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Publishewx y St vy

Mystic  Possibilit ies

It was in the hope of mystic possibilities and And like all human endeavours, we know our

unimagined realities that this issu8asbbavas expressions are subject ta biawever we strive
published, and agaih is a major triumphThis to be more humanitarian than objectReople

issue is a victory on many froraad fontsthere should matter in the forecast lobmy economic

are more distinguiesth writers publishednd the days, this imminent Economic Holocaktath
consequences are brilliantly wrought -upie economic narratidoe itprint, electronic or verbal,

And of coursgs alwayshe Emergingutweigh should tirive on the threshold of humanity. To

the Establishetlere atSarahave stay true to our read about etohoeny witboutl d 6 s
creed considerindhow suchecononayfects thavo r | d 0 s

peopled the billions inAsia, the hundreds of
By giving each of our issue themes, we set out tomillions in Africa, the Welitree¢rsaand the main
exhaust these thes) and perhaps proffer new streetersthe children and ¢haduld is a flagrant
perspectives to our readefscourse aftdraving misrepresentation of what it means to tell the story
resonated the obvious. With this Economy issue, of economy.
Sarabas not trying to beThe EconsimiThe
economy, to us, goes beyond a malnourishedWhether our literary experiments cut our
African child as a cover page,-evbusiastic humanistic expectations, we would let you be the
Keynesian dissertations with quick solutions and judge
obvious references and nudkbred bar charts.
Rather, we are taking the humanistic approach atg|. & D. A.
the fraying foundations tfe wor | d & s f i Angudt 2ooga |
grid.
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Beyond Superficial Indices

Orimolade Tros

Tosin attempts a holistic assessment of the real Niggfain to nations like Cambodia. For him the
economyaids popular misconceptions of the statudeyegbopment in  the country highlights the
possibilities of progress in the third world. But as
nly last week on a recent visit to one of on as he ventured into the real life of the
Ofriends in Lagos, | was surprised at t bodian people, he admitted that conclusions
number of new vehicles that now ply Lagbgsed on first impressions could be misleading. The
aspmalt. My last visit to Lagos was about a dec&déne applies to Nigeria, it is so easy to see wealth in
ago and at that time, new cars were just beginningligplay, and pictures of slums or shantytowns are
congest the anls On this occasion, | marveled at th&iped off our memory once one sights gigantic
new development. Indeed one could conclude @léatscrpers at the city centre. There is only one way
the lives of people have improved dramaticadly siigchever lose sight of the gloomy pictures of shattered
1999, the year of my last visit, at least with thipes for development and lost humanity which is by
picture in mind. In truth, a lot has changed sin€&pathizing. We cannot adequately understand the
then, but one would be mistaken to judge economiight of the down trodden merely as bystanders, we
progress through such superficial indices like Hhést enter the world of this people, and experience
number of new vehicles on the roads. As | motegir economy. This is the meaning of empathy.
deesper into the heart of Lagos, | quickly put aside my
unfounded theoretical assumptions. In Mushif)e real people are the ones who feel the heat of
Agege, Alimosho, and other places | visited, | sawahtgiling economyWe must assess economic and
familiar Lagos, the r eppltcalpdevelppment wih tthisepeaple anl minglc o n o r
was confronted by their daily fears, strugmids, Abuja and agos do not adequately reflect the sum
troubles and | now have a better understandingt@fl of Nigerian life. To understand Nigeria we
what underdevelopment means. must evaluate the reality of the over 60% of the
people whose lives are cast in the theatre of absurdity,
| acknowledge the fact that the face of Nigeria hagthe backwaters of development. We must assess
been changing, if only at a slow pace, since 1999thatlives ohundreds of people who live on less than
the impact of these developments on the lives offhe per day and the many that cannot access
Nigerian pegle has fallen far short of populagualitative health care. This is how to understand
expectation. Nigeridi and perhaps anything Nigerian.

In 1999, people had massive expectations overVifien | think of a clear picture of the contradictions

ability of democracy to immediately deliver pubf economic developmehg picture that comes to

goods and engender improved economic wellbginyg,mind is that of the young boys who live in the

but after the first four years of democratic rule, sosh@ntytowns in Rio. From the top of the hills, where

people began to see the obvious, which is t# slums are located, the boys see how the huge

democracy is no magic, at least not the kind we al t h of their country is

practice in Nigeria. l'ifed but behparyakers axcepthihey d | vy
resort to dubious means.

One thing | inferred from the new developments in

Lagos was that the proportion of people in the midiflest societies of the third world reflect arde

class of the Nigerian society esn on the rise; divide. The one frequently trodden is that of the poor

democracy has provided people with the opportumitgsses, the one less travelled is for the higher

to acquire potentials and display artistry. But forcéizens. This scenario is even more gtaifigca,

good grasp of the trajectory of development, we must

look beyond the cosmetic. On a recent visit to the

capital of Cambodirhnom Pdm a friend of mine

lamented that the western countries were being
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where the (mis)appropriation of public wealth is done

with impunity. There are two laws, and two societjes .
JE ertheless, there is always a place of escape from
t

sordid state of our economy. For writers it is time
to start exercising power with responsibility. The
nsibility we owe the common people whose
rts long for development. We must focus on the
mighty, and invariably the masses are real people and the real issues that confront them.

: - t make the economy strong and vibrant and
stakeholderdhey are indeed not part of the societ € mus L

after al |, t h e iThe word that eggli@ov_\{[e& WSt%eot? staed?fglr ﬁdia_t |sdr|ght'and Th
aptly captures their situatiomlienatioriThe reality MaKe! re§%0n5|vet (tJ p;)pu alllr r\l/se S an | F’S'r‘iz' €
is that these people are cut off from the society, alqje must be a state for all. We cannot live these

the state is detached from their daily lives, challen ggplc_a perpetually at_the backwaters of development.
and struggles. When we take a critical look at t gs’talnable economic development means that we

literatures that v@ been churned out of Africa sin ust put thes peoples at the radar of our

independence irrespective of the genre, most if ndf@fffloPmental efforts. For writers, these issues must
have focused on the lives of this people. receive adeq.uate exposure in_our writings, be it
fiction or noffiction. We must write the biography

of our country not as hagiographers, but as men of
conscience who wiglekir pens in the way of the
truth.

in most societies in Africa. The rule of law exists
in form and not in substance. And there is
replication of inequality irvesy facet of human
endeavour. The nature of society seems to su §&
that society is a public franchise of the high

Then and only then would our economy be exposed
into its stark truenesse

Darkened Impression




The Economy of Loss

Damilola Ajayi

Dami reflects on the essence of death and loss, befdréiohe tireturned to London. Perhaps if she had
feeling of loss seems transient. known, she would have said a better-lgg®dclung
harder whilst she hugged him, cried even. But she had

her® been a death in the fam¥pu can tell not known; death playedfast one, like always, not a

from the faces of all present; they seem riigpecter of persons or status.

squashed fruits, and the juice of sorrow teased
down their eyes. Tears of pain, palpable like the ddiyppseother returned home to throw herself exclusively
recently o0l odgedd i n t htemowoinggererother. il was but & ¢hildi Irhad nb e |
pactical joke; per haps ,nkliggnas goAwhatiwas goiogo onp | cannat eevert h a
become eerily true, and that now had even the jesteggnber my late uncle putting money imy
looking down in the mouth. diminutive palm when he visited. My father tells me |
My earliest encounter with death was when it struckvasy bewildered by the amount of tears shed and | was
mot herds heel . She | os tonlyhteoreagerricofollowehis,eldes brashgrdhomerwhen h e
of succesBle was a man of potentials, and at his batieeinffer surfaced.
London, had become a household name. OPrinced, th
his royalty was not English. And he knew that b&agetimes my mother talks about her brother, even
called a prince did not automatically bestow regdiitygh more than twdecades have passed. | remember
upon him. He knew the worth of hard work amdher fondly remembering him; her face suddenly becomes
provided his services in several directions: workidgingted as she recounts events of yesteryears with such

l ess than four |jobs t o praase detils.gHertnemdryirecgls &l the poad timeso u

his young family, six younger siblings and aging pagedtseven the bad, but the anticlimax is always his

smile. untimely death, and then her face creases, a drape of
SOIrow.

