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She was the first person he noticed when he entered the auditorium. 

There was nothing remarkable about the tight blue jeans or navy green 

top she was in, but there was everything about the body it clad. 

Such perfect proportions, such sufficiency, such equilibrium! What a 

temple! She was fair, but not the induced kind; he’d learnt to spot 

cream-induced fairness by spotting darker knuckles and inconsistent 

'fairness pantones'. This one was legit. The neckline of her top was a 

little loose so he could notice a few petals of the rose tattooed at her 

back. No colours, just black contours. It was a beautiful tattoo. 

The usher directed him to a seat four rows behind her. She shared his 

attention with the pulpit. The worship songs were moving her. She was 

in the spirit. When she jumped, she wobbled, and he swallowed, then 

looked up to heaven. “Forgive.” 

“Daddy…is this her?” She filled his heart with awe “Did you lead me 

through Sunday School, YPG, only to bring me here at this age to meet 

this one? It must be you. You must be behind this.” It was more of an 

instruction than a thought. 

CHAPTER   1

1 

S e e k  Y e  1 s t



He’d always had a soft spot for long hair, so he was surprised at how 

smitten he was in spite of her perm cut. It was like she was saying 

“Looking good with long hair is too easy. Imma rock this short hair and 

look more stunning than a beauty queen in Peruvian weave.” And she 

succeeded. Her lips were kissed with a nude lipstick, the makeup was 

light, except the eye liner that drew out the curvature of her stunning 

eyes. If only the usher had taken him closer! 

“Tehh your neighbour shamtin nice!” the prophet bellowed. She was in- 

between a friend and an elderly man “What a waste of neighbours!” he 

thought. How he wished it was he beside her! “I’ll have so obeyed the man 

of God eh!” She smiled at something, it sent shock waves through him. 

How couldn't she know she was having this kind of effect on someone? 

Was she his salvation or his distraction? 

The room was full of blurry figures, his eyes kept drifting to her, no 

matter how hard he tried to keep it on the prophet. He realised the pastor 

had asked the church to stand up and say amen only after she’d gotten up 

with her right hand stretched up high. If the Holy Spirit Himself had 

been screaming into his ears, Yaw still wont have heard a thing. 

He had to talk to her after service. He just had to. He didn't know exactly 

what he’d say, but he had to talk to her. What’s better than finding the 

woman of your dreams in the house of the Lord?! 
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“Somebody stand and shout eeeeeeiiiiiiii!” the prophet instructed “Now 

let’s pray, then I’ll minister prophetically and we can be out of here.” 

The prayers were heated. Altars were demolished, family curses broken, 

destiny helpers summoned, The Blood was applied liberally, evil hands 

chopped off, marriages and blessings released. He was so distracted, and 

charmed. He’d dreamed for a lady in the streets but a freak in bed, and 

now as a valuable bonus here was a warrior in prayer. 

“Maaaaaaaaiiiii Gaaawwddd!” he screamed in his mind 

“Shandebaskoronde!” She prayed with so much passion, so much energy. 

Yaw stopped following the prophet’s prayer topics, he had his own “Father 

thank you for this one. I just want to thank you. You have done it. Indeed 

you have. Let nothing put asunder this thing you have already put

together. Thank you for taking Ama from my life. I can see that you had a 

plan for me, and there I was trying to get a come back. Forgive me God, 

indeed your plans are the best…” 

Then the prophet started operating in his gift. He spotted a lady’s 

breakthrough, identified another with a court case that God assured 

would go her way. He was on fire! It was a truly rare gift. He walked past 

Yaw’s lane, he was so scared! “Yieeee this man will see I’ve been fooling 

in church. He’ll notice my weakness to porn. Father I promise I wont do it 

again. If you spare me, I’ll honour you. Because if this man spoils me with 

my future wife watching, I wont survive.” 
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“You! No you over there, stand up.” He pointed in Yaw’s direction. Yaw 

put his hand to his chest with a quizzical look on as he stood slowly. God 

had disappointed him, it was over. 

“No not you, the one in the navy blue Lacoste, stand up!” It was the guy 

beside him. Yaw had never been so grateful for mercy. A microphone to 

his thumping heart would have made the drums unnecessary. It was good 

news; Mr. navy blue Lacoste apparently had some fatal ailment, but the 

Lord had flushed it out. The whole church prayed for him, but Yaw 

prayed in gratitude to God. His head was still bowed when he heard the 

prophet say; 

“Young lady, who is Elsie?" 

“I..I am” she stuttered 

He paused, observing the unseeable “Are you married?” 

“No” 

Yaw lifted his head, it was the beauty who had captivated him the whole 

service. Elsie! wowolo. 

“Are you sure?” 

“Yes.” 

He paused and contemplated. Then he said to no one in particular “We 

have to pray for this lady. Because in the spirit, she is married.” 

Yaw gulped. 

“I see a woman in the form of a man claiming you. She’s been following 

you since you were iiiiiinnn...JSS 3! And if we don't deal with her, no 

God-fearing man can stay with you. Sometimes you see her in your 

dreams, am I lying?” 
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Elsie had cupped her face with her beautiful hands, she nodded. Tears 

were streaming down her face. 

“Dont cry. We’ll deal with it right now! The devil is a liar.” 

The prophet lifted prayers, the church joined in…including Yaw. It was 

intense, in only two minutes, Elsie had started manifesting. It looked like 

she’d throw up. The prophet touched her forehead with his anointing-oil- 

dripping hand. She spiralled and fell. He went on to other people then 

returned to her. 

“It’s done! I see a woman going mad. That evil bird has fallen. You are

free.” The whole church joined in applause. “God will use you eh. Listen 

to me, God will really use you. You will be great, and He’ll give you a 

good man.” 

