


Itwasreallydifficultfinishingthisprojectwithlimitedresources.ButI’m gladdedication

prevailed.Thisshortcollectionisafragmentofmymemoryoflifeduringthepandemic.

ThetheoriesandrumoursIaccommodatedthroughcharactersaremyattemptstobuild

abridgebetweenallperspectivesthatwerealiveduringthisperiod.Iwanttoappreciate

everyonewhoforcedmetowritesomethingandremovedtheveiloflazinessfrom my

eyes.Anastasia,ZainabandTimothy,Ithankyou.Andonceagain,IoweMatthiasfor

lendingmehislaptopforanotherroundofeditingandwriting.

Andforeveryone,Ihopewhenyoureadthis,yourememberwhatitfeltlike.Evenifit’s

justalittlebittingle.

Obehidestiny9991@gmail.com.

Ig@Hugsandeyes.



TheDoctorsofRumours.

28thofMarch2020

Twoweeksago,theonlydilemmaIhadwaswhattowearduringthetwoweekswarning

strikethatAsuuhadjustdeclared.Thebreakinschoolthen,wastheonlydarkcloud

thathoveredovermyhappiness.Aweeklater,Iwaslyingflatonmybedtryingmybest

tokeepmythoughtsfrom explodingasmybodyitchedfrom smallpox.Iplacedmy

thoughtsinpocketsthatmyeyescouldn’tseethroughsothatIcouldescapefrom the

tortureofmypresentpain.Then,thatwastheonlypainthatcausedlinestostretch

acrossmyforehead.Painhasmadethattimeseem likeagesago.Atimewhenwehad

simpleissuesthatrequiredcomplexsolutions.Whenwelivedlifeintheblissthat

ignoranceprovidedanddidn'tlookforhiddenanswersinthecrackedwallsofour

beliefs.Thingsaredifferentnow.Yesterday,Isleptwiththenewsofseventyconfirmed

coronacasesinNigeria.ThismorningIwokeuptoeightyonecases.Ifeltachilltear

outmyspine,colderthanpoxandlongerthanatwoweekbreak.

Ourgenerationdidn’texperiencethewar,arevolution,andaturningpointinreligionor

thefirstcomingofamessiah.Wewerebornintheshadowsofthehistorythathad

alreadybeenwrittenandmappedoutforus.Wewerebornintoapyramidofexperience,

builtfrom thelipsoftheonesbeforeus.Wereadabouttheexploits,thefears,the

miracles,andtheuncertaintiesthathappenedbeforeusandwestruggledtoplaceour

consciousnessinamemorythatneverexisted.Tous,itwasjustabrushofgenius.

Nothingmore.Tillnow.Thereisnomemoryasrealnowasthepandemicthattheworld

nowfaces.Now,wearefacedwitharealitythatwillforeveralterourvirginmemory.

Asofthedateofthisjournalentry,therearecurrentlyaconfirmedcaseof600,859

cases,133,383recoveriesand27,417deaths.Thevirushaskeptcountriesontheir

knees.OnJanuary30th2020,TheWorldhealthorganisationdeclaredthecoronavirusa

globalpandemic.Before the viruscrossed the Nigerian border,itspresence was

regardedasadistanttruththatwasstoredinthewallsofignorance.Wetalked,painted

andsatonthiswallanddoubttherewouldberepercussions.Therumoursthatheralded

theviruskeptpeopleinaveryblankandconfidentstates.Therewererumoursthatit

wasonlyavirusfortherich,blackpeoplewereimmune,andtheviruscouldn’tsurvivein

placeswithhotweatherconditions.Thiswasmucheasiertobelievethantryingto

acknowledgeanepisodewherethecountrywouldbeinastateoflockdownbecauseof

thevirus.Onthe28thofFebruary2020,theministerofHealthannouncedaconfirmed

stateoftheCoronaviruspandemicinLagosstate,Nigeria.Thecase,whichwas

confirmedonthe27thofFebruary,wasthefirstcasetobereportedinNigeriasincethe

beginningoftheoutbreakinChina.Dayslater,rumourescapedfrom itscaveand

hoveredacrossthecountry,excretingdropletsoftruth,lies,fearanddoubt.Market



womensaidthereportedcasewasalieandthegovernmentonlysoughttoincreasethe

priceoffoodstuffandmakemoremoney.Therewerestoriesofarichmanwithpot

bellywholivedinBananaIslandandrefusedtosubjecthimselftotesting.Theysaidhe

wasashamed.Oppositionpoliticalpartiessaiditwasaploybythegovernmenttoinstall

panicandcontrolforcedloyaltythatstemmedfrom fear.ChineseinLagos,inthedays

tocomesufferedabuseandstigmatization.Therewerereportsofpeopleavoiding

placesandcompaniesthatbelongedtotheChinese.Itwasmyfirsttimewitnessinga

levelofracism inblackNigeriansociety.Once,mymom camehomewiththerumours

circulatingaroundherworkplace.Shesaid“TheysaidtheChineseownedthevirusand

werespreadingittotheothernationsasabioweapontooltoenslavetheworld.

