The large tires of Kathleen Abakwam’s 2017 Toyota Vitz kicked up dirt as she sped across the road. Accompanied by her trusty sidekick, Nick, she smiled happily as the small town of Asokwa came into view. It was not too far from Kumasi, plus this place promised interesting prospects for her career.
Kathleen slowed her car as they neared the Odikro’s palace. There was a line of guards flanking both sides of her red car, standing with impossible straightness. She giggled a bit.
“I don’t know, Nicky, I feel a little bad about this. They probably think I’m some big shot detective,” Kathleen confessed. Of course, this wasn’t true. She didn’t feel bad about anything. Nick knew that.
“Nick. These people aren’t some uncivilized population ma’am. They won’t be fooled. I have a bad feeling about this place.”
Kathleen rolled her eyes. She should’ve known better than to come along with this sissy. But at least, bad company was better than no company. Because even though she put on a confident front, she could be timid at times.
“I know that. I’m going to solve this mystery though, and become the big shot they think I am. The whole world is going to know the name Kathleen Abakwam by the time I’m done with this dump.”
“Oh really?” Nick asked sarcastically, rolling his eyes. “And you think finding a runaway prince is going to be so easy?”
“It’s a tiny village. Where could he have possibly run off to?”
“It’s a big world.”
“Quite the contrary actually. Shut up now, it’s time to get off.” Kathleen touched up her bright red lipstick, and with a quick glance into the car’s mirror, stepped out. 
She was quickly ushered into the Odikro’s palace, where she was made to remove her shoes before stepping inside. She held her gifts tightly, her anxiety soaring when they were led into the throne room.
A tall imposing man sat on a throne that seemed to be made solely out of gold. Beside him was a haughty-looking middle aged woman with too much makeup for her own good. Kathleen didn’t know whether or not she was supposed to bow, but she did so anyway.
The corner of his lip tilted upwards with an amused smirk. There was a man stood beside his throne who Kathleen presumed to be the Okyeame, the linguist. Basically, the person she would be talking to directly.
“Good afternoon,” Kathleen said, trying to steady her shaking voice. She was fluent in Twi, but decided to speak English. The Okyeame nodded at her, urging her to continue. “I’m Kathleen Abakwam. I come from Paga, in the Northern Region. I am an investigative journalist based in Accra. I come here to seek your permission to investigate the disappearance of your son, the crown prince.”
“Many have tried, Miss. Kathleen,” the queen said, her voice every bit as haughty as her face. “What makes you think you’ll succeed?”
Kathleen paused. She wasn’t even sure if the queen was supposed to address her directly. Wasn’t that what the linguist was there for? Kathleen shook off her surprise and forced on a polite smile. “I’m different from everyone else who has tried. I graduated Summa Cum—”
“Oh please, spare me,” the queen rolled her eyes. “Do as you wish. If you are successful in finding what happened to our son, you will be rewarded accordingly. Otherwise, please don’t waste our time. I, for one, want to return to the Manhyia palace as soon as I can and don’t have time for such frivolities.” She then looked to her husband who nodded, and turned back to the journalist. “This meeting is adjourned.”
* * *

“Who the hell does she think she is?” Kathleen yelled, dropping her tote bag onto the hotel bed aggressively.
“The queen of Asanteland?” Nick suggested dryly. He put his own bag on the adjacent bed and sat, running his hands through his permed hair. “What did you expect? They were on track to head back to their palace before our arrival delayed them, just to hear something they’d probably been hearing for months now.”
“When I find their prince, they better prepare to pay me half their entire fortune! Just imagine! How dare she?”
Nick closed his eyes, wishing he could be anywhere but there at that moment. He hadn’t wanted to come here, but as much as he detested Kathleen, she was smart. Very smart. She saw things most people didn’t, and he knew that if there was anyone he could bet on to make a name for themselves, it was her. He didn’t want to be left behind.
“I think you should get some sleep, so that by tomorrow, we can set out and start to investigate,” he told her.
Kathleen sighed. “I guess you’re right. The drive was tedious,” she rolled her shoulders, frowning. “I’ll just fill you in on all the details of everything once I’m done showering.”
She quickly took a shower, dressed in her night clothes and sat at the hotel’s desk with her notepad. Nick had fallen asleep before she could finish, so she resorted to jotting down her notes, instead of telling him.
