BECOMING

She sat down on the bed in the very bright room. Eyes darting from left to right, chest beating a little fast and hoping no one comes in to see her. Just in front of her was the reading table where they were previously placed. The table which is usually not arranged now seem too arranged. Everything in place and she knew this arrangement was as a result of her father’s admonishing.
Everyone fears the scolding of daddy. And he has done a lot of scolding over the disarrangement of his reading table. Everything seem fine. Neatly placed and exactly how a reading table should be.
But this doesn’t sit well with Chidiogo. Whoever arranged this reading table has ruined the rest of the day for her and the ruin may extend all through the week, month or even the year for her, if she doesn’t find those magazines before her mother strolls into she and her husband’s room and finds Chidiogo snooping around.
Of course, that wouldn’t be a good experience for her, because she’d have to explain her sudden perspiration and frustration towards a neatly arranged table, which she should have done by herself, by the way.  
Tiptoeing to her parents’ room after school for her usual dose of written gossip about actors and actresses, and some sensual stories all in a magazine, has been a routine for some months now. This routine of digesting celebrity gossip and being the school’s top girl with the coolest entertainment gossip might come to an end if Chidiogo doesn’t find her mother’s weekly entertainment magazines.
Just like it’s her daddy’s routine to buy the weekly magazine and her mummy’s routine to finish reading these weekly magazines, it was Chidiogo’s routine to sneak into her parents’ room after school each day, to read and have some hot scoop for her friends in school.
As a 13 year old, Chidiogo understands perfectly well that those magazines are not exactly appropriate for a teenager, at least the erotic stories are not, but what else she understands perfectly is the fact that they do some things to her body, she doesn’t know if she should admit to liking these things or she should feel ashamed of herself.
Whatever the feeling is, she sure knows she likes being the one to give her classmates “gist” about the entertainment industry.
Just as she was about to raise the mattress to look under the bed for the magazines, her mother walked in,
“What happened” her mother asked
Startled, “erm, I was just looking for something”. Then in a hurried tone “who arranged the table?”
“Me. Who else would arrange it? Since I have only lazy people in this house. As a young growing girl, do you not know that you should take responsibility of some things in this house? We feed you, clothe you, send you to school and the tiniest thing you cannot do”
At this point, Chidiogo knows she’s in for it already. This is going to be another round of scolding, and sermon about how her mom was the exemplary kid in the 70s and 80s. Well, this is the early 2000s, it is the millennium, and times have changed.
But she sure didn’t tell her mom that.
“I am sorry mummy. I had the intention of arranging the table when I got back from school, after I am done with my Intro tech assignment….”
“And it is here you’re doing the intro tech assignment” her mother cuts in sharply.
“No ma. I just wanted to come pick some pencils from daddy’s drawer.”
“Chidiogo, what happened to all the writing materials I bought at the beginning of the term?”
Caught in the lie, Chidiogo replied “erm, I…I gave out to my friends in class.”
“So, I’ll buy school materials every term and you give out to your friends?” It was just the cue Chidiogo needed to excuse herself, because if she stays a little longer, she’d have to explain in detail, and explaining in detail meant more lies.
That would be extra prayers when she goes for confession.
“Mummy, it’s not that I was wasting the pencils, some of my friends did not have….”
Her mother cuts her short again, while handing her another pencil “please, leave here and go and do your assignments”.
“Thank you, ma” she fled the room.
That was a close call, she thought to herself. A close call and more sins to confess to the priest on Thursday evening, when she goes for confession.
She can still hear her mother scolding and talking about her laziness and her inabilities to do chores as a young girl.
Finally in the confines and privacy of her room, she brings out her introductory technology notebook to get her assignments done. She sharpens the pencil she obviously didn’t need as the pack of pencils were still intact, but she has to put on a show, just in case her mother comes in to check on her. It’s in her habit.
Her mother, Adanne, is a smart woman. Too smart to be messed with. She’s book smart and also people smart, and most times Chidiogo wonders if truly she didn’t attend a higher institution. According to her parents, her mother had finished secondary school and learnt how to sew. But she was the brightest in class. This was one trait Chidiogo got from her mother: Being book smart.
She tried to focus on her introductory technology assignment about conductors and non-conductors, but what Chidiogo kept thinking about are those magazines. They had to be somewhere. How come they cleared them?
Her mother had previously told her that only Art students care about reading magazines and Chidiogo is sure not going to delve into arts. Well, at least her parents left that instruction for her to carry out academically.

