A messenger bag slung diagonally across his shoulder, so heavy the pressure could be seen in tight, deep crinkles on his shirt, Eniola Rotimi a medical student was ready at 10:00am to attend his lectures, to be held at 11:00am. 
Eniola is the only child of a poor, Yoruba family, who has only his mother. Eniola’s father passed away from diabetes when Eniola was just ten years old. Despite their financial struggles, Eniola's gifted intelligence led to scholarships that ensured a promising future. Instead of chilling like regular folks during his free time, he embarks on epic quests for advanced knowledge, making "spare time" his personal treasure hunt.
Eniola bid farewell to Vershima Soonen, the “church boy” of the four friends who all attend university of Port-Harcourt in Rivers state, Nigeria. He is from a devout, middle-class, Tiv family in Makurdi, Benue State. Vershima was getting ready for the day in the bathroom of Mahmud's two-bedroom apartment.
 Mahmud, the owner of the apartment, had a room to himself because he cherished his solitude and enjoyed the privilege of making such arrangements.
Mahmud Ahmed is a 19-year-old, 300 Level student of the law department who owns a house few kilometres away from their university. He acquired this property through the wealth accumulated by his father, Ahmed Mustafa, a prominent Hausa man known for owning numerous tech companies in Nigeria and internationally.
Eniola walked through the sitting room to inform Mahmud of his departure from their shared room. In the sitting room, there, was Udofia Usoro, also known as Biggie, the oldest, being 21 years old and in his second year of University. He hailed from an Efik family known for their business acumen and traditional beliefs. 
Biggie, a physically imposing figure, lounged on a sofa with a partially covering wrapper, and his feet dangled over the armrest due to his height. He watched a football match on TV while enjoying a bowl of garri he humorously called "garri flakes," which often ended up in his beard.
"Biggie," Eniola called out, "Aren't you supposed to have lectures at 10:30am today, which is Thursday?" 
Biggie responded, "No, I don't."
"Yes, you do," Eniola insisted. "I took a quick look at your timetable two months ago, and I'm certain you have THA 204 –Sociology of Drama today at 10:00am.”
Biggie questioned in amazement, "Two months ago? How do you even remember something as insignificant as a timetable, even worse someone else's?" 
Eniola boasted, “My photographic memory makes it quite easy for me to recall.”
“I forget say na Brainbox you be. Person wey start university at age ten, wetin you expect?” Biggie exaggeratedly praised Eniola.
Eniola, quite flattered responded, “stop with the exaggeration. I am a big nineteen in 400 Level.” 
 “anyway, I know about the lecture and still have enough time.” Biggie affirmed.
“It is 10:10am right now,” Eniola tried to make him realize how late he could be.
"Yep, I heard you loud and clear, and guess what? I've got a solid hour of lecture-free bliss left," Biggie reaffirmed.
Eniola, with a smirk, quips, "I wonder how long your lecture could get, but have you showered, brushed, and picked your lecture outfit, or is that too much to ask? Let me guess, the red shirt this week since you've worn the black and blue ones in the past two weeks?"
Biggie chuckles mischievously, "Oh, you're in for a surprise, my friend." He dramatically unveils himself from his cosy wrapper and rises to his feet. A yellow Usobo onesie?” Eniola asked amused, and not in a good way. 
Biggie responded, “Mhm. And as for the whole shower and brushing routine, I'm way ahead of you. I took care of that hours ago."
Eniola raises an eyebrow, "You mean yesterday? What time are we talking about here?"
Biggie grins, "Yep, yesterday it was. I was a night owl at 10:00pm." 
"You know what? I give up on you" Eniola exclaimed in frustration as he concluded his conversation with Biggie. He pivoted to the left side of the living room, where Mahmud's room was located. Eniola knocked at the door and called out, "Mahmud."
In a melodramatic tone, Mahmud responded, "Who dares to disrupt my tranquillity in my modest sanctuary?"
Eniola prepared to dash off to his lectures, told Mahmud, "Catch you on the flip side!" He turned around and headed for the exit towards the front door.  Eniola would normally pass through the back door as he related it to being “predictable.” But today was special as he decided to use the front door like every other normal human being. 
He opens the door, and froze for a minute, right there on the ground lay a peacefully snoozing baby in a carriage, complete with a note and a bag full of baby must-haves. Eniola's face contorted in what could only be described as an expression of shock. 
Now, it's crucial to understand that Eniola is a man of peculiar qualities, like his uncanny inability to convey strong emotions, whether it's extreme happiness, anger, disgust, sadness...unless it's physical pain. Just a bite from an ant, oh, you better believe that Eniola would put on a melodramatic opera of screams that would make the neighbours think he's auditioning for a horror movie!
