ROTTEN ACTIVISM.

Written by Okpala Chukwuemeka.
It was Tuesday's morning and there was something special about the day. Not so special but there was a rarity. The early morning sun had peeped its eyes from the sky finding its way to the earth. Grains of heavenly tears dripped from the sky moisturising the earth that had not seen rain for a fortnight. It was a rare occasion to see the rain and the sun accommodated each other. Despite the rain, people were still jostling around preparing for the day's work. Such a rain that comes with the sun is never a serious one to threaten a day activity. On the street a mother was seen escorting her little child to school with stick, cursing and pacing after the little boy who was with tears in his eyes. 

'I can't go to school the rain is falling'

' we shall see who says what happens in the house, you or i' She harshly retorted back.

' Is this thing rain enough to stop a person selling salt from going to the market talk more of a boy going to school and would be staying under a roof?.. I forbid it!' she muttered to herself and increased her pace.

Jomo was in his sitting room. He reached out and slide his curtain a bit. The weather took him back to the memory of his childhood. As a little boy, together with other children, They swooped into the rain unclad just outside the hut built with the red earth. They held each other's hand and formed a circus around the youngest child who was in the middle. They threw their legs up as they sang and danced in a circular form. On such occasion like that, they sang repeatedly " THE RAIN IS FALLING AND THE SUN IS SHINING"

'Many childhood thrills has been robbed by adulthood' Jomo muttered to himself.

He peeped more and the smile in his face vanished suddenly as if he had seen an enemy in the sky. He became furious.

Jomo looked like a middle-aged man with lot of tribal marks that people often saw as not being ordinary. Just as was usual with his tribes people, he was dark in complexion. Jomo's age was constantly generating a backlash between his many supporters who admired him and the opposition who saw him as a nuisance. What kind of a society will debate a man's age that it becomes a national issue when already, they have myriads of problems threatening their existence? Or much more, what kind of a man will manipulate his age just to earn certain national privileges that age-limit would have been a restraint? A greedy and selfish man? 

Well I am not quite sure if Jomo did it or not, I hate to even join the debate.

Jomo was a national figure who was always seen from the spectacle of a freedom fighter by the down-trodden masses, and on the other side he was perceived as a nuisance by the elites. This was a man whom few years back was relatively unknown even in his kindred but with the passage of time, He was not only rich and famous, but he had grown to become the people's darling. The elites had often find it irritating why Jomo, a man whom they supposedly perceived as a nuisance, disturber of peace and the nation's enemy could be enjoying a near worship status by the poor masses. The irritation had caused a lot of the elites to make an unconscious cynical remark that always trended, stirred protests and touched nerves. The most trended issue of that nature was when the PRESIDENT OF THE COUNTRY in a national TV furiously claimed that the people who were hungry had no brains and that the perceptions of men with empty stomach were often very dangerous. He made the remark when the Tv host had asked him about the hero status that Jomo enjoyed among the greater number of the masses. People were enraged by his response and it incited a lot of disquietedness. The people hit the street demanding among other things that he withdrew the remark and apologize while to others, it had then become very evident that the PRESIDENT is aware that the masses were hungry despite his strong denial in the past that the citizens were faring well.

Placards with both fancy and derogatory words were flying in the air and the major road leading to the nation's big markets were closed; an approach that was self-inflicting because the elites could survive longer without earning for months but only few among the protesters could. I was caught by the wordings of a particular placard, it read " MR. PRESIDENT IF YOU WANT US TO THINK LIKE YOU ALLOW US TO BE LIKE YOU. "

The PRESIDENT attempted to make feeble attempts to deny ever making such comment even when there was a recorded evidence, when he saw that his approach was unsuccessful, he militarised the streets and once the first victim had fallen, everyone scurried back to their roofs and the protest that had lasted for days never happened again.

Jomo was born in the remote and dirty village of Ogoji; A land that housed the vast mineral resources that was the mainstay of the country's economy. Despite that fact, there was no slightest evidence of Government presence in the community. Worse still, the activities of the exploration company had further plunged the community into greater difficulty even when billions were generated there daily. The residents had to travel across boundary to get clean water for essentially drinking and cooking.  Ogoji land had a lot of rivers and streams- which was heavily contaminated due to the sheer neglect and unholy activity of the government. Structures that looked like latrines were passed as schools in Ogoji. Schools with open roof, no teachers, not even the unqualified ones. They were basically structures where Children gathered to learn how unfortunate they were to be born, how unfair and unequal life could be.

