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The Tableau

Diran Adeniiju-Bepo

Refreshing and Pulsating Nesting on the Rocks!

Literature is a very interesting subject that deals with
human experienees and behaviours, breaks tbe barrier of
time, and cultural and geographical situations and
boundaries. I'hese e.xperiences are usuallv cast in stories,
poems, and dramatic pieces to disseminate the authorN
message and Avorkhaew to the reader or listener c|uietly
or subtly, and or even \aolcntly! The various genres
captured here - poetiy, prose, drama, and a new coinage,
TiaturEssay', a hybrid of prose and essay, - gleefully
represent and demonstrate the robust lecundity on the
Plateau from the array ot subject matters, themes, forms,
diction, imageries, symbolisms, rhetorical and other
literaiy devices, accentuated by the diverse backgrounds
of the authors that we have m this Anthology. The
narrative points of view, dramatic and language
techniques, plots, characterization and settings, as
applicable, and the overall intention and motive of each
writer show a visible reaching for individual
representation, - or presentation, - of life in its wider
ramifications. Characters, events and phenomena come
ALTVE through the deft handling of the authors until we
hear the refreshing and pulsating melodies of/from the
rocks!

I believe every reader or listener of this collection of
poems, short stories, essays around nature and enactment
pieces (on stage and radio), will enjoy the skill and
erealivitv enmlovecl by the authors in nnssimr m,.;.-
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JOS PLATEAU
Muhammad

A. Poetry

Jos Plateau, you are the sacred garden of wonders

that lures angels and mermaids to converge
at the beauteous harem of your green bosom
to fraternize with flickers of bloom

and titivate their glittering skin
in the waters of cascades

belonging to your posing hills and rocks.

Jos Plateau, the sojourning wind oldhis season
has arrived my domain with sagely itymes and melodio
tlutc singing serenade of your chamring beauty
humming tunes of your homely Serengeti.

It tells ot the predators who buried their canines in yo
■entrancing flesh sipping your green corpuscles, ai
seeking in vain to sow the seeds of death in your bloomii
souk

it tells of your tears of joy (Kura Falls; and Assop Falls
that bewitch the eyelids of visiting birds.
It sings of charming nipples of your sprawling verdure;
of the stunning face of Shere Hills; the striking eyes ^
Wase Rock;
the photogenic hips of Riyom Rock; the vivacious face i
Jos Wildlife Park;
the serenity of the Miango Rest House; the clega
meadows of Ravficld Resort.



It sings of the enchanting granites that craft delightful
massifs; the dazzling volcanic cones bounded by basaltic
flows; It chants of the inimitable Nok sculpture crafted
from your hip bones; of the temperate demeanour that
garland your ravishing face, and the lullaby of your
engaging backside

Jos Plateau; you are the motherly queendom that birthed
to the world stars that bless our earth with sweet rays;
whose fingers dig graves to bury the darkness of our world
of night stars whose warmth diy the tears of our wailing
earth.

Oil)

Li'-ill IQI

IL

Muhammad A1

TALONS OF BREATH HAWK
(For Mrs Halimat Audu-Aleshe)

Wordlessly
you took the exit door
and vanished into the clouds
without weaning me from the teats of
your motherly care

I

a sapling
that relished the taste of chlorophyll
from your benevolent sun

I was a rustling metal
burnished by the fires of
your goldsmithing presence
in my budding times

When my dawning sipped sagely rays from your ball of lig
when your tongue crafted melodies to feed the ears of n
tender heart

But now

the talons of breath hawk

stole you to veil me from your fervour
and reduce me to a sauntering bee
searching for nectar from a withered flower

T have been battered to the earth of
a drenched chick

purloined of feathers
and bereft of motherly warmth r i di.
in a fre-azinp mldness.



Muhammad Ali

ELEGY OF CAPTIVrrV

(for Chibok guis, and their parents)

Our dawn

has been bereft of its virgin rays

The crescent

has been eclipsed from the widc-tlung dome ot night

offering prayers in vast wilderness
tor I'm thirsty for the waters of your presence
to cleanse me of

throes of your absence
etched in my depth

O beauteous mothers of days to come
brutally robbed of days to come.

Rising stars

have been plundered from the inverted bowl ot Chibok
with rays foisted to kiss the putrefying lips of Sambisa

Beauteous mothers of days to come

bmtally robbed of days to come

Flowers with foremost beauty

I've long been fettered to craving
for the remnants of alluring bloom
in your rosy blackness
your battered blackness
long immersed in vase of aridity
vase of profanity

My heart is a tender mass with AXE
dipped in it to bloodied iriins;
SWORD, thrusted in it to gory cleft

I've been reduced to sobbing cactus
with hands high up in a desert



Muhammad Ali
Muhammad Ali

FISH, SHACKLED IN PELICAN'S BEAK

My homeland is a gasping fish
gored and shackled in pelican's beak
Those of us aiming to save her. cry
because we are handicapped and can t fly
to reach for the height of the water bird

Our wiims have long been clipped, bunit
before the rising of our setting sun
in the dark nights of our checkered histor}'
birlhed at the place of pelican's mysteiy
history, crafted by claws of the water bird

In vain, weA e been the gunpowder
shot to bring down the pelicaivs reign and power
but our weapons are bereaved of force and teeth
and now, endlessly, we only pray in need
of miracles to cause the fall of the water bird

To free my homeland, a gasping fish
gored and shackled in pelican s beak.

WAITING JOY

My homeland

I want to sing for you a song
in a voice

sweet, soft and strange
as that of the forest birds, at night

I want to go frolic
in a dance

as I see you rising
against the burden

weighting down your soul

I want to scream
for yon, O my land!
in the voices of

a thousand madmen

with sources of joy, unknown

I long
to laugh
at your foes

seeking to cause
the eclipse of your sun

How my heart bleeds
for as long as you are down
but my love
on you I still hope
to cause the dawning of mv heart.



Nathaniel Tanko Noah

Exiled

Who

is

he

that is crying helplessly over there?

Who

is

she

that sheds bitter tears and would not be consoled?

Who are they that loiter the ravaged village?
Lost and lonely children waiting for mother.
Tear-stained faces, bare buttocks,
lost in daylight,
lost to reason.

Everyone is exiled to the pain in their heart.
Night draws near; it approaches with certainty.
The sun is setting.
Fear is rising in my wrenched heart.
How can 1 sleep tonight, knowing that bandits lurk about?
They're armed with inhumanity; eager to squelch my
innocence.

I shall go. But, to where?
I'm exiled to this dust.

Nathaniel Tanko Noai

Another Inauguration

I thought the moming broke.
Faint was the sun rising, slowly, behind the plateau.
We had camped in the forest,
We had hope of rest.

Years have gone by,
many days have flown past;
with their lavish promises
of milk and honey
...and nothing.

The religious basked in deceptions.
No different from they which did not know better.
So were the led made to lose the only heart left
from many years of ghostly hopes.

Who can tell when we shall go from this forest?
Who knows the road to freedom?

Go and enquire more
while I make my bed.

We thought the promised days had come.
We saw the dawn of the rise of man.

When with great joy we leapt,
we sang our songs of victory
until my joy was rigged.

Now, 1 know, the cock crowed at night.



Nathaniel Tanko Noah : Nathaniel Tanko Noa

One Earth

They say there are barriers among us -
of religion, politics, and tribe.
1 say there's only a weaving of follies.

Good amenities,

do not know the difference between tribes,

nor is a good school able to separate our essences.
Our languages only colour the beauty of our divergences.

Folly is not the absence of mind.
Wlio hasn't heard of songs, dances, and diums?
Who doesn't know the spirit, soul, and body?

They say there are barriers among us.
I ask, what do the stars, and moon, and sun teach us?
Ours is one earth -

big enough to hold us together.

On whom do the stars not sparkle?
On whom does the moon not beam her mild luminance?

On whom does the sun not shine?

Who is barricaded from the air that fdls the lungs?

Humanity's scuffles are needless.
Should any make complaints?
Earth. Let her go into fits!
Let all men know, like earth, we are one.

Hanging of Hope

Two geese cackle and Hap.
They run into each other's embrace.
Two turkeys serenade them.
A dog luns to them wagging in admiration.

1 can't see the woman I love;

They said we could not cackle together.
They said we could not flap together.
They said turkeys could not serenade us.

I'm denied the wannth in my heart.
The glow that caressed the veins in my heart is hidde
from me.

I can't see the woman I love. Yet,

I feel her with eveiy lub-dub of my heart.

Troops guard the gate to your house,
but my love tmnscends physical bainiers.
You're hemmed into my heart like the nape of a sleeve
Tmly, I don't deseiwe you any more than a coral its reel

Outside those towering fences of stone crowned wi
barbs,
seiTated like the sharp teeth of sharks. I'll wait.
There's a place, my love, for you and me to cackle ar
flap.
If you can hear the faint voice in your heart,
look throimh the trellis, beyond tjie clijnbing plants.



Nathaniel Tanko Noah

Disentangled

Many thoughts,
light as butterflies,
flood your mind.
They tlit, flit, flit
around in the sunshine

and you think yourself an eagle flapping giant wings.

The professor said, "You're a brave soul."
He was not right.
You were brave indeed,

but, you had no soul anymore.

Times and seasons with their vicissitudes

took so long. Ah, they were painful.
Set time came,

freedom came with her.

A tear. Drip. Drop. Drip.
A tear. He is gone for good,
and I, myself regained.

Hanva Lami Dorci

THE SILENT ROAD

Let me walk this path with you.
This part of quiet.
That [ may savour every moment and make imprints of
The time we have left is short.

1 can tee! your frail hand slowly slipping out ofmine
And see your feet begin to drift towards the path c
silence.

I don't want this to end.

I wish I could ask mother earth to gi'ant me more veai
with you.
I would trade all my jewels and pearls for a blistering ru
with you
But I know that in these last seconds 1 shall cherish ani

enjoy.
And when your time here is up, I will say I made the mos
of it.

Wc made the most of it.

I wake up screaming in tears, but 1 know it change;
nothing.
So I will stand, smile and brace myself.
Because this is the time 1 need to be strong for us.
I wish heaven had a phone booth for you to stand ii

every day.
Anything to hear that voice.

What would 1 do with this laughter?



How do 1 survive this harsh earth without that gentle touch
of encouragement?
But 1 know T can't break because it will break you.
Oh death!

What have I done to deserve such cruelty?
Why stretch out your cold hands to take that which is most
precious?
Don't you have any regard and respect for pure love'/

1 hurt, 1 ciy all in silence because 1 know you have it
worse.

You smile even in your pain, so who am I to ciy'.^
You have dreams cut short, prompts to be downcast
The days I have left, I choose to spend laughing with

you.

These days I have left, I choose to spend dancing with
you.

These days I have left. I'll spend loving you.

VOYAGE

Deep blue sea of dark nights
thick as heavy hains, sweat and blood coalesce
YlutTled cried, strained wails.

Home sick captives in restless waves
All these made for sleeplessness and hopelessness.

The distance covered, had never crossed our minds.
We fear the unknown and shiver trom the memory of the
known.

Too many discarded in seconds and referred to as waste.
There were our fathers, friends and neighbors.
Now they are lost to histoiy

Leaving behind people who won't be able to moum them.
Such animalistic culture.

Those left behind to moum even while they breathe
Deep dark eyes covered with the tears of hopelessness.
Sad songs filled with death.

No one looks up to the skies in faith.
Not one joyful sound is chimed
Bound by the strange ghost-gods we once stood in awe of.
Wondering when the switch happened.
Trashed like children who didn't do their chores.

Surrounded by a land and language we do not understand.
Yet we were alive.



Fed with hard crust, just enough to keep flesh, bone and
spirit together.
Labeled like items for sale.

And yes, we were sold to those who found us worthy of
such privileges.

Oh!

Can any good come out of this?
No one lives anymore.
We can all see the looks in their eyes.
They knew in their hearts that we were beneath them, as
their skin shone and ours dulled.

They knew in their minds, they had done what other
species couldn't do, tame their own!

Hanva Lami Dorcas

BLISS

1 live in my head
Where the world I want exists

In my mind, I can lay the foundations for my buildings
and mix the clay for my creatures.
1 would pick up my brush and paint and bring to life a
colourful world.

All bright and giddy.
This is my pure haven or maybe heaven.

Here 1 would mould my animals and make them kind
and gentle pets.
So humans and animals can live without violence.

I would create people who only have love.
This world is perfect.

But it only exists in my head.
I wish I could bring it to life.

In this world, I can have my childlike joy and pure
peace.

I can live and not just exist.
I can be and become.

1 can have and be had.

1 can love and be loved.

I would love to take my friends to this perfect world.
But would I do a better job than the creator?
Does He see something that we don't see and understand?

Is it possible to have a perieet world?



What is a perfect world?
A world without pain and suffering?
Or a world where the pain and joy are evenly seiwed'?

Can we all live and not die?

Can we love and be loved right?
Can we all laugh and never cease?
Can this joy never end?

1 long for this world
1 dream ot it every sleeping moment.
Even in my waking hours. 1 close my eyes and that is all 1
can see.

Bliss!

Hanya Lami Dorcas

MASK

Oh to speak and be listened to!
To speak and be heard.
But what do I say'?
How can 1 say?

Who should I tell?

What shoitld 1 say?

How can 1 explain that which I do not comprehend?
How do I tell you that behind the smiles. I mourn my own
demise'?

How do I explain that behind the laughter, ships sink in
my tears'?

How do 1 make you see that I fight battles that most times
1  lose?

How do 1 show you the hate in my heart?
flow do I let you see all these things without you judging
me, even though you face them too?
How do I explain that 1 am plagued by a disease not
common to this parts?
How do 1 tell you that I lie on my back and take all this
like a whore?

How do I tell you 1 live in a shell
Embryoed in pain and guilt?
How do I tell you that I live in a castle governed by
indecision?

How do I tell you that the flavour of gluttony dances on
my tongue?
How do I tell you that 1 unintentionally feed the dark wolf
eveiy day'?



How do I explain to you that T feel my suite is in a box 6ft
deep?
How do I explain to you how much 1 crave the solace in
solitude and 1 am repelled by the company oluuy kind?
Oh!

How do 1 tell you that, that which leads mortals into great
. comfort, shatters every bone in me?
How do 1 explain that 1 wasn't bom into a family?
How do I make you realise that 1 am not alone but I am
lonely?
How do I show you the extent of my weakness behind this
veil of bravado?

How do 1 make you see that 1 need help?
How much louder should 1 scream so I can be heard?

How much longer can 1 keep grasping for air even as T
keep sinking in this ocean?
How'? How'? How?

What does the sage say when the mysteries of the world
sit by his burdened feet.
And the answers of the universe evade him?

And he sits staring into oblivion, seeking answers in the
stars.

Hanva Lanii Dorcas

PANDEMIC

The outbreak came suddenly
It was like a dream for us;

The ones who knew nothing.
Seeing the chronically contagious smiles
That maiTed their proud laces
Their hands clutching tightly together, holding proudly to
each other.

To mark their territory.

Outfits that miiTored the other.

To signify their belonging
We did not wholly understand.
On the sidelines we walked;

Though we mo\ ed in large numbers;
We felt utterly alone
Were we not meant to be paired?
Why did the pieces that came our way.
A triangle, a square, a cone shaped affection.
Not tit into the shapes of our heart?
Even those, young in age. younger in exercise seem to
find their perfect pieces.
Then again, why not us?
It was a pandemic, beyond the controls of our mortal
hands,

A master puppeteer that made us willing puppets.
These symptoms that suifaced gave rise to the hilsest of
hopes.
And like fog. they quickly disappeared.
Leaving us without an inkling of a cure



Oh, c'nion, why do we now look like the unhealthy ones
even though we are the only ones left
Who have somehow effortlessly escaped the claws of this
pandemic?
Shielded by our "uniqueness" we remained healthy.
Still dazzled by the unannounced anival and rapid spread
of this disease.