But this was a bit different as he brought the baby inside with caution, overwhelmed by shock. His voice nearly failing him, he exclaimed, “guys… we have a package here!”
“Hope it is pounded yam and egusi soup?” biggie asked with such wide eyes.
“Jeez, it’s only morning,” Eniola replied. As long as Biggie’s food-satisfied, it doesn’t matter to him what food he ate at any time of the day.
Biggie, astonished to discover that instead of food, Eniola had an unexpected package with him- a baby. “Mahmud. Vershima. Come see what we have here.”
As if on cue, Mahmud dashed into the living room wearing a pink robe, just as Vershima, fresh out of the shower with soap suds and water dripping, joined the bewildering baby delivery party.
“Where did you find the baby? How did she end up here? Where is her mother?” Vershima who was tensed up and on the roll with the questions asked.
“I found the baby on our door step,” Eniola answered Vershima.
 “I know we can be careless about gate matters, more so that we do not have a gateman, and maybe a bunch of other things,” Mahmud took a quick look at Biggie. Biggie naughtily smiled. “But no one has left this house this morning, right? Mahmud continued looking at everyone. 
They all then focused their eyes on Biggie, because they knew, he was the crack in how the baby got there in the first place.
Biggie blurted out, "yes, it is me… I went out to buy fish and plantain from mama Nkechi.” (A delicacy, enjoyed by the riverine people).
“Anyway, Alhamdulillah we have CCTV cameras around. We can check it to see how this happened, but I am sure that whoever brought the baby here, could be someone who knows us,” Mahmud said in a bid to figure out how the baby got to his door”
With enough time to collect his thoughts, Eniola went ahead to intelligently deduce from the situation, ‘Seems like one of you is her father. Statistically speaking, when a baby’s abandoned at the door of a man’s, it usually means, “have a taste of your medicine, sucker!”’
All three friends had a stern face, devouring Eniola with their stares.
“Or it could be the baby just drove in its carriage to the man’s door,” Eniola sarcastically “alleviated” the intense situation of the room.
“Lord, she could be mine. This could be Nancy’s because of how nasty we can be (naughtily chuckles). On a second thought, I think she looks more like …” Biggie moves off of having an unfriendly face.
Eniola interrupted Biggie, “Amaka. The girl that carted away with our shoes, perfumes and accessories?”
“No, that was Blessing. This one is always angry… it is Chidinma. She’s kind of the reason why a little portion of hair at the back of my head is missing, it was roasted out with a lighter.” Biggie revealed.
Mahmud, Vershima and Eniola shocked by the revelation chorused together, “a lighter?”
"Sounds like an awful situation." Mahmud added.
Biggie shrugged, "Well, she's a sweetheart once you get to know her. She taught me the true meaning of tough love. But that baby? Look at those chubby hands, that's all me! What do I do with a baby?" Biggie is panicked.
 "We see a letter. Can you read it?" Mahmud urged Eniola.
              Eniola, with a hint of anxiety, confirmed, "Yep, there's a note." Vershima, equally worried, urged, "Read it, quick!" 
The note is then read by Eniola.
“I understand that this is a big deal, but I had to do this. On February 10th, 2022, my Heartbeat came into this world, and now, she is seven months old. With the support of my friends, I have cared for her, understanding the profound importance of a mother’s touch during fragile infancy. Every day spent with her, I cherished, knowing what it meant for me.
My journey to Port-Harcourt began as a short visit to my uncle’s, but it was there that I crossed paths with you. It was surprisingly easy to convince you that I was just another university student, thanks to my close friendship with two of my secondary school senior friends who attend a university in Rivers State. You see, I had left my home town shortly after that, and little did I know that I was carrying our precious Heartbeat.
When I got to know about it, I left home again, leaving my parents with the knowledge of my pursuit of admission in Port-Harcourt, while I stayed with some university friends to help ease things. The fear of my parents discovering this would have shattered my dreams of education.
	Now, the time has come for me to finally attend school, but in a different state. I entrust you, Vershima Soonen- my first love ever, with the most precious part of our lives, our Heartbeat. 
Yours lovely,
Ene.”

“Now who would have thought Jesus boy would be the first to give us another roommate by being a father?” Mahmud hilariously responds to the letter he read.
Biggie, mischievously chimed in, "This kid is a true MVP, but seriously, didn't you learn about defence? If I played without protection, I'd have a whole football squad ready to take on Norwich City everyday!"
Struck by the realization of impending fatherhood, Vershima opened up in tears about his feelings regarding the letter, "guys, I am just twenty years old, what do I know about being a father? Let alone a father to a girl child?” His worries also extended to his deeply religious parents, who held prominent roles in the church, and the various chapel groups he led, notably the choir members. The weight of their potential reactions weighed heavily on him.
