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I Did It for You, Mama 
 
Perhaps you have heard stories of poverty, or even seen poverty. Maybe 
you are one of those who have had to bear the lash of hunger as it whips 
you mercilessly until you become so immune to the pain that it no longer 
hurts you. You who the ache has become so familiar that you are now 
friends with it. You who your mother has had to tell stories to make you 
forget the hunger in your belly. You who with every rain is afraid you 
would be left homeless or worst die should the wind be too heavy for the 
excuse of a house you call home. You who have seen death, filth, hunger, 
pain and deprivation, for you my story would not be surprising. It would 
be nothing new because you have seen what a single heavy wind can do to 
a dingy wooden shed, what starvation can do to a newborn baby, and have 
seen men do the unthinkable to survive to feed their family. 
For those of you that have not had to fight your siblings over the bowl of 
garri your mother had to leave soaked for as long as possible with hopes 
that it would magically swell and be plentiful enough to fill your craving 
stomachs till the Lord is kind enough to bless you with another meal. For 
you who have never known the pleasure of finding the remains of a 
leftover bread in the refuse dump. You who have never had to tread murky 
waters barefooted just to make it to school. You who the buzzing sounds 
of insects and flies have never rocked to sleep on the bare floor made soft 
with tattered tarpaulin discarded by the woman selling boli. For you, I 
have to start my story at the beginning just so you might understand a bit 
of why I did what I had to do. 
I am not exactly sure what woke me up, whether it was Mama’s dry cough 
that wouldn’t stop or Bimbo’s foot hitting me squarely on the mouth as 
she rolled on the mat that we shared in our wooden shed somewhere in 
Dustbin Estate, Ajegunle. I contemplated biting one of her toes in anger 
but then something told me I shouldn’t have had my mouth open in the 
first place while sleeping. I couldn’t bear it any more, Mama’s cough came 
at me again like a reminder and I stood up from the mat and turned up 
the lantern wick that had been left burning slowly. Mama wasn’t going to 
be too pleased that I was allowing the kerosene burn faster than necessary 
but I found cold comfort in seeing the room brighten up. My eyes took in 
Bimbo who slept on despite my having banged her foot angrily on the 
wooden floor, and I looked at Mama who as if sensing that I was looking 
at her with her faded wrapper hanging loosely around her coughed again. 
I stood up and went towards the door. I had to get out of there, I felt like I 
was suffocating seeing my five other siblings lying in a state of sleep in the 
tiny room that could barely contain three in the first place. A gust of air 
hit me as I stepped out into the dark and the heap of refuse that was the 
view stared right back at me. I wish I have some money, maybe Mama 
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could have some drugs for her cough, I thought to myself. Mama’s cough 
came again as if no matter where I go, I was never going to be able to 
escape it and I sighed in sadness as frustrated tears welled up in my eyes. 
This wasn’t the life I had asked for! She deserved better! She deserved 
more than to have had her husband crushed to death by a careless trailer 
driver when his only crime was being an inexperienced bus conductor 
trying to make a living so his family could have food. 
Following Papa’s death, I had had to grow up fast. We had always been 
poor but things were not as bad as this when he was alive. How could I tell 
Mama who could not afford to buy drugs for her cough that I needed 
money to write an exam in school? It wasn’t her fault, the only little money 
she made from her boli sales went into feeding the six of us that she called 
her children. We were lucky enough to have food to eat and I couldn’t 
possibly add to her worries. Should I take Tade on his offer? 
Tade always said that boys from the Dustbin Estate had to survive in life 
by taking from those who had more than them. But then Mama warned 
me not to join the boys who she said would amount to no good if they 
didn’t change their ways of depriving other people of their possession. 
Tade called it obtaining. “Snatch one purse in go-slow, you would have 
enough money for your fees. These rich people get money for their bank 
account.” His voice resonated in my head and I sighed. That had been 
three weeks ago. The deadline for payments was two days away, and I still 
had not paid. Should I take him up on his offer and accompany him 
tomorrow so that I could have money to pay for our fees? Had he not said 
I could even get a bag or mobile phone that could help improve Mama’s 
business? 
“Kilo n se nitan niwoyi?" I turned around and Mama was standing there. 
Under the bright moon, she looked like a frail goddess starved of offerings 
with her hair hanging limply around her ashen face. The sorrow lines 
seemed to be etched into her face as if they belonged there naturally. 
“I came to wewe.”   
 
“Okay, emi na fe to. Don’t stay out…” the cough again. She leaned against 
the door for support and tried to catch her breath. 
“Maami, e kpele.” She nodded her head and wiped away the tears that the 
cough had brought with it. My own tears were of genuine grief as I watched 
her go into the heap of refuse and squat to relieve herself. I decided then I 
had to do it for her. It was going to be for Mama, not for me, but for the 
other kids. They deserved better, Mama deserved better and if it takes 
going on a robbery just one single time, if taking away from the rich could 
give them that, then so be it! 
Now how could I have known that I was going to get caught? How could I 
have known that I was not as smart as Tade, and the mob would catch up 
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with me? How could I have known that I would ruin the news that Bimbo 
got a scholarship with the news of my arrest, and throw Mama into a state 
of further sorrow just when she was beginning to think life was smiling at 
her again? 
“Why did you do it? Omo mi ko kin jale,” Mama sobbed when she came to 
see a battered me at the police station. 
“I did it for you, Mama…” 
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Dumbulu’s Fear 

 
Dumbulu stared angrily at the fading shadows of the visitors whose mild 
arrogance made her eyelashes stand defensively. ‘What do they know 
about this community?’ She thought cynically.  
Do they know about many women who had been made artificial surrogates 
because their children have been taken out of the estate to some better 
places for refinement? And how those children have grown refined beyond 
reconciliation to their biological mothers?  
Hassanotu won’t stop weeping. Jameela won’t stop wailing. Sadness was 
all over their faces. They took the wrong risks and believed the wrong 
people. What amazed them all was Adijatu’s wisdom, and she won’t stop 
bickering at the foolish women who allowed the NGO to take their 
children. She wanted her son to be a professor, and her dream was sure 
coming to pass each time she sees Prof. Sai’s picture hung on the wall of 
her shack. 
One very hot afternoon, after ransacking the welfare bag, Adijatu took a 
yellow jacket, a brown sunshade and oversized blue trousers. She kept 
them carefully to surprise Prof. Sai, as her son was fondly called. It was 
his birthday, his eighth. When the NGO began talking to prospective 
mothers about the refinement of some community children, her son’s 
name was mentioned. She quietly excused herself, dressed Prof. Sai up in 
what looked more like some 80’s fashionista, and took him to Papa Photo 
for his best birthday shot. Thereafter, she gave him the meal she prepared 
and asked him to continue reading the rat-torn books his late father left. 
It’s a poor thing she couldn’t read. It’s been said that she loved her 
husband because he spoke big big grammar and played on big big fields. 
Prof. Sai’s obsession to the rat-torn book made her glad. Unknown to her, 
Prof. Sai was living the true dream of his late father: to be the most 
successful football player from Dustbin Estate. He wanted to be a football 
star. Every heap of dirt in Dustbin Estate knew his legs and the uncommon 
tricks he did with them, and they all rejoiced with the wind the first day 
Prof. Sai kicked ball on the playground. He could molest his opponents 
with legendary skills known of Pele and watch them crawl in the dirt, 
especially when it’s muddy. Unknown to Adijatu, Prof. Sai’s rat-torn book 
was a soccer book he reads in guise of his school books. But at least she 
had her son close to her.   
Now they had come for Dumbulu’s son, Isaac. Was she the next mother to 
part with her child? Her heart paced like a fowl watching her egg about to 
be smashed by a duck. Her chest palpitated with the freestyle of jazz 
rhythm; and the visitors are the players. They had come as usual, during 
the rainy season when they can convince mothers of the vulnerability of 
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their children in the mosquito-infested, stinking and damp environment 
with quagmires here and there. It was a dangerous season that wet all 
faces and dried the hope of families. You can be sure of tears from every 
shack in boula. Cries of children suffering from one ailment or another, 
and the loud wailing of their sickening mothers. That’s the reality of 
families in Dustbin Estate. It’s an estate dominated by women who 
worked very hard in nearby cities, peddling basic needs to cater for their 
children. That’s why the visitors must get the permission of the mother 
before helping her child. They never bothered the fathers. Those ones 
think less of their children since each of them have at least two baby 
mamas. The men in the estate, apart from Adijatu’s late husband, were all 
dogs. They passed the night in any favourite shack in boula.  
Dumbulu’s heart kept pacing as the shadows of the visitors faded one after 
another. She remembered Angila, the most brilliant boy form the 
neighbourhood who had been taken out the estate by several NGOs but 
each time returned with stolen accessories that he showed off to other 
boys in his gang. The stench from the environment greeted her again. This 
is the season most of the children were prone to deadly diseases. She was 
swollen with rage and confusion. 
An unusual sun shone that afternoon of Isaac’s birth – an afternoon mixed 
with tiny drops of rain. Her own grandmother had told her the 
superstition, the myth of a lion begetting a cub whenever there’s an 
admixture of sun and rain. Was she about to give birth to her cub? She 
had wondered. Isaac was everything to her. The thought of ever parting 
with him for some greener pasture made her sad. They had told her that 
he would be very outstanding if she allowed him to leave the poor 
environment. She knew they were right, but her fear was anchored on the 
loneliness of other women whose children never made it back, not 
physically though. The thought of being a repulse to a child she loves 
haunted her. 
The sun was fast setting, and faded with the shadow of the last visitor and 
she felt a drop on the skin. It’s going to rain. She feared if Isaac would 
convulse again this season. And why did the visitors not bring their 
doctors along for the past two weeks? They were making it obvious that 
the children needed a better environment. 
She was furious this time. She remembered how she would have afforded 
a better community if not for the blind love she had for Isaac’s father. He 
had put her in the family way some weeks before her final exams in junior 
secondary school. That ugly discovery by her parents had put her out of 
her family’s will. She became a mother before really grasping what it 
meant to be one. Isaac’s father had brought her here to boula, and had her 
raped by his gang to scare her away from him, but she was found by 
Mamamia, the oldest woman in the estate, and had lied to her that she’s 
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an orphan. Now she was afraid. Afraid that her own future had become 
too distorted. Afraid that the one child she had and had hoped to reshape 
her own future will eventually die of convulsion. Would she now rob him 
of this chance to live? 
She kept staring angrily at the fading shadows of the last visitor and was 
sincerely wondering if that was her child’s hope fading or her own 
antagonist. She knew she had traded her son’s future when his right hand 
rested on her shoulders. She wept secretly. 
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I Will Put a Pen to it: An Email 
 
Subject: I will put a Pen to it 
(06/06/2013 4:22pm) 

From: OAminatahsule52@yahoo.com 

To: Boi2033@yahoo.com 

 

Dear BOI, 

I choose today to take sides with many who believe life has no meaning, 
and those who see life and all its meaningfulness. My reason being that no 
matter what we term life to be, we can never get the real definition of it. 
Life wears a garment of complexity. 

When I was much younger, I wanted so many things and above all, I 
wanted to be loved. While growing up, ever since I was able to talk and 
reason, I desired something that no money in the world could buy me and 
that was Happiness. Happiness that I could share with everyone I knew 
and loved. I was nicknamed Miss Children and Miss People Lover, 
because of my excess love for children and people. I never wanted to see 
anyone suffer, die or get hurt. I always dreamt of becoming a 
philanthropist; I always hated the idea of making people suffer for gain. I 
loved the poor and hated the rich, whom I thought were selfish and 
wicked. 

Even with all these thoughts, I was never truly happy because things 
remained stagnant and I didn’t understand anything. As a child, I didn’t 
know much of God; neither His rules nor His purpose. I had numerous 
questions but no answers. I went to church on Sundays; only then did I 
open my bible to read. And all the preachers I had met failed to answer 
any of my numerous questions. 

