Long awaited morning
Seated on a beacon before the bridge before the fishery by the lake, I observe employees in haste to work. They aren't seen unless one wakes up quite early in the morning as I've done today.
This is how it is at the lake this morning: cold and breezy. Serene.
There is an eye-catching demarcation in the water. The water by the shore is dodger blue but lavender beyond.
I had come here to look into the dagaa business. It's great. Great for me. Dagaa haven't been fished today. Not my expectations from what I saw yesterday.

I was here yesterday. Not on this beacon. I was here at the lake for jogging and meditation.
I oftentimes come here for the two either by dawn or dusk, when the lake is tranquil enough, its ripples hardly playing a distraction. I mostly enjoy morning jogs, enlivened by enchanting sounds of spectators— a heterogeneous choir of songbirds, mostly parrots, performing their rhythmic trills and crescendos—  espying me from trees fringing the beach. However, an evening jog had been scheduled for yesterday, a full moon day. Simba, my dog was my jogging partner.
Throughout my jogging the beguiling black-crowned herons were patrolling the shore, skimming over the lake, foraging. At the time, the other kinds of birds had roosted already. At one point I stopped jogging and observed one of the birds fluttering its wings, hovering over the same spot for quite some time. Suddenly, beak first, it plunged right into the water in a trice and flew away with its prey snatched up by its beak. More such birds followed doing the same.
Close by in the shallow water raucous fishermen worked on their fishing nets whereas others loaded floating lights that were to lure their catch. Over a dozen planked undecked boats were being prepared for the awaited night, their outboard engines locked on them already.

The lemon-yellow full moon had been a little late than expected in making its rise from the east fall of the horizon. Only two stars visibly flanked the moon — the two biggest and brightest among the innumerable of the night sky.
A bone-chilling breeze languidly blew over, lightly swayed branches of hardy cedars along the shore. The seeping sweat lost moisture before streaming along my skin, rendering it salty and uncomfortably sticky. With my sneakers off I waded through the shallow water, rolling up my sleeves. Simba paddled behind. The lake’s ripples hit my shins in successive glittery rows, broke upon, and died almost immediately. I crooked my palms, scooped the lake’s water, and rinsed my face and hands. Done, I waded back to the shore, sat upon the rainbow-colored swing, and with my fingers, rubbed sand off my feet. I slipped my feet into my sneakers and laced up, ready to jog back home. Simba bustled about, wagging his thick brown tail.
Observing the streets, darkness had no say at the full moon which gleamed ethereally across the deep blue sky with a greater host of stars by then. Splendid. The streets were so illuminated you couldn't tell it’s fall of night. Besides the high-pitched quacking, whistling, and bull-like bellowings of frogs prevalent in these streets, the streets were serenely quiet.

I now observe the night-shift workers trudge back home from the fishery. After them, I take my way back home to begin my day.


I've just come from the town market but after Mukpar Agrovet to buy seeds for Chinese cabbages. I had planned to buy a 10 grams package of the seeds but these are sold out. I could get a 10 grams package of the seeds, and at a lesser price, at other Agrovets, however, not from the same company as those sold at Mukpar Agrovet. My customers were full of praise for my Chinese cabbages— seeds for their kind sold only at Mukpar Agrovet— when I began selling to them. They testified that the Chinese cabbages I’ve planted take longer to go bad if immersed in water. I could tell that most of them didn't know why.
The sales man at Mukpar Agrovet said that the 10 grams seeds are due in two weeks and so he offered me a 50 grams package of the seeds and talked me into buying them instead. For having become their regular customer, he has sold them to me at twice the price of 10 grams of the seeds. Anyone aware of the land at my disposal to plant the seeds would wonder why I've taken this much seeds. When I brought up the issue to the sales man, he advised me to wrap in a polythene bag the seeds that would remain. He's assured me that they would still be fine by the next round of planting.
From Mukpar Agrovet I paid a visit to the town market, the vegetables section. I have a penchant for going there to be satiated with pleasure over the scramble for the Chinese cabbages I’ve sold on the respective morning. The vegetables from my farm are easy to tell apart: most dark green and plumpest. They are distinct in appearance. I like it when I hear it from my customers.

