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A Picture Is NOT A Thousand Words 
 

Sigh. 

No. I’m not exhausted. I’m excited. It’s that exhalation of o ya, let’s go! That deep breath a 
swimmer takes before launching off the board. I’m about to start another project and I’m 
excited.  

That’s good, isn’t it? 

On a personal note, what excites most about this particular one (aside from walking down a 
well-worn, well-known slope) is the guy I’m creating with – Sunny Efemena. Another of the 
many, many wonderful friends I’ve been blessed with, Sunny is an artist with a unique eye and 
hand. I have been working with him for a while now; he created the second set of illustrations in 
Saving Dapo, and worked on the cover of my little girl. He has also done some other stuff with 
me – so it is safe to say we know each other well. 

This project was conceived when Sunny shared a particular image on his Facebook; an image of 
a priestess who was outraged because something had been done to her daughter, according to 
a synopsis he added.  

Looking at the image, a completely different story came to mind. I started to write. 

I finished that story – and even though I am preparing for my first writing workshop, I want to 
keep at it. So I reach out to him and ask for some more images. I shared the idea of a chapbook 
– but instead of poetry, it would be stories; his pictures, my words. 

Graciously, he obliged – which is why you have this book in your possession. 

If you got here, I want to say thank you for your patience, I won’t be keeping you much longer. 
As always, I am so happy to share this with you, and I only hope reading it gives you as much 
pleasure as it gave me/us creating it. 

I remain. 

 

seun odukoya 

13th of October 2019 – 19th of January 2020 

Somewhere in Lagos 

10:44am  
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Drops 
 
Her voice cut through the background sounds of rain hitting the iron-clad roof of the 
Sweet Sensation spot on Allen Avenue. “I didn’t…thank you for coming.” 

He looked at her face; the nervous fluttering of her lips put in his mind the image of a 
small bird that smashed itself against his room window all those years ago. 

Strange thing; that bird.  

He was in his room reading a Pacesetter – The Cyclist; it was, when a loud thud! intruded 
on his peace and quiet. He’d looked up; alarmed, to see a bird careen drunkenly off his 
window and disappear below the edge.  

Running downstairs excitedly, he went round the house to the back and saw the bird 
fluttering weakly, blood spraying from its mouth in spurts as it tried to breath.  

“I think…I think we should just end it now. We’re both grownups –“  

He was brought back to the present. He hated the look in her eyes, hated the way it 
stripped him of all defense and protection before pouring hot coals on his conscience. 
But it wasn’t my fault! he protested. 

“You said you weren’t ready for a child…I should have just listened.” Her eyes darkened, 
and then gleamed with the sheen of unshed tears. “I should have listened.” 

He watched silently as her eyes filled and followed the excess as it spilled over her lower 
eyelids and ran down her smooth cheeks. Her mouth remained the same shape in spite 
of the tears that washed over them, their upper curve rapidly filling up and letting go of 
the fluid that didn’t want to stop coming. His nails bit into the palms of his hands, and 
he tried to relax the tense muscles of his shoulders.  

“I understand you don’t love me anymore – I didn’t love myself when I was informed of 
the abortion sixteen weeks into the pregnancy. But I…I’d hoped…” she finally 
acknowledged the tears, reaching up and scrubbing her face with the sleeve of her 
blouse. The permanent pout of her lower lip beckoned to him quietly – and he scolded 
himself in silent rage.  
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Are you seriously thinking of kissing her?! Oti ya weyrey!  

“I’ll come and move my things out…I’ll move them out sometime next week. Just – try 
and forgive me, okay? I hurt you, and I have no excuse. I’m sorry.”  

The cutlery made a clattering din as her thighs jostled the table, and he reached out a 
hand to stop her. She sniffed, bumped into the back of the chair as she tried to move 
quickly, and at the same time hold on to the tears that were threatening to fall.  

Her face was slowly coming apart – mouth like Julia Roberts’ when crying. She finally 
swung out from behind the table and hurried towards the exit, clutching her bag to 
chest with the fervor of a mother hugging a reluctant child. 

He hurried after her, catching her at the door as she stood for a moment watching the 
downpour. Allen looked abandoned, no Keke Napeps or okadas or evening taxis 
cruising slowly, no Danfos hoping for the unfortunately soaked passenger who would 
pay anything to be carried out of the rain. He stood beside her silently, looking at her 
freshly relaxed hair – and started to unbutton his shirt without a word. 

“What are you –“ she started to say, and then gasping as a sudden gust blew rain water 
over them. He shrugged his shirt off and shivering slightly in his LUX undershirt, put his 
arm around her and covered both of them with it. 

He closed his eyes briefly, nostrils flaring as he inhaled the most familiar scent in the 
world to him. Gently he moved her into the rain, and with an ease born of practice they 
stepped together towards the bus stop.  

He moved his arm around her waist as they climbed the blockade in the middle of the 
road and she leaned into the embrace. He felt her arms close around him tight, as tight 
as she could manage from her position; could feel the heat of tears as they spilled onto 
his chest through the vest, and his heart clenched. Ol boy…! 

The sudden cold of rain touching his neck alerted him to the fact that his shirt was 
getting soaked. He hustled her gently but quickly across to the Allen Roundabout, the 
part that led towards Ikeja City Mall to put her in a taxi for Ojodu Berger where her 
auntie Sola stayed. 

They stopped on a spot just barely past the traffic lights but she did not let go of him. 
He tightened his clutch around the shirt as another gust of wind threatened to blow it 
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out of his hands. A spot of yellow caught the side of his eye and he leaned forward and 
yelled ‘TAXI!!!’  

Her shivering hands touched his as he wrapped the damp shirt around her before 
running through the rain to the taxi. Quickly he negotiated with the man, and beckoned 
to her shortly. 

She walked towards him, slowly unwrapping his shirt from around her. She handed it 
over as she came up – and continued walking towards the taxi that would take her away 
from him. Say something! his head said angrily, anything but watch her go away from 
you – 

“I love you,” he blurted out abruptly. She froze as her fingers touched the cold metal of 
the door handle but she did not turn. Her shoulders were hunched as though she was 
afraid of something behind her. 

“I love you,” he said again, looking down at her. Suddenly he realized he was standing 
right next to her, and he spent a brief moment wondering how he got there. “I’ve never 
seen anyone cry so much, the last few weeks we were together. Why did you let yourself 
suffer like that?” 

The streets light shined in her eyes as she blinked up at him. “It helped me keep going. 
The pain was all I had.” 

“No. You had me. Why didn’t you talk to me?” 

Her eyes shimmered again. “I was feeling guilty…I didn’t know what to say. And you 
would come home and look at me so unhappily, blaming me…” 

“I never blamed you for anything. My wife was dying inside and she didn’t need me. 
What do you think that felt like?” 

She blinked rapidly, pushing out water from her eyes. In spite of the rain, she looked up 
at him, with a funny expression in her eyes. “Did you say you love me – as in present 
tense?” 

He smiled and pulled her to him. She came into his arms, fitting in like she belonged 
there.  
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She said something but the taxi’s horn drowned it out. Quickly he opened the door for 
her, helped her in before getting in himself. “What did you say?” he asked after he shut 
the door. 

“Take me home.” 
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War 
 

 

The priestess looked troubled, but inside she was calm as the evening breeze.  

She knew this day was coming; from the moment Ifa had ordered her to crown Motegbe as the 
king and Alani’s successor. For the first time in nineteen years; for the first time since she had 
become Ifa’s harbinger, she had stumbled on her way out of the shrine, nearly spilling the 
ceremonial oil. 

Motegbe was a coward and a lazy king. Everybody knew this. But Ifa mostly only cared about 
lineage and ‘who the right king was’, not who the right king was. 

Sigh. She missed the prior king, Alani. 

‘Maami, what shall we do?’ 

She woke up from her reverie to look at her daughter Olurombi, her beautiful daughter who was 
only fourteen years, but she had the tall, leggy presence of her father. Her carriage was gentle 
but firm, kind but insistent. 

In other words, she was royalty. Just like her father. 

‘We shall go to war, omo mi apon po la,’ the priestess said calling her daughter a pet name she 
hadn’t since the girl started to grow breasts. Olurombi smiled at that, and it was almost as 
though someone lit a light bulb in the room – even though there wouldn’t be electricity in 
Akirela for another fifty years. 

‘But maami, the king is in hiding. Who will lead the soldiers?’ 

The priestess looked at her daughter and said nothing. Indeed, there was nothing to be said. 

 

 

 

 

‘I rejoiced when I heard Motegbe summoned us here o,’ Otun said to Osi, the chief sitting right 
beside him instead of his customary seat across the room. ‘Those animals have been doing us 
anyhow for too long. Time we strike back!’ 
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‘Beeni,’ Osi replied in his gruff, grumpy voice. ‘My boys don’t go to the farm anymore – and it’s 
not even as if they outman us! At this rate I’d follow a baby to war!’ 

‘I’m glad you think so, Osi – but I believe we can do better than a baby.’ 

All nine chiefs seated in the main chamber of the palace turned their heads to look at their 
priestess; the ever smiling, incredibly beautiful lady who seemed to have an aura of peace 
around her. This woman they were looking at, however, only looked like their priestess – but had 
nothing else in common with her.  

The first unusual note was the heavy rifle she carried expertly in her left hand. The second was 
the bandolier of cartridges that hung across her chest. 

‘Iye,’ Otun said, rising and bowing in one fluid movement, ‘where is the king and where are you 
going with all these…ammunition?’ 

The priestess looked around, waving her free hand in greeting and an indication for all the chiefs 
who had risen to take their seats again. She looked around again, emphasizing the importance 
of the moment – before she slowly started to speak. 

‘My chiefs! I greet you o. Thank you for answering my urgent summons.’ Iya Olode opened her 
mouth – a quick wave from the priestess shut it again. 

‘I had prepared a speech; something long, winding and poetic to intimate us in the urgency of 
our undertaken, but Otun has made it easier for me.’ She half-turned toward the chief she just 
mentioned. ‘To answer you, chief, our king is in hiding, and I am carrying these bullets because I 
am leading our army to war.’ 

In the seconds of silence that followed, the priestess smiled to herself. She knew it wasn’t going 
to be easy – but she also had a secret in her pouch; the understanding that people respond 
better to strength than fear. 