When I became sixteen, I had the zeal to serve God and I started to read 
and study my bible. In it, I found out that the God I served was amazingly 
mysterious. Every day, I wanted to know more about God through the 
bible. It was at this age that I found answers to numerous questions. 
Knowing this made me forget all the unhappiness and pain I had had all 
my life. Knowing God killed my shyness and brought out the boldness in 
me. Knowing God changed my life, giving me a new view of life. 

But this experience was short-lived. As I became 17, the experience I had 
always wanted to write an autobiography about crushed on me and all my 

mailto:OAminatahsule52@yahoo.com
mailto:Boi2033@yahoo.com
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hopes and faith faded away like the dew of dawn. My world crashed and I 
started to ask new questions. 

“Is there truly a God that loves and cares? Is there anything like love? Is 
there any worth in loving people? What is life and its purpose?” All these 
questions and many more, but there was no man to answer me correctly. 

I’ve found out that man and all his ways are lies and a fraud. A fantasized 
reality that we’re unconsciously blinded to. The God that many, including 
myself, believe in has done a wicked thing, though He claims they are for 
our good. He has given us a ‘forever’ punishment to chase after the wind 
that we do not see nor will catch. We will all die trying. 

Boi, men are fools for believing they have a choice in everything they do, 
but the reality is this, we have no choice, we’ll never and can never have 
it! The only choice we have is to live the part created for us. God, the 
Creator, is the Shepherd and we are the sheep. DO SHEEP QUESTION 
THE ORDERS OF THEIR MASTERS? Of course not! Instead, they 
obediently follow him to the slaughterhouse. 

Boi, do not get me wrong. I do not see God as completely wicked, but I see 
a wicked thing in what He has done to man. Religion has so falsely led us 
all to a pit and we all follow blindly from behind with all willingness. We 
fail to see that religion is man searching for God while true worship is God 
searching for man. 

I’ve realized that man is not to blame completely for all his actions but God 
and His antagonist. Man walks in fear, and blindly preaches the 
incomprehensible way of God. 

I used to tell myself positively that the world will be better, but today I 
have forever killed the belief that people will change their ways and 
become better. The happiness that we all seek is the wind that we chase 
and will never catch. What a wicked lifestyle! 

Waking up this morning, I realised that my life has ended and there is no 
reason for me to live anymore. The world is not a place for people like of 
me. I truly can’t take it anymore. I’m just twenty-two years old. I grew up 
with my parents divorced and I always finding it difficult to choose which 
side was right to stay on. Since I was three years old, I was made to stay 
with my paternal grandparents after the law found my both parents to be 
irresponsible, worthless pieces of shit, unfit to live together! 

My step-grandfather took interest in me. He toyed with me whenever 
grandma was not at home. He molested me. When I told my ‘sick’ parents, 
they intentionally refused to believe me. They said I was lying, thinking I 
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wanted to destroy the reputation of the old man in the society, who was a 
well-known clergyman that never failed to preach holiness in all his 
sermons and publicly condemned the act of paedophilia. You would 
always find him with his big bible and bald head screaming “GIVE YOUR 
LIFE TO CHRIST” through the waste-ridden Dustbin estate. 

 I’ve been subjected to both physical and mental torture since I was a child, 
and this man of God, my grandfather was the main source of my 
subjection. 

In my pursuit for happiness, I hurried into marriage and I found myself 
hurrying out at the age of nineteenth. I got pregnant that year. My 
marriage went down into the gutters and the floods swept it away. My 
twenty-years-old husband thought drugs and alcohol were much 
important than love and his pregnant wife. His actions and abusive words 
further increased my torment. He said he was no longer attracted to me 
and that I was the worst thing that ever happened to him and the child I 
carried was not his. 

Before the child popped out, he had left me. I had to work extra hard to 
eke out a living. I became a complete jest! My family abandoned me. I had 
no one to run for help. The church I attended was a museum for the rich 
and well-to-do, yet the poor, sick, broken and needy are neglected. They 
are like a floor for the upper class to step on. I left the church feeling 
frustrated and betrayed me. 

When I was finally delivered of a bouncing baby boy, I named him Idhom, 
meaning ‘hope’, as I held him in my quavering hands. My step aunt and 
uncle come to my rescue when I could not pay my hospital bills; this was 
the first kind gesture I had ever received from my extended family. I tried 
to make my husband know that I had given birth and make him take 
responsibility. “I don’t fucking care!” He yelled at me. 

I struggled and struggled to care and provide for my son as a single parent 
but nothing seemed to work out well. Every time I saw my child cried in 
hunger or illness, it broke my heart. I just hated myself so much for his 
suffering. I hated to see him suffer. 

Last year, I pondered over and over a thought of giving my son a better 
life. I thought of providing him a temporal home and guardianship with 
someone I trusted. Then I thought of my step aunt and her husband, who 
after fourteen years of marriage, had no child, and they were there for me 
when I gave birth to my son. It was such a good idea. So I decided to give 
my son a new and better life in their house. They were so glad that I took 
my son to them. They promised to treat him as their own son. Although I 
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had issues with trusting people, I still trusted them, enough just so my son 
can have a better life. 

I left him in their care and moved on with my life. Occasionally, I came to 
visit him when I got free time. The very few months I came around, I got 
to see him a lot, but after a while, all changed. Whenever I came to see 
him, unlike before that I used to see him often, I was only allowed to see 
him once in my many visits. There was always an excuse from my step 
aunt and her husband to prevent my seeing him. Although it seemed odd 
to me, I always gave them the benefit of doubt. 

Things were tough that was the only reason I gave my son to them and 
nothing more. At a point, things were so bad: no job and no home. I 
thought since they had been doing well and they were kind to me, there 
was nothing wrong in giving my step aunt and her husband full custody of 
my son. It was a good thing to see my son growing well and happy. They 
asked me to sign a file, making them the full guardian of the child, and I 
did. I did, even when an inner voice said I shouldn’t. I felt I was doing the 
best thing for my son. 

One morning, I was online going through my Facebook account when I 
saw a post by my step aunt that my son name had been changed to George. 
I could not believe it. They had promised me such a thing would never 
happen and that they would always tell my child that I am his mother. 
Now, I found out that I have been deceived. 

When I called my mother to inform her of this breach of agreement and 
trust, she said that I should not bother her, because she was not the court 
of law. I felt so annoyed when I later found out that the people I asked to 
be his guardian, temporal guardian, never called my son Idhom, but 
George. 

Boi, why are some people so cruel? Why do they always look out for their 
own interest alone, not minding if another is hurt? The only thing I wanted 
for my child was the best. I feel childless now. I feel I have lost everything 
and I am completely alone in this wicked world. I feel very depressed, 
worse than I felt two years ago. I feel like an empty body, just a cavity. 

I have been contemplating suicide and I have made up my mind. Only 
death can take away my pains and trouble. I am fed-up with life and the 
heartless people, occupying this world. My son was my hope. Now that I 
have lost him, I am hopeless. 

Boi, if you feel my pain while reading this, you can write back to me. I just 
pray l will be alive when your email reaches me. I am yet to decide what I 
will used to kill myself that I will not feel much, or probably no, pain before 
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dying. Although I am afraid my death may hurt my child when he grows 
up, I have no choice now but to die. I feel I can never give my son 
happiness or anything of worth, so he does not really need me. 

Tonight, I will sing the song of the dead with the dead multitude. I will use 
my hands to beat the drum of the death. See you afterlife, Boi. 
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Clement Ehimare Oriaifo 
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Turning Point 
 
I felt my feet plunge into a mould of mud on my way to check up on a kid 
I met the last time I was at the dustbin estate, Ajegunle, Lagos state. I felt 
so irritated that I pulled out my foot with great strength and then the worst 
happened, right there my slippers decided to leave me in state of awe by 
actually dividing into two. “Damn it!” I cursed as I felt my feet drown into 
the mass of mud like metals falling through quicksand, even though 
instinctively, I knew I needed a new pair of slippers. “What a bad time to 
be in this kind of mess”, I thought to myself as I had spent the remnant of 
the money after buying a new school bag for Kehinde, the boy’s home I 
was on my way to. 
In the midst of the cloud of confusion hovering my head, I decided to plead 
with the raging sun to be lenient with the way it continued to scorch my 
skin, like the earth had become a blast furnace compartment. Just then an 
estate lout approached me staggering in the same sunny afternoon and 
broke into my subconscious thoughts. 
“Kilon sele to ronu sibi?” (Why have you decided to meditate here?) He 
continued “abi o gbo 
 nnkan ti mo wi?” (Don’t you understand all I have said?). 
If only he had taken the time to take a look at the influx of facial mutations 
occurring on my face, he would have understood that I was lost in his 
ocean of vernacular vocabularies alien to my mentality. Just then I cut in, 
“I do not understand you, but my slippers failed at this point while I was 
walking”. It was at that moment I took a good look at him. He was say 5ft 
tall, with a dark skin that looked really rough, he had a scar on his left 
cheek that looks like a Tarantula. It was obvious that his sufferings have 
seen a lot of days. 
To my surprise he switched to English language after my utterance and I 
was shocked to my blood cells that someone who looked like him could 
even put out two words of the English language; however, my shock didn’t 
cloud the peace in my heart that came from finally being able to 
communicate with the vicious looking guy. “At this time of the year it’s 
usually very hard to walk here and the ironic thing is that after the heavy 
rains, sunlight comes.” He continued, “I’m sorry for harassing you. My 
name is Segun.” He stretched forth his hand with a refreshing smile; 
surprisingly, I found myself smiling for the first time that day. 
Segun as I later found out was a Political Science graduate of a renowned 
University in Nigeria but was hit with the Nigerian condition turned 
slogan - NO JOB. Segun was one of the many graduates who sought 
alternative means to make ends meet. He told me he didn’t automatically 
join the louts but when his provision store was burnt down by louts who 
were demanding a pay check they didn’t work for, he had no option but to 
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join them with no hope in sight. He told me he started as a bus conductor 
and before long he was a garage lout. He cut his story short when we got 
to the cobbler and just then I realised that I had been following him 
without knowing where I was going like a goat chasing after a piece of yam. 
The gist was that ‘sweet’. 
Once at the cobbler’s shop, I sat on the hardwood bench that was at the 
far right corner of the shop, resting my turgid legs. The bench didn’t help 
matters because in no time my waist began to ache me. Just then I started 
doing a little science when I assumed that because of the rigidity of the 
bench my weight was returned to my body thereby causing a strain in my 
vertebrae due to the load. I was almost making a textbook of that situation 
when the cobbler broke into my Newtonian assumptions. “How may I 
help you, sir?” 
I felt my brain shake hands with consciousness as I turned sharply to the 
direction of his voice. “I want to buy a new pair of sandals but I have no 
money” I said, taking a mental note of the immediate look on the cobbler’s 
face and in an instant he burst into laughter. 
As I watched him laugh I remembered how unrealistic I sounded. 
“Precious, do you think this is a refugee camp” I asked myself. I looked at 
the cobbler who still stared at me with eyes that questioned my sanity. I 
said further “The one that failed when my legs dipped into that natural 
adhesive glue at the junction called mud.” 
Then He said to me amidst smiles, “It’s difficult at this time of the year. 
The tensile strength of the mud is just so unbelievable.” Oh my God, he is 
educated, I said to myself, or he wouldn’t know what tensile strength is? 
Then I remembered Segun, another educated person I judgementally 
mistook for a lout was gone and here I was judging someone else. I 
composed myself and told the cobbler about my mission at Dustbin 
Estate, and he was full of praises for me. 
As we kept talking he told me his name was Ayo and that he was the first 
son of his father’s third wife and that he had two younger siblings. I 
wanted to ask him how many children constituted his family and as if he 
knew, he stopped me before I could open up my mouth “Don’t ask me how 
many we are altogether.” What an intelligent guy he was. His mum 
trained him through school and she died in his 4th year in school, of 
malaria. From then on he sponsored himself and has been living for his 
siblings and his nuclear family ever since. I instinctively thought that the 
same reasons Segun gave also made him look for other alternatives to 
make ends meet. His nuclear family was made up of his wife whom he 
called Ajoke and three kids (two girls and a boy, with both girls off to 
somewhere for the holidays, leaving just his son as the only child at home). 
Then he paused almost immediately “I think I like you and I’m going to 
help you.” He stood and looked round the shop mimicking a 
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circumferential pattern and dashed to the top left corner of the shop, 
brought down a Vintage, glue strapped, brown leather Sandal and handed 
it over to me. “This is a gift, I do not know why I have given this to you 
but, I hope you like it?” Was he still talking about like? At that point I was 
ready to wear a horse shoe if I had to, I just wanted something to protect 
the sole of my feet from the vindictive menace of the sun and take me 
where I was going.  
I accepted the gift wholeheartedly with the intention of getting his contact 
when I realised that it was almost night fall. I left his shop and moved on 
to my destination, which was about thirty minutes from the cobbler’s 
shop. I got to the Kehinde’s residence, a bungalow with a kind of outlook 
that shows that it has seen a lot of years. It must have been last painted 
before the civil war and the horticultural mistake called flower planting 
had eventually become a forest of both flowers and shrubs due to lack of 
maintenance. I walked into the house and I met Kehinde’s mother who 
looked at me sceptically and made me feel very uncomfortable when 
young Kehinde walked in and went all anti-gravity on my feeble frame 
screaming “Uncle Precious!” in a continuous manner. His mum seemed 
to be a bit more relaxed since Kehinde had identified with me and I was 
grateful to God that I was on the receiving end of her scepticism for a 
second more. 
After I was officially welcomed into the home, I immediately went straight 
to my reason for being there as time kept running along very fast as if it 
had a plane to catch but I was so wrong. I had barely presented the bag 
when Kehinde’s mum appeared with food. I took mental note of the tray 
and tried to guess the dish within. The tray had two covered plates, so I 
felt it was either rice and stew or pounded yam or anything of that kind 
and soup.  I decided to resist a little to show class despite how hungry I 
felt “Oh please ma, you didn’t have to do this, and I really don’t want to 
bother….” 
She quickly cut in with a smile, “A friend of my son is my friend and please 
do not tell me no.” I gave up all my acting up to get down to the table 
prepared before me. In all fairness my guesses were actually very wrong 
as the dish turned out to be Beans and Yam. 
I was barely five minutes maximum into the flow when I heard a voice 
from behind the door that sounded like one I had heard not too long ago. 
I paused and turned back slowly to see that my eyes confirmed the picture 
on my mind. Lo and behold it was Ayo, the cobbler. I was coincidentally 
in the house of the man who saved me from my frustration earlier. He let 
out a huge smile when he saw me and said “So you were on your way to 
my house?” I nodded in the affirmative and then his wife quickly 
explained my reason for showing up. 
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He let out a huge smile and was happy he helped me when he did. “I’m 
glad I did what I did for you because you have done a great thing for my 
son”. I felt proud of myself and felt glad that Kehinde actually loved and 
appreciated my gift. Just as I was about to leave, the cobbler’s wife blocked 
me “It’s too late to go back to where you came from, please stay the 
night”. I immediately got weak in the knees and tried to come up with an 
immediate excuse, but it was like the food had clouded my default ability 
to think straight and so I sheepishly agreed. 
A room was immediately prepared for me and I was surprised that they 
had enough rooms for every other person. As I lay down I kept thinking of 
what would have happened if I hadn’t met Segun and Ayo who God used 
to take care of me on two fronts that day. I was grateful that my intentions 
saved me from what would have been the most embarrassing situation of 
my life… 
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Providence 
 