The prince had gone missing seven months ago, in this village, Asokwa. He was the son of the Asantehene, but royal duties had brought him to the small village. He was supposed to have returned to the palace seven months ago. Unfortunately, no one could pinpoint the exact day he went missing, as he was a very independent person and didn’t let his guards tail him like all royals should. 
His parents regularly made visits to the village—taking over the Odikro’s palace—where he was last seen, which is why they were there when Kathleen arrived.
So far, that was all anyone knew. That he’d disappeared. There was no record of who’d last seen him or anything of the sort. But Kathleen knew that someone would know something. They were probably just scared to talk about it. Maybe for fear that they be accused of something they didn’t do.
Kathleen smiled and turned off her desk lamp. This was going to change her life. She just knew it.
* * *
The next morning came by quickly. By eight, the pair was dressed and ready to set off into the village to do their first round of questioning. Kathleen sported a fringed black wig that reached middle of her back, with a casual pair of shorts and a spaghetti strapped top.
The first person Kathleen came across was a beautiful young woman. She had dark skin and thick black hair. Her petite and curvy frame made her even more gorgeous. Kathleen didn’t like her.
“Hi,” Kathleen greeted.
The woman greeted back shyly. “Hello.”
“I’m Kathleen, an investigative journalist from Accra. I’m looking into the case of the missing crown prince, and I’d like to ask you some questions.”
The woman’s eyes widened. She stepped back a bit and averted her gaze. “I don’t kn—”
“Don’t worry, it’s just some routine questioning. You’re certainly not a person of interest. I just want to know what he was up to before he disappeared.”
She glanced back cautiously at Kathleen. “There wasn’t much he did other than follow women. He wasn’t anything like a crown prince should be.”
Kathleen quickly jotted this down in her notebook. When she looked back at the woman, her eyes were wide once more, like she regretted what she’d said. “E-excuse me. I must go,” she gathered her skirts and practically scurried away.
Even though it didn’t seem like much, Kathleen was pleased. This was a small victory, probably something that was important for their case. Womanizing men who ended up missing were not uncommon, not in the books she’d read and the cases she’d searched.
A jealous third party, or even the lover herself could be responsible for the disappearance. The next step was to find who exactly the prince was involved with.
“Nicky!” Kathleen yelled, even though the man was standing right beside her. “Let’s split up. I need you to find out which of these village women the womanizing prince couldn’t keep his hands off. Capiche?”
The man rolled his eyes and began to move away from her as quickly as he possibly could. 
The rest of the day, Kathleen interviewed so many women that she began to lose track. Most of them wouldn’t say anything. You’d think the prince was a god, the way they were unwilling to sully his name. Those who dared to speak all said the same thing. The prince couldn’t keep it in his pants.
She talked and talked until she felt like she was going to faint, until she gave up and took shelter underneath a mango tree. At this point, she was exhausted and ready to return to Accra. Hardly had she began to relax, when a man came to sit on the bench beside her.
He made a show of looking around, trying to seem as if he was not there to talk to her, but by his body language, she could tell something was up. She frowned and turned to him, “Hello.” She said.
He shushed her furiously. “Shut up. Are you crazy?”
She turned away from him, equally angry. “You’re the one who—”
“Shut up. Shut up! Meet me back here at midnight. Don’t say a word to anyone else.” And after saying that, he promptly stood and walked away hurriedly.
Kathleen sat quietly for a few minutes, and then she began to smile happily. In order not to forget, she took her phone and set an alarm for twelve midnight. Finally, things seemed to be looking up for her. 
* * *
Back at the hotel, the large clock on the wall read 11:45pm. Kathleen had just applied perfume behind her ears and on her neck. She stared in the mirror. She’d never been the prettiest of women, but at least, she had her brain to make up for it.
“Are you sure about this? You’re in a place you don’t know, going to meet up with some sketchy dude who clearly didn’t want to be seen with you.”
She rolled her eyes. “It’s a good thing that not everyone is as cowardly as you, eh? No crimes would ever get solved that way.”
Nick rolled his eyes. The woman was a pain in his hide. Who cared if something happened to her anyways? “Fine then. Go. If you go missing too, well, that would be amazing actually.”
Kathleen laughed. She didn’t have time to bicker with the grumpy man, she had a date. 
The brisk walk to the mango tree seemed longer than it had been in the morning. Maybe it was because of how terrifying the whole place was at nighttime. One too many times, Kathleen could’ve sworn that she saw a supernatural entity watching her. But of course, it was all in her mind.