IntheearlydaysofMarch2020,rumoursandfearkeptpeopleinlinemorethanthe

actualvirusdid.Rumoursreignedovertheheadlinesofourdiscussions.Therewere

picturesonsocialmediadisplayinganalarmingnumberofpeopleinfectedwiththe

disease.Theycalleditaploybythegovernmenttohidethetruth.Acrosshundredsof

groupchatsonWhatsApp,theywerevoicenoteswithwarningsandsinistervoices

preachingofconspiraciesandthebiologicaleffectsofthevirus.Irememberoneof

them.Hisvoicewaspleadingbuthiscrookedvoicefuelledmydoubtsandcausedathin

smiletospreadacrossmylips.Hesaid“TheinformationIam peddlingisdangerous.I

am puttingmylifeatriskasIam speakingcurrently.Wehaveoverfivethousandpeople

alreadyinfectedwiththedisease.Thegovernmentishidingtherealnumbertocontrol

panicandfear...”ifrumourspeddlingwasacommercialventure,peoplewouldhave

mademillionsbythen.Orperhapstheydid.Ioftenwonderedwhypeoplewouldclimb

theladdersofsuccesstopulldownfearandspreaditingraphicform onpeople’sfaces.

Somepeoplebelieved.Somedidn’t.ThereligiousextremistssaidthatthiswasGod’s

judgementontheworldforourtrillionsofsins.ImamssaidthiswasAllah’swayof

bringingtheearthtoherknees.People’svoiceignitedwhenevertheyspokeaboutthe

endtimeandpeoplewhohadn'tfoundGodlistenedwithbrokenconfidenceandswollen

eyes.Myneighbour’smom heldmoremorningdevotionsandhervoicetorethroughthe

wallsandthreatenedtocauseanearthquake.Aweeklater,Isawherslitheringtoher

housewithgallonsofanointingoil.Theweightlaidheavyhandsonherwaistandmade

herdragherlegs.IwassolostinthetrailofoilsheleftasshedraggedherselfthatI

forgottoofferassistance.Freethinkersandatheistontwitter,madefunoftheignorant

religiouspeople.Itwasthewarofphilosophies.Whileeveryonethrew pointsand

swallowedinsultsonTwitter,Isleptonthefence.Socialmediawasamadhouseand

peoplesoughtdistractioneveninthequestionstheyalreadyknew theanswersto.It

appearedtherewasalsoabattlebetweentheoptimisticandthepessimistic.Itaffected

everything,ourreligion,ourfaith,andmostimportantly,us.Inthedaystocome,Twitter

wouldbecomeoursolacefortheuncertaintythefutureheld.There,wefoundjokes,

sarcasm,truth,mirrorofliesandmostimportantofall,distraction.Twitterwasawar



frontandeveryonewrestledwiththeirphilosophies.Itwasastreetwhereeveryonebore

theirownaddressofknowledge.Eachman'sknowledgewashisownuniversaltruth

anditwasonlywhenheutteredhistruththathisrealcharacterisexposed.Thatisonly

whenwecanidentifythetribalist,ritualist,ignorant,theextremist,thefeminist,the

atheist,therapist,thepatriarchalandthepsychopathic.IfIclosemyeyestightlyshut

foralongtime,Icanstillperceivethepessimism thatwedecoratedourWhatsApp

statuswith.Weallplantedseedsofnegativityoneachother'smindandwecouldn't

handletheharvestofnightmarethatswalloweduswhole.IfIstretchoutmytongue,I

canstilltastethedepressionthatloungedonourfaces.Itwasournew fashion.The

uncertaintythatthefutureheldkeptthedepressioninplaceandkeptitfrom falling.I

canstillhearthethoughtsonmind.Answersthatheldthesamemarksthatthe

questionshad.Itwasapresentofablankpageandanemptyinkandnoonecould

paintthefutureinthiscondition.

Onthe8th ofMarch2020,thesecondcaseofCoronaviruswasconfirmedinNigeria.

The3rdcasewasannouncedonthe17thofMarch.Fivenewcaseswereannouncedon

the18th ofMarch,bringingthetotalto8.Atotalof12wasannouncedonthe19th of

March.SchoolswereshutandtheacademicstaffunionofNigerianuniversitiesthrew

thekeysintothesinkingholeofuncertaintybygoingonstrike.Pastorssenttheirflocks

homeandmarketswereshut.Itfeltlikethewar.Thefuturewasunpredictableandthey

wasastrugglebetweentheforcesofhopeandhopelessness.Onthe27th ofMarch,

NigeriarecordedthefirstdeathofCoronaVirus.A67yearoldmanwithunderlying

medicalconditions.Amongtheherdsofphilosophersthatsprangduringtheyearofthe

mask,noneotherweremoresuccessfulthantherumourpeddlers.Thedoctorsof

rumours.Fortheyalonewereabletostealtheirshadowsintoourconsciousnessand

burytheyliesintoourintegrity.Theymoonwalkedonourfearsandcausedraintoburn

ourthoughts.Inthedaystocome,theyruledourlivesandthoughtsuntilwehopedthat

theirtruthwouldbecomeourreality



Rose.

