
LIFE IS A POT OF BEANS.
Walking briskly down the dusty road, the sun shining very brightly and scorching the back of my neck with some vengeance,  I thought how the dry season seemed to be taking longer than it should. It has been more than four months into the new year and it had not rained even for once. I increased my pace and was inwardly grateful that I used a generous amount of sunscreen before stepping out of my house on this Monday that promised to be as hot as the Sahara desert. Swiping my phone to shuffle the music playing from my Afrobeat Spotify playlist, I wondered how these Ikorodu roads managed to be dusty despite being tarred. ‘Ikorodu sha..”, I whispered underneath my breath and readjusted the airpod in my left ear allowing the sweet rhythm of Asake’s ‘Lonely at the top’ play through. If only Asake knew it was as much lonely at the bottom as it was lonely at the top for some people, the title of the song would have been ‘Lonely Everywhere’ but I suppose it is better to be lonely at the top – with money to keep one company, than be broke and lonely. But sadly, at the moment, I was both. Broke. Lonely. 
Pardon my manners, I forgot to introduce myself. My name is Peace, and if anything my life has been everything but peaceful lately that sometimes I wonder if my parents foresaw that I would experience such a tumultuous adult life and decided to call me that as an antidote or remedy to my fate. Or maybe a reminder, to never loose my peace in all the shege life had to show me. Whatever it was, I guess they tried their best to forestall it but like Gen-Zs will say, the name is not giving at all. No one told me adulthood was going to be like this, one minute I was a ten year old little girl with big dreams of being an aeronautic engineer, the next minute I am a twenty-eight year old with a bachelor’s degree in Environmental studies & Public health and no money. Yeah, I know the marginalization between my dream and my reality is a crazy one but anyone who has studied in any Nigerian Federal University knows that it is not an unusual occurrence, at least one in every ten persons has been a victim of the ‘what I ordered vs what I got’ syndrome that plagues the country’s tertiary institutions. Anyway, that is all in the past now, I guess.. if only I could land a high-paying job with the said degree. If only, maybe I wouldn’t have to be under this hot sun, trekking to yet another job interview, the sixth in one month. 
“OLUWOLE COKER AVENUE’’ the street’s signpost read, I stopped walking and pulled out my phone to confirm from the text sent to me if I was at the right place. ‘’Okay, it is Oluwole Coker avenue, now you just have to find number 19, Peace.’’ I soliloquized. It is one bad habit that has been very good to me - talking to myself; it has helped me stay sane in this rowdy, fast-paced Lagos. My Mom has a different opinion about it though but I guess it is okay to disagree sometimes. I resumed walking and it did not take me very long to locate the grey colored one-storeyed building with the number 19 boldly inscribed with black paints on the fence. I approached the gate and a slightly built man, which I suppose was the security man, opened the gate and welcomed me in. I had not stepped into the compound close to one full minute before I noticed that something was quite odd about the scenery. For one, the crowd – it was too great a crowd that I thought for a second if they were recruiting for all the available positions in the firm. Another cause for alarm was the building, it looked more of an event center than a Production firm. I tried to quell the questions in my mind and chided myself for being paranoid. I walked passed the gate, into the compound and to three beautiful ladies sitting by the entrance of the hall, all smiling pleasantly at me. One of them asked me to fill in my details in a logbook placed by the entrance of the building. I did. After which I proceeded into the hall where I saw many people, all dressed corporately as I was, sitted in groups and were in what looked like a seminar. Every group had a speaker, each one of them gesticulating vigorously and shouting at the top of their voice. The hall had ceiling fans that seemed to not be doing their jobs, it was so hot and very noisy. I walked closer to a group hesitantly, the words the speaker was saying became more audible with every step I took. I heard ‘’When you bring two people, you get an incentive. And if those 2 people you brought bring another two people each, you will get promoted to a platinum director’’.  A wave of disappointment hit me so hard I could barely breathe for few seconds. I did not want to believe I had wasted my time and transport fare for this? This?!  I looked around me and knew that I, no, we had all been scammed into this 'interview'. I thought bitterly to myself how these scammers posing to be into networking business keep updating their treacherous scheme each and every single day. I straightened the collar of the mint green shirt I had paired with my navy blue palazzo pants for the supposed interview, readjusted the black leather bag on my shoulder, turned sharperly and walked away.
