
Winds of Destiny

Akoto Dokua was a nobleman.
He had lived half of his life basking in the warmth of the people's praises.
There was no other warrior more decorated in valour in the whole of Nyakrom and its
environs than him.

Infact, during the legendary clash between the people of Nyakrom and the neighbouring
Akwatia, it was Akoto Dokua and his best friend Yaw Otumfuo who had brought back victory
to the people of Nyakrom and silenced their enemies.

This victory earned him the highest rank in the Asafo company, responsible for defence
and military.

But today, as Akoto Dokua sat on his favourite stool, his conquests were the last thing on his
mind.

His beautiful daughter, Abina had been returned home again. This was the second time.
He reminisced on the times when men used to battle themselves to gain Abina's heart. They
would come with gifts, money and all sorts of livestocks hoping to buy her heart.

Abina had been worth it all, for not only was her father a living legend, but she was also a
beauty to behold.
Dark grey eyes, with a glowing melanin skin, long black hair complemented by her perfect
set of white teeth was this damsel he called his daughter.

He had been extremely proud. He never hid it and had been delighted to hand her over
only to the best suitor, the heir of the Mensah Empire, Agyie Mensah in marriage, only for
her to be sent packing three years later.
Her crime - barrenness.

He had held his head high despite the shame. Abina was still young and beautiful, she
didn't even stay up to a year before she remarried another rich trader from Koforidua, Kofi
Osei.

They did not even last for two years before Abina tearfully landed back home again. He
had threatened fire and brimstone but Yaw Otumfuo had stopped him.

Yaw Otumfuo, his best friend of thirty years. They had met during a hunting trip and
bonded almost instantly. Side by side,they fought together in the Nyakrom/Akwatia war.

While he was hot-headed and spontaneous, Yaw had tended to be the more calmer and
deliberate one.
He remembered with fondness how Yaw's calmness had saved his life on many occasions.

"A man did not allow soap to enter his eyes while near the river bank," wasn't that what
they said.
He would go to Yaw's place.
He had too. This case was becoming too much to handle alone.
Abina was threatening to kill herself.
Godforbid if he would sit by and do nothing!.



Yaw Otumfuo was a good listener.
For almost an hour, he had listened to Akoto's tale of his daughter's dilemma. He knew how
much Abina meant to him ever since he lost his wife.
Abina was his pride.

He understood that feeling only too well. Akoto was no man of emotions, but for Abina, he
lost himself completely.
He knew they had to do something.
He also knew Akoto was relying on him to come up with a plan.
How could he tell him he was just as confused.
No! Akoto would be inconsolable.
A plan he simply must have!

Abina quickly filled her water pot.
She had deliberately gone to the stream today, despite her father's stern warnings.
How she had longed for the feel of the flowing water against her smooth skin.

She had missed this place. Her favourite spot.
She could do all her thinking here, free from the servants interfering.
"Abina! Ehh! so this is what you have been reduced to," she mused.

She remembered her blooming years when she was the envy of her age grades.
She remembered the bloody battle Tetteh and Ananse had engaged in for her sake. The

two most eligible bachelors in Nyakrom.
Both had been disqualified.

Both had eventually married other people. Ironically, both had been blessed with children of
their own.
And here she was, the rejected barren bride.

Tueh! she spat out.
She would rather die than continue this endless cycle. The mockery was enough. If her
father did not come up with a plan, she would.
She, Abina would cease to exist.

Okomfo Anokye was the all seeing eye of the gods.
The one who stood in line between mortals and the supernatural.

The great seer was known to cure all sorts of illnesses and the only one who could
intervene in any infliction from the gods.

It was said that any problem Okomfo Anokye could not solve could not be solved even in
the heavens.

So as Yaw Otumfuo wandered in his thoughts, the only plan he could think of was Okomfo.
If Okomfo could not help them, nobody could.

They would travel the distance to Kumasi. It was a two days journey by foot. They would
do it.
For Abina's sake.

"Mighty men of war, draw your sandals for where you stand is a holy ground."



Akoto Dokua was impressed.
This seer was truly all knowing. He was facing the far east of his shrine but he clearly
recognized them without a word.

Yaw Otumfuo turned to his friend
who was smiling with satisfaction. Silently, he prayed they found the answers they sought.
For he could not bear to make another two days trip back home with a depressed Akoto.

Okomfo Anokye stared at the two men seated in his shrine.
One was desperate, the other was anxious. Both were friends, he could clearly tell for they

shared a bond very deep.
But their countenance was not the reason for his silence.

His cowries had just revealed to him the most perplexing news he had ever seen.
The two men in front of him were blood guilty. They had shed an innocent life twenty-seven

years ago and one of them was bearing the cross.

