Thrice Bitten, Never Shy
You knew the girl was a witch when she held you by the neck and jammed your head into the wall.
Yeeee! You screamed and intensified your grip on her hair, but Kyauta was stronger. You knew you were no match for her sharp fingers, but you would never let her get away with slapping you every time she did.
“You’re a winch, Kyauta, see let me tell you. Evoool child. Bad girl. That’s why you cannot pass ordinary Junior WAEC.” Another hot slap followed and fresh hot tears streamed, but you wouldn’t relent. Your tongue was equal match for her slaps.
“You no go cheep kwayat, eeh Baby?” Your neighbour, Maman Priscilla shouted at you with her face pressed to the net of the room window. Kyauta had locked the door so you wouldn’t run out.
“Noo, leave am, Maman Priscilla, make she dey dey run mouth. Could you believe say this girl go dey lick soup when everybody never chop! Soup wey I keep say we go take chop tuwo by 12 so that we no go hungry before evening.” Kyauta explained and mouthed sheybi I’m a witch to you. She hit your head again on the wall.
“Ahh! That’s not what happened oo, Maman Priscilla…” sharp pain shot through your head as you tried to explain to your neighbour in English; you still didn’t know how to hold a conversation with your elders in pidgin. It’s disrespectful, Baby your father had said to you when he was still alive. That was the time you said comot to a visitor who sat on your favourite chair. Baba had told you then to always speak English, even when Ma spoke to you in pidgin during her moments of annoyance.
“Err, woya leave am, Kyau, she no go do am again.” 
“I no go leave this girl o, Maman Pris. This girl don too curse me, her own don too much.” Kyauta replied and you burst into loud tears. if Kyauta left you now, you knew you would rush into the kitchen and get the pestle. The girl’s own was too much, her legs had to be broken and this time you meant it. Afterall, Ma had always wanted to do it. You would help her.
…
“You haven’t answered me, aunt Baby. What kind of games did you and my mom play when you were kids if you didn’t own a playstation? Your nephew Jayce asked and you smiled.
“Your mom and I didn’t play any games, Jayce. Infact, your mom signed a pact with the devil to offer my head to him on a platter of bronze.
Kyauta shot up her head and laughed heartily, suddenly. “Don’t mind your aunt, Jayce. But we did play War Scatter now, didn’t we?
Jayce looked from you to his mother and back to you. What is War Scatter?
You smiled, wondering how someone would protect you with all they had, yet still want to kill you.

You Will Live to Declare…
War scattaaaaa! You screamed and opened fire with the rifle you held in your hands, constructed out of those batons used in holding ceiling boards to roofing. Your brother Mosay who was USA ran and hid behind the big drum in front of the house. The twins Hosea and Manasseh who were China hid behind a pile of blocks arranged beside baba Ishaq’s truck, while Ishaq was on your team, Russia.
The rule was simple; the one who raised the cry for battle stayed out in the open and shot, while the other countries threw shots from their place of hiding. 
From the side of your eyes you saw Ishaq jump from the wobbly wooden table that your mother used to put baskets upon baskets of dried black fish. Ishaq fell. He couldn’t get up.
That night, Ma went wild.” Ishaq had told his parents and Ma that you, Baby pushed him from the wooden table and he broke his ankle. Ma had to pay for the xray and Baba Shekwo who would fix the shifted bone.
“This night na im Baby go die for this house, because I don tire. Which kain wahala be this one? Everyday one wahala. Infact make all of una just die make I see road clear. Ah-ahn!”
“Babyyyyyyy! Where she dey? Where Baby dey? I no understand how person go get chindren, the chindren go plan say make the mama die. But instead of make I die, all of una go die, one by one, but I go start with Baby.”
Ma held up the rat poison tied in doubled transparent nylon she had gotten from the man who hawked magani bera every evening and went on and on about how she would put the poison in your meals so she could finally be free.
That night you saw Kyauta tiptoe into the toilet with the rat poison and come out empty-handed. It was dark, but you knew. You knew because you had peeped to see where Ma would hide the rat poison. You didn’t know Kyau too had noted the location. Not like you would have done anything about it, like flushing the poison as Kyau did, you just wanted to know. Plus you weren’t even sure Kyauta had flushed the poison, you just assumed she did and you never bothered to ask. You never even mentioned that you saw her that night.
For the rest of the week, Kyauta had made the kitchen her second room. She cooked all the meals and even when Ma decided there was a special meal to cook, Kyauta stood in the kitchen and served your food specially.
Sometimes you wondered if Ma would truly have poisoned you and you knew Kyauta did too; that was why she took to preparing food.
Threatening to kill was Ma’s specialty, but she had never come up with the threat of poisoning.

How to Commit Suicide Without Actually Doing It Yourself 
“Me I cannot go to school with one book o! You stood in front of the room window, grumbling about how you would compile all your notes in one exercise book, then start suffering to recopy all those notes into their various books when Ma finally got them. And knowing Ma very well, it would take till the third week of resumption before she got all the complete exercise books.
Kyauta stood a little far from you, holding her lunch packed in a transparent takeaway, inside a black nylon bag and urging you to leave the books matter till after school, so you both would be on you way. She had a look on her face like she would cry any moment, but you had your own worries now to be bothered about going to school late on the first day of resumption.
“Baby comot from my window, dey go school now! Ma said quietly from inside the room, with a firmness that had an extra warning to it.
“I’m not going!” You screamed and did the 360 with your hands following you, then you sat on the pavement with your arms folded. “Sheybi Ma has money and she don’t want to bring. What of the money that uncle Tony gave us yesterday, sheybi I gave Ma, she should bring my share let me go and buy book with it.” You screamed the last part.
Kyauta walked up to you and gave you a hot knock. It was a bait you refused to take this time around. You knew what Kyauta was doing, because that was what she always did each time she wanted to pull you out of the troubles your tongue always landed you in with Ma. It was her way of saying let me do it before Ma would do it. Because you both knew that when Ma starts, she wouldn’t stop until her ancestors came and usually, it took thirty minutes for those ancestors to wake up, plus an extra thirty to convince Ma to drop whatever it was she decided she would use to handle your case.

