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	Pimso was an industrial city which was inhabited by people from all walks of life. People liked to live there because of the existence of many social and economic infrastructural facilities. At night, the illuminations of the streets made the city beautiful and worth living in. One of the major economic infrastructural facilities which had made Pimso well known and attracted many people there was a gold mining company called Great Pillar. Great Pillar employed many people thereby reducing the unemployment rate and its attendant problems such as armed robbery, malnutrition and poverty in Pimso and its neighboring towns and villages. 


	As people migrated to Pimso to look for jobs, a twenty-six-year-old man, Amoako, who had graduated from a university, made up his mind to go there to look for a job in the gold mining company. Thus, one day, early in the morning, he packed his possessions into a bag and set out on the journey to Pimso. As he walked in his gorgeous clothes to the car station to board a car, a twelve-year-old boy ran to collect his bag which he was holding in his right hand.


	"Mr. Amoako, where are you going?" the boy asked.


	"I’m going to the car station."


	"May I take your bag there for you?"


	"Yes." Amoako handed the bag to him.


	When they were about to reach the car station, the boy gave the bag to Amoako, but a mate of a car rushed to collect it from him. "Where are you going?" 


	"I’m going to Pimso," Amoako said.


	"Then follow me. My car is going there." The mate escorted him to the car.


	As the boy departed from Amoako to the house, Amoako called out to him. "Boy, come here."


	The boy ran back to him.  "Here I am."


	"I’ve something for you." Amoako unzipped his wallet, took ten Ghana cedis from it and gave it to him.


	"It's okay. If I collect the money, it will mean I’m charging you for bringing your luggage to the station." The boy refused to accept the money.


	"Don’t think that I’m paying you for bringing my luggage to the station. I’m giving you the money as an appreciation but not as a payment."


	"If that is so, then I’ll accept it." 


	After giving the money to the boy, Amoako shook his hand. "You're well trained and cultured.”


	“I appreciate your kindness.” The boy left him, bouncing with joy.


	"What's the fare from here to Pimso?" Amoako asked the mate.


	"Fifteen Ghana cedis." 


	Amoako unzipped his wallet again and took fifteen Ghana cedis from it to pay the fare. When the car was full of passengers, the driver, who was eager to reach Pimso within the shortest possible time, drove the car at a high speed. After fifteen minutes of driving, the clouds gathered; it showed signs of rain. The turbulent wind caused trees to sway. The clouds became dark and it started raining amid lightning and thunder. When the driver was negotiating a curve, the car skidded off the road which nearly caused an accident. The situation made the passengers nervous, so they asked the driver to exercise caution and slow down.


	 "Driver, why are you driving like that? You must slow down," a woman said.


	"Driver, why are you speeding? Do you want us to lose our lives by your reckless driving? Slow down," a man said and the driver slowed down until they reached Pimso. 


	When Amoako alighted from the car, he pulled his mobile phone from his pocket and called his friend, Sarpong, to meet him. "Hello, it's Amoako who is speaking. I’ve just arrived at Pimso and I’m at the station. Come and take me home."


	"Wait for me there. Don’t go to any place. I’ll be there very soon to take you home," said Sarpong.


	While Amoako was making the phone call, a young man, Akoto, went to stand behind him and snatched his bag from him and ran away.


	"Thief, catch him!” Amoako shouted while he ran after Akoto, but he couldn’t catch him.


	Akoto escaped and went to sit under a coconut tree and hit the bag against it to open it. As he searched through the things in the bag, he found a bundle of banknotes and took it and counted it. Being happy, he went to a restaurant to eat. As soon as he got seated, the waitress approached him and showed him the menu. "May I know what you want?" 


	"I want the most expensive dish on the menu.” 


	"Most of the dishes are expensive and I can’t determine which one will suit your budget and liking." 


	"Give me rice and stew, and a bottle of Malta Guinness."


	Without delay, the waitress served him with the food and the drink after he had paid for it.


	In the night, Akoto disguised himself; he wore a mask on his face and special clothes and broke into a certain businesswoman’s room and attacked her by inserting a gun into her left ear. "Don’t shout. Where do you keep your money?"


	The woman, who was afraid, trembled and took a bag which contained money and handed it to Akoto. "This is the bag which contains my money."


	"Open it for me to see it." 


	The woman, who was still trembling, opened the bag. "See it."


	"How much money is in the bag?"


	"Thirty thousand Ghana cedis."


	"Close the bag and give it to me." Upon collecting the money from the woman, Akoto absconded away.
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	Five days later, Akoto met a young woman on the street of his hometown, Ankaasi, and had a conversation with her. The woman was an evangelist who was going home after evangelism. She was holding a Bible.


	"Praise the Lord," Akoto said.


	"Amen." The woman raised her right hand. 


	"Holding a Bible at this time of the day suggests that you're a woman of God."


	"You’ve got it right."


	"Then, may I ask you a question which baffles me?"


	"Let’s make it next time. I’m in a hurry."


	Akoto gazed at her. "In a hurry?"


	"Yes, but your question is about what?" 