So why do the unhealthy seek our contamination like it is
a gift?

Why the stares when we walk into the building without a
special fit?
Why can't we go back to the years when no one knew the
difference in human anatomy'.'
Why can't wc return to when there was no pressure from
the pandemic?

Francis Otole

SHEPHERD yVND EEOPARDS

With their stomachs of an ant

And their appetite of an elephant
Our shepherds
Are leopards.

With their transparency of a lake
And their sleekness of a snake

Our umpires
Are vampires.

With their lust for power
And their cravings for more hour
Our chiefs

Arc thieves.



Francis Otolc

STATE OF THE N ATION

A bleeding nation
Through many surgical operations;
Lafia Dole

Cat Race

Crocodile Tears

Python Dance
Sharan Daji

Still Water

Tell me who w ill sur\'ivc

Such unhygienic habit of cormption?

A dying nation
Through many unnatural disasters:
Public fund embezzlement

Power addiction

Tribalism

Unemployment

Poverty

Plunger

Tell me who will survive

Such maynitude of heartquake.

Erands Otolc

TIME

1 looked at time;

Second bom into minute
Minute crawls into hour
tPour toddles into day
Day walks into week
Week limps into month
Month wobbles into year.

I looked at man

All in rush;

Running and flying behind time.



Francis Otole

SERVJCE OF THE DEAD

I wenl to the grtn eyard
To ask if my brother has risen
And the tindertaker asked

Ms there a depaited who ever wished to return?
In all my years of tlie service olThe dead I have never seen
nor heard of one.

Bidding Ihrewell to sojotitmers.
You mortals overwhelm yourselves in tears that you
doirh see the smiles on their faces.

You shotdd know

Through watety eves ttiraaes seem broken."

Francis Ot

CRAVTTY

The sun rises at dawn

Only by sunset to be drowned

Ftigles soar high and rotind
Still come to perch on the ground

The moon strtiggles to rise in full bloom
Only at noon to disappear in gloom

If nature and all with cavitv'

Arc but subject to gravity

Then why the trampling getting to the top
When all that goes up don't stay up?



Anthony Ojai ikre

The Raving Brood

The hawk swoops on the brood
Not sowing
Not gatliering
It soars high into the belly of the sky
Ensconced in her haven

In readiness for a feast

In the aftermath

Mother hen and brood

Whirl in the wind

In rankled anger
Fretting and complaining
And disturbing the peace

The hawk revels in her feast

While mother hen and chicks

Swing between the asylum and the penitentiary
And from her sanctuary
The hawk looks down in derisive laughter

I'he hawk in maturity and quietude
Receives medals and accolades

While the brood rants and raves

The hawk is the toast of society
An exemplar of conformity
While the brood is the scum, deviant and pain of society

The havvk mouths peace
While the brood cries justice.

Anthony Ojarikrc

From E* October, 2022

The knife of division cuts deeper
Tales of selective justice
As those who ask to be left alone

Are hounded and brutalized

Splashed with the tar of teiTorism
While those wdro cannibalize our famis and towns

Kidnap and rape, roam free
As we are herded into caves and camps

We quench our thirsts from ponds and brooks
Together with our four- legged companions
We are felled by forgotten maladies
As nature's free liquid
Is an oasis in a desert of despair

Thev would rather rehabilitate

Our four-legged citizens and our predators
Than restore the abode of our ancestors

And remove us from caves and camps

We dine with state-protected terrorists
As we cannot tell human hand from the monkey's

In the guise of menial workers, artisans
We are surrounded

As they await the first shot
Having sworn that our land is their heritage.



Anthonv Ojarikrc

(iown and Hood in Flight

Teeming

They leave our dear shores
Stethoscopes, scalpels and all
To drink from the oil of the orient

Painfully , 1
1 hev feather the nests o1 other Ian s
Thev rummaoc the West tor milk and honeyOu?ie"derTry.--S..V SI-and salvage .he nal.on.

Resignedly
And fired by a consuming phy
The selfless stay .

For this they get peanuts and skimped meals
The patriots are hounded
The hoodlums are honoured
The nation is infested with vii uses

Usually
That which is ours
We scorn, spuim and dump
Picked up by a wandering stranger
Spun in novel and cosmetic bcauly
Dumped on our shores for a fortune
With bleeding noses we pay
'The vagrant smiles to the vault
While we peak and pine.

1 Fold 1 hem

I told them he was an ethnic champion
But thev laughed and laughed

1 told them he\vas a regional champion
Thev laughed and laughed

1 told them he was a fundamentalist
They laughed and laughed

I told them he was nepotistic
They laughed and laughed

1 ttdd them he was clannish
They laughed and laughed

1 told them he lacked capacity
Yes, they laughed and laughed

And then, I told them
The robe was not his
They convulsed and went wild
With peals and tears of laughter

But now-, in the tempest
We can see the fowl's rump
Now^ that w^e have crossed the Ethiope
They come to me for divination
But the last ashes have been blown away
The cowries stolen
The kola nut eaten up by worms
1 can't even see the totems of divination
Let's await the divination of the divine oracles.

1  aT.LMaetlric On the KOCk



Anthony Ojarikre

She Spat on Me

She spat on me
Rooted to the ground
Like the helpless tree
That heard of its death

T was mute

T remembered the poverty of Africa
The hungry nights
The endless days
When the stomach rumbled and rumbled
And 1 couldn't lift a finger

She shot a second one

Like a rocket

Yes, I was mute
I swallowed anger
Like unwashed bitter leaf

And witnessed the sweetness of bile

Even the trees whisper
But I couldn't give a whimper

I dallied between the freedom of Africa
And the comfort of Europe
A willing slave
I was still and mute

I was still and mute

A willing Slave

"Accept him as he is
So sang the dove."
Home, sweet home.

•  ur.] j i(.-.
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Linda Dusu Yamtal

A HERO IS BORN

The night is still
The sky is dark
The place is calm
Hush!

I looked up to the horizon
For the sign of rain
But alas!

Everywhere was still.

Ouch!

Amidst the calmness

The groaning of a woman
Could be heard in the dark
PU-U-SH!

Came the voice of the doula.

Wow!

She brought forth a son
Penetrating through the stillness
A hero is bom

In the land of Bethlehem

A saviour is bom.

Oh Christmas!

A day to remember
A day to be celebrated
For a hero

And a saviour

Was bom

On Christmas. lln ijr»v ./ih'!



Linda Diisii Yamtal

DEATH!

You arc

So cruel.

So brutal.

So cold.

So callous,

Yet inevitable.

The children fear you
The young fear you
The adults fear you
Even the aged fear you
'cos you spare no one.

1 wonder

Why are you here'.'

WhaEs the purpose
(3f your existence'.'

Why were you ever created
In the first place'?

If 1 had wings
J would fiy so high
Where you would never reach nie
If 1 had strength
I would build a barricade

Around my loved ones
If I had wealth

1 would buy vou off.

But you're a thief
So bold and determined

.lust wlien we are at ease

You reach out your cold hands
To snatch that one person
That is so dearly lox ed



QUEEN OE MY HEART

Behold her

Elegance ot beauty
Right in front ot me.

Flames ol passion
Burns within me

As 1 beheld her.

llow 1 wish

1 could hold her in my amis

Gi\'e her a soft kiss

Whisper into her ears.

Oh!

She seems far away

A million miles away

In a distant land

Awav from this pregnant world.

Seated so still before me

Oh! How 1 wish

T could hold her in my amis

And whisper into her ears
About my hidden love.

?7 1 Me<;tinp On thp Rock

Ml. *.

EITTLE WANDERER

Hush!

Waking up.

Looking around
Searching...

Is it ever found?

Turning around
Alas!

It IS vistblc

From a distance...

Is it ever touched'?

Making up
Strong decision
Courageously
Um!

That's a good step!'

Aha!

It is now visible

Reachable

And touchable

Unbelievable!!

Hush!

My little wvinderer!!
Tell me

How much does it cost

To buv a heart'?



Linda Dusu Yamtal

INTKE LION'S DEN

The noisome howling
The persistent barking
The crashing soancis
And hush came the silence!

Could this be real'?

Dragged out of my comfort
Forced to drink from the gutters
Persevered the endurance trek

in the calmness of the night
I was suiTOLinded by tenor.

Three nights in the lioiTs den
Ihrealened with guns and machetes
Faced and surrounded by my captors
So so traumatizing.

I  looked to the horizon

My life was hopeless
The nights ever unending
Such a nightmare.

Free at last!

Imprisoned in the mind
For the scenes of the nightmare
Forever haunting.

I returned anew

A lioness deeply wounded
Crushed but still standing
To take over her pride!
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Enju<gu Esla Jephthah

Hope Amidst the Ruins

Independence!
A meaning lost in the liaze of time.

The years have etched.their toll on our.souls,,
Decades of corruption and decay, ' , : , ^
as we spurned the very freedom
our forefathers bravely fought for.

Devoid of vision and patriotic fire,
we succumbed to falsehood and apathy.
Becoming a nation in steady decline
in power, wealth, and fading fame.

Led by successions of spineless technocrats.
Blind to the impending doom,
their gazes Hxed only on the bulge of their be
until at last, we became a nation

Lnsnarcd in dependency's grip.

The bright skies swallowed the smoke
Of burning homes and human flesh
The death-trap roads tasted happily
The blood of their victims

Education, once a birthright,
Now a privilege of the chosen few.

Far from this menace called a country



1 vearned to escape its elutehes,
to erase its identity
from the maps etched upon m)' heart.

Yet. within me stirs a newfound hope,
a glimpse ol a nation rebom.
emerging from the cpagmire of despair.
The Nigeria of a patriot's dream.

ILII I I

Humanity

Discontented and disquieted.
Enraged hearts and souls.
Cowering with only the slightest sense
of pride and courage - , i
Venting voices potent against the ills ol the day.
Do you see us'? Yes!
Our faces are not hidden,
neither are our hearts

for you must see in us
a reflection of the world you have created
Poor souls left with nothing
but the will to tight
A will ebbing away.

See the cannon fires and the dark clouds
that tell of the present doom
and the mourning of lives soon to die
The clouds will shed their tears
In sadness over courageous souls
Who were willing to have a face-ott with evil

Where is your candor'?
And the humaneness you once showed?
Yet, the goiw ravages ot war
The stench of dead loved ones
Do not thrill your hearts to pity

We -^tnnmle through the pain



For wc know the battle will one day be won
In the hearts ol future generations
And a nation shall emerge
Whose unity and stability
Was won by our blood and bones!

Enjugii Esia Jephthah

M V Vote

My vote was niy sotil, my life, my all .
A tieket to the joy I hoped to see
the peaee T longed'for in tny nation
and the security of its imborn citizens.

My vote was the signature of iny patriotism
and the detennination to challenge the status quo
Dissatisfaction with the growing dependence
amidst the acclaimed independence we possess.,

Aly vote was an exercise of tny right ̂  ,
The right to live freely, happily, and joyfully
In unity with other comrades of patriotism
And sing out our happy days on earth

My vote was a drop in the ocean,
WAak and singular, but a powerful cellular block
That would make up for the loudest voice
Of a harmonious Nigerian melody

Let me count my votes, let my vote count.
For that vote shall make me confident

When 1 stand before my present and my future.
Let me vote when the time comes

to help make Nigeria great again.



The Scars of Purpose

IJie ugly bark along rnv stem.
Said the oak to the thistle and tire bramble,
Come Jrom years ol standing in the tempest.
And trom bearing the heat ohhe scorching sun
Feel no pity for me!
Foi they tell of years of purpose,
and speak of my Joumcy here.
And when you see me no more in the forest,
Vou shall find me in the halls of the great.
As the tables and the pillars
As the beds and the perfect reclining chairs
And more than you could eyer know and see
And I shall be remembered.
As one of the stars which shone brightly
In the dead of those long nights.

liCl

When You Walk to Your Death

When you walk to your death
Toil never know w'hat you're stepping into
That road has been trodden

By the great and the small alike

And the paths that lead to it
Are both pleasant and painful.

When you walk to your death
All the elements unite

In preparing the pathway
And leading you on
fill you suddenly or gradually
find yourself in that dark realm.

When you walk to your death
Vou never know how soon it will be
The ne.xt second might be the last
F)r death waifs for many more years
hs power lies in your uncertainty about it
And in the certainty of its choice of men.

When you walk to your death
you never i-eally know

whether the happy moments
or the sad, agonizing moments
W'ill be the last of your days here
it comes calling, in ways you least e.xpect.



When you walk to your death
you tind yourself trapped in its net
and there's nothing you will ever do;
to appeal to its patience in waiting.
it will carry you when it deems best
Soon your name lades into memoiw.

Dele Arogundadc

UNQLIENCHABLK

Love is like a seed

Seed loaded with potentials
Potentials to grow deep
Deep and wide

Love is like a s

Seed waiting
Waiting to be nurtured
Nurtured in the right atmosphere
Atmosphere of mutual trust and sacrifice

Love is like a seed
That grows so deep
Deep and wide
Spreading like wild fire
Unquenchable by many waters

Love;
A mystery
Stronger than death



Dele y\rogundade

INSATIABLE

Yawning grave
Barren womb

Thirsty soil
Wild tire

The Insatiable quartet.

Dele Arogiindade

BOOS AND GROVES

Ciystal clear yet glassy
Flowing rhythmically
Singing melodious tunes
Ylassaging and caressing
Rocks and boulders

In a congenial atmosphere ' ' - • '

Green vegetation and blue skv

Bamboos and mangroves
Booing and grooving

Arinta* Waterfalls

Nature's gift to mankind.

'"Aruita - is a waterfall located tn Ikogost Ekttt, Ekttt
State, South (Vest, Ntgerta.



Dele Arogundade

CARTHACE

Carthage
The ancient city
Founded by Phoenicians
Strong and Virile
Birthplace of I lannibal
Menace of primordial empires
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Carthage
Beantifnl princess ot the Mcdiferranean '
Courted by the Creeks
Dated by the French
Befriended by the Ottomans
Sadly ' , ,
Violatcdby the Vandals T-Ci /a, , .
Desecrated,by the Romansya,\ i aVr . y '.U \ ty, ,.;;,

- C

Carthage
Crucible of civilizations
Fragment of history
Domain of architectural treasures
Delicately preserved
Ancient yet fashionable

Carthage
Flome of exquisite marble
Dripping with olive oil
Pure and golden
Warm vet soothiny

. •• >

'.\ar >y

Fingers of Fatma
Beckoning on visitors
To come experience
Serenity and tranquility
Tunisia; Breathtaking. . .

:  1 1Cdf triage means new eily. It is ihe. aneientyiame pj
present day Tunisia.
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Dele Arogundade

Life is GREEN

1 see fertility
1 see potentials

I see abiincianee

Farth cloliied in robe of screen
Lush green Palm trees

Contrasting the blue sky
Pregnant cloud
Empt}'ing her bowels
Sliver Pellets released

Sotiking the robe oi ureen

Portions of the green robe shaved
Shaved by Farmers
Farmers planted seeds
Seeds Ftome

Borne in the belly
Belly of the earth
Earth nurture the seeds

Seeds eventually sprout
Sprout to bii th
Birth of more Green

Green leaves, green \'eggies. green crops
Crops of diverse kinds
Kinds of food

Food to sustain mankind

Mankind sustained by Green
Green is Life

Idle is Green

No Green No Life

CALABAtf

1 he land is ureen.