‘Ehn, priestess, withdraw that! Withdraw it o,’ Osi jumped up in his agitation. ‘Lead our army to 
war ke?! Blasphemy! Isokuso!’ 

Gently, Otun laid a hand on Osi’s shoulder. ‘Do not be so rash,’ he counseled softly. Do you not 
remember she speaks for the highest authority in the land?’ 

‘I thank you for your words, Otun. And yes, I do speak for the highest authority in Akirela – 
however, right now I speak for myself; a mother, a sister, a friend.’ 

Against the rumbling arguments that broke out, she continued to speak impassionedly. ‘We do 
not have time to debate the appropriateness of the moment. Our outskirts are being ravaged by 
fire. Our king is pussyfooting somewhere in the hills – and you men are worried about being 
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seen as usurping the authority of the king. I have no such concerns. All I know is, the 
consequences will be dire if I do not act now. If we - ’ she leaned on the ‘we’ – ‘do not act now.’ 

The dissenting voices grew louder. And even though no one was talking directly to her, she 
could feel their antagonism from where she stood. She watched for a few seconds, brows 
knitted in angry concentration. 

Suddenly, she raised her rifle and let off several shots into the air. She’d had enough. 

‘I have shown you the respect your office deserves. But I grow tired of your hesitation. I will go 
and fight – and fight I will, even if I have to do it alone.’ Once more the room shrunk under her 
blistering gaze – abruptly she strode towards the entrance; or in this case, exit. 

‘Wait.’ 

She turned – and Otun stepped toward her. ‘I will follow you.’ 

He stopped in front of her and held her eyes with his, and the woman she was did a small dance 
to something she saw in his gaze. He was without wife, without child – yet, he was one of the 
most honorable men she knew. Maybe… 

‘I’ll come too.’ That was Iya Olode. 

One after the other, the nine chiefs rose and pledged their allegiance to her in the coming battle 
– and Osi was not the last to his feet. Her face remained still as usual; but inside she sang. 

She sang because yes; she would have gone off and faced the invaders by herself – but she 
knew she couldn’t have won. The support of the chiefs meant everything. 

‘I thank you, chiefs. May you forever be honored as you have honored me today.’ 

She curtsied and strode outside, and all nine chiefs followed.  
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Mother 
 

  

‘What if you hadn’t put the tree in the garden?’ God asked. 

Mother Nature pondered. She thought about it, sitting at the foot of the Throne as she was, 
staring at the One who made everything. 

She thought about it – and even though the answer seemed obvious, she knew it wasn’t that 
obvious. 

‘We wouldn’t have been sure about freewill. We would have kept wondering if they’d stayed 
because they wanted to, or if they stayed because they didn’t know anything else.’ 

God nodded and opened a book. That meant she could go if she wanted, or she could stay, and 
they would continue to talk. If she wanted. 

But their conversation had planted some questions in her head, and she wanted to think about 
them in her favorite place. She rose, and with a slight rustle of leaves, was gone. 

 

 

She liked to walk in the garden and feel the air brush her face. The sight of dew on leaves made 
her bloom, and even though she put them there, she always enjoyed them from a different 
point when she was among them. 

And though the garden was perfect, she was just a bit too distracted to enjoy the usual sights. 
With a wave of the hand, she recreated a fruit just like the one the woman had fed her husband 
– except this new one was the size of a planet. Mother held it in the palm of her hand and 
frowned at it. It looked so innocent, lying there – and yet, was it guilty of anything than being 
what it was created to be? 

She continued to walk till she got to the end of the garden which stretched away into 
nothingness. She lay on her side, held the fruit close, and with a mountain for a pillow and 
clouds for a crown, closed her eyes. 

 But she couldn’t not sleep. 
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The question remained, pulling at her like greedy hands of industrialists pulling down her 
children. She turned this way and that, sighed and exhaled – but the answer remained as elusive 
as rest. 

Finally, frustrated, she rose again, half sitting, her arms around her knees, eyes on the fruit which 
she suspended from a stream of water. She remained like that, looking at it. It was some time 
before she moved again, and when she did, it was to stand at her full height, underneath which 
the earth spread out before her. She could see every part of it, every tree, river, bird, life – all of 
it was open before her. 

Before long, she was back at the place she was happiest, at the foot of the Throne, looking up at 
the One. ‘You left troubled in spirit, but you have peace now. Your questions have been 
answered?’ The One spoke, and it would seem thunder rumbled gently. 

She nodded. ‘Humanity is its own worst enemy,’ she said softly. ‘They long and pine for things 
that will kill them, hate each other and abandon that to which they owe their lives.’ There was a 
slight pause – and then she looked up. ‘Me,’ she finished. 

The One nodded. ‘I read something someone down there wrote; she said she asked you where it 
hurt; and you answered ‘everywhere’. Did you two have that conversation?’ 

She shook her head. ‘She is right though, it hurts everywhere – except for here.’ She tapped the 
top of her left breast firmly. 

‘Hope,’ The One said, and she put her head on the thighs of the Most High. She felt warm, 
loving fingers ruffle her hair – and she was content. 

‘Is it worth it? Are they worth it?’ 

This time, her answer came much faster. 

‘Yes,’ she answered.  

He nodded, and continued to ruffle her hair. Together, they look away into forever.  
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Anyhow Romance  
 
Lolu stretched and yawned - and immediately pushed his right hand inside his boxers to scratch 
his balls.  

Ahh...heaven! 

He swung his legs over the edge of the bed and straightened. Only then did he realize he was 
alone. 

Oh shit. Where this woman go?! 

Quickly he looked at the side table for his phone. It was there. He jumped to his feet and rapidly 
scanned the room. Nothing - but her red lace-edged panties lay where he had thrown them 
earlier. Both her bags were exactly where she put them - beside the wardrobe right by the door. 
His heart rate slowed. 

So she hasn't robbed me and disappeared. But where is she? 

He pulled open the bedroom door - and two things hit him. The first was the aroma of pepper 
frying. The second was a voice singing Peruzzi’s verse in Aje - and the person was singing it 
better than Peruzzi had. 

Eh? Someone is cooking in my kitchen?! 

He darted back into the room, grabbed the first article of clothing he found - one of his bubas 
pulled it on, pushed his feet into blue crocs and darted out again. 

As he neared the kitchen he slowed down. He was intrigued in spite of himself - and even 
though he thought knew what he was going to see, he wasn't quite expecting it. 

The escort he'd brought home from the strip club the night before was standing - no, dancing in 
front of the cooker , spatula in one hand, frying pan in the other . Her eyes were closed, she was 
singing, lost in whatever it was she was feeling. The grey t-shirt she was wearing somehow made 
it obvious she was naked underneath. She did a little move with her hips that drew his attention 
to her lower body. Her strong thighs rippled - and he felt a little something below stir. 

He leaned against the wall and continued to watch. 

She continued to dance as she sang, her makeup-free face glowing with health; with life. 
Something popped within the pan; she scooted backwards, giggling naughtily.  
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'You look like you're having a great time. You like to cook?' 

She nearly dropped the spatula in her fright. Lolu held out his hands. 'I didn't mean to scare 
you.' 

'I - when did you wake up?' The contents of the pan started roaring; she darted forward and 
moved the pan o  the cooker before turning it o .  

'In time to catch the show,' he joked and was amused to see her lower her eyes again. He 
stepped away from the wall and zeroed in on the pot he suddenly noticed beside the pan. 'What 
are you cooking?' 

'Em...I found some yam and tomato puree in the fridge. Clearly, you don't cook.' 

Lolu was confused. Yam? Fridge? He stepped around her, opened the fridge and was surprised 
to see a sack. He could see some plantain and yam through the opening -  

'How did these - ' and slapped himself.  

His mother had come visiting two weeks ago and insisted on bringing foodstuff. 'Look at you - 
you've become a talking skeleton! Lagos girls are sucking their own o, but shey you too will eat? 
But no! Chicken Republic will not let you hear word!' 

Lolu had known he'd lost the argument then - and watched quietly as his mother loaded the sack 
into the fridge.  

He turned away from the sack and closed the fridge. She was standing where he left her, looking 
as though she didn't know where to put herself. 'So are we eating?' he asked. 

A smile appeared. 'Actually I didn't cook your own. If you want to eat, I'll have to make yours.' 

'How can - ' He realized then she was teasing him. He grabbed a fork from the rack and opened 
the pot. The fork darted towards one of the yams – and stopped abruptly. He looked over his 
shoulder at the girl. 

Even white gleamed between pink lips. 'Are you worried? I'm not on my period o.' 

Lolu frowned and hurled the cutlery away. 'You know, that's not even funny.' 

Her smile didn't fade. 'I wasn't making a joke.' She picked the fork and put it in the sink. 'As I 
said, I can make yours if you want. Besides, if I was going to ‘jaruma’ you I would have done so 
last night.' She slowly pushed the tip of her tongue through her lips, ran her hand down her 
chest to the top of her thighs – and lifted the edge of the t-shirt. 'You know, when you were all 
up in here.' 

20



Lolu's mouth dried up like dew o  leaves in the noon sun. The man at his center, who before 
that moment had been going back to sleep rose with the strength of Banner becoming Hulk. He 
surged forward and she laughingly came into his embrace, crushing her lips against his. 

 

 

 

She held the cutlery delicately, and he wondered how someone who clearly came from fine 
breeding ended up -  

'What are you doing today?' he asked, mouthful of yam. 

Her eyes became vacant as she chewed slowly and considered his question. 'Nothing, 
apparently. I was supposed to meet my girlfriend at some breakfast class - but she cancelled. I 
want to go home and sleep.' 

Lolu opened his mouth, considered, and closed it. He considered what he was about to get into, 
considered the implications of asking a......an escort to follow him to his guy's wedding. He 
considered what he was going to say - and then said it anyway. 

'How much do you want to go with me to a wedding?' 

She continued to chew for a bit. Abruptly she stopped chewing. She put the fork she was 
holding beside the plate. She laid her forearms on the table and leaned forward.  

'What are you saying?' 

'I want you to come with me to a wedding.' 

She leaned away but didn't stop her scrutiny of him. 'Is this some Pretty Woman fetish of yours?'  

'Em....what is a pretty woman?' 

Her brows came together. 'Never mind.' She picked up the fork - put it down again and leaned 
forward. 'You could have just asked me sha.'  

The fork came easily to her hand again. She gripped it tightly and started to pick at the food. 
She dropped the fork again and carried the plate out into the kitchen. 

