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The day was beautiful as only a Naija day can be. Lagos marvellous weather was mostly rain; steady, ceaseless, bone chilling rain and the constancy of it was a matter of fact. 
Choose your best friend wey you say you like.. 
Choose your best friend wey you say you like..
Haba tikotiko tikotiko...
Side by sides.. Yansh by yansh..
I go see you later....

The voice of the children in the neighborhood could be heard across the streets, how I wish I could be happy and free like they were. I smiled as they all laughed as the two friends in the circle did the yansh by yansh thing. 

"This curtain needs washing"I muttered to myself, as I closed the shutters. It has barely used two weeks and it's already stained.

"Uncle Teju!" I heard the children suddenly shout, I could feel their excitements as the noise got louder. They all sounded carefree. I guess everyone is excited about Christmas which will be here in a few weeks. 

"Who is this Uncle Teju" I muttered to myself, as I immediately dashed to the kitchen window to have a look. I squinted my eyes, as my gaze roved over some set of fowls that gathered close to the window. 

Are these one's having meetings.

"It's a lie. You fowls will still end up in a pot of soup." I muttered to myself.

"Uncle Teju, come and pluck some Mangoes for us." One of the children who is putting on a khaki shorts with his upper body bare shouted, the boy had an extraordinary big navel that seems to have caught a little girl's attention, because the girl kept poking and twisting it. My grandmother would have said, they didn't burn the boy's navel while he was still an infant. That is obviously a superstition.

"Yes Uncle, you promised to pluck some for us today." Another boy in a torn pants added, his private part seems to be peeping out from the torn part. 

And this one will grow up and start doing big boy and probably break hearts.

Coming to think of it, do they not feel the cold weather? The harmatan has really messed up with my skin.

"Alright" I heard a very deep husky voice say. I heard the door of my uncle's room creak open. I immediately left the kitchen and hurried to my grandmother's room. Thank goodness my grandmother, maami is not in the room.

My mum went back to school this morning leaving me in the hands of her mother and brother. I am what the Yoruba people would classify as Bidemi, a child who was born without the presence of their father.

But mine is a different case, I am the price my mother paid for her wayward life in the University, others weren't too lucky. They suffered the fate of abortion. I got my stubbornness from my father as my mum would say. No matter how she tried to get rid of me, I refused to leave the comfort of her stomach, not until the nine month was completed. I still wonder why she named me Favour. 

"Favour, have you bought the Soap?" Maami asked in a loud voice. 

I squeezed my pillow in anger, feeling the urge to push away all the stacks of giant party coolers maami used in decorating the room. The room has this funny look that will make you burst into laughter immediately you step a foot into it. I personally call it rainbow room or maami's wonderland.

Like an hawk Maami is known to leave destruction in her wake wherever she visits. Maami has this peculiar habit of attending different churches, this sunday it might be a Pentecostal church, the next one might be a white garment church. But last week we attended a Catholic Church. 

"Fervour" I heard uncle Tayo shout, that one doesn't know the difference between Favour and Fervour. The only thing he knows is to sneak in when I'm dressing or having my bath. Maami doesn't see anything wrong in it. Sometimes I feel she has a major fault in mum's wayward life. 

"Fervour! " The mumu shouted again. 

I walked up to the sitting room, blinking rapidly as I tried to accustom my eyes to the sharp light, I shielded them from the light by making a shade with my hand. Everything in the sitting room has the shade of purple. The rug, leather chairs, drapes and others. Excluding the giant picture frame of Maami's husband that keeps staring at me wherever I go. 

"Uncle, you called." I said in a Sepulchral voice, sinking my feet into the soft purple rug, while waiting for him to look directly into my eyes, but his eyes seems to be glued to the Flat screen TV that was placed haphazardly on the wall. Boko Haram people were at it again. 

Well criminals never missed a 'crime watch' programme in order to deduce the plans of law enforcers. Uncle Tayo is a criminal, he always act like one.

"Didn't you hear me call?" He spat with a calmness that was akin to a simmering volcano. 

"Uncle, I didn't hear o. I came immediately I heard" I said, forming an innocent face. 

"Get the door! " he barked, shrugging his broad shoulders. Mind you, the depth of his chest was greater than the breadth of his shoulders. His head is the only disfigured part of his body, let's not forget the fact that he has six fingers.

I walked quietly to the door, throwing out my leg at every step I took, while trying not to slouch.

Lo! and Behold, it is a five year old girl with short golden hair and freckles all over her body, the dirty pant she is wearing made me remember what maami once told me. Durotimi is her name, but everyone knows her as unlicensed journalist, aka Tatafo, radio without battery. 

She's the little information carrier of the compound. Maami once told me the girl is an abiku, but I know she is only suffering from sickle cell disease. The fact that she is an albino made matter worst, cause the kids in the compound don't see her eye to eye.

"Aunty Bee, let me tell you something o." she whispered pulling me out of the house with her tiny hands. 

"I heard aunty 'peaceful Peace' shouting at uncle, aunty Pamela is in their room o. They're fighting and beating themselves." she rushed out without caring if anyone could hear her.

My eyes widened, but I relaxed immediately. Even if 'peaceful Peace' should find out, she won't retaliate. She is just too peaceful and calm.

"Uncle will kill 'Peaceful peace oo. Tell Maami to come and settle their fight." She added, looking at me curiously.

