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INTRODUCTION`
I spent my formative years at 23 Odu Street, in the dual community of Ogbum-nu-Abali in Port Harcourt Local Government Area of Rivers State. Ogbum-nu-Abali is densely populated. You cannot agree less if you visit its streets in the evening. It’s usually like a carnival. The shops are located very close to the roads. Chairs are spread outside for customers while loud music gives rhythm to the night. And if you appreciate beautiful women you would wish to spend the whole night there.
A lot of the people in Ogbum-nu-Abali are natives.  I grew up with them and had fun. When I was younger, we played football on the streets. I can also recall how we played in the rain. My memories are built around these activities and some of the experiences have shaped my understanding of the world outside and its people. A sizable percentage of the dwellers are visitors, but communication is done in English. Once in a while, older women would speak the local language (Ikwerre) mindless of the listener. But in it all, learning happened everywhere. 
The people could be warm-hearted but living in Ogbunabali as a tenant, especially Odu Street, was not a sign of affluence. It was a sign of endurance through some harsh realities of life, especially mine. My parents had little. So they tried holding onto what they could afford. I was born on 15th of September, 1987 at the Port Harcourt-Health Centre, Garrison, Port Harcourt. My parents then lived on the Ogbunabali Road. There have been some changes now. And I guess the numerical number of the compound is changed.  My parents moved to Odu when I was barely a year old in early 1988. 
I have four siblings, Baridapdoo, Piakawa, and Legborsi. We all grew up in a single apartment at 23 Odu Street, a place we tried making into our haven. I guess we failed woefully. As we grew up, the room grew smaller and dreams sprout. One of those was to live in a bigger house. It was all in our heads and it affected all we did. 
My primary school years were spent at State School 1, Orogbum. It was the only government owned school, supposedly located, in the Ogbum-nu-Abali Community, situated in D Line – a part of the community acquired by the government. My secondary education was at Mile 3, Community Secondary School, Nkpolu Oroworukwu. I was not fortunate to get immediate tertiary education. While I worked, I developed my writing skills. I was privileged to get a Diploma in Screenwriting from the New York Film Academy, through Del-York, Abuja. There are other complimentary certificates that have kept me going. But self-education has been my light.
The writings in this book are attempts to document silly moments of my life. They are not political or rule-binding. They may not be the idealistic writing expected from a poet and short story writer, but whichever ways, they are experimental and daring. 
Nwilo Bura-Bari Vincent,

Port Harcourt,

Nigeria.

2011

       "The difference between fiction and reality? Fiction has to make sense."

                     - Tom Clancy

THE BROTHEL TALE
Let not the smoky wind

And the perfect terrors scare you

Let not the sagged pants

The licking lips

And the exposed navels dare you

All you see are real

But dedicated to none

Each beacons request the naira

Each acceptance raises tension

Of risen flesh to risen sensual

Let not the sweet talks

The forced laughter

And the all due moaning draw you closer

It’s dedicated to none

Maybe teens or some things brought them

Maybe greed or some creed launched them

Maybe the bad smell of poverty

The high ego of living larger than life

Maybe something

Or someone led them here

But as tempting and loving

They are dedicated to none

"I have never let my schooling interfere with my education."

             - Mark Twain (1835-1910)






JUMPING BUSES
M

r Ken, my brilliant politician friend, calls for a meeting. He sounds rather urgent. I listen to him. There is a trace of sincerity in his voice. He has not been physically available to execute plans previously reached. I wish for the best, make a note on a piece of paper and place a reminder on my NokiaC3 mobile phone. After reassuring him of my coming, I throw the phone far away to avoid calls.
The alarm comes up at 8pm. Bloody silly me. I should have set the reminder for an earlier time. I jump out of bed. There is little time to stare at the disappointing mobile phone which couldn’t improvise. No one is in the house – a single apartment which has housed the family for over two decades. My siblings are outside, nursing their demons – playing. I pick up a shirt, covering my hairy chest. 
Expecting diverse job sat Mr Ken’s place, I gather my computer, its charger, my toothbrush, magazines, the bloody cell phone and money. I set out for his house in a pair of shorts. The people in my compound do not care about me. They turn their heads as I walk. They think I am a retard, carrying a bag over my shoulder at 8.30pm, heading to no-where in a pair of shorts. They are bloody gossips. I give them no attention.

 

At the bus stop an earlier rainfall delays motorists, I presume. I can’t get a vehicle to the Slaughter axis of Port Harcourt. Potential passengers line up waiting for vehicles, like refugees. I join them. I wait for minutes and see no sign of vehicle. I walk further from the waiting-men and women who look like hungry tigers ready to pounce on the vehicles. I pray for luck. But a vehicle splashes water on me. Bloody driver! I try to curse him again. But I remember I want a favour from God. I ignore him and walk away. “Retarded bastard” pops into my head. 
 

“Slaughter?” signifying with my hand. The drivers care not of me. I wait patiently. A vehicle shows up. I quietly follow it with my eyes.  A woman whose eyes are like a priestess’ of a god sees the oncoming taxi and adjusts her wrapper. I notice her. I put my bag on safe-mode. I trail the taxi like a careful hunter. It parks. The people come rushing forward. I see them coming like a mighty flood. My eyes pop out. My mind becomes stronger and greedy. I put my hand through the door. It wouldn’t open. I force it. The people draw closer to me.  “Please don’t make me lose my chance of getting a vehicle”. I try again and the door opens. The people pour their weight on me. I am pushed forward. I rest on a seat, heaving.
 

The driver laughs hysterically at us. He is the god for the night. We are at his mercy. He drives like we are nothing. “I am something.” I focus my attention on the destination. My stomach rumbles. I feel the pains. I look at my seatmate whose buttock is adjusted for me to have a seat. He seems hopeless. I turn my attention to the road. I see nothing but blackout and moving houses, as we drive. The driver stretches his hand for money. I hand him a 50 Naira note. Others pay him too. We are in peace. He struggles with some change. “I am out of the trouble which torments them. I am a special person, enjoying a peaceful ride to my destination,” I think.

 

I alight at Slaughter. It’s late. My stomach growls. I beg it. I assure it of a meal, something worth a while, but I curse below my breath. I walk looking for another vehicle heading to Elelenwo. Once more, the population I see is threatening. Before I finish a prayer, a bus shows up. I put my jumping skills to practice. I grab a seat. An old woman, running from behind pushes me. I see her face. She is desperate. She wants a seat too. I quarrel with her. She hits me with an umbrella. I let out a shout. She is satisfied at my pains. I hate her. She sees the hate in my eyes. I sit. She sits. The journey continues. The bus is quiet. Nobody talks. No one would talk. We are dumb soldiers. “We work with our strength not mouth, maybe.” I laugh within me.

 

I alight at Elitor with no pleasant face for the passengers. The road is muddy. I watch my steps, carefully. I see shops being closed. I see women walking, perhaps on their way home. I wish to give one a helping hand. But the picture of my girlfriend appears in my head. I dread her. She could be my wife. I need to respect her. She follows me around, in my head. I feel her in my saliva. She is a part of me. I look the other way and say no to temptations. The street is quiet too like I am. I walk into the Estate. The first gate is open. No security officer sits there. I walk through the second gate, the one that leads to the Lane. The gate is open too. I tap on the gate that leads to the house. Nobody answers. The gatekeepers are getting some warmth somewhere, I presume. I kill the thought, swiftly.

 

“Tap, tap!” I knock at front door. No one answers. I knock again. Some guy opens the door. He answers my greetings and disappears. I know the rules of the house. I ask for Mr Ken. No one seems to have seen him. I pick a seat. I facebook a little. I check my mail to see the demons that distract my life electronically. I send an email. Ken isn’t home. I am bored. I search the kitchen to appease my stomach. I find nothing. The fridge is as empty as a street after a riot. I am angered. I close it with a force. I search my bag for money. I see a 500 Naira note. I search the house to announce my hunt for food. No one is there to listen. I close the door quietly and step out.

 

The security officer isn’t at the entrance. I walk alone on the lonely street. Listening to Adele’s "One and Only," I remember a lot. I keep them to me. There is a fastfood joint on the street. It is lit by a noisy generator. “All generators are noisy.” I hate them. And I hate the electricity company too. They are crawling thieves. The operator of the restaurant has an accent. I order for beans, my favourite. He delays. He brings it after I am angered. I forgive him. He apologizes, profusely, I eat, watching a masquerade display on TV. The people on TV are using special effects on the traditional dance. It is funny. I enjoy the dance. It is Igbo’s. And I like it. I like everything Igbo. My girlfriend is Igbo. My name sounds Igbo. I am a storyteller, like the Igbos. I am a retard, like a lot of them too, I presume.

 

I finish the food. There is a mild argument between the operator of the restaurant and me over my change. He explains. I listen and understand. I collect what he offers. I depart like an evicted member of a reality TV show. He wishes me a good night rest. I turn at him. He is not a lady. “He shouldn’t have wished me that,” I think. I forgive him and find my way.

 

With the street still calm, I avoid muddy water like a sacred personality. I push the closed entrance-gate. It’s locked. I am amazed. I push again. It’s obviously locked. The gatekeepers have locked me out. I try to get angry. My bag, my computer, my sanity; all of them are in that house! I rebel, alone. I try a tear but nothing runs down my cheek. I take a fare to the back-gate of the street. The street is calmer. Shops are locking up.

 

The back gate is locked, also. I am disappointed. I push harder, the security officer opens. He tells me something I ignore. I walk into the Estate to the lane that leads home. The gate is locked too. I scream at the gate. No one responds. I try calling someone from within the house. My phone has no call-credit. I am disappointed. I begin to admire the floor of the street for a bed-space. I shrug at the idea. I walk out of the lane.  Flagging a taxi that leads home, I am ignored. A special taxi pulls up. I sit between two young women. They look like night-preachers. They are out of their houses at 11.30pm in skimpy skirts for some preaching businesses. I peep at the exposed thighs. The driver requests for my money. I get to my Bus Stop. I keep staring at the direction of the young women. They must be real women, preaching a truth I am unfamiliar with.

 

My street, Odu, is lonely. Darkness sits over the houses, blindfolding the moonlight like a bully. The street opens its arms as I walk into it. I see no one on it. I pray for forgiveness of sins as I swallow saliva. I am terrified. I don’t want to die. Someone calls me. It’s my younger brother. “Where are you coming from, Bura?” he requests. My mind relaxes. I look at him, wanting to narrate my ordeal but words fail me. I request for the key to the house. I unlock the door and jump on the bed like a professional diver. With my eyes closed and my butts open, I release gases to the air like a philanthropist. I am a good guy. Not the day’s ordeal would spoil my joy. My sibling coughs at some foul smell, I giggle, silently. Crazy night!





LURKING AROUND BORI
I

 actually visited Union Bank, Bori! You needed to have been in my heart as I decided on that journey. I was terribly afraid of what the outcome would be, triumphant or disastrous. Would the old building collapse on me as I walk into the banking hall? Would the workers be so old they can barely hear my utterances? Would it be like;
“Hello ma’am, I’m here for a transaction.”

And an old woman would push up her large glasses to get a clearer view of my clean shaven face and requests slowly

“Do you live with your parents? Why do they let you out of the house with a bushy face like that?”

And I would reply

“Ma’am, my face is shaved. And seriously, I am here for a transaction, not doctrines,” and she would say

“See him, the perdition one” pointing her old fingers at me. And maybe out of frustration I would scream down the building, pull my hairs, chew the stones that make up the wall with my teeth and maybe run to the road, nude.

I also thought about the state of the ATM. Would it be made of wood? Talking about analogue; how would the process of payment and the entire transaction be? I wondered within myself, hopelessly, until I took the courage to visit the bank located on Hospital Road.

Bori is a pretty funny place in Rivers State. Everyone is a comedian in its capacity. The students of the Polytechnic dress to depress. The food sellers wish to cheat you to death. But I found one that wouldn’t. I had woken up, done the usual, got dressed and took my bag over my shoulder. I pierced my eyes through the activities of the people to find a desired food seller, and then I found it, a place by the roadside. The woman had her three children helping her. The eldest child is an angel. I requested to buy balls of Akara, and a bottle of Coke. I sat in front of a locked shop and downed the entire content. Perfect. I enjoyed the meal and the young lady who kept smiling at me.

As a woman, Bori is average in height, not beautiful, not ugly. She can make a man want her. A sight at her could bring you closer to her strong creamy dark thighs until you are erected like a storey building. As a place, you can find inspiration trekking up the streets looking for whose heart is empty and ready to be embraced. The noise from the market women makes music to even a deaf man.

Bori is a home to a lot of great things. The late icon, Ken Saro Wiwa grew up in her cuddles. Ken’s dad traded in palm-kernel on its street. And the men in the city plied the now major road on bicycles. Bori now has cars, few though. The sellers of products concentrate on their goods and customers. If the audio is taken from their conversations, you could see mouths moving and hands demonstrating seriously. Pretty funny and engaging! In Bori the lazy people lurk around like millipedes on special parade. Bori is for writers, what a soapbox is to a preacher.

There are two ATMs in Bori. I was shocked when I could not access money because the only functional ATM rejected my card. Mine is of a different bank. I guess banks have differences too, maybe a face-off or something similar.

I flagged an Okada – commercial motorbikes fly in Bori like apprentice wizards learning the tricks of flying - the rider, a mature man. I told him all I could speak. My K’ana language sucks. I speak it, anyway and you make out the meaning. That was what I did and the man nodded. Ignitions are always on. I threw a leg over the seat and adjusted my dark butt on it. I tapped him to signal a flight. The man flew. I could hear myself praying to my ancestors for safety and all there was. Safely we arrived the premises of the bank. The security officer, a man in his sixties, signalled the biker to come in. In Bori bikers are treated with dignity. They should. They are the source of revenue to the police officers who lurk around in dark clothing like kids, practicing robbery with toy guns.

