Title: Wednesday and the Omelette

She dreamed of Omelette and she woke up a witch

Xanax. Everybody with a sense of drug abuse likes Xanax. Like Xanax, Omelette is the love of Wednesday.
Hi my name is Wednesday. Wednesday Abbey. I’m 9 years old and I’m from the South Coast of Nigeria. My parents are averagely rich, what we call “the middle class” and I go to a private school for my education. What you will find out about me is that I am a lovely girl and what you wouldn’t like about me is anorexia. 
Every morning before I go to school my mom makes an omelette for me and stuff it in my lunch box. Omelette is the only piece of food I’ve learnt to eat seamlessly. I love it. Omelette is the result of beaten eggs cooked without stirring in a pan and savory toppings to accompany it. For me, it’s a nice dish. My mum’s morning ritual for me. She’ll be up before the cock’s crow to prepare it with cheese and veggie toppings. I never eat the veggies, I manage to pick it and let the ground feed too. 
School. Well, school is a classic place of routine programs. You arrive class today and open your ears and books for the teacher, the bell goes and it is time to go home, with breaks in-between. Same thing the next day and it continues in a loop. So an interesting piece of childhood for me is the TV time that comes after school hours. The programs, the soaps and the sitcoms that make you laugh and spread a leg. Just enough screen time to make you sleep on the couch and wait for the next meal. 

My first day in my new school was somewhat awkward. Mum kissed me goodbye and I was sure of a lovely day. I walked into the classroom to find a bully incident. I walked up to the bully to try to stop him and then I was surrounded. It seemed like the whole class turned on me. They questioned my heroic action and gave me the impression that I was just a cute girl who thinks the world is fair. At that point I realized that justice was a theory to satisfy the greed of the opportune. Apparently, the victim has stepped on the classy shoe of the high and mighty. “He should have been more careful” they defended.  
He is a popular figure in the class. Probably buys sweets for everyone. Apparently, not everyone. I would realize that when someone came to my defence, “excuse the newbie for standing up to him” she said to the crowd and turns to me “they are all in his pocket” she winked. We exchanged a stare. “I like your skirt” she’ll say afterwards and I’ll reply with my love for pink. Her braids were knotted with pink ribbons. But the truth is I loved her vocals more. She had top vocals for a child her age.  Her name is Nene. I wondered what a brief name that is, her parents must be stress shy to think of repeating a vocal sound to form a name. Imagine what she would say when I introduce myself to her. “Oh. Wednesday, we’ve heard that name a lot” well, not in this part of the country, so she wouldn’t say something that passive. “Wednesday! What a name. So rare. Were you born on a Wednesday?” yeah, exactly how she reacted. Right reaction but wrong answer in anticipation for anyone expecting me to say yeah to “were you born on Wednesday?” I was born on a weekend- Saturday. And I to this day try to reckon why I bear the name. Mum once said something like, Wednesday use to be a special day of the week for your dad and I. That’s some kind of explanation. 
Nene and I became buddies from that day. Always in each other’s business, homes and assignments. And also my ride or die in group games. She is a foodie and we were the ironic mix. Interestingly, I needed her to learn my way around food. And mum makes her the hallowed model to emulate. We’ll joke about the flimsiest things and tell each other about our insecurities and there’s not a day we didn’t hug each other. The friendship was that deep. It was love. 

