The Meeting

At the vibrant heart of Imile village was its bustling marketplace. Baba and I weaved through the
crowd while he pointed out various stall's goods to me. We shared smiles and laughed together,
him and his '"Mimi baby.' Our bond was evident, I have always been daddy's girl.

We stopped at a stall of colorful textiles, Baba suggesting one for my mother. Its deep
blue hue reminded me of the night sky as I ran my fingers over its smooth material, lost in
thought for a moment before turning to Baba with a smile. "You're right, Baba. This would make
a lovely dress for Mama."

"Then it is decided. We will buy it for both of you so you can match." Baba declared, his
stern gaze softening as he looked at me. He reached into his pocket and paid the merchant.

"Thank you, Baba," I said, my voice thick with emotion. I leaned in to give him a hug,
which he returned warmly. As we embraced, I couldn't help but remember the recent
misfortunes that had befallen our family. I pushed those thoughts aside, focusing instead on the
joy of spending time with Baba. He was hardly at home these days, Mama's illness has been
slurping up all his money so he had to pick up more shifts.

My dark eyes got clouded with unshed tears. Life has been so cruel to us lately. First Mo,
then Mama's contracts, and now her illness. Not being able to hold in my thoughts, I blurted
"Maybe she will finally talk again, it's been so long."

Baba paused to wipe my tears. "Don't cry, my baby, I'm sure she will get better. How can
anyone not get better when they have you as their caretaker?"

I sniffled and blushed at Baba's teasing, he knows how just to cheer me up.



We walked the rest of the way in complete and comfortable silence. As we were about to
turn into our compound, I couldn't help but notice Baba's stern gaze fixed on his phone, he was
looking at it like he wanted to throw the thing in water.

"How dare she call me?" Baba muttered under his breath, clenching his fists. "I know she's
calling to see how bad things have gotten, she wants to know if her juju is working."

Knowing that there is only one person my father talks about in this manner, I asked, to
confirm my guess. "Is that Aunty Fiyin, Baba?"

"It is her o, the evil witch in our family."

"Is it true, Baba?" I asked hesitantly. "Do you really believe what Mama said about Aunt
Fiyin using dark magic against us?"

"It is true. Your mother and Fiyin never got along. Fiyin was against our marriage and she
told me and Folake countless times that we will regret our marriage, now look at what has
befallen our family. And it is now she chooses to reach out to me? After countless years of trying
and failing to reach out to her. I am not ignorant of her evil devices." he said, his voice tight with
anger.

"But, Baba, there has to be something we can do."

My father glanced around before lowering his voice. "Your mother said a herbalist told
her that there is a gourd vessel in Fiyin's secret room that must be broken."

Hope springs up in me. Finally, I can be helpful. "A gourd in a secret room? Do you know
where the secret room is?"

"Yes, the herbalist said it is in her bedroom. There's a room right beside her bathroom
hidden behind a false wall." Baba proceeded to explain how he tried to break the gourd vessel but

couldn't get into the secret room. "The door can only be opened a few hours before Fiyin has to



go to her 2 AM secret meeting." I listened to Baba intently, all thoughts of shopping forgotten.
My heart pounded in my chest as I realized how serious this is.

A wave of exhaustion hit me as I took in just how wicked my aunt was. What did Mama
ever do to her? More importantly, what did Mo ever do to her? How could Aunty Fiyin kill Mo,
her own brother's child? While pondering on this, I began wondering what I could do.

There has to be something I can do, and there is no better person to tell me what to do

than Renike.

As Omoro's diviner, Renike often provided guidance and protection for those who sought
her help.

Although I do not believe in spirits or gods, I am very familiar with Omoro. In Imile, the
worship of Omoro was governed by a set of ancient rules that were passed down through
generations in Renike's family.

I confided in Renike about the tensions between Mama and Aunt Fiyin, the accusations
of dark magic, my family's misfortunes, and Baba's belief that our problems will be over once the
gourd vessel is broken. Renike listened carefully, her eyes filled with concern.

"I want things to change, Renike. My mother slips in and out of sanity for crying out
loud." I said after my explanation. "I need to know if there's anything I can do."

"Perhaps there's a way," Renike mused, her resourceful mind most likely already
searching for a solution. She rummaged through her shelves, retrieving a small bottle filled with
clear liquid. "This potion will allow you to switch bodies with your aunt for a short time—just
long enough to search for the gourd vessel and break it. While she is in your body, I will cause

her to fall into a deep sleep."