The streets were too empty, too devoid of sound, of life. By the time she made it to the tree, her heart was beating wildly, and there were tears at the corners of her eyes. She fidgeted nervously with her phone, contemplating swallowing her pride and calling for Nick to come get her.
“You made it. I didn’t think you had the guts.”
Kathleen stumbled back with a muffled scream. She nearly tripped over a large root, but the owner of the voice caught her just in time. He helped her steady herself and then stepped back.
“Why did you ask me to meet you here, at this time? What was so important that it couldn’t be said during the day?” she asked, her fear masking itself as anger.
He held up his hands in surrender. “I’m only being cautious. The prince disappeared. If someone could do that to one of the most powerful men in the whole country, then how much more me?”
“What did you want to tell me?” Kathleen asked. She was becoming more afraid by the second, realizing just how vulnerable she was.
“I heard you were looking for clues about the lost prince. I have some information. I don’t know whether you’ll find it useful or not, but it’s my duty as a son of the village to tell you what I know.”
Kathleen nodded, urging him to continue. The man sighed dramatically and said, “The prince was a womanizer, but there was no woman he hassled more than Araba, the village beauty. He could be seen in the marketplace, wooing her, urging her to come back to his place with him. But Araba isn’t only beautiful, she’s also a very decent girl. She never gave in.”
In the darkness, Kathleen could barely see anything, yet, she managed to jot down the name ‘Araba’. “Araba is the village beauty, you say. So she had many other men pining after her?”
“Oh, of course. Who in this village wouldn’t want to wed such a fine-looking woman? A virgin too.” The man’s eyes seemed to change in front of her, he suddenly looked lustful. “Her beautiful plump cheeks, those full, firm breasts, wide hips to bear the most beautiful of children, thick dark hair—”
“Yes, I get it,” Kathleen interjected, rolling her eyes. This brute hadn’t even so much as complimented her makeup, and here he was roving about some village girl. “This… Araba. Did she have a boyfriend, overprotective father or something?”
“Oh, uncle Ebo?” he laughed. “He would’ve loved for her to elope with the prince. Imagine going from a lowly village hunter to the father of the queen.”
Kathleen mentally crossed her father off her suspect list. He didn’t seem to fit the profile of an overprotective father who drove men away from his daughter. 
“But… Araba is currently engaged to the son of the Odikro of this village. She was always meant to marry into royalty, with that kind of beauty and all. I don’t know, but I have a hunch that she knows what happened to the prince. After all, she was the only woman he ever gave so much attention to.”
The journalist mulled over all she’d just heard thoughtfully, nodding. The evening had proved beneficial after all. “The Odikro’s son. What do you know about him?”
“He’s nothing like the prince, that’s for sure. Kind, compassionate… although I once saw him angry, and it wasn’t a pleasant sight.”
“Can you tell me more?”
“It was about Araba, a recent event. She’d been walking down the streets, the body oiled to perfection and her thick hips swaying like—”
“Please get to the point.” Kathleen urged.
“Okay. Well, a man kind of crashed into Araba. It was a mistake, everyone could tell it was. But Araba screamed, and the prince immediately rushed to her rescue, punching the man square in the jaw. A bit of an overreaction, but Araba had been very jumpy.”
“Right…” Kathleen noted all this information silently. “Is there anything else you wish to tell me?”
The man shook his head slowly. “No, but I think you should talk to Araba. Her house is in the center of the village. Just ask for Uncle Ebo and they’ll show you to him.”
“Thank you very much for your help. What’s your name?” Kathleen asked, wanting to thank him.
The man’s face blanched and he shook his head. “No need for that. It was my duty as a citizen. Take care.” And with that, he began to walk away hurriedly.
The journalist took no notice of the man’s strange behavior and began to head back to her hotel. On the way, she was so excited that she even forgot to be scared. That was until she turned around to pick her pen that had fallen out of her pocket and caught a glimpse of an impossibly smooth white face, staring right at her.
She froze, her body shaking with fear. It was all she could do to keep breathing. The thing stared at her with an expressionless face, before it slowly began to recede into the surrounding trees, its eyes never leaving hers.
When it was gone, Kathleen could feel her limbs again. She picked herself up and ran the rest of the way, tears streaming down her face. Once she was back in the hotel, she finally let herself breathe deeply, wiping the liquid as quickly as she could.
She stood in front of the door, taking deep breaths before stepping in. She needn’t have worried. Nick was fast asleep. The bastard hadn’t even waited for her to return.
She locked the door behind her and sat at her desk to write down what she’d found so far, her heart still racing.
