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


	-The author


	 




CHAPTER ONE
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	ost of the people in Sanso believed in ancestral worship. They loved, liked and cherished their ancestral worship. They held it in high esteem, so they did everything to preserve it. Any member of Sanso who profaned or opposed their ancestral worship was punished. The punishments included banishment, animal sacrifice, and payment of fines among others. 


	Akam was the chief of Sanso and tradition demanded that if a chief died, it was his sister’s son who should be the next chief. Akam had only one sister, but she had no children. She had visited many shrines for a child, but to no avail. This worried her and Akam very much. Akam knew that if his sister did not give birth, particularly to a male child, the chieftaincy would elude them. It would be inherited by a member in a different lineage in the clan. 


	However, as time went by, things changed for better. Akam’s sister, Nsowaah, conceived. This brought much joy and happiness to them. When  Akam’s sister gave birth, she gave birth to male twins. Twins were regarded by the people of Sanso as people who had special destinies and tradition demanded that if twins were born, their destinies must be known. Therefore, the  twins were taken to the shrine of Esum for their destinies to be told. The priest of the shrine, Akom, wrapped the twins in white clothes and put them on a mat. He cast his objects of divination on the ground and recited incantations to unfold the twins’ destinies. The destinies of the twins opposed each other; one was good while the other was bad. The destiny of the elder twin was that he would preserve the ancestral worship of the people while that of the younger twin was that he would oppose the ancestral worship of the people and make people turn away from it. The people regarded the destiny of the younger twin as bad.


	"This destiny is very bad. We won't sit down unconcerned for the younger twin to grow to oppose our much cherished worship which has been handed down to us by our ancestors. We've to prevent him from fulfilling his bad destiny. The future of the boy must not happen. Our community will experience calamities if the destiny of the younger twin comes to pass," the elders of Sanso said. 


	In an attempt to prevent the fulfillment of the boy’s destiny, the elders of Sanso broke a tradition. They refused to consult their gods on what they should do to prevent the future of the boy. Thus, they met at the durbar to discuss what should be done to avert the boy’s destiny. Having made a lot of suggestions and discussions, they came into an agreement that they would kill the ill-fated twin. Akam’s sister and her husband, Paah, who were also fanatical about the ancestral worship accepted, though with pain, the decision of the elders to kill the boy. The elders explained that killing the boy was the surest way of preventing him from fulfilling his destiny. They also explained that it was better for the boy to die than allowing him to grow to fulfill his destiny of opposing their time honored worship which had been bequeathed to them by their ancestors. They argued that if they allowed someone to oppose their worship and make people turn away from it, they would incur the anger of the gods and the punishment of which they could not bear.


	One month after the meeting, the elders of Sanso asked a man, Odoom, to go and kill the ill-fated boy in the evil forest which was believed to be the abode of the evil spirits. Nobody was allowed to go there without rituals being performed. Thus, the elders put amulets around his neck and wrists. Before Odoom put the boy in a special basket made with raffia and took a machete, he drank alcohol to make him violent. But he became drunk due to too much intake and took the boy to the forest which was far from the outskirts of Sanso.


	In the forest, Odoom came across a rough path and there was a palm tree near it. Being tired and feeling sleepy he put the boy, who was in the basket, under the palm tree and sat beside him to take a rest. But he fell asleep and the boy cried loudly. The cry of the boy attracted the attention of a woman who was passing by. When the woman, who was a stranger and staunch Christian, saw the boy in the basket, she woke Odoom up to take care of him. 


	''My brother, your son is crying. Why have you put him in the basket?'' the woman asked.


	''The mother is not here,'' Odoom said.


	''Where is the mother?''


	''He has no mother.''


	''No mother? Who breastfeeds him and takes care of him?" When the woman looked at the boy in the basket, she saw pieces of red clothes which had been tied to his left leg and left hand. "These pieces of red clothes signify being condemned to death. Why are you going to kill him?''


	"The boy is of no importance. He is ill-fated and a persona non grata. Therefore, he must go back to where he came from in accordance with traditions." 


	"Every human being is of importance. Those who want something don’t get it. Those who get it don’t want it. Anyway, I'll be most grateful if you could give me a favor for a good reward." 


	"What favor?" Odoom asked.


	"I’m barren and my husband has died. I'm now single," the woman retorted.


	"I’m a man of no means and that I can't marry you. If you can find me a job, then I can be your hus-hus-husband."


	The woman glared at Odoom. "I’m not implying marriage. You're mistaken."


	"But what? Didn’t you tell me that your husband has died and that you're single? Have you come here to make a mockery of me? You must go straight to the point. If the front of a drum is there, we don’t beat the sides!"


	The woman cleared her throat. "Give the boy to me." 


	"What? The boy? Should I give him to you? I can’t do it. If I give him to you, I disobey my elders and therefore, the gods and I can't bear the consequences."


	"Our elders say a human being is more precious than gold. A human being is worth more than respect. It is human beings that count. The greatest achievement of a person is to save the life of his or her neighbor. After all, what does one gain for taking his life or the life of his neighbor? Is it not curses?" 


	"Okay, what reward will you give to me if I give the boy to you?" 


	The woman quickly searched through her luggage and took a small box from it and gave it to Odoom. "This is your reward."


