FRECKLES AND FIRE.

Nova's Perspective:
I stormed away from him, letting the door slam shut behind me, even though I knew it wasn't intentional. His behavior had upset me, and I needed to cool off. As I walked, my anger burned within me, but my energy started to wane, and the sun's heat bore down on my neck. Seeking shade, I found refuge near a roundabout decorated with painted rocks and a metal sculpture of a boy reading. I glanced around, taking in the surroundings – the chapels, guesthouses, and a Catholic church to my right, while a road led to a praying area surrounded by tall trees on my left. I prayed there once in my first year, staying fixed to a spot as the rain invaded the privacy of my body, water trickling from between my legs. At a point, it felt like I was peeing myself. Pee is always warm, Nova. It couldn’t have been pee.
My mind wandered to memories of the library, its inviting scent, and the calm it brought. The incident with him replayed in my mind – the way he tore into my essays with frustration evident in his strokes. Why was he so frustrated? And how could he call my masterpiece mediocre? The pressure that was building up in my brain receded as I closed my eyes imagining the smell of the books at the library, especially the classic ones with their sweet earthy scent. The woody scent of the library was calling me and I wanted nothing more than to answer. 
It was 2:30pm when I reached the gate. The cacophony of noises filled the air. A man in worn neon t-shirt whose breath smelled of fish and onions, asked me for loose change. I swerved past the nose-masks sellers, an evangelist whose megaphone competed with the music blaring through the speakers across the road and ducked to avoid being hit by the girl with a tray of oranges on her head, before jumping over a puddle to prevent my sneakers from getting stained only to get stepped on by a tiny girl rushing past me. I scowled as I settled at the edge of the pavement, suspending the front part of my feet and waved down a bike.
“Kingsway? How much?”
He closed his eyes for a moment before turning to me, a smile forming at the corners of his lips. His smile revealed a green patch close to the left corner of his upper teeth. He must have had vegetables for lunch. 
“200. Only you I go carry”
He lied. It was N100 but I didn’t haggle. He probably needed it more. 
The library came into view as we turned into Kingsway Street. One could see the old brown roof sitting on its form like an ill-fitted crown. The grey brick-built house stood behind me, serving as a shade from the sun. I turned to the eight-windowed building and wondered what the architect was thinking when he designed a staircase directly above the entrance of the library. Its familiar woody smell with a tinge of antiseptic welcomed me and I do a quick dance. Peju cleaned.
  I playfully embraced Peju. She smelled of a mixture of sex, smoke and detergent. She directed me to the back office, where the scents of spring and jasmine mixed in the air. I sat down, contemplating the day's events, my mind racing between thoughts of him, Peju's openness about intimacy, and the figurines on the shelf. But my thoughts were interrupted by a mysterious sound, footsteps echoing through the library. Peju dismissed it as probably a rat or a stray cat, but my curiosity got the better of me.
Determined to investigate, I ventured into the library's reception area, my unease growing with every step. The wooden floor creaked underfoot, and I questioned whether it was my imagination or something more sinister. Peju's laughter echoed from upstairs, and I felt both relief and anxiety. What was happening here?
The back office carried the scent of a delightful spring blend, reminiscent of fresh rain-kissed grass intertwined with the warm, earthy allure of jasmine. The gentle flicker of the candle danced in the corner, resting upon the spot where the old phonograph had once stood. This candle was special, the very one her daddy had brought back for her from the UK on a previous occasion. In the midst of her story, there was a missing word, "sugar," though that seemed to fade in importance. 
I couldn't help but notice how her eyes sparkled like fireworks while she talked. As she discussed the details of strokes, positions, and sounds, I tried to ignore the warm, tingling sensation that seemed to be driving me insane. I discreetly pressed my thighs together, attempting to quell the sensation that her words had ignited. Think good thoughts, Nova. Think of Him. I listened as she declared with a smile – that one she always had when she knew the other person couldn’t do better than her; the ugly smug smile that I wanted to wipe off her face with a slap; that the candle will only be for intimate occasions. Having put my thoughts in order, I sat up and asked;
“Won’t you think of your daddy when you are doing it?”
