his subjects, particularly, when he has not travel out of town. On this particular day, Nana Addai wore his white knickers and draped his shoulders with a large bath towel. A passerby stoops to greet him.

PASSERBY: 	Nana, “M’akyeooo!” May Odomankoma grants you good health and long life?

NANA ADDAI:	“Y’aa Oba!” How are you and the family?

The passerby walks away.

NANA ADDAI:	 “Due ne awoo!”

PASSERBY:	Yoooo……., Odeifuo!

Nana Addai continues to stand at the entry to the Palace to receive greetings from his subjects. He looks ahead and sees his sister Abrewa Adwoa Dufie clad in
black funeral cloth. Behind her is Akwasi Densu, tall and muscular; signifying a youngman in his mid-teens.

NANA ADDAI:	(Exclamation)
	Adwoa! Why? Who is dead?

ABREWA ADWOA DUFIE:	(Wailing)	
Hmm… hnnnnnnn…Nana, Opanyin is gone!

NANA ADDAI:				Whaat? Why, was he sick?

Nana Addai embraces his sister and tries to console her. All along Akwasi Densu has fixed his gaze towards Nana Addai.

NANA ADDAI:	Adwoa, please stop crying. Your tons of tears will not bring your husband back to life. Death is an inevitable journey we shall all embark. It is the gods, who give life and still take it back. They are the author of our lives. The beginning and the end! In between is their Grace and Mercies. 
My sister, take heart! The gods, who have seen you through till date, will strengthen you in the days ahead. Hurry, come, let us go inside…….. 

Together, they walk into the courtyard.

NANA ADDAI:				Akwasi, come and greet me.

Akwasi goes close to Nana Addai and makes obeisance.

AKWASI DENSU:				Good morning, sir! 

Nana nods in acceptance and directs Akwasi to sit beside him.

NANA ADDAI:				Sit down, my son!

Abrewa Adwoa Dufie finds a chair close by to sit on. Shortly, Eno Dabanka emerges from her bedroom, spots the visitors and approaches them. She shakes Abrewa Dufie’s hand, with a smile.

ENO DABANKA:	Hello, Auntie Adwoa! How is the journey from Kwayemu? Have our heartfelt condolence, my in-law. 

ABREWA ADWOA DUFIE:	Eno, thank you for your concern. Anyway, death has robbed me of everything we had struggled to gather. I cannot complain……

Eno Dabanka turns to look at Akwasi Densu. He points her fore finger at him.

ENO DABANKA:	Who is this stubborn boy? Is he coming to live with us?	

ABREWA ADWOA DUFIE:	Aaaagh, Eno, what are you saying? 

ENO DABANKA:	Then why all these luggages. Some one attending a funeral will not carry along all his belongings.

ABREWA ADWOA DUFIE:	Ans who said, these are all his belongings? By the way Eno, how long have you known Akwasi to brand him stubborn? Please stay away from this boy. Anyone who touches him touches fire, physically or spiritually. This is odehye kronkron, kronkron… Nana’s own blood and heir to the throne.

All along Nana Addai is watching Eno Dabanka with suspicion. Nana Addai
rummages through some bunches of keys in a plastic container. He picks one
and handed it to Abrewa Dufie.

NANA ADDAI:	Adwoa, take this key to Anna’s old room. There is no need gong to your house today. It is better to stay at the palace with me, so that I can keep close eyes on you, my sister.

Nana Addai turns his attention towards Akwasi

NANA ADDAI:	Akwasi take your luggage and follow your mother.

ABREWA ADWOA DUFIE:	No, Nana! We will go to my house. 


NANA ADDAI:	Aaargh…Adwoa! Have you heard about this before? Your husband and head of your house is dead, so it is not advisable to live in the house alone. Therefore, I insist you check inn at Anna’s room.

ABREWA ADWO ADUFIE:	Okay, Nana! You have won. Akwasi, my boy, take the bags and let us go inside.

Abrewa Adwoa Dufie collects the key to Anna’s old room in the palace and leave 
with Akwasi. Nana Addai and Eno Dabanka keenly watch them leave frame in 
anxiety

FADE OUT

FADE IN



Scene Twenty-five

Palace - Corridor									  EXT/DAY

Nana Addai rests on the parapet in front of Anna’s old room. Anna sits close by
him. Akwasi Densu (Age sixteen years and in Middle school form four) runs 
home from school. As he tries to enter the room, he is accosted by Nana Addai
and Anna. 

AkWASI DENSU:				(Greeting)
						Good afternoon, father! Good day, Auntie!

Akwasi by passes them and heads towards the room.

NANA ADDAI:	Akwasi, wait! Not so fast. Come back here.

Akwasi makes an about turn and comes back to stand face-to-face his biological 
father and mother.

 NANA ADDAI	(Face beaming wih smile)
Do you know this woman sitting beside me of which you called auntie?

Nana points his index finger at Anna. Akwasi shakes his head in the negative. He 
waits briefly and sets off to the room. He meets Abrewa Adwoa Dufie on the way.

ABREWA ADWOA DUFIE:	Eeei, Akwasi, you are back. Remove your school uniform and go for your food at the kitchen shelf.

Akwasi enters the room, while Abrewa Adwoa Dufie goes to join Nana Addai
and Anna.

NANA ADDAI:	Adwoa, could you believe Akwasi cannot recognize Akosua. Amazing!

ABREWA ADWO ADUFIE:	How could he? After all, Anna left when Akwasi was still being breast fed.

NANA ADDAI:	(Calling)
	Akwasi……Akwasi Densu……..Manuel, come here!

Akwasi Densu, who has changed into his house clothes rushes back to his father.

AKWASI DENSU:	(Responds)
	Yes, Paaaapa……..Here I am.

Nana Addai points at Anna.

NANA ADDAI:	Akwasi, do you know the woman sitting in front of you?

Akwasi Densu giggles and runs his right hand on his hair.

NANA ADDAI:	Well, Akwasi. This is Akosua Anna Baah, your real mother.

Akwasi’s face wears a mixed feeling of shock and confusion. He stealthily looks at
Anna, who returns a warm smile to him.

AKWASI DENSU:				(Puzzles)
Paapa, why? Do I have two mothers? I grew up knowing Maame Adwoa Dufie and Opanyin Kwaku Larbi as my parents. The other day, Maame Dufie told me you are my father. This is a puzzle I have not been able to fix yet. Now there is this new development. Please, can someone explain things to me properly?

Abrewa Adwoa Dufie pulls Akwasi close to herself.

ABREWA ADWOA DUFIE:	Come closer, my boy! Relax! Opanyin and I are your foster parents as I explained to you the other day. Nana and Anna sitting down here are your true and real parents.

Akwasi Densu stands there stupefied. He gazes at Anna intermittently. Tears streak down Anna’s cheeks, as she buries her face in her palms.

Scene Twenty-Six

By the Road Side							       EXT/DAY

Akwasi Densu wears an orange short-sleeved shirt tucked in a brown khaki knickers and brown sandals to match. Beside him is a medium sized trunk and chopped box, with folded student mattress dumped on top. Nana Addai and Abrewa Adwoa Dufie stand with him at the main street of Akokoduro, under a 
Big Neem tree, waiting for a Kumasi bound vehicle. Indeed, this is the primary
thoroughfare of the central business district of the town, which hung the typical odour of the many hundreds of men and women, both old and young, who always use the road side that streamed through a blend of concrete block buildings and mud houses to attend to their various needs.

This is transient of a sort for young Akwasi, since he will be away from home for some time and would have to take certain personal decisions that will have direct bearing on his future as a man and king. He will make new friends at his new environment. Some will influence him positively or otherwise. Others will attach to him for the rest of his adult life, while many will come and go like how a mosquito drops on a human body, bites, sucks and spews malaria parasite onto its victim and later flies away, if unnoticed.

He will wake up as early as 4:30 AM in the morning; have his silence hour, where he will have time to commune with his maker through prayers, praises and worship. Thence takes his bath and does his toiletries, before going for breakfast around 6:30AM. Classes begin at 7:00 in the morning each weekday with the exception of Saturdays and Sundays, and close at 2:30 in the afternoon.  Lunch is served afterwards; siesta follows; sports, supper, through prep hours until light outs and sleeping time around 9:30 in the night is a normal routine for him in the next five years he will spend at Kumasi High School, a leading second cycle institution in the country.

Perhaps, it will even continue for another two years if he is able to pass well in his final General certificate of Examinations ordinary level to progress to what is refer to as sixth form. While these mental pictures race through his head, a vehicle pulls a stop. The driver’s mate jumps off the vehicle to help Akwasi and other passengers pack their bags, luggage, trunks and chopped boxes into the boot of the vehicle. Akwasi sits in the car. Nana Addai and Abrewa Adwoa Dufie wave at him. He returns the wave to them. At exactly quarter past seven, the vehicle leaves Akokoduro enroute to Kumasi, taking away the next King of Akokoduro. When the vehicle drives away, brother and sister turn to walk back to the palace.

FADE OUT

FADE IN

Scene Twenty-Seven

Palace - Courtyard							       INT/DAY


Nana Addai is seated in state. This is not any ordinary day. Anytime Nana calls such gatherings, it reflects the death of an important person in the town or signifies the celebration of special events or occasions that needs the attention of the chief and today is no different. The people present at the meeting include Okyeame Pataku, Opanyin Kwabena Kwakye, Abrewa Adwoa Dufie, Akwasi Densu and all the other four wives of Nana Addai and their children. The atmosphere is much tensed and the mood very sombre.

NANA ADDAI:			Akwasi, stand up!

A close shot of slippers. Camera tilts up slowly from the feet, through the thighs, waist up to the face of Akwasi Densu as he stands. There is absolute silence as the people present express disbelief and shock, wondering what is going to happen next.

NANA ADDAI:	Now I want everybody present here today to take a good look at my son. One day when my life is over on this earth, Akwasi will succeed me. I know that all my children and subjects will accept and pay homage to him. Peace is what I ask from all of you, when I am gone. Live in peace, harmony and unity with one another!

Abrewa Adwoa Dufie springs to her feet.

ABREWA ADWOA DUFIE:	(Exclaims)
Aaargh…Teacher, teacher, teacher! You have killed your son. Why didn’t you discuss with me before going public with such statement? How can you make such pronouncements in the public, particularly, in the presence of this poor boy mother’s rivals? It is dangerous………..!

ABENA AGYEIWAA:	My husband, this is not fair. How can you single out one child among the lots and make such statements? After all, what a man can do, a woman can even do it better! 

YAA BURONYA:	Why, Nana? Do you sensed of joining your ancestors anytime soon? Why? I think such utterances breed jealousy and bring disunity among families. How do you think your older children will feel now that you have made your intentions clear?

ENO DABANKA:	Well, My Lord! Since your word is your bond, I will therefore suggest that while Akwasi occupies a higher position among all your other children, you should suspend taking care of him when he completes secondary school form five. This, I suppose will enable him find some job to supplement your efforts to look after your other unfortunate children who were not born with silver spoon in their mouths.

Nana Addai is angry and retorts.

NANA ADDAI:	What! Are you people challenging my authority? Are you people mad or something? 

Nana Addai gets up from his seat, stamps his right foot on the ground and walks towards Eno Dabanka. He confronts her by poking his index finger at her nose.

NANA ADDAI:			(Warning)
Stop talking nonsense, Dabanka! Am I the one who married you or the other way round? Henceforth, anything that befalls Akwasi, I will ask you people. Nonsense….!

Everybody is quiet. Absolute total silence echoes throughout the whole palace. Nana Addai, the supremo general of Akokoduro has started his thing again and no one dares to talk or challenge him or else the consequences will be disastrous.

Scene Twenty-Eight

Palace - Bedroom								       INT/NIGHT

Akwasi Densu is deep asleep. Camera zooms close to his eyes and seemingly enters into his soul.

DISSOLVE

A fetish priest, clad round his waist with white calico, holds a talisman made from the tail of lion spins round on one leg. He stops and begins to chant and recite some incantations.

FETISH PRIEST: 			Oringin gin taluslogum, punjapintin from from…
					Lansongon titutata titu tita tinn… Praadadada!

He looks onto the clouds and opens his two hands, where a calabash full of cowries drops into. He places the calabash on the ground and encircles round it with white chalk. Standing behind the white loop are Eno Dabanka, Akosua Konadu and Abena Agyeiwaa.

FETISH PRIEST:	(Reverberation)
Remove your slippers and sandals; for the land you stand is a holy ground. (Pause) You are welcome Dabanka, Agyeiwaa and Konadu from Akokoduro. You have come here to seek my help to kill Akwasi Densu, the heir apparent to the Akokoduroma stool. Why?

The three women from Akokoduro stand there stupefied; trading glances at each other in astonishment.

ENO DABANKA:			(Hissing)
Sshhh…The great one has told us some hidden truths. The fact still remains that……..

ABENA AGYEIWAA:		(Interrupts)
He seems to know everything about us. Our hidden secrets! What have been concealed in our minds, not even known to anyone. This must be a true man from the gods.

AKOSUA KONADU:	We want one of our children to inherit Nana. After all, what a man can do a woman can also do and even better.

The fetish priest squats inside the circle opposite the calabash. He removes ten cowries from it and throws them on the ground. He directs his gaze on the cowries on the ground. He uses his talisman to hit the cowries and finally gets up
to face the three women.

FETISH PRIEST:	Where are the whereabouts of Anna Akosua Baah and Yaa Buronya?

He begins to hop round in the circle on one leg. Instantaneously, he stops to look 
at the women’s faces one by one.

FETISH PRIEST:	Indeed, you are embarking on a fruitless venture. Akwasi possesses a very strong spirit. He is the daring of the gods. I cannot command his spirit into my spiritual pot. Anyway, go! I will contact the gods to see the way forward. Go….Go…Go and do not look back till you reach home. 

The three women wear their slippers and sandals. They walk backwards out of
frame, while the fetish priest watches them into vacuum.

AKWASI DENSU:	(Screaming off screen)
	Eeeei, mmmrrr, uuuhh, rrrrr, don’t do it!

DISSOLVE

Akwasi tosses up and down on bed. A close shot of Akwasi Densu’s eyes; he wakes up and rubs his eyes with the back of his right hand. He sits up on the bed in a very frightful posture. The door swings open and Abrewa Adwoa Dufie rushes in to find Akwasi sweating and shivering.

ABREWA ADWOA DUFIE:	Akwasi, Akwasi, Akwasi. What is the matter? What is rong with you?

AKWASI DENSU:	Maame, it is nothing! I just had a bad dream…… I am not even feeling well.

Abrewa Adwoa Dufie sits beside him on the bed, draws closer to hold his shoulders and tries to mollify him to forget about such nightmares.

ABREWA ADWOA DUFIE:	It is okay, my son! Relax…, it is just a symptom of high fever! Go back to bed. Tomorrow, I will prepare some herbs from dry pawpaw leaves, add ginger, red and white pepper to it, warm it a bit and suck it into an enema bag, which I will pump through your anus to transport the herbal concoction across your colon wall into your blood stream. Within a couple of minutes you will release your bowels and clear out all the diseases stocked up in your stomach. The cause of this hallucination is constipation, I believe. 

Abrewa Adwoa Dufie looks at Akwasi’s face to realized that the young man is
fast asleep. She covers him with blanket to warm him and leaves the room. She
gently closes the door to avoid distractions. 







Scene Twenty-Nine

Palace - Compound							EXT/DAWN

There is a saying that, “Okyeame or the Linguist is the real ‘wife’ of the King.” This is true with Nana Addai and Okyeame Pataku. At the wee hours of the morning, one will wonder what Okyeame is doing with the king. Does he not sleep in his own house? Does he not have a wife or children to attend to? Far from that, Okyeame has a house, wife and children and yet the nature of his work requires that he must be closed to his king to make sure all his needs are met. Today he is on an errand.

NANA ADDAI:	Okyeame, call Akwasi Densu to accompany you to Densu Priestess. Hurry up, so that you can return before dusk. It is a long distance! Let the Priestess understand that I will be waiting for her visit before the next Akwasidae festival.

OKYEAME PATAKU:	Nana, your word is my born! I am therefore off on your mission. 

Okyeame Pataku leaves to knock at Akwasi’s door, while Nana Addai goes into his room. 

Scene Thirty

Palace – Outside Bedroom							EXT/DAWN

OKYEAME PATAKU:		(Knocking)
Ko… Koo… ko….! Akwasi, Akwasi, are you there? Are you ready for the journey?

AKWASI DENSU:			(Off Screen)
Yes come in! But, Okyeame, I am not well. I cannot go with you today.

OKYEAME PATAKU:	What! Eeei Akwasi! You should have informed me earlier. Why now? Your father will be angry, if you refuse to go.

AKWASI DENSU:	(Off Screen)
	….But I am sick.

OKYEAME PATAKU:	Well, you are on your own. Do not say, I did not warn you. When the time comes, you will have to defend yourself. As for me I am going.

Scene Thirty-One

Palace – Courtyard								EXT/DUSK

Nana Addai in a pensive mood sits in state. Okyeame Pataku is also seated. By the corner, Akwasi Densu stands helplessly looking at his father. Elders Kwame Opoku and Kofi Kitiwa enter the palace and find seats beside Nana Addai.

NANA ADDAI:	My elders thank you for honouring my call at this time of the day. It is about Akwasi Densu. Nobody has disrespected me so much so like what Akwasi Densu did to me this morning. He refused to honour my errand to Densu Priestess: a behaviour no one has ever exhibited in my palace. I swear by the stool I occupy and the gods of Akokoduroman that from this day onwards, he ceases to be my son.

Elder Kofi Kitiwa quickly jumps to his feet.

ELDER KOFI KITIWA: 	(Shouts)
	Abomination! Abomination!! What an abomination? Nana, what at all has Akwasi done to receive such curses from you?

NANA ADDAI:	(Warning)
	Kofi Kitiwa, stop! I say, stop this nonsense! Are you wiser than me?

Nana Addai as if spiritually possessed gets up from his seat, walks into Akwasi
Densu’s room and comes back holding Akwasi’s bag. He throws the bag on the 
ground and the contents scattered about. Nana Addai dashes back to his own bedroom.

Nana Addai bursts out of the bedroom holding a double-barreled gun. He cocks the gun and directs it at Akwasi as he sprints out for his young dear life. 

NANA ADDAI:			(Angry)
Dare me….next time, when you survive this, you fool!

Nana Addai fires warning shot and smoke spirals into the atmosphere.

GUNSHOT (SFX)			 Bang….!		

Okyeame Pataku, Elders Kwame Opoku and Kofi Kitiwa flee from the palace. Elder Kwame Opoku stops at the entrance of the palace, turns to face Nana Addai.

ELDER KWAME OPOKU:	We came to the palace. We saw it alright and yet we did not see anything. We did not hear anything. In fact, we were not part of this abominable scene.

He then steps out of the palace, while Nana Addai still holds the gun, panting and standing alone. Abrewa Adwoa Dufie, the children of the palace and other town folks troop to the palace to witness the reason behind the sudden gunshot. Abrewa Adwoa Dufie exclaims in fear.

ABREWA ADWOA DUFIE: 	(Puffing)
	Teacher, Teacher! What is the problem with you and your son these days?

Nana Addai still wields the gun. He aims it at his sister.

NANA ADDAI:	Hey, woman, get lost! Who is my son? Let me advice you this time around. Go to Afidwase to look for his parents, okay!

ABREWA ADWOA DUFIE:	(Frightened)
	Indeed, teacher, this is a shame to your personality; what at all has this poor boy done for you to demand his blood. No, no, teacher! Indeed, this is not my brother I know. There is something behind your recent attitude towards Akwasi.

NANA ADDAI:	Please, my sister, go home before I blow your head off instead.

Abrewa Adwoa Dufie runs out of the palace.





Scene Thirty-Two

Opanyin Kwabena Kwakye’s House						  EXT/DAY

Opanyin Kwabena Kwakye is resting under a mango tree in his house. The tree has been left to stand at the centre of the walled-house many years ago. In essence it provides shade and cools the house. It also absorbs carbon dioxide, removed and stored carbon while releasing oxygen back into the atmosphere to improve the air we breathe. Indeed, the mango tree in the house provides life itself by nourishing Opanyin and his family with food and medicine, particularly the roots and the bark of the stem. They cut the roots and the bark, wash them, mixed with pepper and cooked for the entire family to drink every morning. Indeed, this is the secret behind Opanyin Kwabena Kwakye’s strength and energy that has taken him into his present age. He is eighty six years old this year and still shows no sign of slowing down. His late father lived up to one hundred and thirty years before he died and his beloved mother died last year at the ripe age of one hundred and thirty six years.

