When my mum called me into the sitting room to tell me she had a message for me, from the prayer house she went to this morning. I honestly thought she would say my singleness is because of a spiritual husband and I needed deliverance, because in the space of four night straight I can’t understand my dreams nor make out the face of the being I’ve being seeing.  I wondered why I thought the message will be about my singleness, maybe it’s because I’m secretly lonely at 28 and any light shade on that will be welcomed.
Come, come my daughter, sit down beside me. She held out her hands for me to hold, and I took both hands in my palm and sat beside her. She gave me one of those her smiles, I call selfish smiles: because once it appears on her lips, for a second, I see the woman I know, the next second I see a woman that doesn’t smile again. As a child I knew my mum with her smiles, they were the reasons I swallowed a lot of close-up toothpaste. I thought it will make me smile like her but now as a growing woman, I begin to wonder when did she stop smiling? Was it after daddy confessed? Or when my elder sister died? I can’t tell but I miss her smiles.
 Looking down to our joined hands, I gave our hands a squeeze and raised up my head to see her staring behind me. I know what she’s looking at and I’m so certain this is not about my dry spells. Nahhh, who gives a fruit rainbow, if my coconut hasn’t seen a cucumber in a while! Am I seriously calling my lady part a coconut now? Really Sarah? 
Mummy, I speak up to get her attention. She blinks back her thoughts and speaks directly to me.
My daughter, for a while now, I have been visiting Baba Loke and I’m sure you’re aware because you must have seen me carry out some spiritual exercises, which I never did before. But Baba Loke is genuine, I can feel his prayers working already. She wets her lips and draw closer to me, I haven’t told your father yet, don’t tell your brother either. Her eyes moved to their picture again and the engine that runs my entirety, jump starts into a gallop. My mum for a while hasn’t being one for affection but she cups my face and I really looked into the eyes of my mother. She looked happy but her body language was of an unsure teen boy trying to profess his love.  So, mummy what is it? What did he tell you, hmm? She smiled, again. At this point, I had thought on every possible ground, where this message can stem from, but I wasn’t prepared for the seed she was about to plant. 
I’m getting married, she said in a deadpan voice. 
I busted into laughter. It’s wasn’t an ‘oh mama you’re joking’ kind of laughter. No, it was the kind of laughter we did when Buhari became the president of Nigeria and insurgence still continued. We knew all along but we hoped, and we lived to see that hope dimmed out.  I felt sick to my stomach because I had known my family is broken but I never expected her to be the first crack to fall off, not after surviving the fall my dad plunged us into.  I slumped into the seat, as she stood up to walk away, patting me reassurely as if to say ‘I know eh, I know’. She had gone into the room, when our neighbours’ children shouted ‘up NEPA!’ I couldn’t share in the excitement of having power supply after three weeks of blackout. I don’t know for how long I sat there until I slept off, but I knew I woke up from the sound of her voice telling me to come prepare dinner. 
That night we ate rice and beans jollof paired with chunks of peppered goat meat, under the creaking fan with only the voices from the television heard.  In the past, I would’ve being the comedienne in the room. The one who always tries to make the elephant in the room, more of an ant. But today I’ll not be putting on that hat. Maybe its time we faced our reality. A dysfunctional family. 
I looked round the table as we ate, daddy looked like he has been programmed to look ahead and lift his spoon to mouth tastelessly. I wonder if its because of the satisfied small smile playing at the corners of mum’s lips. My younger brother is the only one truly enjoying his meal, If I could give a rhythm to his attitude, it will be ‘on your own oh, on your own oh!” with a Capella beat to uniform it.  Sighs. At least one thing didn’t change; eating dinner together always. Even the day Tomike came, we sat on this rectangular table for six and ate dinner.
The next morning when I woke up, no one was home, no one also disturbed my sleep. I’m assuming my mum prepared Daniel for school, this was her way of saying sorry. I get to sleep unbothered, but for how long? Being a seamstress made days like this rewarding. I get to take my time before heading out to my shop, but today I wasn’t ready to pin and stitch, I needed answers and I was going to get it from the church. 
