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“This was love: a string of coincidences that 
gathered significance and became miracles.” 

 
Chimamanda Ngozi Adichie, 

Half of a Yellow Sun 
	
	
A Note To Our Readers 
	
On the first day of the year, we announced the AFREADA Valentine’s Day 
Competition, where we encouraged writers to submit a heart-melting, 1000-
word story that was set on Valentine’s Day.  
 
After reading through hundreds of submissions, we are pleased and excited to 
share the winning story, written by Anthony Madukwe. 
 
We combined Anthony’s simple yet beautifully-crafted story with some of our 
old favourites that have previously featured on our website; the result is this 
collection that we hope you will enjoy enough to share with family and friends.   
 
Grab a cup of tea, sit back, and get lost in Safiya’s Eyes… 
 

- AFREADA Team 
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SAFIYA'S EYES 
Anthony Madukwe 
 
 
Each time we sit cross-legged in the mosque to listen to the Sheik, like we are 

sitting today, there is a trembling that happens in my chest. It is as if the words 

he is saying are vibrating my heart and shaking my body and making me to be 

sweating. 

 

"The heart can be evil and it is not Allah's will that we will allow our thoughts 

to corrupt our bodies. It is also not his will that we become slaves to the things 

others do for pleasure. We must resist these things." 

 

The Sheik is a tall man with a long black beard that is almost covering his face. 

But the beard is not completely black. There are some strands of grey hair that 

are sticking out of it. I know this because I am always looking at his face when 

he is sitting in front of the mosque to give sermons. Each time he is speaking, I 

am looking at his face and his eyes and his beard. It is as if I am knowing every 

detail about him, this Sheik.  

 

Allah is using him to be talking to me in the mosque. Allah is telling me to not 

be drinking alchohol, to not be thinking of the girls that live around my street 

in Bagemu Garji. If the Sheik is saying it, it is Allah that is saying it because 

the Sheik's voice is sweet like kunu. But I want to be thinking of Safiya - Allah 

forgive me. I want to be thinking of her blue hijab and pointed nose and even 

though I am trying hard to always be remembering what Allah is telling me 

through the Sheik, I will always be thinking of Safiya. Even when I am 

sleeping. 

 

Safiya walks like she is dancing. When I see her at the public tap where we all 

go to fetch water, I am always looking at the way she is walking when she 

carries a bucket on her head. The other boys are always laughing and shouting 
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her name, but me I will be looking and sometimes she will be looking at me 

too. Her mother has a shop at Yankura market where she is selling provisions. 

My mother is always sending me to buy bread and soap from her shop and 

every time I go, Safiya is always hiding in the back of the shop and sending her 

younger sister to be selling me the bread. My friend Jamal says that is how 

girls are doing when they like you. He said they will be wanting to be hiding so 

you can pursue them. 

 

Today is Valentine's Day and the Sheik is saying people are doing plenty 

Haram in the name of love. 

  

"When a boy and girl have not done their 'aqd, if they lay together, it is 

fornication - zina. Allah does not permit it."  

 

He said many people will go to hell because they will offend Allah today. But I 

am feeling it inside my stomach that today is a good day. In my street in 

Bagemu Garji, there were many people - boys and girls - who were wearing 

white and red this morning, walking on the street and holding hands. The way 

they were happy and smiling was making me to be remembering Safiya.  

 

When we finish from the mosque, I tell Jamal that we should go to Yankura 

market, that I want to see Safiya. Jamal is surprised and is looking at me like I 

am carrying two heads. When we get there, Safiya is standing outside her 

mother's shop pouring out water from a plastic basin. She sees me and Jamal 

and wants to be rushing back inside but I shout and tell her to wait. I don’t 

know where I am getting the boldness from but as I am standing in front of 

Safiya, I am telling her that I like her hijab. My mouth is shaking and my hand 

is sweating but I am telling her I like her pointed nose and her big eyes that is 

always blinking.  
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She is saying nothing but I am seeing that thing in her eyes. That thing that is 

showing in the eyes of all the boys and girls who are wearing red and white and 

holding hands along Kasuka Road and Bagemu Garji. I am seeing it and it is 

sweeting me. I know it is showing in my eyes too because Safiya's face is 

becoming soft and her big eyes is closing a little and she is smiling now and 

me, I am smiling back at her. 
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CAR TROUBLE 
Mukandi Siame 
 
 
Nyamwezi knew love. Uchi introduced it to her and she learned that it was 

simple. She learned love as fast as she learned attraction, chemistry and the 

demanding task of obsession. There were many complex things in her life but 

love wasn’t one of them. Love was a stare, an excessive laugh at a bad joke or 

simply standing next to Uchi and letting the tiny hairs on their arms touch. The 

feeling of love made the simple things enough. Things like two-minute 

encounters dressed up as “What time is Game of Thrones airing?” or “I just 

came through to say hello”. Nyamwezi had many friends she could ask about 

TV shows, it was more about hearing him respond, his word choice, the 

colours of his voice, even when he said he had no idea. Love blurs the line that 

marks the start of obsession – is it even love if there is no obsession? 

 

It was a windy cold day in July, the cold that came with June was waving 

goodbye as the wind that blew in August announced its arrival. Nyamwezi was 

trembling in front of the old Toyota Land Cruiser, the bonnet was open and the 

clouds of smoke had cleared out but she was afraid to do more than stare at the 

tangle of cables and wires that men called an engine. Nyamwezi’s Ma was the 

older, wiser version of her. She predicted the weather so she was heavily 

guarded against the wind as her gloved hands ran rapidly across her keypad as 

she typed for help. It was their second breakdown that day, clearly the man 

who fixed it earlier did a terrible job. The phone rang and Ma took a few steps 

away before answering it. The conversation was brief but Nyamwezi heard her 

mother use a baby voice before she ended the conversation and returned to the 

car. Nyamwezi had never heard Ma use that tone before, and yet it sounded 

oddly familiar. 
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“Looking at the engine won’t fix it, let us just wait.” Ma said as soon as 

Nyamwezi joined her in the car. 

She had the urge to ask what sitting in the car would fix but intuition told her to 

keep her lips together and relax. It was warm in the car and the comfort made it 

too easy to drift away into her thoughts. The car no longer smelled like her 

father. As his favourite possession, it still smelled like his cigarettes and 

cologne a year after his demise. His scent wore off together with many of the 

memories and the distinct fear and reverence Nyamwezi had for him. They 

were replaced by a life she didn’t recognise and a love for him that she carried 

everywhere. She forgave him for all the things she thought she hated him for 

and she was hurt that he was missing the best parts of her life. He missed her 

graduation, never saw her first payslip and wouldn’t walk her down the aisle to 

Uchi. When he died she was still a virgin, he suspected she was dating the 

scruffy Uchi boy from the neighbourhood and though she denied it, they both 

knew he was right. It was part of the African game to never tell a father about 

teenage romances. Fathers were only told about marriage and until vows were 

exchanged, the answer to all relationship questions was ‘No’. Nyamwezi 

wondered about how her life could have been if he never gave up his fight 

against lung cancer. Would he tell that she was having sex with Uchi and 

enjoying every second of it? Would he be proud of the woman she had 

become? The unanswerable questions trailed through her mind, familiar 

questions that she asked herself often. 

