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Publishewxƴ Styj    

Mystic Possibilit ies  

 
 

It was in the hope of mystic possibilities and 
unimagined realities that this issue of Saraba was 
published, and again, it is a major triumph. This 
issue is a victory on many frontsñand fonts: there 
are more distinguished writers published, and the 
consequences are brilliantly wrought write-ups. 
And of course, as always, the Emerging outweigh 
the Established. Here at Saraba, we stay true to our 
creed.  
 
By giving each of our issue themes, we set out to 
exhaust these themes, and perhaps proffer new 
perspectives to our readers, of course after having 
resonated the obvious. With this Economy issue, 
Saraba is not trying to be The Economist. The 
economy, to us, goes beyond a malnourished 
African child as a cover page, over-enthusiastic 
Keynesian dissertations with quick solutions and 
obvious references and multi-colored bar charts. 
Rather, we are taking the humanistic approach at 
the fraying foundations of the worldõs financial 
grid. 
 
 

And like all human endeavours, we know our 
expressions are subject to bias. However we strive 
to be more humanitarian than objective. People 
should matter in the forecast of gloomy economic 
days, this imminent Economic Holocaust! Each 
economic narration, be it print, electronic or verbal, 
should thrive on the threshold of humanity. To 
read about the worldõs economy without 
considering how such economy affects the worldõs 
people ð the billions in Asia, the hundreds of 
millions in Africa, the Wall-Streeters and the main-
streeters, the children and the adultð is a flagrant 
misrepresentation of what it means to tell the story 
of economy. 
 
Whether our literary experiments cut our 
humanistic expectations, we would let you be the 
judge. 
 
E.I . & D. A. 
August 2009 

 



August 2009  www.sarabamag .com 

7 

 

Beyond Superficial Indices 
Orimolade Tosin 
 
Tosin attempts a holistic assessment of the real Nigerian 
economy vis-à-vis popular misconceptions of the status quo 
 

nly last week on a recent visit to one of my 
friends in Lagos, I was surprised at the 
number of new vehicles that now ply Lagos 

asphalt. My last visit to Lagos was about a decade 
ago and at that time, new cars were just beginning to 
congest the roads. On this occasion, I marveled at the 
new development. Indeed one could conclude that 
the lives of people have improved dramatically since 
1999, the year of my last visit, at least with this 
picture in mind. In truth, a lot has changed since 
then, but one would be mistaken to judge economic 
progress through such superficial indices like the 
number of new vehicles on the roads. As I moved 
deeper into the heart of Lagos, I quickly put aside my 
unfounded theoretical assumptions. In Mushin, 
Agege, Alimosho, and other places I visited, I saw the 
familiar Lagos, the real people, ôthe real economyõ. I 
was confronted by their daily fears, struggles, and 
troubles and I now have a better understanding of 
what underdevelopment means. 
 
I acknowledge the fact that the face of Nigeria has 
been changing, if only at a slow pace, since 1999 but 
the impact of these developments on the lives of the 
Nigerian people has fallen far short of popular 
expectation.  
 
In 1999, people had massive expectations over the 
ability of democracy to immediately deliver public 
goods and engender improved economic wellbeing, 
but after the first four years of democratic rule, some 
people began to see the obvious, which is that 
democracy is no magic, at least not the kind we 
practice in Nigeria. 
 
 One thing I inferred from the new developments in 
Lagos was that the proportion of people in the middle 
class of the Nigerian society has been on the rise; 
democracy has provided people with the opportunity 
to acquire potentials and display artistry. But for a 
good grasp of the trajectory of development, we must 
look beyond the cosmetic. On a recent visit to the 
capital of Cambodia-Phnom Penh, a friend of mine 
lamented that the western countries were being 

unfair to nations like Cambodia.  For him the 
development in the country highlights the 
possibilities of progress in the third world. But as 
soon as he ventured into the real life of the 
Cambodian people, he admitted that conclusions 
based on first impressions could be misleading. The 
same applies to Nigeria, it is so easy to see wealth in 
display, and pictures of slums or shantytowns are 
wiped off our memory once one sights gigantic 
skyscrapers at the city centre. There is only one way 
to never lose sight of the gloomy pictures of shattered 
hopes for development and lost humanity which is by 
empathizing. We cannot adequately understand the 
plight of the down trodden merely as bystanders, we 
must enter the world of this people, and experience 
their economy. This is the meaning of empathy. 
 
The real people are the ones who feel the heat of 
a failing economy. We must assess economic and 
political development with this people in mind. 
Abuja and Lagos do not adequately reflect the sum 
total of Nigerian life.  To understand Nigeria we 
must evaluate the reality of the over 60% of the 
people whose lives are cast in the theatre of absurdity, 
in the backwaters of development. We must assess 
the lives of hundreds of people who live on less than 
$1 per day and the many that cannot access 
qualitative health care. This is how to understand 
Nigeriañand perhaps anything Nigerian. 
  
When I think of a clear picture of the contradictions 
of economic development, the picture that comes to 
my mind is that of the young boys who live in the 
shantytowns in Rio. From the top of the hills, where 
the slums are located, the boys see how the huge 
wealth of their country is spent on the ôLuxuries of 
lifeõ but they can hardly be partakers except they 
resort to dubious means.  
 
Most societies of the third world reflect a two-road 
divide. The one frequently trodden is that of the poor 
masses, the one less travelled is for the higher 
citizens. This scenario is even more glaring in Africa,  
 
 
 

O 

B 
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where the (mis)appropriation of public wealth is done 
with impunity. There are two laws, and two societies 
in most societies in Africa. The rule of law exists only 
in form and not in substance. And there is a 
replication of inequality in every facet of human 
endeavour. The nature of society seems to suggest 
that society is a public franchise of the high and 
mighty, and invariably the masses are not 
stakeholders. They are indeed not part of the society; 
after all, their ôvotesõ do not count. The word that 
aptly captures their situation is alienation. The reality 
is that these people are cut off from the society, and 
the state is detached from their daily lives, challenges, 
and struggles. When we take a critical look at the 
literatures that have been churned out of Africa since 
independence irrespective of the genre, most if not all 
have focused on the lives of this people. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
Nevertheless, there is always a place of escape from 
the sordid state of our economy. For writers it is time 
to start exercising power with responsibility. The 
responsibility we owe the common people whose 
hearts long for development. We must focus on the 
real people and the real issues that confront them. 
We must make the economy strong and vibrant and 
empower the state to stand for what is right and 
make it responsive to popular needs and desires. The 
state must be a state for all. We cannot live these 
people perpetually at the backwaters of development. 
Sustainable economic development means that we 
must put these peoples at the radar of our 
developmental efforts. For writers, these issues must 
receive adequate exposure in our writings, be it 
fiction or non-fiction. We must write the biography 
of our country not as hagiographers, but as men of 
conscience who wield their pens in the way of the 
truth. 
 
Then and only then would our economy be exposed 
into its stark trueness. 

 
 

Darkened Impression 
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The Economy of Loss 
Damilola Ajayi 

Dami reflects on the essence of death and loss, and how the 
feeling of loss seems transient. 
 

hereõs been a death in the family. You can tell 
from the faces of all present; they seem like 
squashed fruits, and the juice of sorrow teased 

down their eyes. Tears of pain, palpable like the corpse 
recently ôlodgedõ in the morgue. Like tolling bells were a 
practical joke; perhaps, an ôApril Foolõ ruse that had 
become eerily true, and that now had even the jesters 
looking down in the mouth. 
My earliest encounter with death was when it struck my 
motherõs heel. She lost her brother, a bud in the garden 
of success. He was a man of potentials, and at his base in 
London, had become a household name. ôPrinceõ, though 
his royalty was not English.  And he knew that being 
called a prince did not automatically bestow regality 
upon him. He knew the worth of hard work and he 
provided his services in several directions: working no 
less than four jobs to amass ôsterlingsõ that would make 
his young family, six younger siblings and aging parents 
smile. 
 
It had been two years since he left home, and he had 
chosen to return in grand style. He had sent a car by 
boat to precede his arrival. He returned to his 
hometown on the four legs of an automobile, a town he 
had left in sullen sandals. Now he had become a man, a 
real man. His paunch must have seemed like an 
ominous sign of his wealth. And he had arrived laden 
with gifts for all. Whispers filled the air as to his being 
eligible for the throne when the incumbent king joined 
their ancestors. 
 
My mother, his immediate younger sister, was equally 
joyous. Happily married and recently delivered of a 
bouncing baby boy, me, she received her brother in the 
austere house she lived in with her lecturer husband. She 
fed him, her brother, a meal, his favourite, and watched 
with consanguineous admiration, how her brother 
leveled a sumptuous bowl of pounded yam and 
vegetable soup. She reiterates till date that her brother 
was so well-fed that his belt had to sink below his 
abdomen to the borders of his waist. 
  
She bade him farewell. But never knew that was her 
final. That the farewell was to be eternal and her brother 
was going to ram into a stationary truck at high speed 

before he returned to London. Perhaps if she had 
known, she would have said a better good-bye, clung 
harder whilst she hugged him, cried even. But she had 
not known; death played a fast one, like always, not a 
respecter of persons or status. 
 
My mother returned home to throw herself exclusively 
to mourning her brother. I was but a child. I had no 
inkling as to what was going on; I cannot even 
remember my late uncle putting money into my 
diminutive palm when he visited. My father tells me I 
was bewildered by the amount of tears shed and I was 
only too eager to follow his elder brother home when 
the offer surfaced. 
 