The church cheered as she smiled. “No, mark it down. If I be a prophet of 

God, a year by this time we’ll be at your wedding.” She smiled some more 

“But bring him for check-up eh. When you meet him, bring him and let 

me check him out. OK?” She was giggling. The church laughed. Yaw sat, 

sober. He wasn't sure how to feel. 

“I know her o” he heard a lady behind him whisper to a friend beside her. 

“I’m not surprised. Big big cars are always dropping her at work.” 

“Hmm,” her friend answered “Now they’re invading the church o. On 

assignment to lead people astray and steal peoples husbands.” 

You would think the prophet heard; his second stop after Elsie was the 

kokonsa lady number two. Her womb had been sold on some market, there 

was no way she could have had children.  
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Her destiny had been swapped. Something visited her in her dreams. She 

was in great bondage. Same as a lot of people in the service. 

Yaw smirked at the irony. It was amusing to him, how church people were 

so quick to judge and condemn. A person ministered to or delivered was 

dismissed as an evil person and gossiped about like an outcast. Yet the 

same people who gossiped had more going on in their lives that no one 

could see, much worse than the victim of their hurtful words. 

As if the prophet was reading his mind, he said “Church, what you must 

realise is that two generations ago, everyone was an idol worshipper. Your 

grand parents engaged shrines the same way you engage God today. You 

sow seeds in church and make pledges, they did same, but their pledges 

were the marriages of their daughters or the sobriety of their sons or the 

successes of their grandchildren. 

So all of us have backgrounds to deal with. Some people are lucky, their 

parents have broken those chains, but most of us have to fight so that 

things that afflicted our parents and grand parents wont afflict us. So if I 

were you, rather than judging and thinking funny thoughts, I’d pray to 

God to help me identify the altars that must be broken and wage war. No 

where cool o, you have to fight off encroachers and secure your promise 

land. Somebody say amen!” 

Yaw shot into the sky and unintentionally screamed a little louder than

the church. He sunk into his seat a little embarrassed as the prophet 

himself even laughed.  
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He took the last sentence in particular to be his prophetic word. 

“….and all the saints shall say; AAAAMMMEENNN!” It was 11:12pm and 

everyone was in a hurry to get to their cars or find excited taxi drivers 

waiting to end the Friday on a profitable note. Somehow he missed her, he 

couldn't identify her again. Oh no! He dashed outside, scooting here, 

dashing there but Elsie was no where to be found. Then he went back in 

to double check, she was finishing off a chat with one of the junior 

pastors. 

“Osofo” Yaw said to himself “Dont even try it! Herh. Stop kraa. Anka me 

and you, we'll see who will deliver who of what.” Her friend had waited 

with her. She looked a little dishevelled, but ethereal regardless. He took 

the lead outside, contemplating the perfect time to say 'hi'. There weren't 

many cars left in the parking lot so he perched on a white Hyundai 

Elantra and watched from a distance as she drew closer. She was walking 

straight to him. Like she wasn't turning left or right, she was walking 

straight to him, even whispering something to her friend. 

“I’m sorry, did I block you?” Her friend asked. 

He was taken aback, not sure what she meant. As she took out her car 

keys and unlocked the car remotely, he realised it was her car he was 

propped against. 

“Oh, no no. I parked at the other side. I didn't know…I didn't know this 

was your car. Hm, I was actually waiting, hoping to talk to your friend.” 

“Who me?” Elsie asked, stunned. 
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“Yes dear. sorry, I meant yes please.” The girls smiled “I was wondering if 

maybe I could have your number? I would like to call you some time. We 

could share our quiet times, that sort of thing.” 

She laughed “Sorry, I don't give my numbers out like that.” With that she 

slid into the front seat of the car. Her friend did same and started the 

engine. Yaw didn't see it coming. Something about his disorientation made 

her feel bad. She rolled her window down halfway “But maybe after the 

third time I see you in church, I might reconsider.” She smiled as they 

drove off. 

He watched their taillight disappear into the darkness, smiling like a 

piglet. He started thinking to himself what department in the church to 

join. 

                                                *     *     * 
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She was on his mind all throughout the week. She stained his mind. He 

tried to find her on Facebook. 12 hours went into that search, literally! 

but her face didn't show. The more unfindable she was, the more he 

craved to find her. She didn't come to church on Sunday, but that wasn't 

a shocker; most people came for the Friday night prayer service and 

went to their own churches on Sundays. 

On Friday, he felt what David meant when he said “I was glad when 

they said unto me…” He was distracted the whole service, turning in the 

direction of every motion, hoping it was her coming in. She didn't show. 

He felt frustrated; he’d been present but absent from the service and 

missed out on being edified. The person who could have made it all 

worth it too didn't show. Bummer! Next Friday was the same. He started 

to think maybe she was some boga who’d returned to Alabama. 

Then on Friday the 27th, the very next one, he was returning from 

putting an offering at the altar during worship when he spotted her! 

There in the first row somewhere in the middle but close to the aisle was 

his Elsie, in all her glory.  

CHAPTER   2

9 

T h e  W a i t i n g



She was in a dark grey skirt that fell loosely to the floor, the kind that 

would make a beautiful wide circle if she twirled quickly. Her top was 

white plain and tight. There was an idle 1cm of skin between the top and 

the skirt…but he could feel himself drowning in it. She’d braided her 

hair, that’s why he didn't easily recognise her. The braids were those tiny 

ones that seemed like they took a month to make. She’d styled it so that a 

portion of the hair fell down the right side of her face. Her eyes were 

closed, with her right hand lifted to the heavens, but the left…the left 

was held by a guy. 