At least she knew for sure that if he was alive, he would have known what was 

wrong with the car and how to fix it. Just as the thought crossed her mind a 

white Jeep parked behind them. It was brand new and had one of those new 

number plates that started with a B, the brilliant crystal lights turned off and the 

engine hummed to a stop before a man stepped out of it and walked towards 

them. The man had a salt and pepper beard that matched his hair and when he 

came closer she noticed little nose hairs peeking out and thick, stubborn 
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eyebrows that were still solidly black. He was wearing an age appropriate but 

trendy outfit, one that even Uchi could have easily killed in; chinos, a white 

shirt, navy blazer and a red pocket square. Nyamwezi made a mental note to 

lay out the same outfit for Uchi on Sunday when they went to church. The man 

surprised Nyamwezi by going straight towards Ma’s door and opening it. Ma’s 

relaxed demeanour told Nyamwezi that she should relax too but her curiosity 

was increasing past the speed limit. Ma had no Jeep driving friends. 

Nyamwezi knew that Ma had few friends and one boyfriend; he was a school 

teacher and Ma often paid his rent and ‘lent’ him money. Of course the money 

never came back and Ma cared too much about his ego to ask for it, instead she 

cooked him more meals, furnished his house and listened to his problems. This 

was all information Nyamwezi stumbled upon while reading Ma’s text 

messages. It was a terrible habit but Nyamwezi trusted the habit. People told 

the truth, but never the whole truth unless under oath. Nyamwezi appreciated 

the gems of knowledge she discovered in people’s messages. When she was ten 

she read about her father’s various girlfriends, she even learned which one was 

his favourite girlfriend and what position she liked. Text messages had built her 

a beautiful chamber of secrets. Jeep man was not in the text messages. 

“This is my very good friend, Lewis.” Ma said before jumping out of the car 

and leading Lewis to the bonnet. Nyamwezi watched as Ma ran through the 

car’s symptoms like it was a child who had a fever, developed diarrhoea and 

then a cough before collapsing. Lewis checked the water, oil, squeezed the 

battery terminals while nodding seriously and listening to Ma’s account of the 

car’s illness. Nyamwezi stepped out of the car and stood next to them. More 

out of curiosity than helpfulness. The wind blew Lewis’ cologne around and 

the area was filled with the scent of a man in authority. He had no idea what he 

was doing but they appreciated his effort anyway. He made comments about 

the weather and Ma giggled, Nyamwezi laughed out of pure politeness and the 



- AFREADA Valentine’s Day Collection - 

	 9	

sound of her fake laugh seemed to scratch her throat so she coughed to 

summarise it. 

“You know, the coffee house across the street has the best café latte. Simply 

the best. Would you like to try it?” Lewis said the words in that all-knowing 

tone adults used. The tone that told anyone listening that the answer was yes. 

Nyamwezi wanted to say no but the wind had a point to prove. It was turning 

her into ice and she could have said yes to a cup of lukewarm water. Nyamwezi 

nodded and Ma watched on as Lewis pulled out a beautiful brown wallet from 

the inner pocket of his blazer, the wallet had loose change in one compartment 

and a wad of fresh 100s in the other. Nyamwezi caught a glimpse of his 

gleaming wedding band as he pulled one out and handed it to her. He was left 

handed and married. 

They didn’t even notice when she walked away, they were in their own 

conversation, giggling at jokes only they could hear. Nyamwezi bought the 

coffee and when she returned there was a huge man in a blue work suit doing 

professional things to the car. The mechanic was evidently one of the cards 

Lewis had up his sleeve. She tapped him and handed him the change but he 

graciously refused it. They both knew he wouldn’t take it but it was the 

Zambian way to offer it so that it could be refused. She had to give him the 

chance to demonstrate his generosity. Ma looked on and sipped the coffee 

zealously and whimpered when it burnt her, “This stuff is delicious but it has 

burnt me, I won’t be able to enjoy food all week.” She said in the baby tone. 

“Oh, sorry sorry sorry eh…” Lewis said rubbing her back and intently looking 

at her lips that showed no signs of damage. 

It was like a light bulb went on in Nyamwezi’s head; her very own eureka 

moment. She immediately recognised the tone. It was the same one she used 
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every now and then when she needed Uchi to show that he cared, when she 

needed to feel like a safe little girl. It was the back rub that reminded her of the 

things she knew so well. She bumped her pinkie toe into a wall once and Uchi 

rubbed her back and called her Moon baby because her name literally meant 

born with the moon. He only called her that when she needed it. The back rub 

didn’t ease the actual pain, it soothed and showed affection. The excessive care 

and eagerness to help that only lovers shared. The simple fact was laid bare, 

only one obsessed and in love could stand outside on a cold windy night, 

soothing an old woman who had been scalded by her latte. Like dominoes 

everything else started to fall into place. Ma looked at Lewis with the same 

pride that Nyamwezi looked at Uchi with when he showed generosity, when he 

displayed just how manly and helpful he was. It was a look that said, “Look at 

this man, this man is mine.” Lewis wasn’t out in the wind in his beautiful 

blazer because he liked helping widows with breakdowns, he was there 

because he was in love. 

Ma quickly forgot she was singed by her latte and went back to giggling and 

looking helpful by Lewis’ side. Nyamwezi took the position of spectator and 

felt like she had interrupted a romantic date. Her curiosity was quenched, it was 

more than clear what was happening. More than the cold wind beating against 

her cheeks and her icy fingers, she was convinced that her mother was just 

human and Lewis the Jeep man was just human too. Love was for humans, just 

like sin was. That conclusion was simple enough. After the mechanic finished, 

the engine of the Toyota Land Cruiser roared back to life and Nyamwezi went 

back into the car, leaving Ma and Lewis to bid their farewells. 

“Thank you so much Lewis, you really are a life saver.” Ma said. 

“Anytime, will I see you tomorrow?” Lewis asked in the same way that 

suggested that the answer was yes because it was always yes. 
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“Yes.” Ma said. 

The drive home wasn’t silent. Ma turned on the radio and hummed along to 

any song that played, she was afraid of the silence because in the silence it 

would be clear that they both knew what they both knew. 
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HEARTS AND FLOWERS 
Zainab A. Omaki 
 
 
Seni cut out her heart, intending to give it to someone worthy, but accidentally 

flushed it down the toilet. She watched it swirl and swirl, thinking she could 

reach in, pluck it out, and dry it off with a towel. Instead it disappeared down 

the hole with a rather definitive whoosh and she was left staring into the white 

bowl at still toilet water. 

 

She left the bathroom numb, went into the kitchen and sat on the counter. Her 

friend, Idara, whom she lived with stood at the stove frying eggs while singing 

along to the music playing on her phone. 

“I lost my heart,” she told her Idara. 

Her friend didn’t hear her. She kept dancing and singing along. 

“I lost my heart,” she said louder. This time Idara heard. She stopped moving, 

put off her music and turned around. 

