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I	dedicate	firstly	to	God	Almighty,	The	One	with	sufficient	grace	and	then
to	my	beautiful	mother,	I	couldn’t	ask	for	more.	To	my	sweet	little	sister
and	the	rest	of	my	siblings,	you	know	words	can’t	be	enough.	To	my	best

friend/unofficial	therapist	and	my	dearest	cousin,	the	story	won’t	be
interesting	enough	and	I	hope	I	am	never	curious	enough	to	know	a
‘without	you’	story.	To	all	of	my	friends,	online	and	offline,	writer	or	no

writer.	I	am	glad	you	are	part	of	my	space.	Finally	To	everyone	desperate
to	own	something,	a	voice	or	anything	that	can	make	a	change.	Keep	on

and	Keep	up	
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Dark	Ceiling

The	 long	 hand	 of	 the	 wall	 clock	 was	 sitting	 right	 on	 twelve	 as	 I
struggled	 to	scribble	down	 the	most	 important	of	 the	answers.	 "STOP!"
Like	an	unexpected	alarm	bell,	my	hormones	jacked	off	and	I	managed	to
get	down	the	words	that	has	been	stuck	dancing	in	between	the	ocean	of
ink	in	my	pen.

"Everyone	stop	writing,	and	pass	your	paper	to	the	last	person	sitting
on	your	row"	The	invigilator	instructed	again,	Just	as	I	got	out	of	the	row	I
was	sitting	on,	I	felt	eyes	bore	tiny	holes	right	into	my	back,	and	I	saw	my
level	 adviser	 looking	 directly	 at	me	with	 a	 face	 filled	with	 both	 concern
and	confusion.

"Abdul,	 I'd	 like	 for	 you	 to	 see	me	 in	my	 office	 before	 you	 leave	 the
premises"	My	level	adviser	called	out,	"You	can	lend	a	hand	and	help	get
this	papers	to	my	office"	He	added	again.	No	one	could	have	known	what
happened,	all	of	that	couldn't	have	travelled	so	fast,	I	assured	my	self	as	I
walked	in	his	stride	down	to	the	department.

I	wish	I	wasn't	the	person	that	I	was	and	the	world	wasn't	a	place	that
will	shape	you	without	your	consent.	For	what	had	happened,	I	wished	it
had	not,	and	for	that	I	felt	not	regret	and	confusion	but	a	single	emotion,	a
blend	of	regret	and	confusion.

I	 realized	 the	ceiling	 in	my	home	was	not	entirely	white	when	 I	was
eleven,	 it	 had	a	 cloud	of	 darkness	 that	was	well	 hidden	until	 it	 popped
out.

It	was	a	cold	Monday	morning,	and	my	father	was	dressing	me	up	for
school,	"I	have	to	make	my	boys	look	sharp	“He	always	said	with	a	wide
grin	on	his	face	"just	like	me"	he	would	add	in	a	whisper.	Father	was	the
kind	 of	 man	 that	 always	 had	 his	 palm	 cold	 and	 his	 body	 warm	 with
affection,	 I	 once	 overheard	 mum	 describing	 his	 charm	 as	 angelic	 "My
husband	 is	not	an	ordinary	man,	everything	about	him	 is	angelic"	Mum
said	 to	 her	 step	 sister	 one	 time	 she	 came	 around.	 "But	 his	 rage"	 she
would	add	with	a	defeated	expression.	I	knew	exactly	what	mum	meant
about	 dad's	 rage.	 My	 Father's	 countenance	 would	 fly	 from	 peaceful
warmth	 to	 ice	 cold	 whenever	 he	 rebukes	 me	 or	 my	 elder	 brother,	 he
always	had	an	expression	that	 looked	like	he	was	trying	to	calm	a	devil
down	inside	of	him,	The	air	was	choking	with	awkwardness	this	particular



morning	along	with	the	strong	aroma	of	efo	from	the	kitchen,	I	don't	know
why	mum	choose	to	let	us	have	eba	and	efo	on	Monday	mornings,	but	I
wouldn't	care	much	and	I	wouldn't	miss	it	for	nothing,	"Who	took	the	hair
brush	off	the	drawer"	My	dad	asked	no	one	in	particular	with	the	kind	of
countenance	 I	 hate	 to	 be	 around,	 "Abdul,	 check	 the	 rooms,	 it	 can	 be
anywhere"	my	mum	replied	from	the	kitchen.	My	father	headed	towards
the	kitchen	and	the	next	thing	I	heard	was	commotion,	mother	came	out
with	 a	 teary	 face	 with	 torn	 clothes,	 and	 dad	was	 right	 behind	 her	 with
rage	 filling	 both	 pocket	 of	 his	 trousers,	 "I	 have	 had	 enough	 of	 you"	 he
yelled	 while	 pulling	 everything	 out	 of	 his	 way,	 "You	 leave	 my	 house
today".	 I	 really	couldn't	wrap	my	head	around	what	was	going	on,	but	 I
knew	this	was	real	chaos	when	I	saw	my	elder	brother	crying	and	trying
to	pull	 fathers	leg,	my	brother	never	cries	or	I	should	say	you	will	never
catch	him	cry	but	today	his	tears	were	flowing	free	and	fast.	I	wasn't	sure
when	 I	 joined	 in	 the	crying	as	 I	 am	not	 sure	 the	 reason	 for	my	 tears,	 I
want	all	of	 this	to	go	away	so	I	could	eat	my	eba	and	efo	 in	peace.	We
couldn't	 go	 to	 school	 that	 day	 that	 day	 as	 the	 neighbors	 came	 to
intervene,	and	had	us	pulled	out	of	the	house,	my	brother	wouldn't	stay	at
the	neighbors	as	he	ran	out	and	kept	running	until	I	couldn't	make	out	his
figure	again,	from	the	balcony	where	I	stood	to	watch	him,	I	knew	it	was
only	 right	 if	 I	 followed	him	as	 i	 had	an	 idea	he	was	going	 to	my	aunt's
place,	but	I	didn't,	I	stood	right	on	the	same	spot	with	my	uniform	looking
sharp,	sharp	just	as	father	left	it,	hoping	I	would	get	a	chance	at	my	eba
and	efo	before	it	gets	too	cold.