Rooted in the ground, the tree reaches for the sky so that it serves as the bridge between the earth and the heavens. In effect this tree gives Opanyin Kwabena Kwakye an excuse to sit, closes his eyes and listens to the wind rustling through the leaves, while puffing his beloved pipe. 

Abrewa Adwoa Dufie and Akwasi Densu enter frame. Opanyin Kwakye signals Akwasi to fetch for a bench leaning by the wall. Akwasi obliges and they sit close to Opanyin Kwakye.

OPANYIN KWABENA KWAKYE:  Adwoa, water! What do I owe to merit such visit
  this afternoon and, how are you, Akwasi?

Abrewa Adwoa Dufie nods in the negative. Opanyin Kwabena Kwakye inhales some smoke into his lungs and slowly blows it out into the atmosphere. He believes that the smoke when inhaled goes to fumigate his lungs from all living organsms including fungi, bacteria and viruses that have invaded his system through food, water or the air he breathes. For Opanyin Kwabena Kwakye age has not stopped him from enjoying his childhood habit.

AKWASI DENSU:	Opanyin, I am fine, thank you.

Tears begin to stream down from Abrewa Adwoa Dufie’s eyes.

ABREWA ADWOA DUFIE:	(Coarse voice)
We have come in peace, Opanyin!


Akwasi Densu removes two bottles of schnapps from a brown envelope he is holding and hands over to Opanyin Kwabena Kwakye. Opanying, in turn, place them beside his chair.

ABREWA ADWOA DUFIE:	By these two bottles of schnapps, I summon, my brother, teacher, Nana Addai before the elders of Akokoduro for disowning his son and heir apparent to the Akokoduro throne, Akwasi Densu. He even threatened to kill him.

OPANYIN KWABENA KWAKYE:	Hmmm… Adwoa, this is a serious matter! Indeed, Odeifuo has acted abominably. But who can stand toe to toe with him and points this to him in the face? You see, Adwoa, your brother is a very difficult person to deal with. As such I will suggest that we summon him before a bigger platform which will include the revered Densu Priestess, elders Adubofour, your junior father and Kwame Opoku, one of the most respected people of our time. Give me a maximum of two market days to arrange a meeting at Densu Priestess’ shrine. I hope it works as planned. 

ABREWA ADWOA DUFIE:	Well said! Opanyin, thank you very much for your time and effort!

Abrewa Adwoa Dufie and Akwasi set off to leave. Akwasi send the bench back to where it was. Opanyin Kwabena Kwakye watches them leave and continues to puff into the air.

Scene Thirty-Three

Palace-Compound							       		  EXT/DAY

Akwasi Densu sits at the corner of the compound sharpening some cutlasses on a stone, while Abrewa Adwoa Dufie also packs some farm accoutrements into a basket.

ABREWA ADWOA DUFIE:	Akwasi, hurry up! Today, we will not spend too much time in the farm. The weather seems a bit cloudy.

AKWASI DENSU:	Maame, Please I am ready.

Akwasi puts the cutlasses in the basket and carries. They set off to the farm.		
Scene Thirty-Four

Footpath										  EXT/DAY

Eno Dabanka, Abena Agyeiwaa and Akosua Konadu are dressed in funeral cloths. They walk abreast along the footpath that passes through some houses in downtown Akokoduro.

AKOSUA KONADU:			(Clapping)
Today, it is Akwasi Densu. Tomorrow, it is Akwasi Densu. As if he is the most important thing in the whole wide world. Why? As if given birth to a girl is a crime. In a society where the monarch does not have a male child, who inherits the throne? Look at Britain, where a woman is the queen. Can’t we have the same arrangement here?

ABENA AGYEIWAA:			(Corroborate)
My sister, say it and say it again. Since the birth of this boy, Nana Addai does not recognize our children any longer, as if they do not exist. Meanwhile, God in his own infinite wisdom think that a female should be the first child of this family. I do not understand human beings at all. We always entangled ourselves with too many laws which invariably come back to haunt us. 

Abrewa Adwoa Dufie and Akwasi negotiate a curve behind a house to join the footpath. They bump into the three women, face to face.

ENO DABANKA:	As for me, I wish Nana had killed that good for nothing boy, the other day. It would have ended the whole story. Then we will see who will inherit Nana. 

Abrewa Adwoa Dufie flares up and tries to poke her hand at Eno Dabanka’s
eyes.

ABREWA ADWOA DUFIE:	Aaargh, Dufie! What did you say? You are the devil’s incarnate. Why are you so wicked towards Akwasi? Is it his fault that he is the first male son of the family? How can you challenge the mind of the gods?

ENO DABANKA AND ABENA AGYEIWAA:	Did we hear you right? Our son, indeed! Who is his father? I believe that deep down your spine, you know Akwasi is not Nana’s son. Even if he is, is he the first child to inherit Nana? Bastard!

The three women rush to attack Abrewa Adwoa Dufie and Akwasi Densu. Instantaneously, Elder Kofi Kitiwa emerges from nowhere to stop and separate the pugilists.

ELDER KOFI KITIWA:	Oh, Maame Adwoa! This is not like you. Why? Please stay cool since God can solve this issue for you and Akwasi, in his own time. Please stop fighting and go. I suppose you are on your way to the farm.

Elder Kofi Kitiwa walks Abrewa Adwoa Dufie and Akwasi toward the opposite direction, while the three women go the other way.

Scene Thirty-Five

Densu River’s Shrine								EXT/DAY

The Densu River Shrine is situated at Densuagya settlement zone near Akokoduro. It is the home of the all-powerful Priestess, who controls; supervises and mediates between the spirits and the living. She lives and worships the river god in an enclosed place called the Shrine. It is a simple mud hut with some kind of enclosure around it. This is the place the Priestess performs rituals to consult and seeks the favour from the river god. 

Indeed, the current Priestess was chosen by divination some forty years ago, when she was in the Secondary school. Initially, her spirit refused to serve the river god, because she wanted to educate herself formally to the highest level. But the gods of the land think otherwise. The gods believe that the highest form of education is when one has the ability to see and traverse through time and space with nonchalant ease. Thereby using the skills acquired to help mankind and society in general to develop. The friction between western education and traditional education sent her wandering for two years. She never slept in a house. She lived on the peripheral and many thought she was mad. Until one day, the gods sent someone from the north purposely to deliver her and perform rituals that set her free and was ordained in a very colourful ceremony as the Priestess of the River god, a duty she had performed perfectly till date.

Already seated within the enclosed mud hut are the Densu Priestess, Nana Addai, Opanyin Kwabena Kwakye, Elders Adubofour and Kwame Opoku.

ABREWA ADWOA DUFIE:	(Knocking)
					Agoooooo……..!

DENSU PRIESTESS:	Ameen! Come in! It is Adwoa and Akwasi, your sister.

NANA ADDAI:	(Angry)
Oh…..!

Densu Priestess watches Nana Addai closely. Nana Addai stands to walk out, when Adwoa and Akwasi enter the shrine. The Priestess gets up to follow him, but he does not turn to look back. 

DENSU PRIESTESS:			(Calling)
					Teacher, teacher………..! Nana Addai! Odeifuor!

The Priestess comes back to sit down.

NANA ADDAI:	I do not have time to go into any arbitration with stupid people like Adwoa and this bastard. I thought we were coming to discuss the impending Akwasidae Festival. That is why I came. If I knew this was the issue, I would not have come.

Adwoa and Akwasi still stand at the entrance watching Nana Addai in wonderment.

ABREWA ADWOA DUFIE:	Eeei, teacher! What has come of you these days? You will live to regret your actions one day.  Remember the old cliché: Had I known is always at last. I swear by our gods and ancestors to mediate for Akwasi.

NANA ADDAI:	Are you cursing me, Adwoa? Do not forget I am the over lord of the land and I have the power to send you into exile. I will not blink my eyes twice to do that if you provoke me. 

ABREWA ADWOA DUFIE::	Yes, if you can curse children like Akwasi and called him names, then I can also curse you too. This one I am convinced that you are not the brother I know and have associated myself with all these years. Your good for nothing wives had sent you to juju. I do not think you even know what you are doing. Teacher, watch something very well and be careful! Remember I am your senior sister.

Densu Priestess gets up to hold Adwoa by the hand and brings her to sit down.

DENSU PRIESTESS:	(Heaves a deep sigh)
	Hmmmmm…! I am really sad. What your brother has told me about Akwasi is beyond my wildest imagination and I cannot tell any of you until perhaps after my death.

Abrewa Adwoa Dufie bursts into uncontrollable tears as Akwasi looks on helplessly. Akwasi Densu kneels down before the Priestess and the other elders present.

AKWASI DENSU:	(Pleading)
	My elders, please, tell us what my father said.

DENSU PRIESTESS:	Adwoa, the message your brother gave to me is heavier than my lips. (Warning)
	Now Akwasi, my son! Let me sound this piece of advice to you. Never set your foot to your father’s palace again. If you do, I do not know what will happen.

Abrewa Adwoa Dufie moves to hold Densu Priestess by the thigh.

ABREWA ADWOA DUFIE:	(Still crying)
	I cannot afford to see Akwasi waste about in this town. So my Priestess, tell me what l should do in this circumstance?

DENSU PRIESTESS:	Akwasi, my son! It shall be well with you! Wherever you go you have found favours with the gods.

Densu Priestess enters her room for a while. She returns to the compound. Akwasi Densu goes to kneel before her once again. She holds his hand.

AKWASI DENSU:	Mama, please I have a raffia mat in my father’s house. I will like to go for it, sell and use the proceeds for my journey to the unknown.

DENSU PRIESTESS:	Fare thee well, my son! But go for the mat in your father’s absence.

The Densu Priestess leaves Akwasi’s hand and waves at him as he sets off together with Abrewa Adwoa Dufie to begin his journey to the unknown land. 

DISSOLVE

Scene Thirty-Six

Akokoduro Market								EXT/DAY

Today is Tuesday: A day set aside by the Chiefs and people of Akokoduro to trade among themselves and the surrounding towns and villages. During this day nobody goes to farm, hunt or fish, rather everybody stay in the house or go to the market to sell or buy their wares or stuffs for the week ahead or use it as a rest day. It is at this time that special events such as football matches between neighbouring towns and villages are organized. 

Akokoduro market is noted as a major trading centre, dealing with sprawling indigenous produce from the inhabitants’ farms. In fact, during market days one is likely to see almost everything under the sun. You can find foodstuffs mostly cassava, maize and their flour, yam, rice, cocoyam, plantain, banana, cowpeas, groundnuts and palm oil and to a lesser extent bitter leaves. Much of the vegetable products such as onions, tomatoes, garden eggs, okro and pepper now come from the Afram plains in the South Eastern part of Ghana to Akokoduro Market every Tuesday. On the eve of the day, mummy trucks, articulated trucks, buses, cars, tractors and other moving carriages carry goods, foodstuffs and wares to the town. The poor nature of the road leading to Akokoduro makes it difficult for these cars to ply on a daily basis rather they come there every week during market days.

The market serves everybody including the upmarket, middle class and the lower class of the community. The market is naturally rowdier and regrettably dirtier. The hustle and bustle of the market is the order of the day. Nowadays, a new trend rearing its head is the display of processed and packaged products such as milk, beverages, and canned tomatoes at outdoor tables inside the market. Also available are clothing lines, mat, brooms, buckets, assorted foot wears and shoes.

The market is incomplete without the male butchers who sell fresh goats, beef, mutton, pork, chicken and bush meats like rat, grass cutter, antelope, and porcupine. Indeed people buy and eat every part of the meat including their bones, intestines and hides. 

Successive Ghanaian governments have tried over the years to convince the natives from eaten the hides of the animals and yet there is stiff competition between hide for food and hide for commercial bags and shoes. Animal hides are a delicacy in preparing local ‘banku’ and okro stew. 

Another delicacy is the intestines of antelope. The women remove the food residues in the intestines and used it to prepare soup. They then dissect the intestines and wash thoroughly before adding to the soup. This is used to prepare ‘fufu’, another local delicacy prepared from plantain, cocoyam, or yam and mixed with cassava and pounded in a mortar. Similarly, the bones are used to prepare either palm nut or ground nut soup, which can be used to eat ‘fufu’, rice balls, ‘Tuo safi’, banku or kenkey.

Apart from a few processed and packaged products, where ‘invitation to treat’ is practiced, almost everything sold at the market passed through what is termed as ‘Haggling’ over prices. The market sellers and buyers have learnt the skill of haggling so much so well that it is often said that Akokoduro women are the best hagglers in the world. The process goes on between buyers and sellers for some minutes before finally one intimidates the other into submission. In actual fact, that is not intimidation. This is because in the exchange process the seller offer something of value to the buyer who is willing to give away something of equal or lesser satisfaction in exchange for the value of higher satisfaction. So that at the end of the day both the seller and the buyer are better off through such exchange.

MARKET PEOPLE: 			(Special Effect)
Market sound! Come and buy shirt, GHC 5.00; bell ringing, lorry horn tooting, women shouting, clapping etc all fused together.
		
At this time of the day; the shadow is neither on the west nor east but centred, signifying midday; Akwasi Densu has stacked his armpit with his raffia mat, walks into the overcrowded market. He maneuvers his way through the tomato zone to the place where they sell second hand clothing. He stops infront of a woman who has displayed on the floor many different types of mats and brooms. He points his right hand towards one of the mats.

AKWASI DENSU:			Maame, how much is the mat?

MAT SELLER:			One cedi, fifty pesewas, my son!

AKWASI DENSU:			Is that the last price? Any reduction, please!

MAT SELLER:	Indeed, this is wholesalers’ price. I want the mat to sell fast. So that is the last Price; no reduction!

He stretches the raffia mat in his armpit and offers it to the seller. The woman collects it from Akwasi to observe.

AKWASI DENSU:	But, please, I want to sell this mat. How much can you offer? You see it is made from the finest raffia and it is as new as it was made.

MAT SELLER:	How can it be new when you are bringing from your house? I will give you one cedi for your troubles. Nowadays, business is not good.are not buying.

AKWSI DENSU:	Yes, maa, you have a point. But please, can you add something small to it for me?

MAT SELLER:			No, no……..!

The Mat Seller attempts to give the mat back to Akwasi, but he in turn signals her to take it.

AKWASI DENSU:			It is okay, please bring the money!

The mat Seller removes one cedi from a knot tied around her cover cloth. She hands it over to Akwasi, who collects and vanishes into the thick market crowd.

Scene Thirty-Seven

Forest										EXT/DAY

Akwasi Densu walks abreast with Abrewa Adwoa Dufie, hand-in-hand, along the
path that leads to the Densu River.  They are being followed by sympathizers and well-wishers both young and old. The proper thing was for Akwasi to wait on the following market day to get car to travel; but on this beautiful Wednesday, 
it is barely impossible and no one can guarantee his safety, if he dares to challenge the authority of his father. 

Gradually the path joins the thick natural protected forest heritage site in the western part of the town.This forest reserve has been set aside for well over two hundred years and it is now home to a rich biodiversity of plant species and animal breeds like leopards, lions, pythons, elephants and even dwarfs. There is a myth that a hunter once went into the forest to see Satan himself. 

According to the story, long time ago there was a brave and courageous hunter called Owuraku Amofa. He went to the forest in search of game but could not get one on that fateful night. He therefore decided to return home. While coming, he saw a creature that looks like a butterfly wing on the leaves of about fifteen to twenty tallest trees. The huge creature blocked his view to the sky, even though it was a full moon. The trees were about one hundred and fifty feet tall and yet the wings of the creature dropped to the ground. The hunter’s lamp on his forehead could not penetrate to illuminate beyond his location and that of the seemingly frightful creature he called, Satan. He took a bottle of schnapps from his bag and poured libation, calling his gods and ancestors to help him. Slowly, the beasts withdrew, paving the way for him to pass. When he went home to report, it was on record that he relapsed into coma and became dumped for two years. Indeed, he never recovered fully till he died in June 1812. This story has been told since then up to date and will continue till thy kingdom come.

Abrewa Adwoa Dufie has grown well enough to appreciate this ancient mythology; told to her generation by their great grandparents. She wonders why on earth, should they subject young Akwasi into such dangerous adventure. In one breath, she battles with her id and senses whether the boy can survive the bush. In another, she is confident that the gods will see him through and in the end truth will triumph over evil.

Ambience: 	(A mixture of voices -Special Effect –SFX)
1.  Some people are wailing, ‘Agyei…. Buei, Oh my god! Have mercy on Akwasi……’

2. Some are also saying, ‘This one Nana Addai did not do well at all. What has Akwasi done?’

3. Other people are gossiping, ‘Sssssh…there is rumours going round in the town that Eno Dabanka, Abena Agyeiwaa and Akosua Konadu went to a powerful juju man, so that Nana’s love will be directed away from his son.’

4. Countless people are guessing, ‘Eeei, human beings are not god. No one should trust human beings.’ 

5. Others are intimating, ‘your own fresh and blood! Papapapapa!’

6. Various people are prophesying, ‘God will see Akwasi through all these mishaps! He is humble and kind. Aaagh, so l will not see you again, Akwasi!’

7. Many are swearing, ‘God will punish, Nana Addai for this unjust decision!’

8. Different people are invoking curses, ‘Eno Dabanka and her cohorts will suffer, in the name of the Lord.’

9. The rest are praying for Akwasi Densu, ‘May the gods’ effect instant justice and bring to book all the culprits and perpetrators of this heinous act?’

At the point where the path edges into the river Densu, Abrewa Adwoa Dufie turns to give Akwasi a long hug.

ABREWA ADWOA DUFIE:	May the good Lord leads you safely to Begoro to see your half-sister, Janet?

They separate as Akwasi set off into the forest. He walks along the banks of the
Densu River searching for an opening to the other end of the river to begin his
long tumultuous journey towards Begoro. He turns to wave back at the people 
for the last time and continues into the forest.

AMBIENCE:	(Forest sound)
	Birds chirping! Sheep and goats bleating from a distance! Occasional silence! River gurgling down stream in the forest!

For more than six real hours, Akwasi walks through the dangerous forest leaving his favourite Densu River behind without any sight of humans until he comes across an adjoining foot path at the foot of the Kwahu-Wenchi scarp. He fetches a rock to sit on. A weary and hungry looking Akwasi dozes off to sleep. He sleeps off his problems and worries; for how long, only God knows. 

A hand enters frame to tap his shoulders, camera zooms out to reveal the intruder, a middle aged man with a hunter’s lamp on his forehead and carrying a double-barreled gun. Akwasi wakes up and rubs his eyes with his trigger finger. He is frightened to run away, but the intruder holds his shirt. He stands face to face with the intruder, shivering.

TOGBE:					(Pondering)
Young man, what are you doing here at this time of the night, all alone by yourself?
Do not be afraid, my son! My name is Togbe, a common hunter from the next town. Where do you come from and where are you going?

AKWASI DENSU:				(Shivering)
Please, do not harm me! I am not a bad person. I am from Akokoduro. I am going to Begoro to look for my sister.

TOGBE:					(Surprised)
Whaaaat? You walked from Akokoduro through the forest to this place? Serious! Do you know where you are?

Togbe leaves his shirt. Akwasi shakes his head in the negative, indicating his lack of knowledge of the place he finds himself. 

TOGBE:	Anyway, you are now at Osino; a town along Accra-Kumasi highway.  Follow the foot path southwards, no curve, no bend. It will lead you to a town called Bunso. Ask for the Police Station. Behind the Police Station is the Lorry station, where you can board a car to Begoro.

Togbe removes half loaf of bread from his sack and hands it over to Akwasi, of 
which he collects.

AKWASI DENSU:	Thank you, Papa Togbe! God bless you!

Akwasi sets out to follow the path as directed. Togbe watches him motionlessly as
he disappears from sight. Akwasi meanders his way through the forest, whiles
eating the bread until he reaches the Accra-Kumasi Highway. He continues to
follow the main highway to a T-Junction. He turns left to climb the hill towards 
Bunso Police station. He sees a lot of cars plying behind the Police station and
trails them to the Lorry station.

Scene Thirty-Eight

Bunso Lorry Station								EXT/DAY

The time is just some minutes after six in the morning on a bright Thursday morning.  Akwasi walks into the Bunso lorry park. The place is not so busy and
there is no need asking for the destination, since at every shed a loud speaker is fixed to announce where each and every vehicle is going. He goes direct to shed number ten, which announces Osiem, Bosuso and Begoro. He attempts to board the car; a mummy truck with registration number GK 1046 V, but he is prevented by the mate.

MATE:	Can I see your ticket, please?

AKWASI DENSU:	Sorry, I have not bought it yet!

