OFFSPRING OF THE LIVING DEAD






A child on her path to greatness, her only crime was her existence. Sold into slavery by her birth canal, forgotten by her sperm donor, traded into sex trade, laundered into isolation, ravaged by cancer, and categorised by fate.














In the beginning, it was beautiful. I was the cynosure of all eyes, paraded at the trenches of an attractive slum was a beauty that never sleeps. 
I lived with my adorable uncle, who took his time to decorated me with all the beauties in the world.
My mother died, during parturition. According to my uncle, he had no idea, who my father was. Never met him, and was not interested in knowing him. 
He became everything that existed in the name of family to me. He was everything to me.
Guided by my loyal soldiers: my male friends, they were more than friends. They were gatekeepers; guardians of my impeccable affection, they love the fact, that; they were my friends. The affection I got from their childish overtures could never be overemphasised. 
On a day, where the reflection of the devil dominated the heart of men, I became a victim. 
I trusted them all.
It started from a friday night hang out with friends. 
My uncle, engaging; in his travelling routine, had flown to Abuja. I was available, with a little bit of cash. It became boring. So: we added a little bit of sauce. It was a hangout.
A hangout in a popular  building,  called “ile anu”  
Ile anu was a traditional building: built, with soil excavated from the land, constructed with molded bricks, cemented with muds, mixed with manure, and loamy soil. 
There were umbrellas molded with the same bricks as the building, scattered in specific place in the building. The sight was serene, traditional, and beautiful.
I took a measured steps to my allocated place, It was where smokers, and addicts in all department found their coignate antigen. 
I feel safe with my friends. My friends: anatomically, they are adorable. The pseudo alpha male is a broad chested man, with muscles in the right specifications. Flanked by the inferior, underrated “stainless steel” who was treated as asthenic and unimportant. 


A show of shame, always presents its colours in styles. I had my suspicions, but the love to smoke dried pawpaw leaves enveloped  my sense of belongings. 
I  complemented my beauty in the most amorous presentations. It was a touch of black, which colour my caramel pigmentation and unvieled the indentations in the right modifications.
The canis majoris glow in the darkest spots. I was fluorishing in my space; with grace, and might. 
Everyone was staring at me, including the sex workers. I wanted to go back home. But: the support I got from my guardian angels restored my confidence. 
I led them to the place, where I was sacrificed, and horribly disfigured. It was a popular palm wine joint, with long benches and chairs. The floor was dusty as ever. It was a busy place. A place where men satisfy their libido. The site was too open for me. So: I requested for privacy. The manager, took me to a reserved hut. I requested for my friends to join me.

He replied:
Omo iyami if dem rape you. I no follow dey o. No go bring police o. I no get money to give police
(My sister, if you are raped. Please do not involve me. I can’t stand police harrasment)
He continued:
You be english pikin, na because of ote like you, make me build this kind of hut. No go...
(It’s because of people like you, this isolated hut was built. Don’t…)
I interrupted him with: 
“wetin dey do this one, na your sister dem go rape”
I was frustrated by the constant nagging, coming from the man.


Everywhere was covered in a fumy mist. The cloud was too dirty for me to identify them in a living gomorrah. He jeered at me with a disgusting look. It was short; subtle, and undifferentiated stare.
He hissed, and moved on.
He came back with my friends, it was a beautiful reunion.
Yes. I was young. I was 15 years old, my friends were in my age group.
We were excited to see ourselves. I was happy to a fault. I had my bodyguards, no one could mess with me. We went into the detached isolated unit. 
Tadese went out with a kingsize traditional tray furnished with 3 bowls of sapele water (an intoxicated drink, which originated from a local diety in uriapele region of delta state) mixed with granulated pawpaw leaves. This intoxicating concortion was presented  with Asun (A roasted goat meat garnish with sauce and onions in the right proportion). The drinks and the Asun was on me. I thought, I knew what I was doing, but I was wrong. 
A sip of sapele water gave me some kind of feeling. It was a feeling, that; I had never felt before. It was so strong, that I couldn’t resist it.
I was extremely weak. I started undressing in the most amorous way that I could ever imagine. For a moment, I realised that I have been induced by the traditional legendary rape drug. 
The boys started laughing, I could feel the lust emanating from thier eyes. I try to resist the urge, but it was irresistable. Everything was hot, I began stripped; slowly, and carelessly.  
Careressing the curves, and edges. Touching all the depths and smooshing all the indentations. They were enjoying the show. 
I remembered that, they had only shorts on them.  
They started debating on who to open the doors, I was blushing, trying to force myself not to submit to their will, willingly.
I kept groping myself, touching myself, and begging to be laid like a sacrificial lamb, on the dirtiest of all environment
During the heated conversation, I noticed that a little bit of koko was added to my bowl of sapele water
(koko was the unbranded date rape drug used in slums to subject girls to a “consensual” rape). Koko was untraceable, and could not be use as an evidence, in a court of law. It was a rape drug that fuel the “consensual” rape.
I’ve heard rumours of koko. But: the very first time. The rumours were true. It had never cross my mind, that I would be a victim of that drug.
According to them, Tadese brought the idea of the concortion. Tunde executed the plan. They continued debating for over 5 minutes,  one who to start first. 
I was like an animal waiting to be devoured, I started groping them. Finally! A consensus was reached.
Tadese started touching me in some places, I responded with a relunctant moan. Tunde on the other hand, was using his hand offensively. Violating my space, dipping his hand in the post inferior part of my external genitalia. It was violent, and horrific. 

