
   Amidst the puddles, a solitary figure stood, a tattered coat clinging to their lying frame, reflecting on an image, worn and creased with time, of the moment long past. Deep reflections like Mama would say will be my upending. The mattress heaves every time I turn, unable to sleep with my thoughts dreading what time tonight will he be making an appearance in my room and hovering over my body like a vulture waiting to prey. Too much has happened and no one to talk to about it, more like no one to act right to save your soul before you drown completely. 

  I remember one Sunday morning, a week after I came back to spend the holidays with Mama, Muna was in Onitsha, the Southeastern part of Nigeria helping Nèè Nwaka while waiting for her admission into the university. Nèè Nwaka promised to sponsor her education and Uche went to fetch water where a new borehole was built. 

“You don’t know how lucky you are to live with Nee, I wish I could go with you,” I told Muna jokingly although I did give anything to be her or switch places. 

Muna laughed hysterically, more like she was possessed “ we don’t always value what we have, Imagine you get to live in Uncle Amadi’s big house in Lagos, eat kaka all the time without having to work every day like I will be doing at Nee’s house.” Kaka was the nickname we gave the crunchy biscuit Uncle Amadi always brought for us whenever he came visiting, it was the only pleasant thing to look forward to during his visit. 

I told Mama I hated living with Uncle Amado and would like to come back to the village. “God Forbid!, so you want my enemies to laugh at me? So you will be useless and fall victim to the village boys here like Agatha your friend.” 

“Uncle Amadi has been touching me, he would threaten to pull me out of school and just the other day he pierced his finger into me it was so painful.” 
“He forced his way into me and had his way with me and not even Auntie Odo had ever come to my rescue. She only passes me hot agbo in the morning while attempting to say sorry..” I couldn’t hold back my mouth as I said that loud and forceful with tears at the brink of my eyes, surprised I said that and felt shame envelope my whole body and disgust. 

I told her how I had gotten pregnant, how he slapped me right across the face when I told him “ You are a very stupid girl, what you mates do without getting pregnant, you had to be the unfortunate one.” He had said to me that faithful afternoon. 

The look he had on when he vowed to upend me if anyone was to sniff about what he had done and drove me to the hospital, was deadly and the look of death. I cried as I recalled the surging pain I felt as the iron hanger penetrated through me, the abuse and state of despair I was in after the abortion. For a minute, I choked on my words, fighting the turmoil between anger and hate as I narrated my ordeal. 

The silence that followed was deadly and loud, the tiny sewing pin from Mama’s sewing machine could be heard loud if it were to fall at that moment. I witnessed Mama’s face drain of whatever color remained. At least, Mama believes me and would accept I stay back, I thought to myself. 

I did not have to wait for long for Mama’s screeching scream, her tone similar to the one she used when she caught Muna and me at the top of the udara tree at the center of our compound. If not that we both had learned how to climb trees from Idika and his friends, we both would have slipped from up there. However this time, it came with tears as she pulled me close into her arms. For a moment I felt at peace while dreading her next word. Mama has the tendency to blame people for whatever misfortune that must have befallen them. 

  “Nne m, gbahara. It shall never be well with Dèè Amadi’ Ndo I …” She found it hard to complete her words amidst her tears. I felt loved and cherished, the pains of my ordeal were nothing compared to the lord I felt at that moment. For all Mama was, she was just like every other mother, would never watch hurt come your way. Or so I thought. 

She laid curses on Uncle Amadi fervently and in my place, laying curse means you’ve severed all ties and handed such a person to your Chi. I looked forward to letting the world know what a wicked man Uncle Amadi is. Mama has always been odd to me, Nèè Mwaka would always say “Your mother is troublesome and strong-headed, she would act irrationally like one possessed by some demons.” I kept watching her face closely to catch a glimpse of her feelings. If she felt sorry and angry, why hadn’t she picked up the phone and called Auntie Odo, Uncle Amadi’s wife? They never see eye to eye. 
The evening went by with Mama making Ofe Awa, one of our native delicacies for dinner, which happens to be my favorite. “You will go back to Lagos, and finish school. I will ensure I call Dee to come to the village and settle this talk. It will not happen again.” My mouth dropped dead dripping the soup from my mouth, I looked at Mama to be sure I heard her right. She didn’t seem to want to meet my eyes. 

  “How can you say that Mama, after everything I said to you? How can you wish I go back to Lagos when you’re supposed to raise havoc for my sake?.” I asked her in utter confusion. Where was the crazy woman who seemed to raise dust with her mouth, the one who had no shame provided she was fighting for what she believed was her right? 

