OmoIreti - A story told in vignettes
I. Maama 
Maama has always smelt like tiredness. It was a weird smell that seemed like a mixture of flowers, sweat and tears. She never (not once) sounded like fatigue though. She sounded instead like thunderous rain. Loud and insensitive to everything that was happening around her. Her voice, like thunder, was always followed by some strike of lighting. Sometimes it appeared in the form of a slipper to the back of my head. Or an attack on my father's inability to love anything more than he loved uncle Sam's bar. The rain wasn’t the only season that Maama brought, sometimes we had seasons of harmattan. Pure dryness that carried hot air and dust around the house that would only be swept up when the rainy season decided to grace our fields. It was hard to choose which one I preferred. I have one memory of when she was neither rain nor dryness. She was cold and foreign like the white blankets of snow that covered the pictures that I saw on the TV. My father had just come from Uncle Sam’s bar. It was the usual cycle of proudly stumbling through the living room, stripping off his clothing starting with his necktie and ending with boxer shorts. But today, he stopped at his left sock because there was another person in the living room. She was a small girl, probably 20 years old, that looked like she was afraid of the world (she was probably afraid of my mother). Maama was sitting on the couch with her but the space in between them was louder than my father’s drunken slurs. 
“What, what, what, have you doing herrre ohh?”
“Adekunle, sit down”
“Jummy, stop talking to me like that. I, I, I am a man”
“Good. You are a man. So be a man”
Maama, uncovered the basket in between her and the small girl. A tiny thing that I assumed was a baby lay there sleeping unaware of the tempest her birth had brought.

II. Trousers and Dresses
I hated sundays. It meant that I was constantly lost in a sea of old people talking about things that made no sense to me. The days always started in the same way. My eyes would open to Maama shouting something above my head in Yoruba. It was the equivalent to the trumpet at a military base. From that point you had 30 minutes to brush your teeth, take a bath, sweep your room, lay your bed, iron your church clothes and find your way down to the kitchen to eat stale bread and salty eggs. When we arrived at church  you spoke only when spoken to and smiled only when smiled at. You do not make eye contact with any of the old people because you must prove that you received proper home training. Maama would say “who knows one of them could be your in-laws one day”.  The services were long and hot. Like clockwork, someone would faint during the Bishop's sermon and there would be a ridiculous amount of Amens and Hallelujahs when in reality the Bishop had been shouting nonsensical words for 3 hours. I looked forward to the end of the service though. It was the weirdest ritual that we had. The people seemed to divide themselves into groups by the clothes they wore. It was as though there was a caveat at the end of the grace. "Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me, all the days of my life. If you wear trousers, step towards the front of the church and if you wear dresses, step towards the back. I was usually forced to stand with the ones that wore dresses. Their conversations always seemed to be about the trousered ones. In particular, one woman always had a story about how her husband used to lay on her for hours until he could no longer rise. When I asked Maama what a husband rising was; she slapped the back of my head and asked me to recite the sinner's prayer. One Sunday, I went with the ones in trousers instead because Maama was sick in bed at home. They made no mention of the dresses or the women who wore them. Instead, they talked about sports and money and alcohol.  

III. Kitchen Conversations
Koye told me that I was meant to be in the kitchen for the rest of my life. Because I was a girl, kitchen duties are for me. That doesn't make sense. Idiot, what makes you think it doesn't make sense, have you ever seen any of the Baaba’s in the kitchens? Strangely enough, Koye was right. I had never seen any of the Baaba's in their kitchens. Let me tell you something, you have a place here oh, So do not step out of line. I don't understand, I just wanted to be the catcher for once. 

IV. The other daughter - (A story told in second person)
You walked across the street for the first time since you came back from Lagos. You wore foreignness like a crown that somehow lowered the rest of us to dust swept  away on a Monday morning. You wore trousers, the ugliest blue denim jeans I had ever seen. Yet somehow you convinced yourself teams with the most beautiful thing in our whole town.  It was obvious you wanted everyone to be jealous. Remember that time when we were seven and I was twelve?  I mean you lied that your real father was coming from the United States and you were going to play in the snow  while the rest of us had to suffer the dry and dusty weather that Harmattan brought us.  When I told my mother she laughed and said that you were just playing around. Couldn’t I take a joke? No, I couldn't take a joke could I? Because you weren’t offering a joke were you? 
It was sad because you were the type of girl that I secretly wanted to be, but could never be no matter how hard I tried. When you walked your shoulders would rise to greet the clouds with every step. When your hips swayed the boys moved in tune with their rhythm. You swayed like the Iroko tree, tall, majestic, powerful. You thought yourself phenomenal. Not that you were. Against us, as the  brown colorless backdrop, you were filled with hue and saturation. It was as though you touched another world that we would never see even when we laid our heads to rest.

V. Stench
I keep pushing him off me but he refuses to leave. His smell clings to me like a maggot to the dead carcass of a dog. I try to wash away the stench of devastation that has been left behind but it refuses to leave. I saw them as I walked back from school. They were covering their noses, Looking left and right and up and down for another set of eyes thinking the same as them. They focus almost on me and that's how I know they are seeing him. That is how I know they are looking at his shadow following me like a cursed cloud. Their eyes that now avert my gaze used to stare and whisper words that must have been of adoration. But not now, not after him.