MamaRichiewalkedquicklytothemarket.Iflegswerewings,thensheflappedthem

hurriedly.Herlastchild,Onome,washeldbehindherbytwowrapperstiedinanintricate

mannertokeepherchildfrom falling.Shecrossedtheroadhurriedlywithoutlooking

andwavedinadvertentlytotheokadamanthatwasthrowinginvectivesatherfor

almosthittinghisdeadenginemotorcycle.Shewalkedquickly,hergazefocusedahead

ofherasshegatheredcloudanddustbehindher.Itseemedtheearthwasawareofher

missionfornonailorstonestoodinfrontofher.TodaywasWednesday.Andeversince

theshutdown,thefederalgovernmentonlyallowedmarketstoopenonWednesdayand

Saturdaybetween10and2pm.ThetimewasalmostelevenandthispropelledMama

Richietorun,stop,walkandthenrunagain.Thiswasheronlychancetomakemoneyto

sustainherfamilyagaintillthenextmarketday.Herhusbandhadn’tgonetoworkin

threeweeksandthelikelihoodofhim gettingpaidwaslookingforapebbleinthesky.

So,sheforgedaheadherpathtothemarketwithhersadnessandprayerlinesetched

acrossherfaceandcausingamillioninvisiblelinesdraggingtheirweightacrossher

forehead.MamaRichie’spacegrew asshegladdenedatthethoughtofhermany

customersthatwould buyherwares.Somehad called herafew daysafterthe

governmenthadissuedamarketlockdown.Theycalledtoexpresssympathiesbutshe

wishedtheycalledtogivemoneyinstead.Thiswasatimeofwantandnotwords.

MamaRichiesharedanopenstallwiththreedozenotherwomen.Manyofthem were

widowsandthiswastheironlysourceoflivelihood.Theyallsolddifferentwares

rangingfrom stockfish,panla,beans,rice,moimoi,fufuandsorts.Eachonesoldmore

dependingonhow loudthevoicecriesorhow alluringthewareslook.Anotherthing

MamaRichielookedforwardtowasthegossipthatalwayskeptthewomencompany.

Storiessointenseitkepttheirseatandlivesfrom fallingapart.Thefirstweekofthe

lockdown,allofthem hadindependentstoriesandtheoriesregardingthestateofthe

nation.Someexaggeratedtogainattention,someliedsothattheywouldnotbe

excludedfrom generaldiscussionandsomelistenedwithopenminds.Attheendofthe

day,eachtookwhattheothersaidwithalittlepinchofdisbelief.Thatwasthen,whenall

oftheirthoughtsfilledthewelloftheirdiscussion.Butnow,acertainwomanstoodout

amongthem.HernamewasRose.Noonenoticedherbeforethepandemic.Infact,the

womenrarelynoticedeachotherbeforestoriesarosetoshow how complicatedand

similartheirlivescouldturnouttobe.MamaRichienowlookedforwardtothetalesthat

swam outofRose’slips.Infactallofthem did.Rose’sstoriesabouttheviruswere

different.Mostofthem hadnotelevisionintheirhomeshenceRosebecamethebearer



oftheirdoom andmiracle.Whileallofthem worriedabouttheincreasingpricesof

goodsandthereductionindemandthatwoulddrawloutfrom thepandemic,Rose

spokeoftheideathattheviruscouldjustbetheoreticalnotreal.A ploythatthe

governmenthadconstructedtoincreasepricesandfilltheirpocketwithmorefunds.

Thewordssheuseddragalleyestoherwaresandtheynoticedforthefirsttime,this

middleagedwomanwhoseemedtohavenofamilyorlinesonherfacebutknewmore

thantheirignorantmindscouldafford.Sheusedbigwordsandthatwasthetrophythat

wontheirattention.Inthedaystocome,Rose’sstoriesabouttheviruskepttheirlife

andmindafloat.Inherstories,thefoundcomfort.Inhertales,enlightenmentdefeated

ignorance.Inherpresence,hopesatonastoolhigherthantheflickeringlegsofdespair.

Rosesaid“Ihaveatelevisioninmyhome.Neveroncehavetheyshowedpicturesof

peopleinfectedwiththevirus.Allfakenews.Alltheyshowisemptybedsandnumbers.

I’m surethatthisisawell-orchestratedploy.Iam sureofthis.”Shehitherhand

aggressivelyonherflatchestasasignofauthenticity,staringaround,daringanyoneto

doubtherknowledge.No one did.In fact,they allstopped adding theirown

contributionsafterthatdayandlefttheentirefloortoRose.Seeingthemarketasher

stage,Roseplayedtheactor,theactressandrarelytheaudience.Rosekeptthewomen

latefortheywereindeedmesmerized.Forwhereilliteracyisthesoil,ignorancewould

alwayssprout,bearingseedsoffear,doubtanduncertainty.Thiswasatimewhere

wordsmendedbelief.