It had been two years since he left home, and he had
chosen to return in gch style. He had sent a car BRerhaps my mother is quick to tears. Perhaps, because
boat to precede his arrival. He returned to shig is of the said weaker gender, or she is more in tune
hometown on the four legs of an automobile, a towsitheher emotions, but | have also seen my father cry
had left in sullen sandals. Now he had become a neaaseaThe events, though a demgdebubbles into my
real man. His paunch must have seemed lik&€oaaciousness with fresh effervescence.
ominous sign of his alih. And he had arrived laden
with gifts for all. Whispers filled the air as to his béidigy mother had been sick. An octogenarian, she was
eligible for the throne when the incumbent king joiadahitted in the hospital and like a good son, he had
their ancestors. monitored her progress with land phones; cell phones
were still extravagant luxuries thda even took time
My mother, his immediate younger sister, was ecquillyis job to pay her a visit with his wife at his elder
joyous. Happily married and recentlveted of abr ot her 6s base, several hur
bouncing baby boy, me, she received her brother thehgeturn, they were sure Mama was convalescing. My
austere house she lived in with her lecturer husbanth®theh er had even done Mamads
fed him, her brother, a meal, his favourite, and watched
with consanguineous admiration, how her brofiiat fatefl Sunday evening, my brother and | played
leveled a sumptuous boad pounded yam andatch with a plastic ball outside our house, the last flat
vegetable soup. She reiterates till date that her brgtlaeblock of four flats. An elderly man walked into our
was so welkd that his belt had to sink below Hisdst and asked after our father. We went in and called
abdomen to the borders of his waist. him out. My father, mostly an introveras puzzled by
the visit, especially one from someone we could not
She bade him farewell. But never knew that wadsdastify as one of his friends. But the eagerness of his
final. That the farewell was to leretl and her brothecuriosity took the better of him and he sprung from his
was going to ram into a stationary truck at high speed
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recumbent position, out the house, to meet this stremgemplate tears till a bold phgéapressed the STOP
visitor; we returngd our game. button and he reclined in his seat, his palm cradling his
My father returned soon, but the spring in his stridejoyas as he repressed memories. | can imagine his
broken, he even had his hands on his head, his fagemasies: memories of good times with his late mother,
creased in pain, like a child recently spanked bgehigps his graduation, his marriage, the several
mother with her slippers. He took time to jam his &measions filled withldales of joy, the kind of bubbles
into the floor, ondeg after the other as he sdmirst by shutters of cameras, burst in an attempt to
something in our di al e captyre treern aseevelgreengmages kfelt guilty, saving! |
comprehend till date. He walked into the house inttarsought t o fore the mands
his initial sobs had morphed into full grade tearsow a decade after, | watch him refer to his mother in
watched my father sitting on the floor of his spaltaimg memory, there are no tears and | wonder, where
living room, his legs spread out as he mourned the idelith pain? Where is that pain? Perhaps bled away as
of his mother, Mama. tears, by the Leech called Sorrow. The tears that were
shed with such reckless abandon at the graveside as we
My three siblings a nd returned Mdamh t eadth. It wasrow apsbaaced tot o |
mummy and daddy in their lachrymose states. Weeatige of earlier memories. And | safely concluded that
shed quality tears that evening and forfeited our usutie realms of death, very contrary to Jumoke
Sunday deli. Even thstlaf us, barely three years, knswe r i ssi mods ver se, 0OTi me h
how to be quiet. We sat around the settee in a halfrovalt h e r Pain hasnot changed
our pain couched on the seats of our hearts. Thehpippened t o nThe Parmhae bheers 6 p ¢
was palpable; it was obvious from our blank staresaaftardown by the salts of loss in the washing of
we had brought out the family photo albums and dsititk, the ebb and flow of sorrow. It had preserved
into the many pictures of the woman who had actefleaurt in the recesses of their memories and had
nannies to all her grandchildren. Even sympathizerse@l#d it hermetically. It had economized their loss.
caotenants, had been roused by our incessant cries that

had | asted, as they s aMdéte rechnfyywas gy owh frsthhnikldhce sitho f  a
corporal punishment. They haatbd themselves forahe at hos grisly grip. 't wa
uncomfortable task of intervening between a respofigibleompleted my first M.B examinations, reputed as
father and his errant son, but had met both in te&s,of the most difficult exams ever. We were awaiting
over the death of a family matriarch. They seew@&@ts at home and | had become a fish farmer in the
amused. They even tried to laugh. But they knew itidégntime.
no joke, we werergus in our pain.

So that morngp just as | began to throw food pellets
A week or so later, my father attended a meefifg the ponds, my thoughts went to my friend, Deji.
upstate with his older siblings to discuss bwigl was also my classmate; we had prepared and
arrangements. | had been rummaging through vfigen exams. Deji had plunged himself totally into the
house and had found some old cassettes of my dr#igs, knowing fully well that this was his last chance
which | was eager to show him omettisn. He held at making his grades good. Hiscourses had been
the cassette with ani maetigel and teth&rgéngé o, far &itoplt ofBHisusuXl
My deaalbum. We slot it into the deck of our multrequent business trips to focus on his exams.
purpose rechargeable lamp and soon, the opening
symphonies of Sunnyds pdjwasa BuBiiess m&hatki he fa®his owh adtomebile
the air. My father swayed a hi¢ even mimed a fewealership, travelling to neighboring cosntti
lines, listening like a true music lover, smiling thropgithase firgirade fairbused cars for a good fee. He
the whole experience. | felt like a good son, my keatlbusiness baok&/arren Buffet, Adam Smith, Bill
swelled a little, it felt soothing especially after @ajtes, Donald Trump and the fikesid he applied the

spanking the previous night. snippets he ripped from those pages into practical
Side B was a full track that extolleel virtue of a pusiness actions which paid off hliméss. He was a
mot her and | wat ched figtschildmand if i wds i€ fathe$ | weull ihaue ibeend

countenance fell, dying a slow, painful death: eftiedingly proud of him.
crowfeet at his lip first, his dgified dimple next, then
his forehead acquired a crowfeet. | watched him
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So | remembered that weHehawansdtbsmpio&k@dnonnAarwhi Ifeo

was quick to dial his number. His voice came threagler deattolling call, if someone had informed him

above a raucous environment. There was buad oflb o u t Deji ds burial, | wo u

music in the background and also louderaking joke, albeit, one in extremely bad taste. hitieghat

voices. The details of our conversation are a blur. gawed in my heart was surmounted by disbelief. The

remembered asking him about when our results wereddility of it all | still question. That someone that

be released, for he was still in school. His father wbitkedtto existed was no more and whatever was left of

on our campus so school washbime. He saidhim had been hidden under the earth. | found it surreal.

something about it being released later that day. | found my tears on thday of hiscandlelight
procession.

That put some pressure on me. Although | expected the

best, angst sat on my throat and every phone Sgigol resumed a month afterwards and life resumed.

surged adrenaline into my blood pipes. At about nobty, alassmates paicb@eminutesilence and it felt as

call came through. Just as dpared to pick it up, itfleeting and routine as a one night stand. | even found

died. A o6flashd fr om a rihattmy pam was recedimy, | wds auspsserhthateven lhis k

results were out and | called Deji to get firsthfatber had resumed at the office. Whatever of my

information about my results. Deji said he was in tewmgtions | mustered into a poem. And still after | had

tidying up some business deals and he would callritten the poem, | felt like | had sponged out more of

back with newsf my result. it.

Later that evening, he called to congratulate me,Aapelhas passed and | sometimes remember my friend,
when | inquired about his results, he said he had aimegitving memory. | remembere@ thunny way he
| was happy for him, knowing his efforts were fruitfutalled me with an altered intonation. The way he
walked with a spring, sporting a particular white- short
The next morning | got the shock of my life. A eieved shirt and leather sandals. | remember his
came through sag Deji was dead. | was perplexedistuteness adasinessmamnd his bargaining prowess.
stared at my phone, he was my last dialed numbeAddsit smile, for time has happd to my pain. Though
missed call, last received call. And that he was deald® @uawing hurt of the pain has dulled, we still carry
| tried his number. Your guess is as good as mittliee Kcars in our hearts, but Time has reserved the good
didnot go through. Diest imentoriesl TimeéwaﬂlalboWapmbhednbouréej i, t
child of his parents, a Dodimbe.

Quote

Poverty has a home infAfikeaa quiet second skin. It may be the
onearth where it is worn with unconscious dignity.

