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SYNOPSIS
The wealthy thinks he has power over everything but when truth prevails, he discovers his power is limited. Since money is power, Can truth really oppose wealth?

THE TRIUMPH OF JUSTICE

OKAFOR CHINWE GRACE
FX music

“Have you anything to say for yourself why the court should not judge you according to the law?” the court registrar asked.
How could this be the law? Was this the law Moses of old meant? No this cannot be.” Audu remembered he’d been asked to say something. What could a seventeen years old boy sit at this point?

FX: silence, the courtroom rustles faintly

“God is my witness, that I did not murder Sheikh Yusuf Othman. It was an arrow shot at me by his guard that missed. Please take pity on my condition, your lordship and be lenient with me. Consider my youthful age and my bright future. Please don’t pronounce a death sentence,” Audu pleaded.

“Audu Sabo, you have been given a fair trial and found guilty. Having examined the mass of evidence I have before me, I have no hesitation in concluding that you have been properly convicted. There is no iota of doubt that it was you, with the help of your friends that murdered the Sheikh. His guards said so. Now in considering your appeal for leniency, I must bear in mind the serious nature of your crime…” the judge continued, on and on.

Audu waited for the time the judge would finally land on the surface of the earth, for now he was floating in space.

FX Ethereal music

Sheikh Yusuf Othman was a very wealthy man with large hectares of land. He built his mighty mansions on some and the rest he used for the cultivation of groundnut and cotton. He had fifteen wells, but unluckily where he dug there was little water. During the dry season, the wells dried up, only springing forth at the visit of the first rain. Rano town had good fertile sandy soils good for groundnut and cotton cultivation and being located in the Northern part of Nigeria had a longer period of dry season. His subjects established a saying: “As dry as Yusuf’s wells.”

Many people had no privilege to own wells, but the few who had were not as unlucky as Sheikh Yusuf. They dug wells with ever-flowing waters. Amongst these few was Mallam Gobir Sabo, the father of Audu.

Mallam Gobir was a man of few words and full of action. He was as agile as a monkey and quick as lightning. His son, too, possessed all these features. Gobir dug three wells beside one of Yusuf’s farms. These aroused a deep jealousy in Yusuf, so that they never saw eye-to-eye. Yusuf was the cat, Gobir was the rat. A callous enmity that would never be broken stood between them.
Days pass, months pass, years pass, but the day willed by God to rupture the threadlike cord that binds man and his Creator, the day when man shall see his endless eternity must surely come. The day when the die is cast. 

On that day, Audu strolled to his father’s well to drink from the labour of his father. Then came the Sheikh from behind.

 “Son of my enemy, go back to your poverty stricken family and drink from the wrinkled palm of your sick mother.”

“Whose well is it?” Audu asked, not turning back to see the evil face of this incorrigible man.

“What sort of question is this? Now listen: it is either you leave that well or you face the repercussions.” The Sheikh replied.

Audu continued drinking the water when suddenly an arrow was shot at him. Without delay, Audu bent down and the arrow thudded right into the Sheikh’s heart. After much struggle by his men to save his life, he closed his eyes in death.

Audu was as speechless. He wished there was an eyewitness who could be as truthful as the holy book, for he knew what men could do. “Money is power. It has power over many things including man, but money cannot withstand truth,” Audu said, and the passing angels heard him.

FX Faint sounds of the courtroom

The judge who had been bribed to his face now shamelessly referred to: “A mass of evidence”. What evidence had he? No doubt, the mass of evidence was the bags of coins he had been given.

Where had Audu’s friends come from? Does a mere boy possess any weapon? Does a pauper have a saviour? Audu’s wandering mind returned back to the court as he listened to the judgment.

“I cannot be too drastic in an offence of this nature and I should be failing in my duty to the public if I give you the option of a fine or a prison sentence. So, having found you guilty of murdering the Sheikh, you are hereby sentenced to death by hanging. May the Lord have mercy on your soul.”
“Court!” the court clerk shouted and Audu’s world came clashing before his very eyes.

FX: sound of wailing and lamentation

Audu was led away from the dock by the policemen while his relatives wailed and dashed themselves to the ground. The scene at the court was one to behold.

FX: silence

In the town of Rano there lived an upright man, very trustworthy, full of principle. He had a reputable character and was highly favoured. Due to his ethical character, he was made to govern the prison and he was also the executioner. As fate would have it, he was an eye-witness to the scene of the death of the Sheikh, unknown to Audu and others. His name was Mallam Zango.