Themarketrosetolifeassandsmadewayfortheburdensofstepsthatthreatenedto

kicktheearth.Itwasawarofstepsandsweat.MamaRichiegottothemarketaround

eleven thirty.Ifbikeswereallowed,shewould havegotten thereearlier.Butthe

lockdownhadalsorestrictedbusinessforpeoplethatanchoredpublictransportation.

Tired,shewalkedtothesectioninthemarket.Herheartstartedbeatingfastwhenshe

saw thecloudofdustthathadalreadygathered.Rosehadstartedenlighteningthe

womenoftheconditionofthenation.Thismadehersadthanherlateness.She

quickenedherpaceandopenedherearsasshestartedarranginghergoodsandtriedto

catchsplintersofRose’stale.Theycameoutlikeamessageonabrokentransmitter.

Shemovedherseatcloserandleanedintolistentotheconversation.

Rosestarted“IwaswatchingthenewsyesterdaywhenInoticedsomething”She

pausedandadded“Youknow Ialwayswatchthenews”.Everyonecommendedher

amiableeffortandcomplementedher.Rosepaused,dranksomewaterandtooktime

beforespittingitout.A partofittouchedawomanbehindher.Butshedarednot

complainforthesacrificewasworththeknowledgethatRosewasgoingtoempower

them with.Rosecontinued“Inoticedeh,thatinchina,theyhaveallrecovered.They

oncehad80,000casesandnowtheyhavenone.”Awomantriedtointerruptbutshe

washushedimmediately.MamaRichieeyedthewomansternly.



Rosecontinued“IbelievethatChinahaveacure.Buttheydonotwishtoshareit.They

wanttheworldtobegthem andletchinarulethem beforetheyagree.Isawitwithmy

twonakedeyesonthenews.”Thewomenhissedandsomestumpedtheirfeetsohard

onthefloorthattheirlegshurtbeforetheyrememberedthattheyhadnoideawhere

chinawasorwhotheirpresidentis.

“Imustwarnyoumyfellow women"Rosecontinued“Thepeopleingovernmentare

goingabouttestingpeople.Don’tallowthem testyou.Theywanttogiveyouthevirus.

Whyelsedoyouthinktheyclosedthechurches?BecausetheyknowthatGodwillshow

thesetothepastorsandtheirevilplanswouldberevealedtotheworld.Thatiswhy.Or

canyouthinkofany?Theysaidtheofficeoftheaccountantgeneralcaughtonfire.The

samepeoplethatsaidmonkeysandsnakesswallow fundsmeantforthepoor?Of

coursetheyhaveeatenthemoney.Orcansnakesswallowmoneynow?”

MamaRichiewasashamedatthis.Shewasoneofthosepeoplewhohadbelievedthat

snakeindeedhadswallowedthemoney.Shehadgrownupinahomewherespiritual

anddiabolicaltraitsweren’tignored.Shebelievedthatamanhadturnedintoasnake,

swallowedthemoneyanddisappeared.Now,shesaw herignoranceasnakedasher

foolishness.ShewishedshehadmetRoseearlier.No.ShewishedshewasRose.All

thewomensoldwaressimultaneouslyandlistenedtoRose.Rose’swarewasempty.

Shehadcomeearlierandsoldallherwarestotheearlybuyers.Mostofthewomenhad

nearemptygoodsnow.OnlyMamaRichie’sstorewasfull.Sheworriedlessaboutthat

andpinnedherearstothegroundasRose’swordsfellonthem.

“DoyoupeopleremembertheChinesedoctorsinthecountry?Iheardthat7ofthem

havethevirus.Theirplansweretoinfectuswiththevirus.Virusthatcamefrom those

idiotsthateatbats.Wewillallbefine"

Timegrew jealousandranquietlyandquickly.Talesandwaresweresolduntileach

vesselturnedempty.MamaRichiehadonelastwaretosell.Shetiedthelaststockfish

inablacknylonandretiedit.Shepackedallherprofitsandtiedthem similarlyinablack

nylontoo.AllthewomenhadsoldalltheirwaresbutRose’stalesputtheirlegsonlock

andtheyallslippedintoitwillingly.Therewasnothingexcitingwaitingforthem athome

anywaysapartfrom emptybelliesandloudcriesandhusbandswhocouldn’twaitto

heartheirchildren’ssnorebeforeplungingdeepintotheirwives.

Rosespokewithawearyvoice.Someofthewomenhadofferedherfoodinthecourse

ofhertalestokeepherfrom gettingtiredorleavingearly.Herhandswerestilloilyfrom

theOkpaandakarathatshehadeatenandanemptybottleoflacaserasleptunderher.