Akoto Dokua inhaled sharply.
His instant relief had turned to worry almost immediately.
Okomfo's cowries had certainly revealed bad news, his gut instinct told him so.
He would listen first though. He had come a long way after all.

*  *  *  *  *

Serwa watched in amazement as her husband, Osei Frimpong ate with gusto.
He never failed to reciprocate her cooking skills with a delightful appetite.
"My queen, Odoyewe," he praised heartily. He had just finished his favourite meal of banku

and stew.

Osei Frimpong was a hunter.
He was one of the best in Akwatia village. He missed the hunting trails.

Since the communal clash had broken out between Akwatia and Nyakrom, their
neighbouring village, hunting had been called off by both villages.

Akwatia had suffered the most from this decision, for the villagers were mostly hunters.
Osei wondered how long they would continue to hold out.

His wife Serwa was three months pregnant with his seed.
She was a supportive woman, the best gift any man could ask of, his Serwa.
But right now, he worried how much longer their stocked up foodstuffs would last them.

The "Akwambo Festival" also known as  "Path Clearing Festival" was approaching.
Despite the ongoing clash, both communities still decided to hold the festival but with

restrictions.
The Nyakrom village had decreed that any Akwatia born male or female found in their land

during the festival would be treated as a spy.
The Akwatia village had decreed vice versa.



Obviously the merriment hadn't dampened the hate one bit.
Well, from his own view, Nyakrom had enough reasons to be angry.

Three maidens from Nyakrom had gone missing. Their bodies had been found floating on
Akwatia stream one week later.

The angry youths of Nyakrom had almost razed down the roofs of his beloved village. His
people of course had vehemently denied the accusations.

They had been forced into this war to protect their people from  Nyakrom, who had the
best military force in all their environs.

Now they would starve to death.
No! Not his precious Serwa.
He would wait till the festival began.
Together with Serwa, he would journey to Kumasi town, Serwa's family was there. At least

they would get shelter and food until this madness of a war ended.

Serwa awoke to a start. She had it again. Another nightmare. This time her pursuers had
caught up with her and thrashed her mercilessly.

"Odeyewe, what is it?"
Her scream had obviously woken her husband Osei.

"It's the nightmare again. My love, I've been so scared ever since you decided we should
take this risky journey to Ku....." she began shakily.

"Shh!! my love. It's just a dream, No more, no less," he comforted.
Drawing into his warm embrace, Serwa allowed her husband's warmth to calm her fears.
She trusted him. If Osei said everything would be alright,then it would be.

Serwa was two months due when she embarked on the journey to Kumasi with her
husband.

They had run out of foodstuffs, still the clash had only intensified.
Kumasi had been their only option.

Most of the villagers had fled successfully through the hunting trail.
She prayed theirs was too.

Her feet hurt and her back ached, but they kept going.
Osei Frimpong was proud of his Serwa. Not many pregnant women could make this journey,
but Serwa was strong.
As soon as they made it out of here, he would make sure Serwa got all the care she needed.
She deserved even more.

"Stop there, identify yourself"

Osei crouched low.
"Hide yourself Serwa."
The dense vegetation provided a thick cover but it was only enough for one.

Osei knew if he continued to hide, the warriors would be drawn to find Serwa. He made his
decision.



"Spare me," he cried, coming forward.
I am just a lonely traveller who is starved and hungry. My pregnant wife would die if I fail to
return.

Falling to his knees, Osei begged to be spared.

Akoto watched the pleading man.
He claimed to be a lonely traveller, but he was quite muscular.

He was hiding something for he had desperate eyes.
One look at his amulet, Akoto knew where he came from.
Akwatia village had sent their spy.
Too bad, he would be their scapegoat.

Ordering his men, the man was bound hands and feet.
He was smart, for he chose a path less frequently patrolled.
Today however, Yaw had suggested they split patrol teams and here he was.

Osei knew his fate was sealed if they took him back to Nyakrom.
He was glad they hadn't suspected a thing and searched the bushes.
He had made Serwa promise to stay put, no matter what happened. She was carrying his

seed. She had to make it.

Serwa followed the troops quietly.
She could not bear to abandon Osei.
As they neared the village square, she was prepared to throw her life in, if possible.

Serwa saw the move before the troops saw it.
Through the journey, Osei had loosened his bonds. He was a skilled hunter after all.

As they approached a sharp turn, Osei gave a fake fall, the move slightly distracted his
guard, but it bought him enough time to break free from the troops.

Osei calculated his move.
He knew that if he turned back into the trail, he would lose his pursuers.
He would find Serwa and they would hide again until the darkness.

What he did not know however, was that the Nyakrom troops had divided themselves.
It was only one half of the troop that had caught him.

The other half was behind and he was running towards them.

Yaw Otumfuo took one look at the running man and aimed his gun.
One trigger had brought the man to his knees.