One day, she wronged me. I couldn’t believe she could be that selfish. She was always the one to compromise but this time was different. She sat next to the boy that I liked. He was new in the school, and I have promised to show him around school. I told Nene my thoughts and she executed it with the new boy—Adam. Adam has his own drama. He would always stare at the teacher, Mrs. Eve while he sucks his thumb. Lost. You would think he is either lusting or imaging her in the form of his mom that has abandoned him in school. You don’t need a textbook to tell you that Adam is one for mama’s love. Regardless, he is cute.
Have you ever been in the betrayal of a BFF? It hurts. Nene hurt me with this one. But likeness is just a feeling that either goes deep or stays on the surface. Days later I realized it was just an obsessive feeling that left me with the passage of time. Nene and I resolved our differences one evening after school, after she apologized. The day after that day, we took a stroll. Deep into the woods we went, just following a lead. Nene has a curious mind. She loves adventure. Earlier in the day someone spread a rumour in class about what goes down in the woods at twilight.    
We walked for a distance and more and when I realized the sun setting and our parents might be looking for us, I called her attention to turn back. “we come again tomorrow” I said. We had turned to go when we saw her. She was walking aimlessly. Straying like a dead beat. 
Nene chuckled “mad woman!” she called
No answer
She picked a stone and aimed. Missed target 
At another attempt I said “stop. You’ll anger her”
She was stubborn. She wouldn’t relent. This time she hit her on the hip.
She was mad and came after us. We started to run. She was grunting like a pig, her torn clothes dangling in the wind. The chink sound of the cans tied to her locks were like a bell sound, I couldn’t focus because each time I heard those sounds, it felt like she was an inch behind me and fear came. Nene was 3 inches ahead of me. She had massive energy. My disadvantage became worse when I tripped. If it was only for the sand I ate, life would have been better. Before I could say “Ne-ne” I was in the hands of the devil. For real, she looked like one. Never had the sight in my entire existence. 
Her palms were firm on my arms, clenched tight. If that was my neck, I would die of suffocation. She shook me hysterically and made a loud noise. The pints of saliva to my face was disgusting. In my mind I said “kill me already”. And then she stopped and stared for a while. Searching stare. In one thought, she dropped me and went away. 
I froze.
Nene sprung out from one of the trees at the back of which she was hiding. She helped me up from a place I’ve been numbly lying for over 5 minutes. On each other’s arms we walked back to the school to await our parents’ arrival. 
I didn’t speak. When my parents arrived I was still mute, I wouldn’t speak to them about what I have seen, wouldn’t answer their questions that seeks to comfort me. They thought it was a mood swing. I was mute all through the night and wouldn’t eat a thing. Until I slept, that was when I ate. I slept on the couch, crouched like a mistreated cat. 
Deep into sleep, she came bearing a nicely prepared omelette. It had a savory look to it and lo and behold, I couldn’t resist. I was very hungry; I have not eaten all day so I imagined that to be my dinner. My mum, she brought it to me. When I took a bite, she smiled. Another bite, another smile until the last piece. She commended “you’re doing great. You’ll be a foodie someday, when you finally come out of your anorexia.”
“I’m hungry” I respond in a flash “ravenous, even”
She smiles a little more and then she wasn’t my mum anymore. Quick transformation, we didn’t need a surgery for this. She was as ugly as I first saw her. She laughed and laughed further. Hysterical laughter like the screeching noise she made in the woods. “Welcome” she said finally. I walked into her open arms. We hugged. She didn’t smell, she wore a nice perfume. My mother’s. 
That is when it all started.
I began to torment my parents and classmates. I wore make up to class and I’ll get punished for it. I drifted backwards and my grades were utterly low. All I was focused on was getting through the echelons as quick as possible. I wanted to be Queen Mother of the coven. She told me that I had the potential to be great. I could succeed her in no time. Age is not a number. Everybody likes accolades, and I would like to be the youngest to achieve a feat. All I had to do was win more people to the kingdom and feed the rest of us. The matriarchy is a lot of responsibility, but I’m ready for it. 
One day I came home thinking about my life in recent years and how I’ve made my parents suffer. They suffer because they love me but I’m blind to this. They say mankind is evil, therefore they are the enemy. My parents are my enemy. I think I have been misled. I love life with a social sense, I am propelled by social trends and this has made me susceptible to peer pressure. This is my only weakness. One I must defeat to let free of the ropes that hold me down. Some other days I am consumed by mission. Desperate for a quick climb to the top, desperate to meet my target. I am desperate for blood. These conflicts I have to struggle with every day of my life with no one to talk to. My best friend, Nene was in France for a family vacation and has not written to me since she left the shores of our dear country. I was too proud to reach out. I would go through her social media page, flipping stories to see the good time she is having over there with family. The socializing, fun trips, and even a ride on the carousel. A ride on the carousel was something we do together. At this point I had to struggle with jealousy as to how she has it all figured out. Family is everything, so imagine the joy its bond brings. Mrs. Eve. I never liked Mrs. Eve because she scolds me when I get clumsy therefore I caught a mouse and housed it in her glove box where she usually stores her make up kit for a little touch at intervals. She likes to look good for the men, that also, I didn’t like about her. When she opened up to get her kit, the result was an admittance at the hospital. She was asthmatic and the shock must have triggered it. In my own way I remind her that adults shouldn’t be as careless as leaving the car door unlocked. She had a sense of my involvement in the incident and would carry the wicked teacher face all through the session. My action jeopardizes our relationship further, so I couldn’t talk to her either.  Also, I find it difficult to open up to my parents because I don’t want to hurt them further than I have. Besides the deed is done and cannot be undone. I am cursed already and the only light that I see is the Queen Mother’s crown. It is for me to take. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]My mum had slid into depression and my dad cannot focus on his job anymore just because their child has lost it. The only child they bore and have ever known.  
On this fateful day, I walked into the sitting room and I saw my mum. She sat on the floor with an open bible in front of her. She was nodding relentlessly. Her hair was tattered and she looked a mess. At that sight I had pity on her, the misery she had to go through because of my waywardness. I reflect on my mum’s love for me. No one loved me better. I think about the folks from school that I have successfully invited to the coven and the ripple effect of that action in their homes. I have ruined relationships, I thought. 
“I have to fix this” I said to myself. Tonight.
I shut my eyes at night, and the walls started closing in, the roof was caving in and all of a sudden I was there. In the place of imaginary life. It was always surreal yet a pleasing place to be. I walked the aisle to the Queen Mother to confront her. Everyone watched in awe, astonished at my very action. “She must be mad” they’ll think.
I had a wand with me, so I struck her. “How dare you” she said, with anger in her eyes
I struck again. She gave me a deafening slap with the back of her hand. I bled.
I struck again. This time on the pendant she rocks on her forehead. Trial and error and works good for the fortunate. Third time, I didn’t do it because I was courageous but my initial actions have already started a revolt. There was a division and I suddenly had my own army. The third time she shrieked, a loud cry and then she vanished. I fell, bleeding. Even if I died, I died for something. I gave this people the freedom they deserve. 
After we won the war, the jubilant crowd surrounded me to mourn, and then they closed my eyes.
I woke up to see blood on my sheets. I looked through the blinds, it was a little sunny outside and I am a little late for school. I ran to my mum to tell her my experience on the sheets. She explained that it was the first of my menstrual cycle. I also bore the courage to narrate my experience in the woods and the dream that followed through. She gave me courage, held my hands and we prayed about it. 