Araba. 
The Odikro’s son, her fiancé. And then, on second thought, she added, Uncle Ebo.
Under the Odikro’s son, Possible motives: Jealousy. Threatened by the Prince’s power to snatch his future bride.
And under ‘Uncle Ebo’, she wrote: Overprotectiveness.
She didn’t have a motive for Araba to have caused the man’s disappearance. Marrying the prince would’ve brought her only good things. Besides, she was just a woman. There’s little she could’ve done.
Right?
* * *
“It doesn’t seem like much, to be honest,” Nick said, ever doubtful. “How do you know we’re not following loose ends? For all we know, the prince wanted to disappear because he doesn’t want to become chief.”
Kathleen had to admit, he had a point, but she had a hunch. And her hunches were usually right. They were headed for Uncle Ebo’s house. He was very popular among the folk because people talked about him heartily.
Whatever Kathleen expected, it was not what she saw. Uncle Ebo was not the balding, pot-bellied father she’d imagined, but rather, a tall, startlingly handsome man. She was surprised by just how good looking the man was. And his hair! So bushy and thick!
She realized with a start that he looked familiar. He looked like the girl she’d spoken with, the first one. Araba, his daughter. She couldn’t believe her luck. She’d spoken with her first suspect without even realizing it. It had to be a sign.
“Kathleen Abakwam?” The patriarch of the family greeted her, shaking her hand vigorously. She was surprised by how strong and handsome he was. She felt her knees go weak. It was during times like these when she wished she was just a little bit prettier. “Welcome, welcome. This is my wife, Kukuua.” He introduced her to the stout woman who stood a little bit behind him.
Unlike the rest of the family, she wasn’t a looker. It made Kathleen feel more confident about herself. If he’d spent all his married life looking at a woman who looked like that, then maybe he would enjoy looking at her.
“Come in,” the stout woman directed her inside, while Uncle Ebo repeated his greetings with Nick. Kathleen sat in the tastefully decorated living room, enjoying just how homely the place felt. They weren’t rich, but their house was decent and beautiful enough that she felt welcome.
There was a large open window from which a pleasant breeze wafted into the room. It came from a small garden. Kathleen felt very content, so much so that she was tempted to close her eyes, of course, until a sumptuous meal was set before her.
Kukuua smiled kindly at her and Nick. “Pardon us for not preparing properly for your arrival. It was on such short notice that I had to whip up something quick.”
Kathleen wondered how fufu and light soup could be considered something quick. Uncle Ebo was a lucky man. Never being one to complain, Kathleen finished off the delicious meal. By the time she’d consumed the last morsel, she felt incredibly sleepy.
She fought to keep her eyes open, smiling at the man who now sat before her, having finished his own meal.
“Well, I’m sure by now my reputation precedes me,” the journalist said.
“I know you’re looking for clues on what happened to the prince. What confuses me is why you think a lowly hunter such as myself would be able to help you.”
“I’m just gathering as much information as I can,” Kathleen hurried to say. She didn’t want this fine specimen of a man antagonizing her. 
“Of course. Ask away.”
“What was your daughter’s relationship with the prince, if I may ask?” She wasted no time in getting to the point, hoping he’d find her straightforwardness endearing.
“Like her relationship with any other man. They all want her. I wished she’d choose to settle with him. It’d be good for her, but I don’t know what’s wrong with that girl. Maybe pride? I wouldn’t blame her. She is unbelievably beautiful. Have you met her?”
“Yes, yesterday. I didn’t know her then, though.”
He nodded.
“Did you know if the crown prince and the prince of your village ever interacted?”
“There was this one time. See, the prince was staying at the Odikro’s palace, with her fiancé, who wasn’t her fiancé at the time…”
Kathleen stopped listening for a second to jot down that Araba hadn’t been engaged to her fiancé at the time of their said interaction.
“…he’d confronted her near the stream. He wanted to talk to her, but Araba is very shy and timid, you see. She tried to get away from him but he didn’t let her. He convinced her to come back to the palace with him. I don’t know the specifics of what happened that day, but the village prince had had his eye on my daughter for a while. He didn’t take too kindly to the crown prince openly wooing her. They got into a physical fight that day, and my daughter ran home in fear, refusing to show her face outside again.”
The journalist noted all she thought was important. So far, Araba seemed very demure. Shy and timid. 
This was a love triangle. Two princes vying for the love of the village beauty. How cliché. Kathleen wondered if men would ever fight over her. Unlikely, but at least if this Kukuua woman could marry a man like Ebo, then there was hope for her.