Shespokeloudly,pretendingtoappearobliviousofthecrowdthatwasgathering

beneathandaboveher,awareoftheattentionthatherhookcaughtandfeelingpowerful.

Eachgazethatsoughthermadeherpowerful.



“Mypeople,Manypastorshavebeggedthegovernmenttoallowthem visittheisolation

centrestohealthissickpeople.Buttheyhaverefused.Becausethegovernmentknows

thattherearenosickpeopleandtheyareusingthisavenuetocollectmoremoneyfrom

thepresident.Nowtheyhavepartnerswiththeforeignerstoinstall5Gprogram inour

country.Iheardthatthisprogram willcausecancerandmanydiseasetophoneusers.

Onlypeoplewithoutphoneswillbesafe.Goodbye"Withthis,Rosestoodup,dustedher

wrappersandleftatrailofdustandlongingbehindher.Thewomenponderedonwhat

hadbeensaidbeforeleavingonebyone.MamaRichiesoldherlastwaresandgavethe

womentheblacknylonwherethatshehadtired.Shekepttheotheroneinherbra.She

lookedatOnome,whoshehadignoredthroughout,placedhim carefullyonherback

andstartedwalkinghome.

Whenshegothome,shewalkedpassedherneighboursanddroppedherselfintheonly

stoolintheironeroom apartment.Herhusbandwalkedinbehindherandgreetedher.

Shelookedathim andnoticedthingsthatshehadn’tinthepastweeks.Hishairlinewas

gettingthinner,hisskinwasdarkerandhewasgrowingthin.

“Howwasthemarket"Heasked

“Fine.Isoldallmywares”shebroughtoutthenylonfrom herbrazierandopeneditto

calculateherprofit.Herscreamsmadeherhusbandstumblebeforefalling.Onome

startedcrying.

“Whatisit?”herhusbandasked.

MamaRichiespreadherlegsinfrontofablacknylonthathadcrayfishinside.Shehad

givenherlastcustomerhermoneyandtookhomeherlastcrayfish.Shehadlostherself

inRose’slipsandpickedhungeroverherfamily.Sherecollectedwhathadhappenedin

themarket.Inhertrance,shehadexchangedhermoneywithherlastbagofcrayfish.

Butitwasn'therfault.Shehadmisplacedherattention.How couldshehaveknown?

WhenherattentionhadbeencomfortableinRose'slipsandshehadtrailedRose's

footstepswhensheleftandinhaledthedustthatherfootstepsbuiltbehindher.







ShadowsonEmptyStreet.

30thofMarch2020.

Ihopewhenyoureadthis,yourememberwhatitfeltlike.Evenifit’sjustalittlebittingle.

Iwas born in 1999.Hence,Ididn’texperience the Nigerian Biafra civilwar.My

knowledgeofitisbasedonthepicturesonthepagesthatIhaveseenandthemouthof

onehandedsoldierswhohavebeencompassionateenoughtoaccommodatemyown

footstepsintheirprivatememorylane.ButIguessthisiswhatitfeelslike.Iremember

thelastdayof2019.Ihadgonetothecrossoverserviceorganizedbythechurchasa

wayofprayingourwayintotheNew Year.Itisalwaysthemostgloriousofservice.

Peoplewhohavescarsfrom theyear,thosewhosawdeathandescapeditslongclaws

alwaysdancetheirwaythroughtheThanksgivingservice.Everyonethought2020was

goingtobeaspectacularyear.Thedigititselfwasspectacular.EveryonehadaNew

Yearthemeandresolution.Ito.Whowouldhavethoughtthattheearthwouldstop

breathingthreemonthinto2020?

Schoolsareclosedandnow studentscountcoronavictimsinsteadofthealphabet.

Pastorspreachfrom thesafetyoftheirbedroomsandpriestscounttheirrosaries

behindlockedtemples.ShadowswalkonEmptyStreetandthememoryofthepastis

slowlymergingintothefuturetopresentourgrim situation.Marketsareclosedand

nowwecountthedaystillourlastgrainwillstaredeepintooursoulsandacknowledge

ourterribletears.Tilltheylosetheirpotencytodefeattheraginghungerthatthreatento

tearoutthroughourbellies.Studentshavebeenvisitedbyboredom andithasdragged

theirattentionintothesinkingholesofsocialmedia.TheGovernmentmakespromises

withinaudiblevoices.Justmovinglipswithnotwitchingears.Anechothatentersa

room andleaveswithoutbeingnoticed.Theotherday,soldiersfloggedoldwomenwho

hadrefusedthegovernment’sordertoclosethemarket.Therulesshouldn’thave

appliedsinceitwasafoodmarket.Itdidn’tstopthesoldier’swhip.Itonlygrew their

ruthlessness.

Thelastfew dayscameandleftwithinterestingfeatures.Oneofmanywasthe

controversybetweentheNigerianpresidentandtheImam ofpeaceonTwitter.The

imam ofpeaceridiculedtheNigeriangovernmentanditsincompetencyinhandling

terrorism andhisunavailabilitytoaddresstheNationontheorderofthings.The

squabbleforcedtheloyalgovernmenttoaddressthepresidentinarecordedvideothat

wasacclaimeda“Live"one.