I was shocked at the security door, and the mini queue I joined into the bank. At the counter, I saw beautiful ladies, actually working in Union Bank, Bori. Wow! Bloody retarded me, to have thought otherwise. The ladies smiled so wide you could live happily on their faces like a fat fly on a dump site. I diverted. The ATM machine sat comfortably on a side of the bank awaiting my card. I brought it out, slotted it in and the machine welcomed me. It requested. I followed instructions. “I am not so dumb!” I raged silently as I typed and punched the keys.

The notes fell out of the machine in colours. I turned around to see if anyone was looking at me. Of course, the ladies were. I folded my money and pocketed all. I could not take a second look at the workers, younger men and the ladies. I punched the machine for the last time; my card flushed itself to surface. The button at the door, silver and sexy, I punched it. A man who seemed rejected by the bloody detector of metal wouldn’t be allowed entrance. I passed through the door in awe. “Some changes could come in several forms oh,” I cried to myself. I signalled the rider of the bike. He turned his ignition key and headed out like a stunt man. I told him to fly to the Council’s secretariat where a lot awaited me for the day. He did. And in no moment we were at the secretariat, a place where politicians, lovers of the local Government Chairman, lovers of good things spend the day in their flapping trousers. Its building is one of the finest in Bori with uninterrupted electricity from a generator, of course.

I paid the Okada man and ensured his tips too, as he saw me withdraw some money.

I walked into the council in a well-pressed shirt, courtesy of my friend, Mr Ken. I had borrowed it when I found out that I couldn’t leave for Port Harcourt the previous day. The National Youth Service Corp members who flocked the council secretariat complex like colourful docks passed me by. The ladies looked at me and the glory I walked in. I looked at them too. They admired what they saw. I admired the steps they took as they walked ahead of me, gracefully. I uttered no words to them. “I am a celibate who should avoid conversation with women so I can make heaven, maybe,” I reassured myself as I walked in the company of me.





RANTS FROM ABUJA
I

 promised I was not going to complain about anything in months. I promised to behave normally; I love the treatments I get from people, the distribution of electricity by PHCN, the politics of the country, programmes on TV and the women, definitely. I promised to become a celibate in few months – Wow! Me? Phew! But I can barely keep promises. I am bad at it. I am bad at everything. My bosses at work complain too. They are just tired of having me around. I am boring in their sight. But I am heavy with words. Although I am more careful, after reading LOST FOR WORDS by John Humphrys – the crazy old British journalist, who loves words so much he could jump into a lake than watch the wrong words in the right sentence – or a sentence disruption by Mr Tony Blair or some clichés in a newspaper that says almost nothing. Mr Humphrys hates the American English. He hates a lot of things. He would hate me too. But I like him.

A facilitator, a wonderful woman, my newly found friend, Nicola, borrowed me a copy of Lost for Words. She used to write scripts for Mr Humphrys back in the UK. And the entire United Kingdom knows that Mr Humphrys is a solecist. He has bred a world of solecism. He is such a man that can spot 160 mistakes in the speech of a Prime Minister. His is not devoid of one or two mistakes, but he sure knows the rules. And breaking it only makes the world easier, for him. We are crazy, I know. But he admits it too. Do you think I would improve reading from him? I think I would if I married his daughter. Bloody old me!

I spent the early hours of the morning with Nicola, my facilitator in class at the Transcorp Hilton hotel, Abuja. She taught me a lot without words. Don’t ask me how.  And I like her. I mean that like in all of the senses available. You rarely find women in their fifties that can still catch your fancy. She didn’t only catch my fancy, she occupied my senses. She came into Nigeria with her all-graceful daughter, Amy. I had fun fantasising each time I sat with them. But talking about general issues, I found my way in Abuja by sheer grace. That’s what I work with now. And don’t bother calling me a preacher. I wish to be one. The folks have the best things in life. The male preachers have the most beautiful women for wives. And for kids too! They drive the most expensive cars and live in mansions.

I enjoyed everything about Abuja during my week-stay, even when the girls stayed away from me. Maybe they were pre-informed about my coming. They must have held a meeting and agreed to stay away from the sluty minded black boy from Port Harcourt. Bloody, money-seeking ladies! I hate them. They had Black-Berry phones and they would not attend to a guy with a Nokia.  It's well.

When I arrived I went into Kubwa to spend the night with, TJ, a friend. I had told him about my proposed escapades. He laughed when I told him. When I arrived I reminded him that I was not a comedian that he should treat my request seriously. But he laughed again. I slept that night facing the bed, sad. There was no partner to take through the world of poetry. I hated him for that trick. And the next morning when I got a call from a lady-friend in the Jabi area, I left him. Silly him! How could he trick a Port Harcourt boy?

I could not get a taxi to Jabi. In Abuja, taxis are a tourist’s delight. The guys are not like the bikers in Bayelsa State. These people understand English and the prices of their fares are inexpensive. I wished I met a female taxi driver. But I was only day- dreaming. The man drove through the constructions. From Kubwa into the town, Abuja is a construction site. It has been so since 12th December, 1991 when it was created. I guess the ministers who oversee Abuja are too intelligent. Each time they see the landmass they dream a lot. Bastards! They should invest the money into bettering the lives of the settlers in Kubwa and Gwagwalada. Those folks need more than political attention.

When I got to Jabi I needed another round of lecture from my friend to locate her house. I maintained some patience with the driver who seemed to be in a hurry. After minutes of driving, we saw her at the gate – the Bayelsan pearl. She is dark in complexion. The smiles she pulled could save any dying man. I was dying. And she saved me. I could not ask for a hug. I had bags. I hung one over my shoulder and pulled the other. I requested she led the way. And when she walked in front you would wish you were me, walking behind her, oh, amazing hips! Every step she took was dramatised with her hips swinging. I incessantly swallowed imaginary saliva before we got to the door. She smiled and introduced me to her house – a nice flat, with perfect lighting. Ladies are really good at home décor. Give me a room to decorate and I would only hang a nail on the wall and place my jacket on it and hug the bed.

I hate Gimba Kakanda. I hate him with passion. Now that sounds gay. I hate him! Does that work? Maybe.  Alright. He was supposed to find me a place in Abuja but he was too busy running around Chimamanda Ngozi Adichie in Lagos at a literary workshop. He also had some foreign company and so he forgot about me. I will pay him in his coin. When he visits Port Harcourt I will make him a monk. I will lock up all females. I would release the grannies, only. And that would hurt him really bad. I am sure of that.  When I called persistently, coupled with MTN’s sick network, Gimba would not take my calls. He replied me later that he was on a journey from God-knows-where. He was chatting while on the vehicle, but he could not chat with me, not when he was talking to a pretty woman from Minna, Niger State, his home state. I hate him.  I mean it.

Darkness drew closer. And finally, it was night. I had met Joe in the house. Joe is a nice guy. And he laughs at my jokes. I like folks that make me feel good. I left him in the parlour and went into my room. I was going to sleep, but the Bayelsan beauty was in the kitchen. The aroma of the meal she cooked travelled around the room. When I had only slept two seconds, I heard a tap on my door. It was such a tap that could make you joyful even without a person in sight. The tap was so gentle. I unbolted the door. And before me was the Bayelsan queen. She stood gracefully in some well-packaged nightgown. I knew I was going to eat all she would offer. Her smile and invitation weren’t the only things I picked interest in. Her boobs could knock you dead. I saw them and I knew I would never leave Africa if things like large boobs existed. My girlfriend has some mild boobs. Hers keep you under speculation. Hers is meticulous. It keeps you straight and when you have it, you know you have your share of the busy world. But Ms Bayelsa’s boobs were not mine. They belonged to my friend. I just could not get the picture of my friend, the Jos guy, off my head. I could picture him spanking my head for admiring ‘his’ boobs. And my girlfriend too – she would curl and walk away. That would be a knock on my head. A lot of apology would bring back sanity. Then I followed her. And each step she took, even in the dark I knew I could not get lost. We got to the dinning table; it was a clean place with six chairs around a brown table. Joe joined me. He was not eating. He was enjoying his chat with Queen Bayelsa. I ate and enjoyed the food. But like Mode Nine, Nigeria’s hip-hopper, would tell me “Dodo is for fools!” yeah. I was foolish because the food erased the pictures of Ms Bayelsa for the few minutes I ate. When I was done, I pushed the door of my room open and admired the bed a little. I saw a hand beckoning through the pillows. And as the ceiling fan kept toiling, I delve into her arms - my bed. But all I could feel was the pillow not some caring fingers from an Abuja babe. Crazy, illusion. Bastard!





ONION MAKES ME CRY
I

 like female nurses. I like all of them. I like the tall and the endowed whose skins are dark and creamy. I like the chubby and the fair in complexion, whose skin on rainy days you would wish you were crested. And definitely, the pretty faced nurses with nice dentition and perfect dimples. It makes you want to keep smiling like a man whose miracle arrived in trucks. And o goodness, their gracious onions, plummy and beautiful in size and sight, make me cry. I like the way they walk in their uniforms, shaking all danceable part of their bodies, making you want to fall sick and remain bound in their care, forever. God bless nurses.

“But what would a sick man do without female nurses, son?” my adopted father, Richie, would ask me. “Stay in bed and allow some muscular men feel the pains on your stomach with their hands?” I would reply. “No!” He would exclaim. “Learn faster, son. You should know better.” I now know better. And I’m sure his spirit would be smiling down on me, ticking in his note how a trustworthy son I have become.  “These female nurses make you wish you were ill, especially in their working mood.” He has said this the night we met before he never came back. “If I were to make a choice, I would prefer a hospital where the nurses are eighteen years of age to thirty”. O, what a hospital that would be. And I love Richie for his imaginations. He was not older than I was but smarter, with the women, while I learned. “We would have late night parties. All the patients on bed would be rolled into a hall. The music would be mild and the nurses would mimic those ladies in Mo Hit’s music video, Booty Call.” That’s some crazy arse video. Bastards! I always tell him.

I think employers of labour in the healthcare sector are like those of the banks; they are brilliant and business minded.  I rarely find a nurse whose physical features would make you want to reject the hospital bed without an option. There might be a lot of them around. But I wish not to see them. Richie would forbid me from any of such. He knows better than that. It would be a pain – some un-royal pain in the arse. The process of recruiting these nurses could be visualized. A lot of wanna-be nurses are lined up. An intelligent womanizer, like Richie, is assigned to find out which of the nurses can make a married man sick. He would push up his glasses, walk around the ladies, asking them to turn around. He would look behind them to see the raised flesh, and the most flexible waist thereof. Then he would look up and see if the succulent onions are threatening. Some are, really. Some could be given amnesty. They scream fear into you and take your confidence hostage when they stare at you. Ugly nurses could seek for jobs as cleaners. They may never get anything more decent. Pathetic!

The Honda car we had driven in to the hospital packed up in the middle of the road.  The three people in it alighted. We all had straight faces. One of us was sick. He had ulcer. And he had struggled with it for the past week. The sign on the wall of the hospital said “HALTEN.” We walked in, sat and watched the confused nurses attend to their wandering minds instead of the bent man who already sat between Tycoon and me. The raised volume of the television distracted my thoughts. The nurse at the front desk, screaming above the television sound, asked if we had a card. Oludare nodded. He had one. He had come the previous day to get a card. The nurse ran through the files confusingly and pointed us to an office. The door of the office was slightly open. She walked ahead of us, presented the file to a man who strolled out of his office as if he had been roused from sleep. The man stared at the file like it spoke a language foreign to his understanding. He wore dirty slippers. They called him the resident doctor. I guess he looked like a resident lazy kid in a flapping shirt that could make him two if trimmed. He noted a few prescriptions and gave the file to the nurse at the reception.

I’ve grown to love several places, courtesy of Richie. Some are familiar while others are not. Some defile rules, others don’t. But I like me for my imperfections. I like the way I fall into troubles and rise immediately declaring myself a victor. I spent two nights in the hospital. I wasn’t sick. Oludare was. He had ulcer. And it became complicated. I thought he was joking when he lowered his frame and whispered into my ears. He asked for my help. He is a 5ft seven inches tall. And I am somewhere below his chest. Bloody short me! “My help could be short,” I once thought aloud when the demand was serious. But seriously, we found ourselves in the hospital. He was a mess. He had so much pain. And every delay from the nurses ate into him like a worm. He once asked if he would survive the process. And I nodded. I guess he needed my faith to make his come alive. The nurses were ridiculously sloppy. And they wanted money; they could not allow you breathe the hospital air freely.

We climbed the stairs to a room. There was none on the ground floor. The nurse who had led the way spread an old wide bed sheet on the spring bed, as if she wanted both of us on the bed. Oludare stretched on it. I turned on the television. Plugging my computer, another nurse who had followed us, noiselessly, placed a big transparent bag of water against a pole that stood erected by the side of the bed. She connected a wire to Oludare. It looked like some communication gadget, but I knew better. It was not. It was all medical. I guess I suck at medical terms.

In minutes Oludare whispered that he was hungry. I knew he was. I saw it in his eyes. I saw his intestine with a plate, begging me for food. He opened his wallet and brought out One Thousand Naira note. “Could you get me a plate of rice, please?” I nodded. I collected the money from him. I ran around the streets like a mad man looking for rice and stew at about eight-thirty in the night. I later found a restaurant where I bought him rice and soup – paper soup. Crazy me! He ate the food and shelved the pepper, literary. Lucky me!