The memories of my last visit to the Dustbin Estate, Ajegunle have become 
regular especially when I see the sandal I received from the cobbler. 
Somehow I felt I was envied by all and sundry whenever I walked past, but 
that was all in my head actually. I still remained in touch with the cobbler 
and his family… Oh! Please do not be surprised, I am that grateful for what 
they did for me. I was still rolling in my subconscious when I heard my 
phone alarm beep and I realised I had been awake for almost three hours. 
Ofcourse it was too late to grab another round of sleep for the fear of my 
horrible boss. She is Agnes by name and most times I wish I could bypass 
her demeaning frame and get on her good side. A rumour at the office says, 
she has been really unlucky with men, hence her negative outlook on life. 
Before I could continue, my phone alarm reminded me that I had wasted 
fifteen minutes analysing my boss’ attitude to my detriment. I jumped up 
to prepare, but didn’t meet the time as I was late again and very foggy 
looking. I was surely in soup….. 
I work as a journalist for a multinational company by name 
“FactorSystems Media Limited,” which is Nigeria’s leading enterprise as 
far as journalism is concerned. I work in the Newspaper section and I have 
my own column – “Dealing with depression” which is actually one of 
the hottest columns in any Nigerian newspaper. 
I got to the company gate and saw my boss at the entrance to the main 
building from outside and my heart pulled an Elsa on me (It froze with 
fear). It was no use thinking of an excuse as she always expected that from 
me. Do not be surprised, it was actually that bad. Sometimes I always 
wished that the main building had more than two entries, I sometimes feel 
that it was made that way to punish me. As I walked into the compound, I 
took a periodic gaze at my boss in the distance and discovered that the 
resentment on her face just kept intensifying making her look uglier than 
I have ever imagined; she was beautiful actually but my hatred for her 
brutality became like a mask over her face. 
I got over to her and didn’t utter a word. I expected her to rant or tell me 
the story of my life, make me regret I was born and remind me that the 
reason she has been stalling my sack is because of my wonderful attitude 
to my work, which she always reiterated was failing, meaning I could lose 
my job any time if I didn’t make amends, But on the contrary, she said 
“follow me to my office”. Normally I should have been scared that it meant 
that I was up for a sack, but this time I was more afraid at her decision not 
to yell at me. I gave her a five minute head start to her office and met her 
calmly seated, waiting for someone that seemed to be me, because I have 
never been in her office on my own. 
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“The company is organising its usual camp retreat this year for the 
newspaper department, as one of the programmes to kick start its Golden 
Jubilee celebrations,” She said as she adjusted comfortably into her chair. 
She went on, “It is compulsory for all staff of this company and as you 
know, everyone would be grouped in teams of twelve members”. I was 
about to cut in when she gave me ‘The hand’, that shut down my ability to 
think and reset my mind to listening mode. “You have been grouped 
already and you would be spending the whole of the next two weeks in any 
rural settlement of your choice”. She kept talking, but I was busy thinking 
of where to choose without listening, since I knew all she was about to say 
and then it hit me, “Dustbin Estate”, I said without recalling that I wasn’t 
listening, which meant that I cut short her sermon. She noted my choice 
of location without making any fuss about my interjection, which was 
borne out of my desire to see the cobbler and his family again. For the first 
time since I joined the company, I just picked a rural area to camp without 
thinking of the consequences, but it was already too late as Margaret 
Thatcher already acknowledged it and would never edit it for the world, 
but being that the essence of the camp was to rejuvenate passion for 
writing and an opportunity to heal any writer’s block available with a price 
tag on it for the best team, all at the company’s expense, who was I to 
complain? 
Time dragged by and it was time for the retreat. We were all assembled for 
one final briefing and I discovered that my boss was going to Banana 
Island for her retreat. The human nature in me blamed me for not being 
able to pick somewhere better than my present destination, but I didn’t 
regret it since I was going to see the cobbler and his wonderful family 
again. 
The company made all the arrangements and soon my team of six guys 
including myself and six ladies, were enroute Dustbin estate, Ajegunle. On 
our arrival, I discovered the company had arranged for the best hotel in 
the area which was like a boys quarter compared to the hotels in the urban 
parts of Lagos. We were ushered into our rooms, they were four in 
number: Two for the ladies and two for the guys, mathematically leaving 
three souls in a room of the same sex. The rooms were already customised 
with three beds, a toilet and a bathroom with a poor taste in furnishing. It 
took us the whole day to settle in and as we did that I felt my teammates 
secretly cursed me for this kind of location but I didn’t care actually 
because I was more concerned about the task at hand and emerging as the 
team of the year for this year.  
The following day was like a day set aside for conflicts as my teammates 
kept arguing about what we should write about. Some wanted something 
abstract while some wanted a motivational piece and so I came to a 
conclusion that we should all head out to different venues to sit down and 
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think for a while and that was what we did. I decided to capitalise on that 
opportunity to visit the cobbler. I felt I had taken advantage of my 
teammates since they didn’t know I wanted all to head out for my selfish 
interest, but who cares, I was doing it anyways. I left the hotel premises 
without looking sideways at the poor excuse for a restaurant the Hotel 
manager bragged about and headed straight for the Tricycle Park 
popularly known as “Keke Maruwa,” which was down the street, more like 
a ten minute walk. I arrived at the park and I was taken successfully to my 
destination, only to discover that the cobbler’s shop was locked. I instantly 
got on a bike to the cobbler’s residence and met Kenny and this time, his 
sisters. He was so excited to see me and introduced me to his sisters, Lade 
and Kemi. I didn’t want to waste much time and so I inquired about his 
parents with a wind of urgency because I also wanted to start my 
meditation as soon as possible. “They are at the market,” Lade said 
meekly. From her voice I could deduce that she was about ten years of age 
and so I asked for directions and left them with the sum of five hundred 
naira each. 
It was hard locating the market for a newbie to that zone like me and the 
poor state of the ‘Dead’ pathways, yes! Pathways, they didn’t deserve to be 
called roads as I barely recognised the colour of my sandals by the time I 
arrived at the market due to the enormous amount of mud around it. As I 
kept analysing the poor state of my footwear it struck me that I didn’t ask 
the kids how to locate their parents and the market was so crowded that 
one would think there was a stampede. It was just a large body of moving 
people buying and selling in one way or the other to satisfy a need. I 
decided on the most frustrating strategy ever – to walk round the market, 
shop by shop, kiosk by kiosk, pathway by pathway till I could find either 
the cobbler or his wife. 
Hours went buy and I didn’t need a magician to tell me that my strategy 
was a colossal disaster. I got hungry, frustrated, pissed, at myself majorly 
and at the poor state of the market. After about four hours of futility I 
decided to chill. I approached a sorry excuse for a restaurant and began to 
imagine how people ate here, but I was too hungry to do any medical 
analysis, so I went in and did justice to my stomach, hoping I don’t fall 
sick afterwards. I planned another strategy this time I decided to search 
item by item, from shoes section, to stationery section to food section to 
metallurgical section and then to clothes section. With other sections in 
sight and the sign of another failed strategy staring in my face, I decided 
to give up. Turning back to move out of the market, my phone dropped 
into the mud and kept cursing in my mind till I reached for the phone, and 
as I made to stand up, I saw the Cobbler’s wife, three steps away from me 
with clothes on her hands. 
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My joy knew no bounds; I was ecstatic, unimaginably happy, and so happy 
that I didn’t make to approach her immediately. She was still with a 
moving customer trying to sell the wares in her hands, but she didn’t 
anyways and so I stepped before her. “Good afternoon, ma,” I said with a 
consummating smile. She was also surprised in her own way. “Precious, 
how have you been? Please come with me,” she said as she ushered me to 
a kiosk containing more clothes and offered me a seat. I saw her husband, 
the cobbler in the distance returning with another bundle of clothes and 
the smile that erupted on his face when he recognised me set up a fresh 
beam of smile across my face. 
We all settled down at the kiosk and I explained to them what brought me 
to Dustbin Estate, the hotel I was lodged how I went to the cobbler’s shop, 
found out that it was locked, took a bike to their residence, meeting their 
daughters and Kenny and how the kids directed me to this place and how 
I eventually wriggled and fought my way till I found the wife and how she 
brought me here. I also explained that I would be at the hotel for two 
weeks and I needed to write a story with my whole team involved and how 
we all headed out to meditate on what we should write about and how I 
haven’t figured my title out yet. The cobbler apologised for not being at 
the shop and explained that on “Market days” he usually accompanies his 
wife to the market to maximise sales since the influx of buyers on these 
days is usually enormous as I could see. He also advised me to write about 
my experience and a title hit me “Life in The Slums.” I was there with them 
for so many hours and departed the market by 5:30pm. 
Once in my hotel room, I discovered that all members of my team had long 
returned as most of the guys looked like they were asleep for most of the 
day. I went to the bathroom and after I showered and had dinner, I called 
for a team meeting to ask for the various titles and I discovered that no 
one had anything tangible to offer, so I told them about what I had come 
up with and they lazily agreed. It turned out that my deceit paid off in the 
end since it brought forth a title of the write up to be done.  
For the next twelve days, I engrossed myself with frequent visits to the 
Cobbler and his family and writing the article, by stringing different 
experiences together, from frequent mosquito bites, to erratic power 
supply, to poor drinking water amongst other amenities, poor transport 
network and my experience at the market. The day before we were to go 
back to civilisation, I completed the write up, left it to my teammates to 
edit while I went to say my goodbyes to the Cobbler. It was a sad setting 
as I was about to leave that day but I promised to return in no distant time. 
A family that I never knew from Adam had this effect on me and it was 
overwhelming. 
The following day we left dustbin estate and once at the company, I 
immediately sighted my stiff of a boss looking really radiant and for the 
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first time in my three years in that company, she was all smiles. “Who 
knows if she finally found the man of her dreams?” I joked. I went to the 
editor’s office to drop my piece on behalf of my teammates and left to 
resume my duties…  
Did my team and I emerge champions of the retreat? Only time will tell…. 
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Hannu Afere 
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Cinderella’s Dustbin 
 