Sometimes my mother talks about her brother, even 
though more than two decades have passed. I remember 
her fondly remembering him; her face suddenly becomes 
animated as she recounts events of yesteryears with such 
precise details. Her memory recalls all the good times 
and even the bad, but the anticlimax is always his 
untimely death, and then her face creases, a drape of 
sorrow. 
 
Perhaps my mother is quick to tears. Perhaps, because 
she is of the said weaker gender, or she is more in tune 
with her emotions, but I have also seen my father cry 
once. The events, though a decade ago, bubbles into my 
consciousness with fresh effervescence. 
 
His mother had been sick. An octogenarian, she was 
admitted in the hospital and like a good son, he had 
monitored her progress with land phones; cell phones 
were still extravagant luxuries then. He even took time 
off his job to pay her a visit with his wife at his elder 
brotherõs base, several hundred kilometers away. And on 
their return, they were sure Mama was convalescing. My 
mother had even done Mamaõs hair in six cornrow plaits. 
 
That fateful Sunday evening, my brother and I played 
catch with a plastic ball outside our house, the last flat 
in a block of four flats. An elderly man walked into our 
midst and asked after our father. We went in and called 
him out. My father, mostly an introvert, was puzzled by 
the visit, especially one from someone we could not 
identify as one of his friends. But the eagerness of his 
curiosity took the better of him and he sprung from his 

T 
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recumbent position, out the house, to meet this strange 
visitor; we returned to our game. 
My father returned soon, but the spring in his stride was 
broken, he even had his hands on his head, his face was 
creased in pain, like a child recently spanked by his 
mother with her slippers. He took time to jam his feet 
into the floor, one leg after the other as he said 
something in our dialect, something that I still canõt 
comprehend till date. He walked into the house in tears; 
his initial sobs had morphed into full grade tears. I 
watched my father sitting on the floor of his spartan 
living room, his legs spread out as he mourned the death 
of his mother, Mama. 
 
My three siblings and I couldnõt help but to join 
mummy and daddy in their lachrymose states. We all 
shed quality tears that evening and forfeited our usual 
Sunday deli. Even the last of us, barely three years, knew 
how to be quiet. We sat around the settee in a half oval, 
our pain couched on the seats of our hearts. The pain 
was palpable; it was obvious from our blank stares after 
we had brought out the family photo albums and cried 
into the many pictures of the woman who had acted as 
nannies to all her grandchildren. Even sympathizers, our 
co-tenants, had been roused by our incessant cries that 
had lasted, as they said, beyond the limits of a childõs 
corporal punishment. They had braced themselves for an 
uncomfortable task of intervening between a responsible 
father and his errant son, but had met both in tears, 
over the death of a family matriarch. They seemed 
amused. They even tried to laugh. But they knew it was 
no joke, we were serious in our pain. 
 
A week or so later, my father attended a meeting 
upstate with his older siblings to discuss burial 
arrangements. I had been rummaging through the 
house and had found some old cassettes of my father 
which I was eager to show him on his return. He held 
the cassette with animated interest, King Sunny Adeõs 
My dear album.  We slot it into the deck of our multi-
purpose rechargeable lamp and soon, the opening 
symphonies of Sunnyõs plangent rendition wafted into 
the air. My father swayed a bit, he even mimed a few 
lines, listening like a true music lover, smiling through 
the whole experience. I felt like a good son, my head 
swelled a little, it felt soothing especially after my 
spanking the previous night. 
Side B was a full track that extolled the virtue of a 
mother and I watched as my fatherõs animated 
countenance fell, dying a slow, painful death: the 
crowfeet at his lip first, his left-sided dimple next, then 
his forehead acquired a crowfeet. I watched him 

contemplate tears till a bold phalange pressed the STOP 
button and he reclined in his seat, his palm cradling his 
joys as he repressed memories. I can imagine his 
memories: memories of good times with his late mother, 
perhaps his graduation, his marriage, the several 
occasions filled with bubbles of joy, the kind of bubbles 
burst by shutters of cameras, burst in an attempt to 
capture them as evergreen images. I felt guilty, having 
brought to fore the manõs recent memories of loss. But 
now a decade after, I watch him refer to his mother in 
loving memory, there are no tears and I wonder, where 
is his pain? Where is that pain? Perhaps bled away as 
tears, by the Leech called Sorrow. The tears that were 
shed with such reckless abandon at the graveside as we 
returned Mama to earth. It was now absent, reduced to 
vestige of earlier memories. And I safely concluded that 
in the realms of death, very contrary to Jumoke 
Verissimoõs verse, òTime hasnõt changed/Pain hasé, 
rather Pain hasnõt changed but Time has.ó Time had 
happened to my parentsõ pain. The Pain had been 
worn down by the salts of loss in the washing of 
brine, the ebb and flow of sorrow. It had preserved 
the hurt in the recesses of their memories and had 
sealed it hermetically. It had economized their loss. 
 
More recently was my own firsthand experience with 
deathõs grisly grip. It was about a year ago and I had 
just completed my first M.B examinations, reputed as 
one of the most difficult exams ever. We were awaiting 
results at home and I had become a fish farmer in the 
meantime. 
 
So that morning just as I began to throw food pellets 
into the ponds, my thoughts went to my friend, Deji. 
Deji was also my classmate; we had prepared and 
written exams. Deji had plunged himself totally into the 
exams, knowing fully well that this was his last chance 
at making his grades good. His in-courses had been 
terrible, and he had gone so far as to put off his usual 
frequent business trips to focus on his exams.  
 
Deji was a business magnate; he ran his own automobile 
dealership, travelling to neighboring countries to 
purchase first-grade fairly-used cars for a good fee. He 
read business booksñWarren Buffet, Adam Smith, Bill 
Gates, Donald Trump and the likesñand he applied the 
snippets he ripped from those pages into practical 
business actions which paid off his business. He was a 
first child, and if I was his father I would have been 
exceedingly proud of him. 
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So I remembered that we hadnõt spoken in a while and I 
was quick to dial his number. His voice came through 
above a raucous environment. There was buzz of loud 
music in the background and also louder sing-along 
voices. The details of our conversation are a blur. But I 
remembered asking him about when our results were to 
be released, for he was still in school. His father worked 
on our campus so school was his home. He said 
something about it being released later that day. 
 
That put some pressure on me. Although I expected the 
best, angst sat on my throat and every phone ring 
surged adrenaline into my blood pipes. At about noon, a 
call came through. Just as I prepared to pick it up, it 
died. A ôflashõ from another close classmate. I knew the 
results were out and I called Deji to get firsthand 
information about my results. Deji said he was in town, 
tidying up some business deals and he would call me 
back with news of my result. 
 
Later that evening, he called to congratulate me, and 
when I inquired about his results, he said he had a resit. 
I was happy for him, knowing his efforts were fruitful.  
 
The next morning I got the shock of my life. A call 
came through saying Deji was dead. I was perplexed, I 
stared at my phone, he was my last dialed number, last 
missed call, last received call. And that he was dead? So 
I tried his number. Your guess is as good as mine. It 
didnõt go through. Deji had really died. Deji, the first 
child of his parents, a Doctor-to-be. 

He was buried on April foolõs day. So if not for that 
earlier death-tolling call, if someone had informed him 
about Dejiõs burial, I would have thought it a practical 
joke, albeit, one in extremely bad taste.  The hurt that 
gnawed in my heart was surmounted by disbelief. The 
credibility of it all I still question. That someone that 
hitherto existed was no more and whatever was left of 
him had been hidden under the earth. I found it surreal. 
I found my tears on the day of his candlelight 
procession. 
 
School resumed a month afterwards and life resumed. 
My classmates paid a one-minute silence and it felt as 
fleeting and routine as a one night stand. I even found 
that my pain was receding, I was surprised that even his 
father had resumed at the office. Whatever of my 
emotions I mustered into a poem.  And still after I had 
written the poem, I felt like I had sponged out more of 
it.   
 
A year has passed and I sometimes remember my friend, 
in loving memory. I remembered the funny way he 
called me with an altered intonation. The way he 
walked with a spring, sporting a particular white short-
sleeved shirt and leather sandals. I remember his 
astuteness as a businessman and his bargaining prowess. 
And I smile, for time has happened to my pain. Though 
the gnawing hurt of the pain has dulled, we still carry 
the scars in our hearts, but Time has reserved the good 
memories. Time had also happened to our loss. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Poverty has a home in Africañlike a quiet second skin. It may be the only place 
on earth where it is worn with unconscious dignity. 
 
Bessie Head (1937 - 1986) 
South African writer. 
Tales of Tenderness and Power 
 

Quote 
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Counting Beans  
Ayobami Adebayo 
 

t was one of the most trying moments of my life, 
at least up to that point in it. Words were 
spilling up my throat, crashing into my mouth. I 

could not speak them for they would earn me a slap 
from Mama. So I waited, listening to Mama and 
Baba argue my fate.  
òShe cannot be with your people, Caro needs her 

more, she should go to Caroó 
Mamaõs had a baritone voice, much deeper than 

Babaõs, when she spoke to him, she whined, a vain 
attempt to soften her voice, a constant apology.  
òWhy not with my people? My brother is willing 

and ready to take her. She is my daughter, and as the 
father, she should stay with my people, those are her 
people.ó Baba always spoke in a shout as though we 
were all deaf, or perhaps in contest with Mamaõs 
voice. 
òEhn. Caro needs a child around her; maybe that 

will help her situation, you know they say if a barren 
woman has children around her she might conceive. 
Caro really needs Ajoke, besides my people are her 
people too, a child cannot have a fatherõs family 
without having a motherõs family.ó  
òYour sisterõs bareness is not my familyõs business. 

