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That’s what’s fun about writing fiction - you start from a certain 
point of reality and then, you fly away. 

- Irene Sabatini 
 
Back in October, we took to social media to announce the first edition of the AFREADA 
Photo-Story Competition. We presented a striking photograph of a young girl and invited 
anyone and everyone to use it as inspiration for a 500-word Flash Fiction Piece. As a result of 
the impressive stories we received, we felt compelled to share what we thought was a 
beautiful demonstration of the illimitable power of storytelling. After announcing Umar 
Turaki as the winner, we are pleased to share this collection which features a variation of 
shortlisted stories from writers as young as 14. 
 
When selecting these stories, we took a number of things into account. Yes, the quality of 
writing was important, but we were also looking for originality and creative approaches to the 
task at hand. On account of this, there is also a great responsibility on our part to stress that all 
stories presented in this collection are entirely fictional and are not a true representation of the 
young girl photographed.  
  
As you read through each story, we hope it demonstrates both the talent of the individual 
writers, and the beautifully diverse ways that we can each view the world around us. 
 
Happy Reading,  
 
AFREADA Team 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Photo credit: UA via Instagram 
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ON SUCH DAYS 
Umar Turaki 
 
 
It undresses itself in a graceful dance, twirling round and round, shedding off skin in 
one endless strip of yellow curl, until it is a perfect ball of whiteness. 
 
This is what it looks like when Ronke’s mother peels an orange. She has done it more 
times than Ronke can count, demonstrating how easy, how effortless it ought to be. 
But when Ronke picks up a fresh orange, her hands begin to shake as she cuts and all 
her mother can do is to rail against the way she holds the knife, the way her hands are 
too small for any good. When Ronke looks at her, she asks her what she is smiling 
about. She tells Ronke not to smile so much. 
 
Ronke prefers the days when her mother must leave the house at dawn to make the 
morning shift, before the matron arrives and starts to fuss about the abominable stains 
the patients left on their sheets. On such days, Ronke can skip having to peel her 
oranges before going to school because she knows she will be back home in time to 
get her tray and go out before her mother’s mid-afternoon return. On such days, she 
doesn’t earn as much because she must peel the oranges on the spot, and in spite of 
her glowing smile, the customers sometimes become impatient and move on. On such 
days, she sits on the beach under a lone palm tree and peels as she knows how to peel, 
slowly, in gentle, short strokes, pieces of orange skin falling to the sand like shorn 
hair. Sometimes she eats an orange or two. 
 
On the last of such days, she sells three oranges to a friendly young man, who buys 
her a cold bottle of Mirinda, and after he leaves, she sits too long and falls asleep in 
the sand. She wakes up at twilight and the world is off-kilter for the briefest of 
moments. Her oranges are intact; her money is there in her skirt pocket. The only 
thing missing, she discovers, is her underwear, pink with little white bunnies nibbling 
at the kind of flowers she has never seen with her naked eyes. She gets home and her 
mother is there, hands smelling of Izal, eyes full of questions, which Ronke manages 
to avoid by providing the day’s earnings alongside the unsold oranges. Nothing seems 
out of place. 
 
Though her mother leaves at dawn for her shift, Ronke wakes up and peels the 
oranges before school. She peels them all. After school, she picks up the tray and 
heads out into the street, where she hawks without sitting down, where she sells her 
oranges without smiling. 
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FEATHERLIGHT  
Pamela Naaki Tetteh 
 
Here's the truth about Nneka: 
 
Her name isn't really Nneka. She does not know this. Not even the radio-clutching, 
chain-smoking grandfather who raised her knows her name. The only person who 
knows is a woman Nneka finds in a photograph one afternoon when she is fifteen and 
curious. The photograph is hidden between two encyclopedias on her grandfather's 
bookshelf. It feels featherlight in her hands and looks faded, soft with age. It is of a 
woman with Nneka’s face, braids tumbling down her bare shoulders. Nneka looks at 
it and feels: the blurred edges of her memory sharpening, coming into focus. She 
knows who this is in the photograph, and is shocked that she has not thought to ask of 
her, all these years. She goes to find her grandfather and he tells her the story of a 
baby, abandoned on his doorstep, by a daughter he hadn't seen in years. He finds a 
letter, received months after the abandoning. The letter itself is unimportant to Nneka; 
it is the return address that draws her, a house in Accra, Ghana.  
 