The dustbin was all they'd ever known. The stench of the refuse, the yellow 
pus of a stream, the mosquitoes when it rained, the cholera when they 
drank water, the cries of new born babies... The cry! Why on earth would 
anyone want to give birth to babies in this kind of place, anyway? 
Cinderella shook her head. A long way off from where she parked her 
Lexus, she saw the sun sink slowly behind the fat clouds. Night was fast 
approaching. She watched the kids, who ate oranges from the gutter and 
somersaulted on the same hill where they dumped faeces, and were still 
singing the song they learnt at school: 
Leke Leke bami leke 
Oooo oo o 
Leke leke bami leke  
Oooo oo o 
Cinderella shook her head again and got out. She heard that these kids 
paid #30 as school fees. She could hardly believe it until she saw the school 
– a shade made from palm fronds and bamboo. Their teacher was a 
primary school leaving certificate holder! 
She had come to visit for the very first time last week, and had found 
everything she saw repulsive. Prior to that, she'd read about Dustbin 
Estate several times in the newspapers but she had never really thought it 
would be this bad. Until her friends had told her the tales of how they'd 
visited for evangelism and how they'd felt so sick, they vomited everything 
they'd eaten within 30 minutes of setting foot in the place. 
Cinderella was writing a story. She was painting a picture. A story that 
should be heard, a picture that must be seen. She felt like this was her 
calling. She had to help these people. No one should ever have to live like 
this. 
She walked up to the kids and asked them where their school teacher was. 
They directed her to a shack floating perilously over the swamp, barely 
supported by the rotting bamboo stakes and raffia mats. There was no 
door to knock on, so she called out and the school teacher appeared to 
usher her in. She looked filthy and tired and could barely converse in 
English without injecting some Pidgin. 
Cinderella sat down on one of the rickety chairs available and sipped a 
little of the lukewarm tea she was offered. Then she burst into the tears. 
The school teacher had never seen someone so compassionate about the 
plight of the Estate before, so she wasn't quite sure what to do. After a 
long, long time when Cinderella had finally managed to compose herself, 
they began to talk. They talked like friends from the same dreamscape. 
They talked like long-lost sisters. Cinderella shared her vision. She wanted 
to brighten the corner where she was. It wasn't much, but years later after 
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she was gone from this world, it would be put in a book. No, not as a fairy 
tale this time, but something that would read like this: 
Once upon a time, there lived a happy young girl. She was happy because 
she had married a Prince and her mother-in-law loved her one big bit. 
All the nice things, kind thoughts and loving touches were for her and her 
alone. Beautiful dresses, exotic shoes, hand-stitched shawls, delicious 
food, lovely dishes, comfy beds, as well as every palace comfort. And she 
never had to lift a hand to work; her servants performed her every 
bidding. Then one day, rags arrived at the palace. A big party was to be 
held in one of the worst places in Ajegunle’s most notorious slum. 
Suddenly, something amazing happened. In her palatial dining hall, 
where she was sitting all by herself, there was a burst of light and a fairy 
appeared. The fairy said, ‘The wind blew me your sighs. I know you 
would love to go into the slum and attend the big party. And so you shall.’ 
Then with a flick of her magic wand, Cinderella found herself wearing 
the dirtiest and most ragged dress, the ugliest ever seen in the realm. So 
Cinderella went and lived there (sometimes challenged, but most times 
happily) ever after. Because she loved. Because there is no exercise better 
for the heart than reaching down and lifting people up. 
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Ifeoma Nnewuihe 
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Won’t You Help to Sing? 
 
They should have told me not to stand there. But they didn't say a word. 
Even I didn't know the they. So blaming them was lazy of me. I could have 
blamed the rain, the acrid smell that exudes from places unimaginable. I 
could have blamed the waste, which the convenient people brought like 
gifts to the altar. The comfort etched in the laugh lines of their faces, even 
the professionals still had hope in their eyes. They went about depositing 
the waste as though it wasn't their real job, and that something better was 
bound to come along. That was not something you came across in this 
bank where all things ashamed of was credited. The waste, which we 
waded through, as if dancing two two in a canoe. 
It was almost normal for me though, I'd loved here for just about a year or 
so. The others, they knew nothing else to love. Watery dreams of Iya 
Biliki's pottage, watching Rastaman sing inconsistent lyrics of Bob 
Marley's Redemption Song, catching people who came by to throw their 
waste and blackmailing them with eyes just a little shiny with tears and 
lips theatrically turned down like a half moon for five or ten naira. Those 
were the dreams here. 
Did I mention that my dad was Rastaman? He wasn't always that though.  
Not when we were living at Tincan. He used to be one of those artisans 
that car owners collectively decided to hate but grudgingly agreed that 
they needed. Fuckaniser. Fulkanizer. Volkanizer. VULCANISER. 
Whichever you prefer. Maybe the fumes from cars were not enough for 
him you know; maybe he needed to see the fumes from his person to be 
able to claim himself from himself once again. It started with the Saturday 
draught ritual with the okada riders, bus drivers and regular low lives 
whose residential address no one could vouch for. They just happened to 
be available when a draught match was going on. They never played. They 
were always watching the game with eyes a little keener than necessary. 
Eyes shiny from too much gin and too much greed.  As for my father, 
Saturday was his day off. It was also the day that he indulged in sniffing, 
snuffing, sniffling and guzzling a week's worth of pay. 
"Chop am na!" One of the regulars said. 
"Chai, this man no sabi play sef…" said another. 
"You wey sabi pass everybody, oya come play!" My dad retorted. 
I could hear the passionate anger in my dad's voice. This was when he still 
had passion for something except gin and backyard igbo. The scene 
flashed in my head as I stood on my centre stage. Feeling nostalgic for 
times that shouldn't even breed nostalgia. That is what Dustbin Estate 
does to you. Even when you love it so. 
It all happened like a joke you know. One day we had a room in a "face-
me-I-face-you" at Tincan, and the next day, we didn't. It happened like 
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someone had snapped a finger and said abracadabra. My father's Oga got 
fed up with his lateness, drunkenness and "lowlifeness" in whole. So he 
did what rational people did. It was sunny the day we came here. It was 
also extremely hot. "We're being ushered into hell!" "We're being ushered 
into hell!" Those words played and replayed on my mind. Even though our 
former house was cockroaches-ridden, and soot had stained the shared 
kitchen, and bedbugs that surprisingly gave malaria were sleeping 
partners, I would have given anything to go back there. The house owners 
here couldn't be bothered if you stayed or if you left. I had to carry my 
brother Rukevwe at my back because he was really ill. My father didn't 
care. My skin didn't also care to notice when the short puffs of breath on 
my back stopped. More than enough was buried that day. I had to wrestle 
for my soul because it almost was too. 
My eyes regained focus, and I looked at Jemima, Shode and the other 
children, whose names I cannot recall. Too many look-alikes in this part 
of town. Perhaps it was the hunger that made them look like clones, 
perhaps it was my hunger that blurred my vision. They didn't look back at 
me. They all laughed at something Shode said. I briefly heard something 
like "kerewa" from him, and I laughed too. Maybe they would notice that 
my laughter was a call for them to watch me do what I yearned to do. But 
they kept on laughing, oblivious to my own laughter. Shode was singing a 
song we had been told not to sing, and cracking a joke that we had been 
warned to let be in its fragile shell. 
 As I stood in my faded green dress on my own stage, slippery from 
nature's elixirs, I replayed all those beautiful voices I heard on the radio. 
The ones who weaved tapestries of all the things I desired so strongly. 
They were the salves that rubbed my feet, when they hurt too much from 
walking barefoot. The mother that told me to work hard in school and 
spanked me when I was being stubborn, the handsome boy that promised 
to love me forever, and the voice that constantly rang in my ears that this 
world is not my own. 
I heard Rastaman in the distance and these days, I loved only what I could 
hear from him. It lacked passion and even pain but it had all I needed. It 
asked me if I would help to sing. If I would help to sing the song of 
freedom, because it is really all we ever have in this side of town. 
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Mira Okpala 
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Awws and Awes 
 
Bola woke up tangled.  More tangled than her natural hair that had 
become as hard as a rock because air had freely occupied spaces in it. 
Combing was not an option right now. The last two combs she used had 
sustained broken legs in the process. She would leave her hair that way till 
her stylist (who also happened to be her sister) would bring a magical 
touch to the scary hair. 
The previous night was really ‘nighty.’ The wood supporting the unevenly 
chopped, weak bed had caved in, and for the first time in her life, the 
physical and spiritual seemed to unite against her. She was in a dream 
where she tripped in the mud and landed on her back. In reality, her back 
had hit the floor because the wood supporting the fragile bed had bowed 
after over twenty long years of service. It was forest dark as the candle light 
had died a slow death, it was indeed a hero. What could she have done 
without it all these years when electricity was not an option because this 
part of the world where she lived was deprived of the joy of Thomas 
Edison’s invention? Finding her way in the dark would have been an issue 
if her eyes had not mastered the darkness. She tiptoed trying not to wake 
her sleeping sister, at the same time being careful not to step on her only 
sister who was a huge fan of sleeping on the floor. Remi’s answer had 
never changed when asked why she would not join her sister on the bed. 
‘I love the floor. It is really cold, a natural God-given bed. In fact, it is way 
better than these spring beds, you know?’ 
Bola knew that her sister did not mean what she said. Who would prefer 
the concrete floor with holes all over to a spring bed? Even a mad man 
would go for the bed. Remi had only given that answer for two reasons: 
firstly, the only bed they had was weak and would not carry two people; 
secondly, she was the older one so she preferred to take the pain of the 
hard floor so that her sister could enjoy the ‘luxury’ of the half-dead bed. 
Well, that luxury was no more. Bola would be joining Remi on the floor 
now. She reached for the old mat that stood lame behind the door. The 
door itself was more like an ornament than a security device. It was moist 
from water sweeping into the house when it rained. It also had segments. 
There was a part of it that hosted rats, rats poorer than church rats due to 
starvation. Another part hosted wood-eating insects that lived larger than 
the rats because they had food to eat. The last part was for mosquitoes. 
Bola could bear anything but mosquitoes. They left red spots on her fair 
skin after each feast on her blood. 
She lay the mat and put a shabby wrapper over it. Sleeping on the ground 
was not something she was used to so she kept tossing and turning till 
daybreak. She smiled as the first ray of sunlight hit her, temporarily 
forgetting that she looked like a mess. Remi, who was the hard working 