“You did what?” 

“Lost my heart.” 

“Where?” 

“Toilet.” 

“Well,” Idara said, her forehead crinkling. “Well, that’s disgusting.” 
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*** 

Seni’s heart traveled the world through the sewer. At first it and Seni lived 

separate lives, her drinking coffee in the mornings, running errands, clicking 

around her office building in stilettos. It, floating down pipes and pathways, 

pushed by currents and rubbish in all directions. 

But as time passed, things began to change. Seni would be in the parlour of the 

apartment she shared with Idara, listening to her mother berate her obvious 

resistance to the institution of marriage- it must be obvious, her mother said, 

because she resisted it so artfully- and her heart would feel it and constrict 

painfully. In reverse, every time her heart got stuck in portion of sewer that was 

particularly clogged by faeces, Seni would go through her day feeling crappy. 

It would manage to get loose, and float down to cleaner waters and she’d be 

left feeling refreshed. 

Her heart soon grew tired of going round in circles. It pushed out of the sewer 

line, into the bigger pond of the waste management system but realized quickly 

that that wouldn’t do at all. It found a small gap in their facility and escaped 

through it, down a pipe and into a river and followed that into the open ocean. 

Only when it was there did it relax. It leaned back and enjoyed the cool water 

washing over it as floated. Mostly, it was alone, but once in a while it would 

spot another heart floating by and it would wave at it in solidarity. 

Seni’s heart floated for a while, never allowing itself to become too involved 

and never finding anything that interested it. It took that time to think about 

life. What did it mean? What was the point of it? What should it do with its 

remaining life span? Should it make its way back to Seni? Weren’t they better 

off without each other? Hadn’t she relinquished her rights to it when her 

slippery fingers flushed it down the toilet? 
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Completely by accident, it wandered too close to land. It was a beach, it 

realized. From its position, bobbing in the water, it watched people walking 

along the shore, playing with balls, holding hands, digging their feet into the 

water. They seemed so happy that it too wanted to be happy. It began to move, 

but not back into the middle of ocean. It kept close to shore. It began to interact 

with people. It ventured onto land. It would sit down with curious strangers 

while they had fruity drinks. It would ask about their lives, laugh with them as 

pointed out its rather strange countenance. It met people with long hair, short 

hair, wavy hair, dredlocks, blond hair, natural hair. It met a lot of people in 

shorts and sleeveless shirts and commented on people who had particularly 

well-built muscles. It learnt a lot from them about fitness and healthy eating. 

Seni would have to cut down on oil if it was going to live a long time. 

It traveled to cities with skyscrapers and glitzy resorts. It rode camels in the 

deserts and climbed the tallest building in the world. It met Arabs in the Middle 

East and donned scarves to talk about religious beliefs, making jokes about all 

that oil money. It found good friends and went dancing at nights, returning 

laughing in the early morning, sweaty in a deliciously euphoric way. It did 

everything it wanted to do and exhausted itself in the process. 

Happy and tired, it realized it was time to say goodbye to all its friends. They 

followed it to the beach, linked hands together, lights shining brightly behind 

them, casting their shadows across the sand. Seni’s heart waved one last 

bittersweet goodbye, and they watched it step into the water and float away. 

*** 

Seni attempted to fall in love without her heart. 
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She met a nice young man with a crew cut who usually dressed in dapper suits. 

She chose him from a list that her mind put together. 

Many nights they spent in front of her house, sitting in his car, talking. He 

could speak about a great many things with a fair amount of knowledge and in 

a voice she thought was lovely. They would talk and laugh. She would go 

inside after he was gone and tell Idara about him. 

She told her mother too, which made her mother ecstatic. Finally, a man who 

was good enough for her. Seni met his friends. She went out to weddings and 

parties with him. They would stand in groups, drinking from tall glasses and 

conversing enthusiastically. During weekends, they would spend all day 

together, either at her place or his, and at night she would kick him out. He’d 

walk away from her backwards, reluctant to leave and from his car he would 

wave at her as he drove off. 

Seni didn’t notice how entwined their lives were becoming. She began to leave 

things at his place and he at hers. It was a natural progression. While she was 

watching TV she’d spot a pair of glasses buried in the corner of the chair, and 

she’d immediately dig them out and send him a message to let him know that 

they were here. She had found them! 

They became so entwined that it took Seni a while to realize that there was 

something off. It was just a dull pang, but something was missing. She knew 

that it was because her heart wasn’t in it. 

She attempted to make contact with her heart. She lay on the couch in the 

parlour and shut her eyes, trying to connect to it. She willed it to cooperate with 

her. It didn’t even have to come back, it just had to put in a little effort 
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concerning him. Her heart refused to respond though. It was having too much 

fun. She felt it thumping to music, God knows where. 

Seni returned to her life and tried to go on as she had before, but once she was 

aware of the emptiness, it seized hold of her mind and remained present, no 

matter what she was doing. Soon her boyfriend noticed and asked her if 

anything was wrong. She wanted to lie but couldn’t. He was such a nice guy. 

There was no doubt that her mind had chosen well. She told him the truth. 

“You deserve better,” she added. 

They sat in silence for a long time. Finally, he rose, loosened the tie around his 

neck mechanically and walked out the front door of her house, leaving Seni 

sitting on the couch with her back to him. 

*** 

Somewhere in Asia, Seni’s heart was caught in a fishing net by a nice man. He 

was a lone fisherman. He immediately turned his boat around and headed back 

to shore where he navigated the crowded coastline back to his quaint home not 

far away. He dried off her heart and sat with it, him drinking tea and it with a 

towel draped around it. 

Seni’s heart looked around. The entire place was overrun with books; books 

about places, books about real people, books about imaginary things, books on 

shelves, stacked on the floor, on the side tables and centre table. Books 

everywhere. Seni’s heart began a conversation about books and they ended up 

talking until well into the night. 

The fisherman, full of hope, invited Seni’s heart to stay for a while and it 

agreed. It got its own room. Each morning it would come down while it was 



- AFREADA Valentine’s Day Collection - 

	 17	

still dark outside to talk with him before he left for sea. In the evenings, it 

would wait for him to come back so they could talk some more. 

Sometimes he was gone for days on end. During that time Seni’s heart 

wandered around the empty house, and later, the countryside getting to know 

people. When he returned Seni’s heart would become so full that it felt that it 

would burst all over the floor. 

They had many interests in common. Music, for instance, and a penchant for 

obscure card games. It told him about its family, about where it came from, 

what the place was like, painting a picture so vivid that he could actually see it 

in his mind. He told it about his own people, their more peculiar customs and 

taught it to speak his language. 

He organised a gathering at the back of his house and introduced it to his 

family. It got along famously with them, especially his forceful, loud sisters. 

That night, they sat together, in the silence, realizing that they were in love. 

They spent the next few days in domestic bliss- it would perch on the counter 

while he swiveled around the kitchen, talking enthusiastically, throwing up 

pans and skillets, frying and grilling. At nights, they would lie together in bed, 

facing each other until they both fell asleep. 