This is my child, she bears my name and she is going 
to my brother. Besides, Ajoke is almost old enough to 
go to her husbandõs house, she is not a child. What 
your sister needs are small children, very small ones.ó  
Babaõs voice grew louder as he spoke.  
òBaba Ajoke, think about it please, you know 

things are not easy, besides Lamide is already with 
your brother, I donõt think we should send another 
child to him, things are not so easy for them too you 
know.ó 
òThings are not easy for them? What do you 

mean?ó Baba was on his feet, towering over Mama 
who sat quietly staring at his trousers, not looking up 
at him. òThat my family is wretched? Is that what 
you are saying?ó 

I sat on the mat with words crashing continuously 
into my mouth and watched as Baba paced the room 
screaming his anger out. There was little room to 
pace; our home was a single room that had been 
partitioned into a room and parlour with plywood. 
òBaba Adeola, I did not mean it that wayó Mama 

whined when Baba came back to stand in front of 
her, punching his fist in the air above her head. 

òWhat did you mean? You this woman! What did 
you mean?ó the fist descended lower.  Ladepo, my 
brother stirred beside me on the mat. 

 òI donõt want to stay with Babaõs brother. I want 
to go to Aunty Caro, she is rich and she will pay for 
my WAEC. Babaõs brother cannot pay the money, 
they donõt have money. Even Lamide is just suffering 
in their house, me I am not going there o. I will stay 
here if it is their place you say I should go to. I 
cannot go and be suffering o, have I not suffered 
enough here? Me, I am not going there Baba!ó  The 
words spilled out of me quickly, pausing Babaõs fist 
mid- air. Ladepo sat up, I did not move my head as 
Mamaõs hand descended, the heel hitting my jaw. 
òAre you insane? Who called you into the 

discussion?ó Her voice had lost the whine. 
 
I did not speak to Mama for a week after the slap 

that earned me at least four more each night before I 
went to sleep. They were given half heartedly, as a 
matter of duty, a form of security so that in future, 
when I did not find a husband (which Mama was sure 
I wouldnõt òthe way I was goingó) , she could say that 
she tried her best to bring me up well. Every night 
she said the same thing, òWhy are you so stubborn? 
Holding malice with me, your mother? What has 
entered into you? Who will marry you? Answer me.ó  
Each night I did not answer. 

 
Aunty Caro came to visit during my cold war with 
Mama, she was sitting in one of our two tattered 
cushion chairs when I came home from school. I 
knelt down to greet her and mumbled something to 
Mama. Aunty Caro was wearing purple lace iro and 
buba, her fair skin shone through the holes in the 
material. Mama was wearing a faded ankara wrapper 
tied across her chest.  
òWhat kind of stupid greeting is this?ó Mama 

asked me. 
I stood up and said nothing. 
òSo now you want to behave like a good child 

because Caro is here? You are kneeling down, when 
you have not greeted me or even spoken to me in a 
week?ó 
òAunty mi, you donõt mean it?ó Aunty Caro asked 

leaning forward in her chair. 
òWhy would I lie? Caro why would I lie, is this 

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

I 

C 
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would say my witness is in heaven. Is this not Ajoke 
standing before your eyes? Ask her, ask her if she has 
not been behaving as if it was not my breast she 
suckled. For the past one week Caro!ó She beat her 
chest and continued, òMy own child has not spoken a 
word to me.ó 
òThese children, these children of nowadaysó 

Aunty Caro turned to face me òYou heard your 
mother just now, why are you behaving like that? 
Donõt you know it is a child with no home training 
that behaves like that? I know my sister trained you 
well, Aunty mi is not like that.ó 

Mama clapped her hands together at Aunty 
Caroõs vindication.  
òThank you, someone from outside will think I 

am not trying. I am trying Caro but this one, she is 
stubborn. And what did I do? It was her uniform; she 
was tearing the slit at the back o, showing the boys in 
her school her thighs, my daughter Caro. Was I 
supposed to keep quiet? No, when I am not a bad 
mother. Me I am not a bad motheró She shook her 
head and slapped her chest with her hands òSo I told 
my daughter to sow back the skirt O! Since then, my 
child has not spoken a single word to me O! Not a 
single word.ó 
òAunty mi, these children of nowadaysó Aunty 

Caro bent her head to a side and drew out the 
nowadays, nauuuuadaaaaays! òGod will help sha, you 
Ajoke oya kneel down and beg you mother, kneel 
downó 

I knew the script; I had acted in this play many 
times over, with two adults playing judge and jury 
with only their version of events. My role was to 
kneel down, apologise, own up to crimes I hadnõt 
committed and leave them glorying in their sense of 
justice. I clutched the nylon bag that I kept my 
school books in and decided to change the plot. 

I knelt down, breathed deeply selecting my 
opening lines, something that would shock them into 
silence, something a child must not say to its mother, 
not even to an adult. 

 
òAunty Caro, Mama is lying. It is not about the 

skirt, that one happened long ago. Aunty, we have 
been suffering in this house, things are not easy at all. 
Baba and Mama cannot cater for us, they have 
decided that we will go and live else where, all the 
children, only the boys will stay at home. It is 
because of you Aunty that I have been fighting 
Maami, yes. Baba wants me to stay with his brother, 
they are suffering too, really suffering. Me I want to 
come and live with you Aunty Caro, please. I donõt 

want to go and be suffering. I want to go to school, I 
want to do WAEC. See Lamide now, she should have 
done her WAEC. That was why Baba sent her to his 
brother, she still hasnõt done it. Please auntyó I felt 
the nylon tear in my grip, giving way for my nails to 
dig into my palm.   
Aunty Caroõs reddened lips pressed together as 

though she had been forced to eat something sour. 
My words were followed by a heavy silence, a silence 
heavy with my words, words that concretized our 
poverty, my motherõs shame, something that had 
always been there but which my mother hid carefully 
in a rag of lies before her affluent sister. We all knew 
Aunty Caro saw through the lies, we knew through 
the foodstuff she always brought òAunty mi, add this 
to your store, somebody brought it to the house you know it is 
just me and my husbandéó we knew through the 
amounts she left when she visited just before school 
resumed for a new term òUse this to buy sweet, donõt be 
angry with me because it is small Oé.ó The money was 
always enough to pay the school fees for the new 
term. Still the real situation of things remained 
wrapped carefully in Mamaõs rag of carefully 
constructed lies.  
òLeave us Ajoke, go outsideó Aunty Caro said 

staring intently at the ground as if she was ashamed 
of something. I went outside, wiping tears off my 
cheeks, avoiding Mamaõs eyes. 

 
Aunty Caro waited until Baba returned scratching 

his body with a cutlass. He was in an ankara trouser 
and a T-shirt with a faded smiley face that he wore to 
work everyday. Work was cutting grass in overgrown 
compounds in different parts of the city. He did not 
work everyday. But every day, Baba rose up like the 
sun and went out with his cutlass. 

When he returned that day, Mama and Aunty 
Caro staged a drama. One they must have rehearsed 
for when I was sent outside. Aunty Caro refused to 
rise back to her seat after she greeted Baba. She 
remained on her knees and started her plea 
immediately. 
òOur father, I have a request to make. A heavy 

one, but I know you can help me. I have already 
spoken to my sister but she said we cannot barb your 
head while you are not there. So, I waited till you 
came back. You know my condition that I am still 
seeking the face of God for a child. My husband is 
always away, I am always alone in the house. I need 
someone to keep me company. They say thinking too 
much, it causes overwhelming tears and you see even 
the doctors say if I donõt have peace of mind, I wonõt 
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find it easy to get pregnant. I want to beg you, our 
father I want to beg  you, please release Ajoke for 
me, let her come and stay with me for now at least 
until God answers me. Please, our father.ó 
òSit down Caro.ó Baba said waving his hand 

towards the chair. 
òNo, our father let me stay like this.ó 
Baba was quiet. òI cannot leave her, I know I am 

offending you but she cannot go. No.ó Baba folded 
his arms across his chest. 
òOur father, have mercy on me, you see, this child 

issue, it is giving me problems. Please remember 
that, please think of that.ó 

It went back and forth, Aunty Caro always 
steering her argument back to her childlessness. In 
the end, I think it was that what made it easy for 
Baami to swallow. Aunty Caroõs constant reminders 
of her childlessness served as slippery okra stew 
helping the hard morsel of inadequacy smoothly 
down Babaõs throat so he would not choke on it.  

 
It was Sadiat, Aunty Caroõs house help who told 

me about the miscarriages. I had been at Auntyõs 
place for a month when we had this conversation. 
Aunty Caroõs sister-in-law had just left. She had come 
to inform Aunty Caro in a loud voice that carried 
over into the kitchen, where I was working with 
Sadiat, that her brother would be marrying another 
wife by the end of the year if Aunty Caro did not bear 
a child by then. It was already August. Aunty Caro 
withdrew to her room for the rest of the day. That 
was when Sadia told me about the miscarriages that 
Aunty Caro had experienced. Five in all the eight 
years that Sadiat had been the house help. At home 
we had always thought Aunty Caro had never been 
pregnant. I knew for sure that my mother was not 
aware that her sister had ever conceived. Mama 
always divulged all about Aunty Caroõs childless state 
after any of Aunty Caroõs visits.  While Aunty Caroõs 
expensive perfume lingered in our dingy home, 
Mama moaned about her unfortunate sisterõs 
bareness. òChildren are everything, no matter how 
much money you have, no matter how much 
money.ó Mama would say examining the provisions 
Aunty Caro had brought. 