	"It's about the word of God." 


	"Then, you can ask it." 


	"What's the ultimate duty of man on this earth?"


	"Ecclesiastes 12:13, ‘Fear God and keep his commandments, for this is the whole duty of man…’" The woman quoted from the Bible to answer him.


	Akoto nodded. "You've spiritual understanding of the scripture and I can see that you've much zeal for the work of God. Our elders say you can tell a ripe corn by its look."


	The woman shook her Bible a little. "My mission is to spread the word of God, so that all people will come to know Jesus Christ as their Lord and personal savior." 


	"Are you an evangelist?" 


	"Yes."


	"That's good." Akoto smiled. "May God give you the strength to do the work of an evangelist to win more souls for Him. To do the work of God of any kind such as being an evangelist is the best work and the blessings associated with it are beyond measure."


	"Are you also an evangelist?" 


	Akoto shook his head. "No, but I’m a staunch Christian who has much concern for the work of God and I know my association with you will promote my Christian life."


	"That's good. But what work do you do?" 


	"I’m a businessman." Akoto put the hands in his pockets. "Can I have your phone number, so that I can call you when something about the word of God bothers me?"


	The woman, who was a bit hesitant, gave her phone number to him in exchange for his. 


	"May I know your name?" Akoto asked, blinking his left eye.


	"I’m Ama."


	"I’m Akoto. Where do you live?"


	"Pimso."


	"As a businessman, I've many friends who are businessmen in Pimso. Are you going there right now?" 


	"Yes. I’m going to the station to board a car," Ama said. 


	"May God be with you and have a successful journey."


	"Amen." Ama waved her right hand.


	When Akoto went home and was lying in his bed, he thought about Ama. I can see that Ama is a God fearing woman of noble character. I’ll behave like a Christian to win her love. I must be tactful in making her believe that I’m a Christian in order to win her love.


	After three days, Akoto called her on the phone.


	"Who is calling?" Ama asked when she received the phone call.


	"It's Akoto, the young man you met three days ago on the street of Ankaasi. Have you forgotten about it?" 


	"No."


	Akoto lowered his voice. "I’m calling to inquire of your wellbeing."


	"I’m fine."


	"Then, we thank God."


	"Thanks for calling," Ama said.


	"Thanks belong to God." 


	"Next month, our church is organizing a seven-day evangelism crusade and I’m happy to invite you to it."


	"If God’s willing, I’ll come to tap some of the anointing."  


	Ama's face sparkled with joy. "The anointing will overflow."


	To the surprise of Ama, Akoto went to the evangelism crusade during which the church had new converts.


	"This crusade has helped me understand that Jesus Christ is the savior of the world through whom one can go to heaven. And I’ve agreed to worship Him as my Lord and personal savior. May He help me to do it," a new convert said.


	"Today, my joy knows no bounds because I've discovered the way to heaven and that way is Jesus Christ," another new convert said, waving the right hand.


	"I’ve a lot of money, properties and fame but all these things are useless if it is not accompanied by my going to heaven. So, I take Jesus Christ as my Lord and personal savior through whom I’ll go to heaven," another new convert said as he moved forth and back.


	During the time for offertory, most of the congregation went to deposit monies in the offertory box amid singing and dancing. Akoto, who was sitting at the back of the congregation, also went to deposit money in the offertory box amid singing. But when he was in front of the congregation, he put his dancing style and skills into action which held most of the congregation, including Ama, spellbound. As he danced in back and forth movements amid jumping as part of his dancing style, most of the congregation fixed their eyes on him because they were enthralled by his dancing.
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	As time went by, Akoto and Ama became friends. Akoto always maintained Christian composure to impress Ama. He often visited her to inquire of her wellbeing and sought an occasion to make amorous advances towards her, but there was no way. However, when they had been in friendship for two years, his love for Ama reached its pinnacle and he made a marriage proposal to her. "Ama, there are three major stages in the life of a man which are birth, marriage and death." 


	"Surely."


	He folded his arms. "Without marriage, there will be no birth and human society will be no more. And it's important for every human being to have a spouse."  


	Ama nodded as Akoto discussed marriage issues with her. "The importance of marriage can’t be ignored."


	 Akoto licked his lips. “Ama, I want to marry you."


	Ama was shocked. "What do you mean?"


	"To marry you."


	"Me?”


	 Akoto looked intently into her eyes. "I’m in love with you and I want to marry you."


	"Ha ha," Ama yelled, shaking the head.


	"Why are you laughing?" 


	"Are you not mistaken in your love?" 


	"No. My love for you is genuine." 


	"Are you sure?"


	Akoto nodded.


	"What shows?" 


	"Words alone can't prove it. Actions, they say, speak louder than words."


	"Then, I haven’t seen your love for me in your actions." Ama flipped her hair back. "Have I been blind?"


	"Not so. But because you’re not good at understanding body language."


	"Have you prayed about your decision to marry me?" 


	Akoto stroked his chin. "Specifically, no. But generally, yes." 


	"I don’t understand what you mean by the statement. May you clarify it?"
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