MATE:	Okay, just go to the shed master and pay five Ghana Cedis for the ticket.

Akwasi rummages through all his pockets and find only four cedis: this includes the price he got from the mat, the monies given to him by Densu Priestess and Abrewa Adwoa Dufie all added together.

AKWASI DENSU:	Please, sir, my money is short of one cedi. Can you let me board the vehicle so that I will collect the shortage from my sister who fries yam at Begoro lorry station for you?

SHED MASTER:	What is your sister’s name?


AKWASI DENSU:	Janet


SHED MASTER:	Okay, I know her! That beautiful fair lady, with long hair! Fasto’s wife, sit down! 

Akwasi hands over the four Ghana cedis to the shed master, without collecting any ticket and boards the car. One by one, passengers slowly fill the 16-seater Toyota Hiace car to full. At exactly seven-thirty in the morning the car drives away from Bunsu Lorry Park on its way to Begoro, a distance of about one hundred kilometres.

Scene Thirty-Nine

The road between Bunso and Begoro					EXT/DAY

The car travels northward and descends the hill through Bunso Arboretum to the first village. They wade through thickets of bushes on both sides of the road at an average speed of ninety kilometres per hour. The weather grows from morning cold to the mid-morning warmth, as the sun lifts itself from the horizon. About two-third of the passengers in the 16-seater vehicle doze off or fall asleep as they plod onward toward Osiem, half way through the entire journey. 

Under normal circumstance, the car would have stopped at Osiem for the passengers to stretch their legs, release stress or attend to nature’s call, but this time around the driver relies on the sleepy nature of the passengers and stealthily drives away. Ten minutes after crossing the rail lines at Bususo, when the car begins to climb the Begoro Mountains, the road is obstructed by a fallen tree. The passengers alight from the car. Akwasi Densu helps some of the weaker passengers to carry their belongings to the other side beyond the fallen tree; hoping that another vehicle will come from Begoro to take them. While waiting, Akwasi sits down quietly to eat the remaining morsel of his bread. 

They waited for close to six good hours and there is no sign of another car coming for them. Akwasi Densu decides to survey the area, which leads him to discover a river with a waterfall. He removes his trousers and shirt leaving his underwear boxer shorts and jumps into the river to cool off his steamy body. He bathes for about an hour, before leaving the water to sit on a small tree trunk to observe the serene atmosphere of his new environment. He spots a snail crawling towards him. He picks it, and decides to make a reconnaissance, which leads him to find another and another, until he gathers about two hundred of them. 

Thereafter he wears his shirt and trousers, runs uphill to pluck some palm fronds, which he uses to make a very thick long tight rope. He then cuts fifteen plantain leaves, spreads them on the ground and gathers the snails on to it. He folds the plantain leaves round the snails and tied it with the rope. He carries the load to the roadside, only to find nobody present.

With a load full of snails, he starts to walk the remaining distance of twenty nine kilometres to Begoro on the dusty hilly road. None the less, five kilometres down the lane; it starts to rain with accompanying lightning flashes, which frightens him. None the less he soldiers on, bracing the torrential rains and four hours later he enters Begoro triumphantly in a journey that was supposed to take only an hour, but rather has spent the whole day.  
Scene Forty

Begoro - Lorry Station								EXT/NIGHT

Akwasi Densu, drenched and carrying snails, walks into the lorry station. He drops the snails down at a shop front. The rains has just subsided a bit and the shop owner is about closing for the day. The shop owner is surprise to see Akwasi in that state.

SHOP OWNER:	Hey, young man! What have you dropped there?

AKWASI DENSU:	Oh Auntie, it contains snails. I am selling them.

SHOP OWNER:	How much are you selling them? Open it for me to see. 

Akwasi opens the sack full of snails and offers it to the shop owner. Some of the molluscs begin to craw out of the sack and Akwasi quickly grabs them. The gastropods retract back into their shell as Akwasi picks and throw them back into the sack.

SHOP OWNER:	I will give you five cedis.

AKWASI DENSU:	Oh, Madam! It is late so add something small for me.

SHOP OWNER:	Young man, the price is good and the day is over. Just pack and carry them to the shop for me.

Akwasi Densu gathers the snails and repacks them. He carries the sack full of snails onto the shop. The shop owner hands over a ten-cedi note to Akwasi. 

SHOP OWNER:	Take the money. That is all I can offer you for your troubles. Young men of today and money! Hmmmm………! Which house do you live?

AKWASI DENSU:	Madam, I am a stranger to this town. I am looking for my sister, Janet. I understand she fries yam at this lorry park. Do you know her?

SHOP OWNER:	Oh, Janet! That fair coloured woman. She has closed and gone home because of the rain. Do you know her house?

AKWASI DENSU:	No! 

SHOP OWNER:	Aaargh, young man! Then, where did you get these fresh snails?

AKWASI DENSU:	Hmmm…Auntie, it is a long story. 

SHOP OWNER:	Okay, wait for me to close my shop! I will personally take you to your sister’s house. Just carry your snails and let us go.

The shop owner locks the padlocks to the shop and sets off with Akwasi.

Scene Forty-One

Janet’s House								EXT/NIGHT

The shop Owner and Akwasi appear at “Kristomu”, a suburb of Begoro, looking for Janet, the latter’s sister. They walk pass the Mosama Disco Kristo Church building to join an apian way that leads to Janet’s house. It is a semi-detached single room self-contained house situated at the edge of a gutter. 

Janet in Presbyterian Church of Ghana’s Women Fellowship cloth steps out of the room. She locks the door and turns the knob to be double sure of security. Akwasi and the Shop Owner emerge from the corner of the house and meet Janet near the gutter.

SHOP OWNER:	Auntie Janet, because of the rains, you closed early from your business.

JANET:	Eeeh…Auntie Ama! Hmm…I have to attend meeting. I am going to Women’s Class at the church. 

SHOP OWNER:	Well, it is good we have met you here. This young man is looking for you.

JANET:	Me…!

Janet expresses a mixed feeling of shock and surprise. She watches Akwasi critically. The shop owner turns her attention to Akwasi.

SHOP OWNER:	Is this your sister? She is the only Janet, who fries yam at the lorry station.

AKWASI DENSU: 	No, she is not my sister! I am looking for sister Janet who is married to a tanker driver called Fasto.

There is absolute silence as the women search their minds. 

JANET:	Oh…….! I think l know someone if that description. Ama, do you remember, that fair lady, long hair, who was living at Oheneseso with her husband. The man, whose tanker truck got burnt some time ago.

SHOP OWNER:	Mmmmm….! But they left Begoro long ago. I do not even know where they are. 

JANET:	I think she lives in Accra with the husband. The last time, I saw her she was saying that she stays at Kotobabi down near the trotro station. She mentioned of her house opposite a school called RAACO.

SHOP OWNER:	Young man, you have to go back to the lorry station, pick an Accra bound car. Even though it is late, the cars run throughout the whole day. Remember, Auntie Janet said, Kotobabi down in Accra and RAACO School. Give me the snails and go back to where we came from, the lorry station. Good luck!

Akwasi hands the snails to her and runs back through the lane they came from.

Scene Forty-Two

Begoro - Lorry Station								EXT/DAWN

Akwasi wakes up from a bench placed closed to the urine at the lorry park. He goes to a nearby pipe to wash his face and mouth. He fetches some stick from a proximate hibiscus flower to chew. He rushes to buy his ticket at the counter worth eight cedis, boards the vehicle and sits in quietly throughout the journey to Accra.





Scene Forty-Three

Accra (Kotobabi Down - Janet’s House)					EXT/DAWN

Akwasi alights from the vehicle, wretched and tired. He sees a sign post inscribed RAACO and directed down lane. He follows it slowly until he comes face to face with the school. He looks opposite and finds a compound house. He enters the house to enquire about her sister.

AKWASI DENSU:			Agoo…..Kokoooooko!

VOICE OVER:			(Off Screen)
					Ameeeee, who is there?

AKWASI DENSU:			My name is Akwasi. I am looking for sister Janet.

VOICE OVER:			(Off Screen)
					Wait, I am coming!

Janet, who is heavy with a seed, comes out from one of the rooms. She looks up to see the stranger and exclaims out of surprise.

.JANET:				(Exclaims)
Eeeih..! Aargh, who, what, why, where, how? Akwasi Densu!

AKWASI DENSU:			Yes, sister! It is me! 

JANET:	Where from you? How did you manage to find my house? Anyway, come inside!

Akwasi follows her sister inside.	

Scene Forty-Four

Janet’s House- Room								INT/NIGHT

This is a medium sized chamber and hall self-contained apartment situated in a lower classed Accra suburban. It is a typical compound house with five other families occupying similar apartments. The architecture is a rectangular model, with a large compound in the middle; left purposely for ventilation, playing ground and relaxation for children and adults as well as receiving direct sunshine to dry their clothes.  There is a wooden gate fitted at the house, which is open to both occupants and visitors alike and will not be closed until midnight each day: after the last person has ascertain him or herself that everyone is inside. 

 To enter Janet’s apartment, you have to pass through a small roofed corridor, which served the dual purpose of kitchen and storeroom. Then, there is the hall and the chamber following suit. Even though the apartment qualifies for the definition of self-contain, it still lacks certain features such as, drying lines, toilet and bath, since all the occupants share a common bathroom, toilet and drying lines. This is a major cause of concern as it leads to long queues, delays, frustrations and their concomitant effect of quarrels and fighting in the house. There is not a single day that there will not be a fight or quarrel of some sort in the house. Some of the causes may be as simple as some body pilfering or stealing from a neighbor to some body ‘highjacking’ or over staying at the toilet or bath room while others have formed a long queue waiting for their turn.

Indeed, Janet and her husband are hard-working young couple, who own every modern gadget, be it electrical or manual, you can think of. The hallor living room, in particular is decorated with a table top refrigerator, coloured television set, desktop computer, electric sewing machine, blender, microwave, two large sound speakers and a turntable sound system with amplifiers. In addition to all these are a set of leather sitting room furniture and a four chaired dining table neatly arranged in the hall. 

At this time of the day, Janet lies on a settee resting her head on a pillow, while Akwasi Densu sits on one of the armchairs in the room. Silently, they are watching television. The lights emanating from the television set is the main source of glow in the room. The effervescence bulb is switch off to tone down the stuffiness and the heat.

The door swings open ajar and Fasto, a thirty something year old husband of Janet slowly shoves his head through the cotton curtains at the door.

FASTO:				Darling, I am home…!

JANET:				Hello, dear! Welcome.

Fasto enters the room and goes straight to plant a kiss on his wife’s mouth, lip to lip. He puts his ears on her stomach to check whether the baby inside is kicking.

FASTO:	How are you and the baby in there? You see ooooo. He is smiling at me inside your stomach!

JANET:	Stop that! She is a girl, okay!

FASTO:	Hahahahah……..! Who told you she is a girl?

Fasto finds a space close to Janet to sit. He raises his head and sees Akwasi Densu. He turns towards Janet.

FASTO:	Eeeeih, a visitor! Aargh, darling but you did not give me any hint.
					
JANET:				Surprise, surprise…..!

FASTO:				Is it not Akwasi Densu? Akwasi, Akwasi……..

AKWASI DENSU:			Yes, brother Fasto. It is me!

Akwasi leaves his chair to shake hands with Fasto.

FASTO:	How are you, Akwasi! I hope all is well at where you are coming from? Sit down!

Akwasi nods his head in the affirmative, as he goes to sit down. He stares at Fasto quietly and the latter also reciprocates. They all continue to watch the television, which is the only centre of attraction at the moment.

FASTO:	Eeei, Akwasi! The world is a mystery. I never thought it will happen so soon.

Janet begins to blink her eyes fast.

JANET:	What is the matter, dear!

FASTO:	Hmm..! Your mother on her deathbed at Adofoasa hospital told me something about, Akwasi which has manifested today.

FLASH BACK

Scene Forty-Five

Adofoasa Hospital								INT/DAY

Adofoasa is the capital of the newly created administrative district of Abaasa in the Western region of Ghana. It is small but prosperous in the central hilly area of the district. Traditionally, the inhabitants were farmers, but the town is opening-up with the creation of the new district. Now the town has assumed its status as the district capital, with the establishment of two new Senior High Schools solely for both boys and girls respectively and a University for Digital Technology to take advantage of the Information, Communication and Technology. There has been a major boost in infrastructure like roads, railways, modern market centres, district Administrative Offices, where the District Chief Executive reside and work and other modern social amenities like schools and a first class district hospital. The private sector is not left out. The influx of banks and other financial institutions, media houses, cinema theatres, museums, musical studios, steel and cement factories are all evident of a growing secondary, tertiary and quaternary modern society, which is weaning itself from primary production associated with rural societies.  

Anna Akosua Baah lies in one of the wards at the two hundred beds Adofoasa District Hospital gasping for her last breath. She is at the first floor of the three storey hospital complex. The ground floor accommodates the Out Patient Department (OPD) and emergency or accident unit, whereas the second floor is where they attend to children and pediatrics. The third and final floor is devoted to maternity attention.

In the ward are three of her relatives, who are seated quietly, watching their gravely sick relative. She is in the adult surgical medical (I.C.U.) ward. Indeed, she is not supposed to see so many people walking around, which will distract her attention. Anna is recuperating from an amputation of her right hand due to diabetic gangrene she suffered. The attending Physician will not come there in the next thirty minutes, so Fasto uses the opportunity to sneak in to interact with Anna, who has vehemently requested to see him, by nook or cranny.  Perhaps, she knew her days on this earth are numbered and wanted to convey her last wishes to her only and beloved son-in-law to take good care of her only daughter. After all, her only son, Akwasi has been cruelly snatched away from her hands.

FASTO:			Good day, my in-laws!

IN-LAWS:			Good day, Fasto!

FASTO:			How are you Mother-in-Law?

Anna slowly raises her head from the pillow and gives Fasto a passionate but faint smile. She signals Fasto to come and sit beside her on the bed.

ANNA:			(Faintly)
I am getting well, by the grace of God. Your family, how are they? How is my daughter? I understand very soon I will become a grand mum!

FASTO:	Yes! Just get well mum, so that we celebrate the arrival of your first grandchild and your “Get well” anniversary together.

ANNA:	Amen! Hmmmmmmm…... Fasto, my son! Since you came into my daughter’s life, I have taken you as everything: my son, father, husband; everything. Now, listen to me very carefully. In life every day is a blessing. The zeal in me is itching to live, but my life is in God Almighty’s hands. If I live today, I live for him; if I die, I die for him. Let us rejoice and be glad, no matter what life pushes upon us.  

She grabs one ofFasto’s hands and strokes it gentle with her only left feeble hand.

ANNA:	(Feebly)
	All my life in this earth, I had a son and a daughter, of whom you have married. I have a feeling and conviction that my eldest son, Akwasi Densu will find himself in a very difficult situation and when he comes to you, please…….. please accept him and give him warmth. 

Tears begin to streak down her cheeks as she nods her head. She releases her hand and slips back to bed. Gradually her pupil begin to retrogress given way to
the white retina. One of the relatives notices it and draws the attention of the others. Fasto gets up from the bed and runs out of the room. Fasto comes back with the Attending Physician and a nurse. Fasto and the other relatives move out to a distance and allow the Doctor and the nurse to attend to Anna. The Doctor places the stethoscope on her chest, holds her wrist to check her pulse. He looks  at the nurse.

ATTENDING PHYSICIAN:	She is gone!

The nurse covers her face with the cloth and leaves with the Doctor.

THE RELATIVES:	(Wailing)
	Bueeeei, Agyei, Akosua! You have left us so soon…! Why…?

NURSE:	Kindly go out for us to attend to her.

Fasto and the relatives leave the room amidst wailing.

END OF FLASHBACK


Scene Forty-Six

Accra - Santana Lorry Park							EXT/DAY

This lorry park doubles as a market as well for the people of Kotobabi. It is a lorry station that serves buses and vehicles plying the central and South-Eastern routes of Accra. There are no sheds or any particular order in which the vehicles are packed; however, the drivers to each specific route have assembled themselves based on their destinations. The hawkers walk about selling everything from iced sachet water, assorted soft drinks, doughnuts, ice creams, confectioneries, and anything eatable. There are a few recalcitrant sellers who had defied the orders of the Metropolitan Assembly to plant wooden kiosks at obscure corners to sell alcoholic beverages; typical among them is the ever popular Akpeteshie dry gin. 

The Government of the day, through research has realized that one of the major causes of rampant road accidents is drunk driving, and has therefore issue a ban on the sale of hard liquor at lorry stations, yet all these efforts have fallen onto deaf ears. These bar tenders have disguised their businesses with the sale of films, videos and musical cassettes and Compact Disks (CD). They play music to attract customers to come and buy their goods, while opening their back door to those known customers who want to buy Akpeteshie. Indeed, it is difficult for a visitor or stranger to find out that alcoholic beverages are being sold there.

Akwasi Densu and some young boys and girls are attracted to the reggae music being played. Some of them are dancing, while others including Akwasi are miming the music. A bus pulls a stop close to where the music is being played. The passengers alight from the bus. Akwasi Densu rushes to the boot of the bus, collects a sack full of cassava from the driver’s mate. The mate helps him to carry the sack. He follows a certain woman away.  Akwasi drops the sack by the
main roadside when the woman signals a taxi to stop. He helps the taxi driver to 
put the sack in the boot of the Hyundai Avante caravan. The woman slips a two cedis note into Akwasi’s hand and the taxi drives away. Akwasi returns to join the music carnival. 

One of the “trotro” bus drivers approaches Akwasi.

TROTRO DRIVER:		Hey, young man! Come here! What is your name?

Akwasi stops dancing and runs toward the trotro driver.

AKWASI DENSU:		My name is Akwasi. Akwasi Densu.

TROTRO DRIVER:	Anyway, I have been watching you for some time, since you started coming here, and I think you may be a good boy. I am looking for an apprentice mate, whom I will train to become a driver. Now tell me, would you like to become an apprentice mate?

Akwasi stands stupefied staring at the man’s face.

TROTRO DRIVER:	Okay, silence means consent! First, where do you live and can I see your parents, when you close from work tonight?

Akwasi is happy but keeps his joy under the sheath.

AKWASI DENSU:	I live at Kotobabi down, near RAACO School, with my sister and husband.

TROTRO DRIVER:	Come and let us go one round and come. Today, we are plying from Santana to cycle. Do you know the route very well and the notable stoppages?

Akwasi Densu and the trotro driver go to sit in a Toyota Hiace minibus.

AKWASI DENSU:	Not really, Sir!

TROTRO DRIVER:	Right, listen carefully. Trotro or the driving business in Accra is a serious one. You have to pay attention to details, taking note of all the notable stoppages on the road where we stop to drop and pick passengers. You have to be patient, obedient, tolerant and above all respectful to the passengers. That is what is called customer service and in our case the customer or the passenger is King! Do you understand? If you follow what I am telling you religiously, I tell you, man, you will go far in your chosen career.

Akwasi Densu’s eyes roves in circles as if he has gotten lost in a jungle, where his mind wanders. What is this man talking about? How can an Ordinary level School leaver descends so low to become a trotro mate, a profession design for School drop outs, drug addicts and vagabonds or riff raffs?

What chosen career, Akwasi opined? I am just doing it for a while and then save
some money to continue my education or find a good job that will make me a
great guy or for lack of a better word the best man from Akokoduro and you are
standing here talking to me about a chosen career.

TROTRO DRIVER:	My name is Edward Dadzie. But fans called me Prophet Gaskia. I have been a driver’s mate for ten years and a trotro driver for twenty-two years. I have drove a lot of cars for different owners, but by God’s grace I have managed to secure my own car, which for the past five years I have been using. I know if you humble yourself I tell you, Akwasi, you will not regret choosing this profession. Now let us get to business. From Santana to circle, there are eight stopping points that we are allow to stop, drop or pick passengers. Bear in mind that if you flout the rules, the Accra Metropolitan Assembly will arrest you and I, and the consequences will be bad for both of us. The first stoppage point is at the Mosque, then Electricity, Commercial Bank, Malata market, Traffic light, Pro-credit, Joy FM, and then finally circle. Your job is to master these stoppings and then shout for passengers when we reach those places. Again, remember that, the charges differ from one stopping point to the other.  However, if we load at the station, we collect the same fare for any of the stoppages as the last station, which is circle. It is a little bit controversial but never mind; that is what the rule says. Now it is our turn to load. Get down and call for passengers!

Akwasi Densu gets down from the bus to call for passengers, while the trotro driver, Edward Dadzie passes behind to enter one of the wooden kiosks.