He was more built than Yaw, better looking than Yaw, looked more d-bee 

than Yaw. He looked like one of those boys who just came to church so 

some poor fine girl will court the hope of converting him fully after 

marriage even though his desired destination wasn't the aisle, but the 

skirt. The guy hadn't done anything, but Yaw spited him. He felt hatred 

moonwalk into his heart, he walked past them to his seat several rows 

behind them. 

What a stupid risk he’d taken, allowing himself to fall for someone whose 

relationship status he didn't even know. The guy wasn't even in the spirit 

“I bet he doesn't even know how to speak tongues” Yaw thought to 

himself “I bet if even I lay hands on him, he’d manifest.” Yaw was 

distracted throughout the service, unsure what to do. When the prophet 

started ministering, he wished the guy would be called out and 

brandished evil, he wished for Elsie to be warned about the guy and told 

never to breathe even the same air as he.  
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Minutes after, as if on cue, the prophet pointed to the guy.

“Gentleman, stand up!” 

The guy complied. The prophet studied him intensely, with a finger to his 

pursed lips. Yaw was so excited. ‘Todaaay be today!’  he chanted in his 

head. 

“You work with a financial service company, right?” The prophet finally 

asked. The guy was stunned, like he didn't see that coming. 

“Uhhh yes please.” 

“Mhmm.” The prophet paused for a few seconds, Yaw patiently waited for 

the deliverance. “You know what they call money? You will have it. In 

fact, God said to tell you that you will have your own investment banking 

consultancy and it will be a major one!” 

“Shit!” Yaw blurted to the shock of the shpiritwa granny beside him 

“Sorry, sorry, sorry.” He apologised to her and the Holy Spirit.” 

“Just be ready” the prophet continued “Because it’s coming soon. You will 

have a beautiful family and be a kingdom financier. Church, let’s pray for 

him!” 

The auditorium ruptured in synergised prayer for the guy. Yaw just 

recited Psalm 23. 

“…aammenn!” the prophet said, ending the prayers. “Broda, just make 

sure that you’re faithful to God. spend more time with Him, never forget 

your maker, honour Him, and all these and more shall come to pass. You 

may be seated.” 
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Yaw just lost hope. Even he acknowledged that if he was a girl of the right 

age, after hearing this prophesy, he’d want to marry the guy. ‘Ah well, 

you win some, you lose some. So long Elsie. I’m not going to waste any 

more emotions in this failed venture’ he said breaking up with her even 

before he could shake her hand. He saw how she smiled as the Prophet 

unleashed all of God’s blessing on the guy, how she hugged him. 

‘Mttchhhewww, she probably snores or has a stinking breath’ he thought 

consoling himself. 

After the benediction, he rushed out of the building, but Hans stopped 

him. “Ei Yaw, you dat? when you start day come here?” 

“Eeeiiii ma guy! Charle some weeks ago. I never see you sef.” Yaw 

answered 

“Oh me I day come o. My sister be pastoral protocol so she always dey do 

stubborn.” Hans said 

“Hahaha, I’m not surprised. But if you paah come church dier, then this 

man’s anointing is hot!” 

“See this guy o.” 

“Hahaha, anyways -“ 

“Heeeeey, Yaw, is it?” 

Kpa! His heart just nose-dived. Before he could turn to be sure who it was, 

his shpirit had revealed it to his inner man. 

“Yeeah, it’s Yaw alright.” 

“Interesting that I’d bump into you, was just telling my cousin about this 

guy who came up to say hi the last time I was in church….” 
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She said a few more things, but he had frozen in joy when she said cousin, 

pointing at Mr. Universe. He’s her cousin! ‘Herh! Yaw Asiedu Koranteng, 

God loves you eh! herh! His ways aren't our ways ampa!’ 

“Hi,” he said to the guy “I’m Yaw.” 

“Claude.” He smiled, with an intense look and extending his hand for a 

shake. It was tight. It must have been a message. 

“Nice to meet you.” He said to Claude, then turned to Elsie “You didn't 

come with your friend.” 

“Yes, she’s yet to return from her vac.” 

“Oh okay, I didn't even expect to see you again, Today’s week 3.” 

“Oh I’m sorry, something always came up, but today I grabbed Claude and 

insisted we come.” 

“Nice, soo.…” 

“Yeaaahhh, I know. A deal’s a deal right? I could punch it on your 

phone.” 

Yaw scrambled for his phone. It was so awkward, with Claude and Hans 

looking on. but he didn't care kraa. 

“Nice. I’ll call you!” 

“I’m sure.” She said, moving off with her cousin. He stared shamelessly. 

“Ei thiiissss guy.” Hans said, snapping him from his trance. “So this be 

why you come church eh?”

“Oh commot for there. You not hear that verse before? Seek ye first…” 

“Yoo, you dey there den  dey tell me ‘Seek ye first.’ E be Elsie you go 

seek first?” 

“Why you know am?” 
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“Me I not go talk anything o.” 

“Eeenh, make you not talk, what?” With that, he changed the subject, 

they talked about other things, and parted ways. 

Yaw saved the number, full of hope and excitement. The future was 

pregnant with possibilities. 

“Sorry God” he apologised once more “For saying ‘shit”   

                                                *     *     * 
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“Hi, Elsie?” 

“Yes?” 

“How’re you?” 

“Who’s asking?” 

“Yaw…you gave me your-“ 

“Oh yes, I remember. Hi Yaw, how’re you?” 

“Honestly?” 

(giggles) “Yes, honestly.” 

“Nervous” 

“Www..why?” 

“Be-be-because…because I’ve done something incredibly risky.” 

(sighs in deep interest, mutes the TV) “Risky?” 

“Yes” 

“Tell me” 

“I’ve let myself like you too much too soon when this could go all kinds 

of ways and…and…and I’m aware that telling you this could make things 

very awkward and possibly end this conversation prematurely.” 