Finally, it was time. They made the arrangements. The fisherman set out first 

thing in the morning. Before he set off he stood outside his house, told it a 

temporary goodbye, patted the walls fondly and started off for his destination. 

The fisherman travelled all the way to Nigeria and arrived at Seni’s doorstep. 

He stood in front of her door and fiddled with the collar of his white shirt 

nervously, trying to make himself respectable. He knocked on the door and 
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waited. Seni pulled it open and faced him, apprehensively. She had been 

expecting him. Or rather, she had been expecting something. 

Seeing her, some of the tension left his body. He smiled at her and pulled 

something out of his bag. It was her heart. He didn’t offer it back to her. 

Instead, he held it tenderly and carefully in both hands. 
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THE FALLS 
John Barigye 
 

Mushonga regarded his frail, ageing body in the cracked rectangular mirror that 

Kukunda had purchased in the kikomera and found himself wondering when 

the hands of men had started making things like mirrors. He observed the deep, 

innumerable furrows on his brow and down his cheeks and raised his hand to 

feel the cotton-white beard on his chin. His hair had all gone many years ago, 

leaving the smoothest, brownest landscape on the top of his head. At least he 

still had his sight, he was grateful for that. 

 

When did men start making these things, he wondered. He knew that 

the baharabu brought most of the exotic items to the markets in Nyamayenje 

and Ikunuro, but he couldn’t figure out how even a mind as crafty as the 

Arabs’, or even the bajungu he had heard of, could envision such a trinket and 

then bring it into being. 

Vanity, he thought to himself, Man is obsessed with his visage. 

He remembered the first time he had held a mirror all those decades ago. He 

must have been about ten or eleven, he reckoned. Matsiko had given it to him 

saying “keep it for me”, which was his way of saying he was giving it to 

Mushonga permanently. It had broken along the diagonal, leaving two 

triangular pieces, the smaller of which – naturally – Matsiko had given to him. 

“What is it?” Mushonga had asked. 

“Endeberwamu,” Matsiko said. “They come from far away. They are not made 

from Kigezi.” 
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Mushonga scratched his bare belly and examined the glass. It was grey on one 

side and showed his face on the other. “Maama uses it to tie her hair every 

morning,” Matsiko continued. Mushonga was very intrigued by it but when he 

took it home later that day his older sister Kebirungi took it from him, saying 

she had more use for it than he did, and compensated him with a cowrie-shell 

medallion that their father had given her. He had had no complaints – and 

actually felt like he had cheated her – and wore that medallion proudly for the 

remainder of his life. 

He was now touching the medallion hanging around his neck and observing 

himself in the mirror on the wall when Kukunda came in and broke his reverie. 

“Porridge is ready,” she said curtly and walked promptly back out. 

She’s still angry with me, he thought. 

“Mutungi is a big man now,” he said to her, his words halting her just outside 

the threshold of the hut. “He will be fine. I was younger than that the first time 

I went to hunt alone.” 

“These are not the old times, Musha,” she retorted, “times have changed. If 

anything happens to him, you did it to him.” 

“If he does as I taught him nothing will happen to him,” he said but she was no 

longer at the entrance. 

He sighed and slowly trudged out of the hut, steadying his old frame with the 

walking stick he held in his right hand. Outside it was late afternoon, but the 

sky was darker than usual because of a big nimbus cloud that was moving in 

from the South. 
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He sat on the only stool in the compound that was a clearing surrounded by a 

tripod of huts. Opposite him, in the kitchen hut, Kukunda and Kobusingye, his 

second wife, carefully manoeuvred the huge pot of millet porridge off the 

hearth and onto the floor. Mushonga cleared his throat and called for his 

children. He had been blessed with eight – four for each wife. His oldest 

daughters, Turamye and Kenyonyozi, had been married off a few years back. 

With Mutungi out on his first solo hunt, only his four other daughters: 

Murungi, Twine, Keneema and Karabyo were nearby, two of them threshing 

sorghum behind the kitchen hut and the other two milking the goats on the 

hillside above him. 

They responded, and arrived one by one onto the compound, with 

Kamushonga, his youngest son, reluctantly emerging from the large hut on his 

left. He motioned for them to sit down and they sat facing him in a semi-circle. 

He waited for Kukunda and Kobusingye to bring the porridge before he spoke. 

Kukunda was pouring a helping of the hot, brown viscous liquid into the bowl 

at his feet when he began: 

“Baana mwe, did I ever tell you the story of a girl I once knew? She was called 

Kentaro.” 

He saw Kukunda falter a moment with the porridge she was pouring, spilling a 

bit of it onto the earth, and he smiled inwardly. This slight fidgeting was a sign 

he had got her attention. Kukunda always listened when Mushonga talked 

about her older sister. Her own memories of her were murky at best, having 

lost her before she was four years old. 

“She was a beautiful girl I once loved,” Mushonga continued, “a long time ago 

when I was still a very young man.” 
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Mushonga’s own memories of that time had not faded in the least, and as he 

began to recollect things long hoarded and never forgotten, each face came 

back to him as clear as his own in Kukunda’s cracked mirror. 

*** 

The flat, grassy plains of Karisizo, back then, were a welcome relief from the 

hilly terrain of the surrounding Rukiga territory in the northern part of Kigezi. 

Here it always seemed to be sunny, with cattle grazing everywhere you looked. 

Mushonga and Matsiko came here every day of the week, tending the cattle of 

an opulent Muhima man called Mitaaji. In return for their work, Mitaaji gave 

them pots of milk from his own cows, as well as sizeable cuts of fresh meat to 

take back to their homesteads. Such supplements were always welcomed with 

glee in households where involuntary vegetarianism was the status quo. 

At seventeen, the two young men had developed into very different individuals, 

with Matsiko now a tall, strapping, boisterous youth bursting with teenage 

testosterone, and Mushonga growing into a slim-bodied, lanky lad with an 

affinity for solitude. The childhood plays and scuffles between them long over, 

Matsiko now pursued his adrenaline rushes in impromptu wrestling matches 

held with the other young herdsmen that came to graze their cattle in the plains. 

Though he was always enthusiastic about these mostly harmless shows of 

strength, he never won a single one. It was after yet another resounding defeat 

that Mushonga suggested he find a new hobby. 

“You will be killed accidentally one day,” Mushonga said. 

“And you will grow breasts one day,” Matsiko countered. 
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“Who is that with Kamate?” Mushonga asked, pointing at the two feminine 

figures approaching in the distance. 

“That is Kentaro,” Matsiko said, “She’s my sister.” 

Kamate was Mitaaji’s youngest daughter and brought them lunch every day 

when the sun was high and hot. She was a chubby, dark-skinned girl with milk-

white teeth and the typically Hima traits of wide hips and bell legs. She was 

smitten with Matsiko and he often joked that Mitaaji actually knew nothing of 

these lunches she brought them. Mushonga didn’t care whence the food came, 

he was just glad it was there. Sustenance was a godsend in the heat of these 

plains. 