“Which of the men would you rather Araba have ended up with?” Kathleen asked, more out of curiosity than necessity.
“Is that a joke? The crown prince, of course. Which father wouldn’t want his daughter married to a man who is assured to give her a good life?”
Kathleen nodded. That was fair. She wondered if he was disappointed that the village prince hadn’t been the one to disappear.
“When did your daughter get engaged to the village prince?” 
“Should be about a eight months ago.”
“The prince was still around by then.”
“Yes. He wasn’t happy about it.”
Kathleen nodded. “Do you think your daughter’s fiancé could have had a hand in the disappearance of the prince?”
Uncle Ebo frowned. His weathered but still incredibly handsome features shifted into confusion. “I can’t say he’s capable of that. I don’t know him well enough. I hope not.”
“Do you know when Araba will be back?” she asked. 
“She’s—” he began to speak but was interrupted just in time by the devil herself.
A gorgeous woman stepped through the front door, the same woman Kathleen had spoken to on her first day. She gulped. She could see why men would fight over a woman like this. My, was she beautiful! Kathleen would never admit it out loud though. She’d rather eat nails.
“You again,” Araba hissed.
The journalist was taken aback. This seemed nothing like the ‘shy’, ‘timid’ girl her father had described.
“Me, Kathleen Abakwam. It’s a pleasure,” she held out her hand.
The beautiful woman looked at it hesitantly, then took it, shaking weakly. 
Kathleen smirked. A weak grip from a weak woman. What was beauty if you didn’t have any strength to go with it?
“Are you still asking questions? About what doesn’t concern you?”
Kathleen was taken aback again. This woman knew something, and she was going to find it out.
“I am. Would you mind answering a few questions?”
The beauty looked at her father, who’d been standing quietly the whole time. He nodded and she turned back to Kathleen, her eyes misting. 
Kathleen wondered why, but she didn’t ask. “What was your relationship with the crown prince?”
“Agyei,” Araba scoffed. “I didn’t want him near me. I hated him.”
Kathleen noted down the tone of her voice as she spoke. Anger.
“Did you tell him that?”
The prettier woman looked at the journalist like she was stupid. “He’s the crown prince. What do you think? That he listens to lowly women?”
Kathleen noted this. This prince didn’t have a very likable personality. First, a womanizer, and now, one who didn’t take no for an answer.
“Tell me more.”
Araba sat with a huff. “I told him to stop following me. He wouldn’t listen. I was in love with prince Kojo. I just wanted to get older. I don’t know, I didn’t want to be married too young. If only I’d known.”
“If only you’d known what?” Kathleen asked, sitting up straighter now that her interest had been piqued. She shared an excited look with Nick, who’d been quiet the whole time.
Araba shook her head. “The only way I could’ve gotten Agyei off my back is if I’d married Kojo. As unscrupulous as he is, I don’t think he would’ve openly wooed another man’s wife. Not if he wanted a good image among his people.”
“Prince Kojo, your current fiancé?”
Araba nodded, a small smile coming to her face. “He tried to protect me from Agyei, but as he wasn’t my husband, there was little he could do. My father and him, see, they’re under the prince. The prince saw us all as his property. And his parents, they didn’t care. They didn’t care that they’d raised a rotten, dirty human being.” Araba hissed, her voice getting sharper.
Kathleen and Nick exchanged another glance. This was just getting better.
Uncle Ebo rushed to his daughter’s side. They whispered to each other in Fante, a language neither Kathleen nor Nick was fluent in. Araba seemed to calm down. Her clenched fists loosened and she flattened them against the table, taking in a deep breath.
“I’m afraid that’s all I can tell you today. Please leave my house.”
The two journalists were startled by this assertive dismissal. This woman was supposed to be shy and timid. She clearly wasn’t.
Kathleen looked to her father, as if to ask if he’d let this happen. He looked back at her sternly; He would. The journalists nodded and thanked their hosts, preparing to leave. On the way out, Kathleen asked Araba if she could pluck a flower from their garden. The scents were simply too enticing.
“No,” Araba replied rudely. “Stay out of my garden.”
Once again, Kathleen was shocked. Nick grabbed her arm and hurried her off the family’s property, a rare smile playing about his lips.
“Prince Kojo definitely did it. Think about it. The crown prince. He’s boastful, thinks he can push everyone around. He comes after the love of his life, and as a man protecting his woman, he can’t let that happen. He lures him out of the palace—mind you—where they live together and kills him, burning his body afterwards. What do you think?”