The next morning, the grandfather finds his safe open, and a fair few thousand Naira 
and Nneka, gone.  

*** 
In Ghana, one can learn a lot by simply being, blending seamlessly into the 
background. No one takes much notice of a skinny girl hawking a tray of oranges. No 
one minds that she passes the same street everyday, asking questions about the large 
house with the high, pale blue walls. No one asks any questions of her, past how 
much?  
 
She lives in a shanty with two other girls she met at the bus station the day she arrived 
in Ghana. She keeps her money in a purse tied around her waist and has learned to 
wake at the slightest sound. The girls, Adwoa and Naa, ask no questions of her and 
she offers nothing. She has one goal: to find the woman with her face. She finds the 
address on the letter easily. It is a prominent house, owned by the prominent 
Adjemans: retired colonel and his beautiful Nigerian wife. 
 
So she goes, oranges on tray, tray on head, everyday, to the street, walking up and 
down its length, calling out buy your sweet orange here, making customers out of the 
women whose shops dot the street and the men who always seem to be around, 
lounging around under the shade of trees, talking about ‘the good old days’. Blending 
in. Waiting.  

*** 
And then one afternoon, the house's gates open and a car crawls out. Nneka, who is 
about calling it a day, stops and turns. The car passes by, slow enough for her to see  
the woman with her face, in the backseat, older now, colder than the woman in the 
photo. The woman too, looks out of the car window and sees Nneka. Shock purples 
the woman's face as she whispers, a single sound that is ferried from her lips to 
Nneka's ears alone: Nkem.  
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THE MEASURE 
Ulan Garba Matta 
 
I run up to his window and he quickly winds it up to dismiss me. This is nothing 
unusual. I turn to walk away when I see a girl my age in the backseat with a bright 
green notebook on her lap and a black pencil in hand, pitifully looking at me.  I do not 
avert my eyes.  
 
Traffic is at a standstill, a trailer has capsized up the road at Hill Station roundabout. 
For us street hawkers, today will be a great day because a lot of the stuck motorist 
must patronize us and I am sure all my oranges will soon be gone. It’s a hot day. 
 
Therefore I am going to take my time with this staring contest to remove this pity in 
this girl’s eyes. I quickly glance at her notebook and give it the briefest nod, I hope 
that tells her I am getting an education too. Yes, it is charity from a guilty Aunty that 
Baba once helped but still… 
 
The girl averts her eyes first and ruffles through her yellow school bag bringing out a 
mathematics text book. I move closer and she looks up again. This time there is slight 
annoyance is her eyes and I take two steps back. I love mathematics and as I watch 
her bent head and the slow scribble of her pencil, I wonder whether she is adding or 
subtracting.   
 
Suddenly different feelings overtake me, I want to hate her for the luxury she has but I 
also want to be her friend, so we can practice maths together. Hey, I want to say and 
ask the girl, have you heard of the Venn diagram? The Venn diagram is an illustration 
of the relationships between and among a group of objects that share something in 
common; like you and I. 
 
I use the tip of my finger and outline a rectangle on my palm, see, this is how you 
begin a Venn diagram, you start with a rectangle that denotes the universe. I will be X 
and represent the set of girls in the world who need to hawk to survive and you will 
be Y and represent the girls in the world who don’t. See, the element between us is 
the fact that we are both girls. What do you think are the probabilities that will cause 
the lives of two girls in this big universe to intersect? Will we both encounter betrayal 
from the people we love and trust? Will… 
 
Two loud thuds sharply interrupt me, it is the driver angrily pounding at his window 
and gesturing for me to get away. In my analysis of the Venn diagram, I had 
unknowingly moved too close to the girl, believing we were having an actual 
conversation.  
 