The two girls greeted them and as they settled down to eat beneath a large Teak 

tree on the periphery of the plains Matsiko wasted no time showering Kamate 

with sweet nothings, which she ate up like a thirsty bee on nectar. When they 

had started eating, Matsiko suddenly said, “Kentaro, this is Mushonga. You 

two have heard a lot about each other but this is the first time you are 

meeting…unless I’m mistaken.” He followed up the last sentence with a furtive 

wink at Mushonga. 

Kentaro and Mushonga exchanged greetings and for the first time Mushonga 

took in all her features: She was a petite girl, sixteen years old, with a tender-

looking yellowness that made you want to touch her. Her kishaato, which she 

wore in two pieces – a short piece around her bosom and a longer one from her 

waist to just below her knees – was a peculiar ochre-ish colour, as opposed to 

the dark tan of the skins the other girls wore, and Matsiko later told him that it 

was made from the hide of an impala, rather than cow hide. Later on at the 

height of their companionship Mushonga would nickname her kagabi – little 

impala. 
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Though there was an initial mutual intrigue between them, it took Mushonga a 

few days to feel completely comfortable discoursing with Kentaro, given that 

he, unlike Matsiko, felt out of his depth interacting with the opposite gender, 

with the natural exception of those he shared blood with. Indeed, Matsiko and 

Kamate had already stirred up a heated romance and occasionally commingled 

behind the Teak tree after the midday meals. 

It was on one of these afternoons, with Matsiko having requested a few 

minutes of privacy for himself and the visibly embarrassed Kamate behind the 

tree, that Mushonga took Kentaro around the plains, showing her the different 

herds and whistling a greeting to every herdsman, showing her the distant 

Muhavura mountains in the South and telling her scarcely believable stories 

about the spirits and goblins that sheltered there. He took her throughout his 

own herd, pointing out all the cattle by name, with her feigning eager interest 

in every word he said. They got to the middle of the herd where a large white 

cow with deep speckles of brown was grazing. 

“This one is pretty!” she said, running her dainty yellow palm across the 

freckled hide. 

“You like it?” he asked. 

“I love it! What is it called?” 

“Kentaro,” he said and she stared at him with two almost-luminous deer eyes. 

“Really?” 

“No,” he laughed, humoured by her simple-mindedness. She smiled back at 

him, unsheathing the most brilliant diastema between her front teeth, and 
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lightly smacked him on the arm. The brief body contact was very stimulating 

for Mushonga and, not knowing how else to proceed, he put his arm around her 

shoulder and pulled her to his side. She readily acquiesced to his tug, sliding 

her tiny arm around his waist in response. They stood like that, motionless, for 

a length of time he could not remember, with her head resting against him, 

above them the hot sun moving westward over the plains and all around them 

the innumerable cattle grazing, braying and mooing, the air redolent with the 

smell of dung and the sound of herdsmen whistling and calling to each other 

heard in the distance. It was then that he felt the first inklings in him of what he 

would later define as affection. 

*** 

“Aren’t you worried of getting Kamate pregnant?” Mushonga asked Matsiko 

one hot day as they were cooling off under the Teak. 

“She can’t get pregnant,” Matsiko said assuredly. 

“How do you know?” 

Matsiko laughed and patted his friend on the knee. “Me and Kamate 

haven’t juststarted,” he said, to Mushonga’s astonishment. “We’ve been up and 

down close to a year now and nothing.” 

“You’re lucky,” Mushonga said, “I hear the Kisiizi falls are a horrid place.” 

“They are,” Matsiko replied, “My uncle’s daughter was thrown over when she 

got pregnant by the witch doctor’s son, two weeks before she was supposed to 

be betrothed to a man from Nyarushanje.” 
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“My mother says one of my aunts too was thrown down the falls before I was 

born,” Mushonga said. 

“You know they make the girl’s brother do the pushing? It’s the culture. My 

cousin Ruyooka threw his own sister off the cliff!” 

They paused a moment then, both lost in their own imaginations of the fabled 

waterfalls. Mushonga did not know why the culture demanded that girls who 

got pregnant before marriage be punished this way, throwing them headlong 

down Kisiizi, but he reckoned the ancestors had their reasons. Always trust the 

wisdom of the ancestors, his father always said. It was Matsiko who broke the 

silence. 

“Is there anything I should know about you and Kentaro?” he asked, taking 

Mushonga by surprise. 

Mushonga sighed. “Well…” he began, but he shied halfway and Matsiko 

patted him reassuringly on the belly. One young man’s gesture of 

understanding to another. Say no more, he seemed to say. Mushonga was silent 

a while, and then the realisation hit him suddenly like a burst of light. 

“We could be brothers-in-law this time next year,” he said to a now half-asleep 

Matsiko. 

Matsiko sighed sleepily. “Imagine that,” he said. 

*** 



- AFREADA Valentine’s Day Collection - 

	 27	

It happened on a cloudy day about two months later, in the month of 

the enzigye. Kentaro had brought Mushonga a sizeable helping of the 

delectable locusts that came with the rains, roasted on open fire and carried in 

pumpkin leaves. After crunching his way to a full belly they leaned against the 

Teak and bathed in the cool breeze of the darkening weather. 

“I’m going to get it for you,” Mushonga said abruptly. 

“Get what for me?” Kentaro asked, lifting her face from his bosom where she 

had buried it and looking up at him. 

“That cow you liked.” 

“But Musha, what will you buy it with?” 

“Wait and see. In fact, I just might add a few more cows, throw some goats in 

there and come give your father a visit.” 

She flashed that glorious diastema and looked away quickly, attempting, he 

guessed, to hide her glee at what he had just hinted at. She cleared her throat 

and looked back up at him. 

“You couldn’t afford me,” she said with a grin. 

He laughed and pulled her in closer and in that moment he felt a warmth pass 

between them, one that he had felt before only in fleeting moments while 

holding her hand or playing with her hair or tickling her. It was a warmth that 

felt more sentimental than physical, but now it swelled into an almost tangible 

heat that made his blood rush. She seemed to feel it too as her embrace around 
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him tightened and her face snuggled deeper into his chest and when it seemed 

the warmth had grown and swelled to simmering, precipitous heights, 

Mushonga did the only thing that felt like the sole natural progression to this 

inner urge: he took Kentaro by the hand and led her behind the Teak. 

*** 

“You’re certain?” Mushonga asked. She shook her head. 

“No,” she said, “but I think so.” 

“Have you told anyone else?” 

“No,” she replied, and then, considering, added, “My aunt might suspect it. She 

has been looking at me strangely all week.” 

Mushonga could see the terror written on her face. Her eyes were red and 

pudgy and he knew she had been crying all along her way to Karisizo. He was 

frightened as well, knowing full well the repercussions if Kentaro was indeed 

with child. 

“Musha, what are we going to do?” She wiped her eyes. 

“We must go.” 

“Go where?” 

“To Nyamayenje. My sister Kebirungi is married there. We will live with her 

for a while as we build our own home. It is the only way. Do you understand?” 
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She nodded hesitantly. 

“We will meet here tomorrow at midday. Come with all your valuables.” 

She nodded weakly again, buried her head in her hands and wept afresh. 