'I'm sorry,' she mumbled. 

Lolu stood behind her as she washed the plates, watching the tense lines in her shoulders, and 
thought of what to say.  

'Are you just going to stand there?' 
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Lolu exhaled. 'I really don't know what to say. I want to apologize - I really meant no -' 

'It's okay. And sure, I'll be glad to go with you to a wedding.' 

She dimpled cutely.  

 

 

 

Lolu looked at his watch for the thousandth time. I can never get used to this.  

His phone vibrated. He pulled it from his pocket and saw it was a message from one of his guys. 

OGA WHICH LEVEL?!? BOYS DEY WAIT U NA! 

Quickly he typed a reply: I don dey move. 

He looked up from his phone and opened his mouth to call her again –   

'How do I look?' 

He completed the turn and closed his mouth. The first time he'd seen her, the night before, he 
thought she looked like a porn star at work. Now, she looked like a naïve girl who just gained 
admission into the university. She was wearing a simple Ankara frock with a flaring skirt and low 
bodice. It hugged her hips, displaying her thighs without revealing any skin. The dark hues of 
the material threw her complexion into sharp relief, making her look even more demure. 

'Shey you have finished looking?' She turned away shyly. 

'No o. If not that it's just me and you at home I would have thought you were somebody else.' 

'Go joo,' she said, pushing his chest lightly. But she didn't stop smiling. 

He showed his teeth in a wide grin and poked her underneath her left armpit. She jumped and 
frowned.  

'See ehn, don't do that again o,' she said, scooting backwards and wagging a lacquered finger in 
his face. He darted after her, ducked under her stretched arms and poked her again - this time 
underneath both arms. She screamed in laughter and collapsed forward. 

He barely caught her in time. 

She trembled in his arms. Raising her laughing, tear-streaked face, she gripped his arms. 
'Don't...abeg...no do am again....' 

Mouth dry for some reason, he swallowed. 'We're already late sef.' 
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She held his arms and straightened. Once she regained her balance, she let go of his right arm 
and brushed down her skirt. She lifted her face, maybe to look at him or something. 

Whatever the reason was, he sha kissed her.  

This time however, it wasn’t the frenetic, rushed kissing of an impassioned couple. It was the 
gentle, probing exploration of tongue, mouth and teeth by two people who seemed to have 
found something with each other. Something one of them had stopped believing in. And the 
other had given up hope on ever finding.  

It was this second person who pulled away first and without opening her eyes, said; ‘D – didn’t 
you say your friends are waiting?’ 

Lolu exhaled and opened his. ‘No be lie. O ya, let’s go.’ 

As she walked towards the door, he reached for hand. Eagerly, she gave it to him.  

And it was the most natural thing. 
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One Day… 
  

 

‘O ya, roger!’ The policeman barked. 

It is a popular scenario on the streets of Lagos; okada carrying passenger weaving through 
traffic suddenly stopped by a uniformed man – a policeman. The request is always the same 
even though the phrasing might be different; ‘Roger!’ or ‘Settle!’ or my personal favorite – 
‘Wetin you bring come?’ 

The hapless bike man usually paid or faced consequences which may or may not include the 
seizing of his bike, the snatching of his bike keys, the wastage of his time and that of his 
passenger – while enduring verbal abuse.  

They usually paid. Today, however was different. 

‘O ya, roger!’ The policeman barked. 

The bike man looked at his tormentor. ‘Oga, you sabi me na. I go come pay you – jus’ make I 
drop madam make small money join. I jus’ dey commot since morning – ‘ 

‘Leave story! Which kain you jus’ dey commot?! I neva see you hia today?’ 

‘Oga mi, ah no be me o. Aswear! The brake spoil, and de boy wey dey fix am no dey. I gast to 
wait for am – ‘ 

‘Sir, can he just go and drop me? I’m in a hurry, sir.’ 

The policeman looked at the woman as though her mouth stank. ‘You dey hurry – na im you no 
fit come down waka, or carry taxi?! Abeg, let me do my work!’ 

The woman’s mouth dropped open and remained open in shock. The bike man waved 
apologetically to her and turned to face the policeman once more.  

‘Oga, make I jus’ – ‘ 

‘No be moni dey your hand so?’ The policeman asked, and before the bike man could react, he 
snatched the small bundle of fifty naira notes from the bike man. 

‘Haba, oga! Na make I buy fuel fit work o – na dis madam jus’ give me dis moni na!’ 

Whether it was a dog barking or wind blowing, the policeman paid him no mind, instead 
concentrated on counting how much it was he collected. 
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‘Na wa o!’ The passenger interjected as she got off the okada. ‘What a wawu! So this is what 
Nigeria has come to, under these people’s watch?! Policemen in plain sight committing robbery 
in broad daylight – ‘ 

‘Amadioha strike you dead! You dey hia mi so?! Amadioha ki’ you, your children, your – ‘ 

 ‘That’s enough o! Haba! The effrontery!’ 

As one, all three turned to see a man stepping from the back of a Toyota SUV. He looked quite 
ordinary; Yoruba traditional wear, complete with cap set on a graying head. Round, silver-
rimmed spectacles covered eyes that looked mischievous, but were now glinting with something 
that looked like anger. He didn’t look particularly threatening, but something in his bearing 
warned the policeman to tread with caution. 

He took some steps back before speaking. ‘Ehen? Who you be? Who be you?’ 

The old man adjusted his glasses and continued to approach till he was between the policeman 
and the okada. ‘We will get to that in a moment. Why are you harassing these people?’ 

The policeman, not seeing any reason to fear the old man stepped forward again. ‘Oga, you 
cannot be asking mumu kweshun! Talk who you be, or get away and let me do my job!’ 

The front door of the SUV opened. The old man saw this from the corner of his eye and raised 
his left hand in a restraining gesture. The door closed again.  

‘And what part of your job is this – extorting and harassing citizens?’ 

 ‘Na so e dey do o, every afternoon!’ 

Nobody had noticed other okada men stopping and parking – till a sizeable crowd had 
gathered. The people of the roadside market had also left their wares one by one, drawn by the 
prospect of a policeman getting his comeuppance. When the voice had spoken, the policeman, 
the woman and the old man – pretty much everyone who had been on the scene earlier looked 
up.  

Each of the three principal players had a reaction as different as their faces. The woman was 
startled. The old man nodded and smiled. The policeman looked like a balloon that had been 
deflated. He looked left. He looked right. He swallowed a hard lump down a throat that was 
suddenly dry.  

‘Ehen? EHEN….wetin happen? Shey una know say….’ 

Moving quickly, the old man snatched the roll of fifty naira notes from the policeman who yelled 
more from surprise than anything else. He quickly gathered himself and made to start after the 
old man – a bikeman stood in his way. 
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‘Ehen? Kilo happen?’ 

One boy who sold recharge cards stepped forward and pushed his chest into the policeman’s. 
The policeman opened his mouth, at the same time lifted his hand to backhand the boy. He 
looked over the frowning crowd and thought better of it. 

The old man, in the meantime had handed the money over the other bike man who was profuse 
in his thanks. The old man waved it away and turned to the policeman. ‘Shey you see what is 
happening now? I hope you understand – ‘ 

The policeman had been steadily moving towards the edge of the expressway. Out of the corner 
of his eye, he saw a keke speeding in the opposite direction. Without much thought, he jumped 
over the barrier and ducked into the back of the keke without missing a beat.  

There was a moment of silence from the crowd, before a roar of outrage broke out. It soon 
changed to hailing as the original bike man got off his bike and prostrated for the old man. He 
smiled and waved, and, walking briskly towards the SUV, he got in and closed the door.  

Inside the cool interior of the car, he looked at the crowd of people as they slowly began to 
disperse and remarked dryly to the camouflage-wearing driver; ‘I wonder why these people wait 
for someone before doing what they know is right.’ 

‘It’s fear, Brigadier. They are scared.’ 

The old man removed his glasses and wiped them before returning them to his face. ‘I know. 
Isn’t that sad though? So many people afraid of one man?’ 

He shook his head and continued to look at the crowd as the traffic eased and cars started to 
move. ‘Maybe one day...’ 

The driver nodded. ‘One day.’ 
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Backshots 
 
 

My name is Andrew - Andy for short. I am thirty-four years old and in love.  

This morning, I watch my two months, three weeks, five days, nineteen hours, three minutes and 
twelve seconds old girlfriend struggle to open a Nutella jar. I chuckle and reach for it. 'Let me 
help,' I say. 

She hands it over and watches, frowning at my hands in concentration. I open it and hand it 
back to her, kissing her on the cheek at the same time.  

She turns into the kiss and lands one on my lips. 'Thank you baby,' she mouths. She tastes of 
Close Up toothpaste and powdered sugar.  

Deliberately, she spreads the stu  over one slice of bread, not missing out any part of it. I never 
cease to be fascinated by this - or when she does stu  like this.  

'You sure you don't want a slice? There's plenty o,' Busayo says.  

Busayo - that's her name - removes a second slice of bread from the pack and places it over the 
first one. She stretches the sandwich towards me. I shake my head. She moves it towards her 
mouth.  

Bread is my sweet heart's favorite thing to eat. I have watched her make at least twenty 
sandwiches and I have never, ever, seen one slice of bread stick out over the edge of another.  

Never. 

Among the many, many things I love to do to and with her, cuddling is at the top of the list. 
She's snuggling against me now, her head in my neck. We're watching Friends, and even though 
she's every damn episode at least twice; even though she knows most of the dialogue by heart - 
it still makes her laugh.  

And even though I'm more of the John Wick/Fast and Furious-type movie watcher, her laughter 
makes me laugh so I watch as well.  

She's an amazing woman. It's a great relationship.  

I'm lucky.  
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I'm coming back from the kitchen - the kitchen fridge to be exact - where I went to get drinks; 
Heineken for me, bottle of water for her when there's a knock on the door. I look over at her, a 
question on my face. We're at her place after all, and she hadn't said she was expecting anyone.  

She sits up straight, expression mirroring mine. 'I'm not expecting anyone,' she says and she 
grabs one of the cushions on the chair.  

I shrug; put both drinks on a table close by and head towards the door. 'Probably a neighbor,' I 
say. I get to the door, open it -  

And stand there like a monument.  