The next day at school was a bit gloomy for her. She avoided her friends for a bit until break time when Folake and Simi took it upon themselves to talk to her. They wanted more celebrity gossip, and more importantly, a cut out magazine photo of any celebrity. They put these on their lockers in school or on their notebooks. Their supplier is no other person than Chidiogo, the entertainment guru.
“Chidi, how are you na? You’ve just been sitting on your own.” 
“I am fine, Folake”
“So give us gist. Last week you said you’ll read a new edition this week and confirm is Tolani Peters is still dating Chuks”, Simi inquires with excitement sparkling through her eyes. 
Chidiogo could not look her in the eyes for long, she might be forced to tell a lie, if she continues to stare at her excitedly expectant eyes.
“I did not read the new edition”, Chidiogo replied, looking away.
‘Ah ah! What happened? But you said you were going the continue the scoop about Tolani Peters and Chuks na”, answered Folake, who sounded like she was almost close to tears for not getting the gist she wanted.
Tolani Peters is an actress who, according to last week’s magazine, is rumored to be dating Chuks, who’s a musician.
Chidiogo could see the hunger for gist in the eyes of her friends. She could also see their disappointments, which scares her more. She feels special being privy to such entertainment information. It comes from having a mother who’s interested in entertainment and who also reads. She has something over them, and this knowledge brings some form of respect from these girls. 
She liked it. She likes to be the informed one and just once she couldn’t provide the necessary information, she can already sense the disappointment. 
“I’ll read it today when I get home” Chidiogo announced with every sense of certainty. Anything to restore that look of respect in the eyes of her friends.
“I couldn’t read them because I couldn’t find them, and I also had to finish up my intro tech assignment.”
“How do you mean you cannot find them?” Simi immediately asks. Simi is the one desperately in need of this gossip about Tolani Peters and Chuks. Chidiogo is beginning to suspect she has a serious crush on Chuks. Last week she tore a never-seen-before photo of Chuks from one of the weekly editions of the magazine and gave to Tolani. Simi was angry she wasn’t the one that received the photo of Chuks.
“They were not where they usually stay. My mom arranged my dad’s reading table, and I couldn’t find where she kept them. She was at home yesterday and I had no time to carefully find them.”
“They’re missing?” Folake inquires.
“No, they’re not.”
“How are you so sure?” asked Simi with so much enthusiasm.
“My mom does not throw away books. I still have my books from Primary 2 and here I am in J.S.S 3.
“I’ll look for them whenever she’s not home.”
Chidiogo knows she must look for these magazines fast. She loves the entertainment stories, and she sure loves how her friends revere her for her rare knowledge. All thanks to her mom, who loves to read the magazines and her dad, who buys the magazines.

She thought about strategies to use and hidden corners she could find these magazines, on her way back home. There was no assignment today, so she would calmly look for them. 
She must find them. 