"I	don't	know	what	exactly	 the	matter	 is,	but	 from	 the	way	you	have
been	 acting,	 I	 can	 tell	 something	 is	 wrong,	 your	 exam	 sheet	 is	 nearly
almost	blank	which	is	unusual	of	you,	If	you	tell	me	what	the	problem	is,	I
can	schedule	for	you	to	rewrite	your	paper	with	the	makeup	students."

"Abdullah"	my	level	adviser	snapped,	when	he	didn't	get	a	response.
"There	 is	no	story	to	tell,	He	hit	my	mother	again,	and	I	hit	him,	I	hit

him	a	bit	too	much."	-The	End.



Ómólabáké

		It	would	have	just	been	a	silent	night	with	a	view	that	says	more	than
a	million	 and	 one	word,	 but	 our	 slow	 and	 timid	 breath	were	 enough	 to
break	the	eerie	silence	along	with	the	distant	sounds	of	chirping	crickets
and	the	occasional	whir	of	humming	birds.	Labake's	body	shivered	with
something	a	little	deep	more	than	she	would	admit	as	my	finger	lingered
while	 trying	 to	shove	her	 long	silky	hair	off	her	 face,	 "Why	do	you	hide
from	this	feelings"	I	asked	as	I	close	in	the	gap	between	us,	I	froze	in	my
stand	as	her	breath	hit	me.	She	smelt	of	peace	and	a	kind	of	joy	that	has
the	 "Do	 Not	 Touch"	 sign.	 "Are	 you	 okay?"	 she	 asked	 me	 as	 her
melodious	 voice	 snapped	me	 out	 of	my	 lost	 consciousness.	 I	 held	my
breath	as	light	reflected	on	the	whole	of	her.	Her	big	jean	jacket	covered
all	 of	 her	 innocence,	She	 rolled	 the	 sleeves	of	 her	 jean	 into	 two	 layers
making	 it	 sit	 comfortably	on	her	wrist,	My	gaze	caught	 the	 twinkle	 right
above	 her	 chest	 as	 her	 golden	 necklace	 blends	 smartly	 with	 the	 tiny
wrinkles	on	her	neck,	Her	glossed	thin	lips	part	at	the	edges	to	reveal	the
most	 enchanting	 smile.	 A	 beautiful	 Nubian	 nose	 hung	 between	 two
curved	 dimple	 lines	 holding	 her	 cheek	 bone	 high	 right	 below	 her	 dark
brown,	 almost	 black	 eyes.	 Labake	 has	many	 good	 features	 but	 surely
smooth	 communication	was	 not	 one	 of	 them,	 she	was	 like	 a	 river	 in	 a
box,	always	flowing	back	to	the	source,	it's	been	only	a	few	months	and	I
was	 sure	 she	 needed	 saving,	 from	 something,	 something	 within	 her,	 I
don't	know	what	it	was,	but	I	was	bent	on	getting	it	out	of	her.	"Labake,	I
have	 been	 hoping	 you'd	 talk	 to	me	 about	 whatever	 it	 is	 that	 is	 always
bothering	 you,	 the	way	 you	 keep	 to	 yourself	 isn't	 healthy	 for	 us"	 I	 said
with	a	pleasing	 face,	she	 looked	up	 to	me	with	an	expression	 I	couldn't
explain,	 but	 I	 sensed	 something	as	 she	 said	 "Nothing	 is	 bothering	me"
something	that	was	either	a	warning	or	a	plea	for	me	not	to	ask	further,
but	 that	motivated	me	 to	want	 to	 know	whatever	 it	was,	 for	 I	was	 sure
there	was	something.	"I	have	never	felt	anything	as	real	as	what	I	feel	for
you,	 I	want	 to	be	your	peace	and	make	you	happy,	 I	want	 to	spend	the
rest	 of	 my	 life	 with	 you"	 "Is	 this	 a	 proposal?"	 She	 asked	 with	 a	 blank
expression.	 "If	 I	 can	 I'd	propose	 to	 you	every	 single	day	of	my	 life,	 but
first	 I	 need	 to	 be	 sure	we	are	on	 the	 same	page"	 "Are	 you	 sure?"	Her
question	 surprised	me,	 but	 I	 didn't	 let	 it	 show	 for	 I	 felt	 a	 crack	 on	 her