The thought of inhabiting my aunt's body sent shivers down my spine, but I knew that if
there was even a chance of fixing things, I had to take it. With a determined nod, I accepted the
potion from Renike. "T'll do it."

Renike picked up another liquid. "This potion will be waiting for you in Fiyin's room.
Remember," She warned, "to return to your own body you must drink this and lay in her bed by g
AM, or the consequences could be dire."

"Thank you, Renike." I said, clutching the potion tightly in my hand. For the first time in

months, I felt a flicker of hope amidst the sudden darkness that had engulfed my family.

As I awoke, I was immediately assaulted by an array of unfamiliar sensations. My body
felt strangely heavy and my limbs seemed too long for my liking. The air around me carried a
peculiar scent, a mixture of exotic spices and burning incense that tickled my nostrils.

"Where am I?" I mumbled, my voice sounding foreign to my own ears. My disorientation
only grew as I looked around and found myself in a strange bedroom, surrounded by lavish
furnishings and vibrant colors. I stumbled out of bed, my legs wobbling like a newborn foal.

"By the gods." I gasped, catching sight of my reflection in a nearby mirror. The face
staring back at me was unmistakably Aunty Fiyin's, with her high cheekbones and regal bearing.

The realization hit me like a brick: "It actually worked."

My head — or rather Fiyin's head — spun with confusion and disbelief, but I knew I
couldn't afford to waste any time. "Alright, Mimi," I muttered to myself, attempting to steady her

— my — trembling hands. "You can do this. Just focus on finding the room."



With each unsteady step, I tried to shake off the bizarre feeling of inhabiting my aunt's
body. The unfamiliar weight of her traditional beaded jewelry jangled noisily around my neck
and wrists, making me wince.

Ugh, how does she stand this? 1 thought, annoyed at the constant noise. Maybe I should just
take it off. But I quickly dismissed the thought. There was no time for such trivialities, I had to
focus on my mission.

I pushed at the wall close to the bathroom, my heart racing with a mix of excitement,
fear, and anticipation, but the wall didn't move.

"Please, let me find something." I silently pleaded, my eyes scanning each wall with an
intensity born from desperation, before continuing my search.

After searching for what felt like hours, I stomped my feet and let out a strained whimper.
Why am I so useless?

I left my aunt's room and crept through the dimly lit hallway, searching for any hidden
doors or rooms. Every new room seemed to mock me with its ordinariness, offering nothing
more than mundane household items and decorations.

I grew desperate. Desperate for answers, desperate to be useful, and desperate to save my
family from further tragedy.

"Alright," I whispered, steeling myself for another round of disappointment. "Just one
more room, please let this be the one." But as I entered the final room and scanned its contents,
my heart sank. It was just another unremarkable bedroom.

I let out an anguished cry, my frustration boiling over into anger. "Nothing! There's

nothing here!" I yelled, my voice cracking with emotion. As if that wasn't enough, my stomach



let out a loud growl. "Perfect," I said sarcastically. "Now I am hungry too!" Hot tears stung my
eyes as I slumped against the wall, my anger turning to despair.

I had been so sure that I would get it right — that finding the secret room would somehow
give the answers needed to save my family. But now, all I felt was a deep sense of uselessness.

"Madam, is there a problem?" A strange-looking woman asked while coming up the stairs
that I had not noticed all along.

I sprang up and the woman added, "I heard you say something about being hungry, do
you want me to bring your food before I go to bed?"

I blinked continuously while thinking of what to do. I am working on a deadline, but I
am also very hungry. I bet my rich aunt doesn't eat boiled eggs and cheap fish every day.

Deciding that it was better to eat than go back home empty-handed, I took a deep breath.
"I didn't want to bother you, but yes, I'd love that."

"Ah, madam, bother me ke? I am used to your late-night eating. In fact, I eat late now
too.

Deciding not to talk too much since I didn't know how my aunt talked, I just laughed and
added, "Please make it quick, I would like to go to bed soon."

A few minutes later, the strange lady — who I have now concluded is my aunt's maid —
dropped off a plate of food for me. Abula, with at least six different types of meat. Only a witch
could make someone cook this kind of meal at such an ungodly hour. I looked up to check the time
and saw that it was 1:48, twelve minutes to Aunty Fiyin's secret meeting.