 
The pastor came every evening for the next seven 

days, splashing olive oil on the walls of every room in 
the house. Aunty Caro ate nothing in the seven days. 
She took only water and could hardly stand up on the 
final day. I and Sadiat were not allowed to join the 
prayers on the last day of Auntyõs fast. Aunty sent us 

to the market during the prayers. When we came 
back, the pastor was gone. Aunty was eating fruits 
and smiling to herself. I was happy to see a smile in 
her face for the first time in a week. 
òHow was the prayer Aunty?ó 
òFine Ajoke, I saw a vision, I now know what to 

do. The pastor confirmed what I should do. Thank 
God for me Ajoke. Thank God.ó 

 òMadam say make you come see am for her 
roomó Sadist said poking her head into my room. 
òHas the pastor left?ó 
òHe just comot now now.ó 
I went to Auntyõs room; She was sitting on the 

bed and rubbing her stomach with both hands this 
time. It was a week after the end of the fast, the 
pastor had shown up a few minutes earlier holding a 
new broom. 
òSit beside me Ajokeó she said softly. 
I sat with her. Aunty went on her knees before me 

and placed her palms on either side of me. I gasped 
and knelt immediately as an unnamed fear gripped 
me. I noticed then that she had been crying, silent 
tears streamed down her face. 

 òAunty, what is wrong, please stand upó I 
touched her cheek and tried to wipe her tears away 
but she jerked back her head. 
òSit down Ajokeó Her voice was clear and firm, it 

did not match the tearful face before me. 
I shook my head òAunty you did not teach me 

that wayó 
 She slapped me then, so hard that I felt the pin of 

my ear-ring jab firmly into my skin. I sat on the bed 
with my mouth agape, the cold air from the air 
conditioner wafted into my mouth. I listened as my 
aunt pleaded with me to stop eating her pregnancies, 
to forgive her sins and allow her to have one child, 
just one child. 

 òAjoke, please confess, confess I beg you, donõt 
chase me out of my husbands house, I beg you in the 
name of God.ó 
òI am not a witch. I donõt know anything. It was 

even Sadiat that told me you had never been 
pregnant.ó I looked into Auntyõs eyes for signs of 
insanity.  
òAjoke, forgive me and let me have a child please 

I beg you. It was you, you I saw in the vision. You 
were counting beans throwing them away. You 
counted five already, there are only two remaining in 
the bowl, please stop counting my beans. Let me 
have the two left.ó 
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I bit the inside of my cheek so I could wake up 
from what I was sure was either a joke or a dream. I 
did not wake up. 

  She placed her head between my legs 
continued to weep. She blew her nose with my dress 
and stood up. 
òYou this witch, I have begged you and you have 

refusedó She screamed òGod is my witness that you 
have refused.ó 

She turned to lock the door to her room, and then 
opened her wardrobe to produce a broom and a 
three-pronged whip. 
òPastor gave me these, you say you wonõt confess? 

You will confess this today.ó 
òAunty I am not a witch!ó I screamed as the whip 

and broom crashed into my body from opposite 
angles, I fell back onto the bed. She went on 

whipping me for a long while, I screamed, pleaded 
and cursed until I was hoarse, yet she went on as I 
rolled around the bed. The band that held the broom 
together must have snapped, I felt broomsticks 
scatter all over the bed. Aunty stopped whipping me 
and started picking the broomsticks. I knew she 
would not come after me without the broom. Brooms 
were a special weapon reserved for beating witches. I 
ran into the adjoining bathroom and locked the door. 
I turned on both taps to drown out Auntyõs curses. I 
could not sit, my body ached all over. My dress was 
tattered and bloodied in different places. I licked a 
drop of blood from my finger. I wondered if unborn 
babies tasted like the blood, like licking cold stainless 
steel. At that moment, I had a burning desire to 
know. 

 
 
 

Double Affair 
Emmanuel Iduma 
 
My neighbour said he sat on a rainbow with a ring on 
his finger and the world under his feet, while he invited 
me to talk with him later. I was amused by this, 
especially by how his face contorted when he spoke, as 
though he was saying something very serious. But I was 
more amused when he said he had been married for 
about a year, and this fact contrasted with the pimples 
on his face, the kind only adolescents have. Heõs the 
kind of man one meets and who divulges his life history 
immediately. And to say the least, he appeared different 
from me, with his loquacious mouth. When I moved 
here, I sought secrecy; somewhere to tuck my life, 
forget the past, move on. Having an opposite-door 
neighbor that told me everything about himself in one 
night made me feel uncomfortable, and suspicious. 
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We were sitting outside the house on low stools. 
There was an equally low table, and his wife was 
beside him. She was reading a book with the light 
from a lantern and I was somewhat concerned that 
she seemed to be laboring herself. But he seemed not 
to mind, he kept talking and talking about himself, 
and I could not remember what he said for he talked 
too fast and I was not entirely interested. But when 
he began to boast about having the world under his 
feet, especially because he wore this ring on his 
finger, she stopped reading the book and looked at 
me. 
òWelcome to the house,ó she said, and looked 

behind her, at the house. 
òThanks.ó 
òWhere did you live before now?ó 
òLagos.ó I said. 
òLagos!ó her husband exclaimed. He seemed 

distracted, only saying what he said to make us 
believe he was still part of our conversation. 
òYou left Lagos to come here?ó His wife asked. 
òYes.ó 
òWhy?ó 
òI got a teaching job here.ó 
It was at this time that I sipped the Coke they had 

given me. 
He had come to me that morning and asked if we 

could talk later, in the evening, òget to know each 
other.ó I accepted because they were my closest 
neighbours. The house was a single flat, divided into 
two sections, theirs on the left and mine on the right. 
I had a parlour and two rooms and I guess they had 
the same too. My younger sister had found the house 
for me; she lived in the neigbouring town, about five 
kilometers away. So that evening he came and 
knocked on my door, and I opened, and he led me 
outside where I saw three low stools and two Coke 
bottles. His wife did not have any.  

 òMy wife is a teacher too.ó 
 òWhere are you teaching?ó she asked. 
 òIzzi Boys High School.ó 
 òOh. Thatõs where I teach too.ó 
 òGood.ó I said.  
 òIõm surprised they employed you. Theyõre 

saying the Depression thing is getting to them, I 
donõt know how schools are affected by Depression.ó 
I said, òMy Uncle is the Principal. I told him I was 

tired of the city. The money is not what brought 
me.ó 
It seemed she did not listen to what I said, because 
she replied, òI am on maternity leave.ó 

òYes, she is going to have a baby,ó My neighbour 
said and raised his hands and his wife slapped it with 
exuberant gusto, they acted like two teenagers. They 
seemed happy, and as I thought then, too young.  
òCongratulations.ó I gulped the rest of my Coke, 

the gas choked me and I spat out. 
òSorry,ó he put his hands on my shoulder. I was 

angry because he already seemed too familiar and 
cordial with me, disrespectful even. I knew there 
were many years between us, perhaps ten years or 
more. So I stood up and walked back to my section of 
the house, saying nothing, though I heard his wife 
ask him, òWhat happened? Whyõs he leaving?ó 

The next morning I kept a straight face when he 
greeted me and I did not look at his face. 

But when I returned that evening, there were two 
low stools, the one we used the evening before, and 
he was sitting and drinking a soft drink. I offered a 
hello and as I was unlocking my door, I heard him 
say, òI took my wife to the hospital today.ó 
Ordinarily, I would not have been touched, given my 
resolve to keep to myself, but this was a different 
circumstance. His wife was pregnant and the hospital 
was very far away, about ten kilometers. So I turned 
and walked to where he could see me, and I asked, 
òWhen?ó 
òThis afternoon. She started complaining of pains 

and I guessed it was labour.ó 
òWhat did they say at the hospital?ó 
òItõs not yet due. But they want to monitor her 

till the baby is due. About a month.ó 
I saw how young he was in his eyes, and I sighed, 

and sat on one of the low stools. 
He said, òI donõt want her to die.ó 
I remembered my wife, so I stood up and went 

inside. While unlocking the door, I felt a tear wriggle 
down my face and my hand quivered and I 
remembered I had told my sister the same thing he 
had said, I donõt want her to die.  

The next evening he said the same thing to me; 
that he did not want his wife to die. Because I 
wanted to assuage his fears, I sat with him outside, 
on the low stool. But I also did not want him to 
remind me about my wife. So I asked him what work 
he did. 
òI work in the plantation owned by Mr. 

Halliday.ó 
I had heard about the plantation owned by the 

white man, how large it was, and how he had many 
young people in his employ.  
òI hear thereõs a big agricultural Depression.ó 
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òEh?ó 
I thought he did not understand but soon 

afterwards he said, òMr. Halliday talked to us today. 
He used that word. Depression. He said we should 
pray that it should go away.ó 

I liked the sound of his voice, and it was getting 
dark and there was no lantern, so it seemed the 
silence that descended after he spoke was 
appropriate.  
òYou know how to pray?ó 
òYes. I go to church.ó 
òYouõll wait to go to church before you pray?ó 
òNo,ó he said and he laughed.  
 But I felt discouraged, he did not seem to know 

much, and it was one of the things I missed from the 
city I lived before I came here. I remembered long 
hours of argument with my friends and sometimes 
my wife.  I stood up, bade him good night and 
walked inside.  

