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    I dedicate this book to all students.

      

    



  	
        
            
            My son, hear the instruction of your father, and do not forsake the law of your mother. (Proverbs 1:8.)
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CHAPTER ONE
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ABRAFI’S FAMILY

After taking supper and relaxing on a sofa at the hall, Abrafi sat close to her father as she quizzed him. ‘Dad, why is it that some ladies are fond of wearing dresses which are so short? Is it because they have outgrown their dresses or the dresses belong to their younger sisters?’

Mr. Mensah Abrampa laughed and replied, ‘That is a very good question, my daughter. Ask and ask again. Those ladies actually have long dresses; they do not wear that of their younger sisters’ either. The practice is intentional.’

He continued, ‘Some ladies wear mini-skirts in order to expose their bodies. At times, when you meet them and you draw their attention to their dresses, they would express themselves with their usual cliché, “I am aware.” They have the intention of being the centre of attraction whenever they stroll the streets. They also have the notion that, men will get attracted to them when they set eyes on them.’

‘Dad, why do they want to be attracted to men?’ Why do they have to expose their bodies for the whole world to behold?’ Abrafi probed inquisitively. ‘Dad, you always advise us to desist from such indecency.’ ‘It is a unfathomable issue, my daughter.’ Replied Mr. Abrampa. ‘It is pathetic that those pieces of papers that we call, money, has actually blindfolded several people. Men who also want to explore the whole of the ladies’ bodies all because they have exposed part, will then engage in intimate affairs with them. In the end, they will give the ladies money.’ 

Abrafi continued, ‘Dad, you always advise us but my eldest sister, Asantewaa, never heeds. She is fond of wearing mini-skirts.’ Mr. Abrampa said, ‘H-m-m, I have advised her a thousand times yet she has fallen deaf ears. I don’t know what to say again. Ensure you do not follow her trajectory, okay? You are only sixteen years old. Concentrate on your books so that you will achieve your dreams in the near future, okay?’ ‘Yes, Dad.’

‘So how old are you Dad?’ Mr. Abrampa laughed and replied, ‘I am forty-eight years old.’ Abrafi said, you look younger than your age. I think I picked after you. I have bright eyes, broad face and I am hairy too. On the other hand, I have wide hips and big calves, ha-ha.’ His father giggled. 

Madam Serwaa Brakatu, Mr. Abrampa’s wife, was then at the kitchen. The three younger siblings of Abrafi include Sarpomaa, who was helping her mum at the kitchen; Amo Sarpong and Akwasi Bronii, were playing with a teddy bear in the balcony. 

Sarpomaa was thirteen years old; Amo Sarpong was ten years old, whereas Akwasi Bronii was eight. Abrafi was a student at First Ladies Senior High School, Offinso. Her eldest sister, Asantewaa, had completed Kumasi Girls Senior High School. She had turned eighteen. Asantewaa was tall and fair.

In the initial stages of Asantewaa’s education at school, she was very ethical and well-mannered. Still, as the saying goes, ‘Evil company corrupts good habit,’ Asantewaa fell into the tentacles of a bad company. All her ethics were guillotined and replaced with moral decadence such as indecency, promiscuity, insolence, money consciousness, truancy and sluggishness. 

Her parents were the type who always counselled their children, but Asantewaa proved beyond all reasonable doubt, that she was a real epitome of obstinacy. A bad stomach never knows that it has had an enema.

As conversation ensued between Mr. Abrampa and her daughter, Asantewaa passed by the hall. She was wearing a mini-skirt and a blouse with thin arms. Her belly was bare such that her navel was visible and was chewing gum. She had an earpiece in her ears listening to Cool Music being played on her mobile phone. 

Just as she passed by, her father called and reproached her. ‘Asantewaa, Asantewaa, come back here! What kind of dress is this? How many times should I caution you not to wear dresses of such nature? Serwaa, come and see your daughter. Why are you disgracing me like that, Asantewaa? And who bought you that mobile phone? 

I remember when you asked me to buy you a phone, I told you to wait for a while. As a hunter, I will go to the bush and hunt a deer. When I sell it, I will buy you the mobile phone. Is it not your mother and I who have toiled to look after you throughout your life? So why are you paying us back with problems?’

Madam Serwaa Brakatu proceeded forth. When she saw Asantewaa, she screamed. ‘A-w, Asantewaa, you will kill me o-o, you will kill me. See, I am only forty-two years old. Am I not supposed to be young and exuberant? Just imagine that I am developing grey hair prematurely.

If I die, it is all because of you, and if I live, I will attribute it to you as well. Why are you behaving this way? Is that how we brought you up? Instead of setting a good pace for your younger siblings to emulate, just imagine your deviant way of life. Heed our words. When you refuse to heed advice, you go to places that you don’t wish to be. H-m-m’ 

Asantewaa said, ‘But Maa, what is wrong with this dressing? Please, let me be. I am eighteen years and I can wear whatever dress I want because I am no longer a kid, besides, this phone was given to me by my boyfriend. Dad, I do not want to put pressure on you as far as finance is concerned. So, please let me be. I am visiting a friend and will be back tomorrow morning. Goodbye.’

Asantewaa’s parents called her back but she did not mind them and went out to meet her friends.

Madam Serwaa called all the children and counselled them. ‘Please, my children, do not imitate your eldest sister’s behaviour okay? It pains me that Asantewaa has strayed from the straight and the narrow path of respectability and tolerance.’

Abrafi, I believe you will be entering your third year at the Senior High School. Please, be careful of yourself, okay? If you are aware of your drinking source, you carry along a calabash wherever you go. You said you want to be a nurse. I promise you that when you complete school, I shall do whatever I can to enroll you in a Nursing Training School.’ 
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Asantewaa said, ‘But Maa, what is wrong with this dressing? Please, let me be.

She continued, ‘Though I am only a petty trader, who sells second hand clothes, I will ensure your well-being. So, walk with God-fearing people. Always tread with all manner of sobriety. Be courteous and vigilant and marry to your books, for you will surely give birth to success.’ ‘I hear you, Maa.’ Responded Abrafi.

Abrafi was a boarder but was on vacation. Sarpomaa, Amo Sarpong and Akwasi Bronii attended Brosanko M/A School. They were in JHS 1, Primary Five and Primary Three respectively. 

The family was living in their own apartment. The girls used one room, the boys used one room and the couple too, used one room. There was a storeroom that they used to keep items. 

Brosanko was a fairly big town with dense population. Most of the buildings were built with concrete blocks whereas others were mud houses. The family’s apartment was a mud house. 

Since Mr. Mensah Abrampa was a hunter
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