	When Odoom collected it and looked inside it, he was very happy and jumped. "What's this? What am I seeing? Is it gold? Yes, it is gold. I’m going to be rich and count millions of money. It is the rich who has titles and fame, but not the poor. Therefore, I'm going to be addressed mister, doctor, boss, director, chief or chairman."


	"But this gold is not worth a human being," the woman remarked.


	 "Yes. It's better to save a person’s life and be rich or be blessed than to kill him and gain nothing but receive curses. The fortunes of a beggar come by luck. It is said every dog has its day. Today is my today. A woman of gold, the giver of gold, the miner of gold, the keeper of gold! The boy is for you forever." Odoom handed the boy to the woman.


	The woman bowed down his head. "Thank you? May you have a long life. What is your name?" 


	"Odoom."


	"I’m called Frema."
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	rema took the boy to a faraway town, Duasi, and gave him the name, Nimo. Nimo was dear to her heart, so she took good care of him and provided him with everything he needed. When Nimo was five years old, she taught him a song, which acknowledged God as the only savior.


	"Oh God! You must save me from my problems. Oh God! You must deliver me from my enemies. You must sing this song when you have problems and are in bad situations and God will help you," Frema always told Nimo. 


	"Who is God?" asked Nimo.


	"God is the creator of the universe that all people must worship. He has infinite power to save people from their problems regardless of the nature of the problems." Frema explained.


	When Nimo got to be six years old, the people of Duasi celebrated a festival meant to destroy abominations and curses in the town and pacify the gods for offences done to them. Prior to the festival, the people cleaned the town. They distilled stagnant waters and weeded bushy areas.


	During the festival, by customs, the townspeople wore only white clothes and dresses and they drank water blessed by the major fetish priest of the town. Girls,  who had reached puberty, were made to bath with water from the main river of the town to usher them into womanhood. The chief of the town was carried in a palanquin through the streets amid drumming and dancing. The youth went to the forest and fetched firewood and heaped it at the heart of the town and set it ablaze. The burning of the firewood signified the destruction of abominations and curses that Duasi had incurred in the year.


	As part of the celebration of the festival, the destinies of children under seven years of age must be known, so that those who had bad destinies could be helped to prevent them from being fulfilled as far as possible. This rite, which was called Omen Divination, was performed in groups of children and every seven years. The first group of children queued before the major fetish priest of Duasi, Ntam. After reciting incantations, he was in a trance and singled out the children who had bad destinies and prayed for them to avert their bad destinies. The last group, which included Nimo, also queued before him. According to him, it was Nimo who had a bad destiny. 


	"Your destiny is very bad and it will need special rituals to avert it. It must not be told in public. I'll tell the elders and your mother about it," he said. 


	There were firing of musketry, beatings of drums, invocation of spirits, singing and dancing which climaxed the festival. On the following day, early in the morning, the fetish priest went to the chief in the palace. He banged on the door at the entrance.


	"Who is banging on the door? The person should come in," the chief’s messenger said.


	The fetish priest entered the palace and when he was seated, the chief’s messenger went to call the chief in the room for him. When the chief was coming, he stood up and sang his appellations. "Opare, whose valor exceeds the valor of a thousand lions, whose might exceeds the might of a thousand elephants, your chieftaincy is great."


	"I receive it." the chief  waved his right hand and took his seat.


	The fetish priest bowed the head and raised it. "Long live your chieftaincy."


	"The borrower does not go to the lender except for something. What message have you brought?"


	"There is a danger looming. The future is bleak. Our time honored worship is at the verge of destruction."


	"Are some people planning to attack us and oppose our worship?" the chief asked.


	"You said so, but it is one person who can do it."


	The chief wrinkled his face. "One person? Then that person is a superman. As for me, I can bear all troubles, but to oppose my worship, the very worship of my ancestors, then I'll die first. Who is that person?"


	"A stranger in our midst."


	"What you are saying is true. Some people among my council have hired some strangers to destroy my chieftaincy and worship. They will not succeed. What's the stranger’s name?"


	"Nimo. The gods say he would oppose our ancestral worship and make people turn away from it," the fetish priest explained.


	"Then we must prevent him from fulfilling that destiny. Who is Nimo?" 


	"He is Fema’s son."


	"Does Frema have a child?"


	"No, but she adopted him from some place."


	The chief tilted his head and then shook it. "Is it possible for an adopted child to oppose our time honored worship and make people turn away from it? How can an ant devour elephants? I won't sit down idle for an adopted child, an abandoned child, an outcast, a persona non grata and a son of the riff-raff to oppose my worship which is dear to my heart. It will never happen. The boy must die!"


	"Your Highness, you can’t take measures now. You can’t decide for the gods. I’ll consult the gods on what should be done to prevent the boy from fulfilling his bad destiny. Man has no hand in determining and changing one’s destiny. According to our beliefs and traditions, one’s destiny is determined and changed by the gods. Therefore, we must consult them," the fetish priest explained.


	"There is no need to consult the gods on issues we can handle ourselves. To delay will not augur well for us."


	"Your Highness, next month is the time for giving thanks to the gods for the successful celebration of the festival. I’ll find out from them what should be done to avert the boy's destiny. May I leave?"


	"Permission is granted. You may go in peace."


	The fetish priest stood up and left the palace.
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