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Chapter 1: Born on a Rainy Tuesday
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The morning Ama was born, the skies wept so heavily that the village paths turned into streams. The kind of rain that made even the loudest cock shut up and wait. Thunder growled like an old lion, shaking the rooftops of every house in the village of Dwenewoho.

The midwife, a short woman with grey hair wrapped in a red scarf, shouted over the wind as she helped Ama’s mother push through the pain.

“Push again, Akosua! Your baby wants to come into the world dancing in this rain!”

And then it happened — a loud cry, not from the storm, but from a tiny new voice. A baby girl. Skin soft like cocoa butter, eyes wide open as though she had a million questions the moment she arrived.

“She’s a Tuesday-born,” the midwife whispered, wrapping the baby in a faded cloth. “Abena. Curious spirit. Strong spirit.”

They named her Ama Abena Korkor.

Her World

Ama was the first daughter of Kwaku and Akosua, farmers who lived in a small clay house with a tin roof that made music whenever rain touched it. Her father, a quiet man with muscles shaped by years of working on the land, barely spoke unless necessary. But when he did, people listened. Her mother, on the other hand, was loud and full of laughter. She could talk from morning till evening without running out of breath, and when she laughed, even birds would pause to listen.

Ama grew up surrounded by love—but also by mystery.

Their home sat at the edge of Dwenewoho, near the dense forest that older folks claimed was “full of spirits and whispers.” Most children were told not to go near the trees alone. Ama? She would stare into them, wide-eyed, as though trying to hear what the forest was trying to say.

A Child Like No Other

From the age of three, Ama’s mouth hardly stayed shut.

“Why do ants walk in lines?”

“Where do clouds sleep at night?”

“Why does Papa never smile when he sees that green door?”

That door.

Even as a toddler, Ama noticed it — an old green door at the end of the corridor inside their house. It had no doorknob, only an iron bolt. Always locked. Always dusty. Her parents never mentioned it. Her mother would simply sweep past it. Her father would pause when passing, glance at it briefly, then look away as if something painful lived behind it.
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