I quickly retreat to a safe distance and throw him my best expression of defiance and 
disdain.  
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THE COLOUR OF TEETH  
Amara Nicole Okolo 
 
I pretended not to notice him when he saw me. We knew them. We have all heard 
about them in this Lagos, these people who walk the streets like us, fanciful black 
cameras dangling from their necks.  Many were men, while some were women. 
Young, but older than me. Most of them looked rich, but you would not know this at 
first glance because they do not dress like they are. They dressed casually, jeans: 
trousers, with flimsy cotton shirts and flannel shirts. Some of the women I have seen 
wore shorts that would make my Aunty shout and hiss and ask rhetorical questions on 
why the youth were so reckless these days, while some wore pretty dresses that had so 
many flowers like a garden. They also had funny hairstyles, dreadlocks and unrelaxed 
hair. Just like me. But you would know they were rich from the way their skin shone 
in the sun. The sun darkens us as we walked around with our wares, but these people, 
the sun danced with them. We knew them all. We had known after one of us had been 
caught in their lenses one dusky evening, a tray of bread on her head. Two days later, 
she became popular from the picture, and now she is no longer one of us. She is a 
model, living in riches, like these people. The sun no longer darkens her, it plays with 
her skin now. Only the rich can play with the sun. 
 
I gave the woman standing beside me her bag of oranges and slid the money she gave 
me in my knapsack around my waist. I still pretended not to see him as I stood 
upright, re-placing the tray on my head. But from the corner of my right eye, I saw 
him lift the camera that lay against his chest. I waited. One of us said there was a trick 
to this. Act like you are not aware of their presence, of their stares. It makes you 
natural, like Jumoke. But the excitement filled my gut with anxiety. I wanted to be 
seen, to know that I was noticed. A man afar off called to me to come over and sell 
some oranges to him. I ignored him. I wanted to be different. I wanted the sun to 
dance on my skin. I wanted to glow, not burn.  
 
He had it on me now, I felt it. And because I wanted to be seen, I looked at him as the 
shutter clicked. There was no flash of light, but I was seeing stars in my eyes already. 
I kept looking as he focused the circular lens that looked like a gun on me, and I saw 
him smile as his finger clicked at the top repeatedly.  
 
But for some reason unknown to me, I did not smile back. 
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THE MAN OF HER DREAMS 
Chiedozié Dike 
 
“You sabi Oluchi Orlandi?” Neme asked IJ once while IJ ribbed her for being as flat 
as an ironing-board:“Na why you no dey quick sell your orange be this,” IJ said. 
“Nothing for your body dey shake.” 
And to this, Neme asked: “You sabi Oluchi Orlandi?” 
“Who she be?” IJ didn't sound like she much cared.  
“Oluchi. Supermodel wey marry oyibo man, come get money scatter.” 
“No be the one wey been dey sell bread?” 
“Na she! Shebi you know say na for streets oyibo man see am pick for this Lagos.” 
“Wetin you dey try talk now, say oyibo man go come carry you go abroad go model?” 
IJ gave a snotty laugh.  
“E go do you like film.”  
“But na me dey sell bread now,” IJ countered.  
“You look like model? As I flat like ironing-board so, na e oyibo dey find. No worry, 
you go soon see me for inside television.” 
IJ burst into incredulous laughter, clapping her hands theatrically.  
Neme has big dreams. Her dreams don't make sense to the people around her, but she 
holds on to them anyway. 
One-day one-day…, she hopes.  
“Wetin you just siddon dey look?” Her brother Obumneke asks from the door of the 
one-bedroom where the family lives. “You no even know say person enter house.” 
“My mind don travel go,” Neme says with a wishful sigh. “I just dey imagine my 
house for America and my limousine.” 
“You sure say no be ogbanje dey do you so?” Obumneke chuckled and shook his 
head. “Do go answer Mama for backyard. She don dey shout your name since.” 
Mama is doubled over an abada smoke-kissed on wood fire, squinting as she stirs 
bons around in sizzling oil, sweat pouring down her face and staining her blouse in 
places. Mama turns on Neme the second she appears. “Ebe ka ino since? You deaf? 
You wan tell me say you no hear since morning wey I dey call you?” 
“Sorry, Ma.” 
Mama gives Neme a withering look and hisses. “Na when night reach you go sell 
your orange? Abi we go kill cow for you?” 
Neme takes her tray where it rests against the wall and rinses it at the tap. There’s an 
art to stacking oranges and Neme has perfected it from years of practice.  
Before leaving home, Neme gives her reflection the once-over in the mirror. A touch 
of powder, a bit of lip-gloss. Pout-pout.  
Neme has no idea if today is the day her life changes forever. No matter, she has to be 
ready. 
She walks her usual route in the heat, calling sing-song:  “Or-range-gey… Buy your 
sweet or-range-gey…” 
It’s a regular day. Wolf whistles, cat calls, touchy-feely strangers.  
Neme watches for the man of her dreams, tall and handsome like all rescuers are 
supposed to be. She’s sure she'll know when she sees him.  
When it's destiny, you just know.  
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ZUKORA 
Jaja Benson 
 