 
40 

one, had already left for her hairdressing salon. This was what kept them 
alive ever since they lost their parents in an accident. ‘Remi Beauty Salon,’ 
which was the name of her shop, was a stone’s throw from the house. Bola 
joined her sister about an hour later to have her hair styled. 
*** 
Hassan woke up at 8.30am. He made for the kitchen to prepare breakfast 
but stopped halfway and drifted to the bathroom. He picked up his white 
toothbrush that had funny looking, hard bristles. He applied the red 
toothpaste extravagantly but dropped it and headed back to the sitting 
room. There he picked up a blue shirt and began ironing. A lot was going 
through his mind. Why had Bola declined dating him? He was a polished 
young man with a degree from Harvard. Why would a girl turn down a guy 
working in Chevron, living in Banana Island, and driving a Ferrari? Bola 
did not seem to care about his financial status. This was what actually 
stood her out from the tons of ladies that bugged him daily. 
He recalled how he met her. It was on a rainy day. He had splashed water 
on her long gown while driving home. He parked his car on the left side of 
the wet road and hurried towards her. 
“I am really sorry. The road was free so I doubled up my speed. I did not 
ever think I would meet anyone let alone a beautiful girl like you.” 
He added the last phrase not because he noticed her face but to reduce the 
insult he expected to receive from her. 
“It’s okay.  I am not angry.” She replied with a soft voice and continued 
walking. 
“Do you mean that?” Hassan stammered, still in shock that she did not 
shower invectives on him. He offered her a ride and she hesitatingly 
accepted. 
He hissed upon realizing that he had burnt his shirt. He picked up another 
shirt which was not surprisingly blue and tried to iron without having the 
thoughts of Bola. At 10am, he was looking like a contestant for Mr Nigeria. 
His hair was overgrown and needed a haircut; he would fix that later 
today. His cologne filled the air with lovely fragrance. He straightened his 
back and put a call across to the only girl that had been on his mind for 
the past few weeks. 
“Good morning, Bola. Please hear me out, I need to see you. I can’t seem 
to get you out of my head. Text me your address, I will come over.” He 
paused to take in some breath.  
The text came in fifteen minutes later. It read: 15, Shittu Orija, Dustbin 
Estate, Ajegunle. He sure needed directions. He was used to driving in 
Lagos but somehow, he had never gotten close to Ajegunle. Google map 
was a buddy and in a few minutes, he had a semi-clear idea of where he 
was headed. 
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Dustbin estate was a place where heaps of debris occupied vast areas of 
land. Here, humans and animals lived like siblings. The potholes 
swallowed his tyres hungrily and at a point he had to park his car and 
continue on foot. He walked past naked children playing in the sand, 
looking inexplicably excited. He had never seen children this happy. He 
would have begun figuring how this children were playing happily in front 
of weak and bending houses, but Bola stole his thoughts once more. 
“We are from two different worlds. Nothing serious could come out of a 
relationship if we tried.” 
That was Bola’s opinion. Well, he agreed with her on the former. They 
were indeed from two different worlds. He never thought a place like this 
existed in the world, let alone Nigeria. It was crystal clear why Bola had 
turned him down. She felt she did not measure up to his standard. Who 
was she to decide that? He could make decisions himself. 
He knocked at the moist door and watched two small rats race out of a 
hole in it. He observed no one was in and asked a little child building a 
sand castle for help. She pointed at a salon and resumed her construction. 
REMI BEAUTY SALON was finally in sight. Bola was sitting on a wooden 
chair, having her hair retouched by her sister. She smiled as soon as she 
set her eyes on him. Her sister smiled more although they had the same 
smile. 
“I never expected you to come. How did you find your way?”  Bola asked 
still smiling.  
“This was the only place I could find my joy.” He said, smiling at her, “I 
must confess that those residing in Dustbin Estate are the strong ones. 
Driving here has taught me a lot of things. I intend starting a project here.” 
His eyes wandered to the yellow kegs in front of the shop. His love for Bola 
could fill them to an overflowing point. He stared into Bola’s brown eyes 
and felt a glimmer of hope. Something told him she would be his soon. 
After conversing with her and her sister for a while, he walked into the 
barber’s shop just beside the hair salon to have a haircut while Remi 
continued styling her sister’s hair. 
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Nanya Kooper 
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Some Superheroes Don't Need to Wear a Cape 
 
She wakes up at 5am again. There's no use for the alarm, which she can't 
afford. It's already a part of her, a constant reminder of the day ahead. 
It rained the previous night. The roof was leaking, droplets of water 
soaked the bed where she slept next to her kids. And the smell of mud and 
wet filth filled the night air as sleep enveloped Dustbin Estate. 
This morning, it is the sound of noisy drunk men that wakes her up. The 
men are discussing hood politics and how the government's priorities are 
messed up. The beer makes their voice to be as loud as a pastor preaching 
on the altar. She couldn't blame them, the estate has made them what they 
are now: idle drunkards, who attempt to forget their miseries in alcoholic 
euphoria. 
Her man used to be a part of these drunk now. Now, she has three 
children, but no husband. Her man died some years ago from an unknown 
illness, possibly contacted from the unhealthy state of living plus extreme 
alcohol consumption. It was these conditions that rendered her a widow. 
Every morning she wakes to body aches because the bed is so hard, too 
cold and infested with bugs. She hates the lack of warm nights, hating the 
cold that often makes her bones to shiver. 
Today, she decides to say a prayer to God. It's been long she prayed last. 
Her predicament has made her forget a few things. She commits the day 
to Him and hopes He listens to her humble petitions. 
Then she begins to prepare herself for the day. First, she wakes the 
children and gives them the little food she had kept in the small storage 
under the bed. It is stale bread as usual. That is the little she can afford; 
hence, the kids cannot do much except show gratitude because there is 
something for them to eat and they won’t be starving as they do once in a 
while. 
The early stench of careless urination by people around greets them good 
morning as they feed. Once they are done feeding, her little ones wear their 
tattered uniforms to school, a shed under a tree, which doesn’t deserve to 
be called a school. 
By 8am, she's at the shop – just a little kiosk made out of wood. She sells 
the little things that people need – a box of matches, sachet water, chewing 
gum, sweets, biscuits, chewing sticks and so on. 
Sometimes, a few folks from the neighbourhood come keep her company 
with their arguments, laughs and little talks here and there. This act 
provides a comic relief to their tragic existence on Dustbin estate. All day 
she remains in her shop, never tiring so as to make a living, hoping one 
day, she and her children won't see Dustbin estate anymore. However, the 
little she makes, the little ones take from it. It is what they survive on – 
the little little things of life. 
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Her future is laid out on the floor for her children to benefit from it. Her 
life is all laid out on the floor. Her children are all she cares about. 
The night comes and she takes them home. She's worried, tired, 
nevertheless she's strong. Her heart is full of pain, but she thrives on in a 
community filled with nothing but broken dreams, tainted realities and 
the hard life bestowed on them. 
And the next morning, it all begins again. Our superhero continues in her 
attempt to save the day. Always unrelenting. 
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Of Memories and Musings 
 
"But is this all there is for us?" His friend whispered under his breath, his 
tone full of disdain. You couldn't blame him really. His heart and mind 
were still reeling, trying to make sense of his current situation. He let out 
a deep breath as he turned away from the game. His eyes focused on the 
life around him, his mind lost as he absently took it all in: the cries of the 
little girl tugging on her mother’s dress to get her attention, the drunken 
moans of men getting their daily fix of cheap alcohol, the shouts of drivers 
as they hurl undue insults at one another, busy movement of the people. 
All lulled him deep into his thoughts. 
The man stared at his friend, confused by his question. Truth be told it 
was a question that crossed his mind more than just a few times. The 
uncertainty of his state craving its answer in various forms. But he had 
decided long ago that ignorance was better than knowledge of the 
unknown. 
He kept holding on to that resolve as though his life depended and maybe 
it did. You see, he woke up on a daily basis with a constant aching for what 
had been lost, his heart bitter with guilt and regret. It's moments like this 
that he remembered. He reminded himself of the life he once had and the 
life he could have been living. Memories of his losses clouded his head. 
The face of a woman came to mind: his wife, her once youthful and 
beautiful face now etched with wrinkles and worry; maybe a twinge of 
disappointment too. At least that was how she looked the day she left him 
in the world, their toddler clutching tightly to him barely old enough to 
have memories of his mother. He couldn't help the wave of 
disappointment that washed over him. He had become withering mess of 
a man earning barely enough to care for his child, gambling away what 
little he had left, reduced to living his life on a cheap game. 
"Is this really how you want to continue to live?" His friend asked again 
bringing him out of his thoughts. "An unfulfilled life? Waking up every day 
with nothing to call your own? Putting in what little token you have into a 
ratchet game in hopes that you'll succeed at winning with half-thought-
out strategy when you can't even make an effort to achieve something 
worthwhile out of yourself in life?" 
Silence. 
He had nothing to say, for his friend spoke the truth. 
"I refuse," he finally uttered, "I refuse to continue to live like this. To wake 
up with nothing and go back to sleep with nothing. To have my life revolve 
around this… I refuse." His dark eyeballs glistened with a brief display of 
tears. His reply working its way out faster than his head could process it. 
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But he became himself again, shaking away the influence of his friend’s 
words on his mind. "Maybe this is all there is for us here. You see, my dear 
friend, there are different standards of living and this is where we fit in." 
The friend knew better than to try and change the man’s mind. He had 
had a conversation of this with people like him. People who believed they 
could do nothing about their current state, people who thought that here 
was all that there was for them.  
But he had made his decision. He knew could make a change, for himself 
and those around him.  
One little step at a time. 
And they continued to play the draught in the silence of thoughts. 
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Dilemma of a Lagos Fine Boy 
 
Waking to the hustle and bustle of the day, I jostled my way through the 
surging crowd waiting to jump into any available bus in order to get to 
their destinations. I could not wait to see my babe. Finally, I would meet 
my in-laws to be. Amara was one of the prettiest and decent girls I had 
ever met. Right from the very first day I caught a glimpse of her face, my 
heart melted. It was then I believed in the words "love at first sight". While 
walking and staring at her angelic face, I tripped. Geez! How could I have 
fallen? Just then, I felt her warm hands lifting me and she said with a smile 
that could make a Pope fall, "Are you alright, sir?" I faked a smile and told 
her I was. As fate would have it, we met a second time and that was when 
the "chiking" began. I am very sure her parents would love me as this 
would be the first time I would be visiting. Though, the thought of having 
to go visit my babe in a place she called Dustbin Estate was quite scary, I 
brushed any evil thoughts wishing to destroy my day. 
"Ajegunle, Dustbin Estate, e wole pelu senji yin o," I heard the bus 
conductor scream. People pushed and fought hard to get a seat on the bus. 
A foreigner would have thought a war was about to happen. Even the bus 
conductor at a point was pushed away by the people. Hmmmm... I was 
one of the lucky few to get on the bus. I muttered a little thank you Jesus 
and checked my suit carefully to make sure no part of it was torn or 
stained. 
"Oya, e mu owo yin jade o, ko si senji o," the bus conductor screamed 
again. As I struggled to bring out my #50 note, I noticed I was sitting 
beside this fine babe. O boy, this babe was fresh. She was the definition of 
fine girl no pimple. As a fresh, fine boy, I tried to form big boy, so instead 
of the #50 note, I searched frantically for the #100 note I had reserved to 
buy something to eat after the visit to my babe. At this point, the food 
could wait but not the babe. Forming an accent, I said, "Don't worry dear, 
I'll pay". The smile that formed on her lips made my heart sing for joy. At 
that instant, I forgot about my babe. 
 We started a conversation and even though I asked some silly questions 
like what she was doing on a bus, I could still tell she was already feeling 
me, emi fine boy no wrinkle. Just then, the conductor shouted, "Dustbin 
Estate o, se o wa?" Shit! That was my bus stop. Was I going to say "o wa 
o" or just let the bus keep moving till it passed my destination? What a 
dilemma! Left with no choice, I said, with the little strength in me, 
“Dustbin Estate wa o.” The look the girl gave almost made me pee. And 
she said, with so much disgust and disdain, “so you live there?” Was I to 
answer, or just dust my suit and alight? Trust me, I took the second option. 
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I walked humbly and quietly to my babe's house still thinking about my 
plight. She sighted me and ran to meet me. I feigned a smile and wrapped 
my arms round her. 
"My love, how are you? Mum and dad can't wait to finally meet you," she 
said. We walked into the house which looked like the houses used in all 
those ancient movies even though those houses were finer than this. I felt 
like I was in a ghetto. 
“Ehhhhh, my son, you are welcome.” The voice of Amara's mum jolted me 
back to reality. 
“Good day, ma. Good day, sir,” I greeted. 
“Amara,” her dad called, “won't you bring some water for your bobo?” 
Amara went to the table and brought out a very dirty cup to rinse. With so 
much adrenaline running to my brain, I screamed, “Amara!” They all 
looked at me. Immediately, I composed myself and said with feigned 
laughter, “don't worry, baby, I’m not thirsty. I just remembered I am 
fasting.” 
“Ohhh…” she said with that beautiful smile, “you should have told me.” So 
I kept swallowing my saliva till the whole introduction and Amara's dad 
telling me how he met her mum was over. I still can't believe how a 
beautiful soul like that of Amara's was brought up in that slum. Tired, 
irritated and disgusted, I fell asleep as soon as I got back to my apartment, 
thinking about how the whole day had gone. 
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PEACE AND JOY 
 