In the middle of the night I saw blood in the bag of water that hung above Oludare’s head. He noticed it too. I ran to call the nurses. It was late in the night and the hospital was so quiet. All of the nurses had closed for the day. There was just one around. Dark and sexy, I had seen her when I was taking notes of the facilities in the hospital. And she was truly a nurse. I met her, panting. But she was on the phone, giggling with someone. She was talking with a man. And I spent about ten minutes, which seemed like a year, trying to get her off the phone. I could not get madder as she continued the call like I was not important. She gestured a “Wait, can’t you see I’m on the bloody phone.” I could see me eating her eyes, her mouth and sending her to an early grave – but I was not a vampire. I was just a gentleman who would not get so mad at a woman just because she is beautiful and she has body features that makes the senses die at a glimpse. I think I almost died. I looked at her with grave anger. She smiled to the caller. I touched her again and again. I guess she saw how desperate I was and what was running through my mind. I left her after several try. She opened the door when I had left out of frustration and attended to Oludare. Her attitude killed her beauty. And even when I wished to talk some love to her, I had to shelve it. Some folks are just beautiful from afar. 





DESPICABLE ME
I

 have been well. My English teacher would shoot me if I used the Twenty First Century word “Good.” He said it has been misused. “Its original meaning has been thrown away!” He would bark like a dog, making sure I understood him. A lot happens. So many words have been held hostage around here by several groups of people. Can you recall the word “Gay” – its original meaning being happiness, sort of? Yeah. You know what has happened to it right? You can barely write in a book that you feel gay and people wouldn’t look at you with some contempt. I like everyone. But taking away the original meaning of words to sooth some crazy ‘culture’ is pathetic! And I must narrate here that I feel gay! Shoot me!

All that concerns me has been good. My girlfriend, ND, has been at ease with me. She had told me how she disliked my documented experiences with women. She had told me in her usual soft tone. Even if I had earplugs I was sure to hear her. I could not miss a word of what she had said if I wanted to remain In-A- Relationship on Facebook. Life is too short. I obeyed faster than anyone could figure.

Someone had written somewhere that men who listened to their wives – In my case, my girlfriend, lived longer. I can write about her anywhere – especially the good stuffs. She never does anything bad. No lady does anything bad. Men are the suckers. We don’t know anything. We get everything wrong. And women are the saints – they would eventually inherit the earth, I know.

I used to document my interaction with the women I meet on Facebook. A lot of them are crazy, really. If you told them you were a student, you would be better dead than have them visit you again. But when they know you work, it doesn’t matter the job, they would send you mobile phone numbers and tell you when to call. And a lot of them would display fat stupidity when they arrived your house and discovered that the flat, bedbug stricken mattress on the floor and the gallon of water placed somewhere at a corner of the house are all you have to offer. One almost killed me with her hands on my neck. She had chatted with me. We later met at a lounge somewhere in town. After she visited my apartment she warned me never to dream about her. I sure heed. I never dreamed of her. I knotted my loosed screws and behaved. I turned a celibate for the period and regained my senses, somehow. Bloody Zuckerberg!

I can write about my girlfriend but not about those women I meet on Facebook. But I have a problem with her request. If I wrote about her, people would know much. But if stuffs are written about the countless women I meet on Facebook, you can only keep the guess-list going forever.  I learned faster than she could imagine. I started walking with closed eyes when on the streets to make sure I remained well-behaved, that way I could walk past a beautiful woman and not turn around. And I ignore requests from female admirers too. You know those beautiful women who find profile pictures cute? It has been successful. At least 24 hours elapsed and I didn’t turn at another woman.

I maintained ND’s picture in my head. Each time a temptation approached with both thighs spread at me, I shook my head and repeated some mantra I had been taught by men who have been in my shoes. But the women do not trust me. They think someday I would come to my senses and pick up again. Again? I mean pick up and love them like any man would. A lot of them sure think I am a joker when it comes to abstaining from their demons.

The weekend started on a sad note. A friend fell sick and I had to watch over him. I received a call from ND - my muse - as I call her. She was sick. I knew the call was to get me to sit in a vehicle for some hours, heading to Abia State University. It was confirmed. I was truly needed. I told a couple of lies to friends about my trip and picked up just a cloth, some under-wears, and a bottle of antiperspirant, “the rest could be bought at the park.” I nodded and walked. I slept a night to the trip with my alarm clock set for 6am. Silly me. I slept on my phone and it turned off. When I woke up, it was about seven in the morning.  And it was sanitation, which started at seven. I rushed to the bus-stop, hoped the heavens would not remember my sins and choose to punish me with a scanty road. I think they did. They punished me. I could not get a vehicle. And when I finally got one, it dropped me at some distance from the park. As the gate of the park was being closed, I struggled to pass through it, and headed to the counter where tickets are sold. The place was empty. There was no one selling tickets. Someone told me they would not sell until sanitation was over. Pathetic!

I stood watching the drizzling rain as if they were falling spears. It felt as if the drops were hurting me. Of course, they were.  The entire place meant for seat was wet and I could not find anywhere to set my butt. I tore a piece of paper from my travel note and sat on it. I sat next to a lady, unconsciously. But I ignored her. The picture of my lady hung over my head like it was a police officer screening my conduct. I behaved. We didn’t talk. But something happened in the split seconds I sat and we spoke.

She smiled. I knew the smile and its place. I smiled too and we spoke all there could ever be said. I discovered she was a corp member – you know that one-year-death-sentence every Nigerian youth is forced to undergo before acquainting self with the labour market? She had studied Accounting in school. She had a shop somewhere around the city. She told me she had noticed me typing on my phone. I type pretty fast. She saw all that and smiled again. Each time she smiled and I smiled back, I felt a knock from outer-space on my head. I quickly reiterated. That’s what every woman wants, a man who would get a subconscious knock each time he approached another woman. But this woman was different. She wanted me to teach her writing. And she was fair and pretty. You could pay to see her walk. The hips could bring out your heart, rip it off and sit on it with some mischievous smiles. And her legs too – awesome!

I always tell wanna-be writers, document every piece of detail in your life, and make it interesting. That’s the best way to write or to start the boring career of writing. She heard a lot even with my few words. Each time she stared at my lips as I spoke, I knew I would either spend the entire day with her or become useless, somehow. I motivated her to take the ICAN examinations. She promised she was going to sit for it. I enquired about her destination and she told me she was travelling to Cross Rivers State. She made a call and I could guess she was visiting a man. I was visiting a woman, too.

I like Rivers women. She was about telling me some more stuffs when the vehicle I had spent hours waiting for started calling for passengers. I ran to grab a seat and forgot to get her mobile phone numbers. It hurt me like a sharp pain in my chest. I turned around to see what I was missing – the nice dimples, the smiles and the gorgeous lips! And each time I turned I felt uneasy. I felt a force pushing me for a hug. But ND’s photo serenaded my memory like flies on a rotten meat.
The driver of my vehicle started collecting money from passengers. I paid.  He gave ‘change’ to the people he owed. And the lady sat there, maybe waiting for me to get her numbers. The driver took his seat and asked those that were privileged to have seatbelts to pull them. I knew I had to be brave to get what I wanted. As he turned the key of the ignition, I asked him to give me a second; I needed to ease myself. I heard the murmur from the rear of the bus. Some of the people could not voice their anger. But they were mad at my excuse. I pretended to have my zip pulled down. I picked my phone, ran to the lady who sat there, patiently. I apologised for not collecting her numbers earlier or recalling her name. She told me “Chioma.” I like the name. I smiled and promised to give her a call when I returned to Port Harcourt. She smiled. When I returned to the bus, I received a beep on my phone. I checked the message. It was from my newly found friend, Chioma, wishing me a safe journey. I knew I would be safe, somehow, with her picture added to my memory-library. Despicable me!




THE IMMIGRATION TORMENT
T

he Green passports have become popular because of Nigeria. Anyone that has a green passport is expected to be a Nigerian at the first instance, until properly checked on identification basis. I am a Nigerian, because I have a passport that introduces me to the rest of the world with a creed by the Commander-In-Chief of the Federal Republic of Nigeria. But I went through a process similar to hell to achieve that.

The thought hits me like a sledgehammer. I really do not have any form of identification detailing how Nigerian I am. So I get angry. I call some friends; Onyeka ,the dreadlock guy, and Tee Jay, the sneaky Abuja-based writer who would give up his meal for a lady he admires and a lot more. Onyeka gives an ‘apt’ reply to my SMS. I am pissed. But do not dwell on it for too long. “I am not an Immigration officer…. How do I know the requirement for a passport na…?” Strange! He rather should have told me that all I needed was a black ass, a root in some villages in Nigeria and parents that have endured a lot of hardship and I could be good to go. Nope. He didn’t say anything more. I forget him. Busy and over stressed, I presume would be his state of mind. Tee Jay gives a proper detail. He is the man.

I love Tee Jay’s sister, Patience. But he calls me a dreamer. I could dream for any lady as sensitive and brilliant as Patience – (note: not Madam First Lady, oh.) I can’t forget the meal of Jollof rice she prepared for me in Abuja on one hot afternoon some years ago. I wasn’t more concerned about the food than I was concentrating on the endowments as implanted in her by the Creator. Good lord. I am born again.

I ask my father for some money. I am broke. No girl would even pick my calls. Not even the ones that admire me. I leave the house en route the not-so-beautiful; god knows how many story building office located along Port Harcourt/Aba Road, called the Federal Secretariat. The first floor is where the Immigration pitches its tent. I see a lot of attractive people – women. I like them – all. At least they all have very distinctive features. Either a bad accent, wrong use of the English, beautiful legs in their uniforms, or they had a good backside, capable of transforming a foreigner to becoming a Nigerian. I smile sheepishly at them. They wouldn’t give me a face. I enter an office – the first I see. It’s a full house. I am tensed. I look for the fairest face to greet. “Good morning!” the lady I admire replies but walks away. A muscled officer attends to me. I tell him all that has brought me. He takes me outside like he has something confidential to say. I follow as led. He sits me by a condemned table and expresses his beliefs and disbeliefs. I listen keenly. He gives me a price. I am uncomfortable. I don’t have it. I have not seen such an amount in recent times. He tells me he has tried. What? How? When? I leave him for someone else. I think they have a link. The guy likes me but hates my lack of funds. I move on to convince an older officer. He is a chief at the POC’s office. He listens to me after the lady with the well-painted/decorated lips drops me in his arms like I was lost. He evaluates me with his eyes. I see all he isn’t saying and shots my mouth. He gives me a price. I am heartbroken. I plead. He is persistent. I am not happy. I leave the room. I wouldn’t see any beautiful woman to convince. I am upset at everyone. Bloody bastards of officers in brownish uniforms!

I am disillusioned. With my laptop-bag across my shoulder, I look like a cheap drug seller. No one seems to notice my presence. I shout inwardly and do not hear myself. I see my tribe’s men in a business centre. I introduce myself to them in my dialect. One’s granny is from my village. But I care little. That’s his business. I have mine. He smiles. His face is spoilt at the appearance of his teeth. I am uneasy. I photocopy my documents –birth certificate etc. I usually dislike seeing that piece of document. I feel older each time I see it. I drop it back to its place in the bag. I walk like an older woman, dragging my bones across the floor looking for a hand-out. I find none. I almost curse the day. But words keep coming. I go back to the first guy. I tell him to sort me out. I would owe him. I am broke. The next day, I would have borrowed some money. He nods. I place some naira notes in his hands. He is about walking away, I stop him, request his contact and names. I saw that earlier on the crest on his breast pocket. I go home to sleep with an alarm clock set for the next day. Crazy assed day!

Morning! Expectant morning. I do the usual, brush my teeth and have a bath – no breakfast. I put on my cloths, grab my bag and disappear into the hands of the day without mumbling any word of prayers. I am a sinner. God wouldn’t hear me. I have admired a lot of backsides, sexy legs, well painted lips, ocean-like boobs and God knows what. He would understand. I ignore everyone in the taxi. My mind left the taxi before I boarded it. It had been to the Immigration office before me. I arrive the gate and meet it there – my mind. I see pretty women, again! Sick me! I can’t say no! I almost bump into a gentleman. He understands my plight. Everyman does. He complains less. I thank my personal chi and walk on.

I call the man I have come to see. The officer who could almost pass for a saint – especially for his few words, directs me to a seat. The seat would later accommodate me for 6hours. Bloody, head-bleeding, insanity central 6 hours! I sit like a robot, pregnant with rage. You know such rage you feel when you order the only available plate of Garri and Egusi soup in a restaurant and its falls down because a lady with a duly exposed cleavage challenges your intelligence? Yeah. But I hope for the best. All that could happen in a Nollywood movie goes through my mind. I could hear “Cut! Action!” as my emotion assumes several characters. I talk to no one. I maintain a peace I would have taken to the Vatican City where I wish I were made a pope and the congregation is just but beautiful, dress-less damsels. 
I see a lot of good things as I sit. A lady comes by. She sits. I talk not. I press the play button on my phone and turn up the volume as I place the earplugs on. Good me.  I am a saint. After all, my email address declares that. She is pissed as the other guys wouldn’t say a word. Bad day for everyone! I feel some guilt, though. Another coke-bottle-like hips lady sits next to me. Great goodness! I am in heaven. Before she sits she asks “Is this free?” I shake my head. “No!” I tell her, smiling mischievously. “Who sits here, please?” She asks again. “God!” I tell her.  She sits down. Bloody sick me! Bad approach. “That was a joke. And you didn’t smile?” She maintains a look. I get that look a lot when I am not welcomed. I regret my steps. Bad me! Good her!
My man, the officer comes. He brings my file after a day and half. He shows me where to sit for my passport snap shot. I squeeze between a man and another man. A fairer lady comes around. She stands. I beg her in my heart to sit next to me. Glory! She does. Oh great. I smile for the second time. I need a real conversation, I tell myself. She leans and almost falls. My ticket! “You wouldn’t want to break a beautiful backbone, right?” She smiles. My magic is working. We start talking. Her name is Lucy. She is Igbo, my favourite tribe, for a lady. I like all she does. I love my girlfriend too, ‘cus she’s Igbo. She request to listen to the songs on my phone. Bad one. I have mad songs. A bit of techno, a bit of Jazz, a bit of Country and Blues. And MI too, the (w) rapper, and Timaya’s  “All the Way.” I like the way she plays with my phone. If she is my passport, I would remain a Nigerian forever. But she’s not. She keeps vital information about herself. She is older, she said. But I admire her, anyways. I think a crush is the name it's called.