Tadese hanged my legs to the wood. Though, I would have allowed him, to do what he wanted, with little or no resistance. It became very painful.
May be; violence was a way they prove thier superiority. Tolu was “sucking” my “tenders”, with slaps as supportive mechanism. I started weeping, all he did was to reply with more slaps.
Tadese started pounding me, using my legs as a support. He continued with excessing banging which led to the collision of mon pubis. It was horrible, tortuous, and painful. I lost my voice to the ongoing ruthless passion. It was beyond rape, it was suicide. 
The koko was losing its effect. Tadesese, took a little bit recess. Tolu wanted to take over, but I was not interested. I was pleading for mercy. Tadese went for the remaining “sapele water” and force it down my throat with slaps. 
Silent tears rolled down my cheeks. My eyes was heavily pregnant. Somehow, the tears were not dropping. It went dark, everything became blurred...
I started seeing things, I saw a lot things. I saw angels in the house of the devil I was bleeding with pleasure.
They did a lot of things, that I can not describe in words. I lost my consciousness to their desires.

 
I woke up the next morning, actually I was woken up by the  free flowing water that came from the managers iron bucket. It was heavy, terrific, and effective.
The manager gave me a gigantic look of “I told you so”. 
I started sobbing, I was in pains, and it was unimaginable.
I picked up a littered cloth,  to cover my body. I felt exposed, naked, and empty.
“ I was told, that; at a certain age, or at a particular time. A woman would feel neglected, would feel intimidated, and ashamed of being a woman. On that day, I was ashamed of my existence as a woman”
I dragged myself out of the hut. For the boys, I don’t want to talk about them. 
I took a measured step, to my uncle apartment in the most reflective  mood, I had ever been. though, the journey  was not farther away from my sins, it took a whole lot of time to get home. I was lost wondering īn pains and regrets. I really dont know what I was thinking about, I was lost in thought. 
I don’t know, if people were looking at me. But: I felt the impact on  my  soul, it felt  like everybody was staring at  me. To me, I was like a paraded undegraduate thief who was caught stealing female underwear in a girls’ hostel.
I  found myself  in my room, I dragged myself to the bathroom, where I did selective cleansing  of my body.  My body was too filthy, to be a temple of the lord. I needed to cleanse my body. May be, I will be forgiven for allowing myself to be raped. May be my name  will be written in the book of life. My soul had been inhabitted by  the devil, I’m condemned to the seventh corner of hell.
The legendary iron bucket in my bathroom was stained with blood, I noticed I was bleeding. I had no idea where the blood came from, my thighs were covered in blood, I was losing blood, but I had no idea where the blood came from, my hands roamed through the upper part of my thigh, searching  for cuts or wounds or the sources...
My hands travelled through my vulva, navigated through my external genitalia, it felt rough, but not enough for bleeding, I had to check  all  my orifice, maybe it was the date rape drug. 
In a flash, I remembered that I was using “iron sponge” to bath. I use the sponge, to scrub stubborn locally made pot, with a bleaching powder. That was, what I used for my cleansing.  Blood was seeping out of the  pores. What saved my genitalia was the sight of blood, I spotted on the iron bucket. 
I had no idea when I used it on my body, how I was able to transport it from the kitchen to the bathroom is still a misery.
I slept in tears, I woke up to tears. It was a time, full of darkness. Immense darkness. Sorrow enveloped my mind. I was lost in its breath. In that moment, I wish, I could hiberrnate, to a state of nothingness.  
Months rolled in, I lost my sleeping pattern. My uncle noticed a change in my attitude; he asked why I became conservative all of a sudden?
What could be bothering me?  
He asked.
I ignored those questions with a broad smile and covered it with house chores. I was working  overtime, I could not cry, I could not sleep. 
Months after ...
I noticed, I was infected with the most celebrated disease in womanhood. The seed planted in me had germinated with grace. 
On the other side, my friends turn rapists were spreading the cancer, telling everybody who cares to listen to their fictious story, that I satisfied them, with pleasure. 
In a society where people condemn, male and female friendship; I had two, as a teenager, and if I was raped, it should be my punishment. 
My uncle went on his routine travelling to Abuja. It was the right time for me to confirm my pregnancy. I took a bus to the famous pharmacy, farther away from my home.
With no prior knowledge on how to get tested; on the way to the pharmacy, thoughts filled my mind.  
Should I ask for a pill?
How will they sell the pills to a teen?
I got to my destination, after deliberation. I realise it was not easy to get a pill.
After moving in concentric circles, I remembered Tadese told me how people abort pregnancy  in  “Bere”. I  had to confirm, if  I was really pregnant, because every decision, I made, was based on assumption.