The man standing in front of the door does not look anything like what I expect Busayo's friends 
or neighbors to look like. In fact, he looks nothing like anybody's friend or neighbor should look 
like. Except you live in a military barracks and one or both parents have General or Captain 
prefixed to their name.  

But for the black t-shirt, he is wearing camo all the way. Combat pants, cap, du el bag - they 
were all patterned in patches of light/dark blue. I don't see what shoes he's wearing because as 
my glance travels down his body, I see the gun he's carrying.  

An AK47 rifle - just like the one they give the police. Except his is shiny new. Like it hasn't seen 
much use.  

'Can I - ' I start to say - and the gun barrel starts to rise. I stand there, mouth open in question 
interruptus as it goes from resting position to shooting position.  

Everything slows down - and I'm wondering what he's changing the gun's position for. Like, he 
can't be about to shoot me, can he? Pointless thoughts keep running through my mind; I find I 
can't move. It suddenly settles into my hyperactive mind that I'm about to die.  

This man I don't know is actually about to shoot me.  

Something whizzes past my ear with a sharp vvutt like a fast mosquito. The man grunts - starts 
folding at the knees. Only then do I see the knife growing out of his chest.  

'GET AWAY FROM THAT DOOR!!!' 

Someone screams at me and I step back into the room and close the door. The next moment I'm 
struck in the side by something heavy; I fall away from the door and bang my head into the wall. 
A loud ringing fills my head; bright sparks fill my vision and something cold and wet starts 
streaming from my nose. I don't need to touch it to know it's blood. 
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I struggle to sit up - and my eyes settle on something that arrests all movement. There's a girl 
standing by the door holding a gun in one hand and a sword in the other. She's holding them 
like she knows what they're used for.  

Interestingly, the girl looks like my girlfriend Busayo. But I swear, I have never seen her in my life.  

She glares at me. I try to force my way into the wall. Her face softens. 'Stay down, babe. You'll be 
safe.' 

I want to ask what's going on; why she’s calling me babe. Just then, the windows of the house 
explode inwards, showering us with glass. Several men dressed just like the one at the door 
jump in, guns up and ready.  

They didn't stand a chance. 

Must be the adrenaline, but I see everything in minute detail. The soldiers land on their feet and 
start to bring their guns up. In the milieu of moving bodies, I see a sword flash skyward, I hear a 
scream and I see a hand fly sideways.  

A hand. Without the owner.  

The sword disappears briefly. The scream dies in a wet gurgle. Two short, sharp barks 
accompanied by flashes of light. Two bodies drop.  

The tableau before me clears up somewhat. Only two of the soldiers are standing and they look 
scared. In the corner, opposite where I'm sitting is my girlfriend - or this girl that looks like my 
girlfriend - bloodied sword in one hand, smoking gun in the other.  

I think it becomes clear to the soldiers they can't beat her with guns. As one, they let go their 
guns and pull out knives from behind their belts. They start sliding towards -  

Her gun barks again. The guy closest to her flies backwards. She straightens, throws the gun on 
the couch casually. Lifting the sword, she advances.  

The remaining soldier holds his knife low, in front of his body. Suddenly he lunges forward. 
Almost casually, she cuts down. There's a loud crack, the soldier yells in agony and the knife 
clatters to the floor. She swings the sword backwards and stops it just beneath his chin. 

'Who sent you?' 

The soldier glares at her. She presses down. He yelps and a bright red line opens just beneath 
his jawline.  

'Wait,' he says. 'WAIT!' 
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He scrambles on his one good hand and knees towards the soldier whose hand was cut o . She 
pats his pockets, reaches into the left hip one and pulls out a thick brown envelope. He 
scrambles around again and hands it to the woman.  

She takes it, and with a casual backhand loops o  his head.  

Something begins to vibrate in my tummy – and before I can cover my mouth or even stand up, 
my breakfast and between-meal snacks relocate on the living room floor. The room is thick with 
the smell of warm blood; my stomach heaves again but nothing comes out.  

It emptied on the first try.  

She looks up from the envelope. ‘Are you okay?’ she asks, this girl who talks and dresses like my 
girlfriend. 

I spit, I want to bark ‘who the hell are you?’ like an army captain on the parade ground. It comes 
out like the dying whine of Tom in Tom and Jerry. I clench my fists to control the trembling – but 
I know my entire body is vibrating. I cannot take my eyes away from the sword and the blood 
slowly dripping from it. She notices my eyes are on the sword. She raises and swings it sideways 
in a tight, short arc. Most of the blood flies off.  

My stomach clenches – I take some involuntary steps back. This…this killing machine that looks 
like my girlfriend is once again examining the envelope. I swallow spit through a dry throat and 
try again. 

‘Aunty…please who are you?’ It comes out somewhat clearer this time. 

She looks up. The arm holding the envelop falls to her side. A soft sigh escapes her lips and she 
starts to walk towards me. I back away and hold my hands out. ‘Please…I don’t want to die…’ 

‘Andy, relax. I’m your girlfriend Busayo – ‘ 

My head shakes of its own volition. ‘How can you say that? How can you say you’re Busayo? The 
same girl who is scared whenever NEPA takes the light, the girl who laughs at Tom and Jerry – ‘ I 
keep shaking my head. ‘You’ll kill me o, but you will tell me where you took my girlfriend to.’ 

I don’t know what to make of the smile on her face. ‘Here he is, surrounded by dying men and 
severed limbs. And he is worried about his girlfriend.’ Her smile widens. ‘And they say 
Nollywood romance is a lie.’ 

I didn’t see her move. Suddenly, she is standing in front of me – and before I can react, her arms 
are around my neck. She looks in my eyes. ‘It’s me, baby. Busayo.’ 

And just like that, he kisses me.  
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Nothing makes sense, because it is Busayo. There’s still that toothpaste mint in her mouth, but 
now there’s a surface of peanut butter. She kisses me just like she does; leaning into me and 
moving her head and twisting her tongue. Everything disappears. My clenched hands loosen 
and rest on her waist; my churning belly settles and my knees stop knocking. I can feel the 
sword touch my butt lightly – but it doesn’t matter. 

I’m calm. She knows me well, this girl. 

Leaning away, her eyes dance and sparkle as they seek mine out. It occurs to me we’re standing 
in a room filled with dead bodies recently dispatched by the same person in my arms making 
puppy eyes at me. I feel like I’m an extra in a film patiently waiting to be reconnected to the 
Matrix. 

‘Baby – ‘ 

Just then, a Yoruba song – an old Yoruba song, something that sounds like King Sunny Ade 
starts playing from nearby. It’s the ringtone of a phone. The woman in my arms steps away, 
pushing the envelope into my hands. She starts to rummage through the bodies. When she gets 
to the second one from where I stand, she reaches in his pocket and pulls out a phone. It’s the 
source of the loud music. It suddenly stops and I hear a man speak. 

‘Captain. Is it done?’ 

‘You…bastard,’ my girlfriend says in what is almost a whisper. I can feel sweat start from my balls. 
I have only heard her sound that angry once before; a while ago when I made a threesome joke.  

She continues. ‘You sold us out. You’ve killed the others, shey?’ 

There was some crackling from the phone. ‘Agent – huh – Busayo, it’s not what you think – ‘ 

‘What I think is you got a huge payout from the head of the terrorist cell. What I think, is you 
sold my team out – and everybody is dead now except me. What I think, is you’re living on 
borrowed time, General. Don’t leave your office. I’ll be there shortly.’ 

Suddenly she hurls the phone at the television. A huge web opens in the middle of that and the 
phone splits in two. She stalks out of the living room. I follow, a million questions on my mind.  

I don’t need to ask any of them. As she washes blood from her body, she tells me how the 
government put together a covert team of operatives to end the terrorist issues once and for all. 
There had been word that some people in the government, including some politicians were 
financing them – but they had been unable to find anything concrete.  

Still, they had gone ahead and destroyed most of the terrorist cells in an overnight strike. 
However, they had been unable to find the head of the cells. She hadn’t heard from any of her 
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team, but if the General, the only one who knew about the operation apart from the President 
was in bed with the terrorists, she could assume they were all dead. 

She walks into the bedroom and changes into black jeans and a t-shirt and sneakers. She opens 
a wardrobe and pulls out a backpack which she slings on her back without looking at the 
contents. Not looking at me, she says; ‘I want to ask you to come with me, but you will probably 
die. Just know that – ‘ 

‘Know nothing,’ I say gently. ‘If they knew to find you here, they would know I’m in your life, and 
by now I would be a risk.’ I cock my head to the side and look at her. ‘Don’t you watch 
Hollywood films?’ 

She shakes her head. ‘Tried. Did nothing for me.’ She looks around and continues shaking her 
head. ‘Never imagined my life would be comparable to one of those though.’ 

She takes my hand and pulls me after her without much ceremony. As we exit the building, she 
throws some things over her shoulder and walk out. Smoke starts to fill the air, but it isn’t until 
we’re seated in my SUV and driving out of the driveway that I realize what it is.  

The house is burning.  

A few people stand in the street. A couple notice us as we speed past, but most of them are 
fixated on the burning house. We’re headed to a safe house she knows in Ibadan – a safe house 
she created off the grid to get away from everyone and everything.  

Jesu. I am suddenly using two-thousand naira words like ‘safe house’ and ‘off the grid’. 

Sigh. My name is Andrew - Andy for short, I am thirty-four years old and I am in love. I am love 
with a girl I just watched kill five men without breaking a sweat. A girl who needed my help 
opening a Nutella –  

‘Did you really need help with the peanut jar?’ 

She is so quiet; I think maybe she didn’t hear me. Suddenly, she turned towards me. ‘After 
everything you’ve just seen and heard, that’s the one question you have for me?’ 

I think. ‘Yeah,’ I answer. 

She shakes her head, smiles, leans over and kisses me briefly. All too soon, she takes her mouth 
away and faces the road. 

I am about to live on the side of life I only used to imagine.  

Pray for me.  
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Something Crazy Happened On The 
Way To Chike’s 
 

It was a wet and cold Sunday evening. I didn't want to go out.  

Truth is, it was one of those days that you were most efficient sitting in front of a TV, sipping on 
a hot mug of cocoa or coffee, laced with whisky or whatever your poison was. 

I hate rain. 