Another process is in session: registering with an officer who types as fast as a snail. We are being punished. We can’t get the passport on same day, but I get Lucy. I am happy. She types her numbers on my phone. I smile as we walk downstairs to signal the end of an Immigration torment. Good me!





COMBING PORT HARCOURT
G

imba Kakanda had told me in a message on Facebook that my writings, especially the essay-likes could be compared to Dambudzo’s. I know Dambudzo. And I know Gimba too. Gimba is so brilliant. He must have read Dambudzo black and blue. And I love Gimba’s judgment on issues. He once had a letter-combat with Ikhide Ikheloa (formerlyof 234Next on Sunday) over the review of Ahmed Maiwada’s book, Musdoki, what he thinks and that of Ikhide also.  And a lot more. But I would have preferred being told of the nature of my writing by a woman.

I met Dambudzo once in a library in Port Harcourt. The poetic Dambudzo I met was rich with words, especially lyrical and blunt words. The particular Dambudzo I met was put together by a lover. I mean a lady that admired the late Dambudzo so much. And I think she did a lot of good job for the late bloke. The crazy Dambudzo I know would not be patient enough to gather his own works. He had written a ground-breaking book, in my opinion, the “House of Hunger,” some poetry collections and then had a famous fight with the British government of his school, the Oxford. He was also famous for spending his time in the Zimbabwean University as a resident writer and dying away from his family. I think I am not him. I could be him in some senses. But I drink less, while he drank more. He smoked whatever, but I smoke nothing. We are different.  Thanks to Wikipedia!

I once called Gimba to send me a copy of the “House of Hunger,” but I guess he was too hungry for some rant essays to listen to me. He laughed me off when I told him why I wanted the book. I told him I wanted to see and feel the famous Dambudzo. The guy that would walk away from a British education to protest his displeasures! Funny dude! I wish he were alive today. I would have invited him to Port Harcourt. I know some special “joints” where we could have found more inspiration than there is in the green grass.

After I failed to get a copy of the “House of Hunger” from Gimba, I decided to comb Port Harcourt for the book. The first place I had in mind was the Silverbird LifeStyle store. I knew I wouldn’t find the book there. But there was a girl friend I needed to see in the shop. Good me! The lady works at the shop. But I met her absence. It was pathetic. And there was no one to console me. I searched through the shelves to find the book while a bit of me went through the store to find my friend but all in futility. I didn’t have her number, so I guess I was too retarded not to have noted that.  When I got tired of the search, I walked to the convenience to take a photograph. That’s what I’ve been taught by the girls. They turn the conveniences of cinemas and eateries to photo studios. I was relieved. And I exited the door. That’s what the door is for, right?

I crossed the rail to a special market, the Mile One market, where I was told I could get any book, even the unedited copies of the Hebrew Bible. I went in; the first shop that attracted me was not the one with most books but a fair lady. Fair ladies should own all shops in the world, and I would be a regular visitor. I mean customer.  I saw books, original and the unoriginal. They cost almost same amount. The lady didn’t seem to know much about her products but her beauty defied all wrongs. I saw copies of Nelson Mandela’s Uneasy Walk to Freedom. I marvelled. The book written by Mr. Mandela was titled A Long Walk to Freedom. I observed the book very well. I noticed it’s a compilation of prison essays etc. I left the shop. Other shops sell more text books for schools and abandoned European literatures. They have nothing on Africans. Pathetic. I left the shop to try others. They do have a heap of books that grow to the ceiling: bad books, good books, all books. But none of the shops have the “House of Hunger,” why?

Disappointed, I walked the rail like I lost a cherished friend. I think about the words I would not be seeing. I think about all the crazy things I have heard in the reviews of the book. I recalled another bookshop, the Rainbow bookshop; the organizers of the famous Garden City Literary festival. The street of Igbodo was calm for a Saturday. I walked hoping to be consoled by getting the book at the shop. But when I raised my face to push the protector door, I discovered it was locked. They didn’t open for work. With unseen tears, I bowed my head, confused. I talked to nobody and walked to Aba Road. There was no one to talk to. I flagged a taxi. It didn’t stop. I flagged another. It stopped. I threw my bag of flesh at the rear and inhale the hot air that blew through the City on Saturdays. I closed my eyes a bit and dreamed of a paradise with desired books and nice juice to sip while reading, and probably some ladies, friendly ones, with velvety of hands, rubbing my back. Lol!

Not feeling good, I walked into the place that houses me, requested for a bottle of coke – something I call the Perfect Addiction. My neighbour, young and beautiful, she gave me the chilled drink with no offense. She is married. I have my limitations with the married. I gulped the coke with all strength. All of them went down my throat like I had just returned from a war, thirsty for peace. I requested for the second Perfect Addiction. She gave me another and I downed it like I had gotten an empty bottle from her. I requested for the third one when I discovered I had holes in my pocket. I couldn’t buy any more addiction. What an imperfect outing! I nursed the idea of getting a photocopied version of the book from Gimba in Minna, Niger State. At least it would grow into a real book after some hours’ trip via road. I pushed the door of my room; a rather comfortable hell. The bed beaconed at me. I gave it a gaze. It gave a wink. And in a nanosecond I was dropped dead on it, snoring like some unidentified alien. If I could not find the “House of Hunger” in the realm of reality, maybe dreaming about it wouldn’t do any worst of damage. And that was it. I slept to read the book, the “House of Hunger,” by Dambudzo Marechera.






JUNE 10TH
W

henever you come across a beautiful woman, someone you know you are really attracted to, shake hands with her, and most necessarily, try a hug, it’s most memorable. It rules your heart for a long time and it produces enough energy to go about making greater and better friends, vice versa. The hug could last five minutes. That’s my favourite. But create your own time. Know your body. And don’t mess with it.

And talking about beauty, whoever said Ogoni women weren’t beautiful must have been retarded. They are. All of them even the so-called ugly ones, they have their peculiarities. They could be beautiful if you are not quick to judge them. I guess I have turned a propaganda writer. Bad me. Good me. I just needed to state that clearly so I may be given a bride when I get home to my mother. She had called to know why I rarely pick interest in the women from my place. I guess she was seeing things I was not seeing. I was seeing a lot of exposed cleavage and ladies in Bikini on MTV. A wife from the village was out of the question.  I was not going to the village to marry a calm, peaceful and quiet, fewer backsides shaking good-girl. Nah. Not me. Try the next door. I am spoilt, mum.

Today! What a good and crazy day. I would have loved to hug some lady and practice the act of loving, but I guess it passed me by. I didn’t. I messed up. I fucked up!

A night earlier, an amazing lady had buzzed on Facebook. We’ve been friends, I mean pals. But her buzz wasn’t a regular. She wanted to meet me. She said I was too crazy a writer with lots of interest in women so she would meet with me. I dropped dead in surprise. Why would a beautiful woman meet me? I am not Banky W, or Onyeka Nwelue. I am the bloody NBBV – a name too long I had to abbreviate it.  My heart skipped geometrically. I usually don’t pray to meet certain beautiful women. I love admiring them from the corner of my room, on the computer, afar – you know, like watching them with binoculars.  But this special lady was requesting to meet me!

In no distant time, my mind raced to all the women I have lied to; those that have been almost loved by me. I tried to know who might have planned this one – the person that might have wanted to bring me down. But my searchlight returned without results. Dumb searchlight! I flipped through my Bible to mumble some prayers to God to reveal the hand behind the scene, but I got a blank screen. “Someone is playing on my intelligence,” I screamed. I left the computer to do a more dedicated thinking. I thought about all the women in my life. All of the pains and the pleasure they had brought me. I thought about the ones that picked quarrel with me over attention and the ones I needed attention from. The equation was so unbalanced. I knew I was in trouble.

To be sure the message was for me, I replied her almost immediately. But the same message came again. And my fear walked up to me, gave me a dirty slap and accused me of getting myself involved in something I would regret. I knew it. June 10th was going to be a bloody, silly, crazy-assed day. I paused on my system. I cleared my eyes since I had woken up from a fast sleep. I needed to be sure I was acting as a real person, not some dreamer walking. It was about 10pm. I felt like postponing the next day. I quickly typed what could have passed for disapproval. I told her I wasn’t the kind of person she was expecting. But what kind of person was she expecting? I told her how small my office was. I told her she needed to know all these before she got disappointed. Did I tell her I did not own a Range Rover as one lady had once suggested? But she persisted. She agreed to come. To forget about the day’s gruesome event, I gave her the office address and slept to wake up late the next day.

As usual, I woke up late, rushed into the bathroom, did the usual, rushed my meal and took my bag. A piece of her flashed into my head like a reflection of light. Her smiles, her nice hair-do, and pretty eyes, etc. I shook my head. I would be good, I promised myself.  And I would not be intimidated. So I flagged a taxi. Hoping the driver doesn’t trick me as usual. I found myself in the office.

Panting and sweating for walking a distance, I met the door of the office open. Someone was inside. I pushed the door and peeped through an opening, it was the boss. He had arrived. And I was 16minutes late for work. I carefully pushed the door open and greeted him with a dove courtesy. He nodded like the boss he was. He turned his wrist and told me what the time was. He said I was late. I knew I was late. And I told him the truth. I was on the internet working until late. He smiled like he bought my truth for a lie. I knew he bought it for the lie I wasn’t telling. And the routine for the day started. I arranged the office, the boss’s desk, mine, and the day was ready to get worse.
Each time I typed a word on the computer, I looked at my wrist watch to see if  the time had struck 12noon, the time I gave her. I assumed she would call me, especially because the address I gave was not an easy one to find.  I suck at giving the right address. I think I am retarded at that. Gradually, the office became filled. Bryan arrived. LK arrived too. And a lot of others, and  like magic, my phone rang. I picked up the unregistered number, and it was a female voice, sonorous, convincing, and breath-taking. “I am outside, standing in front of the address you gave me,” the voiced spoke. What? She came? I thought she was joking! Why can’t ladies joke over certain stuffs? How can she be outside? I mean, how soon? And she even came at the time she promised she was coming? Momentarily, I was confused. Bad me. Crazy me. Stupid me. “What have I done?” a small voice rang in me. I lamented. I recited the National Pledge in my dialect, confused. I paced the office for an action plan. There was none. I had to go out. Behold she was there with the phone to her ear, calling me! The creamy face I had seen on my system was made real. I felt God’s creative mechanism. Some ladies could be pretty! I recited below the smile I posed. And there was something else. Something I didn’t see on the system had come with her, the stuff I appreciate most in ladies. The hips! Oh my goodness, they were awesome and portable. They were brilliantly placed on her by whoever might have come up with a picture of her. As she walked toward me, I imaginatively opened my hands, widely for a hug. But it was faked. I smiled, shook her hands and offered her a seat in the office.

Temperature freezing cool, I introduced her to Preach, the funky, crazy assed model that lost his calling of being a preacher to the runway. And LK, the rapper and newly discovered anti-Freemason preacher, and Stella, the company’s accountant. She liked them all. At least her smile said so.

She had met me. And I had met my fears. What would I say?  The more I thought about her, the more confused I became. And I needed a place where we could really know ourselves and talk. The bar next door was open. Thank Goodness! We went there. The horny weather wouldn’t allow my heart be at peace. We crossed under the drizzly weather like a newly wedded couple looking for a nest to find heat. I got her a seat and we started the chat. I had warned her about my talking ability. And I guessed I depressed her with over ten thousand words per second. She seemed to enjoy all I was saying, especially when I told her about writers and writing opportunities online. One thing I loved about her was her ability to write poetry despite the tedious textbooks for medical students. She was a medical student. And why are medical students always sexy?

She didn’t drink anything. So we kept talking. She just wanted to meet me so she asked nothing about my person. She just stared into my eyes, I felt helpless without a touch. I asked everything about her person. I loved the way she smiled in her photos. But that was as far as my imagination could go. Anything further from that would be detrimental, so I held my peace. LK and Preach came by to the bar. After a while, LK, a popular rapper based in Port Harcourt, and one of the fewest good hands in Nigeria’s rap game, impressed her with his look. I hated him for that. And Preach, one of the few daring young models that have toured Asia, also impressed her with his height and look.  I felt fear from my men. Preach could get my ‘friend’ drown in his abs and keep her there. But I pray such comes no sooner. We talked and LK lectured the Bible and all there was not. He talked passionately about what he thought about me and the Freemason thing. “I am not a member,” I told him. I laughed. And we continued the joke. LK arrived the scene with ‘Bole,’ roasted plantain, roasted yam with fish. The aroma killed us. I felt we could eat some too, so I walked with her and went hunting.

While walking, I figured out the price of walking hand in hand with her, smiling lovingly to her and telling her lies about love. But in reality, we walked and talked like monks. We shared only motives about writing and I felt uneasy and disappointed.

We arrived at the food joint. The woman delayed me, just to see my face again, I presumed. I guessed I am too handsome for her attention. I begged severally for me to have my package. She prepared it. We selected the right fish and walked back like a perfect pair we were not.