There was no clinics except a little kiosk where medicines were sold. The kiosk was owned by Mr. Peter who learnt the trade of 'medicines' under an apprenticeship system in Onisha; a distant community to Ogoji.

On translation, The popular kiosk bore the name "THE PEOPLE'S BETHSAIDA''. It was there that Jomo's Mother died. The kiosk smelled of expired drugs and as was expected, it was infested with rats and cockroaches. On the tarred floor, The cockroaches were always on a hunt for grains of edibles.

Many years ago when Jomo was still a kid, dancing inside the rain with his mates, he had seen people flooded into their hut with his mother's corpse. People cried and wailed, but the little Jomo struggled to understand what happened. He still remembered that for the only time in his childhood, he saw tears in his father's eyes. Today, as he looked back he understood it much better.

Jomo's parents were peasant farmers who tried to make a living by cultivating in a cursed land- a land already made largely impotent by the activities of the exploration company. The father used to work as a security man, securing the government 'oil pipes' that passed in the land, but he had stayed more than 2years and yet there was no salary that came, A meagre sum of money that could not even serve as a survival wage yet the government in its flamboyancy could not spare for a service rendered. Jomo's mother's death was avoidable only if there was a clinic around- whether a bad clinic. Jomo always prefered to assume that he didn't know how his mother died because he was still a kid, His father's death was what he saw with his naked eyes and he had vowed that everyone must pay for it. His father led the protest that was largely intended to attract awareness of the government to their plights. On the day the president was to visit, He attempted to block the access road that led to the exploration site so that they could see that despite many alternative routes, none others was motorable. Unfortunately, he was shot by one of the security operatives guiding the Presidential convoy. His death sent everyone mute. No one dared say anything about it, it was never mentioned even in whisper by the people he died for. Despite the so many evidences, the government in her characteristic manner continued to deny having a hand in his death. But  business continued as usual.

Jomo drew back his curtains and sunk in one of the sofas in the sitting room. He reached for the small gold shining flat plate on the table and picked two cigarettes which he lighted once. He hated to visit the past because it made him more angry and desperate to pay the society in their own coins. He puffed out the smoke from his nose and took a sip of the liquor in the glass cup. 'Smoking and drinking' was one of the many things the public didn't know about the man they respected as a FREEDOM FIGHTER.

Jomo smiled when his eyes reached a pinned up frame of an award he had received from an international organization called THE FREEDOM WATCH. He was recognised and eulogized as an activist and a freedom fighter. 

Many years ago, Jomo was a product of the ogoji militancy who fought and bursted government properties not particularly because he wanted to fight for his people, but because he already developed a penchant for violence. He grew up in a troubled society where blood was more seen than water, where manliness was measured by the battles you won, where the ambition of revenge is the only valid ambition.

Not too long, his boldness and fearlessness was noticed by a top notched politician from his region who recruited him as one of his thugs. He made a career out of thuggery and soon enough he was used by opposition political party to ferment crisis just to discredit the government of the day. He was the mastermind of the so many electoral violence and crimes that happened during the election that brought his paymasters to power.

Looking back through the years, he realized how powerful he had grown to become and the number of street soldiers under his command. He became uncontrollable and the penchant for the violence in him grew. One of his guiding principles was that EVERY RICH MAN was an enemy, EVERY ELITE was a traitor and they must be treated as such. Unfortunately, the poor and the downtrodden masses were always absolutely convinced that there was a collective conspiracy between the rich and the elites to keep them eternally below the social strata; They 'lacked' because they had been robbed of everything. He and his soldiers started to burn big hospitals and Hotels, burn tires in the middle of the mainroads, they attacked and lynched notable personalities and raided their homes, they attacked police stations and security operatives. press statements were issued in his name, and when he had to address the public, he simply read out what was given to him by his more enlightened allies. He was unconcerned about the details or contents of those briefs, even though those briefs did well to project him as the Nelson Mandela of his time. His only motivation was that his revenge mission is in progress and the violence appetite in him was being fed.  This radicality earned him more admiration and elevated his social status. The number of his foot soldiers increased beyond scale, and the only motivation was to support the radical activities that the public had dubbed as "REVOLUTION"

The paintings of his name and picture was everywhere in the poor neighborhoods. Organisations began to recognize him as a freedom fighter and his face began to appear in different magazines. With those activities, the nations economy was brought to its knees.

