We moved to Ìbàdàn after the accident, after my brother decided that he could no longer stay in the choking room that reminded him of how he was before he began to use a walking stick at the age of twenty-eight, limping from one leg to the other, taking extra time to walk distances that he used to cover in one stride. 
 My brother was a football coach who trained at the national stadium with young budding footballers. He was satisfied with what he did despite the poor pay that came with it. He complemented his coaching job by teaching physical education in several secondary schools just so he could put food on the table for us like he had done ever since our parents died, leaving us alone in this cold world. 
After the accident happened, my brother believed that he was haunted by the same family curse that killed our parents. A bus he had entered was stuck on an old railway track just as a train was coming in the distance. The bus struggled to get off the track, and just before the train got to them, the driver accelerated off the track, throwing the bus directly into the main road and causing a collision with incoming vehicles that sent them tumbling on the busy highway.  
His friends from work came around the house often to see him but instead of making him any better, he plunged deeper into self-loathing. “It was God that saved you,” they said when they came around the house, “Imagine if it was a train that hit you people, ehn. There were two options, train or car and God chose the less dangerous one for you. You’d not be alive now if it was the train that hit that bus.” 
“Only three of us out of twelve survived that bus accident so how is it any different from being crushed by a train? I sometimes wish I was one of those who died.” My brother would reply. 
“Eh! Wale, please don’t say that, don’t curse yourself, thank God for life and move on. Don’t you know words are like eggs broken on the ground that can’t be packed again? You never know the type of angel that is passing.” His boss had cautioned on the day he finally decided to visit. 
I was twenty and still waiting to get into the University when the accident happened. I had to find a job working as a fuel station attendant to make money while my brother recuperated. This went on well until I lost my job and  my brother dropped the bombshell that we were moving away to Ìbàdàn. He found a small football academy where he could work in the meantime till he got back fully on his feet. “You’ll like it there, at least it is not as stressful as this damn  place.” He said to reassure me. 
I said nothing, knowing that his mind was made up. And just like we had been doing ever since we had to face life on our own, anywhere my brother went, I simply followed. 
                                                      ─────
 We moved to the vast old city and found a room in one of the many brown roofed houses built decades ago that had very thick walls. Wale went out to work with the excitement that he had a reason to leave the house everyday and hasten his recovery as soon as possible. I stayed back home doing nothing because he said he didn’t want me working until we had lived there for a couple of months and known the city. 
“But how will I know the city if I don’t go out?” I’d asked him. 
“You can decide to take walks then, don’t just sit down all day.” He replied, putting his work kit into a knapsack. He tossed me a thousand naira note that I failed to catch and watched float to the floor. “This is for food and to get yourself a haircut.” He said, almost touching my hair with his walking stick just as he left the room.
 “Thank you.” I said even when I knew he was long out of the house and couldn’t hear me anymore. 
When evening came, I left the house in search of a barber. I found one tucked gently under a red painted betting shop and next to a confectionary shop that had teenage apprentices milling about. I walked into the shop to meet a man snoring away on the chair. 
 I tapped him gently. “Hello.” 
He snapped up immediately from his sleep. 
“I want to cut my hair.” I said. 
“Eh, please sit down.” He replied, cleaning his mouth of any imagined drool. 
I sat down and stared at myself in the mirror as he set to work, gently running the clipper on my head. Clumps of hair fell on my face and eyes, and he dusted them away with a brush intermittently. 
“I’ve never seen your face before.” He noted when he was done. 
“I just moved here.” I told him. 
“You look very fine o, any woman you talk to like this will definitely say yes.” He joked. “What is your name though?” 
“Ojo.” I replied. 
“My own name is Fawaz.” He said. 
I stretched out the money with me to pay him, and when his hand touched mine, it seemed like it had lingered longer than necessary, or maybe it was all in my head. 
                                            ─────
The next time I visited the barber was two weeks later, and I walked into the shop to meet him giving an old man a haircut. 
“Welcome.” He said, smiling. 
 He quickly finished with the man and asked me to sit on the chair.
 “What is that your name again? I’ve forgotten it.” 
“I told you last time. Anyway, my name is Ojo.”
“Yes, I’m sorry, I was thinking Lola, Tolu and even Lanre, don’t mind me.” 
“It is okay,” I said blank-faced. 
He began to sing to fill the silence. 
“Do you sing in the Choir or something?” I asked.
“I used to when I was younger, now I sing my own songs and hope to blow, I even perform at parties sometimes.”
“I thought as much, you have a very nice voice.”
 “Do you want to hear my songs? I  have them on my phone.”
“I don’t mind.” 
Fawaz quickly dived straight into playing songs from his phone that was connected to a loudspeaker. The songs played one after the other, some were quite good, others not so much. He grabbed a brush and used it as a microphone as he mimed a performance in front of me and danced. When he was done, sweating and panting, he asked what I thought about it. 
“You dance well.” I said.
“No, I mean the music, my songs.”
“Oh, they are actually very good, I wish I could sing like that.” 
“Anybody can do anything if they put their mind to it Ojo, if you want something, or somebody, go for it.” He said, wiping his sweaty body with his shirt. 
“What inspires your music?” I asked. 
“I’m coming.” He said without answering my question and went out of the shop, but he was quickly back with a nylon filled with doughnuts he had bought from the shop next door. 
“Ah, you shouldn’t have.” I protested.
“Take it jàre. You are one of my few supporters so I’ve to appreciate you.”
I had no choice but to accept his generous offer. 
“What was your question again?” He asked, biting into a sugar-coated doughnut, still shirtless. 