 
The next day was Sunday. My younger sister came on 
a commercial motor-cycle. Cars were a luxury at that 
time and even in Lagos where I lived, there were few 
cars, reserved for top government officials and the 
nouveaux riches. Going by how modern everything 
was becoming, I knew it was only a matter of time 
before cars became duplicitous. But there were 
commercial motorcyclists, and they made good 
money from their trade. My sister looked beautiful, 
with her hair packed in braids and few tresses came 
down like a lock an Egyptian prince would have 
worn. After the motorcyclist had left and we were in 
the parlour, I asked, òHowõs Obi?ó She shook her 
head, and tried to change the subject, saying, òLook 
at how empty this parlour looks. Boredom must be 
killing you.ó 
òAnswer the question I asked you.ó My imploring 

stare burned. 
I knew my voice had changed and she could have 

easily remembered when I slapped her some years 
back. She had worn a gown that did not fully cover 
her breasts.  
òIõve left him.ó 
òWhy?ó 
òI caught him with a girl.ó she looked at the 

window. The curtains were drawn, and in better 
circumstances I would have commented about the 
fading sun. I said nothing back to her and I saw that 
she had started crying.  
òItõs fine. You can stay here as long as you want 

to.ó Her sobs subsided. 

She said some minutes later òI saw Chike. He said 
heõs been asking after you everywhere.ó 
òWhat did you tell him?ó 
òI said youõre here. He said heõd visit sometime.ó 
I felt betrayed. I could have hit her face with my 

backhand. But she had just stopped crying and it 
would be unfair. Chike was my wifeõs brother. He 
had stayed with me after my wifeõs death and each 
morning heõd talk about how bad it was that she was 
not with me again. He always ended with, òDonõt 
worry, youõll be fine.ó  This always infuriated me, 
because all my life I liked to keep to myself, to avoid 
anything that would make my life intersect with 
others. 
òI need privacy. You go about telling people Iõm 

here?ó 
òWhy?ó 
òWhy what?ó 
òWhy do you need privacy?ó 
òPlease shut up.ó 
I walked out of the parlour when I said this. The 

low stools were out and it amused me how small 
things could easily become a ritual. My neighbour 
was sitting already and his eyes were fixed on 
something I did not see. 
òHello,ó I said and sat. 
òHello,ó he said, in a distracted manner. 
òHowõs your wife.ó 
òSheõs getting on. She spends all her time in bed.ó 
òHow are you? It is different without her.ó I 

smiled. 
òYes.ó He hesitated before quipping, òI was 

sacked today.ó 
I saw again how young he was when he scratched 

his head and left his hands on his head, as though he 
needed it to support the weight of what he thought.  
òIõm sorry.ó 
But he said, òSo youõre married?ó 
òNo,ó and looking at him I saw that his eyes was 

behind me, so I turned and it was my sister. I told 
him, feeling somewhat relieved, òsheõs my sister.ó  

It was my sister who outstretched her hand and he 
took it. When I thought he had held it too long, I 
said to her, òHeõs my neighbor.ó   

She sat and they talked about themselves. She 
talked about how she loved to knit and how she 
considered starting a business soon, and he talked 
about his work at the plantation, how interesting it 
had been, how unfair it was that he had been sacked. 
I did not listen to them deeply because I was feeling 
it was not right for two people who had just met to 
talk as though they had been friends for long. I 
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started listening when she asked him about work and 
he said he had been sacked. 
òIõm sorry to hear that. Itõs the Depression,ó my 

sister said. 
òEverybody is saying that,ó he seemed angry. 
òPeople are getting more unemployed. Itõs 

everywhere.ó  
After she had spoken, I remembered that even in 

Lagos there had been a protest by workers in the civil 
service. Many had been retrenched, and those who 
were retained organized a sit-down protest: they 
came to work but did not do anything, only read 
newspapers in the cafeterias. I had been amused 
reading it in the newspaper, it had seemed surreal. 
But now, it seemed to have taken more life.  
òWe deserve to work. Bala says things are not the 

way they used to be, our world has changed. He says 
we are going to protest the injustice.ó 

Neither of us said anything and the silence did not 
sound good. So I said, and I donõt know why, òhow 
are you going to take care of your wife?ó  
òWhat?ó He had not heard me. 
Before I had the chance to ask the question again, 

my sister said, òSo, youõre married.ó 
òYes.ó 
I added, òSheõs pregnant. At the hospital.ó I said 

this for no good reason, just to say something, 
perhaps because the thought of how firm he had 
gripped my sisterõs hand crossed my mind. 

 My sister said, òItõs good you took her to the 
hospital. Thereõs a new policy that every woman that 
gives birth at the hospital is paid. And they say the 
money is big. They started last month.ó 
òWhat?ó we both blurted. 
òYes. Itõs true. The hospital wants to encourage 

people to come there for child delivery. The hospital 
is safer, more women die during traditional delivery 
at home.ó She added, òI know someone they paid his 
wife after she gave birth. They used the money to 
start a business, and it is going very well.ó 

His eyes seemed to pop out of their sockets, and I 
could see that he was excited. He asked my sister 
several questions about the hospital and the truth of 
what she said. I felt tired so I went inside my house. 
While I was turning the knob of my door, I heard Ike 
say, òMy wife knits during her spare time, and she 
has knitted a lot of things. You should come to my 
house and see them.ó 

 
I returned late from school the next day and while 
trying to open my door, I thought I heard my sisterõs 
voice coming from my neighbourõs house. My 

suspicion was confirmed when his door opened and 
she came out laughing heartily. He was behind her 
and I was so surprised. I think it must have shown 
because my sister said, òI went to see the things his 
wife knitted. They are very beautiful, and I would try 
to knit like her.ó 
òOkay,ó I said, my hand still clasped the door 

handle. 
òIke is a funny man,ó she said, and turned to him. 

Both of them giggled and I saw that they were 
nervous. What nagged my head was why they would 
be nervous, especially around me. But I said nothing 
and went inside my house. When my sister came she 
just sat down beside me in the parlour and neither of 
us said anything. She went and drew the curtain open 
and the darkness was already forming. From where 
she stood she said, òIke said I should invite you for a 
rally. It would take place next week Friday. He said 
Bala would be talking about the unemployment 
there.ó The only thing I could think about was that 
before then I had not known my neighbourõs name 
was Ike. I did not reply.  

 
The rally was held in an open field, not too far away 
from the house, and I went because I did not want to 
appear immature, as though I had some grudge 
against Ike because of my sister. There was a very 
large crowd by the time I arrived; it was so surprising 
that there was that number of unemployed people. 
Bala was already talking and he was a slim, almost 
gaunt man, dressed in a fashion he must have seen in 
a book. I stood at the back and could only hear him if 
I strained my ear. But I could gather that he was 
talking about how everyone had a right to be 
employed, Depression or not. Since I could barely 
hear, I filled my mind with what Iõd heard about 
Bala. It was said he had been the personal assistant to 
Nnamdi Azikiwe, carried his portfolio everywhere he 
went, scheduled appointments, and did anything the 
man requested. Soon after Azikiwe became Prime 
Minister Bala requested to return to his hometown 
and start a business. This wish was granted by a 
hesitant Azikiwe, who gave him a lump sum of 
money and goodwill, and Bala set off. He used the 
lump sum to start a small business of transporting 
farm produce to the city, and after his business began 
to flourish, he became Mr. Hallidayõs chief 
transporter and transported the white manõs produce 
from the plantation to the city. But now it seemed 
being Mr. Hallidayõs chief transporter did not stop 
him from organizing rallies; he had always been 
empathic about the plight of the people, and given 
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his affiliation to Nnamdi Azikiwe, this was not 
strange.  

Soon I was bored and I started to walk away. 
Someone touched me from behind. I turned, it was 
Ike and he was with my sister. 
òMaria,ó I called her name first. She smiled and 

Ike said, òYouõre leaving.ó 
òYes. I see youõre enjoying yourself.ó 
òYes. Bala is a very good orator.ó 
All the while Maria had her eyes away from mine. 

I nodded, looked at Maria and kept walking, my 
head was straight and I did not look back at them.  

When it was late at night, about 11p.m., I went 
and knocked on Ikeõs door. I banged it hard, because 
I had been waiting for Maria in my parlour and I 
dozed off there. I guessed they had come in while I 
was asleep, and even though it was already late, I 
could not bear the thought of having her sleep over 
in his house. I kept banging the door until Ike came 
out, half-naked. Lurid images travelled through my 
head, and I remembered the dress Maria had worn 
when I slapped her. 
òWhereõs Maria?ó I asked him. 
He was looking at the floor when he said, òSheõs 

inside. Sheõs sleeping.ó I could have hit him, jammed 
my fist into his face until he bled profusely, but I 
heard Mariaõs voice almost immediately, behind him, 
she said, òIõm here.ó Something turned my legs 
backward and I was soon in my room, on my bed 
where I thrashed about until I eventually slept. 

  
For several days I did not see Ike and in those days I 
did not speak to Maria about him. I gathered she was 
lonely, given her problem with Obi, yet to date a 
married man beat my imagination, and did not seem 
decent to me. It did not seem decent, also, that he 
was having an affair with my sister, behind his 
pregnant, hospitalized wife. An extra affair was not 
fair on a pregnant wife. Maria was not married to 
Obi, only lived with him on weekends which 
sometimes stretched to weekdays, and I was 
comfortable with her decision to leave him. We 
hardly spoke after she stayed in his house late, and I 
felt bad that we were not younger, for I could have 
slapped her. She had grown, and now commanded 
my respect.  

One day, I met Ike outside when I was returning 
from school and there was a single stool. He stood up 
when I came near him and said, òWelcome.ó A 
feeling of superiority came over me, as I wanted 
appear mature in spite of what I suspected he did 
with my sister. 