Bessie Head1937- 1986)
South Africamriter.
Tales of Tenderness and Power
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Counting Beans

Ayobami Adebayo

at least up to that point in it. Words weref ou mean?06 the fist descen
spilling up my throat, crashing into my mouth. bbrother stirred beside me on the mat.
could not speak them for they would earn me a slapo | dondt waabado Itatyhevi .t
from Mama. So | waited, listening to Mama and go to Aunty Caro, she is rich and she will pay for
Baba argue my fate. my WAEC. Babads brother cat
0 S h e t lmeawithnyour people, Caro needs herhey dondt have money. Even
more, she should go t o intairhoude, me |l am not going there o. | will stay
Mamads had a bar it onelerevibit is their planggao bay Hshauld @o to.tl h a n
Babaods, when she spokecanhad gohandnrbe suffdrimy owhave i ead suffeeed v a i
attempt to soften her voice, a constant apology. enough here? Me, I am not g
OWhy not with my piegopwoer?d sMys pbirloltende routs omMi | the qui
and ready to take her. She is my daughter, and asrtite air. Ladepo sat up, | did not move my head as
father, she should stay with my people, those areMiarma 6 s h a n d hekleitticgeny jdve d, t he
people. 6 Baba always spokheei nyoas sihmsidne? Whougchal\

Itwasoneohbmosttryingmomentsofmylife, oWhat did you mean? You th

were al/l deaf , or per dapeud i ocno?nét eHsetr wioti lt e Mh end 0
voice.
OEhnN. Car o needmsaybathat hi lldid noaspealuto Mama ferra week after the slap

will help her situation, you know they say if a barrdrat earned me at least four more each night before |
woman has children around her she might concement to sleep. They were given half heartelly

Caro really needs Ajoke, besides my people aremiagtier of duty, a form of security so that in future,
people too, a chil d cwahemldidnotfina & lrusband (Whizh Mama was surd a mi

without having a mothetdwotbhnby. 6t he way | was g
OYuor sister®s bar enes sheitried herdbest tmlpringf neemap well. &@wery Imighs i n e .

This is my child, she bears my name and sheisgeihge s ai d t he s a me&stubbbrh?n g, oV

to my brother. Besides, Ajoke is almost old enoughtdding malice with me, your mother? What has

go to her husband6s hoearsteer esdhei nitso nyootu ?a Whioi Iwd .| | W

your sister needs are small children, vety sntah eEach dight | did not answer.

Babads voice grew | ouder as he spoke.

o0Baba Ajoke, t hi nk aBunty Caroicame o Visitalgieg, my goll war Wwith o w
things are not easy, besides Lamide is already Mama, she was sitting in one of our two tattered

your brot her, | donodot cushionnckairswetn | sam® home fromeschdol. AR n ot h
child to him, things are not so easy for them too ymelt down to greet her and mumbled something to
knowo Mama. Aunty Caro was wearing purple lace iro and

0Things are not e a s y bulbapher fair lskénnsfone Winoagh thed hles yinothe
mean?0 Baba was on hi smatérialeMama wasowearingiafiaged ankaeawrapgder ma
who sat quietly staring at his trousers, not looking tigd across her chest.
at hi m. 0That my famil yoWhast wkrientdc hefd? st spitchagr evinta
you are saying?é asked me.

| sat on the mat with words crashingirmoously | stood up and said nothing.
into my mouth and watched as Baba paced theroond So now you want to behav
screaming his anger out. There was little roombiecause Caro is here? You are kneeling down, when
pace; our home was a single room that had bgea have not greeted me or even spoken to me in a
partitioned into a room and parlour with plywood. we e k ? 6

oBaba Adeol a, | did nodAwmmtay mit,atnhaut 2db@nit n Meemd a
whined when Baba came back to stand in frontledning forward in her chair.
her, punching his fist in the air above her head. OWhy woul d | Il ie? Caro wh

not Ajoke standing before you? If | wanted to lie |

August 2009 wwwsarabamag .com



would say my witness is in heaven. Is this not Ajekant to go and be suffering. | want to go takdho
standing before your eyes? Ask her, askhehiéss want to do WAEC. See Lamide now, she should have
not been behaving as if it was not my breast slome her WAEC. That was why Baba sent her to his

suckl ed. For the past bornoet hveere k sCeaer os!'tdi | S h eh absenadtt e
chest and continued, 0 Menylonvear ircniyigripdgivingavay for myt nails wo k e n
word to me. o dig into my palm.

0These chil en, t hes &urcthy | @ a e dipsspréssesirdagetlaeccady s 6
Aunty Caro t ned yoar thaugheshe hagl beéenYfarced tcheatasontething sour.
mother just now, why are you behaving like tha¥® words were followed by a heavy silence, a silence

d
u

Dondt you know it i s aheawyhwith ohy weoidd, vords ehat lcanenetized oua i n i
that behaves like that? | know my sister trainedypw ver t vy, my mother&s shame
well , Aunty mi is not Bkhvagseeen thexre butdvhich myherohid carefully

Mama clapped her hands together at Aunity a rag of lies before her affluent sister. We all knew
Carobs vindication. Aunty Caro saw through the lies, we knew through

orhank you, someone from outside will thinkthe foodstuff she always brougtunt y mi , add

am not trying. | am trying Caro but this one, shets your store, somebody brought it to the house you know it i
stubborn. And what did | do? It was her uniform; shigt me and rhyu s b awedkéedv through the

was tearing the slit at the back o, showing the boyarifounts she left when she visited just before school
her school her thighs, my daughter Caro. Wag esumed foUsa hnkiws tteo mbuoy
sipposed to keep quiet? No, when am notabath gry wi t h me Hlemaneysvwas it
mother. Me | am not a alvasé endughttd gay the SHLE fedsfa? th& nel e r

head and sl apped her cfrens Sl Mérdahsitdaton ofhtleingsl ®emath&lo |t
my daughter to sow back the skirt O! Since then, @y ap p e d carefully i n Ma ma

child has not spoken a single word to me O! Not@nstructed lies.
singlewor d. 0 oLeave us Ajoke, go out si
OAunty mi, these chi kigihgeimentp 4t theglound gsaf ghe was Ashambdy
Caro bent her head to a side and drew out #fesomething. | went outside, wiping tears off my
nowadaysjauuuuadaaaaaysso d wi | | hehdeksva®d hdi nyoMamads eyes.
Ajoke oyakneel down and beg you mother, kneel
downoé Aunty Caro waited until Baba returned scratching
| knew the script; | had acted in this play marhis body with a cutlass. He was in an ankara trouser
timesover, with two adults playing judge and jurgind a Tshirt with a faded smiley face that he wore to
with only their version of events. My role was Wrk everyday. Work was cutting grass in overgrown
kneel down, apol ogi se,conpaundsib gifferéndisaottheicityeH did noth ad n 6t
committed and leave them glorying in their sensenairk everyday. But every day, Baba rose up like the
justice. | clutched the nylon bag that | kept myun and went out with his cutlass.
school bde in and decided to change the plot. When he returned that day, Mama and Aunty
| knelt down, breathed deeply selecting n@aro staged a drama. One they must have rehearsed
opening lines, something that would shock them ifit@ when | was sent outside. Aunty Caro refused to
silence, something a child must not say to its mothie back to her seat after she greeted Baba. She

S
S

not even to an adult. remained on her knees and started her plea
immediately.
0OAunty Car o, Mama hes |IoyOuwrg.f adttheirs, nlothaavbeo ud rteq

skirt, that one happened long ago. Aunty, we hauee, but | know you can help me. | have already

been suffering in this house, things are not easy aspdken to my sister but she said we cannot barb your
Baba and Mama cannot cater for us, they h&ead while you are not there. So, | waited till you
decided that we will go and live else where, all Hzgne back. You know my condition that | am still
children, only the boys will stay at homes It geeking the face of God for a child. My husband is
because of you Aunty that | have been fightiagvays away, | am always alone in the house. | need
Maami, yes. Baba wants me to stay with his broth#yimeone to keep me company. They say thinking too

they are suffering too, really suffering. Me | wantriud, it causes overwhelming tears and you see even
come and | ive with yout hfeundtoyct®@arso,s apyl ad&sd. dlonden
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find it easy to get pregnant. | want to beg you, ot the market during the prayers. When we came
father | want to beg you, please release Ajokebiack, the pastor was gonant& was eating fruits
me, let her come and stay with me for novasit leand smiling to herself. | was happy to see a smile in

unt il God answers me. Relr faca rethe firgt tinre infawdelh e r . 6

0Sit down Caro. o BabaoHkaeaw dwawa tihreg phagerhahuwnt y ?
towards the chair. OFine Ajoke, I saw a Vi si
ONo, our father | et mdo. The mastor tonfikmed whhatil shoutd do. Thank
Baba was quiet. ol c aGodfortme Aigkavéhaek , God kdhow | a
of fending you but she caMadamgse.ayNamak eBayboau fod e
his armscross his chest. roomé6 Sadist said poking he
OoOur father, have mercyHaa mbhe pasteeeletth?Pédéd chi
issue, it is giving me problems. Please remembed He j ust comot now now. 0
that, pl ease think of tHatwedht to Auntyods room; S

It went back and forth, Aunty Caro alwaybed and rubbing her stomach with both hands this
steering her argument back to her childlessnesdinie. It was a week after the end of the fast, the
the end, | thik it was that what made it easy fopastor had shown up a few minutes earlier holding a
Baami to swall ow. Auntnewhtotem.ods const ant reminder ¢
of her childlessness served as slippery okra stewSi t besi de me Ajoked she
helping the hard morsel of inadequacy smoothlyl sat with her. Aunty went on her knees before me
down Babads throat so hreplacedunergalnmsomn eitttehsidé & me. h gasped.