At the bar, we talked and got set for the food. There was no water for hand-washing. I searched the bar like a mad man. I found some water. I served her like the gentleman I was not. And we began devouring the meal. Tastily and awesome, we nodded and listened to music from some crazy teenagers that wouldn’t let Rick Ross enjoy his  day. We spent a nice time talking and laughing. Life is beautiful.

Back to the office, we had a lighter conversation. Attention changed lane. There was exchange of contacts. And I laughed devilishly at Preach and LK.  She rose. I blessed God. Each time she rose, you would love to walk behind her with your two hands on your head, dreaming of would-be-nots.  I walked her.

Outside, at the junction, we waited for a taxi but none showed up. When none was forthcoming, we resolved to walk to Waterlines, a major junction. And the walk was as enjoyable as meeting this lady. The day was a nice one, especially when she smiled. You could defile moonlight and place her face up there and there would be light. But I held my peace. I expressed no atom of poetry, that which I was known for. I apologized for all I could not recall and walked back to the office with a piece of me tracing her every step, waiting patiently for the hug that didn’t come. Bloody June 10th!





HERE AND THERE
I

 hate it each time a driver tricks me to keep my change. All money is important, especially to a broke ass Nigerian like me. I do not have any form of allowance. Writing doesn’t pay, except when you know someone in the newspaper house. It is worst when you are not ready to lick some asses and write a lot of propaganda. I can’t write propaganda. And I don’t know anyone up there, so I am broke! Too bad? I have been nursing some crazy ideas about becoming rich. They are not good, you must know. But they could get me some money. They could make me rich if carried out properly. I am actively working on befriending the likes of Demeji Bankole, Peter Odili, Patricia Ete, and the rest of others too numerous to mention. O, bad me. I have sent them Facebook requests. That’s the latest and quickest form of making a high profile friend, especially when you have no profile yourself. If they refused to grant me a confirmation, especially the eastern men led by the Kalus, Ohakims, I would get a new Facebook account, disguise as a sexy woman, in few moments than you would ever imagine, I would have thousands of requests awaiting my decision.

I woke up late this morning. My siblings wouldn’t wake me up. They forgot me on the bed. When I realized the time, it was 9am. I could have screamed my lungs out, rushed into the bathroom, poured out the bathing water on the floor, pretended to have my face wiped and returned to put on clothes. But the guy that controls my life 9 hours daily was out of town. Bosses are crazy people. I would love to be a boss someday, so I could control as much lives as possible too. Maybe make a lot of my subjects as useless as they have made mine. My boss left the state yesterday. He left without a message for me. I learned of his trip via the accountant. And I cared little when it came. When I finally left the house, my neighbours could not say much about my lateness. I guessed a lot of them were laughing in their hearts. I took my bag, flung it over my shoulder and walked out. I prayed not. I guess, I slept over it.

Then I met the bad guy for the day. Small in size, shaved hair, in a polo shirt, he sat behind the wheel. Before then Bryan, the new Project Manager of the company, called me. Bryan is so dark you would need divinity not to bump into him in the night. He is handsome. Not tall. I guess the ladies should tell him that. He has some withdrawn skill in the art of fighting. So I am afraid of him, most of the times. He told me someone was coming to the office. I told him I was on my way. But he kept calling me until I got fed up. I danced to my ring tone each time the phone rang until I guess he was tired of calling. The driver of the colour taxi pulled over. He reminded me of how the Europeans pulled over in Africa, picked up stupid Africans; took them on a ride, and till date, they are yet returned, at least with their senses intact. I greeted fellow seat mates and they mumbled a reply. I cared less about their reply. My attention was on the driver. He had not done anything. But I just had the detective instinct on him. Bryan would not stop calling, so my mind went ahead of me to the office, waiting for the guy he said was coming. When I got to my bus stop, the famous Waterlines, where you would think is a venue for a party: daily, travellers as well as workers converge in a mob like form there.  Before I could spell jack, the driver had driven away, with my change! I tried to wave him for my change, but I guesshe planned it. He used my head. He drove away with my change without remorse for what a poor me would face. And I was penny-less. I cursed him. But he felt it not. Bastard!





FINDING YENAGOA
E

ach dawn brings new hope to those that seek it. And more fears to the fated. It’s no one’s fault.

At 5.00pm, I arrive the Waterlines Park, in Port Harcourt en route Bayelsa State. A 14 seater passenger bus is half full. I book a ticket and admire the lady at the sale’s point. Like a drop of rain during a cloudy day, passengers arrive. I pick a seat in front. I would be next to the driver and I would see the clear road as we travel.

A young man comes on-board. ‘Is anyone sitting with you in front?’ I shake my head in disapproval. He drops a polythene bag containing empty CDs. He brings out his Blackberry phone – ready to continue the 21st century addiction. His hands are busy. But the smell from his armpit has a spear, bow and arrow. I manage. It would be comfortable if I refuse to think about it. I turn to see the almost filled bus, but there is no pretty smile from the commuters that look worried and impatience. There is a miracle. The bus is filled. My already bought tooth paste and Vaseline cream is tucked right inside my bag. I hold it close, the bag. My transportation from Bayelsa sits in the bag.

A magazine seller approaches my seat with coloured magazines. He shows me a lot of not-my type pictures – cars. I request to see an edition of Soundcity Blast Magazine. It has Banky W – the self-styled Mr Capable - on it. He sits below a pretty dark model. I don’t see the model’s face. But her legs are beautiful – creamy and all sexy. Banky W, like the retarded bastard any man could be, has his head right between the woman’s thighs. It looks good there – especially with a well shaved beard. He’s a singer who has nothing to do. I would not buy it. I know it’s a 2009 edition. The seller is ready to sell his magazines. He brings out an interesting copy of Ebony Magazine – the black dominated, note book like literature. The pictures look good, the subject is on fatherhood. There is a hero of a man who takes care of his children even after the demise of his spouse. I would love to be an interesting father, someday, so I buy the magazine. The seller tells me the price is N1, 500.00. That’s the total sum I’m taking to Bayelsa. I laugh at him. He doesn’t. I tell him I am okay. I give him his magazine. He refuses the mag. He asks me for my opinion. I closely look at the sealed literature and offer to pay him Four Hundred naira. He says thank you, picks his magazine and makes attempt to leave. He persuades me. I tell him I am doing him a favour since I am suspecting it was an edition of a year ago. He asks for the money. I provide two clean minty notes, N400.00, and he disappears from the park. I am excited at his offer. I unseal the polythene. I also remove a piece of paper that used to cover what I assume is the amount in dollar. I see it’s a 2007 edition of Ebony Magazine, sold to me in 2011. I am mad at the cheap trick of the vendor. I scan for him. But he is gone.

It is past 6pm. The horny traffic at Waterlines disturbs my mind. The vehicle moves, into another queue. I am worried. I try reading the magazine for relevant essays. But my mind goes back to the ‘wise’ vendor. I curse his birthday. I wish I would see him. I imagine his skull in my palm. I imagine him screaming for help after stacking torn pages of the magazine in his nostrils and his anus. I wake up. The Port Harcourt/Aba Road traffic becomes a confirmed slot: slow.  I send a text message to the organizer of the Bayelsa Book and Craft Fair, Mr. Onyeka Nwelue, another retarded writer - his reply is Christ’s return. ‘Crazy him. He must be mad busy.’ I close my eyes. I wouldn’t reopen it. The slow pace of the traffic makes me throw wishes to a god. I want to fly. I can’t fly. I have no wings. I have just two miserable legs with worn out shoes that may not survive the tar road in an hour. The guy with the killer of a smell keeps busy with his addiction.

Miraculously we pass through the University of Port Harcourt. I open my eyes. I see a flood of students. Bastards. They should be sleeping and studying to be members of the ever increasing labour market. I look at them with pity. I forget them. Ripping politicians would come out of that group someday. And they would rape us to death with skills learned at this Choba based Open House of Joke. I hate school. I would burn any school down. I detest JAMB too. Prickly bastards!

There are hawkers everywhere. I am looking for the sellers of oil, crude. This is the state, the Glory of all Land? I see the faces of parents – single or mingle, that are trying to survive. Everyone strives to survive in Nigeria, but on distinctive scales. Even the Presidency hustles. I am broke – a state of having a lot to spend on nothing but nothing. I admire their rigour but wish for a faster ride. There are lights before us. We are at Mbiama. The government is brilliant. A section of the state has no electricity. They are saving it for the hundreds of visitors that would be in Yenagoa for the AMAA and the first Bayelsa Book Fair. The light is beautiful. All lights are. We speed through Mel-Ford Okilo Road. Mel-Ford is one dead fellow. He was a governor in the old Rivers State. The state is still old, anyway.

The vehicle makes a turn at the front of a park/market. The driver orders everyone down. We have arrived. And I am lost. I ask a biker – Okada – the way to the Niger Delta Wetland Centre. He is more confused than I am. Idiot. I leave him. I meet a younger woman, a teenager, beautiful. She wants to help, but she doesn’t know the place. I like her hospitality. She doesn’t have a phone. Fucking me! I miss the first phone number. I shake my head in regret. I ask another man. He doesn’t know. No one knows Yenagoa, not even the ancestors – bikers. A motorist directs me. ‘Osiro Road,’ he says ‘Walk down the road. At the extreme, you would find the Wetland Centre.’ Good him. He is my saviour. But he leaves. I need to be accompanied to the place. I am a dummy. It’s 11pm. I need direction. A truck pusher agrees to take me there. I mean to the street. ‘It’s closer to Peace Park,’ he says. He should have asked me if I cared about Peace Park at about 11.20pm in another man’s land. My phone’s battery beeps low. Bastard. That is the stupid battery. I need it. And I wouldn’t take its warning. I see Osiro Road. I walk down the road like the traveller I was. The road is unending. I ask a pharmacist for direction. He insists I walk forward. I do. I see the place. Gracious mother of God. I found it, the Niger Delta Wetland Centre, a not-too large building protected in a normal height fence and an unusually brown gate.

I knock at the gate. There is no response. It must have been a hectic day for the organizers. They must be tired to respond to me. I push the gate with anger. The security man comes closer. With an accent only of a northerner “Wetin you dey find?’’ I have to convince him. “I came for the book fair.” He pushes his breathe through the opening of the gate “Dem done close. Dem done go. Come back tomorrow. Nobody dey here.” I understand him. I understand his language – an excuse of a language? I grow tired. It is late. I have no one in Yenagoa. I am dying already. Onyeka and Afam are not picking up calls. It’s been fifteen missed calls to each of them. And three sms(es)’. I have N50 on my phone. I dial Yira’s number. Yira studies at the Niger Delta University, Wilberforce Island, Amasoma – some dead miles from town. That’s the same community as Alamieyeseigha– the ex-governor - a woman; a guy that played chess with the British police. Yira’s phone is dead. Fuck! I scroll through my contacts. There is a Jane. She would be my saviour? I call her. She picks up, in a flash; my problems are on her desk. She assures me of a place to sleep. I would call Joan, her sister. She lives in Amasoma – the dead miles location. I have no choice. I set for Amasoma. Jane is to send me Joan’s contact so I’ll call her to pick me up at the park. My phone dies.

I am confused and hungry. I meet a shop keeper. I bargain a place to charge my phone while I drink a bottle of any soft. He knows business. He agrees. I drink a coke. In three minutes I set for Amasoma. The street is long. I forget to sing a song. I just walk, angrily. I see a taxi. He agrees to take me to the park. He does. There is a narrow bridge – a perfect line between a dream and a nightmare. I am going for the nightmare. I walk the bridge hoping God doesn’t remember my bags of sin and cast me out. He could. But he doesn’t. I cross over. A man sits on his car screaming at passer-by for Amasoma. I ask for his price. He bills N300.00. I agree. I am the only one for his car. He would rather sit on a live coal than take me to Amasoma, alone. My phone beeps for low battery. I charge it for N50. The guy is a bloody business mogul. He charges for such an amount, he would buy a baguette sports car in a week. He admits four passengers at the rear and two in front: unholy bastard of a driver. He makes a heck of an amount. Rough and quaky, we ride. In over 40minutes, I arrive the school. I dial Joan’s number. She comes out. In khaki, her dark smooth laps could speak Latin to a German. She greets – I do too.

Joan leads me upstairs. I walk behind her, with an imaginary gun aiming at my whet thoughts. Foolish me! Joan flips the key, the door is open. Someone else is on the bed – a girl. I hate gang bang. I suck at it. But who is going to bang an over excited, tired illiterate like me. Joan gives me bath water, I undress and head to the bathroom. In minutes, I saw a flat, hostel-like mattress on the ground. That’s mine. It’s as slim as I am. I perch on it. “Would you mind a wrapper?’’ she asks. “No. Thanks,” I reply. There is a wrapper. And I sleep. 

The next morning I am awake. I am through with the bathroom. I wake Joan and thank her for the hospitality. I promise to call her when I am settled. She likes it. She bids me farewell. I hang my bags and run downstairs. I call some other friends. Yira invites me into the campus. I go in. My bags are at her auntie’s restaurant. I see her – beautiful as ever. Little height, hippy hips, nice lips, amazing eyes, she hugs me. I submerge. She asks one million questions and I answer two. She calls another guy – someone that wanted to see me. I am not her father. I am not to collect her bride price. Cyril shows up. Lacking height, like Saro, but cunny like a tortoise, I get introduced. I know little about myself. The guy likes me. We discuss development in Ogoni. He is a theatre art student at the university. He admires my screenwriting skills and proactive approaches to other things of life. We chat a lot. We talk about those we hate. We hate almost everything. I have to go. I request for my leave. Yira opts out – she’s got lectures. Cyril and I walk. There are sand flies everywhere. God was feeding the people? These flies are in billions. But I like them. They welcome me. I am grateful. I step outside the school, the threatening number increases. I still like it. I go to get my bags. I eat rice, fried plantain and meat – two. I step out. There are people everywhere. There are no vehicles. Shit! I try Onyeka’s number. He’s not picking. I rush into a tricycle – Keke-Napep – a transportation medium faster than only snail.