PrTAKAVA

Lite oil rich city
Where the sight
or the smoothness ol'Onunu
V elvety and rotund
Cdmibined with peppered stew
Whets the appetite
Engcmfcring seamless voyage ofMcsels
Down the oesophagus
Making men and women
L rave for more

Dele Arogundade

Abode oLLlakaltia
L iladel of linger licking
'^ole and iish^
signature cuisine of the Garden City

W here green bottles
Lade into oblivion
At the appearance
Of Spirits and (hn

Pitakwa

Llomeland of Mr Projects
Transformer of the ancient
With modem edifices and fiyovers
Tiew improved garden city



Pitakwa

Domain of jolly good tellas

""'Pitakwa - Another name Jor the eity oj Port Ilareourl,
eapital of Rivei's State, Niyeria.

SINGING SANB

Array oi magnifTcent structures
Myriad of Towering Forts
Bedecked in coloured lights
Kissing the clouds
Unique blend of arts and architecture
Intercourse of traditional and modem
Luminous blue waters

Beautiful Sky
like a huge canvas
painted in hue
A Congenial atmosphere
At the Cornichc

Ripples of the sea
Caressing the feet of skyscrapers
Dhow boats

Drifting peacefully
Yearning to be cruised

Dazzling array of middle eastern merchandise
Pot pourri of Spices
Oud and jewelries
Clothing and falcons
At Souq Waqif

Homestead of desert roses

Abode of singing sand dunes
Stretching tens of kilometres
Pampering the feet of Tourists

Dele Arogundade

Qatar; Bliss.



Dele Arogundadc

RIVLIETS

Rivulets of words

Oozing effortlessly
from the cistern

The cistern of my pen
Quenching lliirsls
Refreshing souls
Informing and educating
The literarily minded

Dele Arogundade

RAVENOUS RUBY

Ruby Ruby

Ra\ cnous Ruby
Vicious yet vigilant
De\ oLirer extraordinaire

foodie with a swag
food mountain leveler

Pacing around
like a roaring lion
Looking for a prey
Prey to pounce upon

Bone crusher

Licking and lapping
Ruby and food
Inseparable txvins.

'''Ruby is the name of my late pet Dog.



Dele Arogundade

Leash Your Soul

Mustlc and bustle

Activities here and there

Deadlines and set targets

Causes the mind

do drift far and wide

Dissipated and drained
Like spilt milk

Apply the reins
Like a seatbelt

Harness the mind

Calm down; Be still

Take a break

Leash the soul

Rest the body

Emerge!
Refreshed

Re-energised
Re-iired

Re-invigorated
Repossess your soul
Discover and see

Like a sailor at sea

New horizons; new insights
Novel innovations

Enablcrs of the next level

Catalyst of global exploits.

Panmak Mark Lerc

THE STONES, THEIR ADMIRATION

No one cares how long it took. No one bothered il 1
survived.

All 1 sec is anger and desperation. My yield is all they
want.

For years I toiled to succeed. Not a check, not a tap, not
a nod.

1 watched as mornings turned to nights, dhe rains gave
way for the sun.

Through the travails of the days. Through the toils of the
loins.

Through the hardness of the earth. 1 resolved to tmd
solace m my success.
The rains gave nutrients to my roots. The sun gave
energy to my head.
The hardness gave support to my truck. The wind ga\^e
freshness to my breath.

They walked passed without a word. Not an
encouragement from them.
They noticed me not even though some found solace for
their bowels under my embrace.
When my hope began to sprout and they noticed I was
hopeful they began to notice me,
still without compliments.
They passed by with so much disdain wondering why l
haven't yet fruited
to satisfy their lustful appetite.



Soon 1 was glad that my toils have yielded.
Soon 1 was done with the trials and tuivails.
Soon 1 have prevailed against ail the tales. Soon I was
iullv ripe enough to boast.
Little by little their attentions drew to me and they
suddenlv beheld me without standing ovations.

i enjoved the watch...1 loved the points...
Suddenly it changed then they added the smiles and the
wows.

What a time to shine. What a moment to sigh. W hat a
glow to unleash.
What a brightness to exude.
Wdiile yet preparing to accept their admirations to make
up for^hcir long wicked abandonment, suddenly they
visited me with the greatest onslaught.

Oh, what again?
This can't be! Oh dear.. .not yet again!!!
Little did I know that they had hidden plans for my
assassination. Now they leach at it and I the pains to beai
What was to nie my desire in the yesterdays became a
sublime dead-end for the gallows!

Stones and huits, shots and wounds.

Wounded all over with cheers for more from their little
and mischievous miscreants.
Daily my IViiits got wasted even if for a lone ripe one.
The higher 1 rniited and ripened, the more they hailed the
stones

1 am wounded and hurling but they care not to treat, i am
bleeding and diz/y
but they chaptered not.

"More stones, more stones." called out tlw inonsteis.
"Have some, have more,"
their little miscreants retorted.

Chants of victoiy echoed when 1 lose my ward. What
excites them is the same

that hurts me. „

"You were closer, shoot some more, throw some moie ...
"Check this side

and stone harder," these were all their chants
I caimot fathom this heartless specie. Wdiat a wicked
generation.

My hurt their pain? Their joy my groan? How did they
ever become human.'
Can't there be any tutors?
In my pains I watched their faces. They seem more excited
bv the throw of eveiY stone.
I'was patiently groaning to unveil the mystery. 1 must
apprehend the theoretical
philosophy of this pain.

When I was tender and naive they prayed 1 survive and
nursed it in their hearts. They

hoped 1 grow and yield and hoped they will benclit Irom
it too. , , , , ,
When 1 began to iVuit they hoped it came sooner than latei
and their pittience

could not be patiently patient.



When T fruited and ripened now T have provided benefits
they long awaited though without a pat on my baek.

They cannot reap of my fruits safe they cut it or pluck it
off and the higher and careful 1 w as in ripening, the more
they nnprovised how' to reach out and reap me well.
The more the stone, the more the sign that 1 was well
ripened ITr the most serious of them.
The more difficult it was for them to reach me, the more
the stones were called to duly.

If they had walked past, it would have signaled that 1
failed to bear attractively but since I did they cannot but
express it by the stones and the climbs.
Their stones my pains, their stones, their expressions,
their expression of admiration expressed in stones and
throws.

They cherished my beauty and fmits that was the secret ot
the dirows and the stones. This is the season of patient
reflection.

The stones can hurt and the throws deliberate. The
message does not hurt and the admiration is good season.

Be not angry of the silence that meets you. Do not be
angiy with the passing without a Hi.
Give up not in your toils, quit ye not amidst the travails.
Only ripe fruiting get cherished and sought aftei and the
stones, learn it today...it is ovation and applause.

Panmak Mark Lore

SIMPLE TO TRUST

Many good things come around, many decisions I needed
to make.

Many steps to be taken
How then can 1 quickly conclude?

My parents never loved me - so I thought to myself
How ean they watch me cry most times?
1 saw them watch me ery

But they never did as 1 wanted!

The coldness it seemed was surety they never cared.
The firmness though I got hurl at times was assurance thev
never cared.

May be beyond my tears
Lies the secret to my maturit}'
May be because of the pain my gain will forever flows

What will it then be to me?

A cry for a sweet met with a sour for the wvant
Could this ever have been for good?

Much of the wanting, some of the longing;
All of the asking never met a constant giving.

I had wished and w-antcd many things amongst whicl
were to toy with knives and fire,
To play around the transformers and highways



How 1 loved they let jne ha\'e my way.

Never to school.,.but to play-
Never to bathe,..but to play!
Ne\ er to work,,.but to play!
Never to rest,,.but to play!

Work was wicked, school was hard labour:
Help was frustration, bath was most inconveniencing.

Now I know better: they rescued me from myself
I am deliv ered of myself
My self-dcstmct and doom.

They gave me as they thought best, they cared as they
reasoned wise.
They disciplined as they saw needful, they encouraged
just when needed.

How can I say I know better?
How can I suddenly know better than thev who nurtured
me?

Even while I was unknown to myself!

Through the nursing
Through the cradle
Through the infancy
Through the childhood

They caired and kept me
I couldn't contribute
1 hey nurtured and trained me i couldn't eontrihiile,

My best bet was trust all they did: to bathe,,,to eat..,t(
rest,..and all. to hospital,.,
to school,,.to church

I saw they knew all I needed for good.

Since they did while I knew not. they meant well while
coiddn't supervise them.
They cautioned while 1 was raw and careless, can't 1 tms

them much more now to aid?

God did for you when you knew not. God cared when yoi
were helpless.
He kept w atch vv-hile you slept safely.

Can't yon trust Him now when yon have a choice?
Or has He suddenly become mean not to care as before?
Not by gi\'ing all yon long will He prove love for you
But by doing as He knows is best!

Soon yon will see He cared best, rescuing you from self
destruct. keeping you
from more regrets, helping you to come to know as now.

He did when you couldn't
He kept you when you were delicate. 1 le planned for yoi
when you were completely ignorant.
He is still able, willing and capable... Just a little trust!



Panniak Mark l.ere

AND THE ROSE DIES VVn HIN

_A special dcdicalioii to all those who make theif /)ains
and hurts joy and beauty for us. whose lives give reasons
for ours to live whtle they st/eak out on us in death. You
cannot make altvediulyou In turn not live vourself. Give
us \ ours to love and take ours too and live
I^CtiulituI horn the outside gracetui all around.
What is on the inside no one ean explain

Gorgeous tlnough the travails and nothing less displayed
Wdshtul be the others desperate to attain

What could be the secret to keep such glowing spree
A recipe achieved we all covet the delight

Piaiscs all around and others can't deny
W'ith this all around you, you cannot but gain lite

No one drains all out and a lot more can yet tlow.
This stream is a sure source of fountain clear and true

Have you ever wondered why all seem so well
How can one be this giacclul with no one nivinn in return

Expenses and no incomes seem to be the game.
How long be this sustained, this graceful monument keep

C all to me to wonder, why this sure hurts so much
lo see a lite so splendid, yet wasting unannounced

Gall me to discern from the distance all the way
1 am always bothered, the mystery deep beneath

The silence steps at night and the teary eye leclines
The deep keeps hurts and all we get to sec is smile

Why be indeed troubled only to give peace
Peace around is priceless yet you know not one

Be the product you make and let us share this too
Take from us and make life priceless deep w ithin

This is no mean feat for us to make you live
Don't deprive the joy wc barely can achieve

To know wc give you life as much as you do us
Will keep us all alive the rose to keep with us

Don't sneak out on us when we seldom not lathom
That the rose we also cherish is fizzling slowly out

Out with all the tarce and in w ith us to live
We can't hoard it awniy what needs to keep you hale

Take this from me loo as much as you are heie
This beauty is too graceful to let my sight lose out

To all who give and take not, harkcn to my call
We need the rose around us but healthy and alive

Don't give us life and die, but let us share it all.



What is good for the goose, the gander needs it too

Show me forth the pains and let me eure the hurts
You too be alive and let me be a rose

The rose that gives should take too the rose we all should
be

A world of roses wc shall safely build for all

Keep not all those hurls and let the rose not die
Safely from within the healing balm will suit

Heed to me this day and our roses shall yet live
Never you let go 'eos the rose shall die within

This a call to all and not the truth withheld.

Never lie to us for the roses can die too

Give and take from us too, we've got enough to share.
Take this from us too and this rose never die

What you give to us is what you need yourself.
But since you gi\'e us yours you need ours too to live

What we share is splendid and we need it all the way.
What you give excites us and you need it too yourself.

We cannot be selfish to take and never give,
But give us also the space we ga\'e you deep within.

We took yours and we lived, you need to take Irom us.
You need it to be here so we all arc roses too

Go all out and search from the corners far and near
Many roses out there arc sneaking out on us

(Teck and learn the heartbeats when theirs get to faint
We must all be guilty when our roses die within

kite Ihr lile is lovely, rose (or rose excites
Saielv now with me and this rose shall never die!



B. Pi 'ose Fiction

Ruky Divine O^ede

A Drop of Mei cy

My heart lex ilates in excitement whenever I listen to the
Nigeria national anthem adopted in the late 197()s; my
fax ourite verse being;

'To serxe our fatherland, with love and strength

and faith, the labour of our heroes past, shall never be in
vain, to seiwe with heart and might, one nation bound in
freedom, peace and unityb

Whenever we sang the anthem on the assembly in
Masawa Primary School, with iny eyes closed, my mind
would open like a book and the verses would pour out ot
my soul in ecstasy. My eyes would water as 1 stood erect
w ithout mox'ing any part of my body; not even an eyelash
until the anthem w ould be over. One morning. 1 kowtowed
and kissed the earth atfer the anthem to the cynosure of all
eyes. The headmistress, teachers and pupils roared with
lauuhtcr. I smiled sheepishly, looking away tar from the
curious eves, and like one that had just won a gold medal,
1 galloped to the rhythm of the drum in the air as I marched
to my class. From that day, 1 earned the name ".Abdullahi
the gallant soldier \

But that wvis years ago. The life of a man appears
long, but in reality, it is brief. 1 made destiny played out
itself by joining the Nigeria Armed Forces in 2001 after
obtaining a National Diploma in Engineering from
Masawa Polytechnic. Masawa is where 1 was bom and
bred into a lanky young man with a baldhead sitting on
my ostrich neck. The dream of joining the force became a
niuhtmare to my parents.



My father was an avid reader. J grew u[v to so
iiiany Masawa people ealling hiin a walking newspaper. 1
got to know the meaning of the name in my secondary
school. I could not sunimon tlie courage to ask him why
he was being addressed by that name because he was a
disciplinarian. 1 never dared look him straight in the eye.
especially whenever he w as angry with me. At such times,
his eyes would turn red like someone who had lost sleep
lor a lull month sending an uncontrollable shiver down
my spine. One seldom saw him without a newspaper in
his hand. He had an avalanche of information from around
the world at his fingertips. Many a time, his friends would
come around to have first-hand inlonnation from him
about current global issues. es[iec!ally politics.

He grimaced when 1 told him that I wanted to join
the Nigerian Anny with the motivation to defend our
nation and fight corruption, which had become the bane
ol our progress and dev elopment as a nation. I told him I
would wipe out banditiy and stem the tide of the
insurgency and high-rate genocide in Damaturu, Plateau.
Borno. Rivers and other states which were ravaged by
some blood-Slicking enemies ol the country. Although
suipiised at my knowledge afvoiit the noings-on in the
coLintiy, my lather was impressed that 1 was toeing his
path and matching up to him in knowledge. He was proud
I was becoming his true son who would seek information
on the media rather than abuse their e.xistence. I noticed
he wanted to hear more, so 1 spoke further to satisfv his
ego.

ddundreds of thousands of innocent Nigerians are
being killed and buried in shallow graves dailv as a result
of religious conflicts, etlmic bigotrv and chauvinism. The

conflict in these states has claitned more lives tlr

common diseases. It has led to irreparable socio-politie
and economic instabilities.' I sighed, signalling a break

My father who had been waiting patiently for r

to llnish speaking, hissed, looking livid and irritated I
my argument and then said, 'IValahi Abdtillahi. yotf
speaking nonsense. A bird that flies from the ground on
anthill doesn't know that it is still on the ground,' 1
began.

Like the eyes would bow to stimriy, 1 lowered n
countenance as our eyes met. Now, it was only his voi
that was resounding in my ears, I could not look at I

eyes.

'Have you gone mad? Many have been lost to the fore
Don't you know? The countiw is not worth your bloc
Where are the soldiers, the ones that risk their liv

fighting for the connfty? They have been abandoned in
tnany hospitals for friends and families to care for the
on the hospital beds. The ones wliose families couldi
cater for died there. Are you not aware that Mohamni'
was dismissed after being irredeemably injured in the w
front? Mustapha who retired ten years ago resorted
begging wdien he could no longer cater for his family,
it after all these things you know that you still want
stick your neck in what will destroy you? AN/, Abdullal
think! Ka ji ko?'
He looked at me for a wltile, held tny left hand and lift
me as he also rose. He continued.