Iguessfearhasalwaysruledmylife.Iam remindedofatimewhenIwasyoungerand

sufferedfrom continuousnightmares.Somenights,Iwouldlayinbedwithopeneyes.I



wasalwayssoscaredtolookintheoppositedirectioneventhoughIknewthatdemon

thathauntedmewasmyshadow andsoundsofhungryrat.Onceagain,Ihavebeen

crippled byfearand the government.The governmenthas ordered a nationwide

shutdown,puttingapauseonmyacademicandsocialdreams.Fearthatthesituation

willgetextremebeforeitweakens.Daysarenow quietbecausegatheringhavebeen

blindedbythefearofthevirus.Rumoursflyaroundduringthedayandnightmareskeep

usawakeatnight.ThedayshavenowgrowntallerthanmeandwalktooquicklythatI

havetoruntokeepupthepace.Daysrunintoeachotherandithasmadeitdifficultfor

metokeeptrackoftime.Asofthedaythatthisentryiswritten,Nigeriahasacaseof

111virus.Everyone’sconcentrationisonlockdown.

ShadowsonEmptyStreet.Itfeelslikethewar.Iknow myemotionsisheightenedby

exaggeration.ItfeelslikeI’m trappedinasemiwarnarrativewhererumoursthriveinthe

dayandthepregnancyofthesestorieskeepusawakeatnight.

Therehavebeensignificanthikeinthepricesoffoodstuffs,andthereisanalarming

increaseintherateoffearthatdwellinpeople’smind.

IdroppedapinyesterdayandIheardtheechoofmynostalgia.Iassembledmy

confidenceandwatchthem getmassacredbymytremblingfingers.Idreamtabout

schoolyesterdayandIfoundashesontheemptyseatsaroundme.Theemptywalls

threatenedtoexplodewithmemoriesofpeople,laughterandregret.Iwenttothe

markethungry.Emptystallsandlivingsandsbademenoattention.Ileft,draggingmy

lifelessbodybehindme.Nowsilencescarememorethandeathitself.IheardGodleft

hishomeandstartedtoresideinpeople’sheart.Imissthedayswhenweforgottolock

thegateandsleepoffwithoutpraying.Memoriesofatimewhenwehuggedinhigh

spirit.

IdroppedapenyesterdayandIheardtheechoesofmynostalgia.Isleeponthesheet

ofmemories when things were normal.Butfearkeeps pulling me outofbed.

Sometimes,hungerdoes.AllIdoisprayandcountthesecondswithopeneyes.

Sometimes,Idream witheyesopen.Dreamingofatimebeforeandafterthistime,

whenallmyfearsanddoubtswillbeachapterinadustyoldbook.Beforewebreathed

lifeinrumoursandworshippedfearmorethanourhumanity.Beforetheywereshadows

onEmptyStreet.



Quarantineepisodes

OndayswhenGodwinwasfeelingcopacetic,heallowedhisservingboyJudesitinthe

livingroom alongwithhim andhisguests.Onbaddays,Jude'sfacewasburiedbehind

dirtydishesandtransparentglasscupsthatalwaysmanagedtoallowstickingalcohol

linesinthem.Somedays,heweededthegardenbehindthehouse.Thegrasswerenasty

creaturesandalwayssprangforthlongerneckshoursafterJudefinishedcuttingthem.

Initially,Judethoughthewasaninexperiencedslayerofgrass.Later,heassumeda

diabolicaldiagnosisandconcludedthatthegrasswerefilledwithlifeandrefusetobe

subjectedtotheprowessofman.Withtime,hebelievedtheywouldonedayfallandgo

theirownway.

OndayswhenJudesatinthelivingroom,hewasprivytothediscussionbetween

Godwinandhisfriends.Intheyearstocome,whentimewasmercifulenoughtoopen

thegatesofmemorytoJude,hewouldconfessthatthesewerethebestmomentsof

hislife.Inthishappiness,hesworethattimestoopedandconcentratedonthem.These

werethebeautifulmemoriesof2020.HerelishedthemomentwhenGodwinspike.A

manwithafatvoicethataccommodatedmanybooksofthewhitemenandpolitics.He

oftenwonderedwhyGodwinhadnottriedtotakeachieftancytitle.Hewasbyfar

smartedinthewaysoftheworldthantheoldchiefsinthevillagewhohadnostandard

threeknowledge.Godwinwasalearnedman.HewastheonlypersonInJude'sfamily

whospokeEnglishdifferently.Judewilllatercometolearnthatthiswasavarietyof

accentthattheEnglishlanguagewascapableof.Whenhismotherintroducedhim to

hisUncleGodwin,whowantedtotakehim toLagostoresumeschoolagain.Heworea

wrapperofscowlonhisfacethatwasbuttonedbyindifferenceandaggression.But

afterGodwinspokeafewwordsinEnglish,Jude’stautlegsrelaxedandhislipsbegan

todragthemselvesclosetohisearsinanattempttosmile.Aftercashnoteswasgiven

andpocketed,JudeleftwithGodwintothecityofLagos.Thatwasmanyyearsago.