It was not this darkness that overwhelmed me; it was because beneath this 
deep gloom, beneath this dark abyss, you could visibly see the light boring 
holes out of the thick darkness. And then I saw her.  
The damp air clouded my nose like mucus, and almost made me throw up. 
The idea that I was in this place unsettled me, and I was deeply imagining 
how much of a torture I would bestow on Tunde who thought it was a good 
idea to come here to see another side of life that I was not used to, a life 
that was the opposite of mine. 
Maybe I could pretend as if I was dreaming or imagining this scene.  I 
would have to prove myself against the hallucinations I have been having; 
for instance, seeing a girl in that rubble. I could not have been dreaming. 
It couldn’t be.  I started to calculate if, I stayed longer, I might choke to 
death. My condition was worsening and that may explain the 
hallucinations.  
“Aunte!” A tiny, calm voice rang into my ears. It could have been a subtle 
call but my concentration closed in on me too much. I turned to where the 
voice had called and saw her. I had to be sure.  There was this sparkle in 
her eyes that I had not seen elsewhere and it shone beyond her light brown 
hair and puffy cheeks. I was moving towards her, when the high heels that 
Tunde warned me about got stuck into the waste-littered ground. 
“Aunte… you dhon fall dan…” she said softly almost in a whispery voice as 
if speaking loudly would hurt her and make her throat ache.  I stood up 
carefully from where I had fallen and held her left tiny hand. She stretched 
out her right hand. It had in it one Tom-Tom which she offered me while 
she stared steadily at me with her sad large bright eyes.  
“What is your name?” I asked 
“Thumilayo”. 
Her childlike lisps created an ambience of subtleness and innocence… 
Funmilayo, she had thought she had said. Her rotund belly protruding 
from her little dress. She was still staring slowly at me as she held on to 
me with her tightest of grips, or I had felt that was it. As if in a flash, she 
had quickly gotten a dirty stool which had almost started to break on its 
hinges and I stared at what she had as her home: a water logged bamboo 
shed. She brought me water in a faded green cup.  
“Aunte, sorry…” she said. 
I stared at her big round eyes with embarrassment, and her family 
welcomed me with such warmness. She entered the room and came out 
with a tattered book and insisted that I read it for her. It was a Bible for 
children and her father still maintaining the warm smile had said that she 
had always done it for everyone who came visiting. They all liked the idea 
that I was from a University. Funmilayo said to me constantly that she 
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would like to be a Doctor even though I did not bother to ask her. She had 
said with her lisps that she wanted to cure the sick. It was the moment her 
baby brother had died from typhoid that she realized it; her mother had 
said she kept asking for ‘baby’ and when they told her baby had gone to 
heaven, she told everyone who cared that she wanted to be a Doctor… to 
cure. This was reality and her young eyes told a tale of experience and the 
wish to explore. She was teary as I was leaving but she had showed me 
something to hold on to: peace. I saw content in her eyes and she had 
everything… Beauty in a dirty world… 
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Homecoming 
 
I would wish to say a lot of things, perhaps a long story to mark off a better 
beginning or a short poem. Writing may describe only a little about this 
place: this maze, the happiness and the content, the lack and ignorance 
eating up this place. A little girl ran past me wearing nothing but panties; 
she screamed as she ran along hopping towards a group of other children 
who were playing on the black earth littered all over with dirt and rot. The 
little children were dancing to a song distantly playing in another place 
but the air carried it so easily to them, so they danced anyway, nothing to 
worry about for the moment. That was their moment and they would 
maximise it. 
As I walked, I was careful not to step on excreta, and I watched as the older 
people stared at us, like newbies and laughed at our almost practised steps 
and composed humble mannerisms. The weather was cool but 
occasionally, there was the choking dampness that came with the air and 
sometimes, you could hear the silence swallowing up the noise. There 
were some youths speaking pidgin and screaming at themselves from time 
to time. 
As we entered into the house of one of these people, I could see from the 
small one-room apartment that the roof was caving. The acrid smell of 
clothes and furniture dampened by the rain that had seeped in through 
the walls and roof of the house filled the air. The people seemed to shrink 
inside the house and did their best to smile. 
A little boy caught my attention. He sat at the corner of the room, covered 
with dirt and eczema. His sad eyes were burning bright and full when he 
saw me with food. He curled out a smile and slightly stretched out his arms 
to plead for the food. His mother after realising this, looked embarrassed 
and shouted at him. 
"You no fit see sey dem be visitor?" She said with a shaky voice. Her lean 
dark body shrunk even more after the statement. 
"No, mummy, it is okay. It is because of them we are here." I said calmly, 
my eyes still fixed on the boy who had hidden himself into stacks of 
clothes. The little boy came forward as I stretched my hand towards him 
and held my fingers with both of his hands. 
As we left the house, his little hands pulled me towards a group of other 
young children who were staring idly at a goat chewing a paper on the 
floor.  As we approached them, there was an uproar of happy noises as the 
food was calmly collected from my hands and placed on the ground for 
everyone to eat. I watched as their hands plunged into the big flask and 
emerged filled with rice and stained with stew. 
After the meal, the little boy pulled me again, this time running. I hopped 
along with him until we got to a clearing and he showed me the water with 
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all pride. It was jet black, covered in dirt and pungent smells. "Our river," 
he said as he grinned from ear to ear. I stared at the water and beyond the 
walls that fenced them and the water from the world. It was quiet.  
There was the collective love that connected all of them despite their lack 
and being in a place filled with nothingness; only the rubble passed on 
from people who held the pillars of the country. They had their fears and 
had given up on the hope that had once existed. And so, they lived on what 
was left: hunger and happiness plated with sadness. This was their home, 
there was nowhere else to be. They would want it to be better, but hope is 
not a word in this place. 
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Night is this, or Something like that… 
 
Meerh… meerh… meerh… You hear your mother bleating into the putrid 
night of Dustbin Estate, and you know he is around. The night thief has 
finally come for her. You push your face into the darkness, hoping to 
unmask the face of the night masquerade that raids members of your clan. 
But there is no moon to light the night, and the sky is a wide dark wrapper 
that gravity cannot pull down, because it doesn’t want the world to see the 
nakedness of God. 
You can smell the thief: he smells of sweat and weed. Your clan’s 
nightmare is here again. Gradually, you see a dark image of him: a stout 
shadow. If he crawls on all fours into the night, you will mistake him for a 
member of your clan, only that he is wearing shorts, and he has no tail or 
horn. 
His muscular hands grab your mother’s horns, although she appears to be 
struggling to free herself from him. She bleats in protest, struggling and 
struggling. But he is too strong for her. 
This is one moment you wish you can be a superhero, and save your 
mother. The image of a superhero in your head is not of a superman or 
batman; being one of the Indomie superheroes is enough for you. You 
wish you can become Big Boy so that with a single punch, you can send 
the thief down the earth straight to hell; but if he attempts to run you will 
transform to Stretchy, and just stretch your hand to pick him up even if he 
runs as fast as Flash, and has run away from Lagos to Benin Republic. 
But you can only wish. 
Where are the night watchmen? Can’t they hear the distress in my 
mother’s voice? You ask the night before adding your voice to thicken your 
mother’s bleating, a very elongated meeeeeeerh that appears endless, but 
it is to no avail. The people here are usually too busy during the day 
looking for how to survive that they seem to sleep like a corpse at night. 
Only the muezzin’s call, and not continuous bleating, can resurrect them 
from the grave of the night. The thief escapes with your beloved mother. 
And you feel like crying like a baby just out of the world, who doesn’t want 
to come to this stupid world. But you are not human. 
So my mother is gone? 
Just like that? 
Gone? 
Like a passing wind? 
Like a dream deferred? 
Like Banjo’s mother? 
You are lost in a queue of rhetorical questions. 
No, not exactly like Banjo’s mother. 
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Banjo’s mother wasn’t stolen. Baba Banjo is said to have killed Mama 
Banjo like he killed members of your clan each almost every day. He killed 
them for a living. Oyinbo people call him a butcher, a name that sounds as 
deadly as death. 
You think he liked killing: you had seen him swat mosquitoes with his 
palms, kill cockroaches on his zinc house wall with a sharp slap of his 
slippers often, and also club to death more than one rats that share his 
house with him. Members of your clan called him Killer-man. 
Well, he didn’t kill his wife for no reason exactly... 
Everything started when a beer parlour that plays mainly Fuji music was 
opened not too far from the estate. Baba Banjo then began to invest his 
money here. He drank bottles of beer that drank his pocket. He often came 
home, drunk and singing Beautiful Nubia’s “Pass de Kalabash”. And 
sometimes, he did not make it home; he would drink-walk to Mama 
Heavy-Duty’s House, a brothel very close to the beer parlour, where he 
would spend the night. 
Just as Baba Banjo hardly stayed home at night, Mama Banjo soon hardly 
stayed home during the day. One morning after Baba Banjo had gone to 
sell meat at the market, his wife left home with her lips painted in the 
colour of thick blood (you almost thought she used the blood of a member 
of your clan, which her husband had killed to paint her lips). As she 
unfolded to refold her wrapper, you had a quick glimpse of a skirt shorter 
than short like the skirt of one of the girls at Mama Heavy-Duty’s House. 
You were too surprised to bleat. She left and came back later in the evening 
with a big leather bag that looked as if it contained a member of my clan. 
This strange going-out continued for a few months. Banjo now wore new 
clothes like every day and was getting chubby, even Baba Banjo too was 
looking quite better than before, and soon he came home one day with a 
bicycle. Mama Banjo must have been making a lot of money, which she 
shared with her husband and child. 
One hot afternoon, a big man with a big car and a big belly came to visit 
Mama Banjo in her husband’s shack. Baba Banjo wasn’t around. And this 
big man didn’t stop coming, even when Baba Banjo was around that you 
all thought he was just a member of the family that liked to come around 
a lot. But one day, in the absence of Baba Banjo, you heard a strong 
laughter from the shack that broke into moans. Soon rumours roamed, 
and Baba Banjo heard. 
Some days after the day of laughter and moans, you all heard screams 
from Baba Banjo’s shack. And you all gathered: humans, goats, chickens, 
cats and so on as if God has called a conference of animals that include 
humans too. There, you saw the magic of magun: the big man, who you 
all later found out to be Baba Banjo’s uncle in Lekki, had his penis buried 
into Mama Banjo’s pussy like a nail into a wood, and they remained like 
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that. Inseparable. Glued in nudity. Even the eyes of you all staring shame 
into their flesh and bones couldn’t separate them. 
“Ah, Uncle Abbey!? Iyawo mi ni ewa do ninu’le mi? Oro ooo!” It was an 
exclamation that sounded like a question from Baba Banjo’s mouth, who 
had been lurking in a corner, waiting for the wonder of the magun he had 
applied on his wife. 
Mama Banjo and the big man were later rushed to the hospital after quite 
a number of persons had taken pictures of them using their phones. Baba 
Banjo restricted people from performing any form of jungle justice on 
them. The magun was justice enough. Attempt at surgery to separate the 
sex partners was said to be futile, and they both died three day afterwards. 
After this occurrence, Baba Banjo drank more than before like a fish 
drinking water of life. Aside that, he became very violent, and cursing and 
fighting. 
“Son of a whore, were you asked to shit, eat the shit and shit it again?” He 
said in Yoruba to Star Boy (an aspiring young musician, and Wizkid’s fan 
that lives in a zinc room too on the estate), who must have been purging 
that day and had stayed too long in the zinc toilet. Provoked Star Boy 
smashed the bucket he was holding on Baba Banjo’s head. And a fight 
began that led to the merciless beating of Baba Banjo. 
A few days later, Baba Banjo’s voice plunged into the foul-smelling 
morning air, singing his favourite Beautiful Nubia’s song louder than 
usual. And you all thought he was drunk as usual. Surprisingly drunk at 
6am. 
Later in the afternoon, you heard that Baba Banjo was found along the 
road, naked and still singing. He had gone out of his mind, or his mind 
had gone out of him. Either or both. 
It took the support of four strong neighbours to tame him and tie him 
inside his room; sometimes he bleated like a member of your clan before 
continuing his song. There have been rumours that his in-laws were angry 
with him for what he did to his poor wife, and they punished him with 
insanity. 
Banjo stopped going to school, or even going out. He was ashamed of his 
parents; he couldn’t stand the spreading rumours, and mockery. When he 
died, no one knew until his body started smelling. Not just his body, but 
also the body of his father. A bottle of Sniper was found beside the two 
dead bodies. 
You bleat in remembrance of the dead, wondering what will happen to 
your mother. Morning comes, and you don’t bother searching for your 
mother, you only rummage through the waste-littered ground of Dustbin 
estate for something to eat. 
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What will kill me first? 
 