I felt hope in a minute, I became sad in the next...  
en route  Bere..
Got to Bere, I asked for  the “woman”.  
No one seems to understand what I  was saying... 
But I was determined.  If I was pregnant, it will be flushed. 
Tadese called  her “mojisola alagbo”.
It was getting clearer, I asked one of the bus conductors who  mojisola  alagbo was?  
He looked at  me  and  started  raining curses on me in  Yoruba...  
He poured water on  my confidence, and determination... 
I was repeatedly jeered at in a typical Ibadan way. 
Well, it all turn good. When a colourful skinny lady, with a familiar  accent  came  to my rescue. She lashed back at the bus conductor,  took me by my hand and guide me to the local  herbs seller.
I got to the mojisola corner. The odor oozing out of the corner was terrible. The place was littered with young girls, who came for cleansing like mine. One was in pains and was rolling on the floor, the woman instructed her maids to take the girl  groaning in pain, to the inner room. 
I picked a number and I was told to come back in the next 24 hours  as there were a lot of  people “waiting to do the same thing I wanted to do...
I was shocked. So: people queue to terminate pregnancy?!
I could not afford an extra day. I knelt down and started crying, pleading to be tested. Even though each abortion cost a sum of  500 naira and was expensive.
I could afford it.
My tears moved these guys, (which was suprising) and I was allowed to do mine, before anyone on the queue. 

I was giving a concortion to drink. Which was to confirm if I was pregnant. According to her; any pregnant woman, even if it was for  a day, will vomit.
Yes. Before that, I was made to drink a water, from a white calabash, I was told the water was called “omi ayelala”. It was like a oath, but a stronger version of Oath.  I ŵas warned, that I would be strike by lightening, if i involve the police in “our” busines

I doubted the efficacy.
But: I don’t have a choice.
I drank the whole cup. I started vomiting, heavily!
She became worried.  She gave me a rhizome to eat, it control the  vomiting.  

she started with
You will die!  if you try to terminate this pregnancy.
She ended with 
Go back home!

By that time, I knew I was fated to be disgraced. For mojisola alagbo to advise me not to abort...
Then....
I got home earlier than ever, only to see my uncle waiting for me at the gate. I picked up the pace on sighting him...
What could have happened?
Does he know, I was pregnant?
He was not interested in knowing where I was coming from, even when I was trying to explain myself.
He took the keys from me to open the gate. Ushered me īnto his car, while we moved into the sitting room.
At the sitting room, my uncle asked me to sit next to him. Which  was weird. When I was younger, I had a nanny, he kept his distance and gave me my freedom. 
I was happy for the uncle-niece discussion, we were about to have...  
He started with the most difficult question.


Are you having sex?
Like, has a man touched you? have you being touching men?
I shivered.
I moved to a more comfortable place on the couch, and replied with a sluggish “no”.
He forced a grin on his face.  
He replied with a silent “okay”.
He told me to get the oranges in his car, it was a relief. I ran to his car, without collecting the keys. When he called me back for the keys, my heart mummured. 
I snatched it from him, and moved to collect the oranges, which I peeled with a knife and arrange it on a stainless steel...
I took mine from the kitchen, without asking him. As a cultured Yoruba girl, I knew  it was wrong to take things before my elders. But I was too happy to obey culture.  I “sucked  the  life out of those oranges”, with pleasure.
He was about to take his oranges, when someone called out to him, with a signal from the registered Peugeot 504.
He moved out, and I wasn’t  bothered.  
Before my stomach become prominent, I will enjoy myself.
I slept off, while enjoying myself.


