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KOROKPE: I found love In A Public Bus.

It was eight am. I had dashed out of my apartment, one shoe on one feet and another under my armpit. As I passed my apartment door, I heard a familiar voice call out my name.

"Sister Toun!"

I recognize that voice anywhere. I closed my eyes and tried to manage my anger before turning around and forcing a grin.

"Good morning, I was thinking that boya you can help me buy feul for my gen on your way back".


Bimbo was sitting down on an apoti, a basin of soaked cloths sitting in front of her with her wrapper pulled between her thighs, exposing her thick , light skin thighs, in slight contrast to  rest of her tan body. She rubbed her soapy hands against her wrapper and from her bra she brought out a few thousands.

"I no dey go that side, I no fit see feul"
I was lying. I was infact going to that side. I was just not a fan of her nor her generator that kept everyone up at night while she did whatever with the caretaker. Non of my business, but then I wasn't going to be a part of something that brought suffering to me and the entire compound. So before she said anything else, I hopped out of the main gate. I was already late as it was.

It took me a while to find transport so I had to walk a bit, further wasting my time. I finally got to a bus stop and decided to wait for a bus. I was already late, how bad could it get ?

 I stood over a puddle of water and thought it was a good idea to fix my make up with the reflection , and when I thought the day wasn't going to get any worse, it did. A car drove past and splattered the water all over my face.

Luckily or unluckily, I was wearing a black coperate dress, the best I had at the time. I meticulously picked it up for the job interview I had in a few hours. I didn't want to pick an overly bright outfit least I come off as intimidating. Black just screamed classy, but not classy enough to be a treat. I really needed the job.

 I took a quick look at my reflection in a car packed by the side of the road. It looked fine to me, no visible stain in sight. I however had to wipe my make up off real quick. There was no point trying to fix something that was completely ruined in the first place. Two months of religious skincare just had to come through for me. I felt most confident in my natural state anyway.


A Korokpe finally stopped and I got in with two other people, one secondary school student and a man whose name I'd learn is Sodiq. Korokpe is to Osogbo what Danfo is to Lagos. Blue instead of yellow but just as raggedy and the drivers have a similar bad temper.

Sodiq wasn't tall but he wasn't short either. He didn't exactly fit the conventional standards of beauty for men in this part of Nigeria nor did he resemble the heroine's love interest in a romance novel but there was something alluring about his resting face, his perfectly crooked teeth and his demeanor.

He sat next to me and smelled so good. I quietly hoped the mud incident didn't make me smell. I figured, even if it did, his scent would probably drown it all. I inched close to him and was tempted to rest my head on his shoulders. The thought got ruined by a new passenger that got in on the way with her fowl.

I had never been scared of birds but had never really been a fan of them either. She held the fowl by the wings and for a moment it almost felt like it was also a passenger and not just luggage.

"Wo le kpelu changi e o" 


The feathers of the bird was in constant contact with my bare skin and it made my skin crawl. I used that as an excuse to inch even closer to Mr not so tall, dark and alluring. He noticed this and let out a little laugh.

"What's funny?" I found myself saying.

" You are scared of birds?"

" hmm, maybe just a little bit" I replied without looking up at him. My facial expression would probably give me away. His voice had me blushing. Thank God for melanin, I'd have looked like  a tomato. Why on earth would I want to feul a Nigerian man's ego?


The woman with the fowl was chubby. She had a scarf over her head that matched the wrapper around her waist. She had folds on her neck adorn with threads of sweat. She was dark skin and her folds of sweaty skin looked like melting chocolate. Not in the delicious way, thought. I felt suffocated.
I didn't understand why she was sweating, the sun wasn't harsh that time of the year. She had balls of sweat forming on her forehead and instead of her to use her white handkerchief she was previously using to wipe around her neck this woman though it was a good idea to use her finger to wipe her forehead and splash her sweat soaked finger against my own face.


I made to attack, but I refrained from it. Partly because I was just shocked at the audacity and partly because I didn't want to seem uncivilized to Sodiq. What would this fine boy think of me. I mean, I don't live for male validation but...

This woman realized she acted barbaric and muttered a sorry which in my opinion was worse than just keeping quiet. That was the most shallow sorry I had ever heard in my life and trust me when I say I've been around very shallow people.

Did I mention this woman smelled? I don't know if it was her or her God forsaken fowl, but something didn't just smell right. She was adulterating the mesmerizing scent of Sodiq with her stench but was it really worth mentioning? I didn't have time for drama this early in the morning, I had an interview to attend and an image to uphold. So I did exactly what any pretty girl in my condition would do; sit quietly.

The bus stopped again and this time two other people got in, a woman with clown like make up and an older man who had a bit of a struggle getting into the bus.

I always wondered if certain men found that kind of make up attractive but then again I had grown old enough to understand that some men don't have to find you attractive to want to sleep with you. 

They both sat down at the back of the bus, behind us and she was chewing gum like her life depended on it. I didn't need to see her to know, I heard clicking sounds of popping bubble gum and sprinkles of saliva on the back of my neck. I really hate public transport.

Sodiq's phone vibrated and he brought it out of his pocket to check what it was. He squeezed his bushy yet perfectly shaped brows together, curious, before checking the screen. And I know what you are about to say, " Detoun, don't peep into that man's phone". But do I listen? No, I don't, I never listen.

I activated my peripheral vision and got a glimpse of the lockscreen. It was a picture of him and another woman. They looked very happy, too happy. He had slightly fleshy cheeks and squinted eyes when he laughed, his crooked teeth the same color as the white of his eyes . The woman, she was light skin with a slender face and a beauty mark sitting just above her perfectly plump lips. She was pretty, prettier than I was. My chest felt tight.

Before I could stop myself, I let out a hiss. He turned his head towards me and gave me a look. I didn't turn to read what the look was, I was too upset with him. We hadn't even started seeing each other and he was cheating on me.


The bus stopped and let the student come down. It was time for her to pay. She brought out a fifty naira note and refused eye contact with the driver.

"Hundred naira lowo e na". The driver said in a coarse voice, saliva flying from his mouth. He sounded drunk. 

The student didn't budge and just continued to extend a worn out fifty naira.

" I be student na, na fifty naira I get".
" Me wey no go school, I no get sense abi?You no hear say feul don cost? Abi something dey work this one_" The veins on his neck and forehead looked like they could pop if he strained them hard enough. His eye balls were this close to popping out of his sockets.

"Driver, don't worry, I'll pay. Go to school quickly, you are already late" Sodiq said, calming the nerves of the driver. Only God knows what he would have done to the girl if Sodiq hadn't intervened.

He looked good, smelled good and was nice too? Take me to church Papi.

Focus Adetoun, Focus.

The driver gave the girl a last look before hissing and starting the bus again, turning the neck of the stirring wheel aggressively, a couple naira notes peeking through his fingers.

"naso them dey do".

The driver kept mumbling something inaudible for some time before he finally went quiet.


"Fine boy" I heard from behind me. It was the clown faced, chewing gum chewing, saliva sprinkling  woman. 

Sodiq turned to respond. I resisted the urge to sniff his neck, he had a fresh tapper cut. What was a guy like him looking for in a Korokpe anyway?

" And I get this thing for you o".
Sodiq tilted his head to the side slightly, confused.


" Opa eyin, as fine boy wey you be, so you fit handle this your gefren ". She said, bulging her fist and extending her hand to imitate what the male genitalia would look like erect. Opa eyin in Yoruba translates to spinal cord.

 It is a popular name given to local herbal medicine that helps with diarrhea and most importantly and most commonly used to improve sexual poweress in men. This woman had absolutely no decorum.
 It was me, I was the gefren.

A part of me really wanted him not to correct her and just laugh it off uncomfortably but nothing ever really went my way now did it?
 Instead he said; " Oh, she's not my girlfriend. I don't have a girlfriend actually and I doubt I'm her type anyway".

He said the last part looking in my direction. I could feel him smirking.

Was he... was he flirting with me? And had he just said he didn't have a girlfriend?

But then again, he could have been lying or he could have been telling the truth and had a wife instead. What was Miss universe looking for on his phone screen then. She could be his sister but they looked nothing alike.

It took every muscle in my face to keep my lips from forming even the slightest curve. I wasn't going to give a man the satisfaction of knowing I was somewhat drawn to him.
" And how would you know that?" I said without moving my gaze towards him.

"I don't know, you tell me".

He was flirting with me.

As the journey went on, we got a bit familiar. He told me his name was Sodiq and I gave him my number and told him my name as well. To be honest, he didn't really look like a Sodiq nor a Muslim.

I refrained from telling him that. It'll probably lead to him asking me what Muslims looked like and I didn't know how to answer that question without it sounding a bit offensive even if I didn't mean for it to be.

The woman with the fowl later came down from the bus when the bus got to her destination but I didn't move even an inch away from Sodiq and he didn't seem to have a problem with it. I complimented his scent and he called it one fancy word I don't remember and frankly can't pronounce.

He shared his Spotify playlist with me and Sodiq is really into Fuji and Afro juju. He came to visit family  in Osogbo. He actually lives in Abeokuta. 

Oh and the woman on his lockscreen wasn't his sister and wasn't his wife either. She's his second cousin and he  stays with her parents here in osogbo so that explains that.
I got down from the bus before him and it almost felt like I missed him already. I had only known him for a little over thirty minutes but it felt like I had known him for a lot more than that. His scent still lingered. He paid for my transport as I got down from the bus and I watched as he waved slightly while smiling as the bus drove off.

Why did I get into a bus in the first place? Oh yes, job interview.

Let me not bore you with the details but I didn't get the job. Something about being over qualified. I've heard that before. They had probably given the post to somebody already and just organized the interview for formality sake. Typical.

To be honest I was desperate and just wanted to pay my rent for the following month.  Not everyone knew how to sweet talk the caretaker.


I got back home in a bus in the evening and that journey, just like most of my journeys in a Korokpe was eventful.

From two houses away, I could already hear the sound of that godforsaken generator. Bimbo and the caretaker were at it again.

I dragged my feet into my apartment and collapsed into my bed, exhausted. I pulled out my phone in hopes of lightening my mood.  I was met with a bunch of notifications from my Instagram account. Was I getting dragged on the internet?

Luckily, I wasn't.
One Odukoya Sodiq had liked all of my pictures. How in God's name did he even find me?

See, I might be delusional, have an attitude and unemployed but with no make up and a stained office dress, I still managed to find love in a Korokpe. 

If I'm not " that girl", I don't know who is.