If Mushonga had known better, he would have got hold of her and taken her to 

Nyamayenje that very day, but the laws of nature do not operate thus. As it 

turned out, Kentaro’s paternal aunt had made her suspicions known to her 

father, a severe man called Rwomukyeeya, who had promptly brought in the 

witch doctor to confirm their fears. 

The next morning, by the time Mushonga arose from his bed, news had spread 

throughout the entire village that Rwomukyeeya’s daughter had conceived 

twins out of wedlock, and had thus brought the worst of curses upon all their 

heads. Mushonga rushed out of the house, dressed only in his undergarments, 

and ran as fast as he could to Rwomukyeeya’s compound, not knowing what he 

could do, but knowing he had to do something. 

It was too late when he got there. A large throng of livid villagers had filled up 

and surrounded Rwomukyeeya’s compound and the witch doctor, banging on 

the tiny drum he carried under his armpit, had already begun the procession to 

execute Kentaro. 

*** 

The way to Kisiizi takes a footpath through the Rugozi forest and on a normal 

day you can hear the rush of the waterfalls from a kilometre away. The upper 

canopies of the trees are always astir with raucous monkeys and bizarre birds 
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and Mushonga thought for a moment that it wouldn’t have been a bad place to 

visit on another day. 

This was not that day, however, as the noisy throng accompanied the 

Rwomukyeeyas through the forest right to the edge of the rushing water. 

Mushonga had manoeuvred his way nearer to the front of the crowd and could 

now clearly see Kentaro, ushered along by the firm hands of Rwomukyeeya 

and a visibly reluctant Matsiko, with her mother following close behind, 

weeping into her loincloth. 

Kentaro was sobbing feebly, but as they approached the falls and the roar of the 

water rose to deafening levels Kentaro began to squirm vigorously in her 

captors’ hands and just a few metres from the edge of the cliff they were 

dragging her along, flailing and thrashing. 

The crowd was chanting feverishly now, their righteous indignation mutating 

into a thirst for blood. Kentaro dug her feet into the ground and tried to push 

herself backward and away from the edge against the push of her father and 

brother, but they overpowered her and set her firmly on the precipice, looking 

down at the white suds and whirling foam below. The people shouted curses at 

the family and Rwomukyeeya, ashamed, gave the order to Matsiko to go ahead 

with the act, as the culture demanded. Matsiko looked distraught, and Kentaro, 

amidst her bawling, persistently begged Rwomukyeeya to relent. 

In a moment that he would not forget to his dying day, Kentaro turned around 

and unwittingly looked right at Mushonga, as though she had felt his presence, 

and when their eyes met she screamed his name with a loud voice that curdled 

his bone marrow. 

“Musha!” she yelled. 
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Having seen enough, Rwomukyeeya moved brusquely over to where they were 

standing and whipped a firm right hand across Matsiko’s face, seemingly 

rousing him and spurring him into action. Matsiko gave Kentaro a hard shove 

and the look on her face turned from fear to what looked like surprise, and as 

she reeled over the edge she let out a loud, pitiful shout, shot out her arm, 

looking for purchase, got hold of Matsiko’s loose kishaato and in the blink of 

an eye they had both vanished from the precipice, descending soundlessly into 

the vast, ambient rush and noise and violence below. 

*** 

Mushonga paused his story at this point, looking up to see the large nimbus 

cloud pass overhead, allowing the last rays of evening’s sunset to shine through 

for the final few minutes of day. Around him the children watched him in rapt 

attention, eagerly awaiting his continuation. But Mushonga never did finish the 

story. He did not tell them about Kentaro’s mother running mad with grief after 

losing two children in a single stroke of misfortune, or of Rwomukyeeya 

hanging himself after the death of his only son and heir. But he did tell them 

that no other girl had been thrown over since – the elders of the tribe having 

since decided that perhaps death was not a commensurate punishment for such 

an offence. 

Times have changed, Kukunda had said. 

As he looked back down from the gold-streaked sky above him Mutungi 

entered the compound with a large warthog carcass slung across his shoulders. 

Mushonga smiled and greeted him. 

“Give that pig to your mother so she can see the fruits of hunting,” he said 

smugly. Kukunda was peeling sweet potatoes just outside the kitchen and 
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Mushonga knew she had used that as a pretext to be within earshot as he 

narrated her older sister’s story. 

“Baana mwe,” he continued, “have I told you the story of the elephant and the 

drummer?” 

“But taata,” Twine interrupted, “you haven’t finished the other story.” 

“I will finish it another time,” he said. 

“Eyi!” Karabyo cried plaintively. 

Kukunda rose to carry the carcass with Mutungi into the kitchen and as she did 

so she shot a glance at Mushonga, who was already staring at her with a boyish 

smile on his contoured face. She smiled coyly back at him, flashing a diastema 

painfully reminiscent of her sister. She looked away, turned her greying head 

and disappeared into the kitchen with her son. Times have changed, Mushonga 

thought again. He sighed deeply, looked down at his children and commenced 

the story of the elephant and the drummer as the sun slowly sunk below the 

hills. 
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DIMGA’S PLACE 
Nduka Dike	
	
She was the first thing he saw as he entered Dimga’s place. She was standing 

by the catfish tank, staring intently at the fish. A waiter stood beside her 

pointing at the fish, willing her to make a choice. She had her back to Ebube, 

but he was sure she was beautiful – there was something about the way she 

stood. Her hands were on her waist and her head was slanted to one side, like a 

model on a runway. Her short hair dyed light brown – a couple of shades 

lighter than her skin – glittered in the orange, evening sun. She wore a black 

singlet tucked into a loose fitting pair of ankara shorts. 

He tore his eyes away from her and allowed them rest on the compound. 

“Dimga’s place is always full”, his friend, Ade, had told him “you might not 

even find a table”. He looked around the tables scattered across the compound, 

they were all taken, all but one. He made for the table and sat down. He noticed 

the book on the table after he had sat down, it appeared that the table was 

taken. He hoped it was only one occupant, he would ask if he could share the 

table. He picked up the book, Sefi Atta’s Everything Good Will Come, and he 

was certain it belonged to her. He was proven right when she joined him at the 

table. 

“Do you mind if we share this table?” he asked as she sat across the table from 

him. 

“No”, she smiled, “not at all”. Her face was perfect, her long lashes, her 

carefully carved brows, the dark purple lipstick, even the pimple that sat on her 

short nose was perfect. He averted his eyes and called for the waiter standing 

nearby. 

“Good evening, what do I get you?” the waiter asked when he came 
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“A plate of Nkwobi”, he answered, “do you have orijin, the small bottle?” 

“We don’t, it’s the big bottle we have” 

“You should have the palm wine”, the girl said 

“Palm wine?” 

“Yes, it’s very fresh, it was tapped today”, she assured him. Ebube wanted to 

ask how she knew when the wine was tapped, if she worked at the bar, but he 

said instead “I will have palm wine”. 

“Okay sir”, the waiter nodded. 

“Wait, how do you sell it, in bottles right?” 

“Yes, in bottles” 

“Just one bottle then”, Ebube said, then added “I hope they are not very big 

bottles” 

“You can finish one bottle sir”, the waiter laughed, so did the girl, a light 

chuckle that ended with a grunt, a very faint grunt. He loved her laugh. 