defensive	wall	"I've	never	been	surer	of	anything	else	in	my	life"	I	replied
without	a	thought.	She	looked	at	me	for	a	moment,	a	moment	that	felt	too
long	 for	me,	 she	 looked	 at	me	 like	 she	was	 ensuring	 I	 was	 telling	 the
truth.	 "I	 believe	 you"	 she	muttered	 out	 "but	 do	 you	 believe	 yourself?	 I
mean	 do	 you	 trust	 the	 things	 you	 say?	 "I	 don't	 understand	 what	 you
mean"	 "Let	me	help	 you	 understand,	 listen	 carefully	 to	 the	 silence	 and
stare	closely	at	the	emptiness"	"You	didn't	ask	him	if	he	is	willing	to	let	his
soul	go"	a	voice	as	thick	as	the	night	sounded	from	nowhere.	"What	was
that?"	"Calm	down!"	Labake	held	on	to	my	arm.	"Hello,	I	am	Jénráyéwá"
"What	 is	 happening?	 Labake!!"	 I	 couldn't	 help	 but	 scream.	 "Take	 a
breath,	and	 look	 just	 right	behind	you"	 "I	have	heard	a	 lot	about	 you"	 I
jumped	out	of	my	body	when	I	realize	the	voice	was	coming	from	a	stone
sitting	right	behind	my	leg,	my	confusion	grew	into	fear	and	the	only	thing
my	brain	 told	my	body	was	 to	 run	 for	my	dear	 life,	but	Labake	held	me
back	 and	 said	 "Just	 hear	 me	 out,	 you	 promised	 me,	 just	 listen".	 The
chirping	cricket	and	the	hummingbird	was	now	silent	and	the	only	sound	I
could	 hear	 was	 that	 of	 my	 beating	 heart.	 Hot	 steaming	 sweat	 slipped
down	 from	 the	 back	 of	my	 neck	 and	 rolled	 its	way	 down	my	back	 and
right	 in	 between	 my	 asshole.	 "As	 I	 have	 said	 before,	 my	 name	 is
Jénráyéwá,	I	am	Labake's	betrothed	husband	from	heaven	and	we	have
a	proposal	for	you."	My	brain	yelled	at	me	to	run,	but	my	feet	failed	me,	I
tried	 to	 run	 for	my	 life,	but	 it	 felt	 like	 I	didn't	have	enough	strength	 to,	 I
didn't	 have	 the	 courage	 to	 move	 a	 muscle.	 "Immortality	 is	 what	 I	 am
offering	you,	I	need	your	body	to	stay	in	this	world	to	be	with	my	wife,	in
exchange	for	your	soul,	if	your	body	is	strong	enough	it	should	carry	both
our	soul,	I	will	surely	be	the	one	that	holds	the	light,	I	mean	I'd	be	the	one
living	both	our	lives,	you	can	always	tell	me	anything	you	need,	maybe	a
kind	 of	 food	or	 someplace	 you	want	 to	 see,	 I	 promise	 I	will	 be	 a	 good
body	mate	and	endear	 to	whatever	you	want."	 "Remember,	we	will	 live
forever."	 The	 stone	 added.	 I	 was	 sure	 the	 exact	 same	 thing	 that	 took
strength	 out	 of	my	 feet	 to	move	 tried	 to	 snatch	my	 voice	 from	me,	 but
after	 a	 quick	 battle	 I	 was	 able	 to	mutter	 a	 big	 resounding	 "No!"	 Until	 I
could	 scream	 at	 the	 top	 of	 my	 voice	 "NO"	 I	 asserted	 one	 last	 time.	 "I
knew	 it	 was	 stupid	 trusting	 a	 mere	 mortal,	 but	 you	 stroke	 me	 to	 be
different	from	others"	the	stone	said	with	rage	colored	around	every	of	his
word,	"If	you	don't	want	 to	give	then	I	will	have	to	 take	 it	by	force."	The
stone	aimed	 itself	 at	my	 forehead	and	 then	 there	was	darkness...	 -The



End



LOVE	NEVER	FAILS

	 Love	 never	 fails	 but	 where	 there	 are	 prophecies	 it	 will	 cease	 to
remain,	and	wherever	 there	are	 thorns,	 the	voice	underneath	might	not
be	loud	enough.	"I	feel	like	I	am	suffocating	in	the	middle	of	the	street	and
no	one	can	see	me	dying.	This	pills	don't	help	me,	 they	only	make	me
feel	numb,	I	want	to	go,	I	never	want	you	to	see	me	go	crazy,	I	don’t	want
to,	 the	guilt	 I	 see	on	your	 face	kills	me	already,	 I	 just	want	 to	go	away
ayokunle".	"Don’t	say	all	of	this	Oyinkansola,	you	have	a	beautiful	life"	he
said	to	me	as	he	slipped	my	shrunken	fingers	in	between	his.	"I	know	you
will	 beat	 this	 sickness	 and	 everything	will	 be	 as	 beautiful	 as	 it	 used	 to
be."	He	added,	almost	sounding	like	he	was	trying	to	convince	himself."
“You	 don't	 have	 to	 lie	 to	 me	 to	 console	 me,	 you	 been	 by	 my	 side	 is
enough	for	me	already”	I	replied.	My	mother	came	in	with	the	pastor	just
when	I	thought	I	was	going	to	get	some	sleep	and	see	the	long	lost	smile
of	ayokunle	in	my	dreams	again,	“Sister	Oyinkansola,	the	life	you	have	is
a	 blessing	 from	 God	 and	 any	 setback	 from	 him	 is	 a	 test	 of	 your
faith..................”	I	didn’t	hear	a	word	more	before	I	blocked	his	voice	out,
Could	all	of	this	pain	be	just	a	test	truly?	How	could	he	ever	think	all	this
is	 a	 test?	 I	 felt	 my	 heart	 boil,	 the	 pastor	 is	 wrong,	 he	 surely	 must	 be
wrong	or	I	could	conclude	“God	is	evil.	“	If	this	was	an	ordinary	test	from
him.	 "..........and	you	should	hold	your	 faith	strong	 in	him.”	 I	nodded	my
head	as	 the	pastor	 ended	his	 long	 speech.	 "Oyinkansola,	 I	 understand
that	you	feel	pain,	I	understand	that	you	hate	that	you	do,	but	you	can’t
hate	God	for	 this."	“I	actually	don't	hate	God,	I	am	just	angry,	 I	am	very
angry,	how	can	I	hate	him	when	he	blessed	me	with	you?	But	i	am	angry
because	he	took	time	away	from	me,	I	am	angry	because	he	has	taken
tomorrow	 and	 the	 future	 with	 you	 away.	 And	 Ayokunle	 you	 do	 not
understand,	you	only	wish	you	did".	I	hope	he	doesn't	get	to	understand,
the	 lone	times	that	 I	gasped	for	breath	 in	the	middle	of	my	head,	or	 the
times	 I	 drown	 in	 nothingness.	 I	 hope	 it	 is	 a	 lie	 when	 he	 says	 he
understand.	I	looked	up	to	his	face	and	saw	a	broken	version	of	the	man	I
fell	in	love	with,	so	I	held	his	cheek	up	and	told	him,	"I	don't	want	you	to
understand,	I	just	need	you	here	beside	me	and	I	promise	you	I	will	try	to
fight	for	my	life,	I	will	fight	for	our	love	because	love	never	fails......"	Love
never	fails,	I	said	repeatedly	in	my	heart	hoping	I	would	believe	it	myself.