 ‘’Some of you are walking out on an opportunity that can turn you into a millionaire in 2 weeks, may you not regret this decision...’’ I heard one of the speakers say but I kept walking. ‘If this is what a millionaire looks like then I don’t want to be one’, I muttered and kept on walking. I walked angrily past the ladies sitting by the entrance, past the man calling out to me ‘’Ah-ahn my sister, come back now. Don't you want to learn the secret to success?’, past the security man at the gate and into the beautiful evening breeze.  

‘’Peace Osagie??” a deep voice called from behind me.
I turned. And there, just few blocks away from the building, sitting in a Lexus E350, was Tunde my ex-boyfriend from Uni. My God! Who would have thought I would run into someone I know here? Ikorodu of all places! This place was far from home. And not just anybody, TUNDE! To think that he saw me in a time I was not looking my best did not even help matters. Oh no!  
‘’Tunde.. my God, you’ve changed. How are you?’’ I asked cheerfully, trying very hard to sound pleased to see him.  ‘’I am fine, Peace. And you haven’t changed much, you are still as pretty as ever.’’  He was really smiling now and I thought for a second if he was only saying nice things for courtesy sake because I did not feel anything pretty right then. 
 ‘’Yeah, thank God for my good genes..’’ I said modestly. ‘’Ermm, what are you doing here, in Ikorodu I mean?’’ I asked, really curious to know. 
‘’Well, I came to see a friend of my Dad, just running errands. And you? What are you doing here? Or do you know what, why not come in let me buy you lunch and we could get to catch up a bit?’’ he asked. Ah, catch up bawo? Have lunch together, with me looking like this?  But what is the worst thing that could happen again today? I rationalized. 
“Okay, that would be cool..” I replied. He rounded up and came out to get the passenger side of the car for me. He smelt so nice and I thought he looked very good, hot even. As I got into the car and fastened the seatbelt firmly around me, I remembered how a friend used to describe life as a pot of beans – because it takes time to get done and looks rather messy. The adage has never sat right with me because beans is one of my favorite of meals and it had always made me laugh because it sounded too silly, but for once today I saw truth in it. Life can be hard, full of ups and very many downs. Go ahead and have too much of everything in this life and you will purge for sure. Have too little and you will be miserable with life. Life is really that messy pot of hot beans. 

We walked into the brightly lit and fully air-conditioned Chicken Republic and I could not help but notice how beautiful it was. I imagined how very nice it would have been if we were still a couple and this was a proper date. Tunde’s words jolted me from my reverie and back into reality. 
‘’Do you still like to sit in the booth closest to the window or has that changed?’’ I smiled and was a tad bit surprised that he still remembered such a minute detail about me even after this much time had passed between us. It is not like I have forgotten things about him myself. Infact just now, I remember how he liked to drink Hollandia Yoghurt and he used to tell me that it helps his red blood cells produce more blood. Or how he slightly tilts his head to the side when lost in thoughts or trying to sort out something difficult. No, I still know so very much about him than I am letting on, and it is just amazing how we get to learn and retain things about every single person we meet on this earth. Even the ones we have lost and might never get to see again. The ones we are yet to meet. 
‘’Yes, it is still my thing.” I replied still smiling.
 ‘’I thought as much. I guess that view is just perfect, don’t you think so?” He asked, pointing to a booth to the far left of the restaurant. The floor-length glass window was overlooking the road and the beautiful view of cars and pedestrians milling about could be seen. If there was another word stronger than perfect, then it would have been just that. “I love it, really love it..” I said. 
