If someone had told me,  that there will be a time in my life,  when i will need a man enough to hire one, i would have laughed in their face. 
What is more galling is that i am doing all of this so someone can collect my hard earned 1.2 million Naira and rent me an apartment. 
I do love that apartment, the last one they showed me.
 It was spacious. Something that is almost unheard of in Lagos apartments. Space. 
In almost all of the apartments they have shown me, you can hardly squeeze into the toilets , and  the kitchen can only hold one person at a time. 
But that last apartment was just perfect. 
It was in a gated estate with a security guard at the gate. The surroundings are superb. Beautifully paved streets , well manicured  lawns with trees and flowers on both sides.
The space in front of the house can park two cars without problems.
 The landlord had explained to me that he didn’t build the house for renting but it was intended for his son who lives in the United States. His son had wanted to come back and start a business in Nigeria but had changed his mind. 
That explains a lot. 
The living room was large and there is a separate dining area. The two bedrooms were also roomy , unlike the storage closet-sized matchboxes  pretending to be rooms,  that I’ve has been seeing in the past two months since i started looking for a place. 
The toilets has a glass enclosed shower stall and a bathtub. 
A bathtub. I dreamt of Friday evenings. My body  submerged in lavender scented warm water.  A couple of scented candles lending a magical glow to the room. A good R&B on the stereo and a glass of sauvignon blanc in my hands. 
Even the price was perfect. 1.2 Million Naira,  including the agency and agreement fee. I had seen apartments that are not up to the standard of this one in the same area , that costs more . 
I didn’t even argue,  i pulled out my cheque book and began to write. 
“Madam wait” the landlord started, holding out his hand like a traffic police officer,  I need to see your oga to make sure he likes it before i collect your money or sign any papers”. 
“My oga?  I asked. 
“I mean your husband,  my wife and i can only rent to family people” he said. 
“So if i was a single lady,  you won’t rent me this apartment” i asked. 
“Ah , no, i won’t try it”. 
“why “ i asked. 
“Madam,  this is not an interview,  i can’t rent my house to a single lady, are you not married?”. 
He asked the question in a voice that says if you are not married at this age, you shouldn’t live in the same place as decent people. 
I panicked. I am not losing this apartment. Not again and not like this. In searching for this apartment,  this is the fifth landlord that had refused to rent his place to a single lady,  i didn’t really care about the other places. Their apartments wasn’t that wonderful. But i want this one,  i am not losing my bubble bath because some landlord still lives in dark ages. 
So i said yes. I am married but he doesn’t stay all the time. He works for an oil company,  he stays two weeks on the rig and one week at home. 
He beamed. Obviously, marrying an oil man meets his approval. 
“If i can’t see him,  at least let me talk to him, i will come and meet him in person when he is around” he said. 
“Of course,  let me see if he would pick, sometimes he may be too busy to pick calls”. 
I called my younger brother Tony. He picked on the Second ring. 
“ Hey sweetheart” i said in a sing song voice,  “are you too busy to talk now? “ i asked . 
“Na wah,  this one you are calling me sweetheart in that sweet voice, how much do you want to borrow” he asked laughing. 
“Darling,  i am with the landlord,  he wants to talk to the man of the house before he gives us the apartment. By the way the place is so beautiful ,  you will love it when you get back from the rig,  i don’t want us to lose this one” i said. 
Tony understood the assignment. 
“Give him the phone” he said. 
Whatever he said pleased the man greatly,  he was all smiles when he handed the phone back. 
“I haven’t met your husband but i already like him, let me know immediately he gets back next week” he said. 
He took my cheque and i signed the tenancy agreement. I can move in anytime i want. He handed me the keys and left. 
I called Tony back. 
“What on earth did you tell him,  that made him so happy” i asked. 
“Oh,  i promised him a bottle of wine when i come back from the rig next week” he replied laughing. He obviously enjoyed the charade. 
“And how are you planning to give it to him” i asked. 
“Chick ,  i live in your apartment, one week in each month from now on,  i am the man of the house,  don’t forget that”
“You’ve forgotten ,  you leave for China in three days” i said
“Oh fuck,  how could i have forgotten that” he said. 
“ Yeah,  oh fuck is a good way to put it, now I’m fucked if i don’t find a man to play you”
“You are the one who told the guy you were married not me”. 
The following day,  i went to Lucia’s house. 
It was like walking into a war. 
The apartment was in chaos as usual. Throw pillows strewn everywhere,  stuffed animals and Lego pieces competing for space on the floor.  
Amanda, Lucia’s 10 year old daughter,  an absolute angel,  sat on the floor in the dining area away from the chaos painting. 
Lucia’s Luck ran out after Amanda. 
Her seven year old twin boys and her youngest who is four,  are noise monsters. 
I nicknamed them the cute and the restless. 
The twins were warring over the ownership of a battery powered helicopter while their younger brother did a weird dance that involves jumping and squatting at intervals yelling ‘onga bonga, onga bonga at the top of his lungs. 
“What is he this time” i asked Lucia
“Some kind of caveman, i guess” she replied laughing. 
“You sounded attacked on the phone “ she said. 
“ I am  attacked” i replied
“I thought you said you got the apartment? ” she asked . 
“Yeah i did for now,  but i am not sure how long i can hold onto it” i replied. 
“What do you mean? “
“Lucia i need a husband”
“ Haven’t i been telling you that for the past ten years babes? , there’s this my husband’s friend. . ”
I cut her short before she goes into match making mode. 