But when Chike called, he sounded really desperate. And scared. And I tell you, he did not scare 
easily. That was why I was now driving along the CMD road towards Maruwa Gardens, trying to 
keep my old-school 504 from skidding on the slick tarmac. The rain pounded on the roof, and 
the wipers worked extra hard to keep the windshield clear enough for me to see where I was 
going. Unusually, the street lights were on too – giving the road an eerie, out worldly feel. 

I was going really fast. 

Maybe if it wasn’t raining so hard I would have seen them up ahead. As it was, a spot of light, 
blurry through the rain appeared ahead, waving up and down. The national signal to stop; as 
thought by the Nigerian Police. I couldn't believe it.  

Cops?! In this terrible weather?  

I wasn’t going to stop at first; the longer it took me to get to Chike the worst things would get 
for him. But then, the internet and even traditional media is full of crazy stories of these guys 
shooting at innocents – and my car, strong as she is, isn’t bulletproof. 

So I slowed down and stopped a few meters away from the flash of light. 

Why does this fool have his torchlight on when the street lights are working fine? 

The silhouette of a man walked into my headlights and continued till he was tapping on my side 
window. Taking my time, I rolled down the window and glared as he hit me in the face with the 
flashlight beam. He played it over my face and upper torso and came back to my face. I reached 
up and put on the inner light of the car.  

“U no wan stop before?" He grunted and switched off the torchlight. Microseconds later, I was 
hit in the face with the stench of gin, and another smell. Groundnuts.  

"What is it you want? As you can see, it's raining, and if you don't mind, I’m in a hurry." 
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Then a couple more shadows materialized in front of my headlights and walked over to stand 
beside my passenger door. They had their backs to the street lights – so it was hard to see their 
features. Instantly, the back of my neck started to tingle. A sixth sense about impending danger; 
a spider-sense if you will, developed over three tours in the Nigerian Army on foreign soil.  

These are not normal police o, I thought as I tried to pierce the rain with my eyes. The new guys 
were just standing beside the door. I swung back to look at the first one, and found myself 
staring down the barrel of a service revolver.  

The guy spoke. 

"We no wan trouble o, just come down jeje. Na your car we need."  

The road was deserted; it was a few minutes past seven on a wet Sunday night after all. I wasn’t 
already dead probably because my blood and brains all over the upholstery wouldn’t do them 
any good.  

That was an advantage. That; and the knowledge that I knew their worst. They had no idea who I 
was or what I am capable of. 

"U no hear me? I say come down!" He shouted, waving the pistol in my face. I closed my eyes 
from what he thought was fear but was actually a preparation for the darkness that was coming 
soon, clasped the door handle firmly, and opened the door. 

He did exactly what I hoped he would; stepped back to allow the door swing open. I was sure he 
was not used to the longer Peugeot doors, so he did not step out of range. I swung the door 
wide, hard and fast. 

He was still moving when the door hit him.  

Stepping backwards had already put him off balance, so the swinging door caught him full in 
the chest and sent him sprawling. The gun in his hand went off, sounding loud in the rain and 
the flashlight flew out of his grip, to land a few meters away, splutter and go out. 

All of this happened in the time it took me to step out of the car, close the door, crouch beside 
it and pull out my pistol. It was probably the only other memento I had of a cold, unfriendly 
service; a Mark I .44 caliber Desert Eagle. It wasn’t new when I came into possession of it, but 
despite its age, it was in fantastic working condition.  

As I pulled back the hammer, I could hear the patter of feet as the other police men came 
running. I sent a couple of shots in their direction, sending them scampering into the 
underbrush. Some movement not far off alerted me – the downed policeman was reaching for 
his gun.  
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I shot him in the shoulder. I needed someone to explain. 

The crash of breaking glass and the angry whine of a bullet flying past my left ear sent me 
ducking again. ‘FUCK!’ I cursed silently as I was showered in glass. At least two of my side 
windows have been smashed by the shooting. I swore again.  

The guy I shot was silent. I assumed he was unconscious. I could hear some movement from the 
brush beside the car; they probably thought the rain would cover the noise of their movements. 
No one told them; they were dealing with a three-tour vet. 

I moved quickly to a better position behind the car.  

The gurgling and spluttering gutter beside the car gave me an idea. Quickly I ducked into it and 
allowed the current pull me beside the car till I could see the other two guys, huddled behind a 
clump of grass. I sent two shots into the mass and was rewarded with a loud yell.  One of them 
jumped up and scampered off.  

I sent another shot in his direction and sprinted after him as he disappeared into the 
undergrowth. 

I started to charge after him – but then, I paused. It could easily be a trap. 

I looked around, and then smiled grimly. The one I’d shot in the shoulder still lay where he fell, 
not stirring even with the rain pouring in his upturned face. He would keep.  

Suddenly, the street lights went out, leaving the area bathed in dim moonlight. Perfect. 

I looked at the brush they had been hiding behind – I could see his colleague holding his 
stomach and shaking. I had an idea. I crouched and half-ran to him. He looked up as I 
approached and tried to reach behind him for something I assumed was a gun. 

I slammed the barrel of my gun against the side of his face. He sagged on his behind and almost 
fell over. I grabbed him by the collar and threw him across my shoulders. Holding my gun ready 
and bent over by his weight, I ran across the clearing and threw him towards where his friend 
disappeared into. Immediately, there were two flashes of gunfire. Two shots hit him, landing 
solidly.  

It was too easy for me to send four shots hammering into the area where the flashes came from. 
Three of them hit something solid; I heard a muffled grunt and a tearing crash as a body fell 
through the brush. 

I waited a bit, and then heard rapid drumming sounds. I started to move forward as quietly as 
possible. But I realized there was no need for it as I came up on his body. He was lying on his 
back, head towards me. The sound I’d heard were his heels digging in the ground as he 
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breathed his last, dead as three .44 caliber Magnum bullets in the chest can make a grown man.  

It is good shooting, considering I haven’t shot a man in what – ten years?! 

I put away my gun and leaned over, grabbed his arm and pulled him closer to the shrubbery 
that gave him cover. I went through the pockets of his shiny new police uniform and found 
enough to let me know they were fake policemen. His gun was a small revolver. It looked to be 
in good condition and he had some bullets for it.  

I put it away in my side pocket and walked to the other one. He got the same treatment, but his 
gun was useless. I threw it away and crossed the gutter to the one I’d shot in the shoulder.  

He was just stirring. 

I bent over and grabbed his shirt throat.  

‘Ehn….oga…wetin…ehn…’ 

As he came up in my face I swung the flat of my hand and hit him across the face. He started to 
yell – and then, I caught him with a backhand swing. Warm wetness exploded on the back of my 
hand and he choked.  

I brought his face up to mine – and just like that, the street lights came back on. Perfect timing.  

Something about my face, caught in that moment elicited a scream from him. I closed my hand 
around his throat. 

"Why did you try to rob me? What did you need my car for?"  

I shook him roughly, well aware that my hand around his throat made it hard for him to talk. I 
choked and shook him till spittle started to fly everywhere – and then I flung him against my car. 
He cowered against the bonnet shivering. I reached for him and he shrunk even further as words 
started to trip over each other as they rushed to get out of his mouth. 

"Na p...perso...n send us to Marwa gardens...make we go collect money from person. As we dey 
go, I tell Skido say make he slow slow, but he don shak paraga. Na im we crash along the 
express. So Saidi say make we arrange another car, I say make we go back. Im say e no go 
possible, as we don collect pay. Chei! I no wan do am o!"  

He wiped his face; his mouth. His other arm hung limply. There was no remedy. That shoulder 
was done. 

‘Who were you sent to?’ 

"Oga, I no know o, but dem give us picture and address. Na im be dis." He pulled a battered 
wallet out of his pocket and showed me a wet, sad looking picture. Just like I had suspected, it 
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was Chike my guy. 

"So you wan go collect moni – na im you pack gun like thief wey dey go operation, ehn?’ 

I snatched the wallet and punched him hard a few inches below the ruined shoulder. He 
screamed loudly – a scream that cut off as I closed my hand round the wound. If it was possible 
for a black man to go pale, he went pale. He started gasping, veins standing out on his 
forehead. I said nothing, just gripping his arm and waiting. 

"Oga....e don do! The man say make we collect d moni come pai am after! Walai! Ah swear!" 

As I released his arm, he fell forward, bent over in agony. I stepped back a little just for space – 
and I saw something gleam in the almost-darkness. I jumped further back as the knife he aimed 
for my stomach tore a gaping hole in my overcoat and sliced a thin layer of flesh from my arm. 
As it whistled past my face, I dropped the wallet, stepped into his space and held the knife-
wielding arm up. Then I hit him with four stiff fingers in the windpipe, crushing his throat. 
Without missing a beat, I slammed the knife into his chest. The breath whooshed out of his 
chest and he slumped against me, eyes staring blindly. His empty hand clutched my trouser.  

I stepped away and let him fall onto the wet tarmac. He lay there, left arm to his chest as though 
rendering a mute version of the National pledge. I stepped away. 

Washing the blood off my hands in the downpour, I picked up the wallet and stepped towards 
my car – and looked back at the corpse in the middle of the road. I considered pulling him also 
into the brush – but I changed my mind and left him lying there. I got back into my car, gunned 
the engine and sped off. The rain flying in through the broken passenger windows and soaking 
the leather seats made me swear again. And then I smiled.  

Chike would be happy to take care of it. 
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If This Be Madness… 
 
2:39am  

A shadow unfolded itself from beside a streetlight and approached one of the cars parked on 

the street, moving carefully. Unmistakably feminine, the figure ran up to the car and peered in 

the back window. Her shoulders tensed; she reached forward only to be stopped by the window. 

She started to look around.  

In front of a shop quite close to the car, she found what she was looking for:  

A plank.  

She grabbed it, walked to the car – lifted it, and paused.  

Her fingers flew as she unwrapped the scarf around her hair. Quickly, she wrapped it around the 

tip of the bat. Checking to see she wasn’t observed, she swung the bat, hard. 

With a muffled crash, the rear-side window of the Toyota Matrix exploded in a million pieces, 

glittering in the moonlight. She dropped the plank and, ignoring the heat wave from the car’s 

interior, reached through carefully and lifted the spluttering baby out. The cool night air hit the 

baby’s face and his face bunched up in preparation for a cry. Quickly she rocked him gently and 

made cooing sounds. The baby’s face relaxed into a questioning look. 

‘How could she have just left you here since? Ehn? How could she? What if you…’ her voice 

broke and she started to sob quietly. Tears streamed down her face and it seemed she wouldn’t 

stop crying. 