AKWASI DENSU:	(Repeatedly)	
Santana-Circle:
Santana-Mosque: Santana-Electricity: Santana-Commercial Bank; Santana-Malata: Santana-Trafic Light: Santana-Procredit: Santana-JoyFM: Santana-Circle………

The bus is full, and Akwasi sits at the back with the passengers; however, the driver is nowhere to be found. From a distance, the driver, who is sweating runs to board the bus. He stinks from cheap liquor. He struggles to put the keys in the ignition, but manages somehow. In silence, he drives the car away.   
Scene Forty-Seven

Santana - circle Road								EXT/DAY

The bus slowly wades its way from the haphazard parking of other cars and buses at the Santana lorry station and enters the main Kotobabi circle road. The
blast of hot air that wallops the passengers into blitzes of sweats subsides and gives way to some cool fresh air that enters the bus as the torque of the tires begin to gather speed. 

It is about half past one on the clock and many office workers are returning from their lunch break. They are trooping from the numerous food joints scattered along the road. The aroma emanating from these food joints tingles the noses of the passengers. Some sneezes, others breathe deep in and many are indifferent from the mixture of onion, garlic, cinnamon, dried fish, pepper spices, and oil rice put together to prepare what is called “Fried Rice”. 

There are many other shops selling clothes, shoes, watches, computers, mobile phones and accessories. Just close to the Mosque Bus stop are many beggars seated on the stairs, arms outstretched, begging for alms. 

The trotro has slow down a bit to either drop and pick new passengers or being cautious about the human and vehicular traffics during this time of the day. Akwasi Densu takes advantage of the tardiness of the bus and alights. He runs to three of the beggars, a man, an old lady and woman with triplets and drops twenty pesewas each to their calabashes. He runs back to board the car for them 
to continue.

Indeed, this particular road is very dangerous to ply on let alone crossing it. Taxis, trotro buses as well as motorcycles and tricycles move and stop incoherently. At the traffic light, when the red light sign show for vehicles to stop and await for pedestrians to cross, a black car speeds by sending its obnoxious fumes into the waiting people and dash past the red light. There are no Police personnel at the traffic light to cause his or her arrest. Some pedestrians’ shake their fists, but no one is hurt. Minor accidents are daily routines on this road, but the pedestrians are too seasoned to trust the traffic lights completely to the sound judgments of these road users.

All too often, Akwasi collects his monies based upon where a passenger will alight and at the same time calls for more passengers to board the bus. The process continues at every stop point until they reached circle for all the passengers to disembark. Akwasi counts his monies and starts loading back to Santana one more time. The practice continues throughout the day till they close at half-past eight in the night.

Scene Forty-Eight

Janet’s House-Corridor								EXT/NIGHT

Edward Dadzie, the trotro driver applies the brakes of his Toyota Hiace Bus and
brings the machine to a halt in front of RAACO School. Together with Akwasi
Densu, they cross the road to the opposite house, where Janet and husband lives. 
Akwasi pushes the wooden gate open for them to enter. Luckily for them, Janet is 
standing at the corridor fetching water. She sees Akwasi Densu.

JANET:	(Exclaims)
	Akwasi,   Akwasi! Where have you been? Be careful, my brother! Accra is very big, but if you do not take care you will not fit in. For a whole week, you have not step home. Why?

Janet turns to look at Edward Dadzie.

JANET:	Please, sir! Are you with him? Has he done anything wrong?

EDWARD DADZIE:	No, Not at all! He is a very good boy. Actually, I will like to work with him. And you know, nowadays, you cannot just pick anybody anyhow to work with. At least I have to know a little bit about his background. That is the more reason why I decided to follow him home.

JANET:	(Gives a deep sigh of relief)
	Hmmmm….! What kind of work do you want him to do for you? 

EDWARD DADZIE:	Oh, my sister! I am a trotro driver. I want him to work with me as an apprentice mate, while learning the noble art of driving. Who knows one day he will own his car and live a decent life?

JANET:	(Nods)
	Thank you, sir for your good intentions. But if I may ask, Akwasi, do you consent to what your boss is alluding to?

Akwasi Densu without looking at his sister’s face nods in the affirmative.

JANET:	Okay, sir, since he agrees to your proposal, what can I say? My husband is gone to work, so I will discuss with him when he comes back and revert. You will hear from us by early tomorrow. Thank you once again for the help. May God bless you!

EDWARD DADZIE:	The pleasure is mine! Let us give the glory to God Almighty.

Akwasi sees Edward Dadzie off to the gate and comes back. The car moves away at the background.

Scene Forty-Nine

Janet’s House- Hall								EXT/NIGHT

Akwasi Densu sleeps on a mattress in the living room. A hand enters frame to shove him. He is startled to open his eyes and quickly sits on the mattress. He looks at the intruder and realizes that it is Fasto.

AKWASI DENSU:		Aargh, Brother Fasto!

FASTO:	Akwasi, my brother! Now let us have a little chit chat as men. 

Akwasi gets up from the mattress. He puts the pillow inside, folds and places behind the three-in-one sofa in the hall. He finds a place in one of the single chairs to sit down. All along Fasto is seated quietly waiting for him to finish.

AKWASI DENSU:		 Please, I am ready to listen to you.

FASTO:	Akwasi, tell me, what do you want to do with yourself now? I understand you have completed form five, right!

AKWASI DENSU:	(Nods positively)
	Yes, I have completed form five, two years ago. I did science, but unfortunately I had grades six in Physics and seven in English respectively. Apart from these two, my grades in the other six subjects were twos and threes. I need to rewrite English and Physics before I will be admitted into the sixth form, Training College or any other diploma awarding institutions.

FASTO:	Do you think, being a trotro mate is the answer to all these things you are telling me?

Akwasi is looking at Fasto sheepishly. He gathers courage to answer him.

AKWASI DENSU:	Yeah, brother Fasto! I want to work and earn some money to continue my education. After all I do not have a father to cater for me. I have to stand firm on my two feet as a man.

FASTO:	Anyway, you have a point there. But let us look at other alternatives. Firstly, wouldn’t it have been possible to learn a vocation; something which will be inherent with you for the rest of your life. For example, you can learn carpentry, auto mechanic, electrician, plumbing and what have you. After you finished, you can use it to earn a living, marry and create a family for yourself. Thence, you can enroll in an evening or weekend school to upgrade your grades or enter a tertiary institution as a mature student. You see, sometimes life is not a straight forward path to follow. You can achieve your desired aim through the runabout method. Indeed, the beginning does not matter, but the end, which will justify the means. In other words, what you become in future is very important than how you start. When the time comes for the world to hail you, no one will care about the pit you were thrown into or the twenty pieces of silver the Ishmaelite merchants paid for your head. 
	Now, think about what I have just told you and decide whether you will find any treasure at the lorry station, which will add value to your life. The lorry station is den for riff raffs, vagabonds, wee smokers, drug addicts, prostitutes, pick pockets and homeless people. If you want to continue living here with us, please stay away from that place. I do not want any trouble.

AKWASI DENSU:	Brother Fasto, thank you for the advice. 

FASTO:	That is okay! I am going to work. I will see you in the evening. Take care of yourself and sister. You know, she is close to delivery.

AKWASI DENSU:	Enjoy your day, brother Fasto! Bye bye……

Fasto walks out of the room leaving Akwasi pondering. He picks a sponge bag 
and towel plus tooth brush and paste and goes out to do his toiletries.

Scene Fifty

Auntie Korkor’s House								EXT/DAY

Auntie Korkor was one of the three relatives, who visited Adofoasa District Hospital, when Anna gave up the ghost. She is a direct sibling of Anna; one mother, one father. Indeed the other two relatives, who were at Anna’s death bed are also siblings but younger than Anna. Actually, Auntie Korkor is older than Anna by three years and had always thought that Anna was a blessed child.

Their home was not one to be classified as rich; neither can it be referred to as poor. Opanyin Baah, their father and the Krontihene of Afidwase was a prominent Cocoa farmer.  He earned his living through this venture as well as the large stool lands he inherited from his late uncles who lived before him. This means that if he fails to make a Will; upon his death, his maternal nephew, who will succeed him will also inherit all his possessions including his own cocoa farms, two wives and six children: four girls and two boys. Opanyin Baah as a typical traditional chief and farmer believes that formal education is the prerogative of males. Women are resigned to the kitchen and the bedroom of their husbands. In view of this, he educated his male children to the level of Secondary School after which the children left home to look for jobs to fend for themselves. With the exception of Anna, none of Opanyin Baah’s daughters stepped in a classroom. Anna was educated to Middle School form four before she was given to Nana Addai to marry.

Auntie Korkor spent almost her youthful years on the farm with her father and mother, while Anna was in school. Usually in the evenings after supper, Opanyin Baah will say to Anna Akosua Baah; my mother, take your books into the quiet of my room and study, while the rest of the girls will be doing the house chores.  The rest of the girls will protest but to no avail. Opanyin Baah believed that Anna is a reincarnated figure of his late mother, Akosua Baah: fair coloured, hairy, sleek structure and beautiful. He therefore named her after his late mother; after all they both share the same birth day, Sunday. To add insults to injury, Anna was lucky to marry a rich and powerful king like Nana Addai. 

Auntie Korkor always brood over these and many more. She feels that life and destiny has been cruel to her. Why are some people so lucky to cruise through life with nonchalant ease, while others struggle to death? She opined. For her, she cannot bring herself to understand the reason behind her father’s refusal to send her to formal schooling. Her journey through life has been very bumpy. She has married thrice and widowed three times. All her three children were fathered by three men, all through no fault of hers. She had been a devoted, humble wife and yet by dint of fate the marriage had fallen on dead rocks. People points accusing fingers at her all the time, but she is not God to determine the beginning and the end of any life. 

However, Auntie Korkor could not afford to bear the pain of insults from the in-laws of her last late husband. Like her previous in-laws, the family took away her son from her and restricted her from taking custody of the child. Fifteen years back since she left Juaso, the hometown of her last husband and settled at Suhum, she has neither set foot in the town nor see her son. 

There is a saying that hatred is immature love and William Shakespeare was right when he said, “You cannot find a man’s construction in his face”. Auntie Korkor subconsciously dislikes her younger sister, Anna, due to certain little, little perks the latter received from their father. Anna, until her death believed that her sister loves her, but in truth the said love was all pretenses. 

Akwasi Densu is seated in a bench with Auntie Korkor in front of a small hut, which she lives alone at the outskirts of Suhum. Akwasi is eating Porridge mde from Gari. Gari is roasted cassava flour dissolved in water to make it swells up due to osmosis. The effervescence ceases after it reaches its swelled limit: sugar is added to taste as well as milk. In this particular instance, there is no milk added. 

Auntie Korkor watches Akwasi as he munches the food. She probes to know more
about Akwasi’s visit: what he is doing, where he is coming from and what have you?

AUNTIE KORKOR:	Eeeih, Akwasi! You are now a big boy. Have you finish school?

AKWASI DENSU:	Yes Auntie! Form five. 

AUNTI KORKOR:	So what are you doing now?

AKWASI DENSU:	Auntie, there is no money for me to continue my education. So I am looking for work to earn some money to continue my schooling.

AUNTIE KORKOR:	Aargh, but Akwasi, where is your father?

AKWASI DENSU:	I do not know where he is. Maybe he is at Akokoduro.

AUNTIE KORKOR:	Aargh, Akwasi! I do not understand your story. Your father is a king and wealthy, and you roam about looking for job to continue your education. What story is this, Akwasi?

AKWASI DENSU:	Auntie……..my father does not want to see eye to eye with me. He banished me from Akokoduro.

AUNTIE KORKOR:	Are you serious? Alright, Akwasi relax! I have a Kroboman friend. I will introduce you to him tomorrow and see what happen next. 

Scene Fifty-One

Cassava Farm									EXT/DAY

The path leading to the farm is a winding one, through the thick vegetation underneath the hills. The gradient of the hill is so steep that users struggle to climb without the usage of a walking stick. At the hills, one has a bird’s eye view of the town of Suhum. 

The Kroboman leads the way, followed by Akwasi Densu, with a cutlass in his hand to the bushy cassava farm. 

This is three acres cassava farm lying on top of the hills of Suhum. Inside the farm is a shed made from palm twigs and fronds. It is not meant for sleeping, but a resting place after a hard day’s work in the farm. There are old and dirty cooking utensils packed at the corner, which the farm labourers used to cook whilst working in the farm. The distance from Suhum Township to the farm is long and tedious; therefore, adept labourers carry along dry fishes commonly called “Koobi”, palm or kennel oil and salt from home to the farm. The rest of the ingredients needed to prepare ‘Ampesi’ like cassava, plantain, cocoyam and vegetables can be obtained from the farm.  Sometimes, the labourers prepare soup and pound ‘fufu”, a local delicacy. Woe betides anyone if he or she fails to take along a match light and kerosene. This practice is trendy in the town because the inhabitants believe that eating fresh foods and vegetables is panacea to good health and long life. Maybe it is true because in the town the average mortality age is eighty years, if there are no accident-related deaths. This is so because of the fresh vegetables and fruits the people eat.

The land on the hills is rich, bearing high yielding cassava varieties devoid of diseases. The people believe that the cassava plant is a product of the future. It is no longer a product for subsistence living or selling a few at the market days to earn some monies. With the advent of modern technology, cassava has proven to be valuable in the creation of bio-fuel, bio-degradable plastic, the production of large scale commercial starch and even beer. In this age and time, cassava plant is grown to meet the growing energy needs of the country and also help maintain our planet and all of its creatures.

They walk into the shed and find some place to sit.

KROBOMAN:	Kwasi, my son! This is the farm. I have already discussed the payment plan with your auntie. Immediately you finish, go for your money. The shed is there for you to cook and relax any time you want. I am going back to town for an important meeting. I will see you later in the evening. If you do not finish, you can go home and come the next day to continue. Get up and let me show you the boundaries of the farm? Good luck!   

Kroboman orders Akwasi to follow him round the farm, thereafter the kroboman
leaves the farm. Akwasi starts weeding and whistling at the same time. He weeds 
for about three hours and goes to the shed to fetch some water to drink from an
old pot. He quickly goes back to weed. At this time, he has cleared only one-third 
of the farm. He needs to double-paced up his efforts or else he will spend a whole 
week on this farm, which appears secluded and far away from town. 

It is only a stranger who is served with blind chicken, Akwasi said to himself. After all, how come that a whole prince is now a labourer in a strange land! He always comforts himself with the simple hope that as a man, he must be ready to bite the bullet, if he wants to stand shoulder to shoulder with the world’s greats, one day in the future. 

Akwasi continues to weed, while whistling. There is shrilling sound of the leaves combine with birds chirp. The cloud begins to gather, moves over the standing sun and the sky turns darker and darker by the minute. A strong whirlwind spins over the farm gathering leaves, small branches and some dusts and throwing them about. Akwasi senses something strange and mysterious about to happen but could not figure out what it is. He runs into the shed, but the shed could not take him since it crumbles onto the ground. Akwasi at this moment is nakedly exposed to the mercies of the weather machine. He attempts to run back home.

OLD LADY:			(Shrill Voice)
				My son, my son……..!

Akwasi stops abruptly and looks back. He sees a frail old lady with a walking stick. Akwasi shivers and becomes helplessly glued to the ground, unable to move his feet.

OLD LADY:			(Faintly)
My son, do not be afraid. I am the Densu Priestess. The gods have sent me to help you. Now tell me, what are you doing here at this ungodly hour? You are forbidden to come to the hills on Thursdays. This is the day the gods have chosen to visit the living, by coming home to interact with them. When they are coming, they are not expected to meet any human being in the farms or bushes.  It is a taboo! Who brought you here? The person who brought you here is very wicked. 
Come quickly and let us go. The place you are standing is dangerous and full of evil.

Akwasi Densu frightfully walks into the Priestess’s hands. The old lady holds his hands as they disappear into thin air. They appear again behind Auntie Korkor’s hut, with Akwasi still trembling.

DENSU PRIESTESS:		Now, go home and never go back to the farm again.

Densu Priestess disappears in another whirlwind, leaving Akwasi alone.

Scene Fifty-Two

Auntie Korkor’s House								EXT/DAY

This is a dilapidated firetrap detached hut situated away from any other house in the vicinity. Auntie Korkor’s house and its environs are as cool as cucumber, because of the numerous trees which shields the blazing sun from hitting the ground directly. Sometimes, one can hide under the trees when it is raining without feeling a pinch of water. The hut is made from scrap plywood, corrugated metal and sheets of plastic. Outside of the hut are three benches dug to the ground.  This is where she receives the few people who visit her. She has never allowed anyone to enter her room, apart from Akwasi who came there the previous day. 

She uses an old lantern in the night. Indeed, this same lantern is the one that gives indication of the presence of life in the area during the night. From a distance, one can see a dotted light at a glance, but after eight o’clock in the night, the light vanishes when she enters her room. Many people including children in the area gossip about her as an old witch, with no relatives, but she pays no heed to such utterances. Her mind is; it is only old age that has eluded mankind not childhood. The pig always advises the offspring to be wary of life, because her large mouth is hereditary and therefore it is only a matter of time when the young ones will grow to acquire theirs.

She has dug a hole in the ground just under the tress where she throws her garbage and rubbish in. When it is full, she covers it with sand and digs another one. The place looks very neat and tidy. Auntie Korkor wakes up every day at five thirty in the morning to sweep the compound. For her, this is a better way of exercising her body. Indeed at sixty eight, she still looks twenty years younger; slim and beautiful, with spots of grey on her eyebrow and hair. 

Inside the bushes are twin compartments made from palm twigs: one is use for bathing and urinal, while the other one is a makeshift toilet. There are no roofs to both compartments. They are open to the vagaries of the weather and nature. However, the tall trees provide shade from sunlight and rains; so it is more or less roof-improvised.

Hardly will you see Auntie Korkor in the stream fetching water. She always had enough water which she harvested from a simple rain gutter she had made on her ceiling. Anytime it rains, she places barrels, buckets and pans under the opening of the ceiling to harvest the rain water. This is what she stores and uses all the time. After all, she is only one person. How much water does she needs?

Auntie Korkor rests on one of the benches taking a short nap. She is disturbed by the footsteps of Akwasi Densu, who runs into the house. Akwasi’s shadow is about six inches on the West indicating about one hour after midday. Auntie Korkor is frigtened to sit down. 

She sees Akwasi scared to the bone: a whole gamut of thoughts race through his young mind. He wonders why about midday in the cassava farm on the hills, the world became dark and yet it did not rain. The only time such darkness visited the surface of the Earth was during the crucifixion of the great Jesus Christ, when God the Maker of the Universe could not afford to expose the nakedness of His other trio to the world; hence there was darkness and there was light.

How Akwasi Densu managed to come home so fast from the hills is a mystery? How can time and space merged into one and yet life continues on the surface of the earth? After all, his General Certificate of Education Ordinary Level Quantum Physics explains that as the speed of light reaches infinity, the body mass or matter of a body approaches zero. For Akwasi, he believes that when that happens, it means the body steps out of time and space to enter eternity; hence death is inevitable. Therefore why is he still alive? These and many unanswered questions run through his mind as he stands there watching his auntie, raving and ranting.

AUNTIE KORKOR:			(Surprise)
Hey, Akwasi, why, what is the matter, who is after you?

AKWASI DENSU:	Auntie, please the place is dangerous and full of evil spirits.	
Auntie Korkor begins to rain insults at her nephew.

AUNTIE KORKOR:	(Angry)
What? Madness! What are you talking about? Are you not a man? Lazy Cocoon! Do you think that if you do not bend, you can sleep? I wanted to help you get some money to cushion you up in your education, but it seems to me that you do not want to help yourself. What more can l do other than this? Nothing…..! Well go inside and take your bag and leave my house. 

KWASI DENSU:	Please auntie, hear me out. What I saw at the farm is inexplicably dangerous. Just let me explain to you.

AUNTIE KORKOR: 	Oh shut up!

Akwasi stands there motionless and speechless for some time as if he has lost consciousness. He comes back to himself, goes inside and comes back with a small bag.  

KWASI DENSU:	Auntie, Please can I get some lorry fare to Accra. The Kroboman told me that he has given my money to you?

AUNTIE KORKOR:	You are a fool! Where do you want me to get that lorry fare from; go and prostitute myself? If you do not get out from my face I will smash your coconut head from your foolish body. Good for nothing boy! Have you finish the work to merit any payment?

Scene Fifty-Three

Kotobabi Down-Janet’s House							EXT/DUSK

Janet stands at the corridor of her one bedroom apartment ironing a dress. He looks up to see Akwasi Densu entering the main gate of the compound.