'The leaders of this countiy loiow what to do
make the countrv' a better place. Imagine the peani
being paid to soldiers. Some time ago, they threaten to
on strike for non-pa\anent of their salaries. The count



would have been iu a great mess if rliey had embarked on
die strike. Many ot our leaders would ha\'e botirded the
next available flight not even minding tlie eost of their
jouiney, leaving you and me behind to suffer the trouble
wlneh they have hatehed on die ground. Is that the eountry
you want to detend? The eountrv that eannol provide good
weapons tor its soldiers to eombat external and intanal
lotees.' Money budgeted for animunition is beinn looted
b>' die same people who needed the pioteetion most What
do you u ant to tell nie that I have not seen, my son?^

He patised a little and eontinued, 'We are suiTerim^
1roni leadership fiilure in this our nascent democracy. So
you need to stay away from them. There are better" lobs
OLit there awaiting you.'

waastTt enough lecture, my tiiodierks
voice trailed his. 'Kai! Walahi whoever sowed the dreatn
in yoLi must be our enemy. Use your tongue to count your
teeth. Abdullahi, you need not learn in hard ways. I don't
link we'll ever feel safe and secure at our old age
Hetending the nation is good but not at the expense^of
voiir hte when and where it won't be valued. You need to
lave a rethink about your dreams before you finish vour
secondaiy school education. Remember you're our only
son and so much responsibility rests on you in our old age
ant w hen we will be no more. Going to the army is bciim
lost and denying us the respect of old age and at death.' "

V mother sobbed and sobbed uncontrollably. 1 felt
toniiented lor tormenting my parents with such an
ambition that put so much pressure on them.

fhis leflection notwithstanding, the majority of
tlic times I yawned the Re ling off because 1 would have
been extremely tired after their voluminous advice. /\i

I

I.

such times, I would feel a thingy in me that was giving me
llie l-can-do-it kind of assurance not to relinquish my
happiness of joining the force to please my parents.

I got married to Aisha while I was in the army. We
were expecting our first child when 1 unexpectedly
received a letter from Abuja that I had been transferred to
Borno State for a peacekeeping mission. My heart felt as
though it would leap from my chest after reading the
content of the letteiv Borno was famous for tales of horror.

The forests of the state harboured the belligerent and most
dreaded teiTorist group. Those who have returned alive
from forests in Borno always told of the fierce madness of
the jungle. There were stories of how bandits stormed
some communities in Zamfara State, killing men, setting
their houses on fire and seizing infants from their
screaming mothers and throwing them into burning fire.
The foar of the unknown gripped and overwhelmed me at
the thought of it all. 1 then diverted my mind to thinking
about my wife and my unborn child. I remembered
Aisha's vehement rejection of my maniage proposal
when I told her I was a force man. She told me that she

did not only dread the high risks of my profession but that
so many of our men always have so many wives.

'You have signed your own death warrant long
ago, Abdullahi,' she disclosed to my dismay. I wondered
whether she knew what she was talking about or just
peddling unverified information in the public place.

'You don't even own your life again. Neither do I
nor your jxirents. Anything can happen to you at any time,
and I don't want to be a widow at the early stage of my
life. I love you but km scared,'



'Aisha. yoifrc being so pessimistic, llahal Nothing will
happen to me, okay'.'' T [hacated her, wiping her teaiy eyes
with my handkerchief. .Niter a while, she beamed an
infectious smile; 1 smiled back at her.

d love you, Abdiillahi,' she said softly as she ran
to my embrace.

\  love you too, .Nisha." I fell some warmth as our
frames fused in cuddling.

h\ enlutilly, she agreed to marry me that day and
my joy knew no bound.

1 was di//y. 1 didn't sleep well that night. But by
the morning, 1 wtis on m\' way to Borno State with ofilcers
from my areti. Yusiif, a senior officer returning to his duty
post in Borno. and 1 got talking on the bus. We occupied
the front scats. We were in our unifonns. Drivers loved it

to scale police harassment and other unnecessaiy delays
on the highway. As the bus moved past landmarks,
monuments, forests, mountains, valleys, cities and towns,
cars and buildings, our conversations went deeper
dw-'elling on vast subjects. Yusiif was not only a brtlliant
soldier after all but an intelligent one also, knowledgeable
in all the subjects of discourse. He was dark in complexion
and should be in his late thiities and early foities.

'Which state are you from. Abdullahi?' We were
alighting from the bus at the teiiiiinal in the barracks from
where we treldced to our lodges when he asked me the
question. 1 never gave it a thought that we had not shared
that information since we had been talking.

'Masawa division.' I slurred, yawning. He
admitted 1 was tired. He tossed out brief smiles and said,
'Let me show you your lodge. You need to rest now.'

'Ok. that will be nice.' 1 replied as we headed into a
dormitorv-like building shielded away by a semi-thick
plantation. We walked passed the battalion, some lying in
bed and some engaging in chitchat. He showed me a bed
that had my name inscribed on it. I went there and laid on
it; fatigued. He went to meet one ot them who leaned
himself against the wall smoking a cigarette. He was lair
in complexion with an elaborate scorpion calligraphed
just below- his neck. The artist that did it must be a genius.
1 thought. While thev conversed in a hushed tone, he
motioned to me to join them. But 1 was too tiied. He
giggled. Yusuf might have told him to allow me rest. 1 fell
asleep after a while.

1 was rejuvenated when 1 woke itp the next
mornitig to say the fajr prayer. The paitt in my body had
gone. I savoured the bright lights ol the sun that shone
through the witidows into where 1 laid, making the house
brillimt. 1 stood up and huiTied to the bathroom. 1 looked
closely at the bathroom door to sec the inscription in bok
letters; CLEAN UP YOUR MESS. YOUR MOTHEP
DOES NOT WORK HERE. 1 bolted after a quick shower,
Yusuf and two of his friends were already waiting tor me
in the dorm. They were neatly dressed in their unitorn
and smelled nice.

■ Walahi, you need to huny up. we're out of time
We're in the same group. Meet Usman and Hassan. W e rt
ten in a group assigned to Asu community. Yusuf said.
'Inahvana, nice to meet you guys. Yaya kake?" I asked ii
handshakes.

'You're welcome, Lafia Kalait/ They replied
beaming with smiles.



Usinaii was chocolale in colour and llie lallesl among us.
I lis hat w as slouched al Ins back.

'So let s meet you, I lassan said, expecting a rcpl} .
"Ian Abdullahi. aka the gallant soldier.' I replied,

then smirked. I lie house roared w ith laughter when I
introduced mysel l to ih.cm. lisman quickly interrupted my
thought, "[bond look down on that pot guy. He moves
faster than hare when the need arises."

We burst into a guffaw as he teased Hassan;
pointing to his belly. I could feel the hot air his uose was
blowing on my face as he held out his hand to shake me
with smiles "}oua/, sannii. Don't mind him, he is a

naughty boy. IValahi. a noble task is ahead of us w e need
not laugh over it. It you're not aware, let me educate vou
briefly before we leave. The community is known all over
the states as the abode ol terror, abductors, kidnappers,
bandits, assassin, and human tralTickers. The forest of Asu
is a haven for the perpetrators of these heinous and
nefarious activities. With the information, 1 consulted
native doctors to prepare channs for the hanshec to fester
their evil. My friend stressed that politicians and the
community leaders use some of these idle minds to Tight
their opponents that want to square their paths in any
gi\'en competition. He said that some of these boys and
girls are cultists and street fighters that make the
community unsate. In tact, these vices have gone viral in
social media. To curtail these \ iccs, our concerted efforts
are required.'

1 was gripped by fear and silence as he spoke
authoritatively. My legs began to wobble; it was as if they
were not part of my body anymore, On the other side
whei'c Misuf wms seated, UsmaiTs eves grew puffy as he

turned to look at me, towering on ̂ Tisufs shoulder while
Hassan had been speaking. Yusuf, who had been staring
at him, sucked Ins teeth w ith annoyance and said, "Crime
and guiles of the community should not be subiect here.
Wc need to focus on facts rather than the nuff of bush
radio stations and blogs which unfortunately misguide
and misinlorm. We need to watch out for them. Ku ji ko? '
His wisdom disseminated life to my entire body. Indeed,
my apprehension was swept away as in a vuvuzela. His
words did not break bones but my heart. 1 thought aloud.
"The government has placed curfew in the community.'
Hassan declared.

h es, ot course, that is wdi\' wc are posted here.
The assailants ha\'e sophisticated weapons and we only
hax'c IDP ones to combat them, Tm angry with this
country. The money budgeted for ammunitions is in the
bank accounts ol our so-called leaders. They buy big
houses abroad and m Nigeria. Instead of establishing
companies in Nigeria to provide job opportunities for the
teeming population and improve our economy, they are
busy building the economies of other countries. Bad
leadership, that s all 1 see. Our leaders sleep with their
rt ives and children in cosy beds, leaving the jungle,
creeks, slums, desert unimproved. The labour of our fahen
hcioes is now- evanescent and in vain. Their children,
wives, and families are living daily in despair and
depiession over the death ot their loved ones that have
served the country meritoriously, lVal!alu\ it is hyper
rubbish!' 1 whined.

By this lime, our driver who was honking
repeatedly outside stopped abruptly as he saw us through
the rearview mirror running out of our room with our



Al<v4 / ntlcs. 1 licn we began the journey with an old ballad
as the vehiele sped along the tannae road to Asii Loeal
Cio\'ernnienl.

iS'env/ng our fcifherhincl cuid dcfeudiiuu: ds cause is our
uluiost prioritv

Allah is to help our nation in this unjust cause.
C lire the hurtful traits that lurk within us.
C lire our ethnic and religious higoirv,

if e te one nation hound in freedom, peace and unity in
this naseent demoeraev...

We drove into the coinniunity to meet the irony of our
song. Several houses were deserted and some burnt down.
The people of the community ran to us when they saw us
alighting trom the x^ehicle. Frustration, anger, bitterness
and loneliness were stamped on their taces. It was a real
theatre of tears. .An old man of about seventy-five years,
looking scrawny with rough beards that covered the
outline ot his lace, wept protusely o\er the gruesome
killing ol his wile and his four children; a boy and three
girls. yVs I consoled him, my mind flashed back to my
father. I was almost moved to tears.

They kill many of us here. They invade the
community eveiw now and then killing our people. We're
helpless, the government is doing nothing to rescue us.
That house burning there, I laboured to build it. It was
burnt down last night. And I don't have where to go now.'
another aged woman lamented.

'Can't W'C make the countiy peaceful for
ourselves? The government people were here last week to

pay a visit to us. They promised to end the killings and
bring the perpetrators to book. They also assured us tc
provide a place for the IDPs. The killers only came back
last night to sweep on us. killing many," another woman
whined.

'We see them only during election season when
our votes arc needed. But after voting them into power,
they abandon our community for the killers to take over.
Whenever they come here, we hear grammar. It is
Lindemoeratie. It is a primiti\e act and preposterous. Wc
dey die every day. We don tire, we need urgent attention.
Wallahi, only (iod will rescue us from these greedy and
depraved leaders.' One of the youths spoke in anger.

It was not an easy task consoling them over theii
losses. We then could assure them that we would go aftet
the assailants and bring back those that were captured.
The bushes reeked of decomposed corpses as we combed
them. The earth had lightly covered some of them. Wc
stepped on them now and then. The jungle was
horrendoiisly noisy, fear immediately scuttled up and
down my body as the bullets crushed obstacles on then
way to lly freely in the forest, 'fhey felled tree branches
and their leaves on us where we lay for snipes.

'h'oii hear that? That is not /\K47. It sounds

deadlier." IJsman ducked in apprehension.
'She is dehydrated, where can we get water foi

her?' From a distance. Yusuf's voice interjected.
"That is h usLifs voice." h'ari. who was a member

of my group, w hispered, cowed frantically. We hurried to
the voice to see a little girl slouched on h usuf s back like
a dead branch. Her entire body was wet with dew. She was
somewhere around si.xteen and seventeen vears old from



LUCUMS. .Mie was very palJid. She told us
dial hername was Hassaiia when we inquired ofher name
^ The abdueiors are many there. The girls are chained like
skues and they are being dmgged around the tbrest. I
managed to escape.' she disclosed.

iiassana's information fuelled us into the |ungle
again. We went into the dense forest. We heard a rtilTe
tihetid ol us suddenly. Someone Imnying away. It was one
ol the assailants. We thought it was an animal. Me had
taken a jkxW at us tmd wars mttdding ttw ay. Me shotHed at
the top of his lungs for help as 1 shot sporadically at the
milled bush. 1 smirked, elated and my hps pocked with
delight as we hurried to where he laid m Ins pool of blood,
dead. Wu/. Hallahi n aka sh a slii. ' I said. The bullets tore
his Ic ft shoulder to Ins heart renion

As the sun emerged with golden fleece trom the East, the
glisteiing ol the ray opened our eyes and we heard the
resonating noise of the jungle. I jumped up and said my
morning prayers briclly. Then Hassan hurried in with
tears in Ins eyes, and said, Wtisuf is dead, he ̂vas whacked
and beheaded. His corpse was dropped somewhere in the
bush last night.' Wisuf uns the head of his troop. We lelt
lordillerent locations at nightfall.

A/n/gn/n. how come'? YtisiiH Dead'?' I screamed,
wiping olt the leftover sleep in my jaded eyes. 1 wept
rivers. Tusiit was the closest and biswest soldier 1 had ever
met in the Force.

'Indeed, danger knows not the bra\e,' I said out
loud. Massan said he had walked into the bush alone and
thev thought he had gone lor some gaming. .After waiting
foi hun tor a wTide. they went in search of him. They

found his corpse under a tree. We became apoplectic c
his death.

"1 know for sure his ghost won't come out of
jungle until his killers are brought to their graces
lamented.

T  learnt to tread the forest with caution after

fateful morning. Each passing day and night, fear lai(
my heart like a heavy cross. My brain felt mtished up. T
w as the fourth morning of our e.xpedition in the JtingJ
became thirsty for water as we began our search for
girls again. For the first fime, my mind went fo
parents, my wife and our unborn child. Ifl had been

victim, perhaps Aisha w ould have become a widows :
would then get married to another man. leaving my c
for my parents. It may be that she would take the cl
with hei' to her new husband's hotise where the child

of the man would maltreat the child. My mind went w
I pushed away the second thought that dominated me.
face lightened up a smile as we came across a small p
of water. It was steaming w ith waaggling mosquito ki
and butteiTlies. TTiey flew away as we poked it
scooped up some waiter from it to quench otir thirst. It
cool and indeed soothed the hotness in our body,
quickly moved on. Flies kept trying to land on my fac
suck up the water 1 used in washing off salt from my f
For a moment, there was a long silence among us.
walked around withotit seeing anyone.

We returned to our dorm at dusk. All sorts

dreadful things kept flashing through my mind, mainb
how to sutwave the few days ahead of us. I hadn't hi
good rest since we woke up. What I needed at the mon
was to lie down and let my mind rest. 1 lay on the k



earth and listened to some night bird eooed. 1 closed my
eyes and tried to sleep as time glided swiftly b}'.

We were Jolted back awake by sounds of sporadic
gun shots. J felt it more than I heard it. The lea\ es rattled
as many feet stepped on them. They killed five of our men
that were on guard. I slowly brought out my head up from
where I was hiding, tujmed, and glanced around the lea\ es
and trees that were hiding me from the lights of their torch
lights. They were fifteen of them in army uniform with
five black hunting dogs leading the group. My heart
somersaulted in my chest and landed in my stomach as
their leader's voice pierced through the silence of the
night, bristling u ith rage and belligerence.