“Not a real husband” i said
Lucia looked at me as if i have gone crazy. I explained the situation. 
“You told your landlord you were married?”
“Lucia you should see the apartment, it is superb, and the bathtub, Oh my God” i gushed. 
“You put yourself in this mess because of a bathtub?
“I did it for you too, imagine your self in that bathtub, on a Friday evening,  the aroma of lavender intoxicating your senses,  warm water soothing your skin,  beautiful music playing, a glass of wine in your hands and no screaming infants because Grace is babysitting”. 
Lucia ‘s face took on a dreamy expression her eyes half closed. 
“We have to get you a husband,  we are not losing that bathtub” she said. 
I hugged her and we both burst into laughter. 
“I wish i could borrow Fred” i said with a sigh. 
“I would happily lend you Fred if he was here” she said. 
Fred is Lucia’s husband who is currently in the University of Cape Town studying for a PHD. 
“What are we going to do” i asked Lucia. 
“Trust your babe, before next week, i will get you a trophy for your landlord”. She said. 
I left Lucia’s house feeling lighter. She was the one person i know i could completely rely on. If anybody could get me a husband in a week,  it would be Lucia. 
I had met Lucia my first day at University. I was looking for my lecture hall and asked her for directions. She was also in the same predicament and when  we found out we were in the same department ,  we went looking together. We ended up  in the wrong lecture hall and was forced to sit through a lecture on Pottery in Ancient Egypt. Lucia actually took notes , explaining to me that no knowledge is wasted. After the experience we became fast friends 
We’ve been each other’s support system over the years. 
I saw her through the storm that almost broke-up her and Fred. Their marriage almost caved in under the burden of caring for their kids. I was a major bridge through which they found their way back to each other. 
She saw me through my battle with cancer. She held my hands and rubbed my back through every bout of nausea and fatigue after each chemo session. 
She applauded me the loudest when i beat the disease. 
I went to the jewelry shop on my way back and got myself a nice ring. I believe in doing things thoroughly. If i am going to fake-marry,  i might as well do it well and get a ring. 
It was nothing fancy, just a simple silver wedding band with a small Swarovski crystal at the centre. 
The following day i went furniture shopping with Lucia. I wore the ring. 
Lucia was aghast when she saw it. 
“Chick aren’t you taking this thing a bit too far” she asked. 
“What if i run into the landlord ? ” i asked
“Ok o,  suit yourself,  married woman” she said laughing. 
The hustlers who stay around the stores trying to drum up customers to the stores they are affiliated with for commission surrounded us as we approached. 
“Madam follow me,  i know where you can get the best quality for the lowest prices” one cajoled . 
Another one boldly dragged my left hand and then saw the ring. 
“Madam no  vex o , i no know say you be married woman” he said in broken English. 
That week,  i noticed a subtle change in the way people treated me, especially men. It was as if they had more respect for me. 
It was really interesting. 
Other women too. At the mall,  a lady struck up a conversation with me about how the cost of everything has gone up. 
“When you try to tell these men to increase the upkeep money,  they behave like you are trying to steal from them, even though i do sometimes” she said as she smiled and winked at me. Sisters and co-conspirators in the ancient art of thwarting stingy men. 
The ring was like a sort of password , an admittance into a fold of respectability into which i was hitherto denied admission. I must admit it felt good until it didn’t. I got angry. 
When did being in your late thirties and being unmarried become a crime ?. 
Why do i have to have a husband to rent an apartment i can very well afford?. 
Why does a fake wedding ring has the power to command more respect than i do?. 
Even after every battle i’ve fought and won in my life. How can i not be worth more than fake silver and a little Swarovski?. 
It wasn’t fair from whichever angle you look at it. 
I hated that ring. I wanted to watch it dissolve in acid. I wanted to see it suffer. But then i realised it wasn’t the ring’s fault. It was the society that gave the ring its power. It was the society in which i live,  that made the ring a symbol of respectability. 
In the midst of my angst, Lucia called. She has a perfect candidate for my fake husband. 
We’ve been very fortunate , she told me. We even got an authentic oil man. 
The guy that lives in the house behind her’s only comes in once in a while. She had always wondered at the type of job he did and she hadn’t seen any girls visiting him. So when he came in that week,  She had thought of my predicament and in typical Lucia Fashion,  she had taken the bull by the horns and approached the guy. 
He had agreed to meet me that evening and seems very excited about all of it. 
So we met at Verdant Mall. My fake husband- to- be was a hunk. Tall, dark athletic and handsome just the way i like my men. I like him. 
We shook hands, he looked at my ring and quirked an eyebrow in question. 
“I have to make it look  real” i said. 
“I have to get me one of those then” he said. 
We had lunch and he paid. Did i already say i like him. 
He complements my ring. Now i have a fake husband to go with my fake ring. Together we went to meet the landlord. Wale, my “husband” went with a bottle of good Jonny Walker,  Red Label, the man was thrilled. 
“Now i know who is renting my property” he said.  I was there all along,  i thought he saw me when i wrote a check of 1.2 Million Naira. It had my name on it ,  but he didn’t. But now he saw Wale,  he wasn’t invisible,  i am!. 
I was not angry,  just defeated. But on the upside,  i secured my bathtub. Plus, ppWale said i better prepare the visitor’s room. Every time he has his week off, he plan to spend it with his wife,  fake or not. 
As for the ring,  i will hold onto it for a while. 


 