and kneltimmediately as an unnamed fear gripped

It was Sadiat, Auntyar 0 6 s h o u s e nieellngticedvthem that sHe dhad been crying, silent
me about t he miscarr i daare streamdd dotvraheér fatee en  a't Aunt yo:
place for a month when we had this conversation.d0 Aunt vy, what i s wrong, p
Aunt y Cain-lanvdhad justief. e had coméouched her cheek and tried to wipe her tears away
to inform Aunty Caro in a loud voice that carridult she jerked back her head.
over into the kitchen, wket was working with 0Sit Adowrd Her voice was ¢
Sadiat, that her brother would be marrying anottdid not match the tearful face before me.
wife by the end of the year if Aunty Caro did not bearl shook my head OAunty vyo
a child by then. It was already August. Aunty Caroh at way o0
withdrew to her room for the rest of the day. That She slapped me then, so hard that | felt the pin of
was when Sadia told me altloe miscarriages that my earing jab firmly into my skin. | sat on the bed
Aunty Caro had experienced. Five in all the eig¥ith my mouthagape, the cold air from the air
years that Sadiat had been the house help. At hooralitioner wafteishito my mouth. | listened as my
we had always thought Aunty Caro had never beent pleaded with me to stop eating her pregnancies,
pregnant. | knew for sure that my mother was niat forgive her sins and allow her to have one child,
aware that her sister had everceiosed. Mama just one child.
al ways divulged all aboudtAjrouknet,y pClaggaosbes chn fl @dd £,5sc
after any of Aunty Car chase mevoutofiny busbanddMousd, lebeghourintthe Ca
expensive perfume lingered in our dingy homea me of God. 0
Ma ma moaned about her olundmrrnathad ewi sicht ednddondt
bareness. 0Chi | dr e nhowa reven esadatr that hold nnge, youn ad neser temm
much money you have, no matter how mughr egnant . 6 | l ooked into A
money. 6 Mama woul d sayinsamtyami ni ng the provisions
Aunty Caro had brought. 0Aj oke, forgi vachideleasend | et

| beg you. It was you, you | saw in the vision. You

The pastor came every evening for the next severe counting beans throwing them away. You
days, splashing olive oil on the walls of every rooroaunted five already, there are only two remaining in
the house. Aunty Caro ate nothimthe seven days. the bowl, please stop counting my beans. Let me

She took only water and could hardly standuponthave the two | eft. ¢
final day. | and Sadiat were not allowed to join the
prayers on the |l ast day of Auntyds fast. Aunty se
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| bit the inside of mgheek so | could wake upwhipping me for a long while, | screamed, pleaded
from what | was sure was either a joke or a dreammnd cursed until | was hoarse, yet she went on as |
did not wake up. rolled around thiged. The band that held the broom
She placed her head between my ldggether must have snapped, | felt broomsticks
continued to weep. She blew her nose with my deesdter all over the bed. Aunty stopped whipping me

and stood up. and started picking the broomsticks. | knew she
oOYou this witch, I h awoeld nbt eagng &ftdr mg witbout ghe lmroom. Bnoomk a v e

ref uSsheeddscr eamed 0 God iwere anspeciahiveaporemnass for belateng witghes.ul

have refused. ¢ ran into the adjoining bathroom and locked the door.

She turned to lock the door to her room, andthen t ur ned on both taps to dr
opened her wardrobe to produce a broom andoald not sit, my body ached all over. My dress was

threepronged whip. tattered and bloodied in different places. | licked a
oPastor gave me t hes edropypfdloodémamny fiygerul wandered if unomn f e s s

You wi |l confess this babidsaagteddike the blood, like licking cold stainless
OAug | am not a wit c hsteél. At that cnoneesat,nm ehad aabsrnirtg desirewtdn i p

and broom crashed into my body from opposlimow.e
angles, | fell back onto the bed. She went on

Double Affair

Emmanuel Iduma

My neighbour said he sat on a rainbow with a rif
his firger and the world under his feet, while he in
me to talk with him later. | was amused by

especially by how his face contorted when he sp
though he was saying something very serious. Bu
more amused when $&&id hehad been marriedrf
about a year, and this fact contrasted with the pi
on his face, t he Kkind

kind of man one meets and who divulges his life |
immediately. And to say the least, he appeared di
from me, with his loquaciousuth. When | moveq
here, | sought secrecy; somewhere to tuck m
forget the past, move on. Having an oppisite
neighbor that told me everything about himself ir]
nightmade me feel uncomfortable, and suspicious

—>

August 2009 wwwsarabamag .com



=

We were sitting outside the house on low stoolsd Ye s, she is going to have
There was an equally low table, and his wife wa&l and raised his handshasdvife slapped it with

beside him. She was reading a book with the ligktberant gusto, they acted like two teenagers. They

from a lantern and | was somewhat concerned thegmed happy, and as | thought then, too young.

she seemed to be laboring herself. But he seemed ndtCongr at ul ati ons. 6 | gul pe
to mind, he kept talking and talking about himselfhe gas choked me and | spat out.

and | could not remember what he said for he talkedd Sor ry, 6 he put hi ss hands
too fast and | was not entirely interested. But whangry because he already seemed too familiar and

he began to boast about having the world under ¢osdial with me, disrespectful even. | knew there

feet, especially because he wore this ring onwdee many years between us, perhaps ten years or
finger, she stopped reading the book and lookednate. So | stood up and walked back to my section of

me. the house, saying nothing, though | heard his wife
OWel come to the housa¥f Ohisnne O0dMhiad, hapdendodk eWhy
behind her, at the house. The next morning | kept a straight face when he
0Thanks. 0 greeted me and | did not look at his face.
OWhere did you 1| i ve beBuwhenlmnetumeddhat evening, there were two
oLagos. 6 | said. low stools, the one we used the evening before, and

oLagos! o her h us b an dhe was sitting anu ekihg a sdft @rinks | eoféerac a
distracted, only saying what he said to make hgdlo and as | was unlocking my door, | heard him

believe he was still part of our conversation. say, ol t ook my wi f e t o
oYou | eft L ag ovdfedsked. ¢ o @rdinatilye Irweuld dot hvesdeen touched, given my
oOYes. O resolve to keep to myself, but this was a different
OWhy?0 circumstance. His wifesy@egnant and the hospital
0l got a teaching | obwak eerydar avay, about ten kilometers. So | turned
It was at this time that | sipped the Coke they hadd walked to where he could see me, and | asked,

given me. OWhen?6
He had come to me that morning and askedifwed Thi s afternoon. She start

could talk | ater, i n tahned dv gnuiesg,edogéeét waes Ikalaovure

ot her . 6 I accept edlosdste cdaWheat tthiedg twheerye smy at t he

neighbours. The house was a single flat, dividedinté6 | t s not yet due. But t h

two sections, theirs on the left and mine ontherighti 1 | t he baby is due. About

| had a parlour and two rooms and | guess they had saw how young he was in his eyes, and | sighed,
the same too. My younger sister had found the harse sat on one of the low stools.
for me; she lived in the neighagitiown, about five He said, o0l dond6ét want her
kilometers away. So that evening he came and remembered my wife, so | stood up and went
knocked on my door, and | opened, and he led im&de. While unlocking the door, | felt a tear wriggle
outside where | saw three low stools and two Cdeen my face and my hand quivered and |
bottles. His wife did not have any. remembered | had told my sister the same thing he
oMy wife is a teachmdsathboaod.olmdt want her to die.
OWher e ar e shemskedt e a ¢ h iThe gextéevening he said the same thing to me;

0l zzi Boys Hi gh Sc hthad he did not want his wife te. Because |
00h. Thatds wher e | wantedacdssudge lus. féars, | sat with him outside,
0Good. 6 | said. on the low stool. But | also did not want him to

0l dm surprised t he yremimdmpelalmoytenywifey ou asked Hinewhdt wark

saying the Depression thing is getting to themhé did.

dondt know how schools are wbdrflectiend b¥peDeplraermntsd toinc
s

I ai d, oeNPyinciphh ladlddimiveas Hdl | i day . 6
tired of the city. The money is not what brought | had heard about the plardatiowned by the
me. 0 white man, how large it was, and how he had many
It seemed she did not listen to what | said, becayseng people in his employ.
she replied, o0l am on matlerhreiatry tlheawdé.s6 a big agr.i
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OEh?6 She said some minutes | ate
| thought he did not understand but sooheds been asking after you
afterwards he said, OMr OWHat |l dddyybal kedl tbi m36 1t o
He used thatvord. Depression. He said we should 61 s ai a@r ¢g¢.oulde esdai d hedd vi
pray that it shoul d go dfelbetrayed. | could have hit her face with my
| liked the sound of his voice, and it was gettibgckhand. But she had just stopped crying and it

dark and there was no lantern, so it seemedthe ul d be wunfair. Chi ke was
silence that descended after he spoke Wasd stayed with me after m
appropriate. mor ni ng h ehbow bad imlakthaasheomvas
OYou know how to pray®eét with me again. He al wa
oYestolchbarch. ¢ worry, youodl | be fine. o6 T
oOYoudll wait to go t obecabse allani lifeol ékEdota keep yoanyselfp to avgid? 6