'Come out ol your hiding, you the most corrupt
nation ol the black race. We will always li\'e to bnriw
many oi you in this forest. Heed my warning now and go
back to your home to meet your fairrily and kwed ones
instead of hiding before death in shame and moving
around like a belligerent ghost that is killed untimely."

1 crept laster and faster over the moist path III led
with dead leaves. It made my movement noiseless, thouuh
my path was as dark as a tunnel, and there were no stars
or moonlight to guide my path as I crept to an unknown
destination. J suddenly heard the dogs barking and
sniffing with some footsteps huriying towards me. They
were alter me now, I thought in a maelstrom of fear. Then
I  increased my pace rapidly like a scorpion. Then, my
lather's adv ice reverberated in my mind: Slav tnvay irom
the withered tree and its withered hirinehes... The luitioii
first daddy, to defend it ami figiit its eourse. 1 would reply
with smiles. [ shook my head and chuckled sadly at the
thought of it.

-If my men catch up with you ready to say your last
prayers. Surrender your weapons now. The banshee
leader echoed what sounded like a note ol Imality. Then
guns continue talking, putting fears and apprehension on
me. One that sounded like grenade reported elsewhcic.
My thought zipped around like a bird. .A creature slitheied
up to my leg. f^ut 1 was loo wrapped up in fear to slap it
off my body. It was a snake! 1 lelt a shaqi pain in my lelt
leg as'the snake bit me. Few minutes later, I became weak.
The venom of the creature seeped into my skin and deepei
into my muscle. 1 groaned, gnashing my teeth m pains. 1
quickly held my breath as one of the men stood not too tar
from the tree in which 1 was hiding. Hashing his torchlight
at my direction while the two dogs that were with him
barked continuously as though smelling human stench.
Their iridescent eyes rummaged through the bush
sending fever around my body. 1 leaned against the tree.
He walked closer to the tree as il his instinet was telliiw
him that someone was there. My eyes shot open anc
practically wet my pants as 1 gaped.

.  -Allah have merey on my soul,' I cried.
After starring around, he slapped oil what lool

like a creature from his baek and went back. 1 whimpere<
as his footstep died away. Then I tormented the silence o
the naseent morning with a drone. Smile imprinted on m
face as 1 slapped dirt oil my body. My eyes jumpe
around, bouneing of I the treetop to the direction wheic th
man had gone, to the eerie birds that made their abode i
the tree eawing surreptitiously, as though eommiseratin
with me in my misery. Then, 1 looked back. 1 knew 1 ha
crawled a miie away. .1 Fished my pocket for my dev ic
and called the headquarters without iurther ado. It was



o'clock. The last time 1 checked my watch before the men
invaded tlie jungle was 1 :3() am. My pains became severe.
I might probably die within milliseconds if they did not
come on time to rescue me, 1 thought. 1 gritted my teeth
through the pain as I scratched at the snake bite that was
itching me terribly.

My colleagues drove in by S o'clock. 1 was angig'
at their delay. They pleaded that their vehiele developed a
fault on the way. They added that they went back to get
another one which led to their delay, d'hey went in search
of the men but they w ere nowhere in the forest. They took
me to the hospital. The nurses put me on bed and quickly
contacted the doctor for urgent attention. .After an
examination, the doctor said to my amazement that my leg
would be amputated, lie said that if the leg was not cut
off, the poison would spread to other parts of my body
which would eventually lead to my death. 1 shi\ ered in
fear as 1 heard him say that. I closed my eyes and allowed
my tears to seep into the bed cox ers.

The town w ent agog the following day as the news
spread through the National newspapers, radio, television
and social media. Journalists in their writing referred to
me as a hero. They implored the government not to
abandon their heroes that have fought gallantly for the
country. 1 was hap]w at the write-up. My photograph and
those of the soldiers that died wwre splashed on the front
pages t)f the papers by phc.)to-i(Uirnalists. .Moments later, 1
heard my parent 's voice and my w ife at the I rout dooi; My
father might ha\ e seen it in the newspapers and perha|is
told Aisha. She has put to bed. The baby was strapped to
her back. It was a baby boy. 1 wept as 1 peered to look at

him. fie was pretty and handsome. 1 stayed in tne nospnai
with Aisha for two months.

The cwwernment abandoned me and my lamdy
later on. Mxmalaiw was no longer paid at the proper time.
None of my several letters of appeal received any
response. 1 could not fend iwr myself and my family
anvmore. Hunger struck my home. My wile and 1 had
bouts of quarrel every now and then. One morning, w hile
1 was weeding my garden, my wife look her luggage and
left with my^son. 1 was left alone without a wile and a
child to take care of me. My parents were in their old age.
1 paid someone to take care of them. All elforts 1 made to
look for Aisha and my child failed.

Daily, 1 walked around the compound like a reptile
and stared into space, disillusioned. No one saw my tairs
and shared my pains, hi IT tossed sadness to me^ The
sacrifices 1 made for the nation was shrouded in sadness.
W e need a national rebirth if our leaders know what is
uood. The blood of our compatriots is still Iresh on mothei
earth. The forests daily cry for justice as the leet ol men
and \ chicle tyres drive past them.



Modupeola Abiodun Obi
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A new academic session had jusl beann in Ajibodu
College oCEdiicalion. I'he new sliidenls were placed in
different campuses since the government was yet to put a
petmanent campus in place. The Social Peoples Party
(PSP) had promised the eitizens tree education at all level's
among all other promises made while campaigning.
Having won the election, the Party stalwarts believed m
deln enng the dividends of democracy and making good
the promises made to the populace. The major challenges
to the provision ot tree education were classrooms and
teachers to man the classes. A crash programme was
immediately put in place to tram the secondaiy school
graduates who were above average in the West'African
School Certificate examination as well as the Grade II
Jenchers who desired the National Certiticate m
Education (NCE). A majority of the new students were
tiesh trom secondary school, some just getting out of their
pmentscoverage for the Erst time. The liewly hiund
leedom was strange and quite exciting to most of them
especially the girls. The young men were not left out
some ol them being innocent of the ways of women were
very anxious to take part in the October rush.

^  science student in Etoilc Rouge
ampus was barely sixteen years old. It was Ins Erst tiine

ot lea\-ing his strict parents to taste the world far away
lom the eagle eyes ol his highly disciplined father. Mr.
Obinna was not only a teacher but also a disciplinarian
who wanted Ins children to e.xcel in everything.

You must not mess up on campus,he counselled his Erst
son. Remember the child of whom you are, avoid ctiitism,
shun drugs, and be careful with girls.

Though Chinedu nodded in agreement, he w as not
ready to tow the lines the elderly man placed before him.
As soon as he got to the campus, his eyes were tlxed on
Wunmi, a Yoruba girl about his age who also was Ins mate
in St. Gregoty Comprehensive High School. Though they
lived on the same street back home. Chinedu did not have

the courage to make his intention known to the girl. While
he was dilly dallying, Ade beat him to it. By the time he
eventually found his voice to ask Wunmi out, the girl was
already in a relationship with Ade, his pal. Chinedu was
highly disappointed but carried on as a man. it is part of
experience one acquires while learning the ways of the
adults, life experience and part of growing up,he consoled
himself.

Having overcome Wunmis seeming
disappointment, Chinedu shifted his eyes to Beatrice,
another beautiful girl in Wunmis Department. It was love
at first sight. Beatrice and Chinedu were all over the
campus. The love birds were always together after
lectures. Chinedu could not wait for the last lecture of

each day to end before speeding to Awelewa Hall where
Beatrice resided. Both of them were members of the

notorious Palm Wine DrinkersClub, so they went for
gyration at the different high institutions in town. Beatrice
was wonderful chef who knew her onions when it comes

to food preparation. Chinedu enjoyed the delicious meals.
This glued him more to Beatrice.

Chinedu had not slept with a woman befoi'c, but
Beatrice was not a novice to romance. Unlmown to



he Wcinled the bLillern_\' kind (d relationship. Me wanted to
pollinate as many dowers as possible belore settling
dow n. Peek and go was the game in \ ogue but peek and
stay was Beatriees plan. No sooner had thev started the
relationship than Beatrice announced that she was
expecting Chinedus baby. Chmedii was taken aback
terribly horrified. He vehemently denied being
responsible lor the pregnancy, but his parents especially
ills mother did not beliew him.
Will you say you never slept with her'?She asked. 1 warned
you. Chinedu. 1 shouted. 1 screamed. I eounselled you to
be carelul with girls. Cdnnedu, you smoke. You drink.
Vou sleep around with girls, 1 dont know if you are not
even in a cult. A dog determined to get lost will be deaf to
Ihe hunters whistle. Ihe consequence of your
stubbornness is starring at you. Now \ou argue that both
ot you are not compatible, are you just realizing that? She
is not sociable enough for you. She is sluggish, you said,
but not sluggish in bed.h ou must manyv her and that has
to happen as soon as possible. Thats my decision,
concluded Mrs Obimia.

Chmedu left his mothers presence m tears. He was
not even twenty years old but an expectant father already.
He regretted the nights spent m Beatrices warm embrace,
ic telt like vomiting all the delicious meals. He wondered
why the girl refused to do an abortion. That wasnt an
option anymore as both families were already aware of it,
Both were expecting a new member into their fold.
Beau ice seemed like a trash to him. He hated the ground
she treaded; hated everything about her but could do
nothing about it, since he had been trapped in her cleverly
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Beatrice, she would not hinder him from going oiu w iiii
other girls w ho dressed better and were more presentable.
While C.hiinedu was battling the dilemma of an unwanted
pregnancy. Wunmi and Ade had called it quit due to
incompatibility. .Yde was a womanizer who had no
respect Ifir his tianeee. He was abusixe too. so Wunmi
decided to walk away instead of having an abiisixe
marriage. She considered a broken engagement better
than a broken home. Chinedu was yet to forgive Wunmi
for her refusal to date him. He was so petty that he decided
to spite her. He thought Wunmi was jilted and so wanted
to rub it in. Wunmi who was now a graduate was gainfully
employed but yet to be in any relationship.

Chinedu pretended that all was well with his
forthcoming marriage. He approached Wunmi to cover
his wedding programme as a broadcaster. He told her to
be in his brides house as early as possible to record the
events and get him the financial details of the broadcast
on her station. Wunmi was confused about the contract.

She had her own challenges at the broadcasting station
where she worked. She was green and yet to know how
things worked there. The political atmosphere of the
station was not conducive. She wasnt in any relationship,
and age was not on her side.

Getting to her lonely room, with her chin resting
on her pillow, tears rolled down freely. The picture of
Chinedu asking her out flashed her mind. She looked back
at her relationship with Ade, remembered all the young
men interested in her as soon as she attained puberty - all
the boys she turned down because of Ade, However, she
was not perturbed, knowing that she would get the right



C liinediL recall ice was seriously eager for marriaee while
lie w allied (he butieidly kind ol relalioiiship. Me wanled lo
pollinate as many Houers as possible before settling
dow n. Peek and go was the game in \ ogiie but peek and
slay was Beatrices plan. No sooner had they started tlie
relationship than Beatrice announced that she was
expecting Cdiinedus baby. Chinedu was taken aback
lerribly liorrified. He veliemently denied being
responsible lor the pregnancy, but his parents especiallv
his mother did not behe\ e him.
Will you say you never slept with her?She asked. I warned
you. ( hinedu. 1 shouted. 1 screamed. I counselled you to
be carclul with girls. Cdiinedu, you smoke. You drink.
You sleep around with girls. 1 dont know if you are not
even in a cult. A dog determined lo get lost will be deaf to
die hunters \\histle. The consequence of your
stubbornness is starring at you. Now you areuc that both
of c'oii are not compatible, are you just realizing that? She
IS not sociable enough tor you. She is sluggisln you said,
but not sluggish in bed.You must man-y her and that has
to happen as soon as possible. Thats my decision,
concluded Mrs Obinna.

Chinedu letthis mothers presence in tears. He was
iiot even twenty years old but an e.xpectant father alread}'.

u*" the nights spent in Beatrices warm embrace.Ic felt like vomiting all the delicious meals. He wondered
ly the girl refused to do an abortion. That wasnt an

option anymore as both families were already aware of it.
Both were expecting a new member into their fold.
Beatiice seemed like a trash to him. He haled the ground
she tieaded; hated everything about her but could do
nothing about it, since he had been trapped in her cleverlv

woven web. Chinedu decided thai if fe must marrv
Beatrice, she would not hinder him from going oiu v\ii'ii
other girls who dressed better and w ere more presentable.
While Chinedu was battling the dilemma of an unwanted
pregnancy. Wunmi and Ade had called it quit due to
incompatibility. Ade was a womani/er wdio had no
respect for his fiancee. He was abusive too, so Wunmi
decided to wxilk away instead of having an abusive
maniage. She considered a broken engagement better
than a broken home. Chinedu was yet to forgive Wunmi
for her refusal to date him. 1 le was so petty that he decided
to spite her. He thought Wunmi was jilted and so wanted
to rub it m. Wunmi who was now a graduate was gainfully
employed but yet to be in any relationship.

Chinedu pretended that all was well with his
forthcoming marriage. He approached Wunmi to co\er
his wedding programme as a broadcaster. He told her to
be in his brides house as early as possible to record the
events and get him the fmaneial details of the broadcast
on her station. Wunmi was confused about the contract.

She had her own challenges at the broadcasting station
where she worked. She was green and yet to know how
things worked there. The political atmosphere of the
station was not conducive. She wasnt in any relationship,
and age was not on her side.

Getting to her lonely room, with her chin resting
on her pillow, tears rolled down freely. The picture of
Chinedu asking her out flashed her mind. She looked back
at her relationship with Ade, remembered all the young
men interested in her as soon as she attained puberty - all
the boys she turned down because of Ade. However, she
was not perturbed, knowing that she would get the right



man at the npi^ropriate lime. She was aware that nK)st
yoLina ladies siet anxious wlien they attain a ceitain aae
and no suitor was lorthcoming. She was a bit anxious. She
deeided to cast her burden on the Lord after she had
listened to the preaching ol^ some believers ot the
Christian Dnion on campus. Getting to know the Lord w as
her greatest experience. Richie was partially responsible
for that.

Richie, a Prince from the North East of the
country, was a Christian who was brought up in a godly
home. Richie though engaged to Taira back home was
interested in Wiinmi because some ot his friends showed
interest in her. Wiinmi was in her penultimate year in the
university then and wanted a lite partner. She saw Richie
as an eligible bachelor: as the perfect man. No sooner had
they started the relationship that Richie realized that he
was stepping out of the naiTow way. He remembeied
Taira back home. He also remembered that he must not be
unequally yoked with an unbeliever. To him. Wunmi wms
an unbelievereven though she was a Cliristian by birth,
because she was yet to confess the Lordship ot Jesus with
her mouth. Richie told her about Taira and also explained
that he w-as an active member of a studentsfellowship on
campus. He introduced her to the fellowship and God took
over.

It was not easy to get over Richie. The first and
only time Wunmi travelled to the North wais to visit him
when he w-as on the mandatory national youth service
scheme there. The plan was to lure the poor boy into an
unholy relationship and have a baby tor him. This would
tie him dowm. Richie had found his way back to his savioi,

helped him to be steadfast in the Lord. The Dbanyas were
very warm towurds Wunmi. They gac e her a room where
she' slept after a wxrrm bath and good meal. Richie
patiently explained to her again that the relationship could
not continue and wished her well in her future endeavouis.
He was so calm and considerate that Wunmi could not but
understand that she had to look tor her own man and stop
livine, in a w'orld ot fantasy. Very early the next morning.
Wuiuni picked her travel bag and went back home. She
wais through with her studies and left the campus as a born
again child of God who cast her burden on the Lord. She
threw everything about her life on the Lord and became a
very active member of her local assembly.