I woke up to a sight, that could only be narrated behind my keyboard. I opened my eye to see my natural self in woman form. On that day, I saw my uncle unveiled himself.
My hands was tied to my legs. I was striped naked!
He steered at my body in an unfamiliar way.
He started telling me strange things.
Uncle: first of all, I’m not your uncle. 
you were sold to me. By your mother!  
Me: like a property?
Uncle: shut up! Harlot!
Uncle: how did you get pregnant? 
I was keeping you for myself!
I had plans for you!
 	your mother trait in you, is a major disadvantage!
you are a product of rape!
what do I expect from generation of pigs?!
(He paced from one place to another, panting and wailing. For a moment I was lost in thought, I had a pseudobulbar effect)
He was shouting and saying all sort of things and was piling up abuses.  
I was teriffied. My heart rang like the sound of the comunnity  borehole machine.   
Those days were terrible.
It is a generational curse. 
I was a product of rape. Raped, and being castigated for being raped.
I was snapped out of my thought with a slap. It was fast, heavy, and efficient... 
He said a lot of things, that l can’t write. 
I folded myself in a characteristic manner. 
He continued, by saying those words...


Please, open up pig! (gesticulating with his hand)
Let me add to the offering.
The vulture moved to feed on the carcass, he proceeded by loosening my ropes.
My hands were free, and I had to use it. I lifted the wooden stool, and it was smashed on his head.
He went down, and was out of touch. I freed myself from the shackle of a rapist.



In that  moment. I  knew what to do, to survive!
I went straight into his room, I did not really do a lot of search, I saw a bag full of money and other valuables. The valuables were left on the bed. While, I left with the money.
I dropped a note for him, thanking him for the money.
I was about to open the door, when I realised I was naked. I ran  back into my room to pour the money in a “ghana must go”...
I  dressed up smartly, and I left the house. 


If I knew how to drive, I would have taken  his car.
I really do not have a destination. But: with money, anything is possible.


I boarded a bus going to Gate in  Ibadan, my facial expression was  stern. The bus conductor was unusually respectful. With my expression, he would not want to mess with me.
I alighted from the bus, when we got to the last bus stop.
My uncle knew about my journey to Beere. How he knew was something I could not unveil.
May be  I was  bugged, may be I was being monitored. Whatever the may bes’.
I sought an alternative.
I cross to the other side, I almost got hit by a bus escaping police  extortion. The conductor called me several names, names that define street urchins.
I stood by the road side, like a lost puppy. I was looking for a “lift” to my destination. If I stayed at the garage, I will be caught. 
How did I know, there was a lift over there? 
When things happen to you, you will know stuff that you are not suppposed to know.
I found my coignate antigen, in the name of a paid lift. He had other passengers, his fee was lesser than the ones in the park.
I was mentally prepared for anything, either positive or negative. 
I was not afraid of anything. even death.  


We got to Ejigbo, without hitch. I was awoken all through.  
There was no higher institution in Ejigbo town, what will I tell the  traditional landlords in the town? I could not lie about being a stranded student that needed  an accomodation. 
Till today, I still cannot answer the question why I chose to run to Ejigbo.
I knew securing apartment would be hard, because I was a teenager with no elderly person to accompany me. I would be regarded as a lost commodity and will be taken to Elejigbo (traditional ruler of the community).


I asked around, for a hotel. I was hissed at, and ignored.
I later realised that, there was no hotel in Ejigbo. As hotel was seen as a hideous place for armed robbers and sex workers.    
I overheard them, discussing about some girls that immigrated from  Cote d’voire, they call it “Abidjan” to Ejigbo.
I went to a house, told the woman, that I was among the girls taken  to Cote d’voire.  
Oh!!  
Ikunle abiyamoo (pains of womanhood)
She exclaimed.
She hugged me  and  was  turning  me around  with  my luggage.
Where are your parent, she asked?
They are dead.  I replied.
Omo oku orun (an  orphan)
She started cursing some people in traditional Yoruba language. 


She directed me to an isolated room, in the compound. The compound was full of isolated rooms. The whole compound look like a traditional refugee House. Each room was built with bricks, and stones. The architectural design was crafted in a regular pattern. The surroundings had, a handful collection of chairs, sculptured from wood and molded with cement. 
I was welcomed, by many people. As if they were expecting me. So: it inflated my paranoia.
What if the woman, work for my uncle?
I had to bury the thought. But: I was on red alert.


I was told to take it easy and rest. That: no one will hurt me.
(my fugitive look was obvious)
I sat on the wooden chair in the room, holding my bag to my chest with open eyes. I was tired, but I can’t sleep. My mind was heavy. Mentally, I was restless.