Now heknew thestretchmarksofcivilisationandreadbooksinJudelibraryeven

thoughtheywerewideranddeeperthanhisstandardthreeknowledge.



Judedidnotleavehisroom wheneverRuth,Goodwin’sgirlfriendwasaround.Hedidn’t

hateherandhedidn’tlikehereither.Shewaslikeatreeinthemiddleofapaththathe

knew existedbutrefusedtoacknowledge.Inthepast,Ruthhadattemptedtomakea

bridgebetweenboththeirworldsbutwhenshenoticedthathispalm kernelrefusedto

break amidstherferventknocks,she letthings be.Ruth was religious and this

promptedmanyargumentsbetweenherandJudethatresultedinbrokentumblersand

dislodgedhingesondoors.Judewishedtheywouldfightitoutlikemenandestablisha

truceintheheatofthelongbreathtakenafterafight.Butinstead,itwasloudvoices

andloudersobs.ThiswordscreptintoJude'sdreamsandhedreamtaboutatreeinthe

middleoftheforestthatkeptondancingtowardshim.

Judedidnotfeelthathewasoldenoughtobebotheredaboutreligion.Hewasfifteen

andhadalonglifeaheadofhim. AndsowhenRuthsuspectedthatGoodwin’s

indifferencewasrubbingoffonJude,shetrickedJudeintoaccompanyinghertochurch.

RuthwascatholicandattendedaSt.Peter’sCatholicChurchinIkeja.Thechurchhada

verylargecompoundforpeoplewhorodecarsandwantedtoparkthem.RuthandJude

hadtakentheBRTTransportandhadwalkedonlyafew miles.Whentheygotinside,

Judeforgottoclosehismouthashestoodamazedatthepaintingontheceilingofthe

walls.Brushstrokesofdifferentcoloursofamaninredsurroundedbytwelvepeople

whowerealllookingathim.Judeknew theyrespectedthismanjustthewayhe

respectedGodwin.Theywerefoodontheirplatesbutnoonewasbotheredaboutthe

bread.Judeponderedaboutitanddecidedthatnoonewasworthanemptystomach.

"Theycouldhaveeatenandlistened.Whoknewifitwasgoingtobetheirlastsupper?"

Hesaid.

Heallowedhiseyestosearchotherpartsoftheroof,thealtarsandtheexorbitant

clothingthatthepriestwore,thepewsandeventhefloors.Hesawsomethingwritten

onthepewsandwasmurmuringtohimselfwhenRuthreaditaloud.Thatwasthe

momentthatherealizedthatshehadbeenwatchinghim,takinginhisexcitementand

bemusedathisamazement.ThepriestspokeinLatinandmostofhiswordswere

inaudible.JudefoundahardtimefollowingRuthasshestoodup,kneltdown,stoodup

againandwentonherknees,rolledtherosaryandrecitedareplytoeverythingthe

priestsaid.Aftertheservice,Ruthasked“So,Howwasit?”

“Uh"

“Theservice.Howwasit?”

“Nice.Ienjoyedit"Judelied.Thatwasthelasttimeheaccompaniedhertothechurch.

Yearslater,heconfessedtohimselfthatindeedGodwinplayedahugeroleonwhyhe

didn’taccepttheholycommunionofreligionandswallowitwhole.Asawkwardasthat

was,thoseweredayswheneveryonelivedwithoutfearandsoughtconfidence.And



thoughitfeltlikeNigeriawascrumblingdownwithterrorism,hungerandcorruption,in

thechambersofthediscussionbetweenGodwinandhisfriends,Judefeltinvincible.

Thetroublesoftheworldlikewereaflyingeagle.Toohightohurthim.Faraway.Far

awayorsoitseemed.

Starsstartedbreakingfrom theskiesandfallinginthesittingroom inthemonthsto

come.Nooneaccountedforthiscatastropheandtherepercussionsexplodedinevery

partofthehomeleavingbehindshrapnelofregretandsadness.Judewasyoungerthen

butheknewthatitwasbecauseofasickness.Atfirst,Judewasunconcernedbecause

heknewthattherewasnosicknessthatDibiaOgbuefiNdukainhislittlevillagecouldn’t

sendbackwithherbsandsoil.Andsooneday,whileRuthandJudewerepreparing

dinner,RuthattemptedtorebuildabridgeagainbytellingJudeofhowscaredthevirus

madeherandherworriesaboutherfamilyintheabroad.

