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We may never know. 
For now, all we know is the gaping absence of sanity since it was scraped clean from the streets, and the disarray that ravaged through the village like a drooling wild dog who leaves nothing but stray sand and billows of dust in its path. What would make a person break into profuse sweating and run mad as the vain cries of their household fall on the noise of wails? What would prompt such a swift transition from a quiet community to a traditional circus that does little to differentiate man from beast? How did Zoghor’s backyards and walkways fill up with naked people who have departed so far from the norm that they would forever be unable to retrace their paths? Women running through the streets as their clothes fly into the bushes. Men jumping like grasshoppers as their dangling members slap against their legs and tummies. 
Days after the first instance, well after the village had been fully immersed in the resulting chaos, a meeting was called. 
“Disgrace! Abomination! Sacrilege! What have you people done?!” 
Ajana, the village chief, was far from the typical septuagenarian. His snow-white hair and rumpled skin were unmistakable, but it was his poise and imposing presence that betrayed his age. His rounded eyes scanned the room as if to demand answers that his words could not extract. 
“For years, my fathers before me held this village by its belt. What have you buffoons done to anger them that watch over us?!”
He went on his knees, looking upwards in a suddenly submissive yet dramatic demeanour. 
“Great Malokun, bone of my bone and the light that guides my wavering feet. The purity of your abode is drowned in the blood of defilement. Grace me with mercy because I have far removed myself from the discrepancies between your creed and that of the miscreants who disregard it”
The elders in the room stared at him with a disgust they had learnt to conceal to near-perfection with the passing years. It was typical of Ajana; cocooning himself into the royal lineage of his blood whenever something went wrong in Zoghor – which was all the time. Yet there was something about this very problem that contrasted it from its predecessors. There was a vagueness attached to it, an absence of origin. There was the randomly selective nature of the deaths, one that, as Ajana well knew, had no regard for class or lineage. In the end, there was no answer - no sacred ritual or combination of herbs that held solutions. Only the crude fate of a quick demise that followed.
“What do we do now?”, an elder asked Ajana, disrupting his pleas to Malokun.
“What do we do?? There is nothing else to do! It is now in the Alufa’s hands. If he returns without a remedy, then fate will have the day.”
*
Dr Saromi braced himself as he bumped up and down the eroded stretch of road. As he was briskly reminded, Zoghor roads were for feet, feet alone. As cars were a rarity, several people trooped out in awe of their small entourage. When Dr Saromi received the call regarding his appointment as head of the Zoghor inquiry committee, he wasn’t sure how to feel. If he knew his prayers for a government appointment would be answered in this manner, he would have returned to the altar to rescind his rosaries. Moments after he put the phone down that day,  he wondered if his assignment to Zoghor birthed from the fact that it was his community of origin. If that was the case, he should have mentioned his life-long severance from Zoghor. He also wondered if his appointment owed to his being a medical professor. Then surely there must have been someone more qualified to handle this nationally observed public health issue. Or someone less qualified, to dabble in the trivial matters of a village palaver.  Whatever the case, he didn’t want to be here. From the looks on the faces of his comrades, they weren’t ecstatic either. 
*
That afternoon, Ajana was in one of his more solemn moods. He sat in his chambers and nursed a jug of palm wine that had done its score on him as he stared blankly ahead. A clatter of footsteps at the door was followed by Saromi’s entrance. Ajana stared him down for a few seconds with a bland expression.
“Mr. Lecturer, you have returned to the warmth of your father’s dwelling. When they told me the government would be sending people, I did not know that they were dumping you back in Zoghor” 
Saromi knew how probable it was that their exchange would result in a petty show of words. So he conceded.
“Greetings, Ajana”
Ajana wasn’t having any of it.
“All those big books and tall buildings of learning, yet they failed to teach you timing. Because you have not come when we can throw you a welcoming feast. You have come in a time of peril”
“I didn’t come for a feast. We both know the reason for my presence. My guess is a neuropsychiatric disorder from a widespread bacterial infection.  Or some sort of exposure. There must be a scientific explanation for all of it” 
Ajana’s sharp laughter pierced through the silence. His mood came alive as he sat up in his chair. 
“Science? The oyinbo man’s magic is your explanation for this curse?”
He laughed again.
“Perhaps the conformities of the western lifestyle have subdued your own madness well enough to be cloaked in civility. So I must ask, are there squabbles in your own upper chambers as well?”
“Ajana, will a mad man be knowing enough to confess that he is mad?”
“Yet a sane man will be well within the facility to absolve himself from it. Something you have failed to do. You can see that people will just start sweating and run into the streets, you are here talking about bacterial infection”
There was a short pause as Ajana took another swig before continuing.
“You city people think yourselves assistants to the gods. You think that because you are educated, your sweat waters the earth and you defecate a richer shade of brown”
“Mock me as you want, Ajana. Your local native doctor cannot come up with an explanation either”
“Then proceed with your bruhaha. Conduct all the fruitless magic and experiments. When you are done, give yourself another inglorious exit from this community. As far as our people in Akure continue their generosity, they may do as they please.”
Saromi let out a heavy sigh as he walked out of the chambers, the whole time wondering why he thought speaking to Ajana would be a good idea.