JANET:                                      Eeeih, Akwasi, Akwasi, Akwasi! Where have you
                                                 been all these while?



AKWASI DENSU:                      Oh, my sister! Hmmm…I went to Suhum to see
my how far. You know Jenny, my sister! As a man, I must move to survive. If I sit on my seat, I sit on my progress……..

JANET:                                     Yeah, brother! But it is proper to inform us when
you are travelling. After all, don’t we deserve to know your whereabouts at every time ‘T’?	
	
AKWASI DENSU:                     	My sister, it is alright! You have won! Next time you will know my movements and whereabouts. No more talking, Okay! 

JANET:				(Faint smile)
Anyway, tell me Akwasi, did you see your how far and how far is your how far?

AKWASI DENSU:	Hmmm, Sis, forget! There are so many troubles in Suhum! I even saw Auntie Korkor, our mother’s elder sister. Suffice it to say that, one person went out to see it; and there was no witness. Who would believe me?
JANET:				(Shout) 
Auntie Korkor, how is she? 

AKWASI DENSU:	She is doing fine in her own right. I just spent only a day with her so I cannot say much about her living condition. You know, your auntie, she will never change: proud, temperamental and care free. Always thinking that everybody should lay down for her to walk over.
Akwasi attempts to relieve her sister from the ironing.
JANET:	No, no, no…that is okay. Go and wash your in-law’s truck and come and eat. It is packed outside the shoulders of the road. Hurry up! He will be ready to go to work soon.
Akwasi Densu rushes inside and nearly bumps into Fasto, who is coming out from the chamber.

FASTO:	Akwasi, are you back?
AKWASI DENSU: 			(Off screen)
					Yes, Please!

Fasto draws closer to her wife, picks a shirt which has been ironed and hanged on a nail. He attempts to wear it.

JANET:				Are you ready, dear!

FASTO:	Almost, darling! (Pause) What did Akwasi said he went to?

JANET:	Suhum, my auntie’s place.

FASTO:	The way things are, don’t you think that it will be plausible to engage him in my business as a professional tanker truck driver?

Janet protests against Fasto’s proposal.

JANET:	My love! I think what Akwasi needs now is a profession or vocation that will make him independent to earn a living. For a professional tanker driver, when will he get enough money to buy his own truck? That means, he will forever resign his fate to depending on peoples’ trucks. Without it, he will be unemployed. Well, let us give it a thought.  
	Time is far gone. Please hurry up or else you will be late for work. Maybe tomorrow, he can go with you. I believe with time we will gather some money to pay for his apprenticeship rights for him to start learning a trade. I will find out from him what his interests are. 

FASTO:	Alright, love, don’t worry! We will discuss this matter further when I come back tomorrow morning.



Scene Fifty-Four

Seamstress Shop								INT/DAY

Janet owns a medium-sized seamstress shop along the main road from Kotobabi to Circle. It is closer to the Mosque Bus Stop, where beggars sit to beseech alms from the public. Since Janet’s shop is adjoined to the wall of the Mosque, she has to pass and accosts these social loners daily. Initially, when she rented the shop four years ago, she made it a routine weekly practice to dip one cedi note into the bowls of each of the ten beggars seated along the frontage of the Mosque soliciting for alms. This, she does every Friday, when the Mosque is full with worshippers who had assembled to commune with Allah, the merciful and His beloved Prophet Mohammed, Peace be unto Him.

As a Christian of the Presbyterian faith, she believes that givers never lack. It therefore behoves on everyone who can afford to lend a little hand to the “havenots” in society and to do it cheerfully. Jesus, the Christ, preached that in the last day or the Parousia, when God would sit in his throne to administer judgment to every soul. He will ask, “When I was hungry you did not give me food to eat or when I was naked you did not clothe me and you will answer by saying, but God when did I do that to you? God will say because you did not give food or clothe to your next door neigbour, who was in need, you did not do it for me.” In spite of all these fine beliefs, she stopped given alms to the needy about two years ago, when either by dint of fate, hard luck or destiny, she lost her first pregnancy through miscarriage. 

On that fateful Friday morning in December, she went to the shop as usual at seven o’clock healthy and bustling with life. She worked all day and throughout the night to finish the orders for the Christmas and New Year festivities. She left the shop at dawn with strict instructions to the six apprentices to continue sewing while she went home to attend to her husband, do some toiletries and change her clothings. She had planned to return to the shop before seven in the morning; the right and convenient time to meet some of her clients, who will be trooping in to collect their dresses; but this was not to be. 

She felt a sharp pain in her lower abdomen, when she reached the Mosque. Her legs began to wobble and blood streaked down her legs. That is all that she could remember. The next morning, she woke up at the Korle Bu Teaching Hospital with drips fitted into her veins. She spent the whole yuletide period at the hospital before being discharged to go home, without her baby inside her womb. 

Besides, she thought that it is by God’s divine grace and mercy that she survived such attack. It is not normal for a healthy young girl to go through such an attack, particularly, when she had been attending ante natal checkups the very first day she conceived. What went wrong is still a mystery to her? After all, the doctors could not give her any tangible reasons apart from miscarriage. However, in a culture where unexplained circumstances, events and issues are attributable to spirits, powers of the universe, witches and wizards; she could not help but solicit the help of a powerful Fetish, who told her that the calamity that befell her was the work of one of the beggars whom she had given alms the day before. 

Indeed, for Janet, consulting a fetish is a norm rather than a vice, because she is a liberal Christian who was born into the faith. Albeit, she is from the house of the Konti stool of Afidwase and they believed in the tradition of consulting the gods and cleansing the black stool with blood. None the less, in this day and age, Janet’s lineage in Afidwase use the blood of an unblemished white sheep to perform such ritual consultations, unlike in the past when they were sacrificing humans for the same purposes. 

It was chronicled that not until the first eclipse of the Sun, when the whole earth and its firmament was thrown into total darkness that her great maternal  grandfather accepted the white man’s religion, her mother told her. Nonetheless, the great debate of fusing traditional beliefs with religious beliefs continues unabated in the Konti stool house. This is because; for them, it is unthinkable for a royal to ascend the kingship without performing certain laid down rituals like bathing for twenty-one days in sheep blood, consulting the deities for the cause of the death of relations, pouring libation to the gods and ancestors and marrying many stool wives. Even though, the Christian religion or the Presbyterian denomination for that matter frowns upon these sacraments. Indeed, Janet attends church every Sunday and does all the formalities the Presbyterian Church of Ghana permits, apart from going for Communion. Her husband Fasto is a Muslim, yet their faiths had never been a hindrance to their happy co-habitation as husband and wife. 

The fetish explained that the beggar used the one cedi note to perform rituals so that he will get more money and stop begging. After the rituals, he used Janet’s unborn child as a sacrifice in the spiritual realm and bought the physical sickness of miscarriage for her to conclude the deal.

Upon hearing this, Janet decided to stop giving alms to anybody in order to avoid such unwanted folly to her life. No amount of persuasion from Fasto has been able to change her mind ever since. For; Fasto will say to her wife that, giving alms or Zakat is the third of the five principal pillars of Islam, which every soul must do. All that is necessary is to pray over it and give it with clean heart. Yet Janet is unperturbed or unconvinced with such explanation from her husband; after all, now that she has stop given alms she has retained this pregnancy and her unborn child will be spewed out into this harsh world in the next few weeks. 

Akwasi Densu accompanies Janet to the shop, this morning. When they step into the shop, they were met with Esi and the other five apprentices, who are busily cutting some dresses; others are sitting behind their sewing machines sewing, whereas some are operating the knitting machine and ironing. At the far corner to the entrance stands a large showcase displaying assorted dresses and materials. At the entrance are placed two giant human dummies dressed in clothes and or kaba and slit exhibiting the handiwork and creative artistry of Janet and her team of fashion designers. 

AMBIENCE:	Blended sound of Knitting machine, sewing machine, scissors, dragging of feet and human breathe put together!

JANET:				Hi, girls! How are you doing?

ESI AND THE OTHER GIRLS:	Good morning, Madam! How are you and the baby inside there?	

Akwasi Densu, wearing a skin-tight T-shirt to reveal his manly contours and broad shoulders, shyly finds a chair near the wooden showcase. All the girls’ attention are directed towards Akwasi; perhaps more of his physique than a stranger entering the shop for the first time. They cannot concentrate on their assignments. 

JANET:	Fine, by the grace of God. Mummy and baby are doing well. In fact, the guy in there is stronger than the lion, the king of the bush. Anyway, Esi, Please come!

Esi gets up from her seat and follows Janet into an inner office, still looking at Akwasi. The other ladies pretend to be working, while at the same time they stealthily take a peep at him, when Akwasi’s attention is directed elsewhere. 

JANET: 	Akwasi………..

Akwasi Densu also leaves his chair to join the two girls in the inner office. Janet
is seated and ushers Akwasi and Esi to find seats close by.

JANET:	Esi, meet my brother, Akwasi! He is my only brother, the one I have been talking about.	

Esi stretches her right hand to Akwasi, who reciprocates and for two seconds their hands were tucked closed. Janet watches with keen interest and when the two ladies’ eyes meet they wink at each other. Akwasi is naïve of all the little peeks going on inside the room and yet he remains silent. Esi lets go off Akwasi’s
hand.

ESI:	Madam, this one you were right on point. Your brother is handsome, strong with six ABS packs.

JANET: 	What is the meaning of six ABS packs?

AKWASI DENSU:	The ABS packs is a popular term for the rectus abdominus muscle of body builders; the appearance of which is characterized by excessively developed rounded muscles bellies separated by horizontal tendinous intersections resembling a pack of beverage cans. In this instance, I think Esi felt I have six of them. Some people have built and developed eight or more ABS depending on the work rate of the body builder.

JANET: 	I did not do science with you at the secondary school. So please, Akwasi, come to my level and let me understand.

AKWASI DENSU:	Okay, Sis! It is simply the lines on the stomach of Macho men from their left ribs to the right ribs. The more you have that lines means you are fit, strong and healthy. Have you seen the coca cola bottle? The contour lines on it resemble the lines that bellies on the body builders’ stomach. In fact, in this day and age people associate male handsomeness with the ABS packs.

JANET:	But Esi, how did you manage to see through my brother’s dress to know the number of lines on his stomach? This is serious! 

ESI:	Oh, Madam, it is all drawn in the T-Shirt he is wearing. I can infer from his broad chest and shoulders and deduced that, your brother is a body builder.

JANET:	Well, he is not a body builder. Rather it is the hardships that life presents and man’s ability to survive through brawny works that had strengthen him like that.

ESI:	But, Madam, your brother has smooth and soft palms that one wonders whether he has done any tedious work before. It is amazing! He looks like a Dada-B, a rich man’s son.

JANET:	I see! Eeeih, Esi! I presume you have fallen in love with my brother so soon. Now that you are using body builders’ terms signifies that you know what you want. I believe you are even having butterflies running inside your stomach now. Anyway, I will talk to you later. Have we made some sales? Please let me have it.

Esi leaves brother and sister behind. Janet turns to face Akwasi who is seated quietly tittering.

JANET:	Akwasi, why is your face beaming. Men, men, they will always be boys. They are all the same. They cannot see the bubs and bums of a creature in skirt without discharging into their elements. I suppose you are interested in Esi? Tell me….!

AKWASI DENSU:	Sister, but even if I am interested, you know I am not working. It will be very difficult for me to meet her needs. Esi is very beautiful; and in Accra there are a lot of handsome men with cash and wherewithal to snatch such pretty curvy girl like her. May be one day I will get a girl of my size. Monkeys play by sizes, so they say………

JANET:	My brother, Esi is like a sister to me from another mother. She has been with me for the past four years. I like her and want her to be my sister-in-law. Period! Leave the rest to me. So long as you have express interest, consider it done. Trust me, my word is my born!

AKWASI DENSU:			Anyway………Let us see how it goes……..







Scene Fifty-Five

Caprice Night Club								INT/NIGHT

Caprice Night Club is a one storey entertainment venue in downtown Accra. Its aesthetic outside designs and paintings makes it stands out among other buildings in the Kokomlemle vicinity. Indeed it has been made so for a purpose. In the discotheque business everything from labour to the building is a Public Relations gimmick. It is done purposely to attract unassuming customers. There are a lot of funny posters, buntings and banners display on or outside the building advertising the various programmes for the day and sometimes the week, month or the year. 

At the entrance of the night club stand two well build Security guards to check and maintain law and order at the place. There are other plain clothed security guards mingled among the crowd to spot potential trouble shooters inside the building. Indeed, it is a smart way of doing that since night clubs are traditionally fertile grounds for violence and other social cankers like the use of banned substances such as marijuana, cocaine and heroin in addition to the sale of all kinds of hard liquor. 

The owners and management of the Night club believe in the philosophy of catching them young, so they have placed at the entrance a magic metal material that attracts everybody who walks into or passes by the club. The huge magic metal material have been put on 20 inches walls at the entrance and a seemingly bluish light thrown onto it to create an illusion of a flowing waterfall coming from the top of the building to the entrance. A lot of people passing by see human beings walking in water and disappearing into oblivion. In fact it is a focal point of attraction to the youth who uses it as backgrounds to snap ‘selfie’ pictures and send to their relatives and friends abroad. These relatives and friends really believe that this cannot be found in Africa and yet Accra and Ghana have moved on the path of total development and there is no turning back.

The ground floor of Caprice Night Club is the discotheque, which is opened on weekends from Friday night until early Sunday morning, where the youth patronize to enjoy themselves with their loved ones. The first floor is the betting and gaming section, usually frequented by people who are seriously looking for money. While customers are busily enjoying the purpose upon which they came to the discotheque, the management of the Night club also used the opportunity to serve liquor, food and cigarettes as side attractions. 

In reality, Caprice Night Club is a great hide out for the city’s hardcore criminals and more often than not the police; uniformed and non-uniformed come there quite often to spy on hardened criminals, drug barons and many social miscreants, which inevitably lead to their arrest. There have been several instances where the police had clashed with the security personnel at the night club with the simple reason of the latter preventing the former from arresting a drug baron. 

A typical case happened a few years ago, when a drug baron, who has been on the police wanted list for years came to hide there. In the ensuing struggle amid firing of arms a policeman and three customers were killed. The government of the day closed the night club to assist in investigating the matter. However, it was only two years ago that the Caprice Night Club was opened with strict governmental instructions and guidelines to avoid future occurrence. When it opened, initially, people were skeptical to patronize the club even with a reduced price scheming strategy. It was not until the introduction of the magic metal machine and other new marketing strategies such as “ Come in pair for the price of One” were made known last year when the place started to boom.

Akwasi Densu, hand-in-hand with Esi, walks past the ticket checking desk. They submit themselves to a full total body scan. One of the two security guards uses a metal detector to run Akwasi’s body from hair to the sole of his Camp boots. He does the same to Esi before clearing them to pass. Akwasi is wearing a greyish short sleeve Polo shirt on Denim Jean trousers, while Esi has fling a black leather bag on her yellow T-shirt tucked onto a black short skirt. She stands on a pointed black stiletto shoe. It is a picturesque scene, when they walk through the entrance. Akwasi’s new white Nike Camp boot showcases in the magic metal material, present a Neil Armstrong figure-like walking on the surface of the moon for the first time in 1969. 

Akwasi’s physiques are on show; thereby making Esi feels safe. After all, she has a man who can stand toe to toe with any macho man on the planet. It is not about money, even though money is good. It is about handsomeness, honour, respect and power; these features Akwasi have them all. One day, Esi is certain her man will get a good job and make more money to make her feel secured. When that happens, she will be the best woman from Acherensua, and she will be the toast of all and sundry. Like what Julius Ceasar said in 47 BC, when he celebrated one of his quickest military victories, in his short war against Pharnaces II of Pontus at the Battle of Zela; she also came to Accra, saw it, and conquered it. She had conquered and captured her heart desire. It is just a matter of time when she will take her sweet heart to her home town Acherensua to introduce him to her people, she surmised!

They enter a very large floor, the size of about fifty feet by seventy feet, where a lot of people young and old, male and female expressing themselves by making movements with their feet, hands, head and twisting their bodies and waist to a very hot dancehall music made by Popular artists called Shatta Wale. The track is called ‘I’m Blessed’ from the album Green Times Mix tape.

SONG:	Mina Fear none na dem now, Ghetto youth never fear none, out of de four thousand sperms wey papa give jah, 
	A nee wind of race cumme bless, me no say mana bless when me step pon de step, me no say none na dem mi wonder why menaa sires, Music built inna me brain iyk some war machine, kpagagaga.
	Me noo say mana blessed, anywhere mi step mi telephone de man de bless, me noo say mana bless, me blessed, me tell dem again, me noo say mana bless, mana bless A long tym ni telephone de man de mi a bless, me noo say mana bless, mana bless so mina watch the rest, heeh heeh.
	Take me some if u knw say u nunu plea, chant a psalm, inna de morning make dem knw, say u are rich, team big, Dream big, Bigger Dan the sea, Turn ur way pon de God Almighty.

While the music is being played and the dance floor is full of dance enthusiasts,
Akwasi and his lover wriggle their way round the people, trying to find space
to either dance or sit. The aroma in the hall is indescribable: the closest one can say is an effusion of cigarette fumes, blend of beer, wine, local gins, human odour all mix together into a pungent scintillating flavour. They manage to find a small space, of which Akwasi seizes the opportunity to hold Esi’s waist and draws her closer to dance. The space is so small to do any meaningful antics, so he pulls her tightly close. Her soft body and piercing breasts touch his body, which sends some burning sensation through his spines. He begins to get arouse down his panties. Within a twinkle of seconds his penis is very hard, of which he uses to pinch her while dancing. Esi loves it because it sends signals to her brain nerves to measure the magic baby making machine she will be swallowing any time they make love. The two love birds are engrossed into total ecstasy, when the music ends. Some of the people continue to stay at the dance floor; clear indications that they want more, while others seek for chairs to sit at the fringes of the dance floor. Akwasi Densu pulls a chair for Esi to sit on at the right corner of the hall. He leaves for the counter.

AKWASI DENSU:	Barman, one beer and two bottles of Guinness. Open the beer and one of the Guinness for me.

Akwasi Densu hands some money to the bar tender and takes the drinks away. He goes to give the beer to Esi. He stands close to Esi because all the seats are occupied and begins to sip the Guinness from the bottle directly. Esi on the other hand drinks her with a straw sunk into the beer bottle. 

A musical track from good old Daddy Lumba, called “Theresa Abebresse” starts 
to play. People troop to the floor once again to dance.

Akwasi quickly picks one of the empty chairs and sits beside Esi. He drinks the whole Guinness in the bottle with three gulps. He opens the second Guinness bottle with the premolars at his right cheek. After sipping one quarter of its contents, he begins to feel a little bit tipsy. All this while, Esi’s beer bottle is three quarters full. He stealthily watches Esi and intermittently the dancers before breaking the silence. 

AKWASI DENSU:	Esi, my love! You do not look cheerful! Is anything the matter?

Esi turns to look at him quietly. She starts to blink her eyes very fast .Akwasi
leans forward towards her. He grabs her left hand and begins to stroke it gently.

ESI:	Hmm…Akwasi! I wish we have gone to a quiet and secluded place to discuss such issue. This place is too noisy and distractive.

AKWASI DENSU: 	What issue? My love! Do you want to dump me for those rich guys in town? Please, Esi, recall all the memories we shared together. I love you with all my heart. I cannot live without you and please I can assure you that it is just a matter of time for me to break the glass ceiling of wealth. I promise that I will make sure you and your extended family will not lack anything till you expire from the surface of the earth. Trust me!

Esi, even though at this time, is almost through with her beer, is mentally alert to know that her man is getting drunk, judging from the lengthy talks. Indeed, Akwasi has started making speeches like Cock Robbins and has to be tamed before things get out of hand.

ESI:	Akwasi, my love! What are you talking about? I have not said anything to you, but look at the long lectures you have given me.
	Anyway, I miss my flow last month.

AKWASI DENSU:	What is that supposed to mean, sweetheart?

ESI:	I think I am about one month pregnant.

AKWASI DENSU:	(Exclaims)
Eeeh! That means, we know how to do what our parents do best.
(Burst into uncontrollable laughter)
Beautiful, beautiful….. I am the man!

Akwasi lets go off Esi’s hand and beats his chest. He bends to place his ears at her stomach.

ESI:	Please, my love! Listen to me! You seem to be in cloud nine with the news. Under normal circumstance, that is how it is supposed to be. But our situation is not like that. You are not working. You do not have a room rather you are perching with your sister and husband. Look at my situation. I have just started doing ‘work and pay’ at your sister’s shop. How can we say we are procreating? To add injury to insults, we are not married. I have not introduced you to any of my family members. In fact, in my family, it is a disgrace to conceive before marriage and none of my elder siblings did that. So why me, the youngest?