He figured the man was running away from Akoto's direction.
And right he was, for minutes later, his pursuers showed up panting.
Akoto led them.He could tell, Akoto would spare him not.

Serwa heard the gunshot and wailed.
No! not her Osei. Her beloved husband was safe. He could not be shot.



Hot tears ran down her cheeks, she sobbed unconsolingly.
Her world would shatter if Osei did not make it.
Summoning strength, she decided to find the troops, she would reveal herself and beg for
mercy.

Akoto threw another blow.
This good for nothing man he had underestimated had nearly escaped.

If not for Yaw, the news would have it that a man had escaped his watch.
Him, the great Akoto, had allowed a prisoner to escape.
No! this man would pay the ultimate price.

Yaw Otumfuo held his head in thought. The man was already a bloody mess.
He had shot the first bullet, but Akoto had unleashed his anger on the prisoner and

battered his face beyond repair.
His ears had been filled with the man's tearful cries of agony.

"Please spare me, I am no spy," he kept saying.
Yaw had seen enough guilty criminals, but this one seemed different. If only Akoto had not

been so angry, they could have interrogated the man first.
Now, he could barely speak.

"My husband, please, my lords wait, plea...." came the sobbing voice.
Yaw looked up, a pregnant woman was approaching.

Osei heard her. No! Not his Serwa. These men would not spare her.
Writhing in pain, he tried to crawl towards her voice. His swollen eyelids obscured his sight

and his knee was a bloodied mess.
Still he tried, pulling his upper body rigid, hands on the dirty ground, he attempted to stand.

Serwa did not believe her eyes.
That bloody man she saw struggling to stand could not be her Osei.
Running towards him, she saw one of the men draw his gun. He pulled the trigger before
she could even scream.

Osei went down like a log of wood.
Serwa froze in her tracks just before Osei's body collapsed in her arms.

"No!! no!, no! my Oseii!!, my husband no!, don't leave me, no!" she screamed in between
sobs.Clutching his bloody palm, she begged him desperately.
His eyes slowly closed shut in pain. Serwa watched it all, helplessly numb.

She did not even put up a fight when the troops dragged her away from Osei's corpse.
She was exhausted. She had no reason to fight anymore.

Yaw Otumfuo only turned when the woman screamed and it was too late.
Akoto had already pulled the trigger that ended all deliberations.
One look at the woman's face and he had instantly wished Akoto had waited more.



Now as she was dragged away from her husband's corpse, Yaw silently begged for her
forgiveness. She was heavily pregnant and he doubted she could bear this much pain.

Two hours later, Serwa felt labour pains hit her early.
She had cried with all she had. She had cried until she could cry no more.
She had no strength left. So when the midwife had come in to attend to her, she had
extracted a promise.
She had made her promise to hide the child if he survived. Woman to woman she had bared
her soul in tears.
The midwife, a pure hearted soul, had seen her sincerity and sympathised with her. She had
sworn to keep her promise.

As Serwa had convulsed in between spasms of pain, she had sworn in tears. A curse was
placed on the warrior who unhesitatingly took the life of her innocent husband.
His generation would know no marital bliss. If he had daughters, none would enjoy their
husbands, just as she never did hers.
If they had no husbands they would have no children either. They would share her pains till
they died. Sealing her curse with her blood, Serwa had given up.
She could not even behold her son.

The midwife, who had known she would not make it, hastily bundled the new baby into a
nice warm basket and sent her daughter to take the child to Koforidua.
That same evening, Akoto got the news. Serwa had died during childbirth and so had her
child.

*  *  *  *  *

Yaw Otumfuo sighed deeply.
He had borne this guilt for years. He had listened to Okomfo Anokye reveal what had
transpired twenty-seven years ago as clearly as if he were there.
Never for one day, had he forgotten the utter horror in that woman's eyes when Akoto had
pulled the trigger. That trigger that had brought them where they were today. The trigger
responsible for all of Akoto's sorrows.

Beside him, Akoto sat numb.
He too had lived with his own share of guilt, for he had regretted his rash decision as the
years went by.

"What could be done to end this curse?" he asked quietly, as Akoto sat speechless.

Okomfo Anokye proposed a solution. The men would have to return back to their land.
They had to find the surviving son and seek forgiveness.

It was a reconciliation mission to pacify Serwa's spirit and end the curse. If they failed to
find the boy, the curse would continue.

A marriage pact between the two parties would break the curse. No more, no less.



*  *  *  *  *

Kwabena had a lot on his mind.
Aunty Efua was sick. She was the only family he had left since her mother, Maame Akua had
died. She had been a midwife and Aunty Efua had followed in her footsteps. Now, Aunty
Efua had one last request, she wanted to be taken to her hometown Nyakrom before she
died.