Like child’s play, the tricycle moves like it was being pushed by a two year old. I hate it. I hate the charge of N300.00. Begging my kindred spirit to catch me if I fell, I arrive Yenagoa. Like locust during the Biblical plague in Egypt, motorcycles fly all around humans. I flag one. The charge is N150.00. He takes me to the Niger Delta Wetland Centre, Ekike. Praying I meet Afam and Onyeka, and rant about all the pitfalls. I meet the gate open. I see familiar faces. I like me. I like a lot of the people I see. The first I see is Dami Ajayi – a medical doctor based in Ile Ife, and publisher of the online literary magazine, SarabaMag. He recognizes me. It’s our first time meeting in person after years of facebooking. He shows me to a safe place for my bags, and leads me into the auditorium – there I find Richard Ali, a practicing Lawyer based in Abuja, and publisher of SentinelNigeria, another literary online magazine. Richard is a northerner. But he likes the south, a lot. He has girlfriends all around. I know some of them. I meet Richard and he is delighted to meet me. We had agreed to come and we are here. There is Jumoke Verissimo – an acclaimed poet based in Lagos, Nigeria. Nice and beautifully slim, she smiles through her glasses. We met two years ago at the Hexagon Hotel in Benin, Edo State for a reading. I meet a lot of other people. Mrs Mobolaji sits quietly with Binta Spikin who has taken writing to another level in the north. We take pictures and watch the arrival of a lot of other people. The Sage Hassan arrives and I am excited. Nze Sylva Ifedigbo also shows up. Gimba Kakanda, author of the collection of poems, Safari Pants, Eromo, UNN rant boy, and the host, Onyeka Nwelue, author of Abyssinian Boy, are around. Dami is a mad man. He introduces me to the shy Onyew Bongo-Ikwue, a brilliant lawyer who graduated from the Kwame Nkrumah State University. She’s the daughter of Bongos Ikwue, the veteran musician who was brought to screen with the musical drama “Inale.” Onyew plays with her Ipad. She reads her story to us. There are too many women to see. I leave Dami and the Sage to Onyew. Greedy artistes! I was going to look for my own lady. They already had Onywe’s attention. Bloody Book fair womanizers!
The day is fast. The sessions are over. We go to the dinning for food: delicious meal. Afam announces the arrival of the bus – a standby vehicle that conveys writers to the hotel. The driver is an old man. He walks like he is getting younger. He never speaks. I don’t want his speech, either. Nze Sylva Ifedigbo and I want rooms. We arrived late. We are bastards. We need a place to lay our pen heads. A place is reserved for me in the bus. I squat. It’s comfortable and enduring.

The nights are beautiful in Yenagoa, especially the roads. The lined-up street light shines golden. The car honks. The gate of Intercontinental Hotel, Imgbi, opens. It is a serene environment. I carry my bags. Afam gives me a room key. It is room 304, Floor 3. I am glad. I have a room, the first in a long time. I would be evil with it, if I choose. Afam shows me three other guys. They would share the place with me. Fool! Can’t I sleep in a room? He rushes back at me. He replaces the key with another. Retarded dude. He won’t give me peace, even in Yenagoa. I collect another key. It’s Room 305, same floor. I can’t find the floor. We are idiots, searching for a floor we can’t find. At last, the room is located by a worker. Thank Goodness. One of my roomies is gone. We are but three. I turn the key in the lock. It’s a suite--comfortable one with a lobby. A door leads from the front to the bathroom, same as the bedroom. I like it. Ladies won’t complain. I wish the TV works. It does. The dumb set turns on. There is a socket for my dead phone’s charger. The bars indicate its low battery. Power comes  in. It picks up. I am relieved.

Tomorrow is a big day. Every day is. I see around to view other rooms. I meet Richard and Dami in a prayer mood. The god is in bottles – green, brown etc. I sit at the table and get ordained. It’s a sweet ride. We talk extensively on nonsense. It sounds good. The time is 10pm. The bus arrives the compound. We would go sight-seeing, in the night. I am happy. I am bored. This would heal my withered brain. There is a delay. I don’t know why. I go out of the hotel with Gimba. My blood is hotter than a burning sun. I need inspiration. On the street, I find three inspirations. They are dressed in skimpies. Good me. It’s my birthday. I run after the muses. I talk too much. Finally, I get looked upon. Short me. “I am hungry. I am new here and I need a place to eat something.” They are not restaurant attendants. “I like you, yeah, the fair you. And my friend likes you. Dark you. We could be friends. Our place is over there.” The muses giggle. They are enjoying our madness. “We are hungry too. And we are heading to that eatery over there.” Trick. I am not falling. I call Gimba. He is advised. We withdraw. Daughters of Eve. They can go kill themselves in that eatery and forget about us. We would drink water and quench rising veins. But I collect fair muses’ contact. I am a Port Harcourt boy!

Night life is lit. We are on the cruise. There are lots of boys, one woman. We drive around town. We see beautiful poverty. We see those that make do with all they have. They have nothing. But they are happy. We are not. We want more things. We want all and sundry to read, our books – even the lecturer at the brothel. We need more things. And a bar houses our wants. The place looks undefined. We are out. But we have to hook up. We go in. The place is a hub for loud music. Uncomfortable. We go inside – it should be a VIP lounge – But it’s a PPL – privately poor lounge. We sit. We nod to the music. We have drinks. We have errand boys bring us meat. Others go in search of more flesh. There is required tension. The music is inviting. We dance. Neresh, the film instructor learns. The Sage learns. I and fellow mates participate. We are on royal ‘highness.’ Good for the night. We sweat. The lady joins. It’s a most welcomed gesture. Neresh joins too. The floor has more laughter and amusement. Neresh’s dance is like incantations. I forgive him. Crazy Indian in a wetland.

A trailer load of coloured muses arrive after a long wait. Shape-ful and shapeless, we watch. They are ours – raised vein-bastards have them. I scan for great milk package – the industry is closed on the first client. I try the other. I am lucky. I lead the way. In the light, my dreams are real. I am delighted. I wield my muse to a side, I talk a lot. She listens. I ask personal questions, she is dumb. I try to be nice, she is hostile. I hush, she has been that way. “Talk now,” she lets out. “I have been talking. You are the one that hasn’t. You talk” I reply. “I go dey go inside oh,” wow. Bad threat. Nope. I refuse to let go. “So how much is it worth?” some smiles beam. Foolish, sexy granny. “Seven thousand” she screams. That’s someone’s salary. I ignore her. She walks away. Bad dream. Others thread my path. Bad dreams too. Bad day for us all. After fruitless bargain, we drive. They stay, raging curses. Funky bastards leave. But I regret. The bed remains cold.

There is power everywhere. From roasted meal to burnt meals, we are having fun. A friend comes from Port Harcourt. Sexy and cool Enyioma. You wouldn’t know she’s dumb until she speaks. She request for Onyeka. She’s beautiful. I pause my conversation with Ayo. I pour attention on her. She likes it. “I want the programme table.” Good me, I would help.“It’s N500. You would pay. “I am a guest. I would be speaking, I can’t pay. Ayo buys her a copy. Bad Ayo. She steps on the podium. She spits venom. Panellists are angry. The show ends. She leaves, disappointed. She’s the topic for jobless boys. Filmmakers and actresses come around. Omoni is pretty. Kenyans, Bond Emeruwa, Cameroonians, Ghanaians are on the podium. It’s interesting. I am looking at the raised chest of a discussant. Stupid me. I hate me. I exchange contacts and hope to call them in the nearest future – about a million years from now.

At night raised vein brings us to Club V10 – a hub for several demons. We see black demons. We see wild demons. All demons are wild but others are wilder. Victor Osuagwu, Ejike Asiegbu and Majid pull attention from me. Nollywood noise makers. All muses pay attention to them. I see one. Nice nose, old face, but nice backside. I ignore the face for the backside. She’s happy she’s in the club. We dance. I place my hands on the elevated flesh. Good God. The excitement is over the moon. I don’t talk. I see familiar faces. Fools. We can’t assume we know ourselves.

The day is great. It’s 3.30am. Bloody writers. The bus moves. We chat and laugh. The room awaits us. Other men sleep in twos, I see alone.

Daybreak is a smooth criminal. I am awake at 6am. It’s departure day. I am angry at me. The fun would be gone. The friends would be dispersed. I mourn them. I get dressed after a wash. I walk around the hotel trying to collect a memory. Not of luxury, but of friendship. We haven’t built any on pretence, but an open heart. We have come from the north, middle belt, south, south-south, and the east to mate ideas. We are successful. I meet Mrs. Mobolaji Adenubi outside the hotel. She’s old, but beautiful. She’s been telling stories for years. I am a joker when she sits. She is hungry as I am. I show her a place. It is for low-lifers. She minds not. We eat beans. I do too. She asks me questions. I give her replies. She tells me a story. A story of how she had met the father of the Ogonis. She had heard about Ken Saro Wiwa. So she went to him with a manuscript. He was extremely a busy man, but the secretary assured her of prompt delivery. She did. When she visits, Ken, a not-too tall man of his character walks out with a flower – yellow, and presents to her. He says “Thanks for Splendid”. Splendid is a book by Mrs. Adenubi that would have been published by Ken but he died. He romanced the gallows under late Gen. Abacha’s loving order. Pathetic.

I get autographed a copy of Splendid from Mrs. Mobolaji Adenubi. The bus arrives. We scramble for our bags. My eyes whirl tears. I am a child. But I take them back. I drop my bags and find a seat, solemnly. After pleasantries, we wish for a perfect road of peace. We silently put our faiths in the hands of he/she that gives it. The experience isn’t bad. We just need a time to write our songs for the come-together. It is truly a Bayelsa Accord.





NIGERIAN BANKS
T

o tell a joke of banks being one of the most interesting of financial houses in Nigeria is to be speaking the absolute truth. I love banks. I do not like the job.  It is boring to me. Outside the job, I like the banking environment, it is serene and you may have sweet music playing from the background especially in the banking hall of some well-to-do banks. I like the clean cars that I see in the parking lots. I like the clean clothes that the men put on. I like the people generally, nice perfumes, bad mouth odour, etc. And I like the girls especially.

When I feel depressed, I take a walk into any bank. I make sure I am well dressed so as to avoid embarrassment from angry bankers. I try to perceive my own breath so the right woman doesn’t slap me on the wrong cheek. I know the perfect timing to meet my targets. 9 am. Then I can thank whatever I believe in for a good day. I am not particularly selective of which bank to visit in Nigeria because I know all of the banks have the best quality when it comes to ladies.

I am of the opinion that there is a casting crew that selects the women that work in the bank. They must be good at their jobs.

Some criteria have been consciously revealed to aspiring female bankers. And whether you like it or not, you should possess at least 75% of these traits or you might as well choose to work in a microfinance bank.  For you to make it to the A list banks, you must be tall, retrogressive growth would only be considered if you have a good waist, speak Queen’s English without and factor, be it the H, B, or even the C factor. These women must be fresh skinned, and should possess nice, tempting hips - very important.  Other necessary qualities include hot legs and large boobs that would enable customers invest in the bank without questions. With these few qualities, you are sure, as an undergraduate, to get a job in any bank of your choice in Nigeria.

On one of the days I was gathering information for this article, I walked into a bank, got the usual warm greetings from security officers who have their minds on my money. I sat at the reception, waited for a transaction that took forever. I maintained a place on the visitors’ section of the bank until a woman I can barely describe walked in. Her miniskirt could make you bank your life. The smell from her perfume provoked my earnest love for the bank. I maintained sanity. I didn’t bank my life as was speculated, although I was almost on the verge of doing so.

I later found out that the lady was an employee of the bank. Such a beauty! She was all you would see on MTV. I could not help but told the man at the counter to continue the delay. I told him I was having a good time. You guessed right, he was amazed. When the lady stood behind me, I recall saying words like a rapper, “What’s up shorty, hope you don’t mind sharing your phone numbers with me. Here’s my phone. And, I must confess, I like the way you dial the numbers. It’s like a nurse’s care.” I was so charged that day that I could run some 500 meters race from the bank and still catch my breath.

That was just one amongst the many incidents I have witnessed in the bank. I decided to keep enjoying the sight, so I walked up to the lady and confessed to her that I had no account with the bank. I told her how light brained I was when it comes to bringing corresponding documents to the bank. I asked if she could come around to my office on one of the days and pick up the document so I could have an account with her bank. She wanted the documents more than I wanted to see her in that miniskirt. She agreed to drive with me to my office for the documents. She sat next to me in the car. And whenever I looked down to change the gear I saw some new revelations from the exposed laps. That’s my ordeal and I do not wish to share it with my woman.

Banking job is good. Brilliant guys are recruited daily, same as the pretty girls.  Sometimes, I caste my mind to those ladies who are far from beautiful and their plights come like an ugly mask to my face. They won’t make good bankers. They may end up being fired in the first two months of their jobs.

My question then is:  these ladies give out their numbers at will and flaunt their bodies at customers, so why do they find it offensive when people talk about loose dressing amongst female bankers?

My suggestion: if this ‘corporate dressing’ seems to be getting the bank businesses, there may be a mega boost if the ladies would go totally naked. I would be the first to will my life to banking jobs. Yes, I think so.

Seriously, what do I expect them to wear? If I were made a consultant, I would advise the ladies to dress like nuns. Yes, that would help. That way, they would carry the glory of God more than the glory of arousing boys. But between the lines, I love going to the bank to catch fun. If there is a lady in my neighbourhood who seems not be giving me any attention, I go see her in the bank. There, I can see all that I can’t see at home. I think banks should be located everywhere. What do you think?