We made our way to the booth, Tunde pulled the chair and held it out for me till I got settled in. I marveled, wondering when he got to become this perfect gentleman. The Tunde in University was neither overly romantic nor gentlemanly and that had caused many of the conflicts in the relationship. One of which led to us calling it quits. Well, I guess change is the only constant thing in life, and it is even beautiful when one changes for better. I watched him walk to the counter to request our orders, my stomach rumbled loudly and I was instantly grateful I agreed to this lunch with him. 
He came back with a tray containing the jollof rice and chicken I had requested, set it down and went back to retrieve his order. Settling down some few minutes later, we dug into our foods and kept drifting in and out of small talks. We talked about random things - university friends and people we both know, the country’s failing economy, reminiscing about our Uni days and finally, life after school. 
‘’So, what do you do now, Peace?’’ Tunde asked while opening the chilled bottle of Aquafina in front of him. My first instinct was to lie, you know, to cover up and say I work in a bank or that I run my own business, anything but admit this hopeless unemployed state. 
‘’Well..actually, I am not doing anything presently. In fact, I am job hunting. I had just left what was supposed to be a job interview before we ran into each other..’’ I said calmly. I felt shame raise its ugly head but I squashed the feeling. There is nothing to be ashamed of in staying true to one’s reality. 
‘’Oh, why though? Graduating with a first class honors one would have thought you would be very much employed by now. I am really sorry to hear that." He said kindly and I offered him a smile and sipped my drink. Some comments do not need an actual reply. 
"Anyway, I guess I haven't told you what I do myself. I currently run a Tech startup and we are launching a new product soon and.." he rambled on excitedly. I did not get to hear the remaining things he had to say because my mind had already drifted off, I really did see how he looked every inch a Tech bro. "Wow, that's so impressive." I told him and I meant it. I have always known Tunde had something about him, a some things that promised a very bright future and I was glad he had really made something beautiful out of it. 
"Very impressive, Tunde. I am really proud of you." I continued. He smiled that boyish smile of his and did a slight wave of his hand, as if to say it was not a big deal. 
"It's not a biggie, Peace. We all are still figuring it out somehow." He said matter-of-factly. I thought about it and realized how true it was, we never really get satisfied with our successes. How quickly the euphoria of achieving our goals or a feat that seemed very unattainable dissipates, leaving us wanting more. I shook my head, humans are deeply insatiable. 
"Yes, that is really true. Regardless, I am happy you are living your dreams." I told him, pushing a strand of my braid that had strayed behind my ear.
 "Aw, thank you Peace." He said, trying to mimick what was supposed to be a feminine voice but it was so hilarious we both had a good laugh. 
"Anyway, I have an Uncle who owns a recycling center at Ilupeju, I hope you don't mind if I ask him if he is recruiting in his Firm?" I couldn't believe my ears, mind ke? I don't mind o, infact I am at the point of desperation where I have little to zero shame. Anything to make some money, as long as it is legit, I really do not mind. 
"That is so kind of you, Tunde. And no, I don't mind." I said sweetly, hoping that I was able to mask the desperation from inflecting in my voice. "It is no big deal, Peace. It is the least I could do.." he said calmly.
 I bit into my chicken and chewed the well marinated, tenderly cooked meat. It was so delicious that for a second I felt sorry for vegetarians. They have no idea what they are missing out on. We spent the rest of the meal in a comfortable silence, and for the first time in six months, I felt a sense of peace and hope. Maybe my own pot of beans is almost done, I just hope it comes with a very soft Agege bread and chilled bottled water to go with because I have been through the most, I thought quietly to myself. Or maybe not. 
"Did I hear you mention Agege bread, eh? After this tasty Jollof rice you have just had, you're still craving something else. You and food in this life, 5&6!" He went on and on, playfully taunting me. I could not suppress the laughter that erupted from within me. I laughed out loud and long. Partly because the silly names he was calling me were funny, and majorly at myself because I was quite embarrassed. I had no idea I had actually blurted those words out loud. I just hope this soliloquy does not get me into trouble one day. I shook my head. Bad habits, they will always disgrace you. 