Chinedu did not enioy his marriage with Beatrice.
He continued following any available giik He did
eveiything to frustrate his wife so she could leave, but she
refused to go. Despite their differences and quaiTels, both
of them kept having children. They eventually separated
for several years as a result of a major misundeistanding.
Wunmi eventually met a sweet guy named Charles. They
were deeply in love with each other and had an elaborate
wedding. She was blessed with foui children and
prospered in her career, but joy has a slender body.^
Charles w-as transferred out of Nigeria and WTmmi
decided to go with her husband. A loving husband,
Charles was every womans dream husband. He was a
responsible father to the childrem a loyal, faithful and kind
husband. Their home was heaven on earth. Charles was
very proud of his wife and would do everything to please
her. It was a happy home until sickness struck. Charles
was emaciating. WTinmi did not notice early enougk

ti\.'prt PI litp of fpT^HnQ. She thought the



man at the appropriate time. She was aware tliat most
voung laches get anxious when they attain a certain age
and no suitor was forthcoming. She was a bit anxious. She
decided to cast her burden on the Lord after she liad

listened to tiie preaching of some believers of the
Christian Union on campus. Cictting to know the Lord w as
her greatest experience. Richie was partially responsible
for that.

ffichicx a Prince from the North East of the

country, was a Christian who was brought up in a godly
home. Richie though engaged to Caira back home w-as
interested in Wunini because some of his ifiends showed

interest in her. Wiinmi was in her penultimate year in the
university then and wanted a life partner. She saw Richie
as an eligible bachelor; as the perfect man. No sooner had
they started the relationship that Richie realized that he
was stepping out of the naiTow way. Lie remembered
Taira back home. He also remembered that he must not be

unequally yoked with an unbeliever. To him. Wunmi was
an unbelievereven though she was a Christian by birth,
because she was yet to confess the Lordship of Jesus with
her mouth. Richie told her about Taira and also e?cplained
that he was an active member of a studentsfellowship on
campus. He introduced her to the fellowship and God took
over.

It was not easy to get over Richie. The first and
only time Wunmi travelled to the North was to visit him
when he was on the inandatorv national youth service
scheme there. The plan was to lure the poor boy into an
unholy relationship and have a baby for him. This would
tie him dowm. Richie had found his way back to his savior,
and was living with a seriously religious family which

lielpeU lum to be steautast m tnc i.orti. i ne uoanyas were

very warm towards Wunmi. They gave her a room where
she slept alter a warm bath and good meal. Richie
patiently explained to her again that the relationship could
not continue and wished her well in her future endeavours.

Lie was so calm and considerate that Wunmi could not but

understand that she had to look for her own man and stop

lix'ing in a world of fantasv. Very early the next morning.
Wunmi picked her travel bag and went back home. She
was through with her studies and left the campus as a born
again child of God who cast her burden on the Lord. She
threw cw'erything about her life on the Lord and became a
veiy active member of her local assembly.

Chmedu did not enjoy his mairiage wath Beatrice.
He continued following any available girl. He did
eveiything to fmstrate his wife so she could leave, but she
refused to go. Despite their differences and quaiTels, both
of them kept having children. They eventually separated
for several years as a result of a major misunderstanding.
Wunmi eventually met a sweet guy named Charles. They
were deeply in love with each other and had an elaborate
wedding. She was blessed with four children and
p.rospered in her career, but joy has a slender body.
Charles was transferred out of Nigeria and Wunmi
decided to go with her husband. A loving husband,
Charles was every womans dream husband. He was a
responsible father to the children, a loyal, faithful and kind
husband. Their home was heaven on earth. Charles was

very pi'oud of his wife and would do everything to please
her. It was a happy home until siclcness struck. Charles
was emaciating. Wunmi did not notice early enough
because Charles lived a life of fasting. She thought the



slim sUiliirc was due U) constant fasting. She was so
alarmed when a \ isil to the doctor revealed thtit C harles
had canecr of the liver. He bowed to the illness and
departed the world. Wiinmi was devastated. Cecil, Dike.
Junior, and Harry were still \ ery young. Wunmi wondered
where to pick licr life from. It was a dc\astating
e.\perience but site was determined to ntake sure her
children wei'e well educated. Hcing an indttsli ictus
wctnian, Wunmi took up part time jobs as well as a full
time cmplctyment. She was tdso buying and selling stutl.
While the children were in school, she continued to
develop herself, paving the way for success beyond her
imagination.

Divine procidence brought Chinedu and W unmi
together, and having separated with Beatrice. Chinedu
decided to try his luck again now that Charles was no
more. He kept pestering Wdinnti at the slightest
opportLinitv. Whinmi would shout at him at times and at
other titties explain to him that a relationship with him was
impossible yet Chinedu was persistent. Every opportunity
to assist W'unmi in kind was an avenue to show his love.
Chinedu would call to advise her if she had any issue with
a friend, or bail her out in case of any problem with law
enforcement agents, being a high-ranking law' officer. All
these drew' him closer to W'umni, Wunmi made up her
mind to find a way of reconciling Chinedu and Beatrice
but all her efforts proved futile. It was like both of them
were no longer interested in coming together. Beatrice
would not use the information given by W'unmi to her
advantage. She would always get something negative out
of it. Chinedu on his part was not willing to hear about
Beatrice. At tlie mention of the name, he would tlare up.

Since both ol them did not want a sctllement. W'unmi
ignored them and went on with her life but Chinedu die
not leave her alone.

It was a cool beautilul evening and W unini was so
happy Junior had graduated from the medical school ol
the lJni\ ersity I eaching Hospital. Kano. Charles .Tiinior
insisted his mother must be at his induction. Although
e.xcited about her sons achievement. Wunmi was scared
about the trip. W ho will not be scared of the Northern part
of Nigeria'? W'Jiat writh the abduction taking place
ewerywhere. It was her lirst time of going to Kano. She
thought of who to discuss her plight with. As the thoughts
weie on her mind. Chinedu called just to disturb her as
usual, and keep himself relevant in her life. No time could
be as appropriate and timely as then. Wunmi chuckled as
she picked the call. Alter exchanging pleasantries, she
gleefully announced her sons success and her fear of
travelling to Kano. Chinedu quickly grabbed the
oppoitunity to show his interest to host her and others who
might likely travel with her. He told Wunmi that he had
just been posted to Kano and that the security threat was
not as tendble as being broadcast on the social media.

Wdinmi became courageous and made up her mind
to embark on the trip. She had no choice but to go since
Junior made it clear that she must be there to honour him.
Chinedu was more than prepared to host W'unmi. He kept
calling until W'unmi anived. He sent his driver with his
official car and an aid to pick and drop her in his house.
Theie was more than enough food for dinner as Whinmi
got to Kano late in the evening. Unfortunately she could
not eat because of stomach upset. She sent for some drugs
which Chinedu nersonnllv hnnrrlw o-nA t.... uA.



Wunmi took the drugs and noticed that Cdiinedu quickly
ran out ol the house claiming some friends were waiting
toi' him. Chincdu would come back Ifom work, change his
dress and get out of the house immediately for the two
nights Wunmi stayed in Kano. Wunmi thought it was his
routine, not knowing that he was getting out of the house
Just to control himself as he found Wunmi very attractive
and irresistible. In order not to do what he would later

regret. Chincdu left the house each evening throughout
Wiinmis stay to come back when Wunmi had slept.

With the programme over. Wunmi went back
home but she could not get Chinedu out of her mind.
Should she be blamed? Since the demise of her husband

twenty five years ago. she had blocked her mind to any
relationship. Many men came her way but she showed no
interest. Some of them saw her as being too independent,
so they did not bother to tell her their intentions. The few
wdio did went back with a negative response. Wunmi was
ver)' disturbed as Chinedus thoughts never left her mind.
She wondered about what could be responsible for this.
The attention she had not received from any man for so
many years which Chinedu lavished on her might be
responsible for the sudden development of interest in the
opposite gender.

Chinedu was a smoker. He also drank alcohol and
did everything that Wunmi could not stand in men but for
the tirst time, these habits were ignored. She tried pushing
the thoughts off her mind and she was almost successful
until one fateful night. Junior had travelled to the East
very early in the morning. It was getting late in the night
and he was yet to get to his destination. Wunmi was very
alarmed, she kept herself busy cleaning her apartment

while calling intermittently to monitor her sons journey.
I heic came' a time that she could not hold it auam. she
called ( hiiicdu to mtorm hurt about her predicament.
C hincdu immediately called his colleague in Owcrri to go
pick up .Tunior from the motor park. The driver had
decided they would spend the mght there to continue the
Journey the following day since it was dangerous to go
tuithci at that time ot night. Chinedu assured Wunmi that
he would not sleep until Junior got to bed. Wow! Hiat did
it. Wunmi went to sleep immediately as the peace she
could not comprehend came upon her. It was then that she
realized that she needed a man in her life. Chinedu
leminded her that she would have been his witc if not for
her relationship with zXde. Tie promised to take care of her
it she would just agree to his proposal.

Beatrice was Wunmis former colleague. She was
the mother ol his children. Wunmi was trving to reconcile
them but tound hcrselt tailing in love with C.Junedu in the
process. She did not know either to be happy or sad. What
a complicated lite! The sensible thing to do was to hirn
Chincdu down politely but Wuniui did not do that. She
tollowed her heart, gave in to Chinedu and lost her peace
of mind.
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Flutters in a Jar

We live better wlien we li\'e apart. np\' husband and I.
tiway from eaeh other's breath, in mv own opinion, at
least. No, it is not as if I htite him. 1 los e the man to bits,

just that I can't stand h\ ing more than four consecutive
days with him under the same roof without him causing
me some form of inconvenience. I would prefer he li\ es
st>mewhere else and come around only once in a while,
like the sighting of the moon. Nnots and niggles of life
can be tangled brushstrokes on ctuu as.

It's our anniversary next month, twenty long years of
marriage, and now he wants us to embark on a trip as part
ol the celebration, just the two of us. to some holiday

resort on an "exotic island'. Me is proposing Maui or
Crepy-en-\nlois. He has a funny way of making his lips
intertwine like shoelaces in mimicry of the French accent
when describing the serenitx in C'repy-en-Valois. He
researched and sent me beautiful pictures and s'ideo links
widi destination names 1 ha\ e since googled. In a world
only ol brilliant clear blue water, you can see multi

coloured fishes swimming, canopies, cocktails, coconut
trees, limp hammocks, gangly bikini-clad girls sprawled
on mats or strutting their siulf with reckless abandon - an

appealing liberation that comes with wearing those
stnnas.

( iosh! What do I do? I am not in the mood tor any vacation

at the moment, but I have alwavs tried to please my

husband. m> mother's ad\ ice to me on the c\e of nr

marriage to Mutiwang is stil l fresh in my memor\'
"W halex er you do. be sure to submit to _\ our husband anc
obey him in all things, as the Bilalc |rrcscribcs. W hen yoi
submit while he lows you. beliexe me there will be litth
or no friction in your marriage'. Mum had said. She wai
such a religious woman, and I have tried to live bv he:
advice all the years of my marriage, and truly it has pair
off for me.

My mind is alwax s caught in a million places, making on
il I have adcc|uately pleased him. I don't see w h\ I shoulc
try to please anybody at this stage in my life. But then Ik
is my husband and. like Sarah. I must cal l him 'Lord'.

My husband melancholic husband is alwavs in the habit
ol dishing out such strict rules to me. he has a fair foi
perfection in eveiwthing. "h'ou have to sit up, in both
senses of the phrase', he would say. He drills me with
words like. Don t slouch , "Don t hunch over yout
tood . I^ay more attention to elcctricitv consumption ",
etc.. etc; and I would be lelt w ith no option but to respond
w ith a resounding h es sir! between his commands,
which are usually accompanied by the sonorous blasts ol
his whistle.

'When yon re done charging vour
the damn thinys off.' he marshals.

phones, please switch

i  remember a time when he held on to all the phone
chargers in the house till our batteries drained of power.
\Vc had to promise disconnecting our charuers from die



wall sockets and putting them away in a drawer betoie he
eave us back our chargers. Me hated to see cords ci aw ling
like snakes underneath beds. The children went berseik
aktcr two days, twutching and suffering wadidrawal
syndrome. They couldnT live one more second without
sc]uirreling their phones away.

Sometimes, when I want to rile him a little, 1 intentionally
leave the liuhts turned on in the kitchen, stoic, oi
bathroom, and his reaction never disappoints. He knows
he canT hit me, so he takes to grumbling to my hearing
about how one can't learn m old age to be lelt-handed,
thus suggesting that 1 have not had a good home training.

My husband should accept my shortcomings and
vulnerabilities and accept me the way 1 am. Ot couise, 1
am trying my best to change and keep up wuth his strict
rules, but he is too hard to please, l ie should leam to
tolerate and protect me. and consider my indiscretions as
our fragile little secret that llutters in a jar locked away in
a corner ot our wardrobe.

Another area of friction in my marriage wvis cooking. 1 he
thought of wiiat to cook makes a monkey ot my entire
education. Sometimes 1 sit in the kitchen staring at the
fridge, hoping that something will magically pop up trom
the blues and say, Ma-rah! Food is served'. It is just so
much mental torture lor me, just thinking about what to
cook lor the lamily. llT a misconception that a woman is
expected to know what to cook, when to cook it, and how
to cook It, But husbands should know that we are not born
whh some kitchen chip planted in our heads to sends

nerve prompts to the brain ... -pianiains. nee, anu pca,> iul
lunch madam', or something like that which should make
us automatically good at cooking tood.

Talking about food, my husband likes to cook. W ell, then
that ought to solve your cooking problenT, you may say.
But 1 don't like him in the kitchen w hen 1 am cooking. He
keeps telling me to chop tomatoes and peppers into cubes.
1 mean, 1 am the woman here and I've been cooking tol
as long as 1 can remember. I don't need someone telling
me to do this or that in my kitchen. Whether one pours hot
wvater into a bowl of garri or pours gu/vv into a bowd ot
hot water, it's still the same eha. 1 wall appreciate it it he
leaves me alone to my task. After all. too many cooks,
they say, spoil the soup. But my husband is such an
unwanted nuisance when it comes to supervising my
cooking.

He always insists that 1 rinse out the sponge properly alter
scrubbing the dishes. If there are soap suds on the sponge
it would still be used for another wash, so, theie s no need
to rinse out the sponge. But tor him, it s a no-no.

He folds kitchen towels after every use, wipes the plates,
folds; wipes his hands, folds; wipes onion juice on the
granile top. and folds. 1 wish 1 could fold him and toss him
m a bin. When I tell him to leave the cooking to me he
begins to boast to me about how many women Bmitside'
wrnild die to have a man like him. 1 never get tempted to
say. 'ova no and meet then itahl" Alania would consider
that as gross rudeness to my husband, who is supposed to



be 'my Jieacb. So i have to quietly stomach all the
irritations he causes me.

The man still inspects cutlery before eating alter all these
years. 1 watch him tilt forks this way and that under the
linht, tiying to catch smudges ot food Jailed behind prong
bars. He acts as though the crumb that escaped the sponge
\m]\ kill him. or blood from my monthlies lelt on the toilet
seat will cause a genetic mutation on his skin, so he wipes
the commode so methodically.

He has a sense of cleanliness that is as annoying to me as
dirt itself How ironic!

Let me add that 1 can't stand cooking for his dogs, those
monstrous beasts that tower above me. I die each day they
come to welcome me. They like pouncing on me with
their gigantic paws in what is their own idea of a hug. One
of than loves to chew my windscreen wipers every night,
and so J had to start detaching my wipers m the evenings.
Trust me, 1 often forget to put them back in the mornings.
1 have learnt never to make the mistake of leaving my
slippers or clothes out on the line to dry overnight again
since the day one of them shredded my lovely pink bed
sheet. 1 coLildivt take it anymore, so 1 secretly employed
someone to start taking care of the nasty beasts. That
caused a quarrel betw'een me and Muttwang. because he
is such a miser and too frugal with money despite his
enormous resources. But 1 did not give a damn. One has
to stand his grounds sometimes.

