

  WICKED GAMES


  



  If the road which seemed so certain now splits into shadow. Trust your heart, for it dances to a different tune than reason.
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  Dedication


  To my dearest friend,


  Who journeyed with me through shadow and light,


  Through secrets unearthed and truths revealed.


  May you have finally found the peace that long eluded you,


  The freedom that comes from accepting your own story,


  However it was shaped and formed over the years.


  May you see now the wisdom in every choice that brought you here,


  The blessings hidden within even the darkest moments.


  The road was long, the path uncertain, but we travelled it together.


  And through the tricks and twists of those wicked games we once called life,


  Our bond of loyalty and trust remained intact.


  May you walk on now with eyes wide open,


  Heart filled with hope,


  And know that you are loved.
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  About The Author


  
Paul Boakye’s WICKED GAMES is a testament to his ability to capture the complexities of the human condition. Through his vivid portrayal of a society in collision, Boakye exposes the fractures within families and friendships with unwavering compassion. In this play, he delves into exploring identity, sexuality, and belonging amidst clashes of culture, laying bare profound truths about our collective search for a place to call home.


  



  As in his Boy with Beer, at the heart of this work lies a powerful message about the healing power of human connection. Boakye shows us that grace and empathy can prevail even in the face of pain and confusion, offering fleeting moments of solace. While acknowledging the brokenness of our lives and worlds, the author instils hope that understanding, forgiveness, and affection can flourish. Ultimately, he reminds us that our fragility unites us more than we realise.


  



  Through the narrative of Kofi’s unravelling and the parallel journeys of those around him, Boakye prompts introspection into our own stumbling progress through life’s mysteries. With a blend of sensitivity, humour, and raw emotion, WICKED GAMES transcends surface drama to explore universal fears, longings, and the potential for redemption. In this work, the playwright reveals his deep desire to shed light on our shared destiny and foster empathy among our fractured selves.



Introduction


Set against the vibrant backdrop of Ghana, Wicked Games explores the complex interplay of identity, culture, and mental wellbeing through the lives of a group of friends from diverse backgrounds. Kofi, the play’s protagonist, struggles with an identity crisis and nervous breakdown as he returns to his motherland for the first time since childhood. While his partner Lyn experiences a sense of spiritual healing and inner peace in Ghana, Kofi descends further into delusion and paranoia.




The causes of Kofi’s mental turmoil are multi-faceted. The play touches sensitively on issues like culture clash, dislocation from familial and cultural roots, possible mefloquine poisoning, and the challenges of navigating personal growth and healing in an unfamiliar environment. Yet at its heart, Wicked Games is ultimately a story of human connection - between friends from different cultures who form an impromptu support system, and between Kofi and the “motherland” that holds answers to re-grounding his fractured sense of self.

Writer Paul Boakye, himself of Ghanaian heritage, people’s his play with a multiracial cast of characters who bring vivid portrayals of the diverse African diaspora reconnecting with the continent. Traditional African spirituality and healing methods are explored alongside the realities of mental illness, highlighting both the resources and limitations Ghana offers to a soul in crisis. Through these intersecting journeys, Wicked Games holds up a mirror to our shared struggles with belonging, truth, and the gifts to be found in facing our own “wicked games” with grace and wisdom.


WICKED GAMES

SCENE 1: ACT ONE

The Camping Adventure


The lights come up on a bare stage. LEO, a well-built black man of Jamaican descent, is tangled in a mass of camping gear.


KOFI, his handsome mixed-race friend, leans against a nearby tree, watching with a crooked smile.

LEO

(Huffing) Could use a hand here, Kof.

(KOFI pulls off his shirt, revealing a white T-shirt clinging to his muscular frame with a King chess piece and the slogan ‘Make Your Move: Be the King’)

(Eyeing KOFI) Showing off again?

KOFI

Nah, just feeling the heat.