She is not a Chibok Girl, and she is too beautifully-black to be Malala. 
 
Her gleaming-dark skin, the shine on her forehead and cheek and jaw, could so easily 
be Lupita Nyong’o’s. In her flay-necked light-blue top, adorned with cramped petals 
and eleven lines of whitish blue, put her on a runway and she could be a young Alek 
Wek living a Christian Dior future. But on her white slightly-disfigured tray with 
flecks of rust, her white oranges with yellow-green peel lines tell that dramatically 
different story: not of thriving but of surviving.   
 
Daily, she combs our corridors, knocking occasionally on office doors, wearing a 
practiced persuasive look, a fifteen- or sixteen- or seventeen-year-old hustling her 
way through university. Behind her scanty eyebrows and un-showy low-cut, her own 
dreams are often taken for granted. The professors and doctors all know her name in a 
way you suspect they don’t know most of their students’. They call her Zukora and 
trust her with little errands run with little monies. And she leaves on their office floors 
her tray, a hunched hope in her chest that they would buy more than one or two or 
three or four. Zukora. Perhaps they know her name precisely because they don’t know 
their students’, because we humans have all these subtle ways of reassuring ourselves 
during personal oversights, or they know it simply because her name is beautiful, 
means something beautiful: Zukora: Gather the Public, Gather Us. Something that 
implies that she does belong. Once, after the stooping professor buys all her oranges, 
she came closest to smiling, and I thought I glimpsed a piece of her soul.  
 
Yesterday evening, I saw her with a woman in the faculty quadrangle, a woman in a 
red hairnet and sleeveless black polo and yellow wrappa and bright-green slippers and 
a terse twitch to her lips, and I knew she was her mother. Her mother was patting her 
oranges, talking, a busyness in her demeanour. Later, as I locked up after work, I saw 
her on the ground floor pavement, her head bent in the waning gold of the fleeing sun, 
her oranges unreduced. She picked pebbles, one, two, three, tossing them with blank 
eyes. Then, lifting her tray, she walked into the hovering dusk. TY Bello might not 
see her and so we might not see her become Olajumoke Orisaguna. 
 
I see her clearly, though. I see that her blue is the sky of the wall behind her. That her 
sparrow could also suddenly soar into this sky. That the branches of the shadow palm 
tree behind her droop like weary heads of horses, their slim, long leaves like manes. 
That her blackened form on the wall could so easily be something else—a basin or 
basket rather than a tray. The self-conscious indifference in her pose, in her eyes: it is 
tamed fire, a resolute mind in unwavering concentration. The future in the clasp of her 
stare. 
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POCKET MONEY 
Mimi Adebayo  
 
Your pocket money used to be enough. Daddy gave you one thousand naira at the 
beginning of every week; Mummy gave you five hundred naira. You were rich, for a 
fourteen year old. You used to save the one thousand naira and spend the five hundred 
naira on your chocolate habit. It was enough.  
 
When you turned fourteen, Mummy stopped dropping and picking you up from 
school in the blue Corolla daddy had handed down to her. They slipped money into 
your hands and said you were old enough to find your way. Trying to cross the busy 
expressway was scary at first, but you soon began to enjoy walking down the 
sidewalk with your friends. Sometimes you lingered in school, to play football; it was 
there you got your third scar – the one that formed a clenched fist on your ankle.  
 