(long pause) “So…why did you choose to tell me?” 

“I was suffocating” 

giggles. 

CHAPTER   3

15 

T h e  P e d i c u r e



“I’m the kind of guy that, well, I don't know how to mince words. I don't 

face my fears because I’m brave; the dread of being haunted is worse.” 

(almost whispering) “I’m a fear?” 

“Yes. No, not like that (sighs) I feel better now.” 

“What, you’re over me already?” 

“No, not that. It’s the burden of needing you to know. It’s lifted now.” 

(pauses. for long) “What’re you doing now?” 

“Fooling myself.” 

(amidst a laugh) “How?” 

“I’m in the office, trying to work, knowing full well I’m too distracted to. 

Myyyyyy Mr, Yaw fear seems to bring out the best in you.” 

He laughs 

“But work on a Saturday night, that’s pathetic.” 

“I know” 

“Where’s your office?” 

“Labone.” 

“I see. I’m heading out, to do my nails in Osu. WhatsApp me your 

location, I might pass by.” 

                                               *     *     * 

Thirty minutes later, she was there. He dashed out of the office. She was 

leaning against a black 2016 model Sonata. It was a company car, he saw 

the ‘Drilltronix’ logo on the front door. She was in a deep blue ankle jeans 

trouser and an oversized denim shirt with the sleeves rolled up. ‘Who does 

that?’ he thought to himself? Who takes ordinary clothes and glorifies 

them like this.  
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Hi Mr. workaholic.” 

He smiled. “I thought you were kidding.” 

“I dont kid, but Nice Nails closes at 8pm, so if I don't get there in 15, I’m 

going to have to take my scaly feet to church tomorrow.” 

“I could come with you. Can I?” 

“Seriously?” 

“Why? it’s not permitted?” 

“No, not that. Just that most of the guys I know…never mind, sure. Let’s!” 

“Cool, I’m getting my keys.” 

“No, not necessary. We can go in mine, I’ll bring you back.” 

“Ummm, sure. Gimme a minute, let me lock up.” 

                                              *     *     * 

It was his first time in a salon. This one was in some obscure part of Osu. 

There were a few ladies being attended to. They all looked ostentatious. 

They stared as if he was a Roman sister in a brothel. He felt 

uncomfortable, she sensed it. 

“Have you ever had a pedicure?” 

“Is that the one for the hands or feet? Always confuses me.” 

“For the feet, silly.” she giggled 

“No, never.” 

“No way! You must have one.” 

“Today? Not sure about that.” 

“No, seriously. You’ll thank me after.” 

She beckoned an attendant to see to him. Just like that, she took charge. 

He liked it. 
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He was ticklish under his feet. When they used the coarse stone under his 

feet, he squirmed. She almost fell over laughing. It was funnier because 

he wasn't pretending. She asked for his opinion on nail polish colour. 

They talked about all kinds of nothing. He was the only guy there, but it 

didn't feel weird anymore. He felt comfortable, having his nails did ;-). 

“Look. At. Those. Feet!” She said when they were done with him. She 

wasn't exaggerating, even he had trouble recognising his feet. “How does it 

feel?” 

“Like fresh air blowing over a santo head for the first time.” They 

laughed, along with the attendants. 

He was about to pay when she stopped him. He insisted. “I let you drive, 

return the favor.” She complied. They were the last to leave. He couldn't 

believe it; in his entire 29 years, he never imagined that his first date (if 

he could call it so) with someone he felt he could actually like would be at 

a nail parlour. 

She felt peckish, so they stopped for ice-cream at Pinnochios. She chose 

for him. It was actually nice. She dropped him off at the office. 

“Thanks Elsie, for my first ever pedicure. I’m beginning to worry my face 

now looks like the poor relative.” 

She laughed. “You’re alright Yaw. You’re alright.” She revved the engine 

and drove off. 

                                                *     *     * 
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“Hey, you coming in today?” Yaw whatsapped to ask 

“Yup, but might be a little late.” 

“I could save a seat for you.” 

“Thanks :-)” 

He walked her to her car after service. He noticed Hans making faces, 

but swerved him. He wasn't ready to have an office buddy make things 

awkward. She had her signature scent on; La Vie est Belle. It made him 

linger when they hugged. She plucked herself, smiling. 

She thought of him as she drove home. The old Elsie would never have 

given Yaw a chance…but time changes, so do people. He was such a good 

boy. He looked like he could be a bad boy, had the fashion sense of a 

cool dude, but he was a pure breed. He didn't play games. He wasn't 

rushing into her skirt, but he wasn't as lively and boisterous as she was 

used to, and yet these were the same reasons why she thought he was 

cute. 

“Confused girl!” she said to herself. Then a chill run through her heart. 

If they did stand a chance, then there’d come a time when they’d have to 

come clean and debrief each other on their pasts. She shuddered. 

CHAPTER   4

19 

L o n d o n



                                            *     *     * 

She didn't have many pictures on Facebook, but there was one from Feb 

2009, she was in Level 300, Legon at the time way before she cut her 

hair. She was much leaner and her hair was held in a pony. She wore 

these giant goggles, with a cute smile and her fingers held up in deuces. 

She was posing in what looked like Volta Hall, like she was getting ready 

for a lecture. Something about that picture kept bringing Yaw back every 

now and then. There was this captivating innocence about her. 

This time, when he went on to check the picture out with office internet, 

he noticed that someone had written on her wall ‘El hun, birthday 

countdown’s on! What’re we doing this year? Which part of the world are 

we celebrating from?’ Antennae shot up! At that same time Hans showed 

up. 

“Eeeiiii this my broda! What kraa this Elsie girl do you?” 

“You kraa what be your problem?” 