Love	never	fails,	I	said	again.	But	then	there	is	fate	too,	I	added	this	time.
-	The	End



Ogbeni	SARS

	I’ve	never	dreamt	of	a	more	fun	weekend	than	this	coming	one,	I	get
to	 be	 third	 wheeling	 two	 ‘I	 just	 got	 back'	 couples	 from	 two	 different
European	 countries,	maybe	 not	 actually	 third	wheeling	 because	 there's
this	guy	that	has	to	drive	us	around	‘if	only	I	had	learn	to	drive	when	I	had
the	time',	he	has	a	face	I	am	sure	I	don't	want	to	see	all	weekend,	but	I
guess	that’s	one	of	the	few	price	I	have	to	pay	for	not	learning	to	drive	a
vehicle.	 I	 was	 bracing	 myself	 not	 to	 act	 so	 overhyped	 over	 just	 a	 fun
weekend,	 I	 figured	my	 spoken	English	 has	 chosen	 the	 black	American
accent	just	by	itself,	I	can	almost	swear	the	accent	was	unconscious	but
maybe	I	could	keep	it	since	no	one	is	complaining.	“hey	cuz,	what	you	up
to"	 my	 cousin	 said	 as	 she	 walked	 up	 in	 to	 my	 room	 “you	 cudda	 just
knocked”	 I	 replied	 in	 my	 fake	 American	 accent.	 “Duh	 “	 “So,	 what	 you
wearing	 for	 your	 date	 tonight?	 Don't	 tell	 me	 you	 haven’t	 been	 able	 to
choose	a	dress”	“I	wish	I	had,	but	I	haven’t,	I	am	just	confused,	you	know
I	am	only	doing	this	because	mum	insisted,	Maybe	I	am	not	the	best	child
in	 the	world,	 It	doesn’t	mean	they	should	ship	me	off	 to	some	guy	I	am
not	even	sure	I	like,	I	am	just	twenty	three	for	heavens	sake”	“With	what	I
have	heard,	I	think	he	is	a	cool	guy,	why	not	give	him	a	chance	to	show
what	he	his,	meet	him	with	an	open	heart,	don't	think	about	your	parents
and	forget	 the	fact	 that	 it’s	a	match-make"	“He	 is	 too	short"	she	whined
“He	is	a	doctor	and	a	Muslim"	I	replied,	with	a	face	“You	know	I	don’t	care
about	all	of	that	normally	but	it's	a	plus.	Come	along	to	my	room	and	help
me	 pick	 a	 dress	 for	 the	 dinner”	 she	 said	 as	 she	 reached	 for	 the	 door,
“What	 you	 wearing	 though"	 she	 asked	 as	 she	 stepped	 out	 “I	 am	 not
gonna	be	coming	with	you,	it's	supposed	to	be	a	dinner	date	between	two
people”	“You	definitely	are	coming	with,	I	ain’t	comfortable	with	that	nigga
and	his	hard	faced	cousin”	“What	is	it	that	you	are	scared	off,	The	whole
of	 the	guys	 family	came	 in	earlier	 to	welcome	you	 into	 the	country,	Tell
me	what	it	is	you	are	not	comfortable	with	exactly,	haven’t	you	guys	been
trying	to	know	each	other	for	over	six	months"	I	asked	with	my	arms	wide
opened	“We’ve	been	trying	to	know	each	other	doesn’t	mean	we	do	and
you	 can’t	 tell	me	 you	 didn't	 see	 how	 the	 cousin	 that’s	 supposed	 to	 be
driving	us	around	was	 looking	 like	an	armed	 robber	 from	a	 low	budget
Nollywood	scene”.	We	both	burst	out	laughing,	I	laughed	until	I	felt	a	pain