VI. The Agency
On my first day of work, I wore a black pencil skirt and suit. My boss was female, and everyone around me was a woman, except Dele. This wasn’t what I expected work to be. Maama always taught us that work meant sweat and tears but as it turns out that is not how they do things here.
It turns out that in this agency, they wear jeans, smoke at work and give no cares about who was around when they were gossiping. I loved it. I loved the fact that they existed within themselves, by themselves and with themselves. 
My boss was Mama M. The first time I called her Mrs. somebody she spat out her coffee and heartily explained that the term Mrs. was derogatory and conformed to the walls of a rigid patriarchal system. I didn’t agree but I loved her spunk. 
Then there was Tunji, Mama M’s right hand woman. In all reality of the word, Tunji was a bitch. She felt as though she was the one and only gatekeeper to Mama M’s office. As much as the chewing of her gum and her sense of entitlement irritated me, that girl was a horse. She worked her butt off to make sure that the world knew that she was better than the rest of us. Rumor has it, she used to be the shop girl of Mama M’s pepper seller. 
Then we had the triplets, Chioma, Chineye, and Chinyere. They were not actually born of the same mother but they walked the same, talked the same and dressed the same. Hence – the triplets. My favorite person of the lot was Imisi. She was the cleaner. A young 26 year old girl trying to make some money to care for her mother and go back to school. She earned 50k every month, made up to half of that in the tips we gave her anytime she went to buy us lunch or water and some more with the healthy bonus, which sometimes would be more than her salary, Mama M gave her every month. She had been working there since she was 23 and most definitely has saved enough money to get out, so I wonder why she stays. I liked Imisi because she reminds me of me. A stupid girl held back by nothing but her own mind
 
VII. Biology
“You do realize that you are not my biological sister right? Your mom poisoned my mom and so our dad had no choice but to take me in.” she said. 
“You ungrateful little piece of shit. Didn’t you know that your mom was underage when she had you and my mom decided that to spare us any more embarrassment, she would raise you like her own daughter. You are the illegitimate child not me” was what I wanted to say. Instead, I looked up from my computer at the tiny ungrateful goat and smirked. 
“I am not giving you any more money until next month” was what found its way out of my mouth instead. 
“Maama said that it’s your job to provide for this family”. Her voice had always annoyed me. It was perky and high because she knew the world was listening to her. They lied that she was a miracle baby but I knew she was the evidence of Baaba's mistake. 
“And what is your job?”
“My job is to be the child they love. Yours is to be the child they use”
“Did you just say??”
“See, it’s not that I can’t get the money from somewhere else.. It’s just that..” She stood up from the chair across my small, dimly lit office to the window behind me. My eyes followed her. She still walked with her shoulders in the clouds and she still knew that she was the one people wanted to see and hear. “You owe me”
“I owe you for what?”. I can hear the irritation bubbling in my throat.
“You know that night with Bode. If you hadn’t come to get me.. I would be dating a senator's son now and our family would be married into money. I know you annoyed him that night and that’s why he mad Baaba lose his job”
“He raped me you sick little brat and if I wasn’t there he would have raped you instead” was what I wanted to say.
“Get out.” was what I whispered instead. 


VIII. Silenced (A dream story)
I see you sitting across the room. You are very far but I can touch you or at least I think I’m touching you. I’m not too sure how, I just know I’m connected. You push me farther away. A curtain falls between us. Darkness. 
A light shines again and Maama is sitting on your left, Baaba on your right. They are looking at you but your eyes stay glued on me. I try to call out your names.. My voice is empty. It doesn’t carry any weight, It doesn't produce any sound. But you see me trying. Why won’t you help me. 
I stand up to walk to you. Water. Almost immediately I find that I am sinking a pool of cold, wet liquid. I look above me. You’re floating. I try to scream for your help but all that escapes from my mouth are gargles of stifled sound under the weight of the water. Your eyes never for one second leave me. I’m sinking deeper until my feet find something like solid ground. You finally look away ahead of you. I follow your eyes. They stop at him; the cursed cloud. 


IX. Funeral
I don’t have many memories of conversations with Baaba. He was never a man of many words or at least that is what they would like all of us to believe. Today Baaba had words to say. Maybe it’s because he was the chief mourner in this situation and Maama’s death had given him some sense of freedom. Maybe he felt responsible for me now that Maama had gone. Maybe he just had something to say. We would never really know. 
“Come here”
I walked to him slowly, cautious of the fact that my father rarely ever addressed me in person unless he really needed something. 
“I’m sorry”
The confusion of my face must have been obvious because his immediate next sentence was an instruction to get him a bottle of stout. Why was Baaba apologizing to me? Yoruba men didn’t apologize. They were apologized to. 
The room downstairs was full of people who loved and hated my mother. But my job as the first daughter was to kiss every old person's arse in the room and make sure they leave our home speaking only for the good of my family. 
“Ehen, you come here; when are you going to marry sef?”
“It’s so sad that your mother never got to see her grandchildren”
“You sister nko, where is she?”
“Tell your sister to come and greet us?”
In that sea of people, not one person genuinely cared that my mother’s body was rotting away in an open casket a few feet away from where someone’s child poured Maltina on the floor. 

X. OmoIreti
My name is OmoIreti. In english it means child of hope. It’s funny how people always associate hope with sunshine, rainbows and butterflies or some shit like that. In english my name means longing. My name means expectation and my name means disappointment. In English my name means hope. My mother would have loved to name me something less ambiguous and devastating. I’m sure they wanted to name me Joy or Peace or Love or some ridiculous thing like that. 
My sister's name is OmoLewa. In english it means the beautiful child. It’s funny she is neither beautiful nor my mothers child. My mother loves OmoLewa’s name because it’s a name that you can keep. You can hold on to it. It is tangible. My name will never be tangible no matter how tangible I am. 