He is such a dinosaur, my husband. So old-schooled and
sociallv out of sync with contemporary realities. He
should just stay wherever he is and remain a tossil. I think
of all the possibilities of the internet and wish we could
simply have a virtual anniversary. (3f course 1 can t
mention that to him, as that will trigger another long
lecture and 1 was not in the mood for one at the moment.
And there is the small matter of me having to wear
Tlecent' clothes when he's around. He doesn t believe
that a woman should be seen in her pyjamas, or my own
version of pviamas. The sunrise must not cast its rays on
me in my nightclothes, as if that will turn me into a
vampire or something. iNormally, 1 don't bother with bias
or panties all day m the house, those things stiffen me.
.felly should be jelly.

Lest 1 fore^'^ snuggle. It gives me the creeps,
I'm tired of enduring his wet kisses, Auick! , he wall givu
me such a rough kiss. His bushy moustache holds i
convention with the hairs in lus nostrils. He seems to thml
that scrunching up his nose will untangle that relationship
Stramiely enough, my husband has a sense olHuimoui
only that his jokes are as ancient as the DSt.ts. 1 \ e heai
them all, at least a dozen times, but he still gets a kick or
of repeating them to me. He also tickles me at night likc^
child but we both know that can't stir up anything. 1 here
no strong erection down there anymore. Sausages aren
carrots. And so 1 have been sex-starved all these year
These are times when one is so templed to set
satisfaction outside marriage, only that Mama had strict
warned me against such a piactice.



I  inougnt I was aoing mm a lavour the other day w hen I

slipped a Viagra pill into a liandftil of miiltivitamins he is
in the habit o1 consLitiiing evciy mornijig and at night. He
didirt detect the strange pill, so he swallowed it along
with the rest. I watched in vain to see his reaction, but that
night was still the same; wandering around the garden,
trouncing foliage and leaving cherries. It was during the
ne.xt morning that he looked different, fie hobbled into the

kitchen for a glass of water as though he had a thousand
soldier ants upi his trousers. He later walked gingerly to
breaklast, and w hen 1 asked him if he w as okay, he was
too shy to say w hat w as going on - 1 saw the tweh e years
by which he is older than me shrink till it diminished. J
promised mysell never to tiy that again. I knew we had
crossed over one phase of our lives.

I once suggested that we sleep in separate rooms to sa\^c
us both such embarrassment but he rejected the idea so
vehemently, rebuking me. casting out and binding the evil
spirits in me tor suggesting such a thiny.

1 wish 1 were a magician, with the ability to perform the
rabbit-out-ol-the-hat trick, or pulling out an unendiny
stiing ot patchwork handkerchiefs from a child's ear; but
this time, instead of conjuring up a rabbit from an empty
hat, 1 wish I could put the art to a better use... put my
husband in a hat and. after four days; Bibbidi-Bobbidi-
Booh

Oh gosh! Silly me. .lust imagine the thoughts that 1 am
preoccupied with, at a time when 1 should be looking
tonvard to celebrating twenty years of marriage. 1 think

1 111 hurting because 1 know that he has the right to
celebrate this milestone of an anniversary, even thouyh it
will not be as interesting to me as our honeymoon. How
time changes things! 1 should be preparing for a \ acation,
all the same.

Thank God for our wonderful kids. They are the only
reminder ol the blissful days of our maiTiage. and the only
reason we are not diyorced. Tin told that many marriages
nowadays don t make it past the reception venue, as if the
ceremony is what couples long for. Once that is out of the
way. it s Tec ya later... 1 had a nice time ". as if marriage
is a three-hour party, an event for the cameras; click, click,
click. With or without flashlights. Contents for social
media clicks.

I met my husband at an art exhibition fiventy years ago. A
couple of us put our wmrk- together and decided to show-'
the world and, if possible, make some money out of it.
The little signs clearly said "do not touch' in front of all
the paintings hanging on the wall but, this prim and proper
man couldn t resist the temptation of violating the rules;
he had to right the angles.

"Only an aggressive smudging of the biush over the sun
with pale orange at the top could cast this vintage hue over
the roofs ... brilliant., , brilliant', he had remarked about
the artwork he was admiring. He turned around to ask a
few- of us behind him if we could see what he discovered.
He twirled the wine in his hand more than he sipped it. He
would swivel his glass and take it to his nose rather than

A\



liis mouth, feeding lus moustache. 1 was spellbound by his
queer mannerisms, but we became friends, all the same.

The c.xhibition was my very tirst outing. I had been too
afraid to show my work until my instructor convinced me
that it would only be a win tor me either way, as any
criticism would only strengthen and improve me. So. 1
stalled behind visitors, eavesdropping on their thoughts.
Before I realized it, this man was in iront of me, speaking
about how young I looked. He said he expected the mind
behind the art to be a lot older. We spent the rest ot the
cveninu together and became official in a moment, setting
off three months of courtship, and then mandage - boom!
iVIamage. It was during my .lambite year in the university.
My parents had no reservations whatsoever about the
marriage, or so it appeared,

Tm now a mother of four. My daughter came home with
a boy the other day. At first I did not know how to react,
so 1 quickly ran into my room and cried. I watched her
dotting around the boy from my hideout. The sudden
thought that she would soon leave me had me felling so
scared, although I was happy for her for finding her true
love, and for the Idct that she brought him home, and not
allowing some random boy to pinch her backside in dark
corridors, I wondered how she knew that I would approve
of their marriage, when she did not hint me about it ahead
of time, 1 ended up blessing them, to her relief.

She is still my baby who held on to me the first day I
enrolled her in school. She buried her head in my chest,
clasniuQ her hands around mv neck so tight it was

impossible to pull her f-ec. She always cncU wneneve. .
had to plait her hair. So, I cut it short Tom her prmiary
school years. 1 was taken aback when she tinted and
carved hnes in her hair in secondary school. She secretly
oot second ear piercings and bribed me with an anklet
before 1 could yell with disapproval. Her marriage plans
are some of the thinys that make me hesitate about my trip
with Mutfwang. But, hey! 1 have my own marriage to
look alter.

Tell you what! I will go on this trip. 1 will go. even if it is
just to please my husband. 1 will oolebrate the number ot
vears I have spent with this husband ot mine, regaidless
of the number of days he wants us to spend there Theic s
no need to send the marching ants scuttling in a thousaig
directions. Listen. Listen to them shout, -Hurrah.
Hurrah!!' as they march.



Biziiuni G. Yadok
Not That Poor

My tlrst visit to Abuja was courtesy of my fatherfs
loolishness. It was during the year of General Sani
Abaclta's timely death, 1998.

'd am going to take you to AbuJa, to see your unele and
the President, he whispered into my ears in the morniny
ofthe eve of our departure. "But you must not tell anyone,
you hear'.'" he pulled his right ear but 1 felt his hand
pulling my own ear. I nodded. "Good boy!" He rubbed my
head and shooed me to school.

By the time I reached the school, my mind was already in
Abuja. All that was said at assembly by the headmaster or
in class by the teacher made no sense. Five minutes into
break time, 1 still hadn't told anyone except Rinji. 1
whispered my little secret into his ear as a sign of
appreciation for the two balls of kulikuli he dropped into
my cupped hands.

"Manji, is it true that you are going to Abuja'?" The class
monitor asked when break-time was over. About a dozen
pairs of eyes accompanied his demand for an answer.
Rinji had not even returned to the class at that moment,

1 heaved and grinned. "Yes." Yly response kindled toothy
smiles, "But don't tell anybody /h." Beneath the smiles I
detected admiration, sarcasm, and even jealousy. I was
about to become the first pupil in L.G.E.A Primar^^
School. Abwor-Dyis to visit the Federal Capital Territory.

■Abwor-Dyis was about twenty kilomeires away from
Pankshin town, Pankshin was a hundred and twenty
kilometres to .los, the capital city of Plateau State, and ,los
had about two hundred and fifty kilometres betw een itself
and Abuja. Nearly a quarter ofthe pupils in my school had
ever made it to Pankshin. Less than half of the teachers
had ever been to .los and only the headmaster had ever
reached Kelli. which was less than thirty kilometres sh\'
ol Abuja. There I was, about to visit Abuja. so any kind
of admiration or em y wxis understood, tolerated, and
accepted.

During the short break, both sides of the plavers on the
lootball tield were struggling to have me on their teams. 1
was the king ofthe pupils for that day.

Teacher Nansat called me away from the rushing crowxl
when the school bell chimed tor the last, signifying the
end ot lessons for the day. She dropped her Air. Do-good
- a cane - on the table. She mopped the sweat off her face
with a handkerchief that was meant to be white. Her eyes
pried into mine, and with a voice, soft and sw-eet like
cotton candy, she inquired. "Is it true that you are going
to Abuja tomon'ow'?"

My eyes fell on the floor. "Mnnn. ." I nodded.

"Enhen!" She clapped her hands. "As small as you are?"

"Yes," I smiled, proudly.

"You arc a lucky child. What is taking you to Abuja?"



'"Wc want to go and sec my uncle."

"Haba? That Engineer that came back from the U.S some
years ayo/

Tes, ma. We miglit even see the President, my father
said.' I sauntered out of the class without waiting for her
to dismiss me.

"Don't forget to remember me o!" 1 heard her say as 1
increased the distance between us.
N'fy lather s older brother, the Engineer, was the only
person trom our village to have made it out of Nigeria at
that time. The very first among my tribesmen to have set
loot on American soil. Naturally, he commanded a lot of
respect trom our people. Aside his only sister, my father
was the only othei' person to have suckled the same breast
with him but it turned out that my father fed on the sour
remainder of the breast milk, owing to his asminity.
Engineei Markus Dalong got wedded a few months after
my father had impregnated my mother. Eater in life, I was
■old that all the money sent to empower ray father went
nto wooing my mother and into drinldng of alcohol,
i'ikolo was what they called mv Either in all the burkutu
oints of the village.

k lew months after Engineer's wedding, resources
dopped flowing to my father. My mother took to fendinu
or the family. When she was not tilling the farm, she was
it the market, and when she was not at the market, she
vas fellowshipping with other women in the church. And

Pilvolo, riding on the fame of his brother, was always
louring dil lerent locally brewed-burkutu-beer parlours.
Anytime he was found not drinking, he was either battliny
a hangover m- planning to go for a drink. Somehow, the
many beneliciaries o1 his brother's magnanimity were
always buying him calabashes of Burkutu. His job was to
thrill drinkers with unfounded stories after which he
would boast about his brother and me, his son.

My parents^ were not at home when I came back from
school. Telling my father's whereabouts wouldn't be hard
to guess. Mama was either at the farm or at the market,
with my only sibling, NarnkTcr. strapped to her back.
Having leamt from the hardship in nurturing one child
without nroney, Mama had sworn to maintam just one
child - me - until her situation improved; a vow she had
kept before an obstinate spenn cell broke through her
contraceptive wall.

Mama and Nankyer returned before the remaining half of
the yellow sun hid below the horizon. A mental inventory
of all domestic animals followed at evenfall. Pikolo was
marked absent, as usual, but her biggest nanny eoat was
conspicuously missing and that triggered an alarm
fogether, we combed the nearby bushes and then checked
out pens of neighbours when darloiess took control of the
time.



"Yes, with a large patch of while at the right side of her
stotiiaclif" Mama clarified, having checked the last pen we
visited, 1 ler torchlight was still on.

"I am not so sure but it seems as if 1 saw your husband
dragging a goat around ten in the morniug." Mrs Dikwal
said, when she came into the picture.

"Doif t sav that!"

"I have said it already."

"Haba Jamaka, what kind of useless man is this!" Mama

jerked her loosely-tied headscarf from her head and flung
it to the ground. Instantly, her hands bounced on her lap.
She murmured curses under her breath. She grabbed my
hand and collected her headscarf from the ground when
her five senses returned. "He will come back and meet me
at home. How can I nin a house and still not have peace
in the same house?" She dragged me home while the
stupefied neighbours watched our figures blend with the
colour of the night.

At home. Mama didnh mourn the loss of her goat as she
would a human being. Her sadness grew into an
aggi'ession which was transfeiTed to the aluminium dishes
and pots that clanged violently as they were employed to
prepare dinner. I got an unusually small ball of tuwo, and
in response to my request for more soup, 1 got a tirade in
which she reminded me of how I resembled my father and
that fact compounded her nightmare. After she rained
abuses on me with accompanying droplets of saliva on my

lace, she snatched the bowl from my hand. She relumed
with a nearly filled bowl of meatless miyan kuka as if to
compensate lor the delay in meeting m_\' request. Nankyer,
too, for throwing up tantrums, was forced to suckle
Mama s breast even viien she just wanted to be lulled. It
didn't take long for Mama and Nankyer to succumb under
the embrace of sleep almost at the same time. Nankyer's
mouth was disengaged from Mama's breast hanging out
of her bra. Mama slept with her mouth ajar while holding
the baby. My mind returned to Abuja and to the possibility
of not going there since my father was not around. I
watched the flame of our kerosene lamp lose its strength
and nudged Mama to go to bed before the flame turned
blue and died.

"Manji! Manji!" Someone whispered in a voice that was
unmistakably my father s. 1 felt Ins coarse hands around
my neck. He had already grojted in the dark for my
slippers, fde located my hand in the dark and put the
slippers in them. "Here, put them on, let us go."

"But I have not taken my bath." I said sleepily, but loudly
even though I still couldn't see his face.

Sshh... Keep quiet. Do you want your mother to hear us?
If she does, our journey to Abuja will be cancelled."
"Mrnm" I agreed without uttcrinu a word.

By the first crow ol the cock, we were already at the
outskirts of Abwor-Dyis village. Under Pikolo's directive.



we stojopcd by at the stream which served as a boimdarv
between our village and .liblik village and washed our
limbs and heads. From a large polythene bag. m\ lather
produced a grey T-shirt which would have fitted'me if i
was two years older.

Supeiman, I lead, aloud, the words boldly inscribed on
tne T-shirt which also had a coloured image of a muscular
man.

^ oil know what it says?' My lather was sniprised that T
could also lead what was written on clothes too, not jnst
books. He patted my back and he Hashed a smile. 'Mou
know, i took the right decision by picking you up tor this
jOLiincy. He also gave me a pair of jeans which was about
two inches short ot my ankles. The ieing on the eake was
the pail ol canvas which he brought out from the same
bag, it didn t matter that it was tiled Irom overuse by the
previous owner at the edges of the heels. For himsel f, he
produced a Tided black suit and a c|uarter-to-die pair of
shoes. "

How do I look.' Fie inc|uired, conHdently. even
arrogantlv.

"Not bad." 1 didivt want to say he still looked like a
diunkard and was still recking of burkutu.

"I look good. Fngineer is going lo bow' down for this
outllt. He pulled and straightened himselt? attaching an
aura of importance.

to wear them as new clothes. ' '' -oPed

'  our "Id clothes „Uo the bag.
-What t„c yot, doing? Packing our old clotbes?-

I nodded. -.So that vee can eliange tomoirow."

"Hut we are . .."

J  t^aid not thaaat poor. Now IcFs o.t n >n

iduuk-' angk
He Iiiolioneil me to walk in fiont Alier ■, f.„ i ,
^tcps I halted and made a U-tnni then onteve Vi el ^ ba'

Who told you?"

Mama is tenably mad at voii."



•• 1 nat was wny i aian t come nome until miamgnt but she

will be on her knees in appreciation by the time T return
with enough money to buy two big she-goats for her. In
fact, she will know that her husband is not useless after

all."

"Baba, are you sure Uncle Engineer will give us money?"