in	 my	 stomach	 as	 I	 couldn’t	 help	 myself	 not	 too	 “It's	 better	 to	 be
cautious.”	She	said	as	we	slide	the	stairs	down	to	her	room.	After	plenty
minutes	of	 ransacking	 the	whole	of	her	suitcase	 for	a	proper	dress	and
another	 hour	 on	 debating	 what	 is	 proper	 and	 improper	 for	 a	 date.	We
both	agreed	I’d	tag	along	and	just	hang	around	while	the	date	lasts.	“I	just
won't	feel	safe	if	you	aren’t	there.”	She	said	with	a	very	convincing	face...
“And	 you’re	 lucky	 I	 am	 a	 macho....”	 I	 joked	 "Yes	 now,	 you	 are	 my
personal	macho"	 "Ogbeni	 shift,	 it's	me	 you	want	 to	 turn	 to	 bodyguard"
"Like	you	won't	be	glad	to,	 if	 I	offered"	she	said	with	a	smirk	"And	what
does	 Ogbeni	 means?"	 She	 asked	 "It’s	 just	 an	 expression	 for	 Mr.	 like:
Ogbeni,	 choose	 a	 dress	 and	 get	 ready	 for	 your	 date,	 they	will	 be	 here
soon	"How	does	it	apply	to	me	when	it	means	Mr.?"	"It	could	work	both
ways"	"Oh........	Like:	Ogbeni	get	the	fuck	outta	my	room"	she	said	with	a
triumphant	expression	"For	your	little	mind.............."	I	left	with	a	murmur.
........................	 The	 evening	 started	 a	 little	 awkwardly	 than	 expected
when	Fatimah	insists	I	sit	with	her	in	the	back	seat.	“I	am	sure	you	guys
have	a	lot	of	catching	up	to	do,	its	only	right	you	start	now,	and	I	wouldn't
want	to	disturb	that,	Would	you?”	I	said	as	I	faced	Tunde,	Jubril's	cousin
avoiding	the	scornful	glare	Fatima	was	throwing	my	way.	“I	am	gonna	kill
you.”	 I	 got	 a	 text	 from	 Fatima	 as	 soon	 as	 the	 car	 was	 in	motion.	 “We
agreed	you	were	going	to	be	nice"	I	texted	her	back	meeting	her	scornful
frown	in	the	front	mirror.	“Kay,	I	have	heard	a	lot	about	you"	Jubril	said	to
me	breaking	the	silence.	“That’s	supposed	to	be	my	line"	I	replied	with	a
smile.	“You	were	just	faster,	there’s	not	so	much	to	hear	actually,	but	I’d
like	to	hear	your	Europe	escapades.	 I	added	“Oh,	 there	 is	actually	a	 lot
you	would	 like	 to	 hear,	 Tunde	 chipped	 in.	 “I	 don't	 know	what	 you	guys
mean	by	escapades,	but	I	am	ready	to	tell	you	how	I	was	a	good	lad	and
faced	my	studies	and	nothing	else.”	Jubril	said	with	a	smirk	"Over	a	game
of	fifa"	he	added.	“And	I	am	very	tired	of	bullying	Tunde	whenever	we	get
to	play	fifa.”	“You	are	just	simply	lucky,	you	are	not	very	much	better	than
me"	“We	could	know	whose	boss	when	we	come	around	tomorrow	then"
I	volunteered.	"Fatimah,	do	you	play	fifa?”	Jubril	asked	as	he	turned	his
attention	to	Fatimah	"Yeah!	Kay	is	very	good	at	it.	He	taught	me	to.	"Oh,
should	 I	 be	 scared	 of	 Kay	 then?”	 "Yeah,	 You	 should.”	 Fatimah	 said
smiling	at	him	with	a	knowing	look.	"Are	we	still	talking	about	fifa	please?"
Tunde	asked	no	one	in	particular.	"Mr	man,	concentrate	at	the	task	ahead
of	 you"	 replied	 Jubril.	 I	 could	 feel	 some	 sort	 of	 chemistry	 biulding



between	 the	 two	and	 I	 felt	a	sense	of	pride	 ting	 in	my	belly,	 I	was	glad
things	hit	up	well	and	easy,	but	that	feeling	wouldn't	last	long.	A	tattered
pickup	truck	with	no	license	plate	double	crossed	the	car	we	were	riding
and	 Tunde	 had	 to	make	 a	 sharp	 stop,	 five	 hefty	men	 in	 black	 uniform
jumped	 off	 the	 truck	 with	 blazing	 eyes	 and	 sharp	 looking	 guns,	 I	 felt
Fatimah's	 around	 my	 shoulder	 "What	 is	 happening?	 Are	 we	 been
kidnapped?	Someone	 please	 dial	 911!!"	 She	 said	 in	 a	 breath	 as	 blood
drained	 from	 her	 face.	 "They	 are	 SARS	 officials"	 Tunde	 simply	 replied
"SARS	 thugs	 would	 fit	 them	 better"	 I	 added	 "They	 are	 Police?"	 Jubril
asked	 in	 relief.	 "It	 doesn't	 feel	 like	 they	are"	Fatimah	 replied	 "You	guys
just	smile	at	them	and	let	me	do	the	talking,	your	accents	might	just	put
us	in	trouble"	"God	help	us"	Tunde	prayed	as	he	stepped	out	of	the	car.
"Good	 evening	 officers"	 "Who	 are	 you?	 Identify	 yourselves"	 one	 of	 the
officers	barked.	"My	name	is	Kazeem	and	these	are	my	friends,	Fatimah,
Tunde	and	Jubril".	"Where	are	you	coming	from?	Whose	car	is	this?"	The
man	 barked	 again.	 "Maybe	 dem	 go	 bomb	 client"	 another	 officer
interrupted.	"We	ain't	terrorists."	Jubril	yelled	in	anger	"He	doesn't	mean	it
literally"	 I	 explained	 "Why	were	we	 stopped,	Nobody	 broke	 any	 rule	 or
something"	 Fatimah	 entered	 again.	 "Because	 say	 you	 just	 come	 back,
you	 think	say	you	better	pass	us"	 the	barking	officer	yelled.	 "Wetin	dey
your	bag,	all	the	rubbish	wey	u	na	dey	do	for	there"	he	said	as	he	try	to
snatch	Fatimah's	purse.	"Ok,	officer	let’s	not	get	physical.	Jubril	stepped
in	between	 them.	 "I	 told	you	 to	 let	me	do	 the	 talking"	 I	 said	 to	Fatimah
and	 Jubril	 while	 Tunde	 was	 trying	 to	 calm	 the	 officers	 down.	 "This	 is
rubbish,	what	exactly	are	they	holding	us	for,	what	have	we	done,	did	we
beat	the	speed	limit	or	something,	and	why	the	fuck	will	that	nigga	try	to
snatch	my	purse,	 this	people	are	 trying	 to	steal	 from	us,	we	should	call
the	police."	"They	are	the	police	and	we	can't	deal	with	this	with	anger	it
won't	end	well	 for	us."	 I	 replied	Fatimah.	 "And	please	stop	 talking,	 they
already	 have	 the	 idea	 you	 just	 came	 back.	 "I'd	 switch	 to	 my	 Nigerian
accent	then."	"Ogbeni	SARS,	leave	us	the	fuck	alone."	"Wetin	dey	do	this
girl,	 I	 go	 show	 you	 sey	 na	 Naija	 you	 dey."	 The	 barking	 officer	 pushed
Tunde	out	of	his	way,	getting	a	firm	handle	on	his	gun,	I	reached	out	to
him	with	my	palm	on	his	shoulder	he	looked	straight	at	me	and	then	there
was	 a	 loud	 bang,	 a	 resounding	 silence	 followed,	 then	 a	 long	 painful
groan,	and	there	was	another	short	silence	before	the	wailing.