AKWASI DENSU:	So, are you suggesting abortion? Well, for your information; it is a taboo in my family to abort a feotus. If you try, I bet you, you will not survive one minute to tell a story.

ESI:					What do we do then?

FADE OUT

FADE IN

Scene Fifty-Six

Fonseca Steel Works							EXT/MORNING

Steel is an alloy of Iron and other elements, primarily carbon that is widely used in construction and other applications because of its high tensile strength and low cost. Today, steel is one of the most common materials in the world with more than 1.3 billion tons produced annually. It is a major component in buildings, infrastructure, tools, ships, automobiles, machine, appliances and weapons. 

Steel was produced in Bloomery furnaces for thousands of years, but its extensive use began after more efficient production methods were devised in the seventeen century. However, it was not until the late 1970’s when some expatriates notably Indians established Steel companies in the Ghana. Fonseca Steel Works was started by Charles Fonseca, the son of an Indian Merchant, Pulet Fonseca in 1990.

Pulet Fonseca settled in the then country in 1947 as a Film distributor. He quickly built cinema houses in the capital and other major cities, where he distributed and shown popular cowboy films from Hollywood, German expressionist films, French film noir, Films made by Akira Kurosawa, the Japanese and the great Russian film maker Sergei Eisenstein. He later added Indian and Chinese films into his supply chain. Pulet controlled the Film Industry in the country and made a lot of money until his death in 1989. Actually, Pulet was able to build and expand his film distribution empire mainly because after Independence from the British, the country’s President set up a Film Industry Corporation as propaganda machinery. Even though the idea was to propagate his political ambitions and promote the culture, values and virtues of the new independent nation, he did not suppress the importation of foreign films, which invariably went a long way to adulterate the country’s culture and thereby whetting the people’s taste for foreign goods and services. 

After the death of his father, Charles saw the dwindling fortunes of cinema houses in the country: perhaps due to the emerging evolution of the information superhighway, which has come to redefine the way films are distributed globally. Being the only son of the great Indian business guru, he decided to diversify his late father’s wealth. It really made business sense to diversify so that he did not put all his inherited wealth in one basket. 

From 1990 up to date, Fonseca Steel Works has grown from a small retail steel vending shop into a large Steel Manufacturing power house, the largest in the country. Charles has inherited the genes that made Pulet a successful business guru. It runs through his veins, hence his astronomical rise into the Steel trade’s iconic figure within a short time. “Like father, like son”, the old adage says. 

Today, Fonseca Steel Works employ five hundred workers directly at headquarters and one thousand people indirectly across the country. The business strategy of the company is to keep the head small and expand the base, thereby reducing their total cost and spreading the average and marginal costs among the various private marketing distributors. Fonseca marketing and sales division identified private individuals with a shop or office space and a minimum amount of money as deposit. Fonseca gives training to them and supply the steel products on ninety days credit. Through such strategy Fonseca steel products are distributed throughout the whole country and it is even making inroads into neighbouring countries.

At its headquarters in Tema, the Industrial city of the country; Akwasi Densu toils as one of the three hundred loaders who run an eight hours’ shift system in order to meet the growing demand for Fonseca products. The first batch starts work exactly at seven o’clock in the morning and closes at two o’clock in the afternoon with thirty minutes break time. The next shift changes over from two in the afternoon up to nine in the night and the last shift also take over from nine to four in the morning. The machines are then switch off for three hours daily maintenance ready for the next day work. This routine work process is done every day with the exception of Sundays, where the machines are shut down for major maintenance and factory clean ups. 

The architectural design of Fonseca Steel Works is very unique: the main offices, Steel manufacturing plant, nail factory and the housing flats constructed to house the numerous expatriates workers are sited at the fringes of the five hundred acres of land that housed the company. The entire middle space of about two hundred and fifty acres is used as warehouse and loading points for the different types of steel products manufactured there. Every day the company dispatches close to two hundred articulated trucks full of steel products, which include iron rods, angular bars, H-angles, steel beams, wire gauzes, different types of steel and galvanized pipes and many other products manufactured by the company. 

This morning Akwasi Densu and his team of ten young men wearing head gears, long leather boots and hand gloves gather and assemble iron rods. They bend them for the forklift to load them onto a standby articulated truck. The boys are sweating profusely. All of a sudden, one of the company security guards enters the yard.

SECURITY GUARD:	Mr. Akwasi Densu! There is an old man at the canteen who said he is looking for his son Manuel Densu. I told him no one bears that name in this company, but his description points out to you. Please accompany me to the canteen for identification.

Akwasi Densu leaves what he is doing and accompanies the security guard. They leave frame. 







Scene Fifty-Seven

Fonseca Steel Works - Canteen					 INT/MID-DAY

Nana Addai is seated at a corner in the canteen, waiting patiently for his only begotten son. The security guard leads Akwasi Densu into the canteen. The canteen is usually silent thirty minutes away from lunch break. No one is expected to hover around the canteen before twelve thirty. But today is different for Akwasi because he has a visitor or else he will be suspended for one week without pay, if found loitering there before the lunch break. 

The overwhelming smell of banku with okro stew greets him as he enters the hall. He sees his father clad in traditional Africa cloth at the corner of the hall. His father on the other hand recognizes his son immediately he raises hs head. Akwasi runs toward his father, who at this time stands up waiting to be embraced. They hug at the amazement of the security guard and a few of the kitchen staff present.

NANA ADDAI:		(Happy)
				Akwasi, Akwasi, Akwasi…..My boy!

AKWASI DENSU:		(Exclaims)
				Paapa, yes, Paapa!

Akwasi Densu pulls one of the plastic chairs and sits close to his father. Nana Addai directs his attention towards the security guard.

NANA ADDAI:	Thank you very much. This is the son I am looking for. I am really grateful to you. May I know your name?

SECURITY GUARD:	Please do not mention! I am doing my work. My name is Jirikagyiri. I come from a town called Zuarungu in the Upper East of the country. 

NANA ADDAI:	I see! Anyway, thank you once again. Anytime I come here I will look for you.

Jirikagyiri leaves father and son alone. 

AKWASI DENSU:	Eeeih, Paapa! You are growing younger all the time instead of growing old. What is the secret and who told you I am working here?

NANA ADDAI: 	Wait a minute, my son! Which one should I answer first?

Akwasi smiles, while Nana Addai giggles.

AKWASI DENSU:	All of them. I am happy to see you. I hope all is well at home?

NANA ADDAI:	Okay, let me start from your last question. Indeed all is well with the family. Everybody is fine. They all greet you including your auntie Adwoa Dufie. How I manage to trace you, my son; it is a long story, which when I start will last a whole day. So for now suffice it to say that I have found you. In due course you will find out and appreciate how I was able to come here.
	Well my son the secret of my physique and good health is regular exercise, fresh natural foods including fruits and vegetables. I had never smoke cigarette or pot before. I drink moderately and finally sex is my hobby.

Nana Addai bursts into uncontrollable laughter and his son joins in. 

AKWASI DENSU:	Paapa, excuse me! Let me get you some food. It is almost lunch time. Luckily, today’s menu is your favourite banku and okro sauce.

NANA ADDAI:	That is okay, my son. I smell the sweet aroma of the food, the moment I cross the security gate. 

Akwasi Densu leaves for the food counter. The Cook picks two bowls and dish into each a ball of banku. She floods each bowl with some okro sauce prepared with tilapia, crabs and goat hide. Akwasi places the food on the table in front of his father. He goes to fetch water for both of them to wash their hands and pulls two sachets water from the fridge for them to drink. They begin to enjoy the food in silence.

NANA ADDAI:	Akwasi, take the water away. I prefer warm water to cold and refrigerated ones.

AKWASI DENSU:	Why, Paapa? After walking through this scorching sun, you need something cool to chill your sytem.

NANA ADDAI:	It is all a hoax, my son. The only thing you will get is a feeling of chill sensation inside you, but health wise it is dangerous to drink these refrigerated water and drinkables. It damages some of your organs and also prevents them from functioning properly.

AKWASI DENSU:	Okay, let me change them. 

Akwasi returns the iced satchet water and exhanges them for warm ones. He sits down to continue to eat his food.

NANA ADDAI:	Akwasi, my son! There is something bothering my mind all these while. (Pause) Tell me, why did you leave Akokoduro without my knowledge?

Akwasi Densu is baffled with his father’s question. He begins to search into his id to find out what is going on. He wonders whether his father has double personality. Is this not the same man who chased me out of Akokoduro with a gun and banished me from the land of my ancestors? Why is he asking me this question today? Maybe he has come here to test my pulses or probably hurt my sensibilities. Why is he looking for me at this time? Where are his wives who used spiritual means to demonize him and turn his mind against me, because I am the only son and heir apparent to the throne?

Akwasi stops eating and looks straight at Nana Addai’s eyes Tears begin to streak down his cheeks.

AKWASI DENSU:	So, Paapa, you mean you do not know why I left Akokoduro at gun point?

There is no response from Nana Addai. Father and son continue to eat in silence. Akwasi Densu finishes his food, but as tradition demands he has to sit and pose as if he is still eating waiting for his father to finish his meals as well. According to Akokoduro culture, woe betides a child or a younger person to finish eating and walks away in the presence of adults. Nana Addai completes his meal, washes his hand and wipes his hand and mouth with a napkin. Akwasi then washes his hand and cleans it with a napkin as well. 

NANA ADDAI:	Thank you, my son! I appreciate your kind reception. I am lodging at Opanyin Kwabena Krah’s house in Madina, a place called Lake Sorogho. When you get there just ask of the Piggery. That is Opanyin Krah’s house; brown gate. I will go back to Akokoduro tomorrow next. Please find time to see me before I leave.

AKWASI DENSU:	Okay, Paapa! I will try and see you this evening.

As Akwasi leads his father out of the canteen, they meet the chaos of hungry labourers, who rush into the canteen; fill the tables and chairs laid in neat rows.

The sound of chatter and laughter echoes through the hall. The canteen is where all the junior staff gets together at lunch time or breaktime and talk about issues importance; everybody queues up in a single file holding grey trays to collect their foods. The cook pours the slippery okro stew on a bowl of banku for each staff. After collecting the food, they go to sit down in their friend circles. One can hear the chewing of crabs and fish bones, crunching of goat hides and gulping of water. The food tastes the same everyday, even when there is a different menu and yet the workers love it because it is served free of charge. It is a corporate policy to supply one free meal for every worker irrespective of the shift. This is one of the reasons why Fonseca enjoys low labour turn over in the industry and it is the preferred choice for every Engineering or Allied Science graduate in the country in terms of job search. 

Nana Addai and his son go out to stand under a big mango tree outside the walls of the company to enjoy fresh air. At the back of the wall is the ladies rest room, and as the ladies were preparing to go for lunch, a girl trips and falls down exposing her panties. Akwasi watches gleefully but could not watch too much because he was shy of his father. The girl gets up, looks around to check whether somebody is watching. Akwasi quickly turns his face and pretends to be looking elsewhere. The girl hurriedly runs away. Akwasi shakes hands with his father as the latter departs. Akwasi turns to go through the gate back to the yard.

Scene Fifty-Eight

Opanyin Kwabena Krah’s House						EXT/NIGHT

Madina is one of the suburbs of Accra.  It is the capital of La-Nkwantanan-Madina Municipal Assembly. It is situated at the Eastern part of the city with a total population of over four hundred thousand residents, thereby given its Municipal status.  Indeed the city of Accra is divided into metropolitan, sub-metropolitan, municipal, district and local Assemblies for administrative purposes. This is actually done based on the population density as well as the size of the area; which more often than not qualifies an area to be given its Assembly status. Apart from the Municipal Assembly buildings sited within the market region, Madina can also boasts of absorbing museums, fine public monuments, modern businesses and commercial areas as well as busy market and tree-lined residential zones. The suburb is endowed with luxury as well as great value hotels, excellent restaurants and night clubs.  

A green and yellow “Nissan March” taxi negotiates the round about that surrounds the famous Lake Sorogho. The lake is famous because it was the first major clean up tasks performed by Alhaji Amadou Bukari Sorogho, when he became the Member of Parliament for Madina Constituency. Before he undertook the dredging exercise to clean the lake and turned it into a major tourist site, the lake was a dumping ground for refuse and night soil removers. To an ordinary resident, nobody knows how the lake came to settle there, but geographers believed that the lake was created years back by a fallen asteroid. The Madina Municipal Assembly’s inability to sink in money to develop the infrastructure at the lake site has thrown the place into a safe haven for prostitutes, pick pockets and drug pushers to ply their trade. Police patrols and sirens are common place in the vicinity, particularly during the dark nights. All in all, it is not a bad site for relaxation; particularly with the long benches fixed under many dwarf trees scattered round the lake and the pedestrian path constructed along the road that pass round the lake. It is, in effect, a scene to watch when you relax on one of the benches to view motorists tooting and negotiating the roundabout. 

The taxi joins Oguama Street and drives straight to a T-junction, of which it follows the left lane that points straight to a brown gate. The taxi pulls a stop in front of the gate and Akwasi Densu and Esi alight. Akwasi pushes to open the gate for they to enter.

DOGS:			(Barking)
				Wowww…..wow…..wow…woooooowww!

They walk along a paved concrete path; on both sides are large sty constructed to rear pigs. In between both left and right pigpens and the main house, where two kennels have been built on both sides to house two large dogs.  The dogs are chained during the day when people are in house working and unchained around twelve mid-night. They barked at the site or distractions of any moving creature. They are so dangerous in the night when they are unchained that Opanyin Krah has been dragged to Madina magistrate court on two occasions to defend himself why he is keeping such voracious creatures among humans. However, he has also put up a forceful defense that the dogs are his companions kept to protect his piggery business. There is a growing tension between Opanyin Krah and the Municipal Assembly because of these dogs and it is only a matter of time before it escalates into something else one more time. The good thing about these dogs is that no thief had dared to venture into the house. 

The dogs’ bark draws the attention of Opanyin Kwabena Krah, who comes out to stand in between the main entrance to the living room; purposely to check out for the intruder. Akwasi holds Esi’s hand and walk her to face Opanyin Krah at the entrance amid the dogs’ bark.

OPANYIN KWABENA KRAH:	Who am I seeing? Who is there? Kindly bring me my spectacles; perhaps my eyes are deceiving me! 

Opanyin Kwabena Krah attempts to ducks in an effort to find a place to hide like he has seen a ghost.

OPANYIN KWABENA KRAH:	Akwasi, Akwasi! My son, is that you?

AKWASI DENSU:	(Smiling)
	Yes Granpa! It is me!

	
OPANYIN KWABENA KRAH:	Come, come, come my boy! You are now a big boy. No, no, a big man! Indeed!

Opanyin Kwabena Krah opens his alms to receive Akwasi. After the embraced, he extends his right hand to Esi, who reciprocates the hand shake.

OPANYIN KWBENA KRAH:	My fair lady, how are you?

ESI:	Please I am fine!

OPANYIN KWABEANA KRAH:	(Shout)
	Nana Addai, Please come, come and see what my eyes are seeing! For, I have seen a ghost. Hurry or else I will run away!

NANA ADDAI:	(Off Screen)
	Prepare to die because I am not coming. Hahahahahahahahah…..!

OPANYIN KWABENA KRAH:	My fair lady and my prince, Akwasi, please come inside!

Akwasi and Esi follow Opanyin Kwabena Krah inside.

Scene Fifty-Nine

Opanyin Kwabena Krah’s House					    INT/NIGHT

They enter the hall to join Awo Sister, the wife of Opanyin Kwabena Krah; Nana
Addai, Okyeame Pataku and Opanyin Kwabena Kwakye; who are already seated.
Opanyin Kwabena Krah also walks to sit on a chair reserved solely for him. He signals Akwasi and Esi to sit down on a two-seated sofa, placed directly opposite where he is sitting. 

It is a very spacious hall, with an adjoin dinning that leads to a kitchen. On the 
walls are fitted two beautiful paintings of Picasso and Michelangelo. There are
also family portraits of Opanyin Kwabena Krah, his wife and three children. In 
between every chair stands a coffee table and an artificial flower pot, whereas at
the centre of the hall is placed a glass centre table to add a touch of bourgeois to
the décor. 

Indeed, Opanyin Kwabena Krah is a lover of the art. He started his adult life as
the first director of the country’s first Art College, The National Art Institute. It is
here that the country’s largest Art Museum is situated. Opanyin Kwabena Krah
was among the young scholars who were sent abroad to be trained in various 
Institutions of higher learning, when the country gained Independence from the
British in 1957. Many of his compatriots failed to return to their home country
after their studies and opted to enjoy the higher standard of living in their host 
countries.

But Opanyin Kwabena Krah returned home in 1965 to help build the new independent nation. He was employed at the Ministry of Information for three years before seconded to the new National Art Institute, when it was established
in 1968. By dint of hard work, young Krah rose through the ranks to become the first director, when the British handed over the running of the Institution to the locals. He therefore steered the affairs of the School until his retirement ten years ago and took to the rearing of pigs; first as pastime and now commercial venture. 

Opanyin Kwabena Krah behaved like many African intellectuals, who were lucky to be transferred from their simple crude lifes in the villages to the city, where they replaced the British white-collar officers after the country gained independence in 1957. After their studies and working lifes, these new African elites refused to retire and settle down in their villages; rather they built their plush houses in the cities and relocated. They never sent their children back home to the villages they came from. This has brought many untold hardships to their immediate families after their deaths. There had always been a conflict between the immediate families and the extended families after their deaths.

There is a story of a man who ran away from his village and vowed not to go back or sent his wife or children back home again because he feared that the villagers will use “juju” or witchcraft to kill or destroy him. He acquired a lot of properties both movable and unmovable in his foreign land. None of his children knew their father’s hometown or even relatives except by name. When the man died, his corpse was sent to his roots but the people refused to allow it to be buried until all debts and rituals are performed. In fact the man’s wife and children were subjected to very inhuman treatments including seizing all the man’s acquired properties of which the courts of the land could not salvage them.

As tradition demands, Akwasi Densu gets up followed by Esi to greet his elders including his father. This is done by shaking their hands one by one starting from his right side. After they had finished, they goes to sit down. Awo Sister fetches two sachets water from the fridge which is at the kitchen, places them on a tray and serves the visitors to quench their thirst.She did not serve the others because they were already deep into some pints of schnapps. 

OPANYIN KWABENA KRAH:	Akwasi, my Prince! Our elders say that even though we know your mission, yet customs require that you tell us. After all, when you wake up in the morning to find a cock chasing you; you have to run for your dear life, because you did not know that it has developed teeth overnight, a wise man once said. What chased you to this place?

Akwasi Densu gets up from his seat and makes obeisance to his elders.

AKWASI DENSU:	My elders, I greet you once again! Actually, I am here this night to welcome my father and to introduce my fiancée to him.

Akwasi Densu sits down.

OPANYIN KWABENA KRAH:	Congratulations, Akwasi! You have never stopped to amaze me since you were a child. It is a good thing that you have found your lost ribs so early in life. The good book preaches that he who finds a wife finds a good thing.

Nana Addai, Okyeame Pataku and Opanyin Kwabena Kwakye look at Akwasi and Esi with keen interest. Opanyin Kwabena Krah takes a quick glance at them and thence to Akwasi and Esi. 

OPANYIN KWABENA KRAH:	……Akwasi, your father and the elders of Akokoduro know the harm they have inflicted upon your young body……..

Akwasi quickly gets up.

AKWASI DENSU:	Opanyin and my elders gathered here, it is a taboo and untraditional for a father to ask a son for forgiveness.

Opanyin Kwabena Krah surprisingly turns to look at the reaction of Nana Addai.

OPANYIN KWABENA KWAKYE:	Oh, Akwasi my son! What a wise king you will be one day! Time and destiny will tell! I ask for the blessings from our ancestors, the god of Densu and all the gods of Akokoduro to guard and guide you, Akwasi.

OKYEAME PATAKU:	May your beautiful fiancée give us another wise boy to inherit you one day?

All along Nana Addai is tapping his feet on the ground.

NANA ADDAI:	I swear by the royal stool bequeath to me by my ancestors that today is an oath to me! I am also convinced beyond reasonable doubt that the future of Akokoduro is secured. Akwasi, my son! I will go home with you and my future daughter--in-law. Now Okyeame, bring the schnapps for us to pour libation to thank our forefathers for protecting Akwasi and save passage back home.

Okyeame Pataku takes a bottle of schnapps pours full into a medium sized glass.
He lowers his cloth to his shoulders; removes his right leg from his native sandals
and steps on it. 

