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	 “The word of God is an antidote for all human problems, not only in this world but also the world to come.” 


	— Isaac Nkrumah Darko
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A





	s the early morning sun shed its rays on a Tuesday in Binso, the birds chirped as they soared in the air and Frimpong’s wife, Araba, performed her household chores with much enthusiasm by singing sweet melodies to cheer her on. At eleven o’clock, when people had crowded in the market to undertake commercial transactions, Araba made up her mind to go to the market.


	 “Sweetheart, it is getting late in the morning and I must go to the market to buy food items,” she said. 


	“How much will you need?” Frimpong asked. 


	“Thirty Ghana cedis.”


	“Wait for me. I’ll be back very soon.” Frimpong rushed to the adjacent room and picked up a wallet from a drawer. When he opened it, there was an amount of twenty-five Ghana cedis in it. "I’ve only twenty-five Ghana cedis in my wallet. Take it and manage it," he said when he came back to Araba.


	“Try to add the remaining five Ghana cedis to it because twenty-five Ghana cedis can’t buy the food items.”


	“Hmmm!” Frimpong sighed. “I've no money left. You must cut down the expenses.”


	“If that's the situation, then I'll try to manage it like that.”


	“You’re a good wife who easily understands issues.”


	Araba hurried to the room to change her dress and took a basket and ambled to a cold store at the market. “Do you have meat in there?” she asked.


	 “Yes,” the saleswoman said. 


	“What type of meat?” 


	“That of a turkey.”


	“How much do you sell them for?” 


	“Some are worth five Ghana cedis and others are worth ten and fifteen Ghana cedis.”


	 “Give me what I can get for five Ghana cedis.”


	The saleswoman put the meat in a bag and gave it to Araba when she had paid for it. Being at the mercy of the scorching sun, her body emitted sweat, so she took a white handkerchief from her pocket to mop the sweat and galloped to a restaurant to buy food to eat.


	“Give me a meal costing five Ghana cedis,” she told the waitress who served her the food. But after eating, when Araba unzipped her purse to get the money to pay for the food, there was no money in it. “Eh! Where is my money? I can’t find it.” 


	“Have you come here to dupe me?” asked the waitress.


	“No.” Araba pleaded with her to exercise patience.


	“Then why didn’t you have money when you come in? Did you forget it?”  


	“No.” Araba scratched the back of her neck. “I had money.”  


	“And, where is it?”


	“It’s missing.” 


	The waitress swayed on her feet. “So how do you pay for the food?”


	“Let me go home and come back.” 


	“It’s not done.” 


	Araba begged the waitress. “Consider my situation.”


	“If I allow you to leave and my manager learns about it, he’ll bring me to a book. Call your relative on the phone to bring you some money.”


	Not knowing what more to say, Araba called Frimpong on the phone. “Sweetheart, I’m at a restaurant.” 


	“Have you gone to the market to buy the items?” Frimpong asked.        


	 “Yes, but I haven’t bought all the items.” 


	“Then you must hurry up to buy them.” 


	“The money is missing and I want you to bring me some more money.” 


	“Don’t you know that the money I gave to you was all the money I had?” Frimpong’s voice thundered. “If the money is missing, then come home and let us starve. I can’t come.”


	“Why can't you come?”


	Frimpong lost his temper. “Do you want me to come and carry you on my back to the house?”


	Araba lowered her voice. “I’ve been detained in the restaurant for being unable to pay for the food I have ordered and eaten.” 


	“If the money is missing, why would you go to order food to eat at a restaurant?”


	“I didn’t know the money was missing until I had ordered the food and eaten it.”


	“So, what do you want me to do since I don’t have money?” 


	“Try to find some and bring it to me.” 


	“Then wait for me for a while. I’m going to borrow money from my younger brother. I’ll come there if he gives it to me.”


	“All right. You must hurry up.”


	 When Frimpong rushed to his brother’s house to look for him, he was nowhere to be found. Eager to find him, he phoned him. “Hello, Boafo! Where are you?”


	“I’m at the farm.” 


	“I’m at your house for an urgent issue.” 


	“Then wait for me. I’m getting prepared to come home,” Boafo said. 


	“I can’t wait for you to come from the farm because the matter is too urgent.”


	“Has something serious happened?” 


	“I just need some money urgently.”


	“Is it a big amount of money?” 


	Frimpong placed his left palm on his waist while making the phone call. “I need thirty Ghana cedis.” 


	Boafo empathized with him and was eager to help him. “Go to Annan to collect thirty Ghana cedis.” 


	“Call him on the phone to notify him that you’ve asked me to collect thirty Ghana cedis from him,” Frimpong said.


	Boafo stood under a mango tree to call Annan on the phone. “Hello Annan, I’m at the farm and there is something urgent at the house, so give thirty Ghana cedis to my brother, Frimpong.”


	“All right. But where is Frimpong?” 


	“He is at my house and he'll be coming to you very soon.” 


	When Frimpong went for the money, he galloped to the restaurant to pay for Araba’s food. “I’ve brought the money. Go and call the waitress to come,” he told Araba.


	Araba stood up from her chair, stretched herself and rushed to call the waitress. “Madam, my husband has come to pay the money.” 


	“Tell him to wait. I'll be there in a few minutes.”


	“My darling, wait for the waitress for a while. She is attending to some customers and she’ll come very soon,” Araba said when she came back to Frimpong. 


	As they were chatting, the waitress came. “You’ve done well to bring the money yourself. I thought you would send a boy to bring it.”


	Frimpong smiled. “It is not a difficult task to bring the money myself. I’m also hungry. Give me food to enjoy so that I pay it in addition to that of my wife?”


	“What food do you prefer?” the waitress asked.


	“Any affordable food.”


	“All the meals on the menu are affordable.” The waitress showed him the menu.


	“Then I'll always come here to eat.”


	 “That's what we expect of our customers.”


	“Give me rice and stew.” 


	“How much?” asked the waitress.


	“The same amount as that of my wife.” 


	“Five Ghana cedis?” 


	“Exactly.” Frimpong jostled in his chair.


	In haste, the waitress brought the food to him. But when he tried to thrust his right hand into his back pocket for money to pay for the food, a customer called the waitress and she hurried to attend to him. So, for the meantime, Frimpong didn’t take the money from his pocket and enjoyed the food. 


	After he had finished eating the food, the waitress came for the money. 


	“I must take a drink to quench my appetite, so bring me a bottle of malt,” he said.


	The waitress hurried to bring it to him and uncorked it for him and while he took a sip of it, she stretched out her right hand for the money. “Give me the money.” 


	“What's the total cost?” Frimpong asked.  


	“Your food and that of your wife cost ten Ghana cedis and the drink is four Ghana cedis, so you'll give me fourteen Ghana cedis,” the waitress explained. 


	When Frimpong inserted his hand in his pocket for the money to pay for the food, there was no money in it. “Where is the money? I can’t find it.” His face contorted as he was surprised.
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