“Me my problem? Yoo, me hear I dey. You say this whole world, e be Elsie 

you day want.” 

This be why Ghana not dey go on o. So so pull him down brodas.” 

“Haha, I hear you. But vim, no shaking. Me I dey for you.” 

Her birthday was seven days away and he felt like spending on her. Very 

strange, he’d not been like that. He’d always been so focused with work, 

saving to either start his business or pay for his masters in the UK.  
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He’d been so indifferent with this whole spending on girls thing, but this 

year, Elsie was turning him into all sorts of different. 

For days, he thought of what to do, something that’d really count. 

Something that wasn't cliche. She didn't know he knew, and he wanted to 

keep it so. Cake was standard and he got the lady at Velvet Memories to 

do a customised Oreo cake; her favourite biscuit. He didn't know her shoe 

size and wasn't familiar with lady’s dress sizes, so he went to a perfumery 

and bought a bottle of that signature scent she wore. He didn't know the 

name at the time, so he had to sniff a whole store of scented sticks to  try 

to figure out which it actually was. After all that trouble, La Vie est belle 

would forever be etched in his olfactory memory. 

When the day came, 14th of May, the flowers got to her office first, with 

no name or message. Then the cake a couple of hours later, also with no 

name or message. Then around 4pm he sent through the perfume, no 

name no message. But soon after, he sent this via whatsapp: 

“Lovelier than flowers 

sweeter than cake 

more fragrant than perfume 

Happy Birthday El! 

Can I take you out tonight? 

We can go to church after…or not at all, what do you think?” 

She kind of suspected it was him, but was still pleasantly surprised when 

he confirmed it. Oh she wanted to take him up on the date, but she 

couldn’t. 
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“Awwww you’re too cute Yaw. Thanks. Means a big deal to me. 

Have to say no to tonight though, but how about I make it up to you? 

Lunch at my place tomorrow; Jollof?” 

He was disappointed. He’d made all the arrangements. She’d mentioned 

her love for Chinese so he’s already made reservations at Hin Lone. He

had miscalculated, perhaps it was a  bit ambitious of him to assume she’d 

be available on her birthday night. But if she wasn't with him, then who 

was she with? Who had beaten him to it? Who the heck was it?! But he 

didn't really have the right to ask, it’s not like they were dating. 

Regardless, he hated the thought of someone else being with her on such a 

strategic night. “Ah well, maybe she just wants to be by herself” he 

thought consoling himself. “After all, we even have lunch coming up. No 

p.” 

                                                *     *     * 

She lived by herself in a rented apartment in Westlands, like ten minutes 

from GIMPA. Following the location she’d sent via whatsapp wasn't as 

easy as he’d imagined. The Google Maps lady had wasn't aware that the 

shortest route to the place was actually the most rugged route.It didn't 

really matter though; it’d take more than the world’s worst road to put 

him off. 

When he turned unto her lane, she was at her gate, waving to make sure 

he didn't make another wrong turn. “What a gerh!” He thought to 

himself.  
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Oops, he hadn't factored that she’d be outside, how was he going to brush 

his hair for the twelfth time and pop another Pectol in his mouth; she’d 

see him! 

“Finally!” she greeted, opening up for an embrace 

“Not the easiest place to find” 

“I’m not the easiest person to find.” She smiled, dashing in “Awurade! I 

hope it’s not burning. Feel at home, give me a minute.” She left the hall 

door open so he could let himself in. It was good she did that, she’ll have 

notice him gulp as his eyes widened. What a hall! There was a three seater 

wine leather sofa that matched with a one-seater, then there was a cream 

two-seater that matched the cream in the rug, though there was black in it 

as well. The centre table was a delicate glass one with a figurine base. 

There were three smaller red figurines on different walls and an imposing 

abstract painting that poured class into the place like wine into a glass. 

The curved giant screen against the wall evoked thoughts of how awesome 

playing FIFA 2017 on a screen that size would be. Music was playing 

through tiny Bang & Olufsen speakers peering from the corners of ceiling. 

The drapes also complemented the color scheme, and when he closed the 

polished Italian doors, just the right amount of scented cool air- 

conditioned air filled the place. 

“Wow!” he thought, just as she appeared with a bottle of water and a 

smoothie. “not bad at all” he commented. 
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“The drink? I was just trying my luck o. 

“No, everything. Pure class.” 

“Eii, you dat” she said dismissively. 

It all mellowed him. He recognised the sophisticated taste that birthed 

such a beautiful apartment, but also the money that must have gone into 

it. 

“I may apply for a job at your company soon o.” He teased 

“More about multiple streams of income than a job you know.” 

She was right, but it could've meant so many things…some he dreaded to 

consider. 

                                               *     *     * 

They got quite close over the following weeks. They even carpooled often 

so that after the evening gym sessions, they didn't have to ride in separate 

cars home. Yaw did his best to keep things from getting physical, and she 

complied, he’d tasted the softness of her lips though and gone halfway 

through base two. For how can a man carry coals in his bossom and not be 

burnt? How can a caterer be in charge of the jollof and not taste a little? 

They prayed together and shared quiet times every now and then, not in 

the way that grounded spiritos do, but like two people who had not long 

ago decided to be more serious about God after years of either being 

inactive or lasciviously adventurous. 

It seemed like things were progressing gradually, but it was indeed fast. It 

was exciting, but quite unusual for both of them. Yaw had never been this 

into a woman, not even Ama, so everyone could tell.  
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At times, it seemed as awkward as hearing a thick tall bouncer-type man 

dance ballet, but he wasn't shy at all…which made it all the more 

admirable. He was as serious-minded as he’d always been, there were still 

a decent number of hot girls with the hots for him,  but they didn't 

register on his richter scale. He was still the backbone of his company, 

still the guy the other guys came to for thoughts and work-related 

validation, but he was different from them because of how freely he spoke 

about his Elsie. When they spoke about girls, it was more in a sexual 

playful way, he spoke about Elsie in the same way he spoke about going to 

the gym; ‘matteroffactedly’. They wondered if it was mutual, especially 

Hans, who always seemed to be suppressing something unspeakable. 