OKYEAME PATAKU:	Onyankopon Tweaduapong Kwame, the supreme shining God who is like a tree or plank on whom we can always be supported.

ALL THE ELDERS:	(Weah!) Listen!

OKYEAME PATAKU:		 Drink Alcohol! 

Okyeame Pataku pours a bit of the drink on the ground.

OKYEAME PATAKU:	The Mother Nature Earth; the gracious woman who was born on Thursday. Drink Alcohol!
ALL THE ELDERS:			(Weah!) Pay attention to our plea!

Okyeame pours more drink on to the floor.
OKYEAME PATAKU:	The great river god, Densu, who has stood behind us and protected us all throughout generations, come and drink!
Okyeame pours on the ground some more drinks.
OKYEAME PATAKU:	Nana Ansa Sasraku, the brave leader who brought us from ancient Mali to this land; Obaapanyin Ama Sireboe and all our ancestors who have gone before us: I call one, I call all. We hold no evil in calling you today. It is all good omens and for the sake of the land and stool, you bequeathed to us! We shall also pass on to our children and grand children. Today, you have brought to us one of our sons, Akwasi Densu and his fiancée. Indeed, he is not just a son but also the future king to sit on the Akokoduroman stool. This stool is the most precious gift you handed over to us, that binds us together as a people. We thank you very much for guarding and guiding him through his travels to foreign lands. We are taking him back home. We pray that you will protect and send them safely to their destination. We invite you to come home regularly to participate in all the activities that will go on hencewith, so that it will end well. In view of these come and partake in this alcoholic drink!
ALL THE ELDERS:	(Weah!) Listen!
Okyeame Pataku empties the contents of the glass onto the floor. He replenishes the glass, drinks some, and spits out the rest. He then passes the glass and the schnapps round the room for everybody to taste including Akwasi and Esi.

Scene Sixty

Police Training School - Recruitment Centre				EXT/DAY

This is a two-day Police Recruitment Exercise organized by the Country’s Police Service to enlist young men and women under the ages of twenty-five and in possession of a minimum of West African Secondary School Certificates into the service. It is a biennial programme and this particular batch attracted five thousand applicants of which only two hundred will be selected to undergo an eighteen months training course at the same Police Training School. 

Before today, Akwasi Densu and all the other five thousand applicants had gone 
through various rigorous recruitment processes designed for would-be law
enforcement officers to narrow the field of applicants  and to advance only those who are most qualified. 

The process started about six weeks ago, when an advertisement appeared in the tabloids, online and broadcast media inviting interested parties to purchase initial Application forms and answer pre-screening questionnaires, which was meant to elicit applicants’ interest and eligibility in the Police Service. Based on the review of these information, Akwasi Densu and the other thousands of candidates are invited to participate in the subsequent recruitment processes.

One by one the applicants alight at the security gate of the Tesano Police Training School, where a picturesque signage stands to welcome new trainees to the National Police Training School at Tesano, a suburb of the capital, Accra.

Manuel Akwasi Densu has stashed at his back a ruck sac; the contents are few shirts, trousers, toiletries, training kits and some items to last for two days, begins his journey of five kilometers from the main gate to the main campus by walking through thickets of mangrove and teak bushes. There are no signs of buildings in sight. The serene atmosphere along the road is sometimes disturbed by some bird chirps and friendly sparrows squawking. On a quiet day, one would be frightened to ply on this road, but today there are many people going to the Training School for the same purpose. The law enforcement agencies of which the Police is one of them is not a place for the faint hearted, but men and women of courage. Therefore, the young men and women soldier on towards their dream of becoming Police Officers.  

The Tesano Police Training School is recognized as one of the best of its kind in the world. The school offers various programmes for both senior and junior police staff as well as recruits in the sub-continent. The facilities serve 500 faculty and 2000 students for all police training programs in the country. The exterior of the two hundred thousand acres of land that housed the School is walled; with only two gates that go in and out to ward off encroachers. Only one-third of this vast land has been utilized, whereas the remaining has been left to overgrown for future expansions. The architectural design configures the instructional space into two wings. A 3-storey administrative area connects the wings and houses 500 seats auditorium, with 100 classrooms, 50 teaching laboratories, 3 learning resource centres, 8 conference rooms and 500 offices. The training was designed to meet the needs of the most current technology and accommodate future electronic communication technology requirements.

Akwasi and the rest of the applicants were received at the entrance to the winged three-storeyed building. 

POLICE CONSTABLE:	Good morning, ladies and gentlemen. On behalf of the Inspector General of Police, I welcome you to The National Police Training School at Tesano. The time is eight o’clock in the morning and I, Constable Jupiter Alabi ushers you all in to a two-day recruitment exercise. Now listen to me with rapt attention, since I will not repeat myself. The exercise is in nine parts and each and everyone is mandated to participate in it. At the end of each exercise, those who fall below the expected standard will be dropped and asked to go home without progressing to the next stage of the exercise. 
	The first exercise is three-hour written examination or entrance test. It is a standardized test used to assess the general aptitude about life and does not require any specific knowledge about law enforcement. It is designed to test your reading, comprehension, memory, problem solving or judgment and writing skills.
	The second activity is a one-hour Video examination, where applicants will watch a scenario and provide verbal response that is rated and scored. The essence is to test your interpersonal and judgment skills.
	From then, you will change into your white t-shirts and black shorts for physical fitness and ability test. It is not the usual physical education exercise you are used to, but it is designed to test your fitness through structured activities that assess your strength, endurance, and cardiovascular health. There is also job simulation test designed to measure your ability to perform certain jobs specific tasks like running stairs, dragging weight or climbing walls. 
	I must warn you that a thorough background check has been conducted on each one of you here to ensure that you do not have any personal or professional issues that would preclude you from being enlisted into the Ghana Police Service. Work has already started to review your employment history, character references, academic records, residency history, criminal past, and credit account. As part of tomorrow’s medical history examination, where your height, weight, vision, hearing, chest x-ray, blood test, urine test, blood pressure, electrocardiogram and screening test for illegal drugs will be conducted, an investigation in finger print check is eminent. 
	Before the close of tomorrow, you will go through, what I termed Polygraph and psychological testing. The polygraph is a lie detector to verify the information you submitted through the application process, while the psychological test measures your mental fitness to handle the job.
	Finally, you will appear before an oral board of ten senior Police officers face to face. This is an opportunity given to you to discuss your qualifications and gauge your fit for the job. You may be evaluated on your general appearance and demeanor, communication skills, understanding and interest in policing as well as your response to questions and scenarios.
	Rising bell rings at 4:00 AM; breakfast served at 8:00 AM; Lunch at 14:30 PM: Supper at 18:00 PM and Bedtime at 22:00 PM. 
	In the three-storeyed administrative building behind me, there are 100 classrooms. Each classroom accommodates 50 students, given us 5000 students. Each applicant’s name and index number has been placed on a seat. When I mention your name, please leave your bag on the verandah, and enter the classroom. Everything you may need for the test has been provided. Just go in! Good luck and God help you! Now listen to your names………………

Scene Sixty-One

Room						INT/DAWN

This is a small room that has a bed, wardrobe, one three-in-one sofa and a small table with television setplaced on it. Esi is seated on the floor with a cloth tied around her upper torso. She has her three-month old baby girl on her laps. She is breastfeeding her. Akwasi Densu is still lying on the bed quietly gazing at the ceiling.

ESI:	Akwasi, my love! Why are your eyes going round in cycles? I have told you to stop worrying yourself with unnecessary thinking. After all, the baby is just three months old. Let her wean a little bit; perhaps a year, by that time, you might have gotten a job, which will enable you prepare well to go and see my parents for my marriage rites.  Nobody will do anything untoward to harm you. In any case, you have not killed anyone: To bring forth a child or impregnate an adult is not a crime. This reminds me of a dream I had today. 

AKWASI DENSU:	Esi, you seem not to understand the issue at stake. I have not married you. Secondly, I do not know any of your relatives. Thirdly, you are carrying my child. Legally or traditionally, I have stolen you and cheated your parents, who had catered for you up to this stage. Before I will be allowed to perform any marriage rites, I will be asked to pay a penalty or fine to pacify your parents, gods and your entire family; not to mention the insults I will receive from your people. More often than not, in such circumstances, it is very difficult to convince an elder to accompany me to meet your people. Anyway, the harm has already been done. I cannot turn back the wheel of time. It is only a man who swallows a bitter pill. So I have to carry my cross with me.

Akwasi gets up from the bed to sit at the edge. He placates the baby’s cheeks gently.

AKWASI DENSU:	Little one! Do not worry. I will legally marry your mother, Okay! Now, Esi, tell me about your dream?

ESI:	Oh, Akwasi! Hmmm…..It is nothing so serious. I dreamt about you going to work at a very reputable company as the Accountant. However, you were naked to your panties and holding your briefcase. In the dream, I saw people looking at you with keen interest without uttering any word to you. When I saw you, I tried to chase you up with a shirt and trousers, but l was disrupted by the early church bell. I woke up to realize it was a dream.

AKWASI DENSU:	So, what is the meaning of such dream? I tell you what? This is what is called “Ondinonk”. The secret desire of the soul manifested in a dream. Hahahahahaha……………!

ESI:	Please, dear, stop laugthing! You always make light of everything. God in his infinite wisdom speaks to mankind through dreams and other means like trance and sometimes visions. When God reveals to us in a dream, it means he wants to redeem. I am truly convinced that, you have passed the enlistment entrance examinations and have been recruited into the Police Service. Trust me, my love. Now, come and let us pray for the good aspects of the dream to manifest into reality.

AKWASI DENSU:	Halleluiah, Hurray! Women, women… they always allow their hearts to lead them instead of their head. Prophetess Esi has prophesied through a dream. Believe it or not, it will definitely come to pass. Let us pray!

Esi places the baby on the bed, covers her with a sheet up to her face and joins Akwasi to kneel down in front of the bed. With their eyes closed and hands clasped together, the two begins to pray.

AKWASI:	Gracious and most merciful God who art in heaven, hallowed be your name, your kingdom come down to Earth; forgive us our sins and bless us in all our dealings in this material world. You have blessed our young family with this beautiful girl. What else can we ask for again? Wisdom, knowledge, job and money!  What we are asking for today is a job in the Ghana Police Force and money to take good care of this beautiful girl and also to legitimize our union? We pray that the dream you have reveal to my better half, Esi should manifest itself in reality for all to see your power and wonders. It is not by our might or by our strength, but by your spirit, grace and mercy. Lord, let the good aspect of the dream prevail and cancel all the negative aspects that will drag us into oblivion. We pray that all pits and snares dug and prepare respectively for me Akwasi Densu, my sweet Esi and darling little gift you have given us by our enemies and detractors should roll back to sender for them to taste their own bitter pills. We ask these and many more through your son Jesus Christ, the name above all names, whom you sent down to this world to die a disgraceful death because of our sins.

AKWASI DENSU AND ESI:(Together)
 Amen.       



Scene Sixty-Two

Police Training School - Notice Board					EXT/DAY

The National Police Training School at Tesano, a suburb of the Capital, Accra has a flexible and technologically advanced learning environment that is safe, healthy, comfortable, aesthetically pleasing and accessible to students, staff and the public. It has modern facility that is able to accommodate the specific space and equipment needs of the programme and curriculum, they offer. One of these facilities is the giant sized 9 metres by 6 metres landscaped LED television notice board mounted prominently in front of the Administrative Building. The LED notice Board operates eighteen hours and rests for six hours. On this particular day, Akwasi Densu and many of this year’s applicants who participated in the recent enlistment entrance examinations have thronged themselves around the giant LED television notice board as early as 6:00 AM to check their names and to find out whether they have been admitted into the Police Service. They waited until 9:30 AM, when the first batch of the enlisted names start rolling. 

The announcement informing the nation about the release of the Police Service admitted candidates appeared in the media last week. It stated that those who have been admitted would receive their appointment letters and requirements for training through the post. However, out of anxiety, Akwasi Densu and some of the candidates rush to the Training School to check their names on the Notice Board. At number one hundred and ten, the name Manuel Akwasi Densu slowly rolls on sight. Akwasi sees his name, but cannot contain his excitement. He jumps and throws his fisted right hand into thin air.

AKWASI DENSU:	Hurray! I made it! God, you are so good; you are wonderful, you are excellent……

Akwasi begins to whistle the words, “Lord, you are so good, you are wonderful, you are excellent……” This attracts the attention of some of the candidates standing by. Some come to shake hands with him, while others pat his back and or shoulders; all signaling one thing.

CANDIDATES STANDING BY:	Congratulations, Bro! Well done!

FADE OUT

FADE IN





Scene Sixty-Three

Police Training School - Reception						INT/DAY

Akwasi Densu, hair cut down, neatly dressed, together with Esi and their daughter walks briskly into the room, which is tagged “Reception”. At the reception counter is seated, a male police Deputy Commissioner, who receives Akwasi and his family into the Police Training School.

DCOP:		(Hoarse Voice)
My friend, where is your admission letter?

Akwasi and Esi are petrified by their first encounter with the DCOP and express surprise in their faces. Akwasi rummages through his small hand bag and brings out the admission letter. He hands it over to the Deputy Commissioner of Police. 

AKWASI DENSU:		Good day, Sir!

The DCOP checks and reads through the letter. He enters the information into the system through a desktop computer sitting on a table in front of him. 

DCOP:	Is the woman following you also coming for training with the baby?

AKWASI DENSU:	No sir!


DCOP:		Hey, woman! Go back!

Esi and the baby nervously pull back and sadly hands over Kwasi’s luggage 
and some money to him. He waves at him and quickly leaves the room with
her baby. 

DCOP:		Mr. Densu, follow me to your lodging room.

The Deputy Commissioner of Police marches Kwasi out of the reception.

Scene Sixty-Four

Police Training School - Administration				EXT/MORNING

Akwasi Densu is among the two hundred fresh recruits admitted into the National Police Training School at Tesano. Today is their first day under training. They are required to spend eighteen months to study Police operations in areas such as report writing, patrol procedures, investigations, traffic accidents, emergency vehicle operations and Basic first Aid. They will also learn defensive tactics, firearms skills, use of force and non-lethal weapons. The curriculum includes ethics and integrity, health and fitness, communications, professionalism, stress prevention management and legal education, which encompasses criminal, constitutional, traffic, juvenile justices and law procedures.

During the orientation, Akwasi and his batch mates are taking through every aspect of their training support spaces, which are very important for their training needs and upkeep for the next eighteen months. A typical example is the Business Station that allows students to carry out some business functions during their training sessions.

Large sized Classrooms designed for lectures and Auditorium, equipped with partitions to create smaller training venues are located on the first floor of the 3-storey winged building near the main vehicle parking facilities.

There are multiple purpose medium-sized instructions rooms, which depending upon the seating configurations, may accommodate lecture style instructions or encourage interactions in the form of roundtable decisions and teleconferences. Sometimes, these small partitions are used as Seminar Rooms to accommodate small number of people within close proximity.

There are also audio-visual equipped rooms for films and internet based instructions as well as Computer Training rooms with computer training workstations and internet access for each student.

Apart from the above-mentioned facilities, there are also available user support spaces to help trainees feel at home. For example, trainee storage spaces where lockers, coat closets or cubicles are provided for temporary possession storage.

Library or quiet reading room with study cubicles, observation rooms or spaces adjacent to classrooms for simultaneous translations of instructions into a second language; business stations, where computers with internet access, phones and fax machines for trainees to quickly connect with their family; convenience store, book store and a central location for building directory schedules and general information are all provided and Akwasi and his mates are taken round to inspect these facilities at the orientation session.

Scene Sixty-Five

Police Training School – Under a mango tree				EXT/DAY

Nana Addai and Akwasi Densu stand under a mango tree near the School’s games pitch. It is a first class sporting facility with football, athletic tartan tracks, swimming pool, basketball court, lawn tennis court; indoor table tennis room, boxing ring as well as badminton, volleyball, netball and handball pitches all incorporated under one roof. It is a national asset. Ten years ago, when the nation hosted the prestigious All African Games, the National Police Training Sporting ground was used to host some of the games, which included swimming, boxing and badminton. 

NANA ADDAI:		(Softly)
………..But Akwasi, when did you join the Police Service? You never gave me a hint about it, my son.

AKWASI DENSU:	Paapa, I have been here for the last fifteen months. Really, I just wanted it to be a surprise for the entire family. In fact, I have been wondering how you managed to keep track of my movements and developments.

Nana Addai looks directly at his son for a while. From the looks at his face, it is evident that, Nana Addai is not satisfied with the answer Akwasi gave him.

NANA ADDAI:	No, no no….! I do not think that is the real reason. Akwasi, Akwasi….you still have not find a place in your heart to forgive me.

AKWASI DENSU:	No, Paapa! It is not like that.

Nana Addai removes some monies from his purse and puts it back at his back pocket.

NANA ADDAI:	How do you support yourself here?

AKWASI DENSU:	Esi, my little good companion has been doing everything for me from here sewing business.

NANA ADDAI:	I see. Anyway, I will leave you for now. Just take this money to support yourself.

Nana Addai stretches his hand to give the money to Akwasi Densu, but the latter withdraws his hand. Akwasi shakes his head to decline the offer.

NANA ADDAI:	Akwasi, I say take it!

AKWASI DENSU:	No, Paapa, I do not need money for now.

NANA ADDAI:	Take it, my son!

AKWASI DENSU:	(Soliloquizing) 
	If he insists, I can take it and use it to buy the Police criminal code handbook.

Akwasi Densu collects the money from his father.

AKWASI DENSU:	Thank you very much, father.

DISSOLVE

Scene Sixty-Six

Duty Post- Bungalow							EXT/NIGHT

Akwasi and his batch upon completion of their training at the Academy, go on field training as the final component where they are paired with a Training Officer and send out to duty post at various places in the country including Bank Buildings, Bungalows and many other public and private premises or sometimes patrol on streets and or set barrier blocks at major roads. The graduand recruits are sent on a daily Rota through different shifts; day and night and weekends and week days for eight weeks. 

The duty post roster forms part of the grading system of the recruits’ training. In 
years past, many recruits failed to graduate because they did not make the grade at the duty post. In view of that, the recruits are advised to take this particular exercise seriously. 

On this particular night in the month of September, prior to Akwasi’s graduation in December, he is send to the Bungalow of the Chief Director of the Ministry of Local Government, Dr. Kafui Kokroto in the Northern hills of Accra. A Police Jeep vehicle driven by Constable Jupiter Alabi drives into the compound to drop Akwasi Densu. He alights and carries along a small bag that contains a bottle of water, some biscuits, a tissue, a can of Energy drink and a loaf of bread; Constable Alabi drives away to drop other recruits at various check points. 

Akwasi wears navy blue jumper, black trousers and boots to protect him from the vagaries of the Accra night weather and the nuisance of Anopheles mosquitoes, which cause the dreaded malaria in the tropics. 

Deep into the night, Akwasi’s eyes droop and he begins to doze off. He searches his bag for the Energy thirst-quencher. After some sips he begins to stay alert briefly before his face shows signs of pain. He stoops low, holds his stomach and squeezes it. He pushes his right hand into his bag and struggles to remove some of the tissues. He rushes out of sight. 

Few minutes after Akwasi leaves scene, another police car drives into the bungalow and stops. A duty officer alights. He walks gingerly round the bungalow, comes back to sit in the car and drives away.  

Akwasi rushes back to resume duty with no knowledge of the presence of the Police duty Officer or vehicle.

FADE OUT

FADE IN

Scene Sixty-Seven

Police Training School - Cell							INT/DAY

The Daily Report Book (DRB) is placed on a desk in an open room preceding the cell or Counter Back, where recalcitrant recruits are dumped for punishment. It is the same Open room adjoined to the cell, where the Police Duty Post officer, usually called Provo sits to enter records of occurences at the station. Any body found culpable of any offence is push into the cell straight away.

Akwasi Densu takes advantage of the absence of the Provo to enter the Open room to sign the Daily Report Book. He finishes signing the DRB and turns to leave but instantaneously the Provo appears and grabs him by the hand.

PROVO:	Mr. M.A. Densu, you have been charged for desertion yesterday.

Akwasi Densu is shocked and appears speechless. The Provo opens the adjoin cell and pushes him inside. The Provo comes back to sit on his desk to write his report.