“Aunty, you nko?”, he asked the girl 

“My point-and-kill is on the way”, she answered. The waiter nodded and 

walked away. A saxophone solo filtered through the evening air, the girl shut 

her eyes for a moment and swayed to the music. Ebube smiled when he 
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realized it was Fela Kuti’s Gentleman and he found himself moving his head to 

the afrojazz tunes. 

“Why Nkwobi?” 

“Eh?” Ebube asked, taken aback by the question. 

“Why Nkwobi?” The girl repeated her question “Dimga’s place is popular for 

the point-and-kill, not the Nkwobi you just ordered” 

“I was assured the Nkwobi here is very good” 

“It is, but the point-and-kill is way better” 

“I don’t eat fish” 

“Maka gini?” 

“Nothing really” 

“Does it do anything to you?” 

Ebube chuckled “it doesn’t, I just don’t like fish” 

“You will like this one” 

“Do you work here? Or perhaps, does your father own this place?” Ebube 

asked “you are doing a great job selling it”. 
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She laughed, not a light laugh this time, a deep, throaty laugh. “I live in the 

next compound”, she pointed “I come here when I have enough money to 

spare. Trust me, the point-and-kill here is pure heaven, especially when taken 

with the chilled fresh palm wine” 

“I hear you” Ebube said, “it…” he continued, but she cut him off. 

“Hold on, I love this part of the song so much” she declared and sang along 

“Africa hot, I like am so, I no want wear… , but my friends don’t know. You put 

on socks, you put on shoe, you put on pant, you put on singlet, you put on 

trouser, you put on shirt, you put on tie, you put on coat, you come cover all 

with hat, you be gentleman. You go sweat all over, you go faint right there, you 

go smell like shit, you go piss for body you no go know. Me, I no be gentleman 

like that, I be African man , original…”. 

“You are dressed for the heat”, he said when she stopped singing along. 

“You too”, she said. He was wearing a shirt and shorts, the heat had been so 

much he hadn’t bothered to wear a singlet. “It is too hot”, he said. 

The waiter returned with Ebube’s order in a tray. He placed the small mortar 

containing the pieces of meat drenched in spicy oil paste and palm wine 

contained in a small eva water bottle. 

“Your point-and-kill is almost ready, aunty”, the waiter said as he filled a basin 

of water for Ebube to wash his hands. He left afterwards. 

“Join me”, he said to her as he washed his hands “before yours comes” 



- AFREADA Valentine’s Day Collection - 

	 37	

“Thank you, but I do not want to spoil my appetite”, she said “and it is just one 

plate” 

“I will order more” 

“You should try the isi ewu”. He smiled at her then dipped his fingers into the 

mortar and emerged with a large piece of meat covered in oil. The aroma filled 

his head and his mouth watered. He bit into the chunk of meat and tore flesh 

off the bone. His eyes closed involuntarily, his taste buds came alive as he 

chewed the meat, crushing an onion ring too. The pepper set his tongue on fire 

so that when he swallowed the piece of flesh, his mouth missed it so much and 

so he tore another and another till all that was left was an inedible piece of 

bone, sucked of all the oil and sweetness it was prepared with. He opened his 

eyes and she was smiling at him. 

“This is the best Nkwobi I’ve ever had”, he said 

“Wait till you taste the point-and-kill”, he shrugged and took another piece of 

meat to devour. The waiter came again with another tray and carefully placed 

the catfish pepper soup before her and her bottle of palmwine. 

“Can you bring another spoon?” She asked the waiter, “he’s going to be eating 

with me”, the waiter nodded, Ebube poured himself a glass of palm wine. 

“Do you have isi ewu?” he asked the waiter. The man nodded, “bring us a 

plate”. 

“Us?” she asked. 
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“I am eating your fish with you”, he said as the waiter left, “it’s only fair”. 

She nodded, then hummed along with Fela’s sorrows, tears and blood. 

“It’s my birthday today”, Ebube said. He had not planned to tell her, he just 

wanted to say something to her. 

“Oh really”, she said “a toast is in order then”, she poured herself a glass of 

palm wine and raised it up. He noticed then her dainty fingers and her black 

nail polish. He admired the bracelets on her wrist, they were handmade, the 

kind that spelt names, the first one spelt YUGEE and the second MMA. He 

knew she made them herself. 

“To”, she was saying “what’s your name?” 

“Ebube” 

“To Ebube”, he raised his glass too “I wish you long life and prosperity, I wish 

you happiness and joy, good health and strength and many more years”, their 

glasses met. Ebube sipped the cold, sweet wine and he knew he would keep 

coming back to this place. 

“Are you Ugomma?” He asked pointing at her bracelets 

“No, Ugbomma”, she said and took a spoonful of her fish pepper soup. 

“Ugbomma, that’s a beautiful name”, and she smiled, the kind of smile that 

told him that she had heard that so many times before. 
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“I’m sorry if that sounded a little cliché” he said as he sipped more wine 

“It was terribly cliché” 

“But your name is beautiful”, he repeated 

“Thank you” and she chewed the fish. The waiter came and handed Ebube the 

spoon. He rinsed his oily hand and took a spoonful of the steaming soup, 

“Don’t just take the soup, take the fish too”, she said. 

He obeyed, and as he chewed the fish, she watched him keenly, expecting him 

to maybe have an epiphany of sorts. He did enjoy it, the way the fish melted in 

his mouth, the taste that he could not compare with anything else he had ever 

eaten, he nodded, “this is so good”. 

She smiled, fulfilled, “I told you so” she said as she finished her glass of wine 

and poured another. Ebube took another piece of his Nkwobi.  

“So, it’s your birthday, eh” she said a few minutes later “why are you here?” 

“Where?” 

“Here and not at a party or perhaps the mall’ 

“The mall is such a pedestrian thing to do on one’s birthday”, he said 

dismissively. She smiled and put her spoon back on the plate then kept her 

head on her hand. 

“Really?” 
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“Everybody does that, go to the mall on their birthday, roam around the shops, 

buy cake and maybe ice cream, take a gazillion selfies and flood Facebook 

with the photos” 

“Hmm”, she nodded slowly 

“Don’t get me wrong”, he said “I love the mall, I go when I can, mainly to the 

cinema or to coldstone, the ice cream is to die for. But to go on my birthday, 

like there is something special about malls, is not something I want to do” 

“So, you are here” 

“Yes”, he said and poured himself another cup of palm wine, only to find out 

that he had finished the bottle, he became disappointed, he wanted another one 

“as for the party, I am sure there is one waiting for me at home, my roommate 

is trying to surprise me. Discretion is not really his strong suit”. She chuckled. 

“So you’re a student”, she said 

“I am, at Umudike”. 

The waiter came again with a large mortar containing a goat head soaked in oil 

like the Nkwobi and garnished with onion rings and vegetables. 