òHowõs your wife?ó 
òFine. I canõt wait for her to return.ó 
òWhenõs the protest?ó Maria had mentioned that 

Bala decided in the rally that thereõd be a protest 
against the unjust retrenchment, especially by Mr. 
Halliday (once when she wanted us to have a better 
rapport after that night she had overstayed with Ike).   
òNext week.ó 
I donõt know why, but I sat down on the low stool 

he left. 
òSo whatõs your plan with my sister?ó 
He laughed. I could have pulled out his teeth, one 

by one, but I abandoned the thought after he closed 
his mouth. 
òI canõt wait for my wife to give birth. If that 

money comes, I would be better off, you know. I 
have no job now and itõs really bad for me.ó 

He laughed again and that thought to eviscerate 
him of his denture slowly swept over me again. I 
walked inside with silent fury whilst he cackled. 

 
I did not see Ike until the week of the protest. On the 
day before, I came back and met Maria sniveling in 
the parlour. When she saw me, her sobbing started 
and when I sat beside her, she was crying without 
control. I calmed her and, in between sobs, she 
blurted out, òIõm pregnant.ó  

 I went out and banged Ikeõs door. I kept 
banging it until I saw the wriggling padlock, indeed 
the door was locked. Maria was standing when I 
came in and I just said, òHe wants to use you and 
make money.ó   

The next morning while I ate breakfast she said, 
òIõm travelling back today.ó 
òWhy?ó 
òI donõt know.ó 
After a while I said, òDonõt keep that baby.ó I had 

spent a lot of time during the night thinking, what 
should be the best for her, what would take the 
shame away of having a child for a married man.  
òI know,ó she said, her eyes were clear but they 

had bags underneath.  
Then I remembered my wife. I said to Maria, 

òYou are all I have now. Come back when you take 
the baby away.ó 

 
I figured the protest did not go well. The next day I 
was sitting on one of the low stools and Ike was 
running towards the house. There was a dirty piece of 
cloth tied around his wrist and I imagined there was 
blood underneath. He panted as he ran into the 
house and I was so confused I forgot all the bad plans 
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I had for him. His door made a shutting noise almost 
immediately.  

While I slept, I dreamt Maria died and bloodied 
babies, like morticians, mobbed her corpse. 

 
The next morning, even before I ate breakfast, I 
heard a knock on my door. When I opened there 
were two men wearing a khaki uniform and I was 
scared. 
òAre you Ike?ó one of them asked. 
òNo.ó 
òItõs a lie.ó 
òNo.ó I pointed to the other door. òThatõs his 

house.ó 
They went and I could hear them vandalize his 

door with fist and feet until it caved in. I walked 
outside and after a while I saw them come out with 
Ike. He was not struggling, seemed too young and 
stupid, only bowed his head and took his eyes away 
when it met mine. For me, this was some form of 
compensation for what he had done to Maria.   

Soon, there was another knock. It happened so 
fast I did not have time to ponder on Ikeõs arrest. It 
was Obi, Mariaõs former boyfriend. As soon as he saw 
me, he blurted out, òItõs Maria. She went to a quack 
doctor.ó 

I remembered my dream of bloodied children 
mobbing Maria.  
òIs she fine?ó 
òFine?ó 

òYes.ó 
òNo. They say she has lost her womb.ó 
I felt guilty as I had felt when my wife had a 

complication while giving birth and died with the 
baby. This fuelled the reason why I left the city, 
especially because I was receiving a lot of pity, and I 
am not a man that loves pity. And I thought coming 
to this place would heal me, make me forget my wife, 
remove me from pity. Now it seemed the pity had 
been transferred to Maria, hers would come in 
torrents, a woman without a womb.  
òWhereõs she?ó 
òAt the hospital.ó 
He had brought a motorcycle. I was surprised he 

was here, not the other girl Maria had seen him with. 
I did not ask him. But it seemed a good sign. 

Just few meters away there was another 
motorcycle coming. I looked closely and saw that it 
was Ikeõs wife, she was carrying her baby, and a stern 
faced man was driving her. The motorcycle looked 
very modern, unlike the one Obi drove, fit to carry a 
newborn child. But I diverted my mind to another 
thing, to the thought that sheõd go home and not 
find Ike, and this made me a little happy. Ikeõs wife 
was waving to me, smiling heartily. I smiled back 
and said welcome, thinking about how foolish Ike 
had been to think he could make money from my 
sister, now that she was no more pregnant it was 
impossible.  

 

Double Impression 
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Long After Death 
Olaoluwa Akinoluwa 
 

 got off the bus at New Extension, oblivious to the 
teeming faces before me, smoothening my shirt 
and moving towards the Patent-Medicine Shop. I 

was relieved to see that there was no crowd at the 
door. There was a couple with a child and a man with 
his back turned to me, staring at a large Tuberculosis 
poster on the wall. Muazu smiled in my direction and 
continued with the couple. Muazu had always been 
my doctor. He runs his shop every morning between 
7am and 10am, when he leaves for the hospital where 
he actually works. 

I sat down to wait my turn. It was then that the 
man staring at the poster turned to me, smiling.  

It was Sam, with a broad smile. 
I stood up smiling, too. òHow far?ó  
òHow far?ó he replied. His voice was as usual a deep 

resonating baritone, rich in texture and strangely 
unsettling. 
òYou donõt look sick to me.ó 
òNeither do you.ó 
One thing you take away from a contact with Sam is 
his voice. Even if you donõt remember anything, you 
would remember his voice long afterwards. Like 
residual thunder, a gentle quake.  
òThere is this stubborn rash I want to treat and Iéó 
òYou mean you came here all the way from Sabon 
Gari to treat a rashéó he chuckled. 
I wonder now why it didnõt occur to ask why he 
came. Then I said, òI will be coming to the barracks 
this evening.ó 

And suddenly a change came over him. That it 
didnõt strike me as strange then is a wonder to me 
now. He leaned against the wall and said òI am tired.ó 

The couple and the child were making their way out 
and I was standing up to face Dr Muazu, but Sam was 
speaking, his voice tired and sad. òI wonõt be in 
barracks this evening. Can you take a message along, 
pleaseéó 
òOh yeah,ó I said òto Pat?ó 
Pat was his wife of eight months. She was pregnant 

with their first child. 
òYes,ó he said bringing out a phone, ògive her this.ó 
òWhy?õõ I asked, immediately regretting my 

question after it came out. 
òOh,ó he said with elaborate casualness òItõs 
something between us.ó 

I was already nodding in agreement and getting 
ready to apologise when I caught him looking at me 

strangely, fixatedly, and with a fierce concentration. 
Then suddenly he looked away, out the door, across 
the street and in a quiet voice he said òItõs a kind of 
code, it has something to do with money.ó 

For a moment I thought I saw his face contort to a 
grimace, then he shrugged, òCall it a financial code.ó  
Dr Muazu cleared his throat, but I couldnõt help my 
view away from Samõs face. 
òTell her,ó he was making an attempt to smile, 
òthat weõll see when we see. She will understand.ó 

Dr Muazu was saying, òGood morning, I hope éó 
I collected the phone, slipped it in my pocket and 

quickly turned to the Doctor. 
Assuming Sam was staring over my shoulder, 
smiling, I began, òSorry sir, good morning, I have this 
rash on my lap. I have used the regular anti-allergic, 
anti- fungal treatment and éó 

Dr Muazu screwed up his face in a doctorial manner, 
wrote and then looked up. 
òWhere is your friend?ó he asked. 
Sam had gone. I quickly stepped out of the door and 

scoured the street to no avail. There was no sign of 
Sam. 

I went in feeling his phone bulge in my pocket. 
 
My shirt over my trousers, my bag hanging down 

my shoulders, I strode into the Bompai Police Barrack, 
walking towards the Senior Officers blocks. When I 
arrived at the familiar greying blocks, even before I 
noticed the little groups huddled around the balcony, 
my heart had taken on a strange beat.  I ran up the 
steps and looking around asked in a pitch too high, 
òWhatõs wrong?ó 
òYour friend,ó somebody said after a while in a quiet 
voice òis dead.ó 

Only one person could be referred to. And that was 
impossible. I barged into the room, my heart 
thumping, and my knees weak. When Pat saw me she 
began wailing in that peculiar way that does 
something worse than heartbreak to you. I dropped 
my bag and walked on to meet her and sat down 
beside her, trying desperately to gather my wits 
around me. She kept on weeping, more quietly now 
and in the midst of her sobs and wails I caught the 
words òSam.ó 

But this could not be true. 
I looked around the room and saw Sale.  
òWhat happened?ó I asked him. 

