ALRIGHT, ALRIGHT!

Are we not all slaves to capitalism, a lie I tell myself every morning to get my lazy unmotivated self out of bed. Will I honestly continue to deceive myself that I am baddie enjoying the soft life when I pay for all my stuff by myself, should I begin the prayer “sugar daddies locate me in Jesus name.” to think of it I am working ass of to provide for myself when I can just be a sugar baby and no when I talk about them sugar daddies I am not talking about them potbellied oldies who have stashed the national budget in multiple off shore businesses, I am talking about their sons. Most of them are thirty five year old COO’s with millions in income and we haven’t even touched generational wealth. This was what I was pondering on while the sweet lavender scent of my shower gel filled the bathroom, I had finally completed my four step forty five minute shower, this was how I prepared self for a regular day as a working class babe in Lagos. Come to think of it me referring to today as a regular day is a gross understatement, today I give a presentation to the representatives of Exxon Nigeria, ah its not easy. I have this grand presentation and a long day ahead and all I can think about is the frozen Banga soup I left to thaw on my marble countertop this morning. At tis point I feel I am in one of those American commercials where they advertise a box meal of frozen macaroni and cheese, where the characters cant stop thinking about the meal and in reality it tastes like athlete’s foot, well in my case it is a Nigerian Knorr commercial where the mum has made this bubbling soup with steaming hot starch and the children are hovering around the table. Banga is the only food that my mum made come rain or shine when I was a child. well I have to snap out of my lovely daydream because I have to drive myself to work by six thirty am to beat the monster of traffic on the Lekki-Epe highway, to tell the truth I will still end up in the traffic but I have my air conditioning as a consolation prize. Unfortunately today I have to catch a meeting on the mainland that means using the third mainland bridge. In the midst of the gridlock I look over to my right and I see the most magnificent Fanta bottle floating on along side the length of the bridge and oh it has propellers, is it some kind of boat I wonder. But seeing this Fanta boat takes me back to the lasagne sitting in my fridge. You’ll think some creamy lasagne would be followed by the children’s equivalent of red wine, RIBENA; I did love Ribena but I preferred Fanta there was just something about the way the cream cheese and the orange favoured carbonated water reacted in my mouth it was almost like the euphoria you’ll have gotten from big coca. There was Toyota Camry behind me is honking loudly and cursing at me in Yoruba and that is when I snap back to reality, it was in that moment that I realised I was going to flunk my pitch if I didn’t get the hell out of my car that instant. I walk into the conference room they are all men wearing black, the darkest shade of blue and burgundy. I thought to myself who the hell wears a burgundy three-piece double-breasted suit to a meeting. I had to pry my eyes from the man and his ridiculous suit and focus on this presentation; God; was I ready for it.
Shoot, I forgot I am supposed to meet up with Zikora for a pop up event, I know it’s a Monday evening and no one is at a party but it’s been a rough day and I need a little bit of a razzle dazzle to get my mind of my problems a little bit of glam here and there so I don’t look like my problems. We arrive at the party, from the parking lot I can here Wizkid’s Bad to Me blaring from the speakers and that’s the energy. I wish I had Zikora’s life she literally enjoys herself for a living. She is your typical influencer, she blew during Covid, got everyone watching her YouTube videos and now brands like never before are blowing up her DM’s. She gets to wear what she wants and she does as she pleases because she works for herself, independent woman who?  She doesn’t even know how much I needed this. The pop up has everything from high end make up to micro-designer pieces, no wonder she doesn’t spend a lot. Talk about ambiance, the lighting is amazing, there are mirrors everywhere its giving angles. We shuffle our way through the traffic and we find ourselves at the lounge, I look over and see that they have invited Chef Billy one of the biggest names in Nigerian cuisine whipping out you know seafood, lobster and you know nice food. We are finally seated and we are having drinks obviously I’m drinking a mocktail, a frozen mango daiquiri, and Zikora then goes “how did the presentation go?”, and I reply “I think the presentation went well but there was that one time during the pitch where someone asked me if I was Yoruba, because you know my last name is Pinero and that if I’m from Badagry, I cannot refer to myself as Yoruba because I am actually Egun”, in that moment I thought back to the time my mum came over during the weekend and she told be she had a burden to pray about the pitch, that nothing would go wrong, I think she was referring about this interview. The reply to this question had to take me a lot to restraint anyway I found the words to tell him “I am actually Yoruba from Lagos island, you uneducated troll”, but I kinda left the last part I my voice box. What would my tribe have to do with my capability to handle the Exxon account, half of the people on the table are from the south west part