LOVE	HAS	A	BIG	'L'

	 Love,	 let’s	 talk	about	 love,	 is	 it	 anything	and	everything	you	hoped
for?	 Or	 do	 the	 feeling	 haunts	 you?	 “You	 don't	 look	 at	 me	 with	 those
longing	eyes	no	more,	you	don’t	call	me	sexy	as	you	have	always,	I	used
to	be	a	dose	of	your	morning.	What	happened?	What	happened	to	those
late	nights	that	we	both	told	our	heavy	worries	to	bottles	of	red	wine,	and
the	 silliest	 of	 our	 thoughts	 to	 the	 pillow?”	 “Oge,	 I	 think	 you	 are
overreacting,	I	have	just	been	very	busy	with	work	and	I	think	we've	had
this	conversation	more	 than	enough	 times	so	you	should	 let	 it	go”	 “Are
you	asking	me	to	let	you	go	Ade?	I	am	sure	that	office	hangout	you	had
at	work	 last	 night	wasn’t	 compulsory	 for	 a	 senior	 staff	 like	 you	and	 if	 it
was	you	could	easily	have	your	 legally	married	wife	by	your	side”.	“As	I
have	 said	 earlier	 you	 are	 just	 overreacting,	 maybe	 you	 have	 been
thinking	to	much	or	something.	 I	will	advise	you	get	a	 job	so	you	would
stop	 worrying	 about	 things	 that	 don’t	 really	 matter”.	 I	 heard	 his	 shoes
make	soft	clicks	as	he	strolled	out	of	our	matrimonial	home,	Quitting	my
job	 just	 after	 our	 marriage	 was	 a	 collective	 decision	 both	 I	 and	 Ade
decided	upon,	or	I’d	rather	say	a	decision	Ade	convinced	me	to	make,	I
do	not	regret	quitting	at	all,	it	wasn't	a	job	I	enjoyed	mostly	because	of	the
advances	 I	 get	 from	 Male	 superiors,	 sometimes	 the	 female	 ones	 too.
Marriage	was	an	easy	way	out	 and	a	 loving	husband	 that	 understands
and	was	ready	to	take	all	of	the	responsibilities	by	himself.	Before	I	took
the	 decision	 of	 quitting	 my	 job,	 I	 told	 myself	 I	 wasn't	 running	 away,	 I
convinced	myself	it	was	just	me	giving	my	all	to	a	new	phase	in	my	life,
life	was	very	exciting	at	that	moment	and	a	lot	of	thought	wasn’t	needed,
“I	can	always	get	another	job	if	I	want	to"	I	convinced	the	little	resistance
inside	 of	 my	 head	 What	 could	 be	 more	 beautiful	 than	 love,	 when
someone	bares	all	 the	worries	of	your	heart	as	theirs,	someone	who	let
you	 in	 on	 their	 tiniest	 secret	 and	 the	 silliest	 of	 their	 thoughts”,	 so	 I
believed.	Ade	wasn’t	my	first	but	he	was	my	best	yet,	we	met	at	a	time	I
believed	love	was	a	luxury	I	couldn’t	afford,	but	he	came	like	an	angel	of
light	into	my	darkness	and	made	life	worth	living,	he	was	so	unreal	at	that
time	to	me	and	it	took	me	time	to	get	used	to	the	fact	that	I	had	him	all	to
myself,	 Ade	 was	 everything	 a	man	 could	 be,	 he	 had	 a	 body	 that	 was
always	cool	and	a	soul	that	was	always	warm,	his	ambition	was	one	thing