“You cannot be serious mama.’ I wrenched out my voice. 

In tears, I wondered, if I didn’t miss the part where he had forced his way into me breaking the membrane of a 10-year-old just beside the hidden corner by the house during Thanksgiving while everyone was dining inside and without remorse, making subtle comments on my growing breast which everyone had seem to ignore and proceed to touch it. How few days before I came to Enugu, he had his fill with me with a satisfying smirk. I had been so naïve, bedridden in fear to speak, I swallowed the saliva down my throat like it was some local gin. 

  “Think about your future ogadi? Even the elders would not believe you more than they would believe dee. Imagine what it would do to your image, no one would want to marry a girl used by her uncle.” 

I doubt she knew she wasn’t deserving to be a mother. I heard her ask me if I had told anyone about it but I care less to responded as I stood to carry out the plate to the backyard. 
Indeed, our fathers believed it’s better to swallow your shame than spread the dirty lining. The next morning, I took the morning bus back to Lagos like nothing had happened and whether Mama talked with him, I do not know for nothing changed afterward, rather it became worse and Mama never cared to do anything about it. 

                                                       *    *   *   *   *   *   * 
      Staring out at the window, the darkness similar and mirrored the state of my heart, reminding me of the horrifying things that happen in the wee hours of the night. The apprehension of the unseen, the unknown, as it becomes an embodiment of the uncertainty that has held me captive to its aura. As the veil of darkness falls, I recount just when I was happy. A palpable sense of loss enveloped me, it has been easier to blame Papa for my misfortune. Papa has always been a weak man, but even in his weakness, he spoke out. He loved the Marlboros which Uncle Amadi tended to always bring for him more than he loved his brothers. Perhaps knew just how despicable he was. 

Although he was weak, he was a happy soul and quite contended. Mama always said I was his favorite and maybe he thought I was similar to him, for we were both profound. 

“You are one child I am grateful to my chi for giving me, very intelligent and I’m sure you took that from me.” He laughed as he told me while sniffing his Utaba, a local snuff from my place one hot afternoon. The rural Igbo accent makes it hard not to laugh. Even though Papa was once a headmaster, he wasn’t very much grounded in Western education 

The moonlight tales were always our thing, Papa was a survivor of the Biafra War and never ceased to tell me stories about them. Once he talked about how hunting lizards was the highlight of his experience and watching his mother roast them as dinner. I was intrigued. 

Uche took after Papa and always hunted grasshoppers, I always followed suit and  Papa was never a fond of it. I wasn’t reckless, more of a quiet adventurer. It was one evening I left looking for Uche and his friends and got lost, Papa had to search for me and found me under the mango tree crying. He didn’t utter a word as he picked me up and took me home and for the first since I was born, he scolded me in the most stuttering angry tone I have ever heard. He believed a girl child should be secluded and protected and never play with boys and boys are born to be reckless and have so much fun 

“It is not fair how Uche gets away with everything and I’m not even allowed to go hunting with them.” Shaking my head as I cried, I remember thinking Papa was partial and thought girls are weak and telling him that he was weak that was why Mama always took him for granted. For a 9-year-old, how I got to say that I’m not certain, maybe is how Nne always referred to Papa as a weak man. 

I watched Papa shake his head laughing and not even angry at my stupid comment “What an elder sees sitting, a child cannot see it no matter how much he stands. For your sake, may your Chi protect you.” Looking back now, it’s a mystery how such boldness and courage I had as a child went extinct. 

    Harmattan wind so mild tonight with a subtle echo as a reminder of another horrendous night isn’t lenient on my teary face as the cold breeze kept slapping on it as I recall just how much I miss Papa. The birds humming the hymn of death and sorrow. Fear gripped me as I dozed off to sleep. You don’t need to wait for long for trouble to come knocking on your door. I remember how many times I have requested to change the lock on my door from Auntie Odo but to no avail. 

“Ogadi are you awake?.” The shadow whispered as he flicked the light on, dismissing the darkness into the abyss. I stared at my worst nightmare, a smirk on point and with the resolve of a man on a mission. I shifted back to the edge of the mattress as the bed made a squeaky sound. 

“Seems like tonight we play hide and seek tonight, I knew you were creative and there was more to your fun side than your smart mouth.” Uncle Amadi has always said he hated how I wasn’t tight-lipped and think things so deeply but always called me his favorite. Nights like this, it usually felt like he drugged his wife cause no one no matter how much of a deeper sleeper they are wouldn’t notice the baritone voices behind closed doors. She knows, I was certain. 