*
The next morning Saromi woke up with a grumpiness for the day ahead. He was only just getting familiar with the setting of his room in the guest house they resided in. He asked his aides to get a hotel as far off from Zoghor as possible, yet close enough for daily visits. Understandably, he didn’t expect to get a five-star set-up, but the shabbiness of the room had added itself to the long list of things he now hated about this trip.
Later  that morning, he was back in Zoghor, this time alone. As he walked through the array of small houses, the sound of scattering footsteps drew his attention: a group of children running past him with full buckets of water on their heads. In the distance, he saw a duo of women carrying buckets of water as well, making a bend towards the village square.  
On reaching Ajana’s chambers, Saromi could immediately see that the atmosphere was largely different from the one he previously met. The elders were pacing the room and there was plenty of noise from the other side of the building. The air of tension was obvious. 
“What is the matter?”, Saromi asked.
His question was as unnoticed as his presence. He moved past the cluster of bodies towards the window - practically all of Zoghor was at the village square, in front of Malokun’s shrine. They baptized themselves with buckets of water as they cried and pleaded in prayer to the collection of carved wooden deities that sat in the small shrine. 
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A hot afternoon air soaked with cries of desperation, bodies tumbling over one another and rolling on the wet floor in a display of despair, villagers flocking in from all corners as the frantic crowd grew with the passing minutes.
What happened in Zoghor?
Madness. Insanity. Dementia. Lunacy. Asiwere. Paranoia. Amọdaro. 
It was then an equally-alarmed Ajana noticed Saromi.
“Ahh, Mr Lecturer! Come and see o. They want to finish me in my old age!” 
He fell to the floor as Saromi walked over and tried, in vain, to calm him.
“Ajana calm down. What is going on?”
“How can I be calm? Can you not see what Zoghor has turned to? The fear of madness has driven the people to a madness of its own. They wash their bodies in contrition and beg to be pardoned on the grounds of their innocence. Which of us is guilty then?”
Seeing that the ruckus would not amount to any useful information for that day, Saromi left. That night he delved well into thought. This is what it had all come to; a professor of medicine in the state’s most prestigious university, mixing in the same backward society that he had dreaded all his life. Yet he was there and, for some reason he didn’t understand, he continued to entertain a sense of obligation to them. 
Madness 
The concept was actually relative now he thought of it. There is no generally accepted state to being mad. It is just based off our respective outlooks. Decades ago, after his father died, he moved to Akure to pursue an education. At the time, the people of this town considered him mad to abandon his ancestral home. The irony of it all made him smile subtly. 
In the same light, Ajana thought believed he was mad for trying to solve this “curse” with medical approaches. Saromi himself considered Zoghor people mad, far beyond the mysterious deaths. Their baseless allegations, their general sense of nonchalance, their resorting to bathing themselves in the village square. All of it further dampened his perception of their common sense. Yet even he, with all the education and that he prided himself with, did not have the answers. The autopsy results from the previous victims were useless so far. The coming results did not hold much hope either. As it stood, he was just as clueless and confused as they. 
Another problem for another day. He poured himself a glass of kai-kai as he kicked off his shoes.

*
It was two weeks and four days since the first case of madness in the Zoghor. 49 people had died and the village was in its conceding phases of the mayhem. There was less worry but more cause for it. At this point, the people just sat back and hoped the next naked person on the streets wouldn’t be from their household. 
Saromi had established some leads that amounted to nothing. He was now nurturing considerations to abandon all of it, regardless of what his employers would say. He started his long day of work with another small session of kai-kai, the only thing that had been keeping him sane since he got there. The last batch of autopsy results from the previous night would be the ultimate decider. If there was nothing fruitful, that was it. He would make the call and leave the cross to another carrier.
Being that he was alone again, he decided to start the day with a visit to Ajana. It would be fruitless, yes, but Ajana’s ignorance entertained him sometimes. It was quiet morning despite the air of tension that soaked the narrow streets. The birds were chirping and the streets were empty. The small houses had been barricaded with firewood, heavy pots, broken furniture, anything that would stop a person from running out.
On walking past the town square, he caught a glimpse of Malokun’s shrine. He stopped and closed in to stare out of idle curiosity. It was a clustered arrangement of relics, beads, calabashes, and flowers. In the middle of the setup was Malokun, a four-foot, plain-bodied, wooden figure that commanded power through the daunting expression carved into its face. The blue garments that hung from the side of the shrine cast a glow of filtered sunlight in the figure’s eyes that made it look like they were staring right at anyone who dared to look. 
In that moment, Saromi’s phone rang. It was his assistant from the lab back in Akure. Her voice reeked of excitement. 
“Prof. good morning! There was finally an accurate autopsy sir! It’s from their drink sir, their kai-kai. It has a small composition of ethylene glycol that causes stupor and extreme euphoria. It’s from their kai-kai sir!”
Her exuberant voice was briskly cut off as he ended the call and slowly slid the phone down his pocket. Beads of sweat were now profusely running down his back, something he had only just noticed. The sweating was accompanied by quick-paced breathing and a sudden jumpiness. He looked at Malokun again and the carved expression on the deity seemed quite off from what he remembered. Almost like it wore a different face. Like it was smiling at him. 
What happened in Zoghor?
One day we will address the events properly. Until then, barricade your doors, cleanse your conscience, and look into the eyes of your kindred for the signs of an impending madness. 