Tell me, what will kill me first? The smoke from the burning wood cooking 
the food? It burns my eyes, chokes me, and leaves me clamouring for 
whatever oxygen there is left in the already putrid air. 
Or just maybe the water used in cooking? The main source of the water 
here is none other than Iya Biliki's well. Well? No! That is not a well. It's 
just an incomplete rounded structure with water the colour of cool Lipton 
tea without any milk. The wall of this well? Disaster. Big disaster. You have 
never seen anything greener in all of Dustbin Estate.  
Okay. Maybe the dirt from the surroundings. That's more likely to kill me. 
The black and smelly waste which clogged the drainages that were raked 
out on Thursday morning still lay by the entrance of the buka.  It has 
already dried, and will soon mix with the rest of the garbage that 
constitutes the ground of this place. With the habitual fly and its ritualistic 
shuffling between the dump and the surface of the food as it is being 
served.   
The buka is housed on a great pile of rubbish. As the smoke burns the 
wood, it burns whatever dirt lies present beneath it, and yes, that is why 
the flavour of Iya Biliki's yam pottage is unmatched.  
The least I could do was bring my own plate and spoon. I once saw Biliki 
rinse their used plates with rain water that had accumulated in a puddle 
beside the shop. But who am I kidding? She must have rinsed the 
omorogun inside the brewing pot with water worse than that nitori 
Olorun.  
But no! None of the above will kill me first. If I do not quickly get in line, 
and buy some of this yam pottage, hunger will.   
As I stretch my bowl to Biliki to serve me, my mind starts to wander again. 
Will I eat inside? Ha. It rained last night, and the leaking roof will not do 
justice to my food: the roof is still crying away the accumulated rain water 
from last night. The rats, even bigger than the cats here, too fat from 
inhaling and consuming the waste, too lazy to even scamper when I stamp 
my feet on the ground to scare them away. Are those ones even rats? My 
God! Look how fat they are. They own this estate. They fear nothing.   
As usual, there is no light to even spot them clearly inside. They might help 
season the food with extra vermin if they hang from the pako just over my 
head.   
How did I get here?  Why am I here? I wasn't born here like the rest of 
them. Like Biliki. I lived in an estate that wasn't made of dustbin. I went 
to Primary school. I was somebody. Somebody! My mother and I.  In that 
estate my mother was the house-help in a very big house. Then, she was 
extremely beautiful. "Arewa ti o common," she had said to me. She cleaned 
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the whole house, washed clothes, cooked, ran errands and did anything 
you could think of a house-help. 
When Chief and his family travelled, the house was ours. My mother 
would drag our foam from the boy's quarters, and put it in their living 
room. She would put on the television for me while she warmed their 
leftovers for us to feast on. She would occasionally put off the telly to look 
me straight in the eyes to tell me how I must read my books so that my 
house can be bigger than theirs, so she will no longer have to be a house 
maid. I, on the other hand, was sure she kept turning it off and on because 
of the excitement of knowing how to operate it.   
I had just concluded common entrance examinations. Gbenro Adewuyi 
Secondary School granted me admission. My mother spent everything she 
had buying books, uniforms, new shoes and socks, everything. She saw it 
as an investment. Very soon her child will build her a house just like 
Chief's.  
Unfortunately, the dream was cut faster than the on and off of the 
television, as she was relieved of her job by Iyawo Chief, who accused her 
of stealing her money to buy my school essentials. This was the beginning 
of the end.  
No friend could help. No relation in sight. It was either the risky streets or 
another estate. The almighty Dustbin Estate, Ajegunle! We got a "spot", 
where we could arrange and knock wood to form a shelter, coupled with 
already rusty zincs that helped form a roof over the wood structure. It 
seemed like somehow, I still built a house for my mother. But not the kind 
of house we ever dreamt or talked about.  
Eight years after, earning whatever I can from collecting and arranging 
waste, stuffing it in whatever areas of the estate that isn't filled up yet. I 
also work as the neighbourhood carpenter: replacing dilapidated wood for 
people's houses around, basically laying my hands on anything I can to 
raise money to write this GCE coming up soon. Why would I then not eat 
Iya Biliki's yam pottage? Fifty naira's worth of that heavy stuff is all I need 
to get me through the day. I'll definitely save more.   
Wait. The pottage! As I am whisked back into reality, I realise that Biliki 
has been screaming "Asaro Elelo oooo????" 
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GOD WIN 
 
“Everything I do na God win o, na God win o, na God win o...” 
 
Really? God win? 
 
Even you cannot help but be disgusted at the sight of this man dancing. So 
disgusting the way he is so overjoyed in this absolute filth of an 
environment. The very smirk on his face, I just want to wipe it off with a 
hot slap, because yes, no one should ever be so happy in such a backyard. 
Is he raving mad? I ask myself every single time I see him or every single 
time he wakes me up by 5:30 am with his bell for prayers. Frayo will shout 
and clap and yelp to the same God that he calls omnipresent.  
My room is opposite his, so yes, I bear the brunt of his early morning freak 
shows. One would think that in such heat, he will conserve the little air 
that comes in from his "little-or-no-window" window. But no, he chooses 
to use his noise to compound the heat for everyone.  
In all his dancing, all I can think is he better not step on me with the 
slippers he took inside that toilet if he wants to live yet another day. Let us 
all fetch our water and get on with our sorry lives. 
Wait. Why am I so angry? Why can't I be happy for my neighbour? Today 
is his last day here. The last time he will have to go through any of this 
struggle. The last time he will queue for water, bathroom or toilet. The last 
time he will battle with an almost dried up well, and how much you have 
to pull and pull the rope before the rubber comes up with an equal mix of 
water and sand. The filthy bathroom meant for the whole compound, that 
even when you're sleep on your bed, you are dreaming of new ways for you 
to position yourself so your body does not come in contact with the walls. 
Oh, or the toilet, which you have to stand on, while holding on to the walls 
for dear life, lest you fall and die. Not because of the cuts from the broken 
toilet seat, but because of what you're falling into. Just don't get up. 
Remain there and die.  
Frayo is truly leaving! And I cannot help but be jealous of him. When will 
my own come? My miracle, or my stroke of luck? Mama Chichi meant it 
when she said they are following me from my village. Upon all my 
grammar, where am I today? I have lived in this compound the longest, as 
each family ends up leaving after a short period of time and the room gets 
replaced by a fresh one. Frayo has only been here five years and he is living 
today. His big sister set up a small shop in Yaba market for him to sell 
curtains. Apparently, he has been able to save to rent himself a self-
contained room somewhere around his shop. They are indeed following 
me from my village. 



 
66 

Chichi has said it that it is his God that is doing it. So after all my strong-
head, will I now go to him to take me to church? I remember the last time 
he decided to invite me to church. I was just coming in from the bar with 
one okay-looking woman, when he accosted me by my door. "Let me talk 
to you about Jesus," he said. It was around 12am. What was doing me at 
that point was definitely not what was doing him. I didn't realize when I 
screamed "I will not let religion be the alcohol of my soul!"  
Religion? Hmm. That thing is only the opiate of the poor like me. 
Something to shift our minds from earthly struggles. An excuse. The mist 
that fogs up one's eyes, keeping him satisfied with his lot in life, or at least 
tolerant of it. Will I give into this facade to cripple my mind? Will joining 
not make me the exact hypocrite I have been avoiding? 
Looking at Frayo dance the way he is doing right now, making a fool of 
himself in front of these children, I feel disgust. It's really disgusting. But 
I guess if that's what it will take for me to end my seventeen-year tenure 
in Agbole-Micah, Dustbin Estate, I think I'll give it a shot. 
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Torera Adesina 

 

  