It has been a good day for me. A good day even before going to town:
Guests at a five-star hotel have eaten Chinese cabbages reaped from my farm. They must have liked them. Vegetables cooked straight from the farm are tastier and more nutritious.
I had never before walked into a five-star hotel. There weren’t boggling requirements for me to walk into the hotel, then to the kitchen where I had to deliver the vegetables. The sack of the vegetables I carried, plus the guard who escorted me in after confirming that I had been called over to deliver the vegetables, did enough to get me through.
I have attracted a major customer today. I'll be making good money from the hotel. As it was with most of my current customers, my bosses, I didn't even mind when the man who called me over to deliver the vegetables second-named me ‘Vegetables’ when he added me in his contacts. After seeing how appealing my Chinese cabbages are, he urged me to plant other kinds of vegetables.
Like many other farmers, after realizing how profitable the vegetables business is, I was impelled to plant other kinds of vegetables so as to make money from a variety of them. I also dived in the passion fruits farming but, together with the other kinds of vegetables, it was an incomprehensible loss for me. I reaped only as much for my personal consumption, not more. Had I allocated the space and manure spent to the Chinese cabbages instead, I would’ve had the cabbages aplenty. I therefore resolved to stick to the Chinese cabbages.

I've had to get off the bed because of his persistent hailing at my door. I can't ignore him any longer. It's so rare to find me asleep around these times. The long walk to Mukpar Agrovet and then to the market, under the summer-like noon sun, has had its drain on me. I needed a nap to be fresh enough for returning to the farm in the evening.
It's one of my regular customers at the door. He's come on a day before the appointed one and at an unsuitable time. All of my customers have been informed that I will begin reaping tomorrow, a week since I last reaped for them. Even though we are just a couple of hours to tomorrow, I desire to see the vegetables’ size after a complete week, a suggested time interval for their maximum growth. He is also aware that I prefer reaping the vegetables early in the morning before they wilt under the sun. It takes fewer leaves to complete a palm-size sheaf when the leaves are still erect. Regardless, he has yet again come on a day before the appointed one and at a time I am less likely to reap the vegetables for anyone. It's becoming his custom.
I have reaped some for the hotel because that’s a new customer. The precept I hold for new customers is to reap for them provided that vegetables ready for sale, or a day or two yet, are available. I don’t keep them waiting. They may never come back.

He’s just admitted to being apprised of my reaping schedule but still he pleads with me to sell him his share today instead. He claims that he’ll firstly have to go down to the lake for dagaa if he is to come for my vegetables tomorrow. He worries that by the time he passes by from the lake the vegetables may all be sold to others.
He makes a living primarily by mongering dagaa fished from the lake. And like many other dagaa mongers, on occasions when he is sold out of dagaa quite early, or when dagaa are in less demand, especially on rainy days because consumers can't dry dagaa under the sun, he switches to my vegetables for more earnings. Either way, it ends up to my good. This time it's different though: due to overfishing, the authority in charge has prohibited fishing dagaa for the time being. These are the darkest times for dagaa mongers. Only a few fishers who are audacious enough to bribe the guards on the night shifts venture on the lake hence only few dagaa mongers trade on the following day. The rest, unfortunate majority, trudge back home with empty basins and buckets. A gait quite different to when headed down to the lake for dagaa, or back up with basins full of dagaa to be mongered before noon.
Vegetables are consequently at a high demand. It should be a booming time for my business.
There are all sorts of expectations and complaints in the business especially at such times: I was the first to buy your vegetables when you had none other to buy them so I should always be your priority; I am your regular customer so I should always be your priority; I promised you that I would come today— though may have come late— to buy the vegetables but you've sold them all and left none for me.
However, I have been in the business long enough to know that there never is a permanent customer. When the nuns at the cathedral begin delivering their vegetables—reaped from hectares of land under the church— to the market, mongers no longer come to buy from our farms. If we won't carry our vegetables to the market and arrive there before the nuns, we'll certainly make no trade. Whenever mongers come to buy from our farms they should never return as they’ve come provided that vegetables ready for sale are available.