"You must be a fool. That is my own blood we are talking
about. We sucked the same pair of breasts. How will he
not give me money?" He turned me around and set me in
motion with a gentle push. "I hear he is now a big man in
an office called F.C.T.A, or is it F.C.D.A? And that he has

the ambition to become a senator when Abacha's military
uniform transforms into a babban riga."

"What is a senator?"

"Didn't they teach you about that in school? A senator is
a big politician who wears babban riga and eats a lot of
money."

"I don't understand. He already has enough money, why
would he want more?"

"My boy, money is never enough. Sometimes, you have
to spend money to get more money. That's why I had to
spend the money from the sale of your mother's goat to
buy us clothes and to transport us to Abuja. In the same
way, Engineer has spent so much money around our
region, from what I have gathered, in order to soften the
ground for the launch of his political ambition. Just two

weeks ago, he gave forty thousand naira to the Ward
Chairman and Secretary of his party when they paid him
a visit in Abuja. Both of them were from Jiblik, not even
our own village fa. Can you imagine?"

"The Chairman and Secretary," I noted, trying to make
sense of why he gave them that much and how our case
could be similar, or different.

"Nonsense! I am going there to show them that blood is
thicker than water. I have kept quiet for far too long. Now
it is time for me to go for my share. I have instructed
Mama Nashwar to prepare her excellent burkutu and give
anyone who wants to drink today and tomorrow for free.
I will pay for everything when I return. That is when they
will all know that I - Tokwam Pikolo Dalong - is the real
brother of Engineer Markus Dalong. We cannot share the
same father for nothing."

In the car, he told me how the ward Secretary of
Engineer's party knocked them out with beer for three
consecutive days. When beer had loosened his tongue on
the third day, the Secretary told them how he and the
Chairman went on a secret mission to Abuja without the
knowledge of other party officials and returned with
twenty thousand naira each. My father recounted his
disappointment with his brother. Somehow, he got the
Secretary to write Engineer's address for him on a sheet
of paper.

"Here we are." He produced a sheet of paper and handed
it to me, "I know you can read this."



"Plot 251, Area 11, behind yVfrieana i loleh Wuse, Abuja."

I read without stumbling on any word. 1 raised my head
and saw pride looking at me, rubbing my head.

"Now read the words on that signboard over there." l ie
pointed at the large green signboard, where 1 would later
know as Mararaban Jama'a,

"WELCOMF, TO JOS, 1 HE CAPIJAL OF PFATEAU

STATE" 1 read the words exeitedly. "Jos?" 1 couldnT
believe it. Even if 1 had turned baek from there, my
journey would still have been an aehievement.

"Yes my boy, were are here already."

"No sir, the main Jos is about thirty minutes trom here.
That is where you will board a bus to Abuja." A passenger
remarked, automatieally earning the right to be our guide.
He eventually led us to the Plateau Riders' Ylotor Park
where we boarded a vehicle for Abuja.

At a place called Forest, our bus was assailed by a horde
of hawkers, mostly of groundnuts, oranges, and bananas,
as it slowed down to a halt. The passengers had to struggle
their way out in order to ease themselves or buy things
from stalls of other sellers. My father and 1 opted for water
first. He then bought me roasted groundnuts and roasted
tiger nuts. I swallowed a mouthful of saliva when he led
us to baryain for a whole roasted chicken. Not long

afterwards, the woman packaged the roasted chicken as a
whole and gave it to my father.

"This time around there will be no more stopping until we
reach Abuja." d'he driver announced to the hearing ol all
the passengers in the vehicle but no one acknowledged
hearing him. The engine of the bus came alive and attei a
brief spell, 1 suiTendered to sleep.

"Here is your Abuja!" My father spread out his hands,
clearing my sleepy sight. "1 he land ol milk and honey.

"No this place is called Nyanya and we are at the motor
park," the driver declared while oftloading the goods of
his passengers. "You will have to hop into one ol those
green-and-yellow buses in order to get to A.V.A.
Junction, from where you will get a taxi or motorcycle to
wherever you want to go in Abuja."

Getting to A.Y.A. Junction was not a problem, but
reaching the house trom that junction was a gieat
problem. My father insisted on using a motorcycle to
make the last lap so as to savour the beauty of the city and
at the same time feel the breeze on our skins having been
crammed into buses like sardines. At this point, he asked
me to do the talking since the address was written in
English. Much to our dismay, many of the commercial
motorcyclists didn't understand addresses in terms of
numbers but in lenns of landmarks such as buildings,
bridges, and junctions, which had to be explained in
Hausa. When we found someone with a fair mix of Pidgin



1  v>^ v/Lii V11CIIIV.C. 1 jic uiiiy uiLic lie naci was

Africaiia Hotel.

1 lie hotel get white coIolu" abi?' He asked. We shrugged.
He deduced wc were newcomers and he seized the
opportunity to milk our purse, know the place. Bui e far
well well o! Akwai rala sosai fuT Baba understood and
smiled when the man spoke in Hausa.

No problem, my lather said and he inserted me between
the rider and himself.

How much is it? He asked after the motorcycle had
started moving.

"Na six hundred naira?"

What / That is almost what 1 paid for two of us all the
way from Jos." My father jeremiad, threatening to
disembark.

"Okay, okay, I will manage four hundred and flft}' naira."
He said with a loiie of tinalitv

j

Atler about five minutes, we were riding in front of the
CBN Building. "Central Bank of Nigeria," \ said, reading
the words crested on the shiny tower. 1 tried to read two
other bold writings as much as the speed of the motorcycle
could allow before my eyes landed on AFRICANA
HOTEL. "Baba, see the hotel here. AFRICANA
HOTEL." T descried.

"It is not this Africana Hotel, there is another one u

there." J'he rider pointed forward as he fired the throttk
He meandered through a maze of buildings lined wit
trees. I read Nigeria Television Authority (NTA) in m
mind when we passed the building and read it again tf
second time when it was standing by our right-hand sidi
A minute later, still on our right-hand side, 1 reac
"AfRlCANA HOTEL" to the hearing of the three of ns.

"Not his one, we are almost there." The motorcycli;
declared initably.

"Will you shut up and allow the driver to do his work
Where do you know in Abuja that you are opening yoi
dirty mouth to talk?" That was my apprehensive fathc
the one who had lost confidence in my reading ability
afraid we might get lost since the amount in his pocka
had crossed the reserve level.

Shortly afterwards, wc were standing right in front c
Africana Hotel and it was no different from the previot
two I had seen before. I would have raised an eyebrow
my fatherN last shut-up command had simmered dowi
The rider asked a gateman of Plot 251 and he was directe
to a duplex behind the hotel.

''See di house for dot side. The one with hlaek gate.'' Tl:
rider instructed, and with the same hand he gestured fc
his pay. 1 was counted upon to lead us to the house.
the house. 1 asked the gateman whether it was Engineer
house, not minding the fact that PLtTT 251 was written o
one of the supporting pillars of the gate.



"Yes, who arc you? hrom wliere? What arc you doinc
here?" Ide demanded in a single breath.

With a hint that we were at tlie right place, Pikolo took
over the conversation. "See, Pngineer is my brother. He
sucked our mother Y breast and left some forme. Ask him
whether I am not his brother. Our village is . .. "

"knough. He is not around," the man checked his watch.
"It IS to live, Oga will soon be here. Madam and the
children too are not around. Just wait here." He pointed to
a wooden bench and I rushed to make myself comfortable.
Fi-om my point of view, it was easier to draw a
relationship between Pikolo and EngineerY gateman from
their worn-out suits to their parched skins.

What about Lion, is he inside?" My father uttered with
an air of familiarity.

"Yes. he is inside but you cannot see him until Oga
arrives." ^

While I was thinking about who Lion was and why my
lather hadnh mentioned him, a sleek black Peugeot 505
drove to the gate. Seated at the backseat — ownerY comer,
as we referred to the spot - was a younger and chubbier
version ol niy father, someone 1 wished my father was. He
wore a trown upon recognizing his brother. We followed
the car into the perimeter of the house. The driver and the
gateman nearly fought to open the dooi" for the Engineer,

Wc stood a few meters away and bowed slightly when In
stepped out.

"Tokwam, what are you doing in Abuja?" He demanded,
supposedly in response to our greeting.

"1 am here to sec you"

"For what'.' Hid 1 tell you that 1 want to sec you? Whv
can't you people stay in one place for goodness sake?" Ht
handed his briefcase to the chauffeur and adjusted hi^

necktie.

"You arc going back to Abwor-Dyis tomorrow morning.'
He commanded.

"Wait!" My fathered pleaded. Engineer turned and facec
hirn. "Where is Lion?"

"Lion? Who told you about him? Hey Musa, get Lior
here." Engineer barked and within seconds a large
Alsatian dog appeared and growled.

My father laughed hard, for a moment I thought I wai
dreaming, he tore open the polythene that contained the
roasted chicken we had bought at forest and he threw the
whole of it to the dog. I wanted to catch the meat before i
touched down but I was restrained by my father. The dot
looked tor a hiding place as soon as it felt the weight o:
the whole chicken between its jaws. 1 couldn't remembei
ever sharing a whole chicken with Just one person, Durin<
Christmas a chicken was eaten in bits for at least two dav;



in our taniilv- Here Lion, a dog, was munching a whole
roasted chicken not given by its owner but someone irom
the village. Fmgineer was too stunned to speak, or even
move. 1 was equally dazed.

'g'X very wise dog," my father remarked. I allowed tears to
freely roll down my cheeks.

''What was that for'?" Lngineer asked, using his hands to
communicate other things intended.

"I was told he likes chicken." Pikolo grinned unabashedly.

"Bones of chicken, not the chicken." Engineer corrected
and hurried inside.

We cleared all that wuis set on the table for us inside,
includinu the bottled water we were served.

Engineer's wife and children entered the house at the
same time the bulbs, powered by the generator, came on.
Sightinq their lather, the children abandoned thcii mothei
at the door and they covered him on the chair. Before then.
Uncle Engineer had ciuizzed me about school and had
seemed more interested in conversing with me and
watching T.V than chatting with his brother.

Mv father and I chorused "welcome" to her.

She eyed us derisively. "Ehen." She hissed. "So what
brought villagers to the city'?" She didn't wait for our
response. 1 took a disliking for her immediately and I was
sure it was a mutual feeling.

"Good evening uncle," Jesse, the oldest child saluted. His
brothers repeated the same words and they ran to theii
mother. Jesse was caught by the image on my T-shirt.
"You also have a Supennan T-shirt. Wow!" It occurred to
me that he was also wearing the same kind of T-shirt. He
ran to the kitchen screaming and T walked behind him.

"Mummy, uncle's son is wearing SupermanY shirt, just
like my own." Jesse spoke gleetully.

"Yours is the real one and it is more expensive. His own
is just a <gvru/?/o, a second-hand. Didn t you peiceive the
smell'? DonT ever compare yourselt with those villagers.

1 was shocked when 1 heard her. Obviously, she was
referring to us but the tone she used to deter him delivered
more hate. I turned my frozen body and dragged myself
back to my seat. Home was where I longed tor, where
even my inotherY constant harangtnng conveyed mote
affection. Jesse reappeared with corresponding coldness.
Without the benefit of mobile phones, then, we cotildnh
call home to say we wore tine, to say that weie aheady
tired of their Abuja. if there was any advantage to otii
coming, it lay in the fact that my father was a lot sober anc
the chances were that he would be more useful in tha
condition.



I  saw a tclcpJionc being put to use for the llist time by
Engineei s wiie. She called a friend, I think. I positioned
one ear to eavesdrop on her conversation and the other ear
on the television acting as my lather's inleipreter.
My dean you can say that again. 1 don't want to be a
widow because of politics o..." Pause. ''We are tine o,
except lor the Iresh battalion that came from the
village...' Pause. "Markus would not listen." Pause. "Ah!
fhev have to go back to their witches and wizards
tomorrow mornins o."

My father noted how my attention had switched to
lengineer's wife, who had given us her back as she
conversed with whoever it was at the other end of the line.
J-Ie followed my gaze and amused himself with the
manner in which she laughed boisterously. We reuirned
our faces to the T.V as soon as she dropped the call.

"Elmg there ts water in the bathroom." She stated. "You
should wash those smelling bodies before you rub your
disease on my sheets." She mumiured as she stepped to
her room.

Jesse returned to the sitting room triumphantly, "my
mother said you people should take your smelling bodies
to the bathroom."

Tas\ 1 stiiick him on the face, sending him to the floor.
Mumtny . . . mummy . . He ran inside.

His mother emerged with a wrapper tied around her chest.
So you are the junior village wizard that wants to kill my

son eh! You will not succeed." Pikolo came between us

but he still turned and doled me a compensatory slap to
calm her down.

d'he following morning was the right time to say goodbye
for us and our .Ybuja hosts. I had thought that that would
be the last time 1 would ever come to Abuja. Back in
Abwor-Dyis, Pikolo's debts and mama's wrath were
waiting. On the milder side, my teachers and my friends
were waifing for goodies. Uncle Engineer instnicfcd his
driver to drop us off at Nyanya park. He shoved one
thousand, five hundred naira info mv hands.

Engineer Dalong looked at his miserable brother who was
stiiiling sheepishly, expectantly. "I suppose you would not
need anything since you had enough to buy my dog a
whole chicken. I will see you people in December."



"Why not? Do you honestly expect me to take that
drab excuse from you as if 1 don't know your stuff/"

"Sec men!"

"Sec women! Whaf s it you can't do if you truly want
to?"

"Blowmehot! Women are magicians!"
"Naturally!"
"Hm! Please sit down and calm down." She tries to

pull him to a seat.
"I'll stand. You incarcerated me in the hotel room

throughout yesterday - whole day!"
"My hussy... he's your best friend; you know him. He

hasn't 'super-glued' mc against his body to ensure we're
together 24/7 in the name of love because it's
impracticable. Your phone... throughout yesterday and
up till the very minute you stepped m

"Ah, it's under arrest and detention."

"Again? Hi an!"
"Just like her breathing, that trouble monitors me non

stop," he grumbles with a grimace.
"Ayeh! Husband-monitoring waves!"
"Don't mind them! They don't know that men are like

dedicated workers while they are like stingless honey bees
-  the fonner are not deterred by the disturbance of the
latter." fie eyes her breasts which their provocative
protrusion is interfering with his willpower.

"Wetin you dey look? Abi your eyes no dey vex?
Now wey you come after you nearly kill me..."

He reaches for her hands with his fretting face melting
into a smile; she responds positively and they fall on the
s;(tth

"1 tried to reach you through alternative phones
without success. The device called phone is liable to
disappoint - seems a neccssao' cwil like..." he throws her
a reproachful expression.

-Tike?"

"I've not said women!"
"Mr. Pot, when you're done calling the kettle black,

tell me what they say about a guilty conscience. By the
way, isn't your necessaty evil using youi captured
nccassarv evil to catch all your suspected neeessarv
evils'?" ,

-You and your niberembere mouth! Well, it s he who
sups with the'devil using a short spoon who has issues!
kve a way of managing my phone," he says with a
chuckle.

"Smartie! That means you're also cheating on me.
She casts accusatory eyes at him.

He ogles her and blurts, "Your hair-do's charming!
furns you into a sweet si.xteen!

-Wow!''

His fingers creep to her erogenous zones. ' What s
this style called, Money-rm-qualiilcd-for-daily-phonc-
allowy'?" .

"Wow! That's a catchy hairstyle name. But this is
Boho braids."

"Ilehn, women with suffering, sorry, tashion. Just
teu—lilteen minutes' "kriiiiiif would give men a Iresh
look. But women would take one, two or even more days
to do Goddess braids. Jumbo Senegalese twists. Authentic
Fulani braids

-Ahh! Smartie knows all the names of women tashion
haustyles. Now, deny that you're cheating on mc."