“Very likely,” Kathleen said absentmindedly. 
Nick noticed her attitude, rolling his eyes. “You think I’m a moron, don’t you?”
“What? No,” Kathleen finally said. She turned to him, “It’s a clever theory, albeit cliché. I can’t shake off the feeling I have about the girl though. Araba.”
The male journalist gave a low whistle. “She’s a beauty. Have you seen those eyes? So dark and so beautiful. Like her father’s. What a good-looking bunch. It’s a pity about the mother though. Good thing she didn’t inherit any of her genes.”
“That’s a terrible thing to say.”
“As if you weren’t thinking it. It makes me hard just thinking of the girl though.”
“She’s, what, nineteen? Have some decorum.”
“I didn’t say I want her. But you can’t deny that she’s gorgeous. I don’t blame the prince. Any man would want her.”
Kathleen bit her lip thoughtfully. “She spoke about him in the past tense. Did you catch that?” She turned to her partner. “She spoke about him like he was dead.”
* * *

Kathleen and her partner sat under the mango tree. There was more to be done. She knew she couldn’t go home, not yet. There was something about this case that didn’t sit quite right with her. She needed to talk to Prince Kojo, she needed to ask them questions that would make them slip. They were hiding something, he and his beautiful fiancée.
“What now? What more do you want?” Nick asked, clearly frustrated. 
“If you’re going to whine all day, you better head back. I’m not leaving till I get answers.”
“We just need to talk to the prince. You’ll get all the answers you need.”
“I know that. But I still need to talk to village folk. I feel like there’s something we’re missing.”
And she was right about that. They wasted a lot of time asking questions from people who were more willing to give away their kidneys for free, that is, until that one girl.
She was pretty, nothing like Araba but a looker in her own right. She’d seemed hesitant at first, looking everywhere but at the journalists. Kathleen made her sit on the bench, under the mango tree with them.
She relaxed a bit but was still clearly uneasy.
“I want to tell you something, but you have to promise me that you’ll tell no one. Can I trust that you won’t tell anyone?” she asked Kathleen, her big brown eyes looking up at her hopefully.
“Of course,” she promised. She didn’t mean it though. She was a journalist; she wouldn’t go anywhere in her career if she kept secrets for people.
“The prince wasn’t a good man,” she began. Kathleen wanted to urge her on, this wasn’t something she didn’t know. By now it was obvious. “You don’t understand,” the girl said frantically, sensing her impatience. “He was evil. Pure evil.” She wrapped her arms around herself and began to shake. “He never took no for an answer.”
Kathleen froze. She darted a glance at Nick. His expression mirrored hers.
“I’m not the only girl he did that to. There are many of us. Some will never admit it, but I know. I just know,” she whispered. Without another word, she picked herself up and walked off, her head held high. 
You’d have never guessed.
“Wow,” Nick said.
“Yeah, wow.”
* * *
A week had passed without any further leads. Nick and Kathleen pieced together the information they had now. They’d created a storyline, and it went like this:
Prince Agyei was a rapist. And he’d set his sights on the village beauty, except she had a man already. He may have tried or even succeeded in harming Araba, and as revenge, her fiancé killed him. In order to show her gratitude, she agreed to be engaged to him, even though she’d previously wanted to wait until she was a little older.
Their storyline wasn’t too far-fetched. It wasn’t something that hadn’t happened before. But Kathleen knew that to prove their theory, they had to find the body. And to do that, she had to be careful. They couldn’t let the village prince or the beauty know that they were on to them.
“What now?”
“We interrogate our suspect.” She pushed forward a paper onto which she’d scrawled “Prince Kojo”. 
“And how do you plan on doing that?”
“’You’? When I crack this case, I’m taking all the credit because Lord knows how useless you’ve been this whole time.”
Nick rolled his eyes and plopped onto his bed. “Wake me up in the morning. Living with you is so tedious that I might be tempted to sleep the whole day, just so I won’t have to see your face.”
Kathleen rolled her eyes. She was just about to go to bed when a loud crashing noise broke the stillness of the night. Nick shot up, startled. The window was broken. A brick had smashed through it, and it now lay on her bed.
A paper had been taped to it, on which was written, “Leave this village while you can. Otherwise, you will never leave. You will never leave at all.”