Making the decision to go the prayer house, added spring to my feet, within couples of minutes, I had bathed, dressed and I was now styling my dreads into shuko and base. Where the back of my hair is packed into a bun and a few strands will drop in front of my almond shaped face, covering my right eye. I’ve always being called beautiful but ever since I locked my hair that my sister wished she had too, the compliment always troops in. My dad always sings praises of the day, my price bride will be paid. He hasn’t done that in a while though and my sister who usually do it is no more. I shut my eyes to stop the tears from dropping. My phone rings. It’s Mrs. peter’s a steady customer of mine. We had plan to meet for a re-adjustment, I just hoped she’s not at the shop. She claims I added extra hips for her in her last outfit.  Thankfully she says not today, that takes one priority off my table. 
For just fifteen minutes past 10, the sun surely has spread it veils with no remorse, it was a good thing I worn a sleeveless ‘A’ cut straight body fitting floral gown with a knee silts on both side. Paired with my ‘goes with anything’ black leather sandals. My gaze met with a fellow commuter, who is now taking few steps towards me. I wasn’t ready to answer questions about if I was related to the former beauty queen Agbani Darego, so I quickly entered the next tricycle that stopped in front of me. Not today brother, sorry. 
The herd of cars I met upon dropping at the address of the church, will have led me astray if not for the loud voices of people calling on their savior. Baba Loke must be doing something right or wrong if these cars were a representation of the flocks he was gathering. How did mama take off time for this? She always claimed to be choked up at her mini super mart.  It’s not a Sunday but wow! I was ushered into an entrance, where I was led to a florescent lighted room. There I met a miniature man, dressed in immaculate white buttoned-down T-shirt and brown khaki trousers. For a man with his height and size, he moved daintily. I was asked to washed my feet’s in a bowl of water and followed the man afterwards. Once I was done he offered me a scarf wordlessly, I almost didn’t take it from him because it smelled badly of someone who has mouth odour caused by sour garri. I take it from him; after all I was in church. I placed it loosely over my hair and wrapped the tails round my shoulder like an Alhaja. We entered a prayer room, painted with the claps and wails of prayer requests ascending from women of all class & sizes kneeling on an elevated part of a beautiful altar, there were just two doors I could see in sight, the one we came through and the one a woman was entering, almost looking like the wall itself. He gesture for me to kneel and pray, I told him I wasn’t here to pray but to see Baba Loke, he did the hand thing again while smiling. I decided to move farthest from prayers like “oh Lord, make that thing in-between his legs immobile” “Lord, I am almost due for delivery, change the sex of my baby and I’ll give you two big bulls for his naming” to kneel down and pray. I don’t if God was here to answer such prayers, but the needlelike goosebumps some of the women wails gave me, make me sent a silent plea to God. A tap came on my shoulder, it was Mr. Hands, he signaled for me to get up. I did and followed him almost to the end of the room, where a sliver& purple weaved basket was placed on a sturdy oaked hour-glassed shaped table. He smiled and spread his hands over the basket. Standing adjacent to each other, he repeated the gesture still smiling. Believe me when I say, I knew what he was saying, but my pocket refused to play catch with my brains. So, we stood staring at each other till he walked away. 
I was left standing for twenty minutes, if the grand clock above the door was correct. If the door had a door knob or button to press, the man won’t have met me there, when he came back with a woman ceremoniously crying and using ‘the given’ scarf to clean her face, as if she was washing a plate. They stopped in front of the weave basket as she genuflected while dropping a wad of cash in it, the basket beamed out rainbow colours, then was she allowed to stand up, and move to the door, which now opened and close behind her. Ah! Is this what mummy has being doing? Where does she get the money? My God! He stood where he was and watched me move to the basket. I felt like I have been punished but I couldn’t do much because I had to see Baba Loke today. I did what she did but dropping a one thousand Naira note. I move to stand up but his hands pressed me down. The basket hasn’t beamed but that wasn’t my problem, I was done being ‘obedient’. I know this place is called a house of God but God deserves true worship not acts of mediocre worship. I stood up and told him to take me to Baba Loke right now if not; I’ll allow the yeast in my boiling blood to give rise to the hulk in me, which will not be pleasant I assured him. 