To her surprise, she met her mother home again, when she got home.
“Good afternoon, mummy. I didn’t know you’d be home.”
“Good afternoon, Chidi. How would your lunch be ready if I wasn’t home?”
“No, I thought you’d be at aunty Salatu’s shop” Aunty Salatu is also a seamstress, whom her mother uses her weaving machine, since she doesn’t have one.
“I am not at aunty Salatu’s shop. I am home. You want to chase me away from my house too?”
“Ah mommy! That was not what I meant”
“Go and drop your bag jor and go eat your food. Then you tell me how school went.”
“Okay mommy.” But what Chidiogo wanted to do was just eat and go look for the magazines.
Moments after she finished eating, she dashed into her bedroom.
“Chidiooooogooo”, her mother calls out.
“Yes, mum” Chidiogo mumbled under her breath. She wanted to search the house again for the magazines. 
She dragged her feet out of her room.
“Yes mum. You called”
“I thought you wanted to talk about school”
“Mum, when you arranged dad’s reading table, did you take away the magazines?” the words fell out from her lips before she could stop herself.
“Huh? What magazines?” her mother asked, perplexed and a bit confused.
“The Hints magazines”, she continued boldly. “I didn’t find them on the table anymore. I was wondering where you kept them when you arranged, mommy”
“What is your concern with those magazines? Is that the assignment you should be doing?”
“No assignment today, mum”
“Then go and read your school books na. Wait! Have you been reading those books? Eh Chidiogo?
“Mommy, err, I just………”
“You just what, Chidiogo? You just what? What has you reading to be a doctor got to do with those magazines? Is this what your dad and I pay your school fees for?” Adanna is a typical African mother. It is their duty to choose professional careers for their children.
“But mommy, I was just reading them to pass time. I still want to be a doctor” Chidiogo has taken her mother’s chosen career for her very seriously and has no doubts she’ll make a fantastic doctor. But a doctor can also read gossip magazines, right?
“What even gave you the right to touch those magazines? Is this what your father is paying fees for? Chidiogo, you are disappointing me. Those magazines are not meant for you.” Her mother continues to scold her. With each words that come out of her mouth, Chidiogo sees her title as the coolest girl in class drift far away from her. Before her very eyes.

She sulked all through the rest of the day until her dad came back in the evening. She knew she’s up for another round of scolding. A little magazine cannot stop me from being a doctor, right?  
Dinner was eaten in silence that night. She knows her mother must have told her dad. She slowly picked at her food, willing her dad not to raise the topic. But it looked like her will wasn’t strong enough as her dad cleared his throat.
Okay, here it goes.

“Chidiogo, pass me the salt”, her dad requested.
“Okay daddy”
Passing the salt, “here it is, daddy.”
“Chidiogo, did I not complain about my reading table being scattered?”
Okay, it’s time!
“You did daddy. But mommy has arranged it”
“Good. I hear you’re looking for the magazines she took away from the table?”
At that point, her eyes met her mothers. But mom took her eyes away and continued eating.
“I thought you wanted to become a doctor?”
“Yes, daddy”
“How would those books help you in becoming a doctor?”
“Daddy, I just read them to pass time”
“You read books to gain knowledge, not pass time. What knowledge are you gaining from those magazines?”
“Daddy, it’s just to pass time and it’s not serious”
“Okay.”
That was the last the subject was spoken of at dinner. 
She thought about her reputation as the person with the hottest entertainment gossip in class and how that reputation is about to crumble. As long as this reputation will not come between herself and her parents, she’ll try to live without the magazines. 
Folake and Simi will be fine.
The next day after school, she met her dad at home.
He gave her somethings wrapped in a nylon.
“Take, use these ones to pass time, whenever you feel like to take small break from school work”
She opened the nylon and found books. Chimamanda Adichie’s ‘for the love of Biafra’, Chinua Achebe’s ‘Things fall apart’, Sidney Sheldon’s ‘Nothing lasts forever’.
Her dad continued “They will not only help you while away time. You’ll learn some vocabularies”
Chidiogo smiled and hugged her daddy. 
She’ll now have a new reputation to make. A storyteller.



EPILOGUE
With the crazy traffic, the noise and the rush, everyone seem to be on the move. All running to go somewhere, be at some place, all at the same time. The honk from other cars, the hawkers almost forcing motorists to buy their wares. This is the signature of Lagos, I mean, it wouldn’t be Lagos if there were no rush and traffic.
In the midst of the chaos, Chidiogo spoke to her driver “Ahmed, please you have to find another route, I cannot afford to be late. I need to set up before the event starts properly”
“Yes madam”
It is the beginning of the 2022 edition of GT Fashion week, and Chidiogo’s online entertainment magazine, ‘The scoop’, is one of the major media partners of the event.
[bookmark: _GoBack]If there’s anything, she has a reputation to keep. And Lagos traffic is definitely not going to spoil her reputation.










 