If banks are built in every corner of the city and these ladies are recruited the perfect way it has been, I think there would be less trouble in the world – especially from boys.





GOLDEN MEMORIES
T

he 4th edition of the Garden City Literary Festival must have come and gone but the memories remain intact. The glitz, especially seeing writers from other parts of the world, inspires. I became older during the celebration. I clocked 24 and I celebrated it. Some friends were mildly against the celebration. They were upset that I had to declare my age, especially as inscribed on my celebration cake. Others felt I was only being my usual self, stupid, so they joined and celebrated with me, but a lot of other people didn’t. Some expected special invitations. I couldn’t afford it. The government didn’t sponsor my birthday. They hate me. I am, perhaps, a young threat to them. Bastards!

It was not a major celebration. I was just so happy to be alive. Anyone would be happy to be alive in Nigeria. We grow old without electricity, without due Medicare, without proper representation. We do odd jobs to stay alive. The leadership wouldn’t pay minimum wage. They don’t like the people. They probably wish us hell.

You should celebrate once in a while and wish yourself enough luck to take you far, maybe to the ends of the earth where fulfilment lies. A friend, John Ulonna, an intelligent young man, a final year student of the Federal University of Technology, Owerri, died within the period I was also struggling with other things. He couldn’t live anymore. An illness claimed him. A lot of other things happened within the year. People who were healthier and richer died. Celebrities had accident and died. I felt compelled to appreciate God and the friends who wished me well during my years on earth, by celebrating.

Although I was too broke to buy one, I got a cake. I spoke with a lot of person and they encouraged my plans. A good friend and sweetie, Ajoke Adeniyi, supported and wished me luck. I insisted I needed a cake and somehow, I cleared my savings. I had not worked in months. I couldn’t just imagine staying without some money in my pocket even on my birthday. I was fearless. I paid a restaurant three days to my birthday to be sure of a cake. I dreamt of the cake all through the period. I saw myself in dreams cutting the cake amidst friends.

I resolved not to send invitation to friends; they were many. I couldn’t really afford it too. If I did, they would need drinks and a lot more than I could afford. So I thought and finally thought it right to stage the celebration during the Garden City Literary Festival. The organisers of the GCLF would provide me with drinks and probably audience as a lot of friends would be present. I thought and so the idea was bought. It failed though.

Weeks to the event some friends called to inform me they would be in Port Harcourt for the festival. I was excited. I become really happy when I meet a friend who appreciates literature.

I told them about my cashless state but they agreed to come anyways. Amongst the few that I heard from was an older friend, and father, Pa Ikhide Ikheloe, a lover of good literature. He is one man who would not pretend to love a bitter pill even when coated in sugar. Pa Ikhide, as we, his younger friends call him, lives in the United States.  He has lived there for some 22years. He finds time amidst work and family engagement to write reviews for books and stories from this part of the world. He maintained a column for one of Nigeria’s leading newspapers called “Email from America.”

The Festival kicked off. A session on literature and politics held at the Ebitimi Banigo Hall, University of Port Harcourt. The day was dominated by proactive students from the Departments of English studies and Politics. It was almost ruined. Mr Obari Gomba opened with a speech and some other lecturers too, who saved the day with meaningful discussions. Workshops also kicked off at the Hotel Presidential where Eghosa, Barret, Oguntuku and others, taught at workshops on prose, poetry and directing, respectively.

A day to my birthday celebration, while sitting with Wole Oguntuku for a meal at a restaurant, a call came through to my phone. It was Ehgosa Imasuen’s, a writer with lots of guts. Eghosa rewrote Nigeria’s history in his first book, ‘To Saint Patrick’ I think he really did. I was happy to hear of Pa Ikhide’s presence in town. He attended a session with Achebe at the University of Port Harcourt where he also listened to the Governor of Rivers State, Rt. Hon. Chibuike Amaechi, a politician who embraces literature, and Achebe’s speech, presented on his behalf by his son. Pa Ikhide would do anything for Achebe. He spoke and told me he would be at the Presidential Hotel. I told him I would be there before he could imagine. Like a flash of light, I was at the hotel.

I met a session with Tade Ipadeola, Rtd Major Aniebo, Tunc Illas from Turkey, Prof Akachi Adimorah Ezeigbo and Eghosa Imasuen in a war discussion. They spoke about literature and war. I listened. In the audience a lot of dignitaries sat. Chimeka Garrick, a new author of ‘Tomorrow Died Yesterday,’ Prof Femi Osofisan, Kaine Agary - a lady I had a crush on, amongst others.

War is a technical subject meant for the experienced. I would not speak on the issue except when speaking about the unconventional wars as cited by Pa Ikhide Ikheloe. He talked about the latter leading to the first. I nodded. I knew he was telling the truth, especially when he mentioned that the war was being fought by some of our most beautiful women languished on the streets of Italy, trying to survive. He spoke a few words, but I heard a lot. The session ended and I was glad to have met him in person, after years of facebooking. Although he snuck out to type on his Black Berry phone, I knew it was amazing meeting him.

Pa Ikhide’s article about some of the atrocities carried out by security operatives in Nigeria appeared satirically in his column during the week of the festival. He described the recent incident where Prof. Okey Ndibe, author of ‘Arrow of Rain,’ was arrested at the airport and unnecessarily questioned.

We chatted as we walked to the bar and agreed on a lot. We gave a light toast to his home-coming. One of the most beautiful writers in the world, Mrs Olisakwe, sat with us. And it was awesome. Stanley Azukola had the day. He served as Pa Ikhide’s Personal Assistant for the rest of the journey in Port Harcourt. He got fired along the way. But he got reinstated each time it happened. The day didn’t end. The mad traffic of Port Harcourt delayed our journey to reaching an Isi Ewu joint on Rumuola Road. When we got there, courtesy of Mr Chidi Opara, we took seats and got stuck licking pepper-soup and drinking scared wines. It was great.

An after-party took us on another trip to one of the coolest lounges in the city which proved a good one. I wished myself a happy birthday and downed colour wines. When I left the lounge, I was lighter than air. Pa Ikhide had presented me with a gift. And with it, even as I was carried home by the fired PA, I appreciated the outing and all the festival brought me. I couldn’t wake up the next morning. But when I did, I still took my already prepared cake, joined a taxi to the festival venue where I eventually cut it. Supervised by Mr Wole Oguntuku, I was glad I grew older with friends that appreciated me despite my shortfalls. It was indeed a memorable one.

I appreciate those who sent me wishes via Facebook and those whose text messages got me smiling. I am humbled and honoured. Nigeria may have deprived me of a lot, but it has not deprived me of getting older.





IKHIDE IKHELOA
T

here are times when you meet certain people and your life is transformed. Those times are special. They should be treasured, and noted. I think that’s called relationship. In it you learn and the other person learns too. You make mistakes and the other pair corrects. Despite the age difference, the person appreciates your efforts. Such has been my life and Pa Ikhide’s, I presume. He has not openly corrected me, but reading from him has played a major role in my little life, seriously. 

 

My life hasn’t been same, really. Neither my face nor the size of my head may have changed, but I feel reborn.  There’s been some consciousness ever since I first read from Pa Ikhide on the pages of 234Next Newspaper, every Sunday, until he finally ended the journey. And there has been lessons learned and noted.

 

I have met a lot of people. Some have been significant in all I do. Others have less but they sure leave a spot. I have met others whose changes have been really enormous. One of such is Ikhide Ikheloa’s, someone I call a father. I met him first on his column on 234Next. He maintained a column called “Email from America” where he writes about his life, especially. I can’t recall the first article I read from him. But I felt he was really opinionated and bright at what he was doing that I needed to study him. I did a dig up on him and discovered a lot. He was older and had a loving family. He was simply responsible, in all senses.

 

Being a young school leaver at the time of meeting him, I had a lot to learn. The secondary school I attended was an ass-et. You wouldn’t send your enemy there. I spent six years in the school. I left as a Senior Prefect in that community secondary school but I knew I had a lot of vacuum, academically, to fill. It took me years to fall back on track. During those years I read books. I would visit Cyber Cafes and read from people on the internet. I would follow them up and read their histories, sometimes, to see if there was hope for me. I read Pa Ikhide’s and I was impressed. Each Sunday I expected his article like a present. I would borrow money to purchase the paper or make friends with newspaper vendors to scan for free.

 

Pa Ikhide eventually became a father. Correcting my mistakes and enjoining me to forge ahead, I felt grown. It’s unfortunate I haven’t attended a university, but the friends I have kept and the people I have read from, fine-tuned me to the present state of my writing. Pa Ikhide, amongst other people did a lot to help me, indirectly.  I owe a lot to him as a father.

 

My biological father is literate. He held my young hand back then and taught me reading and writing. He stopped when the demand for family responsibilities forced him to work with the Lebanese as a furniture maker. He would spend about eleven hours at work. His earning was so meagre it would irritate you. I could not buy books. I had to trek to school and saved my transportation to buy the books I wanted. I couldn’t visit libraries. They were far from my reach, besides I needed to work to get going. And the books should be read at my convenience, since I am a slow reader. I also wanted to write the books I was reading. Ikhide, like Abati showed me a style of writing: wit. He has humour. He is brilliant. He is responsible and a proud Nigerian. I am grateful he came my way through the 234Next newspaper.

 

It’s great to know that I can actually write to thank him for all he contributed as a columnist. The friendship we had also grew stronger and I finally met him in Port Harcourt in September, 2011 – my birth month. It was a happy moment for me. I never imagined a person of my status chatting with him on issues affecting us as readers and writers, as parents as children and as learners and as professionals.

 

Today he is done with the NEXT.com, but he is not done with me. His contributions would always be remembered. Although there were times when his opinion was different from mine but those days didn’t mar the writer-reader relationship but made me. He rarely commented on my scribbling but when he did, I felt elevated. And I know that if every young Nigerian would have a mentor like him, a lot would be achieved. I have achieved a lot through reading available materials. I have also learned a lot from Pa Ikhide, his sincerity, simplicity and humility are exceptional. Those that have met him or read his works would testify.

 

Being a writer from an obscure community and obscure family with little or no history connected to writing and reading, getting close to personalities like Ikhide Ikheloa has been a great platform. My educational background was poor. I couldn’t speak amongst the people and peers I met, but with some level of faith in finessing my love for literature, a lot has changed. I am getting better. I am sure I would be up there someday. It has not been easy but there is a faith in all I do. Pa Ikhide respects my view and I do respect his too. This fusion would take me up there, if I don’t give up and he would be glad he spotted me when I was dirty, dusty and unwanted.

 

It started with Reuben Abati’s the CrossRoad, in the Guardian newspaper, and it transcended to Ikhide Ikheloa’s Email from America. I don’t know the next one. It may be mine or someone else’s, but I am proud of the journey so far. When he is not pointing at correctional measures, he laughs over generalisation of views, especially from writers. A lot of people would think he dislikes Chimamanda Ngozi Adichie but he doesn’t. He has an opinion like every writer does. One thing a writer would dislike gravely is a subjected view-point. Pa Ikhide is not a subjected person. He has his flaws but his strength is so much more. He loves making his journey into a topic and ascertaining his facts. I am glad I met him as a friend, father and mentor.

 




WE ARE “A LONG WAY GONE.”
O

n one of my trips to Abuja, I saw the book ‘A Long Way Gone’ dramatically displayed on the shelf of a bookshop. Readers are Leaders bookshop is one of the few existing bookshops struggling for a life in Abuja. With more foreign books than African in the shop, I felt compelled to buy a book which had the photo of an African teenager hanging one of those beautiful rifles over his shoulder. Another thing that caught my attention was his cut foot-wear. It brought me back to the creeks of Luubara. My stay in my own village as a child was as rough as the picture I saw, although I wasn’t privileged to have a rifle.  I could remember moments of games when we run around barefooted. But the model’s likely journey to nowhere spoke more to me. 
The author has been made popular on foreign television for surviving one of those tragic times in Africa. He is from Liberia, a country also wrecked by greed from men who could have led a peaceful administration. War and communal crisis as well as political clashes take away the poetry and awesome nature of the African society. Sounds of gun and wailing from dying friends silence the chirping birds, and the gentleness of fallen foliage. War has made Africa popular. Ignoring the beautiful bookseller for reasons best known to me, I picked up the expensive book and walked away to face my own wars. 
I had issues reading Ishmael Beah’s novel, A Long Way Gone. I am not against the fact that it is categorised as a memoir when a whole lot of it reads like fiction. All memoirs have fancy lies. The lies make it richer. Writers are perfect liars too. I love the book. I love the pictures painted in the pages. I love the lives of the minors who were influenced by a foreign culture which later saved them. I love the Hip-hop culture they cultivated. And if you’ve ever visited Nigeria you would love the Hip-hop culture too.  There is rarely a difference. Adventure, slangs, nodding to steady beats, it’s all fun. The young people are so engrossed in it. We have our panties sagged to village meetings and give finger signs to pass certain information across. Nice age.

 

And I love the blurbs on A Long Way Gone. My favourite is that of the Washington Post. It urged everyone to read the book. It must have come from the emotion of the reviewer. The book is a perfect sad story with a lot of twist to make it enjoyable. It’s like seeing guns in shops with tags that say “Sexy.” I could figure a minor reading the book and crying for help. I seriously love the book. And I am in love with the writer. The writer knows hell and he sure knows literature too. He knows wit and has a good brush to paint them.

 

It took me a while to finally finish the 218 pages paperback book. It took me about a month. There were a lot I needed to understand; the language, the delivery, the names mentioned, the history of Sierra Leone, the Pidgin English written and the terms of war that over-shadowed other subtle themes like responsibility for life. It was ‘mind blasting.’