* * *

“Do you know the worst part? I can’t tell if it’s a threat or not. It says, ‘Never leave at all.’ Does that mean I’m welcome?”
“Of course not. Don’t be silly.” Nick replied. They’d been moved to another room in the hotel after reporting the incident. This time, Nick took the bed facing the window. “On the bright side, this is a good thing, for two reasons. One, we can take a complaint to the Odikro’s palace, and now possibly speak with his son. Two, maybe the threats mean that we’re on the right path. They’re getting scared.”
Kathleen thought about this. He was right, but it didn’t mean she felt any safer. She hadn’t told him about the white face because she believed she’d imagined it all. After she did tell him, he told her not to worry about it. As if her life wasn’t probably in danger!
“Let’s just get this over with and go back home,” the investigative journalist said. She missed Accra. She missed her favorite boba tea place, and she missed her favorite sneaky link, even though she’d secretly fallen in love with him. It hurt that he hadn’t texted or called once to find out how she was. Maybe if she was just as beautiful as Araba…
“Good. Let’s go to Uncle Ebo’s place again, I think we should ask the girl more questions. After, we can head to the palace.”
Kathleen nodded.
The walk back to Ebo’s filled her with anticipation. He was still the most handsome man she’d met, even though he must’ve been nearing his sixties or seventies. She wanted to make a good impression. 
When they got there, they knocked, only to find the house was empty. She looked over to the garden tempted to steal one of the flowers. This was a small town though, and they probably took theft seriously. Seeing as to how she was already unwelcome, she didn’t want to push her luck.
She headed over to their neighbor’s house to try her luck. Maybe she could get some information from them.
She knocked for a bit, and then out stepped a short, dark man with yellowing teeth. He wasn’t as friendly as Uncle Ebo. He took offense to the early morning interruption. “What do you want?” he asked harshly.
“Um, I’m investigating the prince’s disappearance,” Kathleen said.
The man rolled his eyes and moved to closed the door, but she stuck her foot in the doorway just in time. “I’m sorry, I just need you to answer a few questions.”
The man looked at her, clearly annoyed, however he stepped out and nodded firmly. “Ask what you want, and then never bother me again.”
Kathleen shared a worried glance with Nick but she nodded in agreement. “When was the last time you saw the prince?”
“The last time everybody saw him.”
This was hardly an answer, but Kathleen quelled her annoyance and continued.
“Do you know anything about his relationship with Araba?”
“Why am I the village young adult love police?”
Nicki stifled a giggle and his partner shot him a glare. She turned back to the man with a tight smile. “That will be all.”
He laughed, pleased that he’d annoyed her away. “If you get me a rose from their garden, I’ll tell you everything I know.” 
At that, Kathleen stopped. “Why not get it yourself?”
“Hm, Ebo’s family. They’re not a very generous family o. They don’t share anything. They’re very particular about nobody coming near their garden. There was this one time, about six months ago, they caught a large antelope. Araba even came to my house and borrowed my axe so they could chop it up. Can you imagine they didn’t even spare me a pound of meat? No. They sent some to the Asantehene—they were lodged here at the time—and he and his family ate the rest. Greedy man!”
“Thank you,” Kathleen said, suddenly in a hurry to get away. She grabbed Nick by his forearm and practically dragged him away from the house. She ran, forcing him to run with her.
“What’s wrong with you?” he yelled back, panting as they ran against the wind.
She ran until they were back under her beloved mango tree, where she forced him onto the bench and pulled him close, making sure no one was close enough to hear her.
“I think I know where the prince is,” she announced, out of breath.
“What? Where?”
Kathleen gave him a pointed look. The idiot still looked bewildered. She shook her head. Of all the people she could’ve chosen as a partner, she chose this block head? “The garden!” she whisper-yelled. “What better place to hide a decomposing body than under a bunch of sweet smelling flowers!”
Nick had to gull to look astonished. His mouth dropped open and his eyes were wide. “Oh my goodness. If you’re right, you’ve done it. You solved the case!”
Kathleen smiled wickedly. “I have! And that witch Araba is going to pay for her crimes!” She could barely contain her excitement. 
“But how are we going to get the body?”
“I. Don’t think you will get a taste of my glory!”
Nick rolled his eyes, leaning against the tree with his characteristic bored expression settling back across his face. “How are you going to get the body?”
“I’ll go tonight. At midnight. They’re out of town, by the looks of things. I’ll quietly dig up the garden. When we get the bones, or the body, we’ll leave immediately, take them to a lab in Accra for testing. I need you to pack all our stuff. Once I call you, bring the car here, to this mango tree and wait for me. We leave immediately. Got it?”