“Your inspirations, musical inspirations.”
 “Well, I don’t know. I  can’t really point to any, but if I hear good music, I tell myself, yes, I want to sound like that and even better.” He said in between mouthfuls, while I just continued to watch him chew like I was entranced by the movement of his throat and the ripples of his veins.  
                                                       ─────
When I returned home that evening, my brother was already back from work and he fumed and raked about where I had been.  “Are you moving with bad boys already? You better don’t let the police carry you. I don’t have money to bail anybody, you hear?” He warned. 
“I only went to cut my hair.”
 “Wait sef, I hope you have not started doing that your rubbish here again? If I hear anything like that about you, I’ll abandon you, I promise you.” He said, his chest heaving as he referred to an incident that had remained unspoken since it happened, one that had previously remained in the realm of stares of surprise and disgust at me for kissing a colleague at the fuel station. He didn’t have a problem with kissing itself. He, just like the others who had chased me from work, only had a problem with the person I had kissed. 
“No. Nothing like that.” I quickly said. 
Sometimes I wondered if that was the main reason he decided we had to move. Perhaps the shame of a brother kissing other boys was too heavy for him to bear. I also wondered if he begrudged me for doing that while he was recovering from the accident. 
 “You better be wise, you bloody fag.” He barked at me. 
I felt my mouth dry up and my hands shake at those words. “At least my legs are good.” I said, stammering, just to draw blood of my own. 
His head snapped up at me and his eyes reddened. He swung a stool at my head and  I luckily ducked low enough for it to miss me before crashing into the hard wall. Seeing he had missed me, he grabbed his walking stick and swiped it at my face, catching me on the right cheek. 
“You’ll not insult me!” He screamed. 
I remained on the floor, pressing my palm into the fresh wound that bled. 
Wale left the house, slamming the door hard, abandoning his walking stick that still rested where it had fallen after piercing my cheek. 
As I cleaned my wound with methylated spirit that stung it hard, I feared the worst had happened when Wale failed to return home quickly. What if he  had lost his footing, crashing into a dirty gutter somewhere? But I was relieved when he came back home very late at night and went to bed without saying a single word to me for the first time in our lonely lives.
                                                    ─────
I remained indoors for days after that fight to appease my brother who was scathed by my comment. Since he left the house without his walking stick that night, he became more comfortable going out without it, although he still limped, he preferred that to using a stick like an old man. All along, I kept thinking about Fawaz and his music, his dance and his voice, wondering if he was bothered that I had not showed up in a while.
I returned to the salon a month after my last visit with my cheek still bruised. Fawaz didn’t light up when he saw me. He was sitting alone in his shop like the first time I saw him, his faced pressed into his palm and when I saw his eyes, they were teary. 
“What is wrong?” I asked when I settled next to him. 
“You finally decided to show face again.” He said instead, trying to wipe his face. “Did you fight somebody?” he asked, pointing at my cheek. 
“I fell down,” I told him. “Why are you crying?”
“Forget that one.” He said.
We sat in silence for a moment and then he spoke. 
“I lost a lot of money.”
“Money? How come?”
He pointed upwards. “I staked on some football games.” He said and I realised he was talking about the sport betting shop upstairs. 
“Why did you do that?”
 “I needed the money for studio sessions to record but now I’ve lost everything.”
“ I wish I had a way to help.” 
“Don’t bother yourself.” He said and burst into fresh tears. 
Not knowing what else to do, I drew him closer to myself, feeling his body reverberate. I rubbed his forearm. “Everything will be fine, Fawaz.” 
He stopped crying and looked up at me. We stared at each other in silence for one fleeting moment before we were broken up by footsteps at the entrance, making us shuffle up to our feet like we were caught doing something wrong. Fawaz had to attend to the customer and I took my leave right away, promising to return the next day.
                                                            ─────
I  did not return to the salon the next day because I feared the aftermath of that tiny moment we shared. I wondered what it meant to him, I wondered if he noticed that something was drawing me to him, and him to me.
I finally fell to the urge to see him again five days later. When I arrived, three other men were waiting for a haircut so I had to wait my turn. While he worked on those men, we stole glances at each other through the mirror and I noticed he had put his hair into neatly laid cornrows. When the other men had left, leaving us both alone, whatever excitement I had to see him quickly turned into fear. 
While he cut my hair, I kept shifting on the chair, holding myself back from speaking, thinking about what would happen if things went sideways. I held myself back from speaking for so long but I soon lost the battle and opened my mouth. 
 “I think I love you.” I said. 
 Just in that moment, a loud noise came from outside the shop, stunning the both of us. Various voices shouted curses as a car zoomed away. Fawaz took a quick peek outside and hissed. “These rough drivers.” He said at first, “Ehn? What were you saying?” he then asked me.
 I swallowed, realising that he had not heard me. Rooted to the seat, I considered repeating those words, but what if I did and he decided to call the entire street to mob and lynch me? What if he decided to beat me himself for taking his friendship as something else, something he thought disgusting and unnatural? What if? 
Words, once spoken can’t be taken back like eggs smashed and broken, but not when they are left unheard, not when they do not find the ears of the person they are meant for.
“I said I like your hair.” I quickly told him instead.
“You do?” he asked, his eyes glittering at me. “Thank you. I am going to perform at a show tomorrow. Do you want to come with me?” 
“Where?” I asked with a shaky voice.
Fawaz droned on about the show he was to perform the next day and his voice slowly turned into a blur in my ears. 
I felt my throat hurt as if those words confessing my love for him were trying to find their way back into the depths of my belly, aching, crying and waiting for the day they can finally fly free. 