 

I am sad at the backwardness of Africa and its leadership. I am disappointed that minors are still being used in driving home greedy agenda. Pathetic! I was stunned at the beginning when I saw the picture of a woman running with a dead baby strapped to her back without the knowledge of the mother. The child had been hit by a stray bullet. I cried in the middle of the book when I saw Mr Beah’s loss of childhood. I wept when I imagined losing a family. I was literally mad to read through the heap of dead bodies and the death as caused and experienced by some of my favourite characters. It was one hell of a journey. From Mattru Jong to the United States, I needed to take the microphone off Mr Beah at the UN and say a couple of words to leaders around the world that still subject children to the madness of war. Bastards!

 

I laughed at the end of the book when I saw the end puzzle. It had the entire book summarised in fewer words. You should read it. There was just a lot to get me going. I saw myself in the pictures and illustrations, but the war and the mention of killings looked even more Hollywood than the reality the writer intended. But I believe him. I am happier knowing that the writer just wants to live a life free of war and less attention. He eventually got attention and the woes of child soldiering are standing right in front of us like power failure and corruption. We are a long way gone, really.

 

Mr Beah held my emotion in his palm, tossed it all around, and threw it to the west. It was fun. It had a lot of reviews. That’s what ‘African writers’ want, isn’t it? But he did shy away from giving me full description of the ladies he met. I had that of his mother and Esther, the nurse at the rehabilitation centre.  I needed some more.  I didn’t get any. That’s the only defect I have with the book. Mr Beah would have to personally apologise. He would, seriously.   

 

I think I am a better soldier, reading from Ishmael Beah. I should never love violence and I should preach and hate all acts that portray it. I love the fact that Mr Beah later took the American Hip-hoppers to Sierra Leone for a visit to see the real pictures of violence. The future is brighter for him. Have I mentioned that I have friends who are of the opinion that about a chapter of the book didn’t happen? When you read those chapters, you would know. I sensed some foul play but it was enjoyable. A little bit of this and that kills no one. Mr Beah is a genius. He deserves some applause.  

 

I read A Long Way Gone after reading a book on the English Language and the abuse of it by John Humphrys. If you are a follower of Mr Humphrys, you would know of his fear for language and his choice of words. Mr Beah is a poet and an American. Sierra Leone took his childhood, his parents and friends. It gave him guns and a heart of stone. It gave him marijuana too. But Mr Beah is better without these gifts. The language of A Long Way Gone is street language. The book has the best when it comes to vivid memories. I am afraid of the memories of Mr Beah and I am glad he survived the war in Sierra Leone. It’s pathetic that even in Freetown there is no freedom.

 

What makes a good book in the West? Is it the amount of blackness in it or the amount of suffering and poverty? What has made the West embrace African authors even more? Is it for pity or for the good of the literatures? If the latter is the case then a lot of authors in Africa and around the world deserve better things than what is given.

 

But to ask if there is an Africa devoid of war, poverty, militia killing, and the outbreak of diseases is to take words out of my mouth. Who tells of this pretty Africa? Is there one and how do we relate that to the present state of corruption and underdevelopment, assassination, coups and violent dethronement as in Egypt and Libya?

 

A Long Way Gone is a good book of life story, fiction. I would request you read and cry a little, that way you would appreciate freedom and fight to keep it. Mr Beah told of stories in his village. He told of his uncle and the listening to stories over the radio. He touched a great part of the African culture. I love him. And I would read his next book of poetry, fiction and stories. But he owes me more description of female characters. I just love ladies.





LOST WITHOUT WORDS
I

 rarely come out to you with a product, especially a book, flinging it in your face with some badly in-scripted titles and forcing you to buy it, especially when it has some badly constructed grammar. I am not your regular salesman. The salesmen I know of have done a lot of harm to the English language already, than the discovery of condom to safe sex. And Mr Humphrys and I do not like them. We don’t like politicians, too. I wish to become a better one someday, but until then, I want to introduce you to Mr John Humphrys’ Lost for Words, published in 2004, but it got to my bookshelf in 2011. Wow! Pretty ugly, right? I bet to tell you that it’s not how early you get the book but the necessity of the period you acquire the book.

 

Everyone should read Lost for Words, so as to save words for what they are actually meant for and not abuse them. Newspaper houses across the world and television houses have all contributed to the abuse of the English language in diverse ways. I am yet to point fingers at America and the contemporary Nigerian society where a straight forward sentence is rarely constructed. I am not blaming anyone outside the institution of learning. Did I call it that? I wanted to say something mild like – the horrible environment where students are tortured with outdated, irregular curriculum. The English language is dead. If Nigeria needs to be important in the events of the future, we had better developed our local language for international usage so we would not be tortured to write and pronounce like those in the palace of the Queen of England.

 

Seriously, we have a problem at hand. Our language teachers are folks that are frustrated. They can’t get a job in the oil company or the banks after ten years of graduation from the university. Their degrees in Animal Science can’t be of so much help to them if they don’t teach the English language. The effect is a decadence of a system. Students can’t make a clear sentence. I am not bothered about grammar as we know it. I am bothered about the clarity of English as it should be. Professors, a lot of the times read words to us as proper English. However, I have a lot of things against that. I am yet to buy the fact that most of the things taught in the class room that has over a thousand students are usages that can admit a Nigerian child into studying language and communication studies in foreign universities where English is a first language. Pathetic! We are gradually dying out of relevance. That’s no problem. I am still a fan of the Pidgin English, but if you are not speaking the Pidgin English, shut up – don’t attempt to speak jargon for constructed English. Stay mute. Why say “Ladi Lawal lives on” when you can say “Ladi Lawal lives”?

 

John Humphrys in his book – Lost with Words has taken time to trace foreign terms that have come to find its place in the English language and has discovered that as time passes by and teachers become afraid of correcting pupils, the more harm is done to the system. He has stated in the book that there is nothing as special and harmless as a simple and clear language of communication devoid of deceptions called jargons. He has passionately preached the abuse of verbs, infinitives, prepositions and the dearth of good communication amongst business people around the United Kingdom. If the United Kingdom would have such decadence, then a lot has to be corrected by the Nigerian system. We see language that is woven in hurry and put in front of a public officer to use as a weapon to murder the people. We hear sounds but we don’t understand what is said because the sentences are so clumsy you would wish it was just sound. When you turn around to see who was speaking and it turns out to be your representative in the Senate, Local Government Chairman that is committing such atrocity, you just but sit and weep. It would not be okay. It can’t change on its own. We have to mark a change in the trend of communication by keeping sentences simple and clear with the object and subjects in the right places.

 

Buy and read Lost for Words as a journalist, writer, student. It would be yours to treasure. You could keep it. Your grandchildren would grow and pick it up. They would play with it and learn. That way you are leaving behind something tangible, something with which they can build self-confidence. What is democracy without freedom of expression? And what is expression when it is not constructed and made simple to be understood? Avoid clumsy words. Listen to better radio and TV programmes.

 

Life is too short. Read the right things. Maybe the global warming would be reduced if English isn’t as corrosive as spoken by these great men – politician, broadcasters, preachers, and teenagers on MTV. May we live to write understandable English to our grand-children. Amen!






HUNTING 
M

y existence is threatened every night.  When I sit and stare at the ticking clock tick to the late hour of the night, I feel uneasy. I wish the day would not grow darker. I wish I could bribe the day with some fried food and a drink.  I pray to my kindred spirit for help. But those spirits care less about the living. They are dumb. They don’t know what we feel. They just relax their bones in their graves with glasses of tequila and laugh at us as we are slowly pushed away from living.

 

The mosquitoes are gradually becoming unbearable. They are feeding on me without any form of courtesy for my person. Bastards! I woke up last night and discovered spats of blood on my bed sheet. When I turned up the lamp, I realized I was not in a slaughter house. I was on my bed. I was in the room I had paid for six months ago. I checked my body in the mirror. There was no obvious cut on my body. Some part of my skin was swollen, though. Then I saw them. I saw flicker feathers. I saw the dead generals with unrecognizable faces, hanging on my neck. The ones on my back were dead too. I had not slapped them unconsciously. I had rolled on them while in bed dreaming of a war with them. I could not see any proboscis on my body. I guess I crushed that too.

 

Mosquitoes are wicked. I hate them. I hate all they represent. I hate their tiny limbs. I hate their wicked gestures; I hate the way they sing, the songs they sing and the songs they haven’t sang. I don’t care a bit about them. And I know they hate me too. They are bloody, blood sucking murderers. They fly into the house uninvited, peep around like thieves, then open their bags, bring out their tools and operate on me, the victim. They feed on my blood like I was made for them. They don’t contribute to the meal I rarely get. They only wait for the ready meal; when the clock has struck ten pm and they would emerge. I think they telephone their friends and family, and they come in fully, prepared to kill.

 

When a fatter person sleeps in their zone, they are happy. They dance and give thanks. They don’t see any reason to be stopped. These stupid creatures dig their deep proboscis in to the skin, suck in as much blood as available without appreciation and fly out before you noticed. When you wake up, you are hungry and lazy, and they don’t only collect from you; they put diseases in your system too. If you don’t get to live that long, how would they live their miserable lives? I am going to hunt them until they are extinct. I will get a bottle of KILLA, the well-advertised insecticide. I have seen how it kills mosquitoes on television. It does not spare them. It stretches its hands and reaches them, crushing their bodies while they struggle for escape. No, they will not escape mine. I will call neighbours and give them well-sharpened machetes. They will stand at the door and the window. If anyone escapes the wrath of KILLA, its neck would be detached from its body. I would pack them together for a mass burial and sing them a hymn. My room is a small one. I will live in it alone. I pay the rents alone, so I deserve some sanity. Bastards! 





THE LAGOS DREAM 
C

hristmas comes like a thief. It comes armed. It comes with lots of thoughts and excitement; one of such led me to Lagos in December, 2011. 

Alighting at Jibowu in Yaba, the town looked familiar. I had dreamt about Lagos from adam. And I had always woken up in Port Harcourt, the assumed City of Affluence.  I looked around with contempt for all I had been told about Lasgidi and prayed to God for something close to sanity. I dialled Alfred’s number, my host. It rang and direction flowed through the phone so perfectly. 

Alfred, my friend, should start a navigation firm. He seems good at giving description. 

Without much excitement I signalled an elderly taxi-driver. He looked at me like I was confused. “I’m not!” I screamed at his thoughts. “You won’t be the first to make me feel lost in Lagos!”  I told him about Lekki, my destination, he smiled. He requested I waited. I patiently did. He called out to a colleague, an older and bigger man. The man studied me. He gestured at my height; short and depressing. He thought for a while and announced his price: “Six Thousand Naira!” Of course, with a spice of Yoruba! The amount sounded annoying and extorting.  “It’s close to the dowry my dad paid on my mum” I murmured without an optional thought. 

I tried to convince him to reconsider his outrageous venom for a price but he relaxed, even at my rage. I called Alfred to announce my displeasure and confirm the actual price. Alfred spoke to the driver using my phone. The driver answered like a Head of Department, lazily. He handed the phone over to me. Alfred had agreed I pay him Three Thousand Naira. “That’s so much money. That’s same salary I had received from a bloody Chinese company I once worked for in Port Harcourt.” I complained throughout.  The retards made slippers. Dad had taken me there after Junior WAEC to learn the trade of being a man. I left there after weeks. I got only Three Thousand Naira and a pair of slippers, which I had sneaked away under their ‘due security.’ The taxi-man laughed and called me to a box-like painted vehicle packed around the corner. It took some enchantment for the engine to pick up. I wished for good luck. He suggested I took my bag to the boot of the car so hungry police officers do not feed on our sweat. I was already sweating. Anyone could feed on it as far as I cared. I wiped my face with my palm. And we proceeded to the road like we were friends on a ride. 

I refused him any rest. I asked him questions about Lagos and the reason for the high charge in fare. He laughed and told me how I was coming from the Oil City. I cursed him under my breath. He smiled back at me like it was a compliment. I turned my face away from him to the large water which housed the Third Mainland Bridge. He told me that Lagos paid for all services. And I should be assured more money than I had come with. He sounded magical. He told me he would pay toll too. I asked what toll meant and he smiled again. Before then he had heard some sound in the car. He halted in the middle of the road like a retard and opened the bonnet. I saw his face through the windscreen. He looked at me with a smile. I returned a frown, and a mischievous nod. He told me his fan wasn’t working. 

The driver repeated abrupt stopping and the fan scene like a boring Yoruba movie. I got angry each time. At the toll-gate, billions of cars line up. Ten green lights on each side of traffic signified pay-booths. I watched him squeeze some money to a man who looked rather imprisoned in the booth. And a barrier in front opened. We drove and shortly, Mr Driver stopped again. He apologized and opened his bonnet. He told me there was no water in the car. He opened his boot, brought out a dirt can of water, played around with it and applied the content to whatever part of the car. He struggled with the fan and started the engine. I tried to announce my anger but I realized I knew nowhere around except the open sea that welcomed me if I would jump into it. I held faith. 

At a joint, he pointed, “This is Jakande Estate. One amongst the many built by Mr Jakande, when he was governor.” I nodded and pleaded with him to proceed into the Estate. Alfred’s brother had appeared on the street, waiting for me. Alfred’s brother later told me how prominent people amongst them, Duncan Mighty – the self-styled Port Harcourt First Son, grew up in the Estate. The Estate had little compared to the magnificent structures that defined Lekki, but it had dreams. And as I painstakingly paid Mr Driver his Three Thousand Naira fare, I knew I would find my muse somewhere in the dilapidated buildings of Jakande’s and tell my story. 
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