But Yaw didn't care about dirt or the past. He was quite pragmatic. He 

had Elsie now, he planned to have her for the foreseeable future, and that

was all there was to it. She was both beautiful and hot, so ambitious and 

career minded, so keen to know God better, so good a kiss, so his. 

She smiled when he said cute things to her. She had felt a lot in life, but 

he was making her feel things she hadn't felt before. He was so different. 

It’s amazing how the mundane becomes thrilling with a little change of 

perspective.   

                                                *     *     * 

On Saturdays, they usually gave each other space for the first half of the 

day; he’d play morning soccer with the boys, finish it off with squad 

waakye, return home to nap and work a little before meeting up with her  
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around 4pm for an endless list of possibilities. 

On this particular Saturday, whilst he was celebrating his winning goal 

with the softest wele, a whatsapp came through from Elsie and that’s when 

he noticed he’d missed two calls from her. 

‘I need to dash off to London tonight. Let’s talk when you see this.” 

                                                *     *     * 
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London or Lapaz? Could it be autocorrect? Who wakes up and suddenly 

has to be in London? It must be some kind of joke. Where from this? By 

the time he got to her house, she was nearly done packing. 

“You weren't kidding?” 

“Why would I?” 

“Why what’s up?” 

“Something urgent, I’ll explain when I return.” 

“You don't expect me to just accept that do you?” 

She stopped wrestling with the zip of her suitcase, going to him, looking 

like she could see into him. “You have to. I know this is strange, I never 

mentioned this trip and all, but if it wasn't urgent, I wont be on it. Don't 

fight it.” 

He licked his lips, swallowed a few times whilst contemplating his 

options. 

“When are you back?” 

“Next week.” 

Silence 

“Feels like a month.” 

CHAPTER   5
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“I know. And it’s even harder for me. Would you drop me off at the 

airport?” 

“Eelllll…” 

“Please…” she pleaded, sealing his lips with hers. No tongue, just lips 

warming each other momentarily. 

“Sure.” 

“Thanks darling. You’re the best.” 

“You’re asking a very hard thing.” 

“I know. Please Yaw.” 

Putty. That’s what he was in her hands. She moulded him this way, then 

that way. He was quiet, but his mind bombarded him with questions. His 

heart demanded answers, but he didn't want to push it. He faked the 

smiles, faked the conversations, faked being there. But when she hugged 

him at the airport, it wasn't fake. 

He waited till the British Airways plane was in the air. He watched as it 

took his El further by the second. Hopeless romantic! He knew that’s what 

he was. That’s why he’d held back all these years. So many people 

thinking he was this plank, this emotionless man, but he knew what he 

was, how he became when he was vulnerable. He missed her and she 

wasn't even a mile gone. 

                                               *     *     * 

The days crawled like a movie in slow motion. When work closed on 

Monday, it felt like one week had already gone by.  

Ben Anyan | www.goldinwords.com

28



He tried to drown himself in work, but work was a pothole beside the 

Elsie Ocean. She messaged often. there were plenty of �� �� �� and 

☺  ☺  and �� �� �� . The distance put more depth to the feelings. 

She was still not giving details of the trip, but the curiosity in his heart 

and mind had curled their tails in-between their legs and cowered to the 

floor. 

By Wednesday, the usual suspects had noticed how much later he was 

leaving work, 

“Ei why you den madam day fight?” Hans asked 

He laughed “Naah, she go out of town small.” 

The black in Hans’ eyes became smaller, his sigh was barely audible 

“Hmmph” He turned to walk away, then walked back. 

“You know what exactly she’s doing there?” 

Yaw wasn't sure whether to lie or not. “Not really, work related though.” 

Hans pulled out the chair beside Yaw, sat in it and scooted closer “See 

Yaw, you be my guy. Me, I not dey like poke my nose into people’s private 

life, but you be my guy and this conversation is way overdue.” 

Yaw pulled back from his computer and leaned back, all ears “I dey 

listen.” 

“See, about three months before I first saw you at church, something had 

happened. The prophet had been ministering like you’ve seen him do 

many times. He called Elsie out, and it wasn't easy. Apparently there was 

some issue and anytime she got with a good guy, something strange 

happened and she’d make some big mistake and it will crush the guy and 

send him away.  
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He told her God will give her her own wealth, it wont come from rich old 

men. He whispered a lot of things in her ears, she broke down in tears. He 

cautioned her to just cut all ties with all those people with those empty 

promises, focus on God and it would be fine.” 

“But the first time I see am, it was at the service the prophet called her 

out on.” Yaw interjected. 

“Yeah, that was the second time, that’s when the spiritual husband thingy 

came up and there was a full deliverance. I dey talk of the first time.” 

“Ok.” 

“ Yeah, so later, my guy bi in the service who knew her gave me her full 

run down.” 

Yaw listened like his grade point depended on it. He wanted to stop Hans, 

to tell him he didn't care, but he did…he needed to know. So he sipped on 

the water in the almost empty disposable cup on his desk that had been 

pleading to be emptied for hours. 

“Hmm…” Hans continued “So according to my guy, Elsie messed up his 

friend big time. They had dated for like a year and half and he was the 

good boy type, but apparently she had like three big time sugar daddies 

sorting her out. Bro, one of them paid for her masters and then paid 

someone off to do her thesis for her. 