I 
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Sale swallowed hard. Then he said, òOne oõclock this 
morning.ó And he was silent. 
I was getting exasperated, òWhat! What! When?ó  

  
Then I stopped and looked, òWhat did you say?ó 
But Sale was calmly talking, òthe doctors said it was 
meningitiséó 
òWhen?ó  
Sale stared at me. I stared back. 
 òOne oõclock early in the morning, at the Teaching 
Hospital.ó 
òNo,ó I said, staring at him, òThat is impossible!ó 
Sale expression didnõt change, he just stared at me.  
òDo you understand what I am saying?ó I was 
almost shouting now and couldnõt help it, òthatõs not 
possible...ó 

Then I stopped abruptly and turned to Pat, she was 
staring at me, silent. òI am sorry, so sorry.ó 

 She nodded. Then I said, òWhen?ó 
òOne Oõclock this morning, at the Teaching 
Hospital.ó She said in a tremulous voice. I walked over 
to her and knelt before her and tried to look into her 
teary eyes. I couldnõt sustain it. 
òBelieve me, please. I saw Sam this morning some 
minutes to ten...óSuddenly I had to stop. There was no 
change of expression on her face. 
ôõDo you understand what I am saying? Did 
you...have you seen his body?õõ 

She stared at me for a moment and then nodded 
almost imperceptibly. Then quietly she said with her 
eyes looking far into space, ôõI watched him die...õõ 

I stood up and stared at her in stupefaction and with 
a growing sense of fear. The others in the roomñSale, 
Jackson, Daniel, Mama Rufkatu, Ruthñwere 
beginning to stare at me in growing sense of concern. 
òI saw Sam this morning, I donõt see how...ó 
Ruth spoke now, a weary, quiet impatience in her 
voice, "Did you, you saw Sam this morning?ó 

I turned to look at her, astonished at the tone of her 
voice. òYes.ó 

 òWell, then?ó she said in the same tone. 
I turned and looked at the faces in the room; 

Jackson, Pat, Sale... they were staring at me with the 
same cold, calm, slightly tolerant stare. I began to feel 
I needed to wake up soon. 

Someone entered the room and stood there staring 
at the scene with a look of stupefaction on his face, 
which seemed decidedly stupid. Something dark began 
to rise in me. 

òWhere, when did you see him, what did he do or 
say? And why are you staring me like that...ó 

Jackson began to address Ruth in his annoyingly 
deliberate drawl òOh, he is probably just-ó 

I turned to Pat, òI saw him. I saw him in New 
Extension, around ten oõclock.ó 

Pat nodded and stared at me with grave interest on 
her face. I could as well have been telling her about a 
tsunami in Asia or an earthquake somewhere. I forced 
myself to go on. 
òHe said he was very tired and sent a message to 
you.ó 

The room was packed now and deathly silent. 
òHe sent this phone to you.ó  
I reached into my pocket and brought out the 

phone. There was a gasp in the room. Then a roar of 
speculation rose which presently subsided. 

Pat looked at me, in a husky voice she said, òWeõve 
been looking for his phone. It went missing between 
yesterday and this morning.  What else did he say?ó 
òI é I éó but I couldnõt go on. Everybody 

understood this, believed it, everybody but me. I felt 
dizzy for a moment. 

 I stood up and backed from Pat as she clutched the 
phone. 
Again I began say, òDo you understand, do you...ó 
òWhat else did he say?ó  Sale asked as if he was 

asking for the result of an EPL fixture. 
I saw a smile on Mama Rufkatõs face, a knowing 

encouraging smile. 
òIt is very important that you remember what he 
said. Everything.ó  
She said in her gruff, worn voice, òEverything he did 

or how he acted. See, this is quite normal, I see you are 
really disturbed. But this happens all the time here, I 
donõt know if it happens where you come from. It just 
shows he loved Pat very much. What else did he say?ó 

And they all leaned forward, with unrestrained and 
unconcealed eagerness, their blunt dark faces all fixed 
on my face. And suddenly out of the astonishment, 
unbelief and shock, something dark and nauseous took 
shape and began to fill me with an indescribable 
mixture of rage and fear and disgust.  

I turned and began to get out of the room, and saw 
the look of outraged stupefaction on their faces. At the 
door, after forcing my way I stopped and turned to 
look at Pat. 
òWe will see when we see.ó I said almost in a 

whisper. 
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A Boko Haram Affair 

          
Itõs always a question of trust.   

ILLUSTRATION 
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Feature Poem  

The Word Shop 
Niran Okewole 

 
You approach the door bearing     
the legend SDROW when the     
gran with wafer-thin glasses     

pushes it open, eyes scanning items     
on her grocery list to add to    

the basket hanging from     
her other elbow.    

 
Letters stud cookies in cabinets,    

bend with the spirals in candies on     
shelves or fisted in the pocket of     

little Helon pilfering items    
for a spelling bee.    

 
The shop girl in pleated skirt,    

careless FCUK hat slouching over her     
beaded braids takes inventory of pound-    

words, carat-words on shelves, in showglasses    
with little fluorescent bulbs as this     

 
Yahoo! guy sees the òParkõnõShopó sign    
and hums in with his jeep, blows his    

good-time 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. 

D 
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Seeing Me 
Tobi Aso 
 
Shocked 
and teary 
Swimming in pain 
My bulging eyes 
roll up and down 
in disbelief 
at what I 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 scraggy legs 
hanging from 
a lean waist 
What I see 
is the dodgy craft 
of an economy 
wild and gloomy 
burst at the sides 
What I see 
is me 
A scary reflection 
in economyõs mirror. 
 

 

The Rape of Gideolu* 
ôBiyi Olusolape 

 
The wells now dry are filled with dust. 

Dust, dust, Ah! Dust. 
The hagõs breast, long unsuckled, 

hang down, an ungainly sight. 
Once they stood, twin hills, firm, 

at the dawn of morning. 
Her grown sons were first to rape her, 

then they fed fat, 
off the proceeds of her whoring. 

Then they fell out, drunken. 
Woe! Dog ate Dog, 
for they are no men. 

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

between dark and night. 
Her fence is broken, 

and none will care for her, 
none to cover her nakedness. 

She has long been a reproach to her neighbours 
in the Committee of Nations. 

 
* This poem is an excerpt from Miasma, first published in The 
Economy of Sound: Sarabaõs Poetry Chapbook.  
See advert on page 36 
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Pictures of Darfur  
Uche Peter Umez

 
so great is the hunger 
of bullets that blood 
might not quench it é 

 
a. 

simply 
by searching the clouds on her forehead 

you think can tell ð 
 

see it locked in her bony arms 
lips pinched tight 

on her knobbly nipple 
 

green flies buzz on its eyelids 
she canõt even lift a hand 

to shield her sickly eight-month-old 
 

and you think 
you know the force of her agony? 

 
b. 

maybe you can tell ð 
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 hyenas 
slain by boisterous soldiers ð 

even gauge the depth of sorrow 
that scraped her soul? 
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The portrait of a physician as a poet 
Interview with Niran Okewole

E 

 
 
Saraba: At what point of your life did you see writing as a career you 
wished to pursue? 
Niran: The urge to read and write had always been there, but I 
suppose the decisive period was that break after secondary school, 
before I entered medical school. I had already won a few prizes and I 
liked the picture of Soyinka on the cover of Lion and the Jewel and 
Poems of Black Africa [smiles]. That was when I wrote my first play.    
 
Saraba: What are your perceptions especially concerning the ongoing 
literary renaissance in Nigeria? 
Niran: Two things. First we need to substantiate this notion that 
there is a literary renaissance going on. Then we might proffer reasons 
for it. There was that period in the history of Nigerian writing, the 
time of Soyinka and Achebe, when it appeared that Nigeria was 
making an emphatic contribution to world literature. Their work was 
seen by some as part of postcolonial discourse, the empire writing 
back as it were. They were succeeded by several bright writers, too 
numerous to mention. Then came the peri-SAP years and beyond, 
when the brightest minds in the country either left or their voices 
were muted. Of course, there were isolated events ð Osundare 
winning the commonwealth, Okri winning the Booker, etc. But there 
has clearly emerged in the last decade or so a new generation of 
literary talents eager to be heard. The emphasis has been on fiction 
but virtually every genre is represented.  
 
 

Niran Okewole, senior 
registar of psychiatry, 
playwright, and award-
winning poet was interviewed 
by Sarabaõs Publishers. He 
was two-time winner of the 
MUSON Poetry Prize and 
more recently, the winner of 
2008 International Berlin 
Poetry Festival Prize for his 
poem First Breath. The 
following is the full interview.   

Saraba: You seem to be unmarried. 
In fact you are a nubile bachelor, what 
are your impressions on the family 
and its effects on a writerõs craft. 
Niran Okewole: Be careful how you 
use a word like nubile [laughs]. 
Seriously, I think family is a flexible 
construct which everyone, writer or 
not, has to give personal definition. 
For me each time I think of Fitzgerald 
I get goose pimples [laughs]. But Iõll 
get round to it someday, I suppose. 
 
Saraba: Do you see yourself 
accomplished as a writer? 
Niran: Definitely not. Iõve not even  
scratched the surface. 
 
Saraba: How do you take out time 
from your busy schedule to write? 
Niran: I describe myself as a weekend 
writer ð weekdays are for medicine, 
weekends for literature. Still, I wish I 
had more time...[Sighs] 
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Saraba: In your poem, Stream, you alluded to 
ideas held by Physicians, Philosophers and great 
men of Letters. Do you often see your poetry, nay 
your works, as a tool to espouse some of their 
principles? 
Niran:  Poetry is a good opportunity to just play 
with ideas, like a childõs Lego set. I suppose it is a 
form of play therapy, very good for the psyche of 
the writer and the reader.  
 
Saraba: How has medicine influenced your 
writing? 
Niran: Thematic concerns, characters and 
settings, detail.  
 
Saraba: Do you ever see yourself towing the line 
of fellow doctor writers like A. J. Cronin and Sir 
Arthur Doyle, leaving medicine for full-time 
writing?  
Niran: You know, the other day I ran into 
Chimamanda and I told her I was considering 
doing something drastic. She said something like, 
you mean leave medicine for writing. Of course if 
one would leave anything, it would be medicine 
for literature. But I am in this field that I love, 
psychiatry, where there is in fact a creative link 
with my writing. I have tremendous respect for 
people like Miroslav Holub, William Carlos 
Williams, Lenrie Peters and Femi Oyebode.  
 