 "Alright, you can go." I replied her.

*******

I held on tightly to the soap maami instructed me to buy. Maami could be sighted from afar sitting on her usual spot, she could best be described as large, her dresses looses fitness every month because she never stops eating. Her gargantuan size and cheeks were the evidence of the way she consumes, lets not talk about her heavy legs, it is always like a mini earth quake whenever she moves. It was once rumored she had elephantiasis. Whenever she snores, the whole neighborhood knows what is going on. 

Except on close scrutiny, one would have mistaken maami for a sack of Mama Gold rice with the way she sat on the chair, chewing roasted corn and ube like a starved goat. The aroma of the roasted corn drifted to my nostrils and lingered for a while before the stench of urine probably coming from the old mattress spread over the Geepee tank decided to participate in the aroma competition.

Luckily it won with hundred points. As usual the whole neighborhood was agog. 'Alake house' was boldly inscribed on the walls behind maami.

The six storey building was built by maami's great great grandmother with the money she earned from selling food. Everyone in the neighborhood calls it White House, even though the white painting wasn't that white anymore. Five families lived in the compound, including us. A trader, a teacher, a farmer, a corp member who everybody calls Corper Pamela, even though there's nothing like Corper in the dictionary and finally a Nurse whom everyone calls Iya nurse even though her daughter's name is Ronke and not Nurse. 

"Good evening maami," I greeted, with my knees going down, while trying not to stare at her rat eaten hair. Her hair is so scanty, that there is a probability I could count the strands. 

"How are you my dear granddaughter? Go inside the kitchen, tidy it up before you eat your lunch." She commanded, waving me off. 

"Yes ma." I replied, as I tried to stifle a laughter.

A low song caught my attention, I strained my ears as I got up from the kneeling position. A taunt chant probably, I listened more carefully and I got a few words. Someone is being led the walk of shame. The owner of the urine infested bed on the Geepee tank. 

The word 'dance' kept echoing, it is clearly coming from the other side of the compound. The place and spot where atrocities were committed. I could imagine the bed wetter being flogged and made to dance publicly. That is nothing, the last victim to bed wet in the compound had a life snake tied around his waist. All the victims weren't children alone, husbands who weren't comfortable living with their bed wetting wives turned them in for the walk of shame, wives who weren't comfortable living with their husbands turned them in as well. 

"Favour! are you still here? " Maami shouted, drawing attention to me. 

I moved away quietly, sighing heavily at the thought of the next thing that would go wrong in 'Alake's house' I could feel it, something was about to go wrong. 

*****


No one expected this to happen. The whole compound is still in awe. We all know her for her meek nature. She was known to never harm a fly. I remember the day Mama Ajoke's goat ate the whole tuber of yam she left outside her door, or the day Mama Timo insulted her, by calling her a barren woman; a man in a woman's body. She didn't retaliate. 

She didn't get angry or anything. She was as 'peaceful' as her name, Peace. That's why everyone in the compound calls her 'peaceful Peace'. But having witnessed the way she butchered her husband today, I've been finding it hard to close my mouth, at this rate if I don't watch it. I might catch a fly.

 "Wetin happen?" Papa Uloma asked, throwing his hands on his head.

 Mama Uloma started wailing as if it were one of her family members who was killed. 

The question was directed to no one in particular. But I chose to answer. 

" Corper Pamela and Aunty Peace's husband." I said out loudly, hoping Papa Uloma could fix the two pieces together without saying much. 

I've always known that Corper Pamela had her eyes on Uncle. 

Aunty Peace, 'peaceful Peace'. Too bad she is not 'peaceful', as we all thought.

Killing two persons and having no sense of guilt! She even had the air of a woman who happily performed one of the most solemn functions in her life. 

 Corper Pamela is dead, butchered like cows used in burial ceremony. Well, her meat can't taste as good as cow meat. Eew!

Uncle, Aunty Peace's husband suffered the same fate as her, but his own was worst. The pool of blood and the flies perching on him made him look like an abomination; a sacrifice the wooden gods would probably reject. 

"Haa!" I heard mama nurse scream.

"How did it happen? What exactly happened? I can't believe this. Somebody wake me up if this is a dream. Haa! Pamela is dead!"

"This is the devil's handwork o!" She shouted, jumping and stumping her foot. 

This is truly unbelievable, a little part of me doubted peaceful Peace could actually do this."

"What if she is not the killer?"

I shifted my gaze to the dead bodies, I can feel my skin crawl. I felt really disgusted. 

 What a gruesome death! What a terrible death!

"Who go call the police?" I heard Papa Uloma whisper to mama nurse.

"This is a bad day! The day has been ruined for me." Mama nurse replied baba Uloma.


"Peacee."A loud belonging to maami yelled.

"You should not have done this, this is not the right way to do things. How do you want to live with the evil you have done?"  Maami added.

"Tayo! Call the police. Let them come and take this woman away before she butchers everyone in their sleeps."


"My matrimonial bed! My own matrimonial bed was defiled!" 

I tried to take notes of everyone's reaction to the statement. Majority of them were aware of this.

"That idiot thought she would go Scot free. Never! I say never!"

"No! She can't take my place with that child in her belly. Over my dead body!"

Those were the statement that our 'peaceful Peace' kept repeating till the police came for her. 

Hell truly has no fury than a woman scorned. The 'peaceful Peace' is now a vessel of sorrow.