"And I thought Ene and I had something special. I even lost my virginity to her…”
Biggie jokingly couldn’t help but interrupt, “…guy, let us have some dignity here.”
“…until one day, she vanished without a single word. But why didn't she say anything to me about the baby? Didn’t she think I would care?"  Vershima went on to pose a question, filled with a sense of loss and confusion.
In a gentle and understanding tone, Mahmud replied, "Because she believed it wasn't the right time to share." Mahmud, known for his emotional nature, empathized with Vershima's feelings and assured him of unwavering support from himself, Eniola, and Biggie. He related his fondness for babies, mentioning his extensive collections of cars, bags, and shoes, which now included a real-life baby, making this an even more significant development in his life. 
"I'm unable to care for this baby," Vershima declared, his voice heavy with emotion, as he wiped away tears from his eyes. "I've decided to entrust her to my mother for her care."
	Vershima had full confidence that his mother, above anyone else, would provide the best care for his baby. Consequently, he made the decision to leave for Makurdi, with the baby the following morning. His plan involved taking a vehicle to his hometown in Makurdi, Benue state. In a heart-warming gesture of support, Mahmud, Eniola, and Biggie volunteered to accompany Vershima to the park, in Mahmud’s car. 
The baby is awake and crying due to hunger and a messy diaper. Eniola alerts everyone to a major diaper disaster. Eniola handed over the baby to Vershima for a diaper change, but Vershima hesitates, briefly closes his eyes, and comically ditches the task to continue his shower in preparation for his 300 Level accounting lecture.
Mahmud eagerly and playfully takes the baby from Eniola, promising a clean bum-bum. He heads to his room, accompanied by Biggie, who was given a baby bag by Eniola to assist with the diaper change.
To safeguard his pricey bedsheet, Mahmud points out a neatly arranged row of towels, instructing Biggie to select the darkest, colored one. Additionally, he tasks Biggie with obtaining a pair of gloves from Eniola humerously dubbed as "the scientist” by searching their room.
“I can hear you, Mahmud,” Eniola unexpectedly responded. “You don't have to search through my belongings because I'm well aware of your habits. Here, have these," Eniola handed a pair of gloves to Biggie at Mahmud's doorway, producing them out of his bag that was no ordinary one.
Mahmud gently placed the baby on the bed and, wearing gloves, started caring for the baby. After completing the task, the baby showed happiness with playful movements and sounds, but hunger cries followed shortly after.
“Eniola, you may have forgotten about your lectures but…”
“…Oh, I am back,” Eniola carried away by the baby events interrupted Mahmud.
“No, you are not,” Mahmud brought to his attention whilst figuring out how to feed the baby.
“Wait, what is the time?” Eniola looked at his time and saw it was 11:40am.
“You are late, but this is your first time, so you will get a pass for it,” Mahmud told Eniola as he played with the baby. 
"Is this the life of a Biggie? Nope, not good at all!" Eniola exclaimed, making a speedy exit from the house, fuelled by his newfound urgency. Biggie, a proud influencer had a big smile on.
The day flew by, turning into night. Bath time for the baby was chaotic, thanks to Biggie’s involvement. However, amidst the chaos, the four friends found themselves huddled together in Mahmud's room, a situation previously unimaginable.  A tiny miracle, had drawn them closer. Regardless, Mahmud tried to still establish boundaries, limiting the bed space to him and the baby. Yet, even in this moment of order, Biggie managed to leave his mark, his leg extending onto the bed, as he snored peacefully on the floor alongside the others. It was a snapshot of the beautiful mess that life's unpredictability can create, reminding them of the unique bond they shared. 
In the morning, everyone was dressed to say goodbye to Vershima, especially the baby, at the park. After dropping them off, Mahmud, Eniola, and Biggie returned home in absolute silence.
Almost two hours after returning home, there came a sudden knock at the door. Mahmud quickly made his way to answer it, while Eniola and Biggie remained in the living room, concealing their emotions.
Vershima stood there, cradling his precious baby in tears confessed, "I thought I could let her go, but she is my beautiful mess to handle. I may be judged by society as a sole caregiver to his child, but I played a part in bringing her into this world, and I can't distance myself from this situation, in whatever degree. Now, if you all can't support us, I understand.” 
Mahmud, Eniola, and Biggie enthusiastically declared, "We're all in," sealing their commitment with a warm group hug. With that, they joined in the joy of playing with baby Shimayam, lovingly named as "my heartbeat" by Vershima.

THE END
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