Another paid for all her expenses whilst she was there and this good boy 

was here in Ghana thinking his bae was bettering herself for them, not 

knowing there was a lot going down. Like it was traumatic, this guy would 

get random calls from friends who’d seen Elsie with some mogul. He left 

her shattered.  
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You’re my guy and I’d never want to see you like that. Me, as Proph pray 

for am and all I was glad it was all cool and I wasn't going to say anything. 

But you telling me she’d travelled now, I felt you had to know.’ 

Yaw was smiling, like it was all cool “Thanks mehn, appreciated.” 

“So now you understand all those times I wanted to say something but 

never did?” 

“Yup. Thanks mehn.”

“No P, I gotcha. But I swear the girl dey bee. Abi you dey like fine tins?” 

“Commot for there.” 

And it all ended on a light note….whilst Hans was there. Right after, Yaw 

packed up slammed his bag into the backseat, revved the engine and 

stomped on the accelerator. His mind was a minefield and there was a 

colossal explosion of dots that suddenly seemed to connect; the stylish 

apartment, the seeming ‘beyond means’ lifestyle, the sudden trip. the 

things he’d never been able to put his finger on. 

What a bloody foool! He’d gone to church and found a woman he’d felt 

was God’s gift to him, but she was clearly far from a gift. His mind

raced…all the things she could be doing in London right now. Her 

birthday night, had it been with one of those men? when she couldn't pick 

his calls, was something going down? Those three weeks she wasn't in

church after they met, was it with some man? 

He remembered that verse about an evacuated demon returning to find an 

empty house and returning with seven more even stronger than he. 

‘DAMN IT!’ He screamed, smashing his dashboard. The bloody traffic was 

slowing him down.   
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He just wanted to be home. He wished he drank, he’d have drunk to 

stupor. 

He heard his phone beep. “Hey boo.” It was her. From 7:00AM when he’d 

said hello, it was now she was getting back to him. “Oh oh oh oh oh” he 

repeated. He kept sighing heavily. He tore out of the traffic and zipped 

through shortcuts with bad roads. He didn't feel the bumps, he didn't care 

about shocks, he just wanted to be home. He knew what he’d do. By 

Saturday when she returned, he’d be collected. He’d play this game. He’d 

pull out his heart. He’d save his dignity.  

                                             *     *     * 

When he pulled into his driveway, it was 8:32pm. He smelled her scent, 

but cursed his nose and mind for being so cruel. He turned the door and 

let himself in. There, on Wednesday night, with her one suitcase beside 

her, in his couch, in his blue oversize t-shirt was she, Elsie. 

“Sweetie…” Then she noticed the wreck his face was in “Yaw?” She 

darted to him. 

He blinked in shock. Delight, pain, surprise, excitement, uncertainty all 

mixed into a salad and served him. “Yaw?” 

“E…Elsie!” 

She encapsulated him, felt his beating heart. At first he stood aloof, then 

slowly he tightened his grip till it felt like he was squeezing the life out of 

her. She held her breath, didn't stop him. It hurt, but she didn't stop him. 

She heard him sobbing. Crying. 
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“Oh El!” 

“Yaaww.” she whispered back. She said nothing. He said nothing. They 

stood in each other for minutes. 

“I didn't expect you.” He finally said, releasing himself. 

“I know.” she said, stroking his damp cheek with her right thumb. 

“What did you go to do?” There was something about how he asked it that 

made her realise it was no time for lies or excuses. 

“Sit, will you?” He sat on the sofa, she on the centre table. She cupped his 

hands in hers and locked her thighs with his. 

“I’ve done some really bad things, in the past. I’ve dated married men, 

spent their money and basically…basically been a bad girl. I’ve done 

things I couldn't understand why I did when they were done. I’ve led a 

life that didn't make sense to even me. I’d decide to walk away from it 

and somehow find myself back in it. I singlehandedly managed to screw 

up the few genuinely good things that came my way. I’m not proud of that 

life, but it felt a lot like I didn't have the power to stop myself.” 

She sniffed back tears. Her voice was shake, her eyes looked over his head 

as if her past was replaying itself to her. 

“One time I went to church, Proph ministered  to me and suddenly the 

urge, the seduction of that lifestyle vanished. I felt hatred for things I 

once loved. I blocked all my old contacts, totally cut them off. I buried all 

of that, and somewhere along the line, you showed up. It’s funny, you 

kept making all the moves but I knew I didn't deserve you. You’re pure 

Yaw. Pure stuff.  
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After all the hearts I’ve broken and all the mistakes I made, I knew I 

deserved some abusive man who’d cheat on me and treat me like dirt, but 

you are the direct opposite. I’m amazed by the love God keeps showing, it 

all seems too good to be true. Like how can He reward insolence with such 

goodness? It all didn't make sense to me. 

Anyways one of the men I fooled around with was this man called Mr. 

Boamah. He runs a major I.T company in the UK called TechTonik. Last 

Friday, in spite of the fact that I’d blocked all his numbers, he still 

managed to send me this.” She took out her phone to show him, but 

couldn't bring herself to. 

“It’s bad.” She warned 

“Let me see.” 

“Really really bad. I only mention it now because I don't want anything 

between us. After this, I’ll understand if you don't want to talk again.” 

“LET ME SEE!” He said snatching the phone. It was bad. She in a 

negligee, holding on to a tuber of a sex toy, with her tongue touching her 

upper lip and…and…and…he couldn't look anymore. His heart boiled in 

rage and jealousy. 

“He claimed to have more, worse.” She’d turned away, sniffing back tears. 

“He sent tickets, Business Class. If I wasn't in London in 24 hours and 

ready to stay for at least two weeks, he was going to send to you and 

anyone who mattered to me.” 