*** 
The first time you met Agnes was when walking to the bus stop with your friends; she 
wore an anklet and arranged her oranges in a pyramid on a tray. 
Fine boy, buy my orange now. 
You declined, a bit annoyed because you knew your friends would tease you about 
her. 
I sell well for you; she laid a hand on your arm that caused you to look at her face. 
Her smile was beautiful in a surprising way. Street hawkers were not noticed. 
You bought the oranges; a hundred naira’s worth and shared with your friends. 
Next time, I sell better for you, she said as you helped her lift the tray to her head. 
 

*** 
The fourth time you bought her oranges, you exchanged names: Agnes and Denmark. 
That day she gave you an extra orange and said she liked you. 
That night, you thought about her while you lay in your room alone, because no girl 
had told you that before.  
The next day, you didn’t wait for her to find you. You sought her out. 
I show you something, she said and led you away. 
 

*** 
She showed you a lot of something. She had a special place somewhere behind your 
school; it was there she taught you that kissing was like sucking an orange, that you 
do not dig in with your teeth, but with your lips first. It was there she told you about 
what being a man meant, and when she requested for money before she let you 
practice kissing; you emptied your pockets.  
 
Love caught you when she let you touch her breasts the next week – after you had 
given her your weekly pocket money. You liked the way she touched her anklet when 
talking. You did not think of her as the orange seller anymore when you asked her to 
be your girlfriend. She told you she would need more money, because girlfriend 
meant she would teach you many other things. You told her you would give her any 
amount she wanted. 
 
That is when your pocket money stopped being enough. 
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THE GAMES KING’S PLAY 
Zulaikhah Agoro 
 
There was no life in her eyes. They were simply specks of shiny glass in an ordinary 
boyish face, marked out by the closely cropped hair on her scalp. She stood on the 
corner of the strange street, her slim neck held high with slender grace and the laden 
steel tray fixed on top of her head. Heat oozed out of the blazing afternoon sun, 
seeping into the high ruffled collar of her white blouse, staining it a tasteless brown 
where it brushed against her throat. She blinked and shifted slightly, feeling the sweat 
trickle down her spine. She thought about what she was to do. 
 
The man's message pulsed in her head like a beating solo. They were clear, short 
words, simplifying a very tricky thing. She swallowed and blinked again. It was 
almost time. 
 
She heard the convoy before she saw it. The crowd that had gathered with the slow 
passing of morning into afternoon began to chant and surge with the distant whirring 
of the sirens. The first of the power bikes appeared, black clad helmeted riders 
heralding the arrival of the sleek jeep that bore the Senator. Stately cars pulled in after 
the jeep and several grim faced men in dark sunglasses bounded out of them and 
promptly surrounded the Senator as he stepped out of his car and walked briskly 
towards the makeshift podium that had been put up at the end of the street, amidst the 
roars and cheers of the ecstatic crowd. She waited in her corner, careful not to be 
forced into the resonant heart of the throng yet appearing to be a part of it. 
 
The speech passed in a quick slur of words and chants, her hands growing colder with 
each passing minute. She remembered the man, his throbbing voice as he handed her 
the small vial and the swollen brown packet of notes..."Do not fail". He was yet 
another minion in the game, as much as she was and a thousand others who didn't 
even know it.  
 
The speech was over and cups of rice had begun to change hands in the crowd. Now. 
She blinked and took a deep breath, moving towards the politician as he stood 
surrounded by guards and reporters. The guards eyed her as she moved closer and she 
fought not to flinch under their bug-like glares. The senator turned to look. The media 
will eat this up, he thought as the tall, dust covered girl reached into her tray and 
stretched out an orange to him with a small shy smile. He made a show of taking it 
from her with a broad smile and washing it with water from a small bottle he carried 
around, then sinking his teeth into it. 
 
The cameras flashed crazily and she watched the poisoned juice seep into his mouth. 
She turned and walked away. Her job here was done. 
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NO TASTE  
Osahon Ize-Iyamu 
 
Eki knew she wasn't supposed to eat from her produce, but it had been a long day. It 
wasn't easy to sell magic to people. 
 
“It’s like you don't want anybody to buy your things.” She spun around and saw 
Bama, one hand on her hips, the other holding the tray of groundnuts on her head. She 
sighed. She couldn't possibly understand until she had a taste. Eki sliced the orange in 
half and gave her friend the second piece. She didn't like to share, but she did like 
proving she was right. 
 