ONo, 6 he said and he anghing lthetdvould make my life intersect with
But | felt discouraged, he did not seem to knamhers.
much, and it was one of the things | missed from thed | need pYroiuvagco about telll
city | lived before | came here. | remembered Idmg r e ? 6
hours of arguent with my friends and sometimes 6 Why ? 6
my wife. | stood up, bade him good night and 6 Why what ?6
walked inside. OWhy do you need privacy?6é6
OPl ease shut wup. o6
The next day was Sunday. My younger sister came dnwalked out of the parlour when | said this. The
a commercial motoycle. Cars were a luxury at thalow stools were out and it amused me how small
time and even in Lagos where | lived, there were tléwgs could easily become a ritual. My neighbour
cars, reserved for top government officials and weas sitting already and his eyes were fixed on
nouveaux riches. Going by how modern everythsmgnething | did not see.

was becoming, | knew it was only a matter of tmed Hel | o, 6 | sai d and sat.
before cars became duplicitous. But there wer@ Hel | o, 6 he sai d, in a dis
commercial motorcyclists, and they made goodd Howds your wife.

money from theitrade. My sister looked beautiful, 6 Sheds getting on She spe
with her hair packed in braids and few tressescam@ How ar e you? |t is diff

down like a lock an Egyptian prince would hasmled.

worn. After the motorcyclist had left and we were ind Yes . 6 He hesitated befor
t he parl our , [ asked, sadkw@lst ©Oda9 66 She shook her
head, andtriedtmh ange t he s ubj elcsaw agas aowiyougg,he viat wherkhe scratched

at how empty this parlour looks. Boredom must bis head and left his hands on his head, as though he

killing you. 66 needed it to support the weight of what he thought.
OAnswer the question | okhdkedoyowy.®d® My i mploring
stare burned. But he saiarr ioeSh? y oudr e m
| knew my voice had changed and she couldhavé No, 6 and | ooking at him |
easily remembered when | slapped her some yeemgd me, so | turned and it was my sister. | told
back. She had worn a gown that did not fully covei m, f eel i ng somewhat relie
her breasts. It was my sister who outstretched her hand and he
ol 6ve |l eft him.o took it. When | thought he had held it toad, |
OWhy?6 said to her, OHeds my neigh

ol caught him with a $he sat and they hatked lalmat khenaselvest She h e
window. The curtains were drawn, and in bettadked about how she loved to knit and how she
circumstances | would have commented about ¢besidered starting a business soon, and he talked
fading sun. | said nothingdk to her and | saw that about his work at the plantation, how interesting it
she had started crying. had been, how af it was that he had been sacked.

oltds fine. You can sl diénot lidiea to ¢henadeeply lnecagse lawas feeling  w a
to. 6 Her sobs subsi deditwas notright for two people who had just met to

talk as though they had been friends for long. |
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started listening when she asked him about work andpicion was confirmed when his door opened and

he said he Hdeen sacked. she came out laughingaftdy. He was behind her
0l dm sorry to hear t haadtl waslisa sbrpriset.H thinkDtenpst leagesshoam , 6
sister said. because my sister said, ol

OEverybody is sayi ng wifblnited.éThely are verg leeaudfd, arad hvgould/try
oPeopl e ar e getting tmokei tuneampel dyeed.6 |t ds

everywhere. 6 00kay, 6 | sai d, my hand s
After she had spoken, | remembered that everhamde.
Lagos there had been a pratesvorkers in the civil 0l ke is a funny man, 6 she

service. Many had been retrenched, and those Bttt of them giggled and | saw that they were

were retained organized adeivn protest: they nervous. What nagged my head was why they would
came to work but did not do anything, only redsk nervous, especially around me. But | said nothing
newspapers in the cafeterias. | had been amasebwent inside my house. When my sister came she
reading it in the newspaper, it Is@@med surreal. justsat down beside me in the parlour and neither of

But now, it seemed to have taken more life. us said anything. She went and drew the curtain open
OWe deserve to wor k. ddtheadarknasg was talleadyp fprsninca Frem wheré  t
way they used to be, our world has changed. He sajse st ood she sai d, ol ke sa

we are going to pr ot es talytitweulditake plasetnextveeekd-ridaysdite

Neither of us said anything and the silence did Batla would be talking about the unemployment
und good. So | said, tdordel 6ddhét okhgwtWwhyg oéhcw
are you going to take baferef tywewmr |wihfaed? 6not knowr

OWhat 26 He had not h ewas lke. Idid not reply.

Before | had the chance to ask the question again,
my sister said, 0So, y dohe dallyavasnhald im anepkn field, not too far away

oYes. O from the house, and Indecause | did not want to

I added, 0Sheds apr &g nappsda.imthAttire, fash though d $adi sbome grudge
this for no good reason, just to say somethiagainst Ike because of my sister. There was a very
perhaps because the thought of how firm he hadje crowd by the time | arrived; it was so surprising
gripped my sister ds ha that there was that chumimer of mmemmoyed people.

My sister sai d, 0 | t 0 Bala gvas aldeady talkingddhe veak a dtine, mimosto  t h e
hospital. Thereds a negaunpmah,idresged inla tashiorehe mustyhavevseemann  t
giveshirth at the hospital is paid. And they say theebook. | stood at the back and could only hear him if
money is big. They st atdtraimkd inyaeart Bumlocould lgathier that he was

OWhat 26 we both bl ur ttalking about how everyone had a right to be

0OYes. ltds true. T h e erhpiogeg, iDepaeksionwa réihece | toald banelg our ag
people to come there for child delivery. The hosplitad a r |, I filled my mind wit
is safer, more women die during traditidelivery Bala. It was said he had been the personal assistant to
at home. 6 She added, 0 NnarkdhAziwwe scarried bisipertfotioneeeyywhpra ied h i
wife after she gave birth. They used the moneywent, scheduled appointments, and did anything the
start a business, and man reqeestgdo $Sonngakaikeve ypecame [Ptimed

His eyes seemed to pop out of their sockets, aMinister Bala requested to return to his hometown
could see that he was excited. He askedstery sand start a business. This wish was granted by a
several questions about the hospital and the trutthesditant Azikiwe, who gave him a lump sum of
what she said. | felt tired so | went inside my hous®ney and goodwill, and Bala set off. He used the
While | was turning the knob of my door, | heard Ikeamp sum to start a small business o§pmating
say, oMy wife knits duarm proglucentethe city, mrad mafeer his busireess begamd s
has knitted a lot of things. You sHaedme tomy t o fl ouri sh, he became M
house and see them. 6 transporter and transported

from the plantation to the city. But now it seemed
| returned late from school the next day and whidee i ng Mr . Hal | i daytdsop chi ef
trying to open my door him fromtdrganizopdn tallies; hé baal raldvaysnipeens i s t
Voi ce comi ng from my enmpathicgabdotahe plits of theopeaple, .and dingn

August 2009 wwwsarabamag .com



wi fe?bd

his affiliation to Nnamdi Azikiwe, this was not 0 Howds your
strange. OFi ne. |l candét wait for he

Soon | was bored and | started to walk away.0 Wheno6és the protest?d6 Mari
Someone touched me from behind. | turne@sit vBala decided in the rally that hédrd be a pr ot

Ike and he was with my sister. against the unjust retrenchment, especially by Mr.
oMaria, 6 | cal |l ed h e rHallday foace Wwherr shd wantef bseto havena bettedd  a n
|l ke said, oO0OYoudr e | eav rapportaferthat night she had overstayed with Ike).
oYes. | see youdre enjoWNerRy weeksél f. o6
0OYes. Bala is a very gbodoodfat&now why, but | sa

All the while Maria had her eyes away from mime. left.
| nodded, looked at Kia and kept walking, my 0 So 6wshatour pl an with my si
head was straight and | did not look back at them. He laughed. | could have pulled out his teeth, one

