I returned home to find my child wailing on the bed. Angela was nowhere to be seen, but she had left him here, alone in a pool of his own excrement. His cries pierced through the din of the now-turbulent rain, stirring up a mixture of anger and anxiety in me. I hurried to him but it was with careful hands that I picked him from the bed, and hurried to the corner of the room, where the water drum was kept. 
Worry rubbed at my temples like eiderdown, as I clawed off the sepia-toned napkin, sullied with the remnants of a not-so-hearty meal long forgotten. I held the napkin on the tips of two fingers and dropped it in the dustbin right beside the drum. He wailed louder when I held him to me and so gently, I rocked side to side. The last three days saw me get home earlier than I normally would. My work as a factory engineer did not afford me the luxury of coming in early on most days but the machines were undergoing maintenance, and as old machines were being dislodged from their bolts in the ground, new machines were being oiled. It meant factory engineers had little else to do at night. Every time I got back, I met the same situation: Angela’s absence, rain, and my baby’s hard wailing. It made me wonder why on earth she would abandon her child amidst all this. 
It also made me wonder how long this blatant negligence must have been on for.
Angela knew of our circumstances. Whenever rainy season came, our small apartment became a rainforest, replete with algae, mold, moss, and all the other incidences that abide in conditions such as ours. God knows I have nailed down the zinc of our roof and repainted the walls of our house maybe a thousand times. Whenever dry season came, I took a ladder up that godforsaken roof.  I took out the old zinc roofing sheets one after the other, then I analyzed the wood that held it all in place. Old, rotten wood was replaced with new wood and I often took great care to replace broken asbestos in the ceiling. When this was done, I single handedly repainted the walls of our house a white so pristine, so clean it could be mistaken for the pearly gates of heaven. 
Looking around the room that night, I was irritated.  Green fingers of algae crept down the walls from the ceiling, turning the once white walls all shades of brown, black and green.  
The wall was now diseased. A diseased wall is the most irritating thing, I swear. Imagine a full ecosystem of moss, mold and algae, constantly fed with rainwater, growing over your walls. If you manage to, by whatever means, have it cleaned, I promise, it just comes back the next rainy season like a malignant cancer. To my right was the drum and, on my left, a wall with some old picture frames that ran circles around my Panasonic Tv, the irritating algae like Salvador Dalli in the background. The picture frames mostly told the love story of Jekwu and Angela; that we met in secondary school, got married right after, and had a baby only recently. 
I took some water from the drum and holding the baby over one of the two buckets that sat next to the drum, I rinsed him clean. I walked the short distance to the bed, and gently, I placed the baby on his belly. I took a dry towel from the bed’s frame, dried him with it, before applying some methylated powder to his bare buttocks. The wailing had subsided to soft coos and purrs when I lifted him once more and held him closer to my chest. He slept then, his body soft like butter as I gently patted his back. Jidenna, my son, possessed a light and I knew this because I had spent many hours, looking long and deep into his eyes. The boy carried a soul devoid of all the potential to generously purvey the many malaises that would typically plague any kin of mine. I grew up in dire circumstances, and so did my father, and so did his father. These dire circumstances were a consequence of this potential that I have already alluded to. But this child, my Jidenna, carried a light that even I could never deny. His eyes carried a kindness we never bore, and in them I saw hope.
Angela barged into the room just then. She looked like she was on death row and had just been through the sprinklers and a million tasers. Her old grey top did her no favors and combined with the pleats in her skirt, the decent loafers, and the scarf around her neck, she carried a look more pious than I typically craved. She held a nylon bag in one hand and in the other, an old MTN umbrella that had been tested against the elements so much that its original yellow color was now a very pale white. Somehow, she had found a way to squeeze in her old Nokia phone, one of those with the detachable batteries, in the same hand that held the nylon bag, and its torchlight was switched on. Her hair was a tousled mess, and she was soaked in rainwater.  I could have felt some sympathy for her, but it was with a face stern as stone, that I asked her,
” Where have you been?”
“At church,” she quipped almost daintily. This was annoying. She took off her muddy loafers at the door, and she placed her phone on the makeshift shelf. The makeshift shelf was right beside the door but below the window, where the black and always grime stained kerosene stove was hung.
“What do you mean you have been at church? It is almost 1 am and you left our son in bed!”
“Jekwu, can’t you see how I look? Can’t you ask me how I am?” She said this as she stomped across bare feet to a ‘ghana must go’ bag by the bed, where we kept our clothes.
“You are always complaining.”
At this point, she had taken off her wig and clothes and she stood naked but for her breasts, held in the light green bra I got her for her 26th birthday. Her make up was a mess and she looked worn. I could have let it be, but the last three days had seen her come home later than is decent, and I wanted to know why. So, I pressed on, harder this time, my voice as cold as steel.
“Angela, you left our baby at home, for the third day in a row, to go to church?” I stressed the “by’ of the baby and the “ome” of home, and the “third” as I was wonderfully puzzled. The light in the room flickered and went off and we were left in total darkness. I heard Angela moan, “oh god” as she bent her arms backwards to unclasp her bra. I had only momentarily stopped rocking Jidenna as my anger had swollen at Angela’s arrival before he suddenly shuddered, so I began rocking my body from side to side again, but this time quicker. I was afraid for him to start wailing all over. In all this, it still rained, unrelentingly. She found the lantern hanging on the same shelf by the door. She shook it to see if it still had kerosene in it. I heard it swirl and splash at the metal of its container. There was some kerosene in it but just enough to last two hours, tops! She reached for the matchbox hanging on the window above the shelf. When she lit the lantern, a silhouette of her full, ripe body came into view, but it was the frown on her face that had me glowering even harder, at her. She had no right to neither frown nor be livid about anything because she was the main instigator of this storm that brewed. I looked at Jidenna to have an idea of how deeply he was sleeping, and his thumb was in his mouth. With great care, I eased him into the bed. Then I spun to face Angela.
“Is something wrong with you, Angela? Are you ignoring me?” Everything in me wanted to take a step toward her but I was concerned about the situation quickly escalating. In as much as I was raging inside me, Angela was still the love of my life after all, and I didn’t want to send the wrong message across, especially with my body language. 
“Jekwu, rest. You have been looking for a way to get angry with me and if this is the excuse you want to use, so be it”
I took a step in her direction and in a tone hushed by shock more than anything else, I asked, “What did you say?”
“Jekwu, leave me alone, I am tired,” she replied.
She didn’t even look in my direction when she responded to what I had said. She walked past me to the door, and she picked up the phone from where she had left it on that shelf. She stooped a little as she picked up the nylon bag she had come in with and she held the phone tightly, between her lips. She did this to free her hands as she picked items from the bag. There was grinded egusi tied in a small ‘santana’ leather, okporoko fish, palm oil, green vegetables, salt tied in one of those leathers, 6 maggi cubes, and yet another ‘santana’ leather carrying what looked like beef. Ingredients for egusi soup but the question of what she was doing with them was secondary to the real question that tugged at my seams.
“Where is your bible?”
The once white walls were now different shades of green, black, and brown, and Angela was at the epicenter of all the commotion.
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