As Audu was led to the gallows, he said his final prayers.

“May the Lord have mercy on their souls and may justice prevail against injustice.”

When he was about to be hanged, Mallam Zango said:

“Young boy, your case is one very critical. Why did your patience cease? My son, you go to meet your Creator. What shall you say to Him? And at this point Mallam Zango looked into Audu’s eyes and recognised him.

“Are you Audu, the only son of Late Mallam Gobir Sabo?”

“Yes, Mallam, I am”, replied Audu.

Mallam Zango refused to take further actions.

“I will not hang you. Go back to police custody for I will testify as a witness in court.”

Sorrows and tears may last for the night, but true joy comes in the morning. There was clamour, heated discussion and last minute consultations going on in the court when the judge entered.

“Order! Court!”, the court clerk bellowed while everybody rose up until the judge took his seat. 

Two policemen led the accused into the dock and then stood on either side of him as if he would escape. This time around there was the counsel for the defence, barrister Sani Yaruga, a close friend of Mallam Zango. The first son of the Sheikh, barrister Mahamoud Othman served as the counsel for the prosecution. Justice Mandori was ill so a new judge acted on his behalf. The new judge was Justice Tony Effiong. The witness on Audu’s side was Mallam Zango.

“It would be useless observing all protocols since everyone knows the reason for this gathering” the court registrar said. “Counsel for the defense state why the accused is guilty.”

Barrister Mahmoud, a slender handsome young man in a white wig stood up.

“My Lord, members of the Jury, my father’s guards are not children. They said that Audu came with his friends to drink, boasting of his father’s wells. When they were confronted they found the arrow on the ground took it and shot at the Sheikh. The guards at this time were working on the farm. Those guards returned and saw their master in a pool of blood. Audu and his friends were half-way out of escape but were caught by the guards. These are the facts of the Sheikh’s death.

“If it pleases your lordship, call the guards,” asked barrister Sani Yaruga, a tall, elderly man with wearing an almost worn-out wig. The guards appeared. One of them volunteered to represent all, and so went into the witness box.

“Take the Quran in your right hand and repeat after me, ‘I swear by Almighty Allah that the evidence I shall give shall be the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth,’” the clerk said, handing him the Quran. The guard swore as he had been told.

“Why did you have to leave your master? Aren’t you supposed to follow him to every nook and cranny he goes? Barrister Sani asked.

“Yes, he told us to go and assist the farmhands because there was much work to be done”.

“But at least even one could have stayed with him?”

“He told us all to go because he least expected anything could happen”.
“So by that, he took a risk”

“Yes, sir”

“You can go.”

Sani Yaruga gave his own facts of the case. “My lord, members of the jury, this is complete fabrication, let us examine the evidence of the defense itself. What a bundle of contradictions. Are guards meant to work on the land? The late Sheikh had hundreds of workers. How is it that five guards should go and assist? What difference would it make? I call the prosecution witness, Mallam Zango. 

FX: sounds of indrawn breath and surprise in the courtroom

After the swearing process, Barrister Sani questioned Mallam Zango.

“As a public prison officer, what were you doing in some hideouts near the scene of the death?” Sani asked.

“My house is a few metres away from the wells and one of my windows face the well in opposite direction. So I saw the scene from my window.”

“What actually happened?” 

 “The arrow was shot by the guards at Audu. But Audu bent down immediately and the arrow went to the target destined by God. What other evidence does the court need? Audu is either seen looking after his mother or studying holy books. What offence has a boy committed to go to drink from his father’s well, which is now his own? I was about to hang him when I recognised him. I cannot partake in injustice. I will like to go to my Creator with clean hands.”

“Court, we have heard him well”. The judge made his statement. “Members of the jury, you have heard the evidence of the prosecution and that of the defence”.

“Members of the jury, are you agreed on your verdict?” the registrar asked.

“We are agreed,” the foreman of the jury replied”.

“Is it guilty or not guilty?” 

“Not guilty,” the foreman replied.

Audu’s broken world began taking a new form. In this world justice prevailed against injustice. His daydreams were interrupted by the judge’s voice.
 “Audu Sabo, you have been given a fair trial and found not guilty, I, on behalf of Justice Mandori apologise for wrong judgment in the first place. I promise that he will be properly dealt with because an innocent soul would have been lost if not for the help of our veracious father, Mallam Zango.

FX: celebrations break out

“Court dismissed!” The clerk ordered, and the joy of justice was written all over the face of everyone present.
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