“IthinkIshouldgotoAmerica.TherearetalksoftheGovernmentclosingdownairports

androads.Bettersafethansorry”

Jude listened even though he understand onlyhalfofwhatshe wassaying.He

whisperedasilentprayer,clearedhisthroatvehementlyandbegan“AuntRuth.Thereis

acertainmaninmyvillage.OgbuefiNduka.HeisaDibia.Youcanmeethim for

production.”Whenhesaw thestillgazeofRuth,heinterpreteditasinterestand

continuedincolourfulenthusiasm.“Therewasatimethatacrippledmanwaspassing

throughourturn.OgbuefiNdukapitiedhim andgavehim someherbstochew.Two

marketdayslater,hereturnedtoourtownwithtwolegs.Hedancedtoo"Jude,lostin

nostalgia,forgothimselfanddidthreestepsbeforehestumbledtoattentionandkept

onpickingtheuzizaleaves.Ruthheavedasignofpityandnegation.Shethoughtof

throwinginasermonofGod,thedevilanddemonicpowers.Insteadshesaid“Itiswell.

ThankyouJude".

TheviruswasspreadingfastandstillJudecouldn’tpronounceittillthedayheheard

Godwinsayittosomeoneonthephone.CoronaVirus.RuthlatertravelledtoAmerica.

Theysaidhermotherhadthevirus.Inthosedays,Godwinspentmoretimeinhisstudy.

HeonlyspokewheneverJudebroughtintea.Eventhen.HisEnglishlackedflavour.Dull

andbitter.Thetensionintheroom rubbeditselfagainstthedrycurtainsandsweaty

conversationswheneverGodwin'sfriendscamearound.

“Iam surethisispolitics.Idonotdisregardthefactthattherearecasesofcoronavirus

inNigeria.ButIcanbetmylifethatthisstupidgovernmentpeoplearepoliticising

numbers.Thecasesareabsurd"Melvinspokewithathinbutangryvoice.Hewas

alwaystheclownoftheconversationbuttoday,hewasnojoker.Hehadjustbeenlaid

offatworkwithameagresalaryofthirtythousandwhichhehadspentmostlyonVodka.

Friday,thepoliceofficerspokenext.Hewastheonlyoneinthegroupwhospoke



EnglishslowlyandquicklytunedtoIgbowhenhisnuancesweretoodeepforEnglishto

catch.“Why?Whydoyouthinktheywilllieaboutthenumberswhenitwillaffectlives

andsecurity?”

“Whyelse?BecauseofMoney.Moneyofcourse!Morecoronavirusvictimsmeans

morefundsforyourstate.Theyhavesharedthepalliativemoneyamongsttheirgreedy

selves.Thesocalledpoorofthepoorarestillstruggling.ThisiswhyIsaidthatthe

Governmentistoblamefortherobberiesandnotthepeople.”Hedrankhisdrinkquickly

andeyedGodwin.HiseyesweredaringGodwintotalkbuthishearthopedGodwin

wouldmaintainthebroodstatethathehadbeenallday.Weeksago,whentheywere

multiplerobberiesinLagosandogunstate.GodwinandMelvinhadgottenintoaheated

argumentonwhowastoblame.Godwinsaidthatpeoplewhohadevilintentionswere

justlookingforopportunitiestoutilizetheirbarbaricandinhumaneskills.Thiswasno

RobinHoodgrievance.Melvinheldhisgroundandaffirmedthatthegovernment’s

corruptionresultedintocorruptionandunemploymentwhichinturncausedpeopleto

takearmsandrob.Theotherpeopleintheroom tooknosides.Theyenjoyingtheirsips

andthedifferentpointofview.Buttoday,onlyMelvinspoke.Hewasinfectedwith

somethinggreaterthanthevirus,fearofthefutureandhunger.Moredangerousthan

anyvirus.

Minuteslater,Godwinbrokethespellofsilence“Letusaskthedoctorinourmidstto

rememberthequestionmarkfrom ouranswers"

DoctorOnyebuchifickledwithhisglassesanddranktherestofhisvodkainoneswoop.

Hehadbeenquietduringthewholeconversation.Heleanedinforwardandpeered

throughtheglasstolookateveryoneintheroom.

“WhatImustsaynowmustnotleavethisroom"Heeyeseveryoneandburiedhisgaze

onJude.Godwinnoticedandspokehurriedly“ItrustJude.Heismyboy"

“Okay"Docsaidanddrankashotagain“ItistruewhatMelvinhassaid.Thereareliesin

thenumbers.Ahundredisfiftyandathousandisfivehundred.”

Melvin’sglassdroppedandJudehurriedovertopackupthepieces.Noonepaidhim

anyattention.Everyone’sattentionwasinDoc’sdeeppocketofGovernmentconspiracy

theory.

“OnMonday,theybrought35peopletomyhospital.Somehadcorona.Someweremere

cases ofmalaria.We were asked to treatthem accordinglyand promised huge

allowancesforsecrecy.Atnight,Isaw81casesinsteadofPerhaps20or22.”

“Someone has to do something “Melvin whispered and regretted his foolishness

immediately.“HowmuchwereyoupaidDoc?"
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