I slept off, few minutes later.
I was woken up by the background noise, in my room.
Turned out, the noise came from the woman giving me a stare. The same woman, who gave me a room.
She was called; “Mama Segilola”
She looked at me, with a cultural stare.
Smiled and continued.
I know,  you  are  pregnant. My child.
I was shocked.
Ikunle  mesan ni  moni,  (I gave birth to nine children) 
She replied
Monsuraah!!!  
She called out, the name of her daughter. 
Who refused to answer to her call. She went outside angrily to fetch her....


Days after, I had found a way out of the town, and a connection to an apartment in Iwo, where girls like me can secure apartment.
I left for Iwo, from Ejigbo, on a early Saturday morning.
I followed farmers who visited their farms in the neighbouring village.
We all joined a lorry. The lorry was loaded with goods and humans. A lot of people sat on the wooden bench, most of the passengers were chewing a twig from a plant, they were chewing it religiously, until the tip became frail.
The lorry was colourful, it was not that illuminous. It was a shade of yellow, gold, and black. The extended part of the lorry was decorated with ridiculous inscriptions.
I was one of the few girls in the lorry. The traditional song emanating from the transistor radio, was a perfect companion for the journey.
I rested  my head on the back seat, smiling  to the  energy  from  the  song. Most of the passsengers, knew the lyrics by heart. They were  singing along, like a group of choir in an Anglican church. 
In that moment, it happened like the speed of  light, our  lorry had a head-on collision with another lorry. 
The whole world stopped. It went dark. 


I woke up; saw myself, beside the road, responding to traditional first aid. 
Water was sprinkled on us by the passers-by trying to revive us from the near death experience.
What I remembered was my bag, and it was gone. All the money was gone.  
Everything!!!
I really don’t know why I came back alive, alive with my pregnancy  intact!
I was asked repeatedly where my house was, I did not have a house.  I became a mute. 
They, all, gave me the victim stare. I was given a food to eat.  
“Amala  laafun  with  ewedu without meat”
The food was therapeautic. I was not taken to any hospital, but, I felt good.
A woman from the lorry passing by, ran toward me, to tell  me, my  mother was looking for me.  
She was happy to see me, the excitement was written all over her. I  was shocked, because I had no mother. 
I played along, because I needed  a place to stay. 
I was so anxious, that my heart started beating, everything was so rapid. 
The woman took me back to the town I left, I mean Ejigbo. 
I was taken back to mama Segilola. 
Apparrently, she had been looking for her lost daughter.  
Mama segilola had seven children, excluding me.  


It was three years; after my fortunate, unfortunate journey to Iya Segi’s house... 
I’m now a mother. A mother to my lovely Enitan... 
Apart from being a mother, I was a front desk officer to a major  transport company. 
I was satisfied with my comfortable salary...
The ruthless military dictator who took over was helping our migration business. With time, I realised people no longer travel to Abidjan for sex slavery. They go their for business, mostly smugling.  
I became popular among transporters. 
Two years later, I found love.
I found the missing piece in my imperfections...
I loved Tunde so much, that I emptied all my darkest secrets to him, including the one that gave birth to Enitan...
He was supportive and lovely.
We got married.

[bookmark: _GoBack]Two years into our marriage, I had two miscarriages.
A professor of Gynacologist, once said
“In the westerrn world, when people get married, they get married for love. Children might come, or they might not. In Africa, we get  married because of children, love might come or it may not” 
I might have married for love, but I don’t know if tunde was in the  same booth. 
Everything dwindled,  when I started having miscarriages. 
I was given several concortions, several herbs. I practised the famous urination tradition, done by “barren” women... 
In this part of the world, even if you have given birth to dozens of children, not giving birth in your “husband” home is termed barreness.
Barren women were  instructed  to urinate  beside  Aro 
It is believe that Aro gives support; psychologically, emotionally, and spiritually. Any barren woman who urinated on this spot, would found solace in this Aro.
They said...
Tunde family responded to my barreness, by getting a woman who could give birth for their son.
Everything crumbled. Everything, I built for years. 
I hated everything around me, including, my child! I hated my existence. I was destined to be unloved.
Tunde became a father to a child, from a random lady on the street. 
That was when everything started, my story was written in different version, narrated in different language.
I became a permanent resident in the house of depresion.


The storm came when the news broke out, that cervical cancer was on the rise. Women were advised to go for cancer screening.
As one of the educated people in Ejigbo town, I rallied up the women for screening.  
As the leader of the pack, I stepped up to do mine and it was  a  “normal” news
I was diagosed of breast cancer! 
I was given an option of a radical masectomy. 
Then, I  became a “beautiful man”.
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