(LEO rolls his eyes and grunts, tugging at a stubborn tent pole. KOFI pulls out an old army knife, twirling it in his hand, attempting a pirate accent and taunting LEO)

Ah-aarrr, Jim, me lad. (He winks) Need help, matey?

LEO

Could’ve left that bloody thing at home.

KOFI

What do you mean? Dad gave me this, Leo. It’s more than just a knife.

LEO

(Laughs) Remember when you tried to use that on me?

KOFI

You mean when I saved your life?

(They laugh, reminiscing about the shared past. Their camaraderie is evident)

KOFI

This little beauty has saved our skins more times than I can count.

LEO

Only ‘cos you insist on taking it everywhere!

(Their laughter dies down, and they fall into a comfortable silence. KOFI takes a deep breath, surveying the wilderness around them)

KOFI

Good to be out here, Leo. Just us. Work’s been crazy lately.

LEO

Social work ain’t easy, man. But teaching is just as bad.

KOFI

(Nods) You’re telling me. And this woman on my caseload, Rose, she’s been giving me a hard time lately. It’s been… (sighs) overwhelming.

(LEO gives a sympathetic nod, understanding KOFI’s plight all too well. LEO hands KOFI a beer, raising his own in a toast)

LEO

To us, the best damn adventurers this side of the Thames.

(They clink cans and drink. LEO eyes KOFI for a moment)

So, how’s Lyn doing?

KOFI

She’s… holding up. We’re thinking of going to Ghana in August.

LEO

Ghana? But we always go camping in August…

KOFI

It’s… a change we need, Leo. After… (He swallows, the loss of his baby still raw) …everything.

(LEO gives a slow nod. His disappointment tempered with understanding)

LEO

We’ll miss you, Kof. Are you gonna see your old man when you’re out there?

KOFI

That’s what it’s all about, Leo. Me and Lyn have been thinking it’s time to mend family rifts. The Old Man’s getting old. (Mock African accent) I am to inherit a whole kingdom out there.

LEO

(Laughs) Oh, yeah, HRH. When I first met you, you was an Irish man.

KOFI

(Irish accent) I’m still an Irish man.

LEO

Yeah, but now you is a black man.

KOFI

I’ve always been that, Leo.

LEO

You ain’t always been no black man ten years ago – Henry.

KOFI

My name is Kofi Henry Ashampong. Actually, no, I’m not a black man. I’m an African.

(LEO laughs)

You think it’s a joke? It’s gonna be red carpet treatment when I get out there. Believe it. You should come.

LEO

Come with you?

KOFI

Yeah. From what Mum says, we’ve got a whole lot-a-land out there. Dad’s like the man out there.

LEO

Wait, your dad’s a big shot in Ghana, and you’re only just telling me that now. You’ve never mentioned it?

KOFI

(Shrugs) Didn’t think it was important… until now.

(Their conversation is interrupted by a mobile telephone ringing offstage)

LEO

That’s my phone.

(LEO exits abruptly, leaving KOFI alone on the stage. The lighting shifts subtly as the scene transforms into a hair salon.




The jingle of a bell sounds as LYN enters stage left, manoeuvring a mobile hairdresser’s stand and beginning to tidy up for the day. Although her movements are hurried, an air of melancholy hangs about her.

KOFI watches her from across the room, his gaze deep in thought. The charged silence between them hints at complex emotions left unspoken within their relationship)
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SCENE 2: ACT ONE

A Haircut & Reflection


KOFI crosses the stage to the shop door marked ‘CLOSED’, and with a wide grin, he knocks loudly. LYN pretends not to notice at first, miming that the shop is closed.


(KOFI laughs and begins to casually unbutton his trousers, causing LYN’s expression to quickly shift from pretend irritation to amusement.

LYN rushes over and pulls him inside the shop, unable to contain her laughter though exasperation lingers in her eyes. A playful energy fills the air between them as sunlight streams through the windows)

LYN

You’re gonna give my shop a reputation.

KOFI

Sorry about that. No kiss, then?

LYN

You can help me clear up.
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