The baby reached up, slowly and touched her face gently. She stopped sobbing and looked at 

the child’s curious face. Satisfied, the baby snuggled against her and went to sleep. 
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She looked both ways – but there was nobody to see her. She had taken care of that, carefully 

observing the OPC members’ patterns of movement. She cradled the baby fondly, and then 

reached through the cracked window once again, this time for the baby’s bag. 

Baby and ‘madwoman’ disappeared into the night. 

 

FIVE HOURS EARLIER… 

 

The occupants of Aganran Street in Mushin didn’t look up or away from their everyday doings 

when the red car sped past. They had no particular reason to observe it – though they knew it 

didn’t belong to a resident. They all knew where it was going. Thrice a week, it came in around 

six in the evening and parked in front of Rasheed the carpenter’s shop. It was usually there for 

an hour or so before disappearing the way it came. 

They also knew who it belonged to; a slim, leggy, light-skinned beauty whose lips were always a 

bright red – whether they were wrapped around a stick of White London as she disappeared 

into Rasheed’s shop, or a bottle of water as she appeared out of it. 

The first time the car drove into the street, everyone stopped what they were doing to follow it 

with their eyes. Well, almost everyone. The old man on the corner into the street, Ijinle, was a 

blind seventy-two year old landlord. He did follow the sound of the car with his head for a few 

seconds. He quickly lost interest and continued his examination of the road. 

When the car stopped in front of Rasheed’s shop and the tall beauty came out, people 

continued their business. The general consensus was she was one of Rasheed’s ajebutta 

‘customers’. 

They were not entirely wrong. 

There was one other person who also saw the car first time it drove into Aganran Street. She was 

not a resident, however. She had a name, although if asked, she probably wouldn’t have been 

able to say what it was because she probably couldn’t remember. No one knew her; she came 
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and went as she liked. The residents called her mad. But she didn’t fit the stereotype of street 

mad people. She was always neatly dressed, always looked like she was going somewhere.  

 

FOUR MONTHS BEFORE… 

 

The first time she appeared on Aganran Street, whispers of ‘Rasheed don get new gelfren’ were 

everywhere – till Rasheed’s new girlfriend suddenly sat on the curb beside the NEPA pole and 

started laughing. Then the stories began. 

‘Ah, na one fine girl like dat o, wey her husband leave am for church, runaway wit her chief 

flower gehl – abi na bridesmaid.’ 

‘Na woman wey im husband put juju for her bodi, she come go get boyfriend. De boyfriend die, 

she mad.’ 

‘Her parents use her brain run package. Shey you sabi dat house for Coker – dat new, yellow 

house? Na dem dem!’ 

All sorts of stories based more speculation than fact flew around. Nobody noticed that whenever 

she heard a baby cry or saw a baby, she would curl up on the curb and sob quietly while 

slapping the side of her head, as though hoping to jar something lose…or force something open. 

Nobody noticed. 

And if they did, nobody cared. She was mad after all. 

 

EARLY IN THE EVENING OF THE DAY THIS STORY STARTED… 

 

That afternoon, the red car had made its way out of Agege Motor Road traffic into Aganran and 

parked in its usual place in front of Rasheed’s shop. The slim, leggy, light-skinned beauty who 
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got out of the car blew a cloud of smoke into the air, looked around, fiddled with the door lock. 

She swung around abruptly and headed inside Rasheed’s shop.  

The baby asleep in the back of the car was briefly startled awake when the door slammed. But 

there was nothing else to alarm or disturb him; the car was still as cool as before.  

He slipped his thumb into his mouth again and went back to sleep. 

 

AFTER SOME HOURS… 

 

A soft, bubbling cry came to her hearing. Her head jerked up, and she looked towards the red 

car. She waited for some minutes, and when it wasn’t repeated, thought she was hearing things.  

It wouldn’t be the first time, she thought. 

The urge to start walking came onto her. The cry came again as she was about to give in. It was 

coming from the red car. She stood, and walked carefully, hoping no one would notice her. 

Nobody did, because as far as the residents of the area were concerned, she was part of the 

background.  

They didn’t pay her much attention.  

She got to the car and looked inside. She didn’t see anything at first. She looked in the back and 

saw the source of the cry. A baby, lying in a carrier, eyes wide open looking around. Suddenly, 

she felt as though someone was stabbing her in the chest. She grabbed the area and fell back 

on the shoulder of the street.  

Eyes closed, she started to feel as though something stronger than her was spinning her around. 

She grabbed the edge of the tarmac, hanging on for dear. And for the first time in a while, a 

shutter that seemed locked tight gaped open and light spilled through… 

Pictures started flashing through her head. 
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She was in a church, wearing white. There was a tall, handsome man in front of her and it seemed 

both of them couldn’t stop smiling through the tears streaming down their faces. He was her 

husband, she was his wife. Suddenly she had a bulging tummy – she winced from hurt in the 

present – and the tall man was holding her gently. She was lying on a hospital cot, holding a baby 

who wasn’t moving or crying. The tall man, tears again running down his face kept trying to take 

the baby from her – she wouldn’t let him. Suddenly she was running through a dark road, 

screaming –  

 

She opened her eyes and looked around. A look of terror flashed across her face as she took in 

her suddenly unfamiliar surroundings. She ran panicked fingers through her hair; she sniffed her 

armpits, one after the other. She looked at her clothes; black t-shirt, black shorts, and scuffed 

shoes. Gathering her legs about her, she made to stand –  

The baby started to cry. 

She looked through the car window and started to shed tears of her own. ‘Don’t worry, baby,’ 

she said softly. ‘Your mother is coming soon.’ 

She looked around. Head lowered, arms around her body, she started to walk away from 

Aganran. 
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Jo, Jo and Johnson 
 

 

See, Uncle Jo has always been old.  

In fact, everyone in Festac believed he was born old, like Morgan Freeman. It’s hard to disagree. 
I’ve known Uncle Jo since I was in Saint Jude’s, carrying a bag that was bigger than me and used 
to tangle up with my legs and make me fall sometimes.  

He was a quiet, friendly man who didn’t seem to do much. He went out sometimes, wearing one 
of those old school French suits, driving his battered Peugeot 504 out of town. When he wasn’t 
going out, he was in his house, playing old school music like Rex Lawson and Victor Uwaifo and 
Ebenezer Obey and Kollington or watching an old film. And when NEPA did their thing in the 
early evening, he would come outside, sit in the cane chair that never left his verandah come 
rain or shine, light a cigarette, open a newspaper and just chill.  

He kept to himself a lot. Of course there was the occasional night at Mama J’s, for fish pepper 
soup and cold Trophy. Interestingly, there was always someone willing to buy him a bottle of 
beer.  

There was also the once-a-year visit to our house.  

Uncle Jo was a family friend. More than that, he was my godfather and what a godfather. He was 
always willing to listen to me, a teenager struggling with identity, life and getting into the 
university. ‘Is that what you really want?’ he would ask me. ‘If it is, you’ll get it.’ 

Sometimes, my dad would ask him about his military service – the only person who dared apart 
from my mother. He would become quiet. After a while, he would exhale and share some 
stories. At this point I would invariably be sent on an errand or sent to sleep – away from the 
room; the conversation. I always wondered what they talked about. 

There was this air of sadness that hung around Uncle Jo. When I asked my mother about it, she 
said ‘The service was not a good time for Joseph. He went through a lot.’ 

She wouldn’t say more than that. 

I was allowed to visit with Uncle Jo sometimes. He would take to me to his room; show me his 
collection of comics and books. It took some time before he trusted me with any of them, but 
he gave me one and I returned it just as he gave it. He didn’t say anything, but from that 
moment he allowed me choose any one I wanted to read. I had them for one week, after which I 
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would return them and take others. Whenever I had any of Uncle Jo’s comics, I kept them safe. 
Nobody could touch them. Not pa, or mama, or Daniel my best friend. Not even Tobi, the girl in 
the third house on the street who I liked. 

After I had chosen the comic or book I wanted, we would go sit outside the house and watch 
Festac become night. He would tell me about life, about women, about things expected of a 
man. Uncle Jo spoke French, Italian, Hausa and some Igbo. He read voraciously and watched 
films with as much fervor. It was in his house I watched The Good, The Bad and The Ugly, 
Rambo: First Blood, Terminator, Commando, Aliens – a lot of classic movies.  

One time my dad asked Uncle Jo what he wanted to do, since he was done with the army. 

‘You know, I would really like to start my own detective agency.’ 

There was silence after that. My father asked, ‘You want to own a detective agency in Nigeria? 
Jo, are you serious or is it the weed?’ 

Only my father could get away with talking to Uncle Jo like that.  

One time, I asked my mum how she knew Uncle Jo – because it seemed she was closer to him 
than dad. She told me about growing up in Festac and who Uncle Jo was in the neighborhood. 
She looked sad – and then told me; 

 

Uncle Jo was a sportsman then, always wearing shorts and singlets and always covered in sweat. 
He was usually running or carrying a ball. There was a time we believed he was trying for the 
National Olympic team. Everybody loved Jo because he was friendly, he had jokes – he was the life 
of the party. Guys wanted to be his friend, girls wanted him.  

Then he disappeared.  

We all assumed he’d made the team – whether for football or marathon, and we always stayed 
close to our TV whenever any competition happening, hoping we’d see Uncle Jo.  

We never did.  

Imagine our shock when Uncle Jo suddenly showed up one afternoon, wearing military gear from 
head to toe. At first the neighborhood kids were afraid to approach him, even the adults were not 
sure what to make of this transformation.  

His sweetheart at the time, a girl named Mariam was the first to respond. Someone had told her 
Uncle Jo was back. This crazy girl ran out of the house in bra and tights, ran into the street and 
jumped on Uncle Jo. As though a spell had been broken, every other person on the street ran to 
hug him.  
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Uncle Jo was around for a while – almost three months. He disappeared again, this time for almost 
four years. The kids who used to run to welcome people were in school and had started to find out 
things were not as they assumed they were.  

Everyone was growing up. 

More and more, Uncle Jo would stay on the barracks even when they had some off time to come 
home. His parents were in Delta but his uncle’s family was the reason he stayed in Festac.  