Supposing that I just am not in the mood to reap he proposes that I let him go into the farm, reap as much as he requires and then call me afterwards to estimate the price. I can't let him do that; he is among the few customers I'm ever reluctant to let reap the vegetables by themselves. For his clumsy reaping he clearly doesn't bear in mind the fact that he would need to come back days later for leaves that would be ready for reaping, hence for sale by then. He is more mindful when I am with him during the activity. Good customers are ever cautious not to damage the plants they reap from and, some even take it upon themselves to stack soil all around the stalk of each plant they've reaped from — a necessary condition for the developing leaves to thrive. For the drudgery inevitable after he reaps, I'd rather reap the vegetables myself while he idly waits.
His tears begin trickling down his face as he pleads with me but, save for the deepening averseness about my stand, I find no grounds to budge.
Do I delight in seeing his tears? Not at all. In fact, I fear that mongers may never come again if word about his tears reaches them. Nothing is as swifter as negative news; I can see it hopping from monger to monger, monger to consumer, and consumer to monger who hasn't heard of me yet. They won't remember that I give extra sheaves of vegetables to those who become regular customers. They won't remember that I don't mind wetting my hands with frigid morning dew when they need help reaping the vegetables. My fellow farmers blame it on me for changing the custom of mongers reaping vegetables by themselves while farmers wait around to estimate the price. Farmers who don't keep abreast of the change are less likely to be visited by mongers nowadays. The blame is wholly on me.
By my nonchalance I have made one of them shed tears before me. In the wake of this spectacle I see my plunge down the pyramid of farmers more likely to be visited by mongers. I see the mongers passing by my farm, not stopping even for a greeting — the same mongers who ever since began frequenting my farm, I stopped carrying my vegetables to green grocers. I dread what may become of me.
Having noted the pitiable figure he's cut in this solemn silence, I am a blink away from my tears running down from the corners of my eyes. However, when I recall the censure on me for reaping the vegetables earlier than promised to my regular customers— some of whom we still are in poor rapport with each other over it— so that he may not go back empty-handed when he fortunately came to be the beneficiary of my precept for first-time customers, tears seep back to where they've sprung from. On that day, he got as much as he had come for whereas some of my regular customers got nothing despite waiting and coming on the day I had appointed for reaping. Now that he's become a regular customer he also should adhere to the reaping schedule. Nonetheless, I can't help but wonder whether I’ve been strayed awfully by my nonchalance, whether or not it's high time to give in to his plea.
Bereft of hope to win me over, he accedes to wait until tomorrow and vows to arrive earliest. I sigh in relief as I watch him trudge away. Who could ever go this far for resignation? Indeed, my vegetables greatly appeal.

Here’s the long awaited morning. A complete week since I last reaped the vegetables for my customers. I expect a new peak of sales for a single day. Since none of my customers has arrived yet, they'll find me in the farm weeding or watering — anything to pass time.
Even before drawing nearer for closer observation, it's unmistakable whose clumsy reaping this is. He has been here in stealth. The many plants damaged  after being stepped upon by his bare feet— I can make out the broad footprints, and, definitely, are a man’s— tell the haste he was in not to be caught in the crime.
I should have been counting money from today’s reaping, but instead, the many damaged plants.
I should be wondering when I should next reap the vegetables, but instead, who just has.
I wait to see whether he'll show up as he vowed. Maybe then he won't be my prime suspect.