Immediately the door was opened and I took big strides into it, it closed and the alarm bells in my head halfway sounded, I couldn’t stop myself but I was falling face down into the carpeted floor. I struggle to keep my eyes open but the waterfall of pains flowing from the back of my head was insurmountable. The last thing I saw before my eyes closed was a pair of emerald stilettos heels. 
I slowly became awake grudgingly to see I was alone in an office; my hands and feet were numbed from being tied, my throat was as dried as a camel’s back.
The door opened and she walks in. God, this must be a sick joke!
‘How are you here?’ I gasp out. ‘should the question not be, why?’ she retorts. Tomike, the light skinned six-foot-tall mistress of my father, stood with her hands behind her back, the one who threw a stone at our glass house. I eye her warily, as she comes closer, when she got close to me, she brings her hands to the front. In one palm was a gun.  My eyeballs couldn’t have pop out faster than they did. 
I try to scramble back; ‘wh whatttt are youuu doing with a gun Tomike?’ I try to control my breath, I was starting to get dizzy. Heh! My parents have killed me ooooh…
‘you’ll not actually kill me, right?” She laughs and points the gun directly to my chest.
‘I don’t understand, why eh Tomike, because of my dad?” I cry out. Her laughter was so wild and cheerful, that I saw the pretty lady behind the pistol.
‘Oh, so you still think I’m doing this because of an old man? Look around you Sarah! This is a well thought out plan. This ball has been rolling for two years honey! You think I don’t have something better to do than to allow a sagged sac to ride me eh?” ‘Girl you better wake up oh, if you didn’t come yesterday, everything would’ve being over by now, stupid girl!”
Her words knock the air off my lungs. Yesterday? I break down in tears. 
‘But why? I ask her, allowing the snort run down my mouth. ‘we don’t have money’ I assured her. 
She looks at me disgustingly, ‘if you know nothing of your sister’s wealth, then you guys were already broken before me’, She breath down my face. 
‘How much’ I whisper? Before she could answer, a loud bang knocks the door off the hinges, Tomike hiss loudly, as two armed men charges towards her, she pushed me backward while raising her gun for a shot. My back kiss the floor and I was out for the second time. 
When I came about, I was lying on a bed with my mum crying like a nightingale bird, I’ve being changed into a hospital robe, my head was bandaged, and legs feels like cemented poles. I could see my dad and brother standing at the foot of the bed. Looking relieved but tired. The tears came freely as my mum hugs me. We didn’t stop crying, till someone cleared his throat. It was a police officer, he asked my family to excuse him, while he speaks with me. My parent walks out hand in hand, Amazeballs! 
‘How did you find me sir?’ He smiles and asked how I was feeling, like overcooked noodles, I told him. He laughs and when on to tell me, it was actually my brother who informed the police. He was given a sick slip to come home, he saw me entering a Keke, and thought to follow me to the shop, only to see me drop at a church and didn’t come out again. He came running to the station at night. 
‘How was he able to convinced you guys? ‘where were my parents?’
‘Baba Loke, actually made sure your parents where not around. Your mum was on a ‘prayer retreat’ with him, he answered. ‘So, you mean, he wasn’t in the church to begin with?’ ‘No” he responds. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]‘Hei Hei’ I exclaim. ‘But how did my brother convince you guys’? 
‘I actually saw you that morning, I was about to approach you but you quickly boarded a fare. So, when your brother described you, I knew it was you. We took action and here we are’ he concludes. 
Warmth heat up my cheeks as he stares at me, I was flustered. Instead of saying I remembered him, I asked if Baba Loke was caught. Sadly, he wasn’t but Tomike and Mr. Hands are behind bars. There are a lot of things I want to know but for today, I’m tired. I told the officer I wanted to rest.
‘Of course, you’ve being through a lot, be rest assured we’re handing this case with utmost priority, I’ll see you tomorrow’ he says. ‘why?’ I press
‘Because I like you Sarah’ he says confidently. He walks out leaving me un-singled. 