Our conversation turned awkward. She quickly changed the subject. I feigned disinterest in the question I had posed, masking my irritation at how she flaunted the fact that she was sexually active. Deep down, I was jealous the closest I had been to romance were the erotic comics I read at Mr. Gods power’s pre-loved bookshop on my street. 
Feeling a mix of emotions, I caressed the candle, allowing its aroma to engulf me. An intrusive voice whispered thoughts, urging me to touch myself. Battling the inner turmoil, as frustrating as it was, I didn’t want Him staring at me while I did it. I cleared my throat, calming the raging hormones and buckled my belt. The new arrivals were in three black boxes carelessly stacked by the door. I bent to lift the first book when I heard the sound again; the soft footsteps running across the wooden floor.
 Determined to investigate, I ventured into the library's reception area, my unease growing with every step. The wooden floor creaked underfoot, and I questioned whether it was my imagination or something more sinister. Peju's laughter echoed from upstairs, and I felt both relief and anxiety. What was happening here? It was five when I finished arranging the books according to publishers at first, then according to titles, before deciding they were best arranged according to disciplines. They were still going at it. 
I made my way upstairs, passing cigarette butts and discarded items. Peju was waiting, wearing a disheveled red polo shirt, her demeanor off. As she wiped her mouth, I couldn't help but notice the red stain on her shoulder. Hushed whispers and gentle thudding filled the silence while I waited for her to respond. When she finally showed up, she was in a red polo shirt with her hair disheveled. She wiped the liquid off the side of her mouth and showed me her you-are-interrupting-me smile. 
I ignored it; my eyes were settled on the black patch of thread on the left shoulder of the shirt she was wearing. I let out laughter so alien it startled me and cleared my throat, stopping my eyes from reacting to the truth my brain had picked up, joining my heart in its denial. 
Grandma Pearl's Perspective:
Watching Nova storm away, I sighed. She was a whirlwind of emotions, a fiery spirit that often consumed her. That girl had intensity within her that could be both her strength and her downfall. As she walked briskly, I knew she would tire herself out soon. 
I observed her from a distance, her posture a mix of defiance and vulnerability. Those freckles on her face gave her an air of innocence, but I knew that she held a world of complexity within her. I decided to catch up with her, knowing that sometimes a listening ear was all she needed.
Approaching her, I found her seated in a corner, lost in her thoughts. Her face held a storm of emotions, and her body language spoke of a battle within. I squatted down beside her, not saying anything at first. She needed her space to process, but I was there when she was ready to talk.
She finally looked up, her eyes red from tears, and mumbled about feeling like a mess. I chuckled softly and offered a reassuring smile. It was typical of her to let her emotions overwhelm her, but I also knew that she was strong enough to overcome them. 
Her phone vibrated, and her expression shifted as she hesitated to pick it up. I could sense her internal struggle. I whispered words of caution, reminding her of the danger of this side of town and the importance of prioritising her safety.
She waved off my concerns, her mind focused on the call. I knew he would try to sweet-talk his way back into her heart, and I couldn't help but shake my head at his persistence. Only I called her "Nova girl," and I didn't appreciate his attempts to steal that intimacy.
She tried to wipe the mud off her faded blue mum jeans, but it only absorbed it more. “Arrgh, I look and feel a mess! This is stupid”, she whined. That’s it. That’s the girl I know. I beg her not to take a bike. Sitting on metal is really uncomfortable. Yup! You guessed it.
“Skssksss”
Peju's Perspective:
Oh, how utterly endearing – those naive freckles casting their innocent glow upon your oh-so-silly face. It's almost entertaining to watch people be deceived by appearances, believing you to be a picture of innocence. But I know better, don't I? I see through those layers you try so hard to hide.