“Can I have another bottle of pammy, please” 

“Me too”, Ugbomma said, the waiter nodded and left. 
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It was already dark now, night had crept up on them. The compound was now 

lit by coloured bulbs on the trees, there was a green bulb in the tree just behind 

Ugbomma and Ebube marvelled at how beautiful she looked, even in green 

light. Fela’s ITT saxophone solo filled the night air, a couple danced close by. 

“What are you studying there?” she asked 

“Mechanical Engineering” 

“Really?” she asked, she drank her last glass of wine “I was expecting you to 

mention an art discipline, that is exactly how you sound”. 

“You don’t look like one to stereotype” 

“I know right” 

“Well, I write too”, he said as he picked the last piece of meat from the mortar. 

“That’s awesome, what do you write?” 

“For now, short stories, spoken word” 

“About?” 

“Africa” 

“Huh?” 
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“I have a burden, I feel that every young African should know, that Africa is 

moving forward. That our place is not in the rear, that it is time we stop 

running away and wear Africa proudly, that it is time we stop conforming and 

be who we are supposed to be, else we might be left behind, because the 

change is inevitable. So it is a subplot or the main plot in many of my stories, 

Africa”. He dumped the last bone in the Nkwobi mortar and faced the goat 

head. 

“That is just beautiful”, she said, her eyes expressing her awe. 

“I must read something of yours”. 

“I have a blog” 

“Great, send me the link on WhatsApp”, she pushed her phone to him “type in 

your number”. He smiled when he saw her Game of Thrones wallpaper. He 

typed with his free left hand and pushed the phone back to her. 

The waiter came back with their bottles of palm wine and left after placing 

them on the table. 

Ebube’s phone vibrated in his pocket. 

“That’s me calling”, Ugbomma said as he reached into his pockets “save my 

number” 

“What do you do?” He asked after saving her number. 
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“I am a student, computer science at Ife” she answered “I am an artist also, I 

paint”. 

“Nice” 

“Let me show you some of my work”, she took her phone and opened its photo 

gallery, then showed him a picture of a painting. It was a painting of a road, a 

busy road, with cars and buses littered all over and people struggling to get 

across. It was chaotic, beautiful chaos. In the background was the large façade 

of a building, on the top were three letters REX. 

“I know this place, it is Aba, it is park, Aba” 

“Yes it is” 

“This is so beautiful, so realistic, I feel like I can touch the man in red shirt” 

“This painting is on display at the National Art Gallery”. 

“Wow, that is awesome, congrats” 

“Thank you” she said. “What rules your mind, your machines or your stories?” 

She asked later. 

“Africa, how I can contribute to her greatness, be it by my stories or my 

machines”, he replied. “And you, computers or the canvass?” 
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“Computers, they are such intricate beings, there is so much sophistication to 

them in the way that can be so small and yet so big at the same time. They 

enthrall me. The canvas comes second, a close second”. 

Ebube nodded and tore flesh away from the goat head and ate, it was divine – 

the goat meat flavour, different from that of any other meat, coated in the spicy 

oil. 

“This is better than the Nkwobi, even better than your point-and-kill”, he said. 

She chuckled and pushed away the now empty fish pepper soup plate and tore 

a piece from the goat head and ate. “It is very good, almost as good as the 

fish”, she said as she chewed. “You know that they boil the brain, then mash it 

and mix it with the oil paste, it adds to the unique taste”. 

The long intro of Fela’s ITT was playing as they ate the goat head until there 

was nothing left. They drank and talked and talked, about books, movies, 

Game of Thrones, school, aspirations after school and the future. 

“You know Olanna is premiering this weekend”, Ebube mentioned 

“Yes, Genevieve Nnaji and Nwokoye, my two favourite actresses. The trailer 

almost brought me to tears” 

“Kunle Afolayan cannot disappoint” 

“Very true” 

“You want to go see it with me?” Ebube ventured, “On Friday” 
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She smiled, “of course”, Ebube smiled too, his heart returned to its normal 

pace, he hadn’t realized it was racing. 

“What’s with the Fela songs?” Ebube asked a moment later as ITT ended 

“Dimga is obsessed with very old songs” she said laughing “he claims that it 

adds character to his establishment. 

“It does though” 

As if Dimga had heard Ebube’s question, another song filled the night, this 

time Onyeka Onwenu’s Iyogogo. Ugbomma laughed loudly as the afro beats 

rose into the air, “I love this song”, she said and danced in her seat. 

“Do you want to dance?” Ebube asked. He didn’t know when the question left 

his mouth, the palm wine had pushed them out. She nodded and he stood and 

stretched out his hand to her, she took it and they walked to the middle of the 

compound. They danced and danced and danced, till their feet ached and they 

were lost in the sounds of their laughter. 

Ebube did not hear Dimga’s gate being rudely pushed open, his ears were filled 

with Ugbomma’s laughter as he unsuccessfully tried to sing along with Sir 

Victor Uwaifo’s Joromi. He had his hands on her tiny waist as they danced to 

the song, Ugbomma twisting her waist this way and that. He let out a shriek as 

a blow landed on his shoulder and he immediately turned to see where the blow 

had come from. 

“Take your hands off my daughter, osiso”, a heavy set woman standing before 

him barked. Ebube, saw the resemblance even in the dim lights, the short nose 

and the dark eyes. Only that this woman’s eyes looked tired, like the many 
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stories they had to tell weighed them down. Ebube removed his hands 

immediately from Ugbomma’s waist as the woman raised her hand to hit him 

again. She looked like a raging bull wrapped in many layers of cloth. She wore 

a long skirt that would have been sweeping the ground if she hadn’t pulled it up 

to her stomach, an unflattering shirt that seemed to want to bury her and a head 

scarf that swallowed her hair, ears and most of her face. Ebube decided she was 

coming from church. 

“Mummy, good evening”, Ugbomma greeted as if she did not see the rage that 

burned in her mother’s eyes. 

“What are you doing here? Why didn’t you come to prayers, eh?” The woman 

bellowed. 

“We were in church yesterday, and the day before, and the one before that”, 

Ugbomma said looking around, carefully avoiding her mother’s gaze, then 

adding under her breath so that her mother won’t hear “if Jesus wanted us to 

live in his house, he would have said so” 

“Eh?” Her mother asked “What did you say?” Ugbomma didn’t say answer, 

“instead of coming to church, you are here frolicking with some boy”, she 

threw Ebube a dirty look, then grabbed her daughter’s wrist “Oya let’s go 

home”, she dragged her “you always feel like you know so much, stupid girl” 

“See you Friday”, Ugbomma said to Ebube as she allowed her mother drag her 

away. Ebube stood transfixed as he watched her being pulled away. He missed 

her immediately. 

“And what is this you are wearing?” He heard her mother ask. 
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“It is very hot, mum, I would melt if I was to dress like you…” she said and her 

voice faded into the night. 

Ebube discovered then that Sir Victor Uwaifo’s Joromi was still playing, albeit 

coming to an end, that only a few people had taken notice of the little scene 

that had just played out, that he had found that little scene very amusing, that 

he was still smiling, that he would always come back here to Dimga’s place, to 

eat Nkwobi, isi ewu and even point-and-kill and drink Palm wine, and that 

Ugbomma would never leave his thoughts. 
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