When it was late at night, about 11p.m., | werlty one, but | abandoned the thought after he closed

and knocked on | keds dbisomouth. | banged it har d, beca
| had been waiting for Maria in my parlour and | 0 | canodt wai t for my wi f e
dozed off there. | guesseglythad come in while | money comes, | would be better off, you know. |

was asleep, and even though it was already lattave nojobnownd it ds really bad f

could not bear the thought of having her sleep oveHe laughed again and that thought to eviscerate
in his house. | kept banging the door until Ike carhien of his denture slowly swept over me again. |
out, haknaked. Lurid images travelled through myalked inside with silent fury whilst he cackled.
head, and | remembered tliess Maria had worn
when | slapped her. | did not see Ike until the week of the protest. On the
OWhereds Maria?06 | asdaplefore,il oame band met Maria sniveling in
He was | ooking at t hehepdrlauo Whenvdhe saw mes hes sobbidg starbe® h e 0
i nsi de. Sheds sl eepi ngand wHen Icsatibésidle Hera shecwalsgi withodt i m, | a
my fist into his face until he bled profusely, butcbntrol. I calmed her and, in between sobs, she
heard Mar i amnsediatety,ibehind hém, mostt €éd out , 0l d&dm pregnant .
she sai d, 0l d6m here. o Somewkeinnhg ovtur med bbhanded sl
backward and | was soon in my room, on my Hdeghgingit until | saw the wriggling padlock, indeed
where | thrashed about until | eventually slept.  the door was locked. Maria was standing when |
came in and | just said, 0
For several days | did not see Ike and in those dagsalk € money . O
did not speak to Maria about higathered she was  The next morning while | ate breakfast she said,

lonely, given her problem with Obi, yet to date@l 6 m travelling back today.
married man beat my imagination, and did not seemd Why ? 6

decent to me. It did not seem decent, also, that hed | d on @&t know

was having an affair with my sister, behind hisAf t er a while | said, o0Don

pregnant, hospitalized wife. An axffair was not spent a lot of time during the night thinking, what

fair on a pregnant wife. Maria was not married sbould be the best for her, what would take the

Obi, only lived with him on weekends whicehame away of having a child for a married man.
sometimes stretched to weekdays, and | wa® | know, 6 s hlwerecleaaluthey her e
comfortable with her decision to leave him. Weadbagsunderneath.

hardly spoke after she stayed in his house late, andTlhen | remembered my wife. | said to Maria,

felt bad that we were not younger, for | could hawve¥ ou ar e al | | have now. Cc
slapped her. She had grown, and now commartddde baby away. 0
my respect.

One day, | met Ike outside when | was returnimdiguredthe protest did not go well. The next day |
from school and there was a single stool. He stoodvap sitting on one of the low stools and lke was
when I came near hi m ranmnird tovea@s thie heudthékkewas aodirte piede of A
feeling of superiority came over me, as | wantdothtied aroundhiswristand | imagined there was
appear mature in spite of what | suspected he llicbd underneath. He panted as he ran into the
with my sister. house and | was so confused I forgot all the bad plans
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I had for him. His door made a shutting noise almostd Ye s . 6

immediately. ONo. They sary wdhmb.h&das | ost
While | slept, | dreamt Maria died and bloodied | felt guilty as | had felt when my wife had a
babies, like morticians, mobbed her corpse. complication while giving birth and died with the

baby. This fuelled the reason why | left the city,
The next morning, even before | ate breakfastesipecially because | was receiving a lot of pity, and |
heard a knock on my door. When | opened them not a mathat loves pity. And | thouglcoming
were two men wearing a khaki uniform and | wasthis place would heal me, make me forget my wife,

scared. remove me from pity. Now it seemed the pity had
0Ar e yoeoftheémaskeéd. on been transferred to Maria, hers would come in
ONo. 6 torrents, a woman without a womb.
oltdés a lie.o OWherebds she?0
ONo. 6 | pointed to theAttthee hdoosopri.t ad Thatds his
house. 0 He had brought a motorcyclavds surprised he

They went and | could hear them vandalize as here, not the other girl Maria had seen him with.
door with fist and feet until it caved in. | walketdid not ask him. But it seemed a good sign.
outside and after a while | saw them come out withJust few meters away there was another
Ike. He was nagtruggling, seemed too young andhotorcycle coming. | looked closely and saw that it
stupid, only bowed his head and took his eyes aways | ke 6s wi f e, shastemas car
when it met mine. For me, this was some formfafed man was driving her. The motorcycle looked
compensation for what he had done to Maria. very modern, unlike the one Obi drove, fit to carry a
Soonthere was another knodkhappened so newborn child. But | diverted my mind to another
fast | did not have timetogoe r on Itk etblsi rag,r esd . t he t hought t hat

was Obi , Mari ads f or me find lkeband this neadedme a Attte happyd wifeds h e
me , he blurted out, 0 | wa8 svavidjato ey smilifghheartily.el srhiledtback a g L
doctor. 6 and said welcome, thinking about how foolish lke

I remembered my dream of bloodied childréiad been to think he could make money from my
mobbing Maria. sister, now that she was no more pregnant it was

0ls she fine?b6 impossible°

OFi ne?6

Double Impression




Long After Death

Olaoluwa Akinoluwa

teeming faces before me, smoothening myThen suddenly he looked away, out the door, across
and moving towards the Patbtdicine Shop.t he street and in a quiet v

was relieved to see that there was no crowd c od e, it has something to dc
door. There was a couple with a child and a mai  For a moment | thought | saw his factodoio a
hisback turned to me, staring at a large Tuberctcgr i mace, then he shrugg
poster on the wall. Muazu smiled in my directior Dr Muazu <c¢l eared his t
continued with the couple. Muazu had alwaysvi ew away from Samés f a
my doctor. He runs his shop every morning bet 0 Te |l | her, 6 he was maki n
7am and 10am, when he leaves for the hospitalot hat wed&6l | see when we se
he actually works. DrMuazuwas ayi ng, 0Good morning

| sat down to wait my turn. It was then that - | collected the phone, slipped it in my pocket and
man staring at the poster turned to me, smiling. quickly turned to the Doctor.

It was Sam, with a broad smile. Assuming Sam was staring over my shoulder,

|l stood up smiling, tsmiling, | began, o0Sorry si.i

OHow far?dé he repl i edrashon my lap. | have used the regulaaliergic,u a | a
resonating badhe, rich in texture and stranganttf ungal treat ment and é§6
unsettling. Dr Muazu screwed up his face in a doctorial manner,

OYou dono6ét | ook si ck wroteandthenlooked up.

ONeither do you. 6 OWhere is your friend?d6 he

One thing you take away from a contact with S Sam had gone. | quickly stepped out of the door and
his voice. Even i f y o scoured the street to no avail. There was nof signn g ,
would remember his voice long afterwdnite. Sam.
residuathunder,agentle quake | went in feeling his phone bulge in my pocket.

0OThere is this stubbo at and

OYou mean you came he My shirt over my trousers, my bag hanging &warmb o n
Gar i to treat a r as h é dmy shoulders, | strode into the Bompai Police Barrack,

[ wonder no hy it walking towards the Senior Officers blocks. Whanyl h e
came. Then | i d

I got off the bus at New Extension, oblivious tcstrangely, fixatedly, and with a fierce concentration.

ed,
hr oa
ce

w
sai : okk arrived at the familiar greying blocks, eedordble b ar r
this evening. o6 noticed the little groups huddled around the balcony,

And suddenly a change came over him. Tkmy heart had taken on a strange beat. | ran up the
didnot stri ke me as ssteps and looking around asked in a pitch toa leigh, t o
now. He | eaned againstoWhat 6s wrong?¢9 am ti

The couple and the child were making theirwa 6 Your friend, 6 somebody sai
and | was standing up to face DrMdyaut Samwav oi ce O0i s dead. 6

speaking, his wvoice t Onlyone person could be referredma that waso t be

barracks this evening. Can you take a messageimpossible. | barged into the room, my heart

pl easeébd thumping, and my knees weak. When Pat saw me she
00h yeah, 6 | said o0t obegan wailing in that peculiar way that does
Pat was his wife of eight months. She was presomething worse than heartbreak to you. | dropped

with their first child. my bag and walkechdo meet her and sat down
0Yes, 6 he ustaiad pbhroinneg,i beside her, trying desperately to gather my wits
OWhy ?060 I asked, i maround me. She kept on weeping, more quietly mowy

guestion after it came out. and in the midst of her sobs and wails | caught the
o0Oh, 6 he said with words o0Sam. 6 ol tods

somet hing between wus. ¢ Butthiscould not be true.
| was already nodding in agreement and ge |looked around the room and Sale
ready to apologise when | caught hikingaat me o6 What happened?6 | asked hi
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Sale swall owed hard. OWher e, when did youcbkeek hi
morning.é And he was ssay? And why are you staring
[ was getting exasper Jackson began to address Ruth in his annbymgly? 6

del i berate drawl-6 00h, he is
Then | stopped and | | turned toPat 0 | hims lasaw him in News ay ? 0
But Sale was cal mldytwasExtension, around tensadcl oc
meningitiseéo Pat nodded and stared at me with grave interest on
OWhen?5¢6 her face. | could as well have been telling her about a
Sale stared at me. | stared back. tsunami in Asia or an earthquake somewhere. | forced
00ne o0d6clock ear !l y i rmyselftogoon. Teachi
Hospital .o OHe sai d heandveesta messagetad i r e
ONo, 6 | said, staringyou.o6 ossi bl

Sal e expression didno Theroomwas packed now and deathly silent.r ed a't
0Do you wuntdedlstaamdsaw 0He sent this phone to you.
t 0 s

al most shouting now ar | reached into my pocket and brought oub theh a
possible.. .0 phone. There was a gasp in the room. Then a roar of
Then | stopped abruptly and turned to Pat, shespeculation rose which presently subsided.
staring at me, sil ent . Patlookedta me, in a huskyy.vooi c e
She nodded. Then | s abeen looking for his phone. It went missing between
0One Od6cl ock t hi sachingy est erday and this morning.
Hospital .6 She said in ol e I €o but I c o u lwdar &te
to her and knelt before her and tried to look intcunderstood this, believed it, everybody but me. | felt
teary eyes. I coul dn dtdizzy for a moenmt.

oBel i eve me, pl ease. | stood up and backed from Pat as she clutchedjthes o m:
mi nhutes to ten. . . 6Su ddphone. here w
change of expression on her face. Again | began say, o0Do you
60Do y ou understand 0 What el se did he say@o R
you...have you seen hiaskingforthe result of an EPL fixture.