He gave her a rare smile. “Got it.”
* * *
Kathleen Abakwam was a fearless woman. She knew it, but she needed everyone else to know it too. By the end of the month, everyone would know her name. The investigative journalist of the year. Even bigger than Anas Aremeyaw Anas.
There was a maniacal smile on her face as she pushed her shovel into the dirt. Getting over the fence was easy enough. Now she just had to make sure she was quiet enough that she wasn’t caught, because if she was wrong about her hunch, she would be labeled as a thief and she’d never get to prove that Araba and her fiancé had killed the crown prince of the Asante kingdom.
She dug and dug, destroying the beautiful flowers, until she struck gold. Well, until she struck bone. She had been right. She lifted the dull white human skull from the ground, her mouth open wide as her heartbeat furiously in her chest.
She had been right. 
They were murderers. They’d killed the crown prince and buried him in their garden. They had fed him to their plants like some sick—
She never got to finish her thought. Because just as the bile rose to her throat and she began to vomit onto the once beautiful garden, something hard came down on her head. She spun around just in time to see the same white face she’d seen that night. The glance afforded her the knowledge that it had been a mask—a terrifying one, and then, her world went dark.
* * *
	When Kathleen came to, her head throbbed. Her vision was blurred and double. It took a lot of blinking and steadying her neck before she could even begin to see somewhat clearly. 
“Where am I?” she asked no one in particular.
“I warned you, Miss. Kathleen. I told you to leave while you had the chance. And now, now you’re going to stay forever. In my garden.”
The words, the kind voice, the soft tone, it shocked her back to reality. Her head snapped up to see none other than Uncle Ebo himself. Beside him sat his wife, Kukuua, a calm expression on her face and beside her, their beautiful daughter, her eyes red and swollen from crying. 
“Dad, please, there has to be another way,” she begged.
Her mother touched her knee softly. “There isn’t. I know her type. Ambitious, driven,” the woman turned to look at Kathleen with a look that shocked her, “she’ll never keep her mouth shut.”
“So, what? Anyone who finds out the truth, we kill? How does that make us different from him?” the young woman reasoned. Kathleen nodded frantically, agreeing with her.
“The difference is, I do what I do to protect my family. He did what he did because he’s a spoiled, evil brat.” Uncle Ebo spat. The venom behind his words shocked Kathleen so much that she moved closer to the wall in fear.
The man’s eyes softened once he noticed. “I’m sorry, I don’t mean to scare you. Hell, I don’t want to kill you. But you’ve left me no choice. Why? Why will you fight so hard for a serial rapist? Do you know how many women’s lives he’s destroyed? That’s who you seek justice for?”
“I-I didn’t k-know—”
“Liar!” Kukuua yelled. “At least one of the girls he hurt must’ve told you. You pieced the story together, hadn’t you? There’s no way you could’ve thought of digging up the garden if you didn’t know. Yes, you were right. The prince raped my daughter, so my husband killed him and buried him in our garden. Are you happy now?” she hissed.
“But that’s not all,” Uncle Ebo said, a sadistic grin spreading across his face like a mad man. “Do you think I’d let his family go scott-free? The family who raised him to feel so entiltled to women’s bodies? To my daughter’s body? No! No,” he laughed, and Kukuua joined in. Araba continued to sob silently. “I killed an ‘antelope’. But of course, there was no real antelope. The meat I sent to the Asantehene was none other,” his voice dropped dangerously low, narrowed eyes burning with malice, “than his own son.”“
Kathleen felt the vomit climb her throat. She tried to hold it back, but it spilled out of her, searing her flesh as it went along. The mad couple laughed maniacally at the sight of her retching on the ground. It was too much. Tears stung the back of her eyes and she gasped for air.
“Sick?” Kukuua asked. “You should’ve seen my daughter that night. You should see the number of women he’s done that to. Then you’ll really be sick.”
Ebo nodded thoughtfully. “We buried his skull here, as a testament to our fury. And love. You have to understand, Kathleen, that I can’t leave my daughter. Not in this cruel world. Who knows who will try to hurt her again? I’m sorry, I’m so so sorry. But I can’t let you go.” He walked to the dining table where she’d once been welcomed and picked up a long pestle. He lifted it over his head and gave her a truly regretful look. She closed her eyes. 
“I’m sorry.”
And then, it was all black.
 