Remember that day at the book fair? How could I forget – you, strutting around in those red short shorts and that grey tank top that barely bothered to conceal your navel. Fashion advice from me to you: stick to covering tops with shorts or long trousers; tank tops are for shorts, not this pathetic attempt at modesty. Flirting with the rules of fashion, are we? And him – the accessory of the moment, clinging to you like a lost puppy. I observed your little display – the halfhearted arm slaps, the fingers lingering just a bit too long on his chest. Adorable, really, your attempt at flirtation. But let's not kid ourselves; it's hardly your strong suit.
Ah, yes, the audacity to try to change the world, to believe you could be the spark that ignites a revolution. But the world has a way of molding you, bending your spirit until you question every bit of your existence. And why, you might wonder? A question that hung in the air as my mother's slap met my face, her hand stained with the blood of my defiance.
"Why are you always so damn angry?" my mother had dared to ask, as if my fury were something to be tucked away neatly. I held her gaze, my silence screaming louder than any words. How could I not be angry? How does one reconcile the reality of fighting for survival in a world they never asked to be a part of? The muscles in my legs tightened, a primal instinct preparing me to flee, as her palm struck my face.
"Talking to thin air, were you? Even radios get more response," she scoffed, her words dripping with condescension. Tough love, that's what they called it, I suppose – a twisted language where pain becomes affection, violence turns to care. Spare the rod and spoil the child, they chant, as if their love is measured in the welts on my back. They loved me so much, they wanted to ensure I didn't rot away into a life of ruin.
And now, as my gaze moved from your face to your exposed skin, I wondered. Your flawless canvas, unmarred by the marks of love. How different your life must have been – your parents embracing you with open arms, not with belts soaked in holy water and oil. My parents' declarations of love involved brooms and rituals, leaving me stripped of dignity and hair. A father who claimed a prophet had diagnosed rebellion within me, a mother who insisted my hair was a distraction to my salvation.
Your tattoo peeked out from beneath the strap of your tank top – a small red heart that betrayed your privilege. My parents' love manifested in chants and lashes, their desperation to save my soul driving them to break me. I watched as you laughed, carefree, seemingly untouched by the weight of the world. And in that moment, I realised – you were the embodiment of everything I wasn't.
Enough about you, though. This spotlight is mine, a moment to shine light on my own story. My parents, those larger-than-life figures, squabbling over whose voice could be heard by the divine. And there I was, the pitiful grass that bore the brunt of their conflict.
[bookmark: _GoBack]As their voices intertwined in a cacophony of faith, I found myself lost in the rhythm of the chaos. My mother's unexpected twist, using her voice to mockingly echo my father's concerns, brought an unexpected smile to my lips. Their love, displayed in all its twisted glory, a theater of devotion for a higher power that I was beginning to doubt even cared.
"Praise His name," my father's baritone voice resonated, his anger barely contained. Our eyes locked, and I knew the lecture that awaited. The predictable discourse about my upbringing, their sacrifices, the inevitable fluorescent metaphor. I listened, knowing well the script he was reciting. And then, my mother took her turn, launching into a spirited bout of tongues that silenced my father's complaints.
But what caught me off guard was her question, her genuine curiosity. "What does it matter whose voice is the loudest? Does it mean He won't hear your voice too?" She locked eyes with my father, a mocking innocence dancing in her gaze. In that moment, I dared to hope that maybe, just maybe, they were human enough to recognise the absurdity of their competition for divine attention.
But as my mother's eyes met mine, the glint of madness returning, I knew that hope was a fickle thing. The evening ended as it always did, with physical pain and metaphysical lessons, pepper rubbed into fresh wounds as if to cleanse my rebellion.
And there you were, an unwitting player in the theater of my life, a spectator to the clash of elephants. I approached you, extending an olive branch masked as a smile, the facade of camaraderie thinly veiling my true intentions. I wouldn't waste my moment talking about you – after all, this was my time to shine, to share my own narrative, my own battles.
The spotlight was mine, and I was determined to seize it.
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