There was the time Ma sent you to collect her money from Iya Basi who had bought a basket of fish from her three weeks ago. You had stood in front of Ma for three minutes before she shouted “No be you I send, Baby?” then you gave an angry “I’m not going” with an over zealousness that made you stand within your mother’s reach.
You had been to Iya Basi’s house the previous day, and the day before, and the day before that one, and three other days in a row before that one. The last time, Iya Basi told you to tell your mother to stop disturbing her, that she wasn’t running away from the villa and she would bring the money to her. “When I have it” she said to you the last night and you wished it wasn’t dark so she could see that you were willing to bite off her ears, if only you could. And if she could read minds too, to see that you hated her so much for fixing her nails and making those really tight ghana weaving, yet she couldn’t find money to pay for the fish she bought on credit. Ordinary fish.
You dared not have told Ma that Iya Basi said she would bring her money whenever she had it, because you knew what would follow. Ma would be angry. Not at Iya Basi for owing her money for a long period of time, but at Kyauta and you, and Mosay, and Hosea and Manasseh. For being too many. For asking for too much and demanding a lot from her; like demanding for sugar when you easily could have just used salt to drink your garri. For not being like Shiktra and Nankwat who brought prizes from school and won cash gifts for coming first at the Bible quiz during the children Sunday school class.
You never would have told Ma that the woman asked you to comot from her house when you stood there like a pole for twenty minutes, because you didn’t want to go home to Ma without any money. You didn’t tell her either, that you heard her call you bad pikin as she entered her house, then you kicked the peeled corn she had dried on sacks, onto the ground.
So when you told Ma you weren’t going to Iya Basi’s house, that day, Kyauta yanked at your ears right after Ma pulled out her bathroom slippers to reset your head. And when you reached Iya Basi’s house, Basiru told you that his mama no dey, but you knew you saw the back side of her wrapper and the orange hair she wore as she entered her house. You didn’t even argue with Basiru, you just ran home.

“Shut up and let’s go, Baby.” Kyauta pulled you from the pavement but you pushed her.
“Leave me. Are you the one who is going to school like almajiri? First, my uniform skirt have tear and Ma refused to give me money to go to mai dinki. Now I’m going to school with one book as if I’m the only person that is suffering.”
Ma came out with Mosay’s belt. “Weytin you talk, Baby, shey na book you go chop for this house?” She slapped the belt together, Kyauta took four steps backwards and you got up from the pavement, wailing now.
You climbed the mango tree in your house that you were going to kill yourself. You told Ma she was not your mother, she was only pretending because she had promised your father on his deathbed that she’d take care of you. That was when Ma dropped the belt, plucked a slim branch that she would see to it that you committed that suicide you so wanted. 
“Sheybi you say na die you want? Oya dey climb that tree now, Baby. I go help you die today.” She had words for each time the whip landed on your legs, urging you to keep climbing and Kyauta stood there, crying. 
You did climb, then you called her a witch. 

…
“Aunt Baby, come into our room let me teach you to play the PS4.” Your nephew said to you, pulling your fingers.
“Leave your aunt alone, Jayce. She didn’t come all the way here to play with you.” Kyauta faced you now. 
“You didn’t invite Ma for your house opening?” And without turning, “Jayce go to your room”. 
You choked on the water you were drinking and set the glass on the side table. 
“She said that!” There was this horrified look on your face. “I personally called Ma to tell her and even sent her pictures.”
“Well, you didn’t send her a gift box. She viewed my status. You know your mother, Baby.”
“What are you even saying, Kyau, weigh-bill that chinkili thing to  Abuja? No nau! Na me go still pay for flight to and fro for the opening o” you picked your glass of water again, sipped like it was juice then set it down quickly. 
“Do you know what Ma said to me last year when I got that job with Microsoft? She said she was retiring.” Kyauta laughed. 
“I asked her ‘from what?’ I sha told her to zero her mind if she ever thought I’d be her retirement plan. You know me, Kyau. You know I do not like when responsibilities are forced on me. I cannot be funding Ma’s business, sending her monthly allowance, yet she wants me to take full responsibility of her every-every.”
Kyauta smiled. “You know, your mouth was our greatest terror in that house.”
“Ah! I needed it o, I still do sef. Imagine how I would have ended up broken if not for the odeshi on my tongue. I be akpuruka o. Na this tongue I use finish those seniors wey dey bully person for sec school those years, Kyau. Akpuruka no dey break.”
You flexed your toes and sipped your water again, Kyauta’s eyes followed your movement. 
“So imagine say I decide to get married and have kids now, I can’t even let Ma be with my kids alone. I mean, she’s good with babies, but not with children. Ah! What if my kids do not come out with the kind of resistance I have? Shey you understand what I mean? Ma doesn’t know that kids have a mind of their own, just like every other adult. She needs to learn this.”
Kyauta nodded and laughed. “Old fufu.” She teased and you kicked her feet with yours and smiled. 
“I was an understanding child o. You all just didn’t explain things to me.” You picked your glass. 