Saraba: You are also a playwright, in fact a 
published one, do you think in the ongoing 
renaissance, new insights on the theatre are 
neglected, what are your impressions? 
Niran: Drama is for now the most neglected 
genre. You have a few names, some of whom tend 
to mistake their lack of challenge for quality. 
Perhaps it is because drama is the most materially 
demanding of all. You havenõt really done 
anything until the play is on stage. But I like the 
work of people like Kunle Okesipe. Maybe it is 
just virgin territory, to be conquered with time.  
 
 

 
Saraba: What do you think about the Nigeria Literary Scene in say 
10 years from now? 
Niran: Some pioneers will have left the scene leaving shoes too large 
to fit into. Seriously.  
 
Saraba: We believe that every work is as a result of questions that 
bothered the writer. And these works more often than not proffer 
answers to the questions? Can you tell us about the questions your 
two published books asked? 
Niran:  The best books may not even profer answers. The goal is 
often just exploration. For my collection of poems, the thematic 
concerns are so diverse that question canõt be answered in one breath. 
The drama trilogy just tried to provide a slant on two decades of 
Nigerian history.  
 
Saraba: Your favourite writers or is it books? 
Niran: Poets like Derek Walcott and Pablo Neruda, playwrights like 
Soyinka and Arthur Miller, novelists like Umberto Eco and Gabriel 
Garcia Marquez. 
 
Saraba: Can you describe the events that precede your creative 
process? 
Niran:  One event. Reading. I read till my fingers start to itch.  
 
Saraba: Reading through your works, Heineken showed up more 
than once, what is its relationship to your creative process? 
Niran:  My favourite beer [chuckles]. Beat Guinness to second place 
when I started taking Champions League seriously. I think one of the 
most creative moods is when you are having a quiet beer. 
 
Saraba: On Logarhythms, how long did it take to compile those 
poems? 
Niran:  Most of the poems were written during my service year. A 
few were carry overs from four years in clinical school.  
 
Saraba: Who is your ideal reader? 
Niran:  I donõt even know there is such a thing. Is there an ideal 
writer? 
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Saraba: A friend once said, a novel equals ten 
collections of poetry in terms of publicity. Hence 
to be seen as an accomplished poet, one needs to 
have published at least ten collections, what are 
your thoughts about this notion. 
Niran: We touched on this earlier. This is true, 
has been for a long time. People remember Boris 
Pasternak for Doctor Zhivago ð in fact he 
probably got the Nobel on the strength of that 
one novel ð and yet he was regarded as one of the 
best three poets in Russia at a time, together with 
Anna Akhmatova and Marina Tsvetsaeva. You 
have people like Michael Ondaatje and Margaret 
Atwood who have written fabulous poetry but are 
better known as novelists. How many people can 
reach the status of a Seamus Heaney or a Paul 
Muldoon? It takes, like you said, propably ten 
collections to one novel.  
  
Saraba: As an award-winning poet, what do you 
think is the role of awards to the craft of a writer? 
Niran: Awards tell people that they can take you 
seriously, that out of a truckload of books yours is 
worth reading. Kind of a short cut to the canon. 
But awards are so subjective and politicised that 
any serious writer would be careful with them.  
 
Saraba: What is your advice for young upcoming 
writers? 
Niran: I canõt do that. I am young and upcoming 
writer myself. 
 

Saraba: We read that you are more comfortable with poetry than the 
other genres. Do you have your reasons? 
Niran: I suspect genres tend to go with temperament. Fiction can be 
absorbing and I would love to do that, but for me poetry has always 
come with more spontaneity. Drama is something I stumbled on. 
 
Saraba: Your sequence of plays, The Watchman Trilogy, was highly 
satirical and polemic and there is a lot of reference to Nigeriaõs 
history. Do you think you introduced new perspectives to the 
problems that plague Nigeria with your plays? 
Niran: I tried to do that, yes. Whether I succeeded or not is for 
others to decide. 
 
Saraba: We believe that plays should be staged more often than read. 
How much stage publicity have your plays garnered? And what are 
your plans towards staging them? 
Niran:  So far, none. A couple of plans ran into road blocks. Right 
now I am just weighing my options, giving it time.  
 
Saraba: Are you working on anything creative at the moment? 
Niran:  A few poems, stories, stuff like that.    
 
Saraba: Poetry seems to be a very unpopular art. Yet there are no 
doubts that it is as important as the art of fiction or any other art. Do 
you think this is sort of an injustice to poetry? How can it be 
redeemed, if it is? 
Niran:  On the contrary, I think poetry is quite popular. What is rare 
is good poetry. Fiction is the gateway to celebrity status but poetry 
still has its place of respect among those who take literature seriously. 
I think. 
 
Saraba: Amongst your contemporaries, whom do you find refreshing? 
Niran: [Smiles] I have been and still am very critical of Chimamandaõs 
work ð I hope she finds it in her heart to forgive some cruel things I 
have said to her ð but she is a real pacesetter. Tolu Ogunlesi works 
very hard, and Uche Peter Umez is really taking his time to master 
the craft of fiction. Kunle Okesipe writes good drama. 
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The E.C. Osondu Interview  
 
With Temitayo Olofinlua On Bookhalolic Blog, June 2009 
E.C. Osondu was the winner of the 2009 Caine Prize for African 
Writing having been shortlisted earlier in 2007. He won the prize for 
his story Waiting.  
 
(Question in Red, answers in black)  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Three adjectives that best describe you 
This is little hard for me. The question, I mean, puts 
you in a hard place. I have a tendency to ramble but 
I also adore precision I donõt know if that makes me 
quirky. I like contrariness, sometimes for the sheer 
heck of it. 
 
Which talent would you most like to have? 
The ability to play a musical instrument. I have this 
fantasy in which I walk up to the stage and casually 
take the saxophone from say Fela or Miles, cut to this 
reaction shot of the audience sneeringly wondering 
what this upstart could possibly be up to and then I 
begin to play and they start to applaud. 
 
Why did you write ôJimmy Carterõs Eyes?õ 
The story was written in response to the phrase-The 
road to hell is paved with good intentions, good 
intentions here referring to the sometimes misguided 
dogoodism- for lack of a better phrase- of Western 
charities and of course the universality of such human 
impulses as greed and selfishness. 
 
What is the last thing you read that made you laugh? 
A couple of aphorisms make me chuckle each time 
they come to mind:  
 
A man shouldnõt be angry with the sun because it 
failed to light his cigar  
 
Anyone who insists on calling a spade, a spade should 
be made to use one.  
 
There is only good writing and bad writing, there is no 
such thing as Christian writing, after all, there is no 
Christian way to boil an egg. 
 
Who is your perfect audience? 

A well-read audience. 

 

What is the worth of a book? 
I am sure you mean a good book ð priceless of 

course. 
 

When is the best time for you to write? 
Any time is a good time. I e-mail my work in 

progress to myself so I can access it at any time 
and everywhere. 

 
Name your five favourite books and why? 

This is like asking me to step into the same river 
twice-impossible. I fall in and out of love with 

books all the time. There are a few writers that I 
return to often and again: James Baldwinõs 

collected essays for their cadence, humor and Old 
testament- like rhythm. Ben Okriõs short stories 

for their magic, musicality and almost perfect 
exquisite charm. Jose Saramagoõs Blindness for its 

parabolic and fabular wisdom. Cormac 
McCarthyõs The Road for its pessimistic optimism 

and its cautionary tale quality.  
And of course VS Naipaulõs essays for his 

unflinching and unafraid gaze. 
 

What is your most treasured possession? 

Ah Iõm not gonna reveal that one o, make dem no 

thief am. 
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About nominations and awards 
They are good insofar and they make you realize 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 house including 

a bunch piled around the commode. Here are a few in 

no order-The Yacoubian Building, The Price of the Ticket, 

Fugitive Pieces, The Penguin Anthology of Contemporary 

African Writing and The Braindead Megaphone by 

George Saunders. 

 

Best decision in writing career 

Going to Syracuse University for graduate studies in 

creative writing. 

 

Greatest challenge 

Leaving meaningful marks on the blank page. 

 

Your first words when you made the Caine shortlist... 

Actually, a friend heard the news first and 

congratulated me on my wall on Facebook, so I was 

like Oõl boy you sure abi is this a hoax? I was excited of 

course. 

 

What would a story about your life be called? 

Look and laff to paraphrase Fela that inimitable wit and 

chronicler of the Blackmanõs condition. 

What is your greatest fear? 

I wake up one day and discover inspiration has fled 

never to return 

If you could make a wish right now, what would it be? 

To close my eyes and by the time I open them 

Iõm in Nigeria. To suddenly have the ability to 

speak the foreign language of any person I meet, 

now thatõll be so cool. 

 

What is the first piece you wrote and when? 

I started out as a poet and you donõt even want to 

see my early pieces, quite frankly they were 

cringe-worthy and just talking about them now 

fills me with fear and loathing. 

 

Education or experience: which is more important to a 

writer? 

Get some educative experience but also 

experience some education. 

 

How will you introduce your child to reading? 

Read that which interests you and when s/he 

develops a love for reading, theyõll read 

everything. 

 

How do you overcome writerõs block? 

I wish I knew how. I think the same way you 

overcome a hangover-biting the hair of the dog 

that bit you. Simply attack the page even if you 

end up writing crap it makes way for all that 

good stuff to come later. 

 

How do you relax? 

This question presupposes that I work a lot and 

that I need to create a special time to relax which 

is not the case. I relax so much that I think the 

question should 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 way 

I borrowed that from Hemingway. 