that	drove	me	more	to	him	and	I	hope	that	same	ambition	wouldn’t	take
him	away.	Loneliness	filled	the	space	in	my	home,	and	bit	by	bit	 it	crept
into	my	soul,	I	have	ears	that	listen	to	my	problems,	Ebere	has	been	my
best	 friends	from	the	university	and	her	 love	for	me	was	one	of	 the	few
things	 that	 kept	me	 going.	 "Hello	 Ebere,	 good	morning,	 how	was	 your
night?	 "My	 night	 was	 good	 and	 you	 don't	 sound	 fine,	 what's	 the
problem?"	I	couldn't	hold	on	but	to	let	out	a	sob,	I	felt	a	drop	of	tear	roll
down	my	 left	cheek,	Ade's	negligence	was	not	 the	reason	my	wet	buds
were	flowing	but	Ebere's	love	and	utmost	concern	for	my	welfare.	"Oge!
Are	you	crying?	What's	the	problem?	Talk	to	me	Oge"	"I	love	you	Ebere."
"I	will	be	at	your	place	in	thirty."	"God	promised	me	a	beautiful	wife	and	I
have	a	strong	feeling	you	are	the	one."	The	first	sentence	Ade	said	to	me
the	 first	 time	we	ever	met	still	makes	a	wave	 in	my	belly	until	a	minute
after	his	transformation.	"What	if	I	am	married?"	I	asked	him	with	a	blush
"I	 am	 very	 sure	 you	 are	 not."	 "My	 mum	 instructed	 me	 not	 to	 talk	 to
strangers."	 "And	 my	 mum	 told	 me	 to	 make	 only	 beautiful	 friends."	 "I
thought	you	were	looking	for	a	wife"	I	made	a	disappointed	face.	"We	can
start	from	somewhere.	My	name	is	Ade,	Do	you	mind	grabbing	lunch	with
me?	Or	maybe	dinner	 if	 you	have	plans	 for	 lunch	already."	 "Yes."	 "Oh,
good.	Lunch	or	dinner?"	"Yes	I	mind."	The	disappointment	that	evolved	in
his	face	gave	me	some	kind	of	power	I	haven't	felt	in	a	long	time.	"Why	is
that?"	 "My	 instincts	 tell	me	 to	 stay	 away	 from	 you."	 "I	 am	 not	 going	 to
kidnap	you	or	something."	"First	of	all,	your	hairline	is	to	perfectly	shaped,
a	huge	percent	of	guys	with	your	kind	of	hairline	are	players.	Secondly,
your	name	is	Ade	which	makes	you	Yoruba,	YORUBA	MEN!	Lastly,	 the
whole	of	you	 looks	 like	a	 lie	a	mother	would	 tell	her	crying	baby	 just	 to
calm	the	baby	down."	"You	look	to	good	to	be	true."	He	let	out	a	very	long
hearty	 laugh	 which	 showed	 more	 of	 his	 good	 looking	 features,	 still
laughing	 he	 tilted	 back	 and	 the	 sun	 reflected	 on	 his	 face	 and	 at	 that
moment	I	felt	like	using	my	tongue	on	the	whole	of	his	body.	"My	instincts
are	telling	me	marry	you	right	away.	He	said	with	his	teeth	still	out.	"I	am
glad	you	are	shining	your	teeth."	Ebere	knocked	me	out	of	my	thought	as
she	strode	 in,	 I	walked	up	 to	her	and	hugged	her	a	moment	 longer.	 "It
was	just	a	memory."	"I	am	sure	it	was	a	happy	one."	She	said	as	she	sat
down.	 "You	want	 to	 talk	 about	 it?"	 "The	 day	 I	met	 Ade."	 I	 said	with	 all
smiles.	"I	have	heard	it	more	than	a	million	time,	I	will	pass	today,	Thank
you."	 "Oge,	what	 is	 the	 problem"	 her	 voice	 taking	 a	 serious	 tone.	 "Did



Ade	do	something	again?"	She	asked	again.	 "That's	 the	problem,	he	 is
doing	 nothing.	 When	 I	 complained	 to	 him	 this	 morning	 that	 he	 has
changed,	he	advised	me	 to	get	a	 job.	Ebere!	Ade	advised	me	 to	get	a
job."	 "See	ehn	Oge,	people	get	 tired	and	sometimes	 it's	not	 their	 fault."
"What	 are	 you	 saying	 Ebere,	 what	 did	 I	 do	 wrong?	 I	 gave	 him	 my
everything,	 I	did	everything	a	wife	should."	 "That's	 the	problem,	you	did
too	much.	Oge,	you	did	 too	much,	you	 loved	with	your	heart	 instead	of
your	 head.	 "I	 don't	 understand	 you,	what	 you	 are	 saying	 doesn't	make
any	sense."	"Calm	down	and	listen	to	me."	"You	see,	this	love	thing	has
different	shades,	you	just	need	to	understand	which	type	you	fall	under.
You	might	just	be	under	a	spell.	There	are	lot	of	things	you'll	let	go	in	the
name	 of	 love	 which	 is	 actually	 your	 own	 personal	 loss,	 if	 you	 are	 not
careful	enough	you	might	even	lose	yourself,	and	that's	even	beside	the
point.	You	dived	in	love	to	much	with	Ade,	forget	the	kind	of	love	you	read
in	novels	or	the	one	in	movies,	love	is	a	cycle	and	on	that	wheel	it's	not
just	 joy	 and	 bliss,	 there's	 pain	 and	 sorrow	 too.	 I	 am	 not	 saying	 you
shouldn't	 explore	with	 the	 one	 you	 love,	 but	 it's	 going	 to	 get	 to	 a	 pace
when	you	should	just	let	it	unfold	by	itself."	"So	it's	my	fault	now?"	"Stop
thinking	 like	 that,	 the	 fault	 is	collective,	 I	am	just	 telling	you	what	 I	 think
because	 I	care	about	you."	 "Ebere,	 I	don't	know	what	 to	do,	 I	 love	Ade
but	it	seems	like	this	love	is	not	enough."	I	couldn't	hold	the	tears	as	I	let
out	my	worries	to	my	best	friend.	"Come	here	girl"	she	said	as	she	took
me	into	her	arms,	"I	will	be	here	for	you."	"I	love	him,	I	want	him,	how	am
I	going	 to	go	by	 it	Ebere?"	 "He	wants	you	 too,	he	 just	has	his	mind	on
something	else	for	now,	I	am	sure."	"The	first	thing	we	need	to	do	now	is
to	think	on	how	to	get	you	a	job."	"A	job?"	"You	need	to	get	your	mind	on
something	else	too	and	stop	complaining	just	as	he	advised.	Ebere	and	I
talked	 for	 another	 hour	 and	 she	 found	 a	 way	 to	 calm	 me	 down,
sometimes	I	wonder	what	I	will	do	if	I	didn't	have	Ebere,	at	that	moment	I
realized	Ade	was	only	human	and	Ebere	was	the	angel	in	my	life,	maybe
later	 she	can	be	human	sometime	 later	but	as	of	 today	she's	an	angel
with	two	wings.