Bama raised her eyebrow and slowly bit into it, noisily sucking up the juices. She 
looked up at Eki and her eyes widened to the size of the sun. Eki smiled. 
“It’s good, right?” 
Bama nodded and wiped her mouth on her sleeve. “It’s good oh! Ah! This one is not a 
normal orange. Best I have ever tasted. Customers will line up for your product oh! 
Who is supplying you with this one?” 
Eki leaned in, her voice reducing to a whisper. “Magic” 
Bama hissed and almost slapped her, but Eki ducked, hitting the man who came every 
Wednesday to sell chicken. He eyed her and went back to Bama, who rolled her eyes 
to the side. 
 “I don't have time for your nonsense. Wicked girl. You don't know some of us have 
to eat too.” 
“It's magic. It happened when I went to go and visit my family in the village—” Bama 
ignored her, racing from the sidewalk into the street. A customer opened their window 
and they started negotiating. 
 
Eki’s body sagged from the weight of the tray on her head. She felt like sleeping but 
the day wasn't over. When her Aunty had brought her from the village, she expected 
to be a house girl, but the woman had forgotten about her, and Eki was left to fend for 
herself. She brought the tray down from her head and licked her lips. She was tempted 
to take another one, but she remembered what the beast had told her about eating too 
many… 
 
She wandered into the traffic again, chasing cars that ignored her until one slowed 
down and the man brought out his money. 
 
“Please, two oranges.” 
She paused. “Only one, sir.” 
“Ah ah!” The man snarled and wagged his finger at her. “So the hawker is telling me 
how many fruits I should buy. Is that how we do things now?”` 
“No, sir.” She felt a bad feeling in her stomach as she gave the man his oranges.  
 
He threw some notes in her face before winding up his window and driving away. Eki 
feared the beast’s instructions as she stood back and watched the car go past in traffic.  
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COLLAGE  
Folorunso David 
 
 
You forget his name but you remember it was him who catcalled the loudest as you 
hawked past. You remember you had had a crush on him - you admired his brown 
gum and well-groomed hair. You remember you swore that day boys are a distraction. 
You would learn the word ‘scum’ later. 
 
You remember how you learned to balance the tray on your head without the support 
of your hands or ichafu. You don’t forget Ezinne.  A year younger than you but street 
smarter, it was her who showed you the ropes: where the generous customers 
assembled and where paedophiles lurked. You remember she teased you for returning 
all the proceeds from your sale to your mother. You remember she always had gist. 
You forget the details but remember highlights of that one incident she narrated. Of 
her master’s hand in her vagina. Of his fist on her jowl. Of her sobs and prayers. 
 
You remember the curious white man. His words to you were deficient in vowels but 
Ezinne had signaled you to nod. So he leaned back, pulled out a black camera and 
clicked two or three times. You forget the date but remember it was a Sunday, for you 
had on your only dress for Mass. 
 
You remember the kerosene lantern, the one you studied for GCSE with. You don’t 
forget how your mother fretted that she could not afford the exam fee. You don’t 
forget how she looked at her gold wristwatch one last time and said it was your late 
father’s proxy for her bride price. The tears stung. Yours. You swore to sell all your 
oranges the next day. And ace the exam the next month. 
 
You remember when they delivered your result, how you read out your grades to your 
mother and how she could not tell if you had passed or failed. You remember 
translating into Igbo the part that said the state government would sponsor you to 
England for college. You remember your mum screaming and laughing and crying. 
You remember you could not see her very well because your eyes had welled with 
tears. 
 
You remember the first time you boarded a plane and how you did not eat the plane 
food because you thought you had to pay for it. You remember sitting next to a white 
man and wondering if it was the same one who intruded on your afternoon years 
before. You remember that afternoon. Your dress was white with a high ruffle 
neckline and embroidered patterns. Your hair was cropped in a chic, low uncombed 
afro. You were still coming to terms with your puberty. Ezinne was behind the palm 
fronds prompting you to smile, but you just stood there wondering if you were 
photogenic enough. You also remember wondering if white men treat white women 
with respect. 
 
You make a mental note, shut your eyes and dream about England. 
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