One fact that the down trodden public failed to take stock of was that as each day passed by, the society was plunged into more difficulty than it was and the poor masses became the greater sufferer of it. It was no longer about good hospitals or schools, massive hunger became the new terror. It wasn't all about infrastructure again, Survival was what they prayed and cried for. The situation became more worsening that the youths drowned in thousands in the atlantic as they tried to escape from the shores of the nation.

Jomo was never bothered, he was living flamboyantly and for him, the situation was a 'win' for him especially when he looked back to where he started from. He had grown to the level that he could afford anything he wanted not minding how harsh the economy had become. Above all, the government was rather seen as the monster and not Jomo.

Despite Jomo's early life struggles and difficulties, I still prefer to think that Jomo was just too lucky. Yes, he was lucky to have come from a society that believed ultimately on the popular phrase "The enemy to my enemy, is my friend!''. No one cares to evaluate the basis for which the enmity is incurred. The reasons might not be mutual, infact what might have served as the ground for the hostility might be the only good thing we see in our supposed enemy. But because we have conditioned ourselves to think that an enemy to our enemy is our friend, we ignore the fact that an enemy to an enemy could even the bigger enemy.

I made the above proposition for us to understand why Jomo whom even in a newly found affluence and influence did not for one day think of giving to his society those things he lacked as a child. He built no clinic, no road, no school, no portable water, and he never attracted even one. Rather than providing any infrastructure on ground, he was only bent on demolishing and destroying the few manageable ones on ground in the name of ACTIVISM. If the actions of a man plunges us into more difficulty than we were, such a man should be seen as part of the problem rather as the solution.

Jomo was no longer a stranger to incarceration, he had been imprisoned on many times with heavy charges, but the constant politicisation of his case by the opposition party and the usual selfish-thought of treading with caution by the government of the day had always been instrumental in getting him out of jail without proper justice.

His name was eventually pushed into the ballot box by the opposition political party after he had been successfully recruited into the fold. Certainly, Jomo had a large followership and the CPC ( Conscious People of the Country) political party decided to exploit that potential to gain power.

The election was marred by all kinds of electoral frauds and violence as never witnessed before in the country, but it was declared free and fair because Jomo had won the election. Those who lost their properties and lives in the election were considered as the main heroes of the struggle; They sacrificed their properties and blood for the society to live. That was the flowing opinion. No one thought or cared to evaluate what and who caused the violence, perhaps it didn't matter because, as they always quoted: ' The kingdom of God suffereth violence and only violence shall take it by force'

It was only a matter of months and people began to understand that what Jomo stood for from the beginning was not mutual to theirs. He had no blueprint on how to repair the country and infact he never did set out to repair it. His national broadcast was the most shocking speech in history, not even during the second world war 2 had someone made such remark. He openly and boldly said that he was not interested to change the system that rendered him an orphan. He narrated how his mother had died due to lack of medicare and how his father had died fighting for his people and yet the people he fought for never cared. In closing his speech, he said if he could survive even without the societal help, every other person could!

Not long, the country was standing on its head with no savior to rescue them from the brutal grip of Jomo. He had butted away those who gave him the platform to become whom he was today and had even started to personally review the constitution. He gagged very strongly on public opinion and barred the foreign media. Those were the people who initially sold him to the international community as a freedom fighter.

A man called Abul had risen with his kind of yesterday's temerity and boldness to challenge his government. As usual, the society followed him with tears and sang his song as the new freedom fighter. Abul had been arrested and incarcerated for months without trial even in the face of the rising tension and pressure for him to be released.

Jomo lighted another cigarette as he motioned his hand to one of his aides for something. 

'Okay sir' he nodded and rushed to the file placed neatly on the cabinet inside the sitting room. He searched and brought a certain white colored paper, he glanced at it before finally taking it to Jomo. He drew the last smoke from the cigarette and gently dropped it in the golden plate before him. His aide took it away immediately. Jomo gave a wry smile at the paper he was clutching as he reached for his pen. The paper was concerned about the incarceration of Abul. There and then, he signed that Abul should face the firing stake immediately. Another document he signed; censoring all media outlets that supported freedom of speech. That is the price a society pay for not being capable to differentiate ACTIVISM from NUISANCE, A price a society pay for failing to provide the dividend of democracy to her citizens.