    I stretched my hands slowly to touch the knife I hid under my pillow, fear gripping me as my fingers started to tremble. He made a move to come closer to me, he climbed to the other side of the bed, yet to notice the object that was wrapped around my fist. 

“We have been sneaking around a long time for you to still be scared of me, Ogadi. I would never hurt you.” Even the devil has the most soothing voice and he’s just right in my face. He was one, to begin with sweet words to disguise his fake attempt at making me feel comfortable before harshly forcing his way into me. I searched his face and as usual, the dirty smirk is evident. 

“I am your niece uncle. How do you sleep knowing fully well you do this every night to me without my consent?.”I pleaded although I know my tears don’t seem to shake him, rather it fuels his perverted thoughts but I can’t seem to do much than writhe and beg for mercy. 

He was never patient and always in a hurry to finish up his mission, fishing out the rope and tape he always came in with from his shorts pocket, coming at me like some arrogant predator. 

  My tormentor, a compact 5ft 2 figure with a genial demeanor and uncomfortably round physique short, like that of a woman expecting a quadruplet. How haven’t I shunned him? Still, a mystery I ask myself, maybe it was the fact I was stuck with fear, for he handles my university tuition. The urge to throw up at my disgust was heavy on the realization that I had prolonged this suffering. 

Hate, rage, animosity, and disgust filled my core as I stared at him, I wasn’t courageous enough to pull out the knife. I wouldn’t want to spend my last days in prison. I busted out crying as he stared at me, I had to save myself when no one seemed to be doing that for me. 

“Ahhahhh…” never heard a man scream so loud. My hand still holding onto the knife, I pushed it deeper and twisted it all the way. He looked at me in utter bewilderment, fear, and anger. His exact thought could be how I was able to pull that off. I might have been so much but never violent. At the end of the day, he wasn’t even as strong as he portrayed. 

“I….you evil daughter of Jezebel, call for help.” He stuttered amidst his pain. I couldn’t help but let out an evil laughter, call for help. He must be delusional, I called for help but no one ever came to my rescue, is it possible for the dead to hear? 

For a moment, it seemed like the fog had left my eyes, I couldn’t believe what I had done. Who was this girl? Scared for my sake, I couldn’t believe I had thought this through my head, that I had such in me. I was going to prison. 

I remember the video I made one time with Auntie Odo’s phone, I had kept her phone hidden one of the nights Uncle Amadi visited. An advise Ayomide had given me, the only person outside Mama I had confined in. I need to get hold of the phone. It must have recorded something, although I know it was dark that night, and no light. I needed something to hold on to in my defense. 

Looking at the figure lying on the floor and writhing in pain, I was sure he wouldn’t last up to an hour before he bid farewell to the land of the dead. I wasn’t going to stay here and watch them take me, Picking up my savings box from the shelf of my wardrobe, I turned to leave. 
“I wish you pains and sorrow even in death Uncle.” 

  With hate and a bitter coated feeling over what I had done, I ran away towards the living room looking for the phone I was meant to take. Not before I head to the door to the other room open up and a figure move towards my room. 
I grabbed the telephone, looked around the room one last time before dashing to unlock the door, and fled as I heard screams and footsteps following up. 

The adrenaline, fear, uncertainty, and regret was heavy. Not like I can fathom how I was able to keep running at 4:00 a.m. with all these feelings. Gripped by an overwhelming surge of trepidation I kept running, the tremors of fear reverberated through his sinews with pulsating emotions. Indeed the only thing to fear about is fear. 

Deciding to catch a breath, I stopped beside a kiosk. Feeling nauseous and with not enough time to recollect my thoughts, the thundering sound of gag as I throw up the remnants of the food from last night. At that moment I did realize what my life had turned to. 
I cried for my stolen innocence 
I cried for the society and families that couldn’t protect their own 
I cried for the future I thought I held bright 
I cried for the feeling of freedom, although for the moment. It felt good to liberate oneself. 
For the girl who became a murderer at 20 even though she was murdered, I cried. 

And in my resolve, I vowed to fight to the end, The future seemed bitter but there existed a flicker of hope and with a promise to tell my story someday but until then I did say to myself “Aude Cupide Vivere, Dare eagerly live Ogadi. You will see the beauty of it even pains.” 
And with that, she slept off. 