"Nyakrom," he had never been to that place before. Previous attempts to inquire about that
place had been met with brief cut-off remarks from Aunty Efua.

Koforidua had been his home for close to twenty-seven years now.
Well, he owed it to her. If that was her last wish, he would make it happen.

Abina took her waterpot and snuck out again. This time, she had more plans than enjoying
a quiet time. Her father had returned one week ago, dejected more than ever.
Prodding him, she had found out the details of his supposed journey.
Her father had sinned and she was paying the price. Worst of all, the solution was close to
impossible. The midwife, who had helped the woman give birth, had long died.
She had but one daughter, whose whereabouts was unknown.
How then, could they find the young man whose forgiveness held her destiny in his hands?

No!!, she would control her destiny herself. She would end this madness once and for all.
She would pay the price, her life was useless after all.

Kwabena heard the rustling of leaves ahead and stopped in his tracks.
Aunty Efua had requested bush meat pepper soup.

Although unfamiliar with this new environment, Kwabena was a seasoned hunter.
Back in Koforidua, he won the village hunting games each year.

Now as he neared the clearing ahead, he was sure it was no animal for someone lay
dangling above a branch above.

Springing swiftly into action, Kwabena was atop the tree in seconds. Securing the rope
firmly, he loosened the knot where her noose loop had been fastened.

Dropping nimbly to the ground, the maiden collapsed weakly into his arms. In another thirty
seconds, her breath would have been snuffed out of her.

Still shaky from the encounter, he gazed at her. She was beautiful no doubt. Her eyes lay
open, tears flowing freely.

"Sssshh," he urged."You're safe now"
She looked helpless in his arms. He suddenly felt the urge to protect her.
Whatever it was, Kwabena felt his gut instinct ring alarmingly.



Something would change. He could feel it.

Akoto did not expect any visitors, so nothing prepared him for the sight his eyes beheld.
His beautiful daughter was carried in helplessly by a fine looking young man.
What was Abina doing outside?

He was very convinced she had been sleeping in her quarters.
"Abina!!" he cried, taking her from the young man.

So "Abina" was her name. The maiden with the beautiful eyes.
The one he had rescued. Her father was a noble man, he could see. He had a lot of

questions for her, but that clearly could wait.

She was not stable yet.
He had even forgotten Aunty Efua's bush meat. He would have to return back here later.
Aunty Efua needed her meat first.

Yaw Otumfuo dressed quickly.
News had spread that Abina had attempted to hang herself.
The news bearer had disclosed her saviour. He was said to have recently come into
Nyakrom, together with Efua, the late Maame Akua's daughter.
Yaw prayed silently. If this news were true, their deliverer had indeed arrived.

*****************

Efua listened carefully to Kwabena.
She had earlier choked when the name Abina had come up.
She had wanted him to find out the truth before she died, but not in this way.
She had no doubts, Akoto Dokua would find her soon. She would not wait, she would visit
him herself.

Akoto Dokua beat her to it.
Listening to Yaw spill the news he brought, Akoto had almost run out crazy. He could wait no
more. He had almost lost Abina.
She did not deserve this. He was the sinner. He would seek forgiveness.
Together with Yaw, they would visit Efua.

Kwabena could not believe his ears. He had taken one look at Aunty Efua and had known
the men were not lying. He sat stiffly, as the men dished him pieces of the puzzle that now
completed his twenty-seven years missing history.



He had been completely thrown off guard when Akoto had fallen on his knees and begged
like a child.
Aunty Efua had been surprised too, for immediately she began to sob.
His heart ached with pain for a mother he had never known.

As the tears filled his eyes, his anger grew. He had been robbed of both parents because of
this man who lay begging beneath him. His mother had begged too. But he hadn't listened.
Now he had the guts to beg too.

"I deserve to die," Akoto cried.
But Abina is innocent of my sins.
"I wish I could take her place," he continued to sob.
Yaw Otumfuo joined in too. Two elderly noblemen weeping in grief and regret.

"Abina!" that answered all his questions. No wonder she had wanted to end it all.
She was merely the victim in this ordeal. His mind flashed back to when he had rescued

her, with tears flowing begging to die.

Kwabena made his decision.
He would forgive Akoto Dokua and his accomplice. Not for their sake, but for Abina's.
He would marry her and tie the knot that would end the curse. Their union would serve as a
pacification pact for a harmonious reconciliation, a symbol of Mpatapo as the Adinkra people
called it.

Enough price had been paid.
No more lives would be lost again.

Epilogue
One year later, Abina and Kwabena's marriage was blessed with a child.
A baby girl who was named "Serwa Asomdwoe Frimpong"
"Serwa" in memory of his mother and "Asomdwoe" meaning peace.