She stared at me for a moment and then nc | saw a smile on Mama Ruf k
almost imperceptibly. Then quietly she said wittencoraging smile.
eyes |l ooking far dient.ai ol is very importantm dihat
| stood up and stared at her in stupefactionancs ai d. Everything. o
a growing sense of fear. The othersinthéd®al, She said in her gruff, worn

Jackson, Daniel, Mama Rufkatu, Rwtlere or how he acted. See, this is quite normal, | see you are
beginning to stare at me in growing sense of conreally disturbed. But this happens all the time here, |
0l saw Sam this mor nido rkribw if it happens where you come from. It judst
Ruth spoke now, a weary, quiet impatience irs hows he | oved Pat very muct
Voi ce, "Did you, y ou s And they all leaned forward, with unrestrained and
| turned to look at her, astonished at the tone cunconcealed eagerness, their blunt dark faces all fixed
voice. 0Yes. O on my face. And suddenly out of the astonishment
oWel |, t hen?d s he s aiunbeliefand shock, something dark and nauseous took
| turned and looked at the faces in the rcshape and began to fill me with an indescribable
JacksonPat, Sale... they were staring at me with mixture of rage and fear and disgust.
same cold, calm, slightly tolerant stare. | begant | turned and began to get out of the room, and saw
| needed to wake up soon. the look of outraged stupefaction on their faces. At the
Someone entered the room and stood there <door,after forcing my way | stopped and turned to
at the scene with a look of stupefaction on hislook at Pat.
which seemed decigestupid. Something dark beg 0 We  wi | | see when we see.
to rise in me. whisper.
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ILLUSTRATION

A Boko Haram Affair

|l tds al ways a question of ‘trust
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Feature Poem

The Word Shop

Niran Okewole

You approach the door bearing
the legend SDROW when the
gran with wafethin glasses
pushes it opeayes scanning items
on her grocery list to add to
the basket hanging from
her other elbow.

Letters stud cookies abmets,
bend with the spirals in candies on
shelves or fisted in the pocket of
little Helon pilfering items
for aspelling bee

The shop girl ipleated skirt
careless FCUK hat slouching over her
beaded braids takes inventopoahd
wordscaratwords on shelvés showglasses
with little fluorescent bulbs as this

Yahogg uy s @as ktdds@nSd o p
and hums in with his jedigws his
goodtime girl a kiss as he goes
in search of con words, cum words,
words in a cone like ice
cream with caramel dripping from the edge.

In the morning they find a brick

in the front showglass and
one of the key words stolen.
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Seeing Me

Tobi Aso

Shocked

and teary
Swimming in pain
My bulging eyes
roll up and down
in disbéef

at what | see.
Before me

Stands a pitiable sight
A mass of bones
lightly covered

by dry flesh
Cheekbones
sharp and pointed
Exposed ribs

like claws

of a ferocious tiger
Bulging tummy

in shape of calabash
punched out by starch
weighing down

on scraggyegs
hanging from

a lean waist

What | see

is the dodgy craft
of an economy
wild and gloomy
burst at the sides
What | see

is me

A scary reflection

in economyads

mi

rror .

The Rape of Gideal

®iyi Olusolar

The wells now dry are filled with dt
Dust, dust, Ah! Dust

The hagos bekledg

hang down, an ungainly sig|

Once they stood, twin hills, firr

at the dawn of morning

Her grown sons were first to rape
then they fed fat

off the proceeds of her whori

Then they fell out, drunkel

Woe! Dog ate Dog

for they are no mer

Now blind, she dwells in a windowless
where there is no differer

between dark and nigh

Her fence is brokel

and none will care for he

none to cover her nakedne

She has long been a reproach to her neigl
in the Committee of Nation

* This poenis an excerpt fromiasmdijrst published ifthe
Economy of Sound: Sarabads
See advert on p&&f
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Pictures of Darfur

Uche Peter Umez

SO great is the hger
of bullets that blood
might not quench it &

a.

simply

by searching the clouds on her forehead
you think can ted

see it locked in her bony arms
lips pinched tight
on her knobbly nipple

green flies buzz on its eyelids
she canot even | ift a hand
to shield her sickly eighonthold

and you think
you know the force of her agony?

b.
maybe you can téll
as tears spike her eyes
her thoughts of
her baby with ancient skin
mouth crooked in hunger
her thoughts of
her husband
now meat
for jackals and hyena
slain by boisterous soldéers
even gauge the depth of sorrow
that scraped her soul?
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The portrait of a physician as a poet

Interviewwith Niran Okewole

Niran Okewolg senior
regsfr of psychiatry
playwright, and award
winning poet was interviewe
by Sarabads H
was twetime winner of the
MUSON Poetry Prize and
more recentlyhe winner of
2008 International Berlin
Poetry Festiva&trizefor his
poentirst Breath The
following is the fullinterview

Saraba:You seem to be unmarrig
In-factyou-are-a-nubile-bachelor,-W
are —your impressions—on the faf
and its effects

Niran Okewak Be careful how yo
use—a word-—like—nubildalighs
Seriously, | think family is a flexi
construct which everyone, writer
not, has to give personal definiti
For me each time I think of Fitzger]
[=get-goose-pimpleliighs- B
get roundo it someday, | suppose.

Saraba: Do you see
accomplished as a writer?
Niran:Definitely n
scratched the surface.

yours§

Saraba:How do you take out tim
from-your busy schedule to write?
Niran: I describe myself-as a week
writer 8 weekdays are for medici
weekends for literature. Still, 1 wis
had-moretime.SjgHs

=

Saraba At what point of your life did you see writing as a care
wished to pursue?

Niran: The urge to read and write had always been there,
suppose the decisive period was that break after secondar
before | entered medical school. | had already won a few priz
liked the picture of Soyinka on the coveroof and the Jeeusd
Poems of Black AfsicalésThat was when | wrote my first play.

SarabaWhat are your perceptions espg@ancerning the ongoir
literary renaissance in Nigeria?

Niran: Two things. First we need to substantiate this notior
there is a literary renaissance going on. Then we nffghteason
for it. There was that period in the history of Nigeritingwthe

time of Soyinka and Achebe, when it appeared that Nige
making an emphatic contribution to world literature. Their wor
seen by some as part of postcolonial discourse, the empir
back as it were. They were succeeded by lsegbtakriters, tog
numerous to mention. Then came theS#d?i years and beyoi
when the brightest minds in the country either left or their

were muted. Of course, there were isolated évédsndare
winning the commonwealth, Okri winning thekBg etc. But ther
has clearly emerged in the last decade or so a new geneg
literary talents eager to be heard. The emphasis has been (
but virtually every genre is represented. P
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Saraba:What do-you think-alob the Nigeria Literary-Scene-in
10 years-from-now?
Niran:-Some pioneers will-have left the scene leaving shoes
tofitinto.-Seriously.

Saraba:We believe that every work is as a result of questio
bothered-the-writer.-And-these-warlare-often-than—not proff
answers-to-the questions? Can you- tell-us-about the questi
two-published books asked?

Niran:—The best books may not even profer-answers. The
often—just—exploration.—For—mycollection—of -poems,theth
conerns —are so diverse that —d
The drama trilogyjust tried-toprovide a slant-on-two-deca
Nigerian history.

SarabaYour favourite writers or is it books?

Niran:-Poets like Derek Walcott and Pablo-Neruda, pignysviike
Soyinka and-Arthur-Miller, novelists like Umberto Eco and ¢
Garcia Marquez.

Saraba: Can—you-describethe —events—that precede your-—
process?
Niran: One event. Reading. | read till my fingers start to itch.