 
68 

Smile, Grandma, Smile 
 
There had been no light for almost six weeks now. This was not an 
occurrence uncommon to us but it was definitely worse than what we were 
used to. The drinks in Grandma's fridge could burn one’s throat, but 
customers could not complain as we were all in the same situation. Every 
night still, men would gather in front of the structure that managed to 
serve as a shop, where Grandma sold beer and peppered meat, downing 
bottle after bottle of beer. I'd sit on one corner of the floor listening to 
gossip flowing from their alcohol oozing mouth. Men gossiped worse than 
women. Later at night, grandma and I would laugh at what a sight the men 
made. We didn't really think about where they got the money to spend on 
alcohol when the entire community knew whose pants had holes in it and 
who couldn't even afford pants. Yesterday, Victor from the structure 
beside our own abode had fainted and the neighbours had struggled to 
gather grains of garri to force down his throat with a little water. Most of 
the children walked around all day in pant. Clothes were for extremely 
special occasions like leaving the neighbourhood which rarely happened, 
or when it got really cold. Even on cold days, parents would force their 
children to sit indoors under cloth wrappers. Uniforms were the only 
other things we wore and they were treated like gold. 
I splashed through mud on my way home from school eager to see 
grandma and share the good news with her, trying not to consider the fact 
that no light meant it would be another night of heat. Heat meant we 
would leave the doors open so we could have a little oxygen at least and 
that in turn meant mosquitoes and a full view of the waste riddled water 
that served as the foundation our house sat upon. I cringed thinking of the 
smell. Urrghh. God, no. A barely recovered Victor walked with me 
moaning once again about hunger. "Shut up, Victor! I'm trying to think. 
I've not even been living here as long as you have and I'm already used to 
the hunger pangs." I cut him off mid-grunt.  
"You aff come agen wit dis your grama. Because you come from big place 
you will be doing yanga wit englis" 
I sighed. "Idiot" I muttered under my breath and increased my pace. We 
were about 15 minutes from home. Eight other children were running 
around us, playing a game of 'police n thief' and I was trying to keep an 
eye on them while filtering through my thoughts. I was the oldest of this 
bunch, and grandma always charged me to be responsible for them. The 
thought of grandma made me smile again and I thought of the package in 
my hole-ridden bag.  
Victor was right. We had found ourselves here three years ago after my 
parents died in an accident and left me with grandma as my only surviving 
relative. We were not particularly rich prior to this but I had gone to a good 
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school and had a good home and good food to eat. They died deep in debt 
they had kept hidden from my grandma and soon after everything they 
had left was taken from us. I don't know the details but I know Grandma 
had taken what little she could, carried me and moved here. I still heard 
her sobbing some nights for her daughter and son-in-law but she never 
wavered in front of me. Not in the three years we'd been here. She was 66 
and she moved like a 40 year old hiding the pains I knew she had in her 
joints.  
We got home and Victor, having realized I was not going to say another 
word to him, stalked away. Everybody would go in to get out of their 
uniforms then come back out to play away the hunger until mothers came 
in from shops to cook what they could. 
I removed my uniform but remained in my boxers and singlet. Grandma 
would never let me walk around the way the other kids did.  
I walked to her shop and saw her sitting outside, scarf loosely knotted on 
her head fanning herself with the bottom of her wrapper. There were no 
customers in the shop. The men hadn't returned from the day's struggle. 
Business was slower during the door. "Good afternoon, Grandma" I 
greeted prostrating.  
"Welcome, Kola. How was school?" She said smiling.  
"Great. I have something to show you". I stood up and opened the bag I 
hadn't dropped at the house and brought out the little square box.  
She jumped from her seat. "Eh, Kola! Where did you get this?!" She 
shouted. I know she'd never accuse me of stealing so I did not get offended 
or angry.  
"Calm down, old woman. There was a visitor from another school in my 
class today and she gave me for my last school result." I laughed removing 
the phone from the box. It was a small camera phone with 'Techno' written 
on the head.  
She relaxed and sat down back smiling.  
"Thank God. But what are you going to use it for, Kola?" 
"I'm not keeping it grandma. I will give my class teacher back tomorrow 
to sell it. I trust her enough to give me the money. You can follow me." 
She drew me close to her and hugged me to her sagging breasts. “Omo 
daadaa. Omo mi. Olowo ori mi. You are the reason I know we will survive 
this”  
I hung on to her for all I was worth. This woman was my life. I knew I had 
done the right thing deciding to sell the phone. We would use whatever 
amount came out of it to live. Maybe move out of this dump. 
I pulled back. "Let me take a picture of you with the phone, Grandma." 
She smiled through her tears and leaned back on the door of the shop. 
"Okay". 
"But I have to read through the manual first sha." 
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"When you're ready." 
Minutes later I stood in front of her and said "smile joor, Grandma" and 
even though the smile was indulgent it was the most beautiful I had ever 
seen. I would ask my class teacher to print it for me before she sold the 
phone. That smile on Grandma’s face. The most beautiful smile I had ever 
seen. 
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Take my Picture 
 
She sat on a chair in front of her shop listening to the sound of rats and 
roaches running through the crates of beer behind her. It was a sound she 
was used to; she had become used to over the past three years. She still 
couldn't believe she lived in this slum now. Tears filled her eyes as they 
normally did when she thought about the day her son and her daughter-
in-law died and her life changed forever. She had been left with her 
grandson, barely 12. Both of them lost in this huge world with no other 
relatives. 
She did not try to stop the tears as she looked around her and took in what 
was her living and working environment. The front of her shop was 
flooded as usual and huge piles of waste littered the water. There were 
planks connecting the street to her shop for customers to walk on. It was 
a sight similar to the one at the back of her house where the window and 
door of their one room apartment faced. The stench and smell were slowly 
becoming normal to her 66-year-old nose.  
After depending solely on her son and his wife since Grandpa died, being 
thrown into a life of struggling to survive had been harder than anything 
she had ever faced. Thank God for the gateman at their former house who 
had stuck with them when the creditors had come to claim the house, the 
cars, everything they had owned. She still couldn't understand why Jude 
never told her how much debt he was in. Ahmed, the gateman, had moved 
them to his own house here in Ajegunle, and even though he was also out 
of work, had fed them and helped her sell what she could from all that was 
left. It was with that money that she had gotten the almost collapsing 
structure where she sold beer and peppered meat that served as her source 
of income for herself and Kolawole, her grandson. It wasn't much and 
some days she went without eating but so far she had been able to provide 
a school and clothes for her grandson.  
Across the street Iya Sodiq was breastfeeding her 8th child born about 
three weeks ago in front of her bukka. Her husband was running around 
in the mechanic shop next to hers that he owned working on someone's 
car. She looked to her left where Rita the hairdresser was braiding her own 
hair in front of a mirror outside her saloon. Nobody could stand to sit 
inside their shops in this heat. There had been no light for almost three 
weeks straight now. 
A bike sped past causing the children playing on the road to hurriedly 
jump out of the way. The children whose parents could not afford to send 
them to school but who were too young to hawk. They would wait for the 
lucky ones who could go to school to come back and then learn what they 
could from them. Her own grandson had come up with this idea earlier 
this year and helped in organizing the lessons. "Kolawole, Olowo ori mi," 
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she thought to herself. He was the sole reason for her existence now. She 
would never understand why God had caused all these misfortunes to 
happen but she had hope as long as she had Kola. 
"Grandma, give me 33 abeg and 50 naira ponmo." Baba Sodiq's assistant 
called to her, crossing the plank to sit on one of the chairs she put out for 
customers. In her thinking she had not even noticed him cross the road. 
Slowly she got up and walked into the shop wiping the tears from her eyes. 
She pulled a bottle of 33 beer from the hot fridge. Nobody minded these 
days. PHCN treated them all alike. As she set the beer and meet in front 
of him, she saw Kola walking to the shop. School was over.  
He prostrated in front of her. "Good afternoon, grandma. Good afternoon, 
Brother Wasiu." 
She put her hand on his back "Omo mi, ka'abo. Bawo ni school?" 
"Fine, grandma. I got something from a visitor in school today. She said it 
was for my excellent result last term." He said standing up. 
She sat down back and watched as he pulled a phone from his bag. 
"It's not new. It is fairly used." 
Grandma's heart swelled with pride and joy. Not because of the phone but 
what warranted him getting the phone. She pulled him close to her as tears 
began falling again blessing him over and over in her mind.  
Kola squirmed under his grandma's embrace. He was no longer a child 
now. Why was she holding him like one? When she released him, he saw 
the tears on her face and understood. "Grandma, let me take your picture 
with the phone. It has camera. I think I will give my teacher to sell it 
tomorrow. We can use the money for something useful."  
Grandma smiled at him and thanked God for him once again. She wiped 
her face with the bottom of her wrapper. "Oya now, take my picture." 
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In His Eyes 
 
 This was not the life he would have chosen if he could have chosen the life 
he wanted to live. As he stood staring at the dump he was being forced to 
rake through in other to survive, his eight year old mind pondered, once 
again, on the existence of a God who they said loved him but who couldn’t 
be bothered enough to lift him from this personal hell he was living. 
All around him, the other children laughed and played in the stinky dump 
that was their “work place”. They looked for scraps from the trash and 
handed over whatever still seemed useful to the master who in turn paid 
them whatever he thought the trash was worth, which was always little to 
nothing. He couldn’t count how many times he had considered running 
away. But he couldn’t leave mama alone with three other children. 
Although two of them were older than him, they were struggling too in 
their various “jobs”. 
He watched the others running around completely carefree; oblivious to 
the fact that there was a better world out there for them; this is all they 
had ever known. This is where they had lived all their lives. But he knew. 
He knew there was a better life outside of this miserable place. He knew 
there was better food to eat than spoiled meat, stale bread and rotten fruits 
that served as their meal scavenged from the dump when Mama couldn’t 
provide for them. He knew there were better clothes to wear than the 
tattered shirt on his back and the trousers that barely fell to his ankles, 
and were part of the three clothes he possessed. He was born here, was 
being schooled here, had never left here but he knew there was better. His 
eyes fixed back on the trash in front of him but glazed over seeing nothing 
yet seeing everything; painting a picture of the life he wished he was living, 
the future he wanted to have. 
He would finish school here no matter how low the educational standard 
might be. He would get the scholarship to secondary school that the 
government gave out every year. He was smart; very smart he’d been told 
a number of times. It was why his teacher allowed him read whatever 
books she could get him. He would go to the university his teacher often 
talked about and learn how to be a doctor. Like those men and women 
who came twice a month to treat the people in his community for free. 
They wore white coats and smiled a lot and sometimes they let him help 
them. He would then come back here and move mama and his siblings 
away to a real house with real toilets and real kitchens not the shack they 
slept in with the roof that leaked like a tap when it rained or the pit behind 
their shack that was their toilet or the little corner in their room where 
mama prepared their meals when there was something to prepare. 
No no no. Someday, he would not have to listen to her cry every night for 
the husband that was no longer hers, for the children she could barely take 
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care of, for the jobs she did round the clock in order to keep them fed and 
clothed, for the world she carried on her back, for the pain she carried in 
her eyes. 
 
Just thinking about it brightened his gloomy mood. He looked to the sky 
and thought I’ll make it happen however I can. And he dug the rake once 
again into the dump with vigour and determination. 
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His passion for writing has led him to serve as a member of the Editorial 
Team for Campus Express Newspaper; the first national campus 
newspaper delivered to all campuses in Lagos state. In a bid to better 
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world for a few minutes.  
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About Nifemi Brown Initiatives 

 
Nifemi Brown Initiatives is a private body set up in September, 2015. This 
body is set up to institute and implement projects under the auspices of 
initiatives ranging from humanitarian services, artistic events and even 
literature incline subjects/activities. All these sync together is to be 
pursued to create an ideal world, engaging young people especially. 

 

Introducing Universities for Humanity (UFH) 
 

Universities for Humanity formerly Unilag for Humanity is a subsidiary 
of Nifemi Brown Initiatives, born out of the need to redefine the art of 
charity. Giving without borders. We are devoted to communities, groups, 
and people: every needy person in our society. Our goal is designed to be 
achieved by encouraging and engaging undergraduates to actively 
participate in humanitarian service. 

On the 19th of August, 2015, UFH led over 100 students to the Dustbin 
inhabited area of Ajegunle, to distribute various relief materials to people 
living on the abandoned land.  

In continuance of this project, we are set to provide over 2000 packs of 
exercise books to pupils of three public primary school situated in Fadeyi 
area of Lagos. Also, in a bid to savage the degrading structure, we propose 
to repaint the colourless school and also, provide the classrooms with a 
suitable writing board.  

Students and individuals are encouraged to participate by donating 
exercise books, stationery, textbooks ( old and new) , school bags and so 
on to our donation points in various hostels and faculties; by purchasing 
tickets from our volunteers; and by pledging to buy a board for a class. To 
pledge, kindly call 07032301808 or 07051866686; or email us at 
unilagforhumanity@gmail.com or oluwanifemi.brown@gmail.com. All 
donations, sponsorship and partnership should be made via these means. 

Our future goal is to extend to other universities, in order to create a 
steady chain of generosity and responsibility between undergraduates and 
communities.  

Follow our journey on: IG - @universitiesforhumanity 

Twitter - @universities-FH 
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THE END 
Thank you for reading. I would love to know your opinion of this book. 
You can contact the editor via samueloolatunji@gmail.com or Nifemi 

Brown via oluwanifemi.brown@gmail.com to drop your reviews. 

--------------- 
Artilogue is an initiative that promotes creative talents and events. You 

can contact us at contactartilogue@gmail.com for more info. 
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