While inside the cell, Akwasi begins to ponder about the nature of the cell or the counter back. It has a single door and the walls are made from bricks. The door is equipped with a sliding hatch to give the Duty Post officer or Provo in charge, the opportunity to observe the prisoners inside the cell. This cell is approximately 6 feet by 8 feet dimension and it is equipped with heavy-duty door locks, which can only be opened from the outside. The different fixtures and furnishings available are designed in such a way that they can be broken so easily. Particularly there is a stainless steel lavatory anchored firmly on the wall to prevent prisoners from making weapons and also to reduce vandalism inside the cell. 

A close shot of a wall clock hanged above the head of where the Provo is seated. Provo swings his head 180° to look at the clock. It reads 11: 10 AM. He confirms it with his wrist watch, before leaving his seat. He opens the heavy-duty counter back door to bring Akwasi out. He handcuffs the latter’s wrists close together.

PROVO:	Mr. Densu, I am marching you to the Commanding Officer’s Office for the necessary action to be taken against you.	

AKWASI DENSU:	Please, Sir! I beg you forgive me. I did not desert post. I went to ease myself. 

PROVO:	Okay, you went to ease yourself. Where is the proof? In the Police Service, evidence is the game. Did you record it in your Daily Outing Report? In the law enforcement agency, there is nothing like second chance. Whatever offences you commit have its corresponding punishment assign to it. The only leeway available to you is a reduced punishment or a mitigated punishment. Let us go!

The Provo leads Akwasi out of the open room and attempts to climb the stairs that points to the corridors of the Commanding Officer’s Office.

Scene Sixty-Eight

Police Training School – Commanding Officer’s Office		INT/DAY

The Police Training School’s Commanding Officer is seated comfortably in his office, together with four other senior officers with the ranks of Deputy Commissioners and above. The Provo and Akwasi enter the office. Akwasi salutes
the senior officers and continue to stand silently for his fate, while the Provo stands behind him. The commanding Officer and the other panelists watch him silently. The panelist trade glances at each other.

COMMANDING OFFICER:	What a handsome recruit we have here? Hey young man, where did you say you come from?

AKWASI DENSU:	Akokoduro, sir!


COMMANDING OFFICER:	Oh, just, this Akokoduro in the Eastern Region. I see! I started my Police career there. That was years back; probably you were not born then. In any case, why did you desert post?

AKWASI DENSU:	Sir, I did not vacate post. I just went to the loo.


COMMANDING OFFICER:	In the Service, the catch phrase is duty before self. Remember that during parade grounds at state functions, you are not supposed to abandon the function to attend to nature’s call. It is all part of the training, you are undergoing.

The Commanding Officer turns his attention towards the Provo. 

COMMANDING OFFICER:	So long as I sit in here as the Commanding Officer of this Training Depot and Trying Judge, my spirit will not permit me to dismiss this young man.

The commanding Officer directs his gazed into vacuum.

COMMANDING OFFICER:	(Echo)
	I cannot, never……………………!

The Commanding Officer comes back to himself.

COMMANDING OFFICER:	Now Provo, take this young man back for him to continue his training. For his punishment, put him in the cells for twenty four hours and discharge him.

PROVO:	.Yes, sir!

The Provo salutes the officers and takes Akwasi away.

DISSOLVE

Scene Sixty-Nine

Police Training School – Parade Ground					INT/DAY

This year’s graduation ceremony is scheduled to come off at 31st December and it is the one hundred and fiftieth graduation ceremony since the National Police Training School or Academy at Tesano was established. Traditionally, the parade ground is a very large space in front of the three-storey winged Administration block, which is used as car park for visitors and staff on a normal working day. It is big enough to accommodate all the students, staff and guests to the ceremony plus their cars. They are estimated to be in the circa of fifty thousand people. In preparation towards this year’s graduation ceremony canopies have been mounted all round. A big dais to accommodate the Academic staff and Guest speaker has also been constructed and chairs arranged neatly according to seating arrangements of groupings. 

At 7:00 AM on the fateful 31st December, all the 200 graduands, including Manuel Akwasi Densu, are neatly dressed in their academic gowns. They march on in a row of four to the Administration block to register and thence go to sit down in their allocated seats at the parade ground. The graduands listens attentively to the ceremony staff, as the latter provides a briefing to them.

MASTER OF CEREMONY: Please if you have any question, ask or you shall 
				forever keep silence.		

The master of ceremony stands patiently for some time and then leaves the graduands. 

Twenty minutes to the commencement of the programme, the whole parade ground is choked with students and guests. Esi is seen carrying her little daughter at her back, walks in the company of Janet and the other five apprentices at Janet’s seamstress shop. They find a seat in the front row, directly opposite where Akwasi is sitting. Intermittently, Akwasi and Esi’s eyes meet; and the two love-birds smiles at each other. Sometimes Akwasi will give her a wink.

Akwasi is neatly dressed in his graduation dress which have brought out his physique; and in Esi’s mind, she visualizes how lucky she has been to be the better half of this handsome royal. What else do I need in this world? She questioned herself. With such thoughts raceing through her mind, she begins to build strong love for her man and in extension the love stretches to her young daughter. They sit down quietly to watch proceedings.  

MASTER OF CEREMONY:	The programme begins now and I humbly request all graduands, students and guests to stand up to receive the Academic Precession.

TheAcademic procession enters the parade ground in the following order: The Director of the Police Training School and his two deputies lead the procession, followed by the President of the Republic, who happens to be the Guest Speaker flanked by the Inspector General of Police and then the lecturers in that order. All the graduands, guests and members of the academic procession remain standing until the Director of the School and the President of the Land are seated. Graduands and guests sit down for the Director’s welcome address.

DIRECTOR OF THE SCHOOL:	The Guest Speaker for today’s graduation ceremony, His Excellency the President of the Republic and your cabinet, Members of Parliament, The Chief Justice and Members of the Judiciary, Members of the Diplomatic Corps, Traditional rulers and Cultural Leaders, Religious leaders, Senior Security Officers, Our friends from the Media, Parents and Guardians of the Graduands, Ladies and Gentlemen,
I welcome you to the National Police Training School at Tesano to witness the passing out of the 150th  Police Recruit graduation Ceremony.
This has been the most intensed and rigorous 18 months training course the school has embarked since its inception. The aim is to combat the sophisticated nature of crime presented to us through globalization, in particular cyber crime associated with information, communication, technology and its concomitant drivers like the Internet. The Internet pierced us with a two edged dagger. It offers the world with a whole wide of opportunities and yet it is there also our detractors are using to undermine our system through Internet fraud, which present to us a whole lot of security issues. 
We therefore need to strengthen and build the confidence of our graduands ahead of their policing career, which starts today. 
About two years ago more than 5000 applicants started this journey, but only 200 are being graduated with certificates today. Of these fine graduands, fifty of them are females and the rest are males. Like the Biblical Parable of the Sower, some of them fall off along the way and in the end only few are chosen to confront the arduous tasks ahead. They have expressed high levels of hard work and discipline. The course covered all areas of policing like law enforcement, armoury and rifle handling, police duties and procedures, Health education, Drills and parade to mention just a few.
On this note I wish to thank the lecturers of the Police Training School, Visiting Professors and all resource persons who have been regularly giving lectures to help prepare these young men and women. I thank the Inspector General of Police and the police admiistration for the support given to this course.
The school continues to support strongly the economy of the country in general, the city of Accra and the suburb of Tesano residents and beyond in many ways, particularly in purchasing of commodities and providing social services like medical, police patrols, traffic directing and management.
Let me end by advising the outgoing students to go out to discharge and perform their police work with discipline, integrity and hardwork. Know your mission and at all times be driven by the ideology and remember that it is here at Tesano that it all begun. Be good ambassadors of the schoo! Thank you.

The president of the academic board, who doubles as the Registrar of the school
stands up to go to the podium.

REGISTRAR:	All graduands should be upstanding. I call upon the Director of the School to stand up and admit the graduands for their respective Certificates.

The Director then confers the awards to the graduands.

DIRECTOR OF THE SCHOOL:	On the endorsement of the President of the Academic board, I award these certificates to the candidates. On behalf of the President of the Academic Board, I offer my congratulations to all graduands who are passing out today.

REGISTRAR:	At this juncture, the graduands have now become graduates of the Police Training School. I humbly ask the graduates to be seated.

MASTER OF CEREMONY:	It is time for the graduates to stand up once again, file out of your seating row and move towards the dais. Please remember to take your graduate presentation card with you. This card should be handed over to the Presenter at the lectern. Wait at the lectern until your name is announced before you walk across the dais. 
When facing the Director, gently shake his hand with your right hand; take your cylinder in your left hand. Your photograph will be taken when you are shaking hands with Director. After that, walk straight ahead to exit off stage.

One by one the graduates’ names are announced and one by one they walk through the process, until it gets to Akwasi’s turn. His name is mentioned. He walks majestically to the dais shake hands and snap photograph with the Director. Janet, Esi and their group members present give a standing ovation to their hero.

MASTER OF CEREMONY:	Walk around the fringe of the parade ground to the table located at the far corner. Tell the ceremony staff your name and show your certificate to collect your testimonial and transcript. Return to your seat through the centre of the parade ground.

Various Awards are given to deserving graduates who have distinguished themselves during the course. When their names are mentioned, they walk to the dais to collect their awards:

MASTER OF CEREMONY:	I call the President of the country to present the following awards to deserving graduates.

1. The highest overall best student award is given to Recruit Esther Ogya.

Esther Ogya walks onto the dais to receive her award and camera crew take pictures.

MASTER OF CEREMONY:	2. Police Commissioner’s award for the second highest overall average goes to Recruit Manuel Akwasi Densu.

Akwasi goes to pick his award, shakes the Director and snaps pictures as well. He leaves the dais to sit down.

MASTER OF CEREMONY:	3. First deputy commissioner’s award for earning the highest academic average is given to Recruit Manuel Akwasi Densu.

Akwasi turns to come back to the dais, one more time to go through the process. 
The Master of ceremony looks at the list of names in his hands.

MASTER OF CEREMONY:	Mr. Manuel Akwasi Densu, stand here. Do not go! It seems the next two awards are for you. Just wait and collect them before you leave the dais.

4. Chief of Department’s award for the highest physical fitness run off average is given to Recruit Manuel Akwasi Densu.

5. Deputy Commissioner of training for highest firearms proficiency average goes to Recruit Manuel Akwasi Densu.

Akwasi collects all the awards and leave the dais amid clapping and shouts deafening the parade ground.

MASTER OF CEREMONY:	6. And finally the Commanding Officer’s award for exceptional Police duty goes to Recruit Adongo Awabire.

Recruit Adongo Awabire goes to collect his award.

It is time for President of the Republic, who is the guest Speaker to deliver his Key
Note address. His Excellency walks up to the dais.

GUEST SPEAKER:	The Director of the Police Training Academy, President of the Academic Board, Lecturers, Students, Graduates, Guests, Ladies and Gentlemen, all protocols observed: 
 I am happy to be part of today’s graduation ceremony; 150th in the annals of the Police Training Academy’s history. Everybody present here today has made history as a graduate or a witness and I believe those who will be present in the next 150th anniversary  will give credence to the contribution we made during our time. The theme for today’s graduation ceremony, “Policing in the new world order” is very appropriate. 
We are living in a world of economic downturn and the country’s finances are severely limited; crime rate has increased geometrically and no one individual has sympathy for his or her neighbour. The world of crime is racing towards its crescendo. This is the time you are entering the service. We expect you to be way, way far ahead of the criminals before you can beat them to their game. In as much as we remain committed to keeping the country safe, you are also expected to be committed to work hard and be very creative and diligent in the discharge of your duties, which is a national duty. Over these past years, we have reduced crime by more than 30%, and we are on track to record the third lowest number of homicide in our cities and towns ever this year. Your advancement in the Police ladder will be based on merit and experience. This is what we called the new world order. 
	This recruit class is a true reflection of our country. I am told they come from all the regions and families in the country. Upon all the disciplines available to them, be it Medicine, Law, Engineering, Business, they rejected them and chose the Police, because Policing is a calling. They are united by their aspirations to serve the public and contribute to the all-important work of defending their fatherland. My government has made available a whopping 3.5 million Ghana Cedis towards the construction of residential housing projects for the police service countrywide to reduce the hustle you go through in renting houses from private real estate developers. With these few words, I leave you to your fate.

CONGREGATION:	Deafening clap and shout

MASTER OF CEREMONY:	I now invite Recruit Akwasi Densu, one of the graduates to give the valedictory address.

Akwasi walks to the podium.

AKWASI DENSU:	The President of the Republic of Ghana, The director of the Police Training School, Everybody present; All protocol observed; on behalf of the 150th  graduating class of this great Institution of learning, we express our  deep felt felicitations to you for coming to grace the occasion . And to our lecturers and parents who made sure that we qualify to become full-fledged Police Officers through their efforts, knowledge, wisdom, time and money, we say the good Lord shall replenish everything you have lost for our sake. To our nation, we say we shall be citizens in the building of this great nation, but not spectators.  On that note, we say God bless you all. Thank you. 

As Akwasi goes to sit down, the Master of ceremony comes back to usher the Academic procession out of the parade ground. 

MASTER OF CEREMONY:	Please all graduates and guests should stand up for the departure of the Academic procession, followed by the graduates; thereby concluding the ceremony. 

The Director of the School flanked by his two deputies; the President of the Republic, lecturers and graduates leave the parade ground in that order to signify the closure of the ceremony. Afterwards, the rest of the congregations follow to look for their relatives and friends. 
The graduating class gathers around the lounge to snap a group picture. The recruits throw their dress gloves in the air in celebration at the conclusion of the graduation ceremony at the police training school at Tesano. 
Akwasi sees Esi, Janet and the rest of the people who have come to support him. He hugs them one by one, as they snap pictures in different styles. Akwasi collects his daughter from her mother’s back to showcase her to his friends.

JANET:	Akwasi, Congratulations, my brother! You have made our family proud. I believe your father and the people of Akokoduro will be very happy with this great achievement.

AKWASI DENSU:	Thank you, my sister! As the first Police Officer from the town, I will be the toast of all and sundry, the day I set foot there. It will be the triumphant entry of Manuel Akwasi Densu, the heir apparent to the stool, who left the town disgraced. Today he comes back as the best man from Akokoduro with his wife and child. I thank the gods for not letting me down. Esi, we shall go to Akokoduro to see my people by the close of the month. From there, we shall go to Acherensua to see your relatives for the marriage rites, so be prepared!

Akwasi walks Janet and Esi and the rest to the main gate of the school to see them board trotro.

Scene Seventy

Akokoduro – Lorry Park							EXT/DAY

Akwasi Densu is wearing a thick black police shirt and black trouser; a big boot and a police beret to complete the match. In front of the beret is the Crest of the Country’s Police Service bearing the inscriptions: “Service with Integrity”. He appears neat and smart, carrying his little daughter at his chest, where his name, Manuel A. Densu is firmly fitted in gold plate, steps out of the 16-seater bus. While Akwasi follows the mate of the bus to the boot of the car to collect his travelling bag, Esi waits for him close by. Akwasi hands over the little girl to Esi, who stashes her firmly at her back. He carries the travelling bag as the two love-birds set off to go home. 

On their way, Akwasi wonders what fate awaits him this time around. Eight years ago he left the land of his birth and ancestors an outcast; but today even though he has achieved something for himself: responsible woman behind him, a beautiful daughter and a respectable job as a Police Office, how will his people receive him. He rhetorically asked himself as he reminisces. From nowhere, he sees a crowd approaching from afar. 

AKWASI DENSU:	Esi, my love! Have you seen the people coming from ahead?

ESI:	Yes! It looks like an Asafo group. They are singing and chanting war songs.

AKWASI DENSU:	Yes….! This town has not change much since I left. There are no other roads leading to my father’s house apart from this one, otherwise, we would have taken a different route home.

ESI:	What are you afraid of? An innocent man is not afraid of his shadow. Be courageous, my love!

ASAFO GROUP –OFF SCREEN:	(At the Background)
	Akokoduroman foeeee.. Nyame na adom nti. Afe ato yen nne. Akokoduroman foeee wo de na abere yen. Aseda nkoa na yede mma mo, Akwasi Densu!....(3x)

ESI:	….But, my love, they are mentioning your name…. May be it is an appellation!

AKWASI DENSU:	I have seen Okyeame Pataku. I think they are coming to welcome us.

Within a twinkle of an eye, the Asafo group surrounds Akwasi and his family. They carry Akwasi Shoulder high, someone snatch his travelling bag and others shepherd Esi and her daughter. They are in a very jubilant disposition.

ASAFO GROUP:	(Drumming, Shouting and Clapping)
	Akokoduroman foeeee.. Nyame na adom nti. Afe ato yen nne. Akokoduroman foeee wo de na abere yen. Aseda nkoa na yede mma mo, Akwasi Densu!... (3x)

Okyeame Pataku moves forward and tries to restraint the crowd from any excesses.

OKYEAME PATAKU:	Drop him, drop him! Put Akwasi down. Silence!

Okyeame Pataku opens a bottle of schnapps and begins to pour libation.

OKYEAME PATAKU:		The gods and ancestors of Akokoduro, come for drink; Nana Addai, we ask long life for you. Your son AKwasi Densu left Akokoduro eight years ago as an outcast, but today he has return as a hero and the first Police Officer of our land. We thank our forefather’s gods, particular the Densu fetish and its Priestess, and ancestors for bringing the prince back home safely. More so, we are asking for your guidance and blessings for the youngman, his wife and beautiful daughter. Whatever, they are coming to do, let it be successful….Amen!
Okyeame Pataku pours half empty of the schnapps down. He hands over the rest to one of the Asafo young men. The young men lift Akwasi high again and parade him through the main street of the town towards the palace. As they sing, chant and jubilate, one by one the crowds build up: children, boys, girls, oldies, all join the fray. 




Scene Seventy-One

Palace- Courtyard									EXT/DAY

Okyeame Pataku leads the Asafo Group, townsfolk and a large crowd into the courtyard of the Palace. The Asafo Group drops Akwasi down. They offer Akwasi and Esi water as tradition demands to quench their thirst from their long journey back home. Behind the courtyard, where the designer moulded blocks have been fixed; Eno Dabanka, Akosua Konadu, Yaa Buronya and Abena Agyeiwaa, together with their children are hiding and peeping through the gaping holes observing proceedings. Why is it that they cannot join the rest of the townsfolk in their period of happiness is another issue for tomorrow?

FADE

Scene Seventy-Two

Palace - Courtyard							EXT/DAWN

Tomorrow at dawn, Densu Priestess pays a courtesy call at Nana Addai’s palace, when Eno Dabanka, Akosua Konadu, Yaa Buronya and Abena Agyeiwaa are in the compound sweeping, lighting firewood, washing bowls and washing clothes respectively.

DENSU PRIESTESS:			Agoo, fie ha!

ENO DABANKA: 			Amen, Who is that? Please come in.

DENSU PRIESTESS:			It is me, Yaa Densu, the fetish! 

ENO DABANKA:	Eeeih, what has brought you here at this ungodly hour of the day?	

Densu Fetish is ushered in to sit down at the courtyard, while Abena Agyeiwaa goes in to call Nana Addai. In about five minutes Nana Addai joins her at the courtyard and news go round to town of the presence of the Priestess also attract some people into the palace. Okyeame Pataku, Opanyin Kwabena Kwakye, Abrewa Adwoa Dufie and some elders of the town also find seats at the courtyard. Nana Addai’s other female children are also present.

DENSU PRIESTESS:	Okyeame Pataku, let it known to Nana Addai, his elders, family and all the people present here this morning that I come with peace. I am an emissary of the gods; they sent me to enquire from the elders of this palace, whether Nana Addai and his household are safe. If he is, then what is the mission of the Police Officer who came to the Palace yesterday?

OKYEAME PATAKU:	My elders and my chief, this is what the gods are saying!

NANA ADDAI:			(Clears his throat)	
Oh! I see. The Police Officer who came here yesterday is still around. In fact, he is my son Akwasi Densu, the heir apparent to Akokoduro stool.

Akwasi Densu in his Police attire holds his daughter and enters the courtyard with Esi. All attention is directed towards them. They find a seat close to Nana Addai. There are montage shots of Eno Dabanka, Abena Agyeiwaa, Yaa Buronya and Akosua Konadu and their children in a desperately embarrassing mood, while Aberewa Adwoa Dufie expresses jubilation and happiness. 

DENSU PRIESTESS:		Teacher! Who is your son? When was he born? Which of your wives gave birth to him? Where did he grow up? Is this Police Officer son of yours also brought up in this village? Please teacher, tell us the truth.  Indeed, this village has never produced any indigenous Police Officer before. The gods protecting this town demand an answer now!
These questions leave Nana Addai in a very thoughtful mood.
End credits begins to roll over a cool signature tune.
END OF PART ONE