Saraba:Reading throdg your works, Heineken showed up n
thanonce, what is-its relationship-to-your-creative-process?
Niran:—My-favourite-beer-[chuckles].-Beat-Guinness-to-secon
when I started taking-Champions League seriously. | think-on
most creative moodsvhen you are having a quiet beer.

Saraba On-Logarhythmbow long—did it take to—compile—thc
poems?

Niran: Most of the poems were written during my service y
few were carry overs from four years in clinical school.

Saraba\Who is your idéaeader?
Niran:—1 donot even
writer?

know —t-her-e

Saraba:In your poemStreamyou alluded tg
ideas held by Physicians, Philosophers ang
men of Letters. Do you often see your poetry
your works, as a tool éspouse some of th

principles?
Niran: Poetry is a good opportunity to just
with ideas, l'i ke a c

form of play therapy, very good for the psyc
the writer and the reader.

Saraba: How has medicine influencedury
writing?
Niran: Thematic concerns, characters

settings, detail.

Saraba:Do you ever see yourself towing the
of fellow doctor writers like A. J. Cronin ang
Arthur Doyle, leaving medicine for -fiafle
writing?

Niran: You know, the otheday | ran into
Chimamanda and | told her | was consid
doing something drastic. She said somethin
you mean leave medicine for writing. Of cou
one would leave anything, it would be med
for literature. But | am in this field that I lo
psychiatry, where there is in fact a creativg
with my writing. | have tremendous respec
people like Miroslav Holub, William Cali
Williams, Lenrie Peters and Femi Oyebode.

Saraba: You are also a playwright, in fac
published one, do youinth in the ongoing
renaissance, new insights on the theatrg
neglected, what are your impressions?

Niran: Drama is for now the most negled
genre. You have a few names, some of who
to mistake their lack of challenge for qus
Perhaps it is bause drama is the most mater
demanding of al |l
anything until the play is on stage. But | like
work of people like Kunle Okesipe. Maybe
just virgin territory, to be conquered with time

August 2009 wwwsarabamag .com



SarabaWe read that you aremorentartablewith-poetry than-the
other-genres. Do you-have yourreasons?

Niran: I suspect genres tend to go with temperament. Fiction
absorbing and-I-would-love to-do that, but for me poetry has
come with more spontaneity. Drama is something | stumbled ¢

Saaba:Your-sequence-of plays, The-Watchman-Trilogy, was
satirical and polemic and 1
history. Do —you think you introduced new perspectives
problems that plague Nigeria with your plays?
Niran:—1-triedto-ob-that, yes.-Whether | succeeded or not-i
others to decide.

SarabaWe believe that plays should be staged more often th3
How much stage publicitave your plays garnered? And what
your-plans towards staging them?

Niran: So far, none. fouple of plans ran into road blocks. R
now-I-am-just weighing-my options, giving it time.

SarabaAre you working-on-anything creative at the-moment?
Niran: A few poems, stories, stuff like that.

Saraba Poetry seems to be a very unpopulaYetrthere are n
doubts that it is as important as the art of fiction or any other :
you-think this—is—sort of -an-injusttoepoetry? How canit b
redeemed, if it is?
Niran:—On the contrary, I think poetry is-quite popular. What is
is-good-petry.-Fiction-is-the gateway to-celebrity status-but |
still-has-its-place of respect among those who take literature s
I-think.

Saraba’Amongst your contemporaries, whom do you find refre
Niran: [Smilgéd have been and stillamvery i t i ¢ al o]
work d | hope she finds it in her heart to forgive some cruel tf
have said to-hérbut she-is-a real pacesetter. Tolu-Ogunlesi

Saraba:A friend once said, a novel equals
collections of poetry in terms of publicity. H¢
to be seen as an accomplished poet, one n
have published at least ten collections, whg
your thoughts abothits notion.

Niran: We touched on this earlier. This is t
has been for a long time. People remember
Pasternak for Doctor Zhivadop in fact he
probably got the Nobel on the strength of
one noved and yet he was regarded as one (
best thee poets in Russia at a time, together
Anna Akhmatova and Marina Tsvetsaeva.
have people like Michael Ondaatje and Mar
Atwood who have written fabulous poetry bu
better known as novelists. How many peopl
reach the status of a Seahieianey or a Pay
Muldoon? It takes, like you said, propably
collections to one novel.

Saraba:As an awardinning poet, what do yag
think is the role of awards to the craft of a wril
Niran: Awards tell people that they can take
seriously, tt out of a truckload of books your
worth reading. Kind of a short cut to the ca
But awards are so subjective and politicise
any serious writer would be careful with them

Saraba:What is your advice for young upcon
writers?
Niran: | card t

writer myself. e

do that. I a

very hard, and-Uche Peter Umez is really taking his time to
the-craft of fiction. hle-Okesipe writes good drama.
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The E.C. Osanbhterview

E.C. Osondu was the winner200®@aine Prize for African
Writing having been shoréistiéein 2007. He won the prize f
his stowaiting. i

(Question iegdanswers india

Three adjectives that best describe you

This is little hard for me. The question, | mean, p
you in a hard place. | hateradency to ramblébut

I also adore precision
quirky. | like contrariness sometimes for the shee
heck of it.

Which talent would you most like to have?
The ability to play a musical instrument. | have th
fantasy in which | walk up to the stage and casue
take the saxophone from say Fela a, Rlifeto this
reaction shot of the audience sneeringly wonderii
what this upstart could possibly be up to and thet
begin to play and they start to applaud.

What is the worth of a b
| am sure you mean a gbodkd pricelesef
course.

Why did you write 6Jin
The story was written in response to the pFiase
road to hell is paved with good intentions, good
intentions here referring to the sometimes misgui
dogoodisfor lack of a better phraséWestern
charities and of course the universality of such ht
impulses as greed and selfishness.

When is the best time for you t

Any time is a good time.-h&il my work in
progress to myself so | can access it at an
and everywhere

Name your five favourite books a

This is like asking me to stej ithte same rive
twiceimpossible. | fall in and out of love w
books all the time. There are a few writers t
return to often and agaiha me s B
collected essays for thattengehumor and OId
testamentlike rhythmBe n Ok r i &s
for their magic, musicality and almost pe
exquisite charrd o0 s e S &Blindnedargso
parabolic and fabular wisd@armac

Mc C a r TthénRodds its pessimistic optimis
and its cautionary tale quali

And of cour se ovhi
unflinching and unafraid ga:

What is thedathing you read that made you laugk:
A couple of aphorisms make me chuckle each tir
they come to mind:

A man shouldndt be ang
failed to light his cigar

Anyone who insists on calling a spade, a spade s
be made to usean

There is only good writing and bad writing, there
such thing as Christian writing, after all, there is r:

Christian way to boil an egg What is your most treasured po

Ah 1 dm not g o nmakedem
thief am

Who is your perfect audience?
A wellreadaudience.
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About nominations and awards

They are good insofar and they ryakeealize that
the world is paying attention. But the work is the
thing really.

What is your advice to young writers?
Keep reading and keep writing. Easy, right?

What books are currently on your bedside table?
Books are scattered everywhere in my incligling
a bunch piled around the commode. Here are a f
no ordeiThe Yacoubian Buildiing, Price of the T,ick
Fugitive PigCBse Penguin Anthology of Contempe
African WritingndThe Braindead Megapiiyone
George Saunders.

Best decisionvriting career
Going to Syracuse University for graduate studie
creative writing.

Greatest challenge
Leaving meaningful marks on the blank page.

Your first words when you made the Caine shortl
Actually, a friend heard the news first and
congatulated me on my wall on Facebook, so | w
likeOd | boy you dwas excitedmf
course

What would a story about your life be called?
Look and lafi paraphrase Fela that inimitable wit
chronicler of the Bl ac

What is your greatest fear?
| wake up one day and discover inspiration has fl
never to return

If you could make a wish right now, what wo
To close my eyes and by the time | open the

I ©m i n Nuddeelyhava the ability to
speak the foreign language of any person | n
now thatoll be so co

What is the first piece you wrote and when?

| started out as a p
see my early pieces, quite frankly they were

cringeworthyand just talking about them now:
fills me with fear and loathing.

Education or experience: which is more impg
writer?

Get some educative experience but also
experience some education.

How will you introduce your child to reading?
Read that whicinterests you and when s/he

develops a love for
everything.
How do you overcome

| wish | knew how. | think the same way you
overcome a hangebéing the hair of the dog
that bit you. Simply attack the page ewsouif
end up writing crap it makes way for all that
good stuff to come later.

How do you relax?

This question presupposes that | work a lot &
that | need to create a special time to relax w
is not thecase. | relax so much that | think the
questiont®uld be when do you find time from:
your life of relaxation to do some work?

What is your philosophy of life?
To be a good man, and a good writer. By the
| borrowed that from Hemingwre
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