“Me?” Yaw asked 
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“Yes, he says he has your number, he knows who I talk to and how close 

we are. So, I panicked. That’s why I left like that.” 

“I see.” Yaw answered, it all felt a bit much, honestly. “So when you got 

there…” 

“When I got there, his driver was waiting to send me to his place. I knew 

what he was up to, so I tricked the driver to send me to my cousin’s at 

Strattford. That’s where I stayed. It upset him because he thought I’d stay 

at his. I didn't care. The deal was to be in London, and I was there. I felt 

so miserable, you kept checking on me, it got me sick, so we didn't meet 

on Sunday. Monday afternoon, he came to my cousins, asked we go to this 

restaurant nearby. He drove to his apartment….” 

Yaw felt his teeth gritting, his fists clenching, he is head banging UHH!!

“…He said he hated what I’d forced him to do. He wanted us to be 

together. He’d finally gotten divorced and his kids were with his ex in 

Manhattan. He even had a stone, huge ring. He said I didn't have to 

return to Ghana. He had an offer letter ready to make me head of Comms 

at his firm, 140k quid a year,  a white Rover and an apartment in Central 

London plus paid holidays each year and the chance to travel with him in 

his private jet. I honestly didn't expect that. He knew an immediate 

answer would be no, he asked me to get back Tuesday night at dinner. I’m 

not gonna lie Yaw, I thought hard about it. Hard and long. My old self was 

scratching me, drooling, being as persuasive as can be.” 

“Aaannd…” Yaw said impatiently. 
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“And so we did have dinner last night. Private dining at some fancy place 

off 15 on Orange. Sorry I’m giving seemingly endless details, I just want 

to tell you eeeverything. 

“I understand.” 

“So after desert, he passed me a Savorski diamond necklace. It looked like 

a fortune. He asked if I had an answer. All this time, you’d never left my 

mind. Yes he has all the money, but I don't have a price anymore. And 

that’s what all the goodies felt like. I know i’m not like those criffe girls, 

I’m still on baby steps with God, but I know enough to tell if He’s talking 

to me and there was no peace about this Mr. Boamah offer. I mean the 

starting point itself was off. But in a strange way I’m grateful to him; he 

made me realise just how badly I want this…us…you. 

I walked off, he groped, I slapped, he threatened, I told him to go to hell, 

got an uber, went to pack up, headed to Heathrow, got the next flight to 

Ghana…to where my heart is…to where you are.” 

“What about his dirt on you?” 

“I was most worried about you seeing it, and now I’ve shown it to you. If 

he broadcasts it, it’ll be bad and I’ll have to live with it. It’s my mistake, 

and I take full responsibility. I wasnt…I’m not perfect, but I cant, I wont 

live with blackmail.” 

Yaw said nothing. He just fiddled with her phone in his hands. 

“You don't have to say anything. But whatever you think or decide, you’ll 

always be a better man than I deserve.” 
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Still more silence “Let me take you home.” He finally said. She hadn't 

considered that as a possible  answer. 

                                              *     *     * 

The night was dark, the moon seemed to have dozed off, leaving his work 

to a few overworked stars. The streetlights were off…most of them and 

there weren't so many cars on the road as before. There was a police 

roadblock ahead. Yaw put on the inside light and lowered his window. 

“Officer,” he greeted “I salute.” 

“I take am!” the lanky officer responded “I also dey watch you.” 

“No shaking” Yaw said smiling, it was the first time she’d seen him 

smiling all night “I dey turn my body come right now.”

“Eeenh? Ok. Rosalinda, you’re okay?” He asked in Elsie’s direction. She 

faked a smile. “Carry on boss.” Yaw drove off. 

When he pulled up at her house, he carried her suitcase in. “You wont 

stay a little?” It sounded like a plea. 

“No, I’m good.” 

She hugged him, he stood like a traffic light, and peeled off. She watched 

him walk off into the car and disappear. He didn't turn back even once. 

She crumbled to the stairs at her porch and wept like a child. It was the 

worst and loneliest night of her life.  

After staying under the hot shower for about an hour, she coiled into her 

bed, still crying. He didn't call, text, nothing.  
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It had never been like that before. She prayed for sleep to come take her 

and not bring her back anytime soon. After what felt like a lifetime, sleep 

obliged, drawing her into dreamworld, offering anaesthesia that would 

only last till morning. 

                                             *     *     * 

It sounded very distant, as if it was part of her dreams, but it eventually 

woke her up. It was the annoying gate bell. She squinted as she looked at 

the phone. It was 10:00am. Yaw still hadn't called. Her heart sunk. Pain 

returned. The ringing didn't stop. Who the hell was it?! She stomped to 

the gate fuming. She opened. It was…it was him. She didn't know what to 

say. 

“Hi, sorry to bug you. Please does Charles live here?” 

She was confused “Charles?” 

“Yes Charles Mensah.” 

“Uhhmm, no.” 

“Drat, sorry. I should have paid closer attention when he was giving 

directions. Oh, forgive my rudeness, I’m Yaw.” 

She smiled. She started getting the drift. “I’m Elsie, but my friends call 

me El.” 

“El, that’s easy. Sorry to be upfront, but is it ok to charge my phone a 

little so I call Charles?” 

“You can use my phone.” She offered 

“No, I’d rather charge mine and call.” 

She smiled. “Have you had breakfast?” 
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“No, but I’d do anything for a pancake!” He answered 

“I love pancakes too!” 

“I think we’ll get along just fine Elsie. Really nice to make your 

acquaintance.” 

                                                *     *     * 

                                               THE END 

PS: Thank you for reading, and being such an awesome person. Feel free to 

share and tell me what you think of the story either as a comment on the 

post or at ben@goldinwords.com. Ok, off to bed now.
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