SUICIDE	NOTE

	There's	a	battle	at	the	front	door	of	my	soul,	something	without	a	face
is	 trying	 to	 get	 in,	 it	 has	 no	 shape	nor	 a	 size,	 but	 I	 can	 feel	 its	 desire,
burning	and	raging.	It's	reflecting	emptiness,	but	it's	reflection	makes	my
soul	 feels	 like	 a	 dune.	 There's	 a	 battle,	 I	 don't	 know	 what	 or	 who	 is
fighting	it,	but	I	can	feel	every	cut	and	every	fall,	I	can	feel	the	pain	of	the
fresh	 bruises.	 The	 love	 at	 the	 doorstep	 of	 my	 father's	 house	 is	 not
enough	anymore.	My	father	was	a	special	kind	of	disciplinarian,	he	would
correct	a	wrong	act	just	once	and	set	a	trap	just	in	case	you	choose	not
to	heed	correction.	"Someone	is	always	taking	yogurt	in	the	middle	of	the
night,	 which	 is	 unhealthy,	 whoever	 it	 is	 should	 stop,	 and	 you	 can	 take
water	 instead."	Dad	declared	after	a	hectic	morning	devotion.	Everyone
in	the	house	already	knew	who	it	was,	the	one	thing	I	never	get	tired	of	is
yogurt,	and	the	maim	reason	we	always	had	it	stocked	in	the	fridge	was
because	of	my	love	for	it,	so	when	my	father	instructed	not	to	drink	it	at	a
particular	 time.	 I	 thought	 it	 was	 him	 just	 been	 paranoid	 as	 a	 medical
doctor.	I	wouldn't	think	about	his	warning	when	I	slide	down	the	stairs	to
the	kitchen	to	have	my	dose	of	two	a.m.	yogurt,	morning	came	to	me	in
an	unconscious	state,	I	felt	someone	tugging	at	my	feet	"Bisola,	it's	time
for	devotion,	wake	up,	Daddy	 is	coming	ooo,	you	better	wake	up	now."
My	 younger	 brother	 tried	 to	 no	 avail	 to	 get	me	 out	 of	 bed.	 "She	won't
wake	up,	Pour	a	bowl	of	water	on	her	head	and	you	both	get	down	here."
I	heard	someone	yelled	from	my	dream.	I	could	have	sworn	it	was	raining
until	 the	 flow	ceased	and	my	eyelid	gave	way	 to	 light.	 "I	can't	open	my
eyes,	what	 is	happening?"	 I	 complained	as	we	both	 joined	everyone	 in
the	living	room	for	the	morning	devotion.	"To	teach	you	a	lesson,	I	put	a
pill	in	the	yogurt	last	night.	A	sleeping	pill,	after	this	devotion,	you	will	not
go	 back	 to	 your	 room,	 you	 will	 do	 your	 morning	 chores	 as	 you	 have
always,	if	you	go	by	half	of	the	day	half	conscious,	it	will	be	easy	for	you
to	 stay	 off	 yogurt	 during	 the	 night."	 So	 when	 the	 dreadful	 news	 was
broken	 to	 my	 father,	 he	 didn't	 let	 an	 emotion	 slid	 out	 of	 him,	 I	 was
banished	 into	my	 room	without	any	one	caring.	 "She	was	violated,	 she
was	brutally	raped	and	you	ask	me	not	to	go	near	her,	is	this	the	way	to
bring	 a	 child	 up?	 Is	 it	 her	 fault	 that	 she	 was	 a	 victim?"	 My	 mother
complained	 endlessly	 to	 my	 father	 but	 he	 wouldn't	 move	 a	 finger.



"Olawale,	our	daughter	needs	to	see	a	therapist."	"I	already	arranged	for
that,	 a	 therapist	 would	 come	 in	 to	 see	 her,	 and	 no	 one	 will	 treat	 her
especially	in	this	house,	she	brought	it	over	herself	and	we	are	all	going
to	 leave	her	so	she	can	 feel	 the	pain	and	then	 learn	 from	 it."	Locked	 in
the	 confines	 of	 my	 room	 and	 soaked	 in	 tears,	 I	 heard	 everything	 my
father	 said	 and	 I	 thought	 about	 the	 pain	 I	 have	 felt	 and	 the	 one	 still
coming,	I	am	sure	I	couldn't	handle	it	by	my	self.	I	took	a	pen	and	I	wrote
to	my	 father.	 "There's	 a	 battle	 at	 the	 front	 door	 of	my	 soul,	 Something
without	a	face	is	trying	to	get	in,	it	has	no	shape	nor	a	size,	but	I	can	feel
its	desire,	burning	and	raging.	 It's	 reflecting	emptiness,	but	 its	 reflection
makes	my	soul	 feels	 like	a	dune.	There's	a	battle,	 I	don't	know	what	or
who	is	fighting	it,	but	I	can	feel	every	cut	and	every	fall,	I	can	feel	the	pain
of	 the	 fresh	 bruises.	 The	 love	 in	 my	 father's	 house	 is	 not	 enough
anymore,	and	there's	nothing	else	 to	 live	 for."	Then	I	 let	my	feet	drop.	-
The	End.
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