

OUSTED
      There was a battle between Life and Death. It first began with a mere animosity for several decades and later metamorphosed into centuries of feud. Gradually, it surpassed millennia and crystallized into a continuous enmity that endangered peace in the universe. At the due time, all the inhabitants of the universe gathered to witness this battle. First was River and his entire household, who flowed eagerly to the venue. Sky and his household followed suit. Land and everything therein were on standby, awaiting them and other spectators. They had anticipated this day for a long time, in order to witness an end to this perennial superiority and ownership claim of the universe between Life and Death. The Town Square buzzed with wild emotions, as many spectators reveled in anticipation of victory for their contestant, while others shivered in anxiety, uncertain about the outcome. 
       Life was the favored contestant. He enjoyed the support of numerous spectators. He had long assumed sole ownership, command and control of the universe, and did not wish to share it with any other being. At first, he was ferociously beating and battering Death—the way he had done since ages. For him, Death was a recluse, a weakling and a misfit. 
       Death appeared frail and reticent unlike Life; perhaps, because he possessed a short, small and skinny physiques like a sickler. But he was naturally petulant and super-calculative with an indomitable strength. Death, unknown to many—possessed the mind of an unrepentant assassin. From the beginning of his feud with Life, he was consciously prepared to dare Life. This was unknown to Life whose character and physique was a direct opposite of Death’s. Life was huge and boisterous. He further brutalized Death like a super wrestler teaching an amateur the hardest lessons of his life in the ring. 
       Then suddenly, Death rebounded and curtly overpowered Life, battering, whacking and winching him without remorse. The profound excitement that had overwhelmed the mammoth supporters of Life quickly disowned them and colonized the faces of the fans of Death. The Town Square then buzzed tremendously with cheers and jeers at short intervals, reminiscent of the rapturous chants of the spectators at the Olympic Games. The gods were the unbiased Umpires of this battle. Before them, a victor must emerge and assume perpetual ownership, command and control over the other in the universe. Death’s tactics were swift and lethal. It was like how Okonkwo in ‘Things Fall Apart’ smartly threw Amalinze the Cat at that famous and feverish wrestling contest in Umuofia Community. That was a feat no man had ever achieved in the previous seven years, but Okonkwo achieved it in a day, succeeding where his father had a wreck. However, the deadly power and tactics of Death surpassed any other being in the universe. Life was the only being fit to withstand him or probably surpass him.    
       Over ninety percent of the spectators supporting Life still cheered him on like undaunted fans of a losing football Team in a FIFA World Cup, clad in different colorful cartoonish uniforms, hoping for a turn-around before the end of the ninety minutes soccer. 
       “Will Life defeat Death and his nightmares?” One of the fans of Life asked, looking disappointed.
       “Yes. Why not. He should and He will,” his neighbor responded. They were eager to see Death completely demolished and deposed in the universe so that they and their cronies could live on. To them, life was for the universe and the universe was for life. Therefore, Death had no place therein; he was an intruder, uninvited visitor who must be urgently ousted by all means. But do all their cronies support Life? Do they actually wish to live in the universe perpetually? Some of the fanatical supporters of Death still came from the cronies of Life’s fans. 
       Some human spectators exhibited a Platonic and religio-philosophic belief on the death of the corporeal body as a criterion for the immortality of their soul and its admittance into a perfect world, which was unknown to the physical body. Others had a strong penchant for their religion: the Christians, Muslims and the likes, tenaciously held onto their doctrine of an eternal bliss awaiting ‘the good one’ in a paradise after death. The universe, for them, was a transient place. It owned nobody and nobody owned it. Even Life and Death were just tenants, yet, fighting for dominance and ownership. So, these cronies of Life’s fans supported Death—optimistic that He would defeat Life and his numerous supporters. 
       At this point, Death had wearied down Life with blows, kicks, squeezing and hit after hit. The hope of victory for Life’s fanbase was now flickering like an ebbing flame. Death’s fierce look, iron fist punches, acrobatic and flexible maneuvers actually took Life unawares. He now appeared helpless, having been humbled and silenced. Death quickly assumed Life’s hitherto self-acclaimed position as the controller and owner of the universe and everything therein. But he was never declared winner of the battle by the Umpires, because that was just the first stage of the battle. The Umpires were impartial, and masters of the game. They had vowed to maintain absolute neutrality, to ensure that the controller and owner of the universe would emerge without any controversy.
      For centuries, Life was catatonic; off the scene. Death then continued to parade himself as a conqueror and the most qualified controller and owner of the universe. He thought he killed Life. He thought he was at the threshold of victory waiting to be crowned. Unknown to him, Life travelled to the country of solitude to rejig.
       “We shall fight back. For now, asylum is our strategy,” Life’s fans agreed in their secret meeting. “No retreat, no surrender!” They chorused three times before dispersing. 
       But the problem with Life was that he had a mammoth fanbase and associates who were as weightless as a basket of feathers, toothless as a centenarian and weak as a kitten. This was unlike Death who had just a few but ardent and active supporters. Air was one of them. His impact alone often overwhelmed all the fans of Life. A century before this battle began, there was a wrangling between Air and some fans of Life including Plants, Animals and some Humans about this lingering and ominous superiority contest between Life and Death. Air vehemently argued that Death his master was superior to Life and was the controller and owner of the universe. His opponents quickly countered him, insisting that the ownership of this universe was an exclusive prerogative of Life. Air was irked by this confrontational argument of Life’s followers. How dare they challenge him in such a manner? Where did they get such courage from? He soon seized their breath which he had freely dispensed to them from birth. It was momentary, yet, calamitous. Some plants and animals died, some Humans suffocated to death. The survivors begged Air for forgiveness, gasping and panting. 
       Air had been a faithful servant of Death; who existed everywhere in the universe with a network of spies and comrades, fervently working for Death. He apportioned his breath to every being, according to the instruction of Death. No being ever went beyond his limit. To some, he apportioned a century-timeline of breath or more. To some, he apportioned half-century of breath; some, a quarter century; some, a decade of breath; some, half a decade and some, a year or two, or three; yet, to some, he unremorsefully apportioned one month, or few weeks or just days and hours. One of his comrades was Hurricane, one Tsunami, another Harmattan and others. They operated according to the instruction of their master, who operated according to the instruction of his master. Sometimes, they tormented some members of the universe, especially River and Humans, to curb their unmitigated opposition. 
      River and Humans were the greatest and ardent fans of Life, and the greatest enemies of Death. They never agreed with Death in any way. Once upon a time, Death approached River to befriend him. He began with unsolicitated comicality, fiddling around River, warbling and blathering, with a luring smile on his slightly wrinkled face to the amazement of River. He then induced River with some whetting and juicy promises, to: make River his second in command, halve the universe and everything therein—one for him, the other for River—if he eventually defeated Life. Having noticed the seeming excitement on the face of River, Death then begged him to henceforth, drown and drench all the Humans in his domain—the fishermen, the sailors and anyone around him, so that they would all die in the process. This appeal rang a thunderous alarm in the mind of River like the metal gong of a village town crier, announcing the sudden death of a prominent kinsman. 
      River was momentarily sullen, struggling to hold his anger from exploding. “Wait. So you want me to kill my friends whose presence and activities excite me and my family? No now. How can I do such a thing?” He soon laughed to ward off this instantaneous ill feeling caused by Death’s unwholesome request; but, his heart buzzed with a peppering annoyance. If you have ever laughed uncomfortably before your friend, feigning agreement or affirmation of a contentious issue in order to conceal your genuine intention or discomfort, then, you would know that such laughter is more peppering and teary than the pain of an injury. Sometimes, you start from pretentious nodding of your head to occasional verbal interruptions, consciously feigning to be in agreement with your friend’s view. Sometimes, you cough and yawn out of proportion; sometimes, you scratch your head, looking at another direction to evade his eyes. 
       Death still made more deceptive overtures, basking in the perceived excitement of River. River eventually rebuked Death and rejected his proposal. Death left River’s house shamefully, walking and wiggling like an animal whose legs were injured by a hunter’s gunshots. River later divulged this issue to Humans who then became more cautious. That was the beginning of the enmity between Death, River and Humans. If River had succumbed to Death’s friendship request, Death would have wrecked untold havoc in the universe in order to boost his chances of eventually defeating Life. This had been Death’s tactics. He once ordered Wind to induce Harmattan and Fire to cause inferno in the universe; Wind did, the universe then suffered a huge and unbearable calamity. Death was happy and excited. But Remorse and Regret later engulfed Fire. He accepted River’s intervention and soothed, saving the universe from further arson and harvest of deaths. Fire later apologised to Life. Remorse and Regret then persuaded him to denounce his friendship with Wind. He also unfrocked Harmattan who was unremorseful of his action. Fire then befriended the Universe and accepted him as his landlord. Life soon became his boss.       