Uncle Jo went on service one last time. When he returned this time, something had gone out of 
him. The laughing, dancing Jo had crawled inside. It would seem he had seen some things that 
had affected him somehow. To make things worse, his sweetheart Mariam had tired of his 
disappearances and married some other guy. When Jo found out, he seemed to no longer have 
anything to live for. His uncle was also relocating to the village. Luckily, the government decided to 
reward some awarded vets with apartments in Festac. He got a nice apartment and a monthly 
stipend.  

 

‘That made things better – at least, different. Then people started to give him odd jobs. Follow a 
load of cement across country. Supervise the delivery of some costly equipment. He was even 
the bouncer at The Heavens for a while.’ 

‘Mama, where is the Heavens?’ 

She looked at me – and suddenly pulled my ear. ‘Who are you trying to fool?!’ 

Of course I knew where The Heavens was. I just didn’t think she would know I knew.  

Uncle Jo was looking more and more interesting by the minute. And I knew not to make fun of 
his detective ambitions. But my dad was still skeptical. The neighborhood too, mostly left Uncle 
Jo alone. 

That was, until Blessing was kidnapped. 

Blessing was a young girl who lived on 40-41 Road. Her mother was a Matron at the Local 
Government Hospital, and was like everybody’s mum. Her father was an old pensioner who was 
nearly blind from cataracts. They didn’t have much, but they were good people and were 
generally liked. Blessing came from good stock, and she was easy on the eyes, brilliant and 
hardworking. She wanted to own a beauty parlor, but made a deal with her mother; get your 
first degree, do whatever you want to do. She was waiting on JAMB and selling hair and beauty 
products on Instagram. She also helped one of her friends in a hairdressing salon close to 23 
Road Market. As far as anyone knew, she went to work in the morning, hung out in the 
neighborhood in the evening, went home around nine pm.  
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However, one day she didn’t come home.  

21 Road was woken up that morning by persistent knocking on Uncle Jo’s door. I had gone to 
get pap and ewa agonyi down the road. Dad and mum had gone to work. I wanted to run back 
home, eat breakfast, finish the Ghost Rider comic Uncle Jo borrowed me before rushing to his 
house to watch The Godfather 2. I had actually gotten the beans and was returning home when I 
saw Ma Blessing knocking Uncle Jo’s door, tears running down her face. There were also a 
number of other people with her; some were crying, some were trying to comfort her. It was 
noisy and chaotic. 

‘HEY! STOP THAT!’ 

The crowd went quiet. Somehow Uncle Jo had come out of the apartment and stood in their 
midst and nobody had seen him. He took Ma Blessing by the hand, sat her down on his 
verandah and listened to her. Her daughter had gone to work the previous morning and simply 
hadn’t returned. They waited till the morning, hoping she would show up. No; she had not said 
anything about church or a party, yes; it was unusual for her.  

He was quiet for a bit. Abruptly he stood and went inside his house. When he came out, he was 
wearing a black French suit. He told Ma Blessing to go home, and then he spotted me.  

‘Collect her number,’ he said, pointing to Ma Blessing. I quickly pulled out my Techno phone and 
took her number while he checked the water and oil of his car. When he saw I was done, he 
beckoned me.  

‘Is there anyone home?’ he asked. I shook my head.  

‘Get in the car.’ 

I was excited. I had never been inside Uncle Jo’s car – even though I had washed it for him a 
couple of times. The car was neat; just like the man who owned it. The interior smelled of 
oranges, one of my favorite smells in the world. He started the car, turned on the radio and 
lowered the volume.  

‘What do you think happened to Blessing?’ he asked me.  

I said the first thing that came to mind, the one thing I had been thinking since I heard she was 
kidnapped. ‘She entered one chance.’ 

He shook his head. ‘I thought so too, but Blessing lives seven minutes away from her workplace. 
She wouldn’t take a bus…’ he paused, and seemed to be thinking. ‘…unless she was leaving 
town.’ 
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We got to her shop in a few minutes. It was locked, but the girls were in front of the shop. Uncle 
Jo came down and asked me to come with him. He walked to the girls and asked who the boss 
was. They pointed to one girl wearing an Ankara frock, crying off to one side. 

He spoke with her for a few minutes, asking about Blessing’s routine and if she did anything 
unusual the day before. The answer was no. She came to work the usual time, worked as usual, 
shared laughs and closed the usual time. Uncle Jo nodded and started to walk back to his car.  

‘Wait,’ she called after him. ‘I no too sure o, but e be like say she don get bobo.’ 

Uncle Jo spun around. ‘Why you talk so?’ his switch to pidgin was effortless.  

‘Like last month, she begin call well well, dey send text, dey laugh for shop. E even get two times 
wey be say she go meet pessin for outside, de guy no gree enter.’ 

Uncle Jo nodded. ‘Abeg, you get Blessing number?’ 

The girl nodded. ‘I just even collect am on Monday o,’ and ran towards a bag on the stoop of 
the shop. She opened it and pulled out a phone. Quickly, her fingers danced on the screen. 
Then, ‘0-8-1…’ 

I took the number down and followed Uncle Jo to the car. She followed us. ‘Uncle Jo, e go good 
if you find Blessing o. She be good girl…’ 

He patted her arm and smiled. ‘Now we go to Blessing’s house,’ he said to me.  

‘The drive over didn’t take much time. It was early on a weekday; there was no traffic. We got 
there and met a crowd. Quickly, Uncle Jo went in and asked where Blessing’s room was. They 
showed him and I followed.  

It was a remarkably neat room, filled with feminine things. He sat on the bed and looked around. 
Slowly, he started to look through the room. It wasn’t until he was almost done, and was looking 
through the bags that hung behind the door he found something. 

He put it on the table, and called Ma Blessing. 

When she arrived, he pointed at it. ‘How many phones your pikin get?’ 

She exhaled a sobbing breath. ‘Na one o, Uncle Jo.’ 

‘Okay.’ He reached for the phone and touched the screen. It was switched off. He pushed down 
on a button by the side and it flickered on. ‘O ya, call her number.’ 

The woman called for her phone. She dialed, and the phone started ringing.  

‘She dey leave am for house before?’ 
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Ma Blessing shook her head. ‘No o, she dey always carry am.’ She started to cry again. ‘Na who 
carry my pikin o?’ 

Uncle Jo nodded and slipped the phone in his pocket. ‘Give am Blessing number,’ he said, 
pointing to me. ‘I dey come,’ he said. 

When I finished he stepped towards the door and pulled my sleeve. Together we walked 
outside. 

He got in the car. I got in, but he didn’t start the car. He sat in his seat, eyes closed.  

‘Notice anything about the two numbers?’ 

It took a moment for me to realize he was asking about Blessing’s phone numbers. I reached for 
my phone – but he spoke. ‘They are two different phones. The one she uses at home is different 
from the one she uses at work. Why?’ 

He drove back home, not saying much, allowing the radio play on. ‘It’s interesting to witness 
what our music has evolved into. Baba Idibia’s son is now a legend!’ 

That was all he said.  

When we got home, he took his phone, asked me to have Blessing’s shop number ready on my 
phone. He called someone and put the phone on speaker.  

‘Hello, Bankole.’ 

‘Jo Jo! Jo the man Jo! How na?’ 

‘I need a favor. It’s life and death.’ 

I heard the humor drop from the voice like a snake shedding skin. ‘What do you need?’ 

‘A friend’s daughter is missing. I need to track her phone.’ 

‘Ah. Let me make a few calls and get back to you. Can you give me the number?’ 

I passed the phone to him before he asked and he gave me a grateful smile. Quickly he read the 
number, and repeated them to confirm the man had the right number.  

‘Got it. Okay. I’ll call you back in a few minutes.’ 

He hung up and sat back. ‘This is the where the work of detecting lies o. The waiting.’ 

He closed his eyes and I thought he was asleep.  

His phone suddenly started ringing. He reached for it and sat up. ‘How far?’ 

He listened quietly, nodded and hummed. Not long after, he said, ‘Thanks bro. I owe you.’ 
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There was some more talking, and then he hung up. 

Looking at me, he said, ‘I have a theory. Blessing met this handsome guy, probably he walked up 
to her on her way to work or home – most likely home. He started a conversation, probably told 
her he was not from around or he just moved into the area and looking to make new friends. He 
probably told her to keep it secret, and she knew her parents wouldn’t approve anyway so she 
went along. He probably got her the new phone and asked that she speak with him ONLY on 
that one. And then, yesterday, he came and took her somewhere.’ 

I asked, ‘But why?’ 

He went into the room and came out with a gun and knife. He stuck it down his trouser at the 
back, put the knife inside his socks and sat. ‘It’s one of two possibilities. One; he wants to use her 
for rituals. Two; he wants to ship her abroad and sell her as a sex slave.’ He frowned, heavier 
than usual. ‘Neither is good.’ 

He got up. ‘Stay here. When your parents come, tell them I went to bring Blessing home.’ 

 

 

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

 

 

I waited and waited. My mum called and I told her I was at Uncle Jo’s. When I said what he’d 
told me to, she said ‘I pray o. But I know if she can still be found, he will find her.’ 

After a while, it became dark. I had eaten my ewa agonyi after he left; warmed it in his 
microwave and ate it. I watched some movies too – and I’d fallen asleep. I wasn’t hungry still.  

It was sometime around one in the morning my phone rang and it was Uncle Jo. ‘I’m on the 
road. Come.’ 

Quickly, I locked the door, pocketed the key and ran into the road. Sure enough, there was his 
car waiting. I ran up and he opened the front door for me. As I got in and made to close the 
door, he reached across, caught it, closed it quietly and pointed in the back seat.  

There was a curled up shape lying across the seat. From the steady breathing, it was somebody 
sleeping.  

I looked at him. ‘Blessing?’ I whispered. He nodded. ‘Blessing,’ he said.  
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You should have seen the way people gathered when Uncle Jo drove into Blessing’s parents’ 
compound. There was static in the air; a feeling of something coming. By now Blessing was 
awake and chattering nervously.  

When Uncle Jo stopped the car, came out and led Blessing out of the car, a roar went up. Her 
mother and father screamed and started a fresh round of tears. Everybody wanted to see her, 
touch her – but more than that, everybody wanted to see the man who had rescued her. He 
pushed through the crowd, followed her parents to their entrance. 

‘Just take her inside. Let her bath and rest. She will answer all your questions tomorrow.’ 

He waited till they locked the door before turning. ‘O ya, let’s go home,’ he told me.  

