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THE BEGINNING OF THE END
Jan 2019, 
It was a warm but dry morning. It was harmattan season but enugu was still warm in the morning. I have always wondered why the weather in the north is different from that in the east because I know that that is definitely not how it will be in the north. We have already been told two days ago that we will be returning back home, kaduna that day. My mum came to knock on our door to wake us up. Mama and aunty Uluoma were up too. They were cooking jollof rice so we can pack to eat during our journey cause  daddy doesn't like buying street food while traveling. My elder sister, Joyce, carried my younger sister to the bathroom to bathe. I looked for my toothbrush around the pockets of my bag and rushed to the backyard to brush my teeth. My nose was greeted with the  smell of dry leaves, spoilt oranges, plantain peel, damp ground, old pee. I love this smell. I inhaled deeply wanting the smell to stay with me as I'm going to miss it. I'm going to miss this place. I heard Joyce calling me to come have my bath,i quickly brushed and went to have my bath
Everyone was ready and sitting in the parlor except my mom who was in the kitchen with mama and aunty Uluoma,she had Obinna cluged on her back as he didn't want anyone to carry him. They were sharing the food in portion for everyone,ours was in our big cooler. My dad had started singing, it was his tradition to sing, pray and read the Bible every morning. It doesn't matter if the house was burning my dad doesn't rush his morning prayers. Years ago when Joyce was going for her JAMB exams and was already running late, he insisted we prayed and read the Bible, my mum kept gesturing to the wall clock for him to round up but he didn't bulge. She sighed throughout the prayers. Papa came and blessed us. I wondered how he'll spend the rest of the year alone with mama in the house. Jake was sleeping heavily on his laps. 
Our hired driver started horning and we all left the house together. We started saying bye to everyone. I thought about Kc whom I have just met 3 days ago at a festival. I initially wanted to stay at home all by myself that evening cause Joyce had quarelled me that I behave like mumu. I was so pissed and wanted to avoid everyone till the next evening but Amara my cousin came to beg me and I followed her. I had never gone to any festival before and didn't know what to do but I followed her cause she was more sophisticated than I am. We got there and the  whole place was crowded, the smell of roasted jackie(meat) filled the air. Amara dragged me through the crowd until we got to the front. A group of dancers were performing and they had beads on their body which went up and down in the rhythm of their body movements. Everyone was dancing and cheering. I was fastinated. I squealed in joy. I turned  around and saw a guy looking at me, I quickly turned in embarrassment. I pretended that I didn't see him and focused on the dancers but he started working towards me. I wanted to move but my legs failed me cause it didn't move an inch. The first thing he said was I look beautiful, I wanted to hear him say it again so I screamed "I can't hear you!" and he said it again. I smiled sheepishly like a fool. We exchanged pleasantries and before we could continue Amara came to say my aunt was calling us

 "cant this people let me have a good time for once I murmured to myself". I turned to follow her dreading what my aunt would do if I don't come back quickly. I turned to have a quick glance at Kc, I was shocked to see him behind me
"what are you doing?" I asked 
"forrowing you nau" he answered in his deep igbo accent 
"please don't follow me home my aunt will quarrel you oh" I told him almost shouting 
He laughed and said "don't worry I can handle myself" 
My aunt was outside our compound waiting for us
"how many times have I told you not to stay out late?" asked aunty Uluoma
"sorry aunty" I begged her
"sorry for yourself" she hissed at me
Kc greeted her. My heart started racing, what is this guy doing? Is he okay? I thought igbo guys don't follow a girl home, he should know better. Aunty ifeoma ignored him but he greeted her again, this time louder
"ehen who are you?" aunty Uluoma asked
"afam mu bu...." said Kc
"can't you see she's a small girl, will you get going joor!..." aunty Uluoma shouted "... all you guys know is just to be following girls verywhere, no direction just follow follow" 
I watched him walked away with his face down until he disappeared into darkness. My family members especially from my daddy's side are strict and over protective. Aunty Uluoma is my dad's younger sister. She's unmarried and has tales to tell about how mad Nigerian men are. I sometimes feel she takes out her anger on us. 
" so you're still here, will you go inside now." shouted aunty Uluoma

Mr Vincent, our driver horned twice this time telling us that it's getting late. Mama was hugging everyone, she started crying and I joined her not knowing why. I turned to see Joyce who was shamelessly hiding her laughter. We said our final goodbyes and began our journey. The road leading to the main town was empty,just a few vehicle and some farmers going to their farms. Some villagers waved and wished us safe journey. It wasnt nine yet and Obinna was already complaining that he's hungry. Mummy served him and told us to wait until later for ours. Daddy started singing again and he prayed for our journey. Shortly after Joyce gave a loud scream, she forgot her soursop under the bed where she hid it. Everyone laughed except my dad who only shook his head and said " the reward of being greedy" I knew he would preach about it later in the future 

"hmmmmm" mummy agreed 

"but I only kept it there because I wanted it to ripen faster" said Joyce defending herself 

"one of your siblings would have reminded you if you had showed them" said mummy

"abi oh" Kosi  and Jake said in unison 

" daddy call mama and tell her before it gets spoilt"  I said feeling like I contributed wisely to the conversation. 

My phone screen came on, I had just received a text message from Kc. I  blushed even without reading what he sent. After that night at the festival he came to see me at our compound. He told me that he hung around waiting for me to come out. It was a sunny afternoon. It was bright enough for me to see him clearly this time. He was tall and faired skinned. My teacher in primary school told us that igbos are fair in complexion because we love palm oil and also because we were friends with the British people who colonized us and somehow their skin color rubbed off on us. He was so convinced about his theory because he tells any fair person he sees. But Kc was not fair like an igbo guy,he was fair like a fulani. He had full hair. His nose was pointed and his eyebrows were shaped perfectly. I made a joke about God taking his time to create him. He smiled.His smile was charming. I felt special because he was waiting for me. I did not know how long he waited but it gave me a sense of importance. He said we should take a stroll and I obliged. 

We took a walk down towards the udara tree. He was just admitted into the university of enugu state. I wanted to tell him that I also got admitted into the university of ibadan but kept mute on second thought. It was his family tradition to celebrate Christmas in their village. My family only came this year because it was my uncle's wedding. We only come to the village when there is an important occasion to celebrate. While talking an udara fell and he walked to get it for me. That was like the sweetest udara ever or maybe because it was from him. 

"calm down girl, don't go ahead of yourself. It's just udara" i said within me

He offered to take me to the village water fall. I was skeptical about following him but I followed him regardless. I had a great time. He took some pictures with his phone and I thought about how we would use it for our "when we met" photos. I really did get ahead of myself. While going back home we bumped into my brother, who acted as if he doesn't know me. I was relieved. Typical Jake. We got to the end of the road leading to my grandparents house and he hugged me. It was brief but I enjoyed it. Reminiscing about the hug I quickly unlock my phone to read the message 

" Hello good morning, how are you?. Sorry I couldn't come to see you this morning. I followed my mum to fetch water. Enjoy your journey. I will call you later. I miss you" 

March 2019,

Back home in kaduna 