       The fierce battle between Death and Life took a billion century in the eyes of many spectators and fans of Life; but in the judgment of the diehard fans of Death, the battle was worth just a century but fought within some blinks and winks of the eyes; and they would continue to support their master untiringly for millennia yet to come, until he was declared the sole controller and owner of the universe and everything therein, including Life. Death’s wallop against Life had expelled his hitherto perceived weakness and reinvigorated him with an unprecedented valor and pride. With queer and cruel disposition, he began to kill the inhabitants of the universe randomly without recourse to Air’s timeline. His victims were predominantly the household members of Land and River, and a few from Sky. One of the victims of his orgy of killings was the only son of his own god. He first ordered Air to suspend the child’s breath. Air did. He then suffered seizures with numerous illnesses.  
       Death was actually retaliating the decision of the gods to be neutral in his battle with Life, because he wanted them to support him. He eventually killed the god-son thereby terminating his imminent maturity into adulthood and into that exalted state of immortality. gods were immortal, but infant gods were not. They died naturally like mortals, unless they lived and graduated into adulthood which was synonymous with their immortality. This was unknown to many beings, but Death was aware. He simply exploited this opportunity to express his grievance against the adult and immortal god, his master. Death’s killing of the god-son terminated the long-existing, cordial relationship between him and his god. The other gods equally divorced Death in solidarity with their colleague. Ostracism then dangled on the head of Death like a huge hammer ready to hit him. 
      Life was no longer catatonic. He had just rebounded from his solitude, supported by numerous fans. They were eager to render unequalled support to Life so that he would crush Death and reclaim his superiority and ownership position of the universe. With a rejigged and renewed force, Life and Death resumed their battle. It took a titanic dimension, more than the World Wars 1 and 11 combined; more than the atomic bomb explosion in Hiroshima and Nagasaki. It was the fiercest battle ever witnessed in the universe. Life was heavily supported by the god of Death, the other gods and virtually every being in the universe. But Death was still true to his nature: a diehard being, an undaunted combatant and a lone ranger—ever petulant, ever cruel and combative. He fought Life and his cohorts with a blazing rage, to raze and reduce them to rubbles with all his power and might. He employed billions of new tactics which was never anticipated by Life. Even the gods never anticipated such a fierce confrontation. They never thought that the planned ouster of Death could pose such a grave danger.
      Aware that resilience and determination are the requisite ingredients for victory, Life soon took over the fight, combining personal attributes and overwhelming universal goodwill to dislodge Death’s deadly strategies. Life was fierce. He was brutal and enigmatic. Above all, he was, unlike him, extraordinary. He eventually defeated Death and was declared the controller and owner of the universe by the Umpires. Death was then ostracized. Life strutted and wigwagged before the enthralling mammoth fans at the Town Square—half bragging and warbling: I preceded Death in this universe. Without me, he has no warrant of existence; therefore, he is an ungrateful stranger here. His defeat was long overdue. Death! You are a fucking outcast. You were killed long ago by the immortality of the gods, the immortality of the firmament, the River and the Land. And now, I have killed you! You’re a fucking goner! 
       Death lost all his entitlements, privileges and properties to Life. His fans and cronies deserted him like a patient infested with a contagious disease whose cure was virtually unknown to all existential medical realms. They swiftly swerved their unreserved allegiance to Life. Air was the first to do this, followed by Hurricane; next was Tsunami, then Harmattan and others. They regretted their age-old allegiance to Death and subsequent brutality against Life and his cronies—now sentient and rational, affirming that they were naturally part of Life, because Life had long deposited a part of him in them. 
       Death then hovered and wandered as a vagabond and a social misfit, stealing from the treasury of Life, and from the remnants of the gods, most times, nocturnally—still wicked and unrepentant with his awkward and cruel survival antics. But he was no more qualified to contest Life’s absolute ownership, command and control of the universe and everything therein. 


1