I shook my head as I whispered, "I won't even be able to enjoy the food in peace, there is

truly no peace for the wicked. 704, let me just rush the food and leave before the meeting."



I devoured the food and immediately felt drowsy, I should have expected that. Good food
always knocks me out, but how was I to anticipate that food would knock me out in this kind of
situation? How could I even eat here? What if there was something in the food?

Glancing at the time, I saw that it was 2:13, the meeting had started. Great. I guess all I
can do now is wait to join the meeting.

I waited and waited to somehow be pulled into a secret meeting, but that never
happened. Maybe witches operate with African time too, it's just 3o minutes after 2 anyway. Or
maybe I have to do something to activate being sent to the meeting. Why didn't I think of this
before?

Panicking, I decided to stand up and search for something, anything, instead of sitting on
my hands. I searched and searched but found nothing.

Okay, I did find something - bundles of dollar notes which are now safely tucked in my
bra. Hopefully, I'll find them in my bra when I switch back to my body. The least I can do is give
Baba some money, I'm sure he wouldn't want it, but we need all the help we can get.

I will have to tell Baba everything I did today, there is no way around it.

I picked up the potion from where Renike said it would be. I drank it and laid in bed,

resigning to fate.

I woke up in my bed a few minutes to 7, my heart heavy with the weight of
disappointment.

The sun had begun to rise, casting long shadows in the hallway. As I rose from my bed, I
put my hand in my bra. No dollars. The only thing I gained in Aunty Fiyin's house are the

calories in the Abula I ate.



Standing up from my bed, I approached my dad's room. I took a deep breath, bracing
myself for the confession I was about to make.

"Baba deserves to know the truth," I whispered, gently rapping on the wooden door.

Silence.

I knocked again, wondering if Baba was asleep. Still no response.

Deciding to go in anyway I pushed the door open and walked in.

Baba was not in his room, that was very weird but maybe he picked up even more shifts.
My shoulders slumped in defeat and a heavy silence settled over the room, punctuated only by
the distant laughter of children playing outside.

As I turned to leave, a glint of metal caught my eye. Right beside Baba's bathroom was a
small, brass handle — one I had never noticed before. "What is this?" I asked curiously, my fingers
grasping the cold metal.

I pulled the handle, revealing a hidden door that swung open with a low groan. A chill
ran down my spine as I peered into the darkness beyond.

"By the gods..." I whispered, my horror mounting with every passing second.

This is the secret room Father accused Aunty Fiyin of having.

I staggered into the hidden chamber. The room was filled with strange artifacts and
books, their pages covered in cryptic symbols. And at the center of it all, a mysterious altar
bathed in an eerie, otherworldly light.

"What is this place?" I breathed, my voice shaking.

The sound of the door shutting behind me broke me out of my haze.

Baba walked in with his back. “Folake, have you not learnt your lesson? Is it until I

cripple you?” He turned our eyes and our eyes met. "Mimi... how?"



Tears ran down my cheeks. "Baba, what is this? What is happening?"

Baba's face became unreadable and my questions were met with silence.

The air crackled with tension as we both stared each other down, knowing that
whateverhappened next would change our lives forever.

My heart raced as I moved further into the secret room, my eyes adjusting to the dim
light. My breath hitched when I saw a figure slumped against the far wall.

I recognized the familiar curve of my twin sister's cheek, the silky strands of hair framing
her face. Feeling my legs buckle under me, I stumbled towards my sister.

"Mo? Is that really you?" My voice was barely a whisper, choked with disbelief and fear.

My hands trembled as I reached out to touch Mo's face, confirming that she wasn't just a
nightmarish illusion. Mo's skin felt cold and clammy, her eyes remaining closed despite my
gentle shaking.

"Father, what have you done?" I cried out, turning to face Baba. My heart felt like it
might explode, my ears rang and my mind raced. I could hear the ticking of a clock from the
room next door - each second causing me further distress.

"What have I done?" Baba laughed humorlessly. "No, Mimi! Everything was going so
well, it was all about to come together! Why did you meddle?" His voice rose exponentially,
growing cold and devoid of any fatherly warmth.

The room was thick with tension and an unsettling silence. I could feel my heart
pounding in my chest, the blood rushing through my veins like a raging river.

Baba moved closer to me, his face contorted into an angry snarl. He roared and pointed

his right index finger at me. "What have you done?"