As usual, the drive home was quiet. I wondered what he was thinking. On my part, I was happy 
for Uncle Jo. Happy, because I was sure now, whenever he told anyone he wanted to start his 
own detective agency, they would pay attention.  

My father, for one.  
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Dapo and Mope 
 
 

One morning in 2005, I walked out of my house and saw something I never expected to see.  

Let me lend my eyes to you. I need you to walk with me.  

It was a Saturday morning, something around nine – after nine. I was running late; I was 
supposed to be at work for eight, but this Jambite had come over last night. One thing led to 
another; she was willing, supple and her energy levels were nothing like anything I’ve seen.  

Which really wouldn’t have been a problem – except she woke up that morning wanting some 
more.  

Long story short, I finally managed to push her out of my house something after seven. I went to 
have my bath, and felt like a nap. I woke up five minutes past nine. 

‘SHIT!’ I remember swearing as I jumped up and threw rumpled clothes on. It’s true what they 
say; those who arrive church last are those who live right next to it. I mean, I literally lived next 
door to the cybercafé where I worked, and I was over an hour late. It had never happened 
before, but the supervisor on duty that Saturday had it in for me.  

I finished dressing and rushed out. I got to the front of my house – and saw the something I 
hadn’t seen right up to that moment. A few metres in front of me, at the bus stop were this 
couple holding hands. I know; there’s absolutely nothing remarkable about a boy and girl 
holding hands – especially around a university campus. However, it gave me pause because I 
knew the guy. 

As of that morning, we had lived on opposite sides of the street for two years and I was yet to 
see him with a woman – let alone hold hands with one. I didn’t even realize I had slowed down, 
put my hands on my hips and was watching with a simpering smile on my face. 

‘No be Dapo be dat?’ came a voice from beside me. It was Yejide, my neighbor. 

‘Na im o,’ I answered, my dislike for her forgotten for the moment. It was too good to last 
though. 

‘And the guy go dey form hard guy, hard guy up and dan. Ashey, e like woman.’ 

And just like that, I remembered why I disliked her. 
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‘Who e for like before? You? Abeg getaway you!’ 

She scampered away, mumbling something I’m sure was an insult underneath her breath. I 
didn’t care. I continued to look at the couple. I didn’t recognize the girl from behind – but I 
didn’t have to. There was only one girl I had been seeing around Dapo with increasing frequency 
over the past weeks.  

Mope is her name. I wasn’t sure, that morning long ago – but I am now.  

She is – was beautiful. 

He leaned over and whispered something in her ear. She turned towards him with a smile, and 
then started laughing. He also started to laugh. Playfully, she reached up and punched his 
shoulder lightly and darted away. He grabbed the spot and fell to his knees, head hung over. I 
thought he was really hurt and started forward in alarm. She had also stopped her retreat and 
was hovering at a distance, trying to ascertain if he was playing a game or he was actually hurt. 

I slowed – just in time to see Dapo suddenly lunge and catch Mope around the knees. She 
screamed in laughter as he threw her over his shoulder and started to run. She shrieked, and 
started to slap him on the back. He turned around, ran back to the bus stop and dropped her 
gently. She continued to laugh and collapsed against him, and he, laughing also, put his arms 
around her, holding her against his chest.  

Some sand must have gotten in my eyes, because they started to water. 

Whatever it was, it got in my chest too. There was a lump there, a lump I couldn’t explain. I 
wanted to stand there and just watch them, but my phone started to vibrate. I knew without 
looking it was the a*****e supervisor. So, looking around to make sure I wasn’t observed, I wiped 
my eyes, cleared my throat and hurried into the office. Of course, the supervisor yelled, 
screamed and sent me a query. But even if I had lost my job that day, I would have smilingly 
received the sack letter.  

‘Don’t get it twisted. Love is a beautiful thing,’ D’Banj once famously said.  

I agreed then. I still do now.  
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Joy 
 
My mother couldn’t dance much. But she loved to dance. 

I guess it is a naturally progression; singing and dancing. And if there‘s one thing my mother 
was really good at – apart from being a mother – it was singing. Damn she could sing. 

She had a sweet, soothing voice and she knew how to carry a tune. Not surprising, since she was 
a member of one of the choirs in her church. Hearing my mother sing gave me some kind of 
peace; some kind of calm like everything was going to work out.  

Like, no matter what, there was always a reason to be grateful. 

Those sound like such empty words at times. But more often than not, I’ve found them to be 
true. Probably why my mother ended up having more children than she gave birth to 
biologically.  

If her life could be summed up in a phrase, it would be my mum was love. 

She was a bright spirit. Physically, my mum was attractive. She had good genes, so she looked 
younger than she actually was. But her secret weapon was love. She loved people who came 
around her; she had a smile and kind word for everyone. Our neighbors called her mama, their 
children called her grandma. That’s how it was.  

As strict as she was, even the children she chastised somehow understood it was done out of 
love, so they never went too far away. They would go off and cry to their parents – and come 
right back soon as they felt better. And she always welcomed them with open arms. 

People shared things with her; they told her all sorts of secrets and personal things. Just to be 
clear; she never shared a secret with me unless she was told to, but because I spent a lot of time 
with and around her, I was privy to a lot of these conversations.  

She had a gift of making people comfortable. 

She was a strong woman; she didn’t have the best life but she was happy. There was always a 
smile on her lips and a song on her heart. She had an attitude of gratitude and she tried to 
teach that to her kids. She would always tell me to be grateful because if I don’t appreciate what 
I have at hand, I won’t appreciate more when I have it. She was right.  

As mothers usually are. 
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I still miss her; I think I’m beginning to understand that as long as I live I will. In some form or 
another. Thing is, I’m in a better place with that. I remember how great a person she was, how 
alive she was and how she tried to contribute positive energy to the world. I think about her 
now, and I remember the amazing person she was, how she made people better with a word 
and a smile. I’m not much for smiling – but I want to make people better too. I remember some 
of our conversations and I laugh, because she made such fond memories.  

And that’s what I want to hold on to; the joy of having had someone like my mother as my 
mother.  

Most times, I think of what her life would be like if she was still here. Or, I think what she would 
think; looking at all my doing from where she is now. And I come to the same answer; an answer 
that gives me peace: 

JOY. 
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DREAMING 
 

 
'I saw Uncle Mark called you out in front of the class again today.' 
'Yes, he did. I was drawing in my Science book.' 
'Were you drawing during class?' 
'Yes.' 
'They don't understand us...but you too, why were you drawing during Science class?' 
'It's a boring class! That man can't teach jare!' 
'You're right. But class is class. What if principal tells your parents?' 
'Ah. They will kill me.' 
'Sigh. Nobody understands. That's how Mrs. Kehinde tore my Justice League comic - ' 
'WHAT?!' 
'And I wasn't reading it o. I was collecting it from Samuel.' 
'Is it that - ?' 
'No o, this was another one. It's the one where Flash joined.' 
'Oh no!' 
'You cannot imagine...I felt the pain. It was as if I was collecting injection for my sister's 
sickness...' 
'It's even paining me now!' 
'Are you going to stop drawing now?' 
'Are you going to stop reading comics?' 
'No o. I can't even sef. My brother says the more I read, the better I write. And I love writing. 
So...' 
‘Why are you now asking foolish questions?' 
‘I beg your pardon? They are not foolish questions! They are perceptive, intuitive and knowing 
questions!’ 

‘Oshey, grammarian!’ 

‘You’re a mumu!’ 

‘But you like me like that!’ 

‘I seriously wish I didn’t!‘ 

‘….’ 

‘….’ 

‘You still want to work for DC?’ 
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‘Maybe. But temporarily. I want to own my own thing.’ 

‘Drawing?’ 

‘Ehen.’ 

‘Even if principal tells your parents…’ 

‘Yes o!’ 

‘….and they kill you?’ 

‘I will draw from the other side. Heavenly drawings!’ 

‘Oshey Michelangelo!’ 

‘That’s me man!’ 

‘But o, I really, really, really – ‘ 

‘Will you talk?!’ 

‘I will as soon as you stop interrupting!’ 

‘Hmmpff!’ 

‘Anyway, I want to show these people who keep making fun of us…’ 

‘Me too, men.’ 

‘I want them to look back and eat their words in shame…’ 

‘Me too, men!’ 

‘I want them to know; you don’t make fun of children who see something – just because you 
can’t!’ 

‘GEN GEN!’ 

‘Or what did I say?’ 

‘You have said well!’ 

‘Na so!’ 

‘O ya, you go fit toast Peju like that?’ 

‘I have told you to stop speaking like a – ‘ 

‘But shey you know Peju likes you?’ 

‘I have no time for girls. I’m on a mission to save the world!’ 

‘Oshey, Batman!’ 

‘Abi Bruce Wayne?’ 
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‘Ehen? No-budget Bruce Wayne, abi?’ 

‘No – let me catch you first!’ 

‘With this your belle – YEPA! O ya sorry! SORRY!’ 

‘Sorry for yourself!’ 

‘Ehen. Shey you have pleased yourself now?’ 

‘Yes o. I’m happy. My belle sef is happy.’ 

‘Let us sha go home.’ 

‘Home…’ 
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remember I promised to share why I love this part in the last book? 

I love it because momma taught me to be grateful. 

Hey constant reader. You’re family now. Hope you find reason to keep coming! Thank you again. 
And if this is your first time, welcome. Hope I was gentle.  
 
New or old, you remain my ‘why’. You make it worthwhile.  
 
Jesus – I mean the one who came to take away the sins of the world. Thank you always.  
 
SUNNY!! You’re the BOMB! What can I say? Just look at the pictures, the different styles and 
emotions your brushes awaken! DAMN Bro! Can we do a part 2? 
 
Mother mi, grandma of plenty, Josephine. I try; every day to keep the promise I made to you. I 
hope you’re still proud of me – despite. Miss you.  
 
Dad, hey papa! I love you! 
 
Inika, my baby, my love, my heart. Daddy loves you much. 
 
Laolu, I did it again o. Miss you all the time. I thank you. This; anything I do is always for you.  
 
Ogechi, you’re a constant. Thank you. Love. 
 
Uduak, for always being in my corner. For making me better. Thank you. 
 
Osagie. Hey little man! Remember, you’re the future! Thank you.  
 
Ife, as always. We never stop.  
 
Tiny, for creative directing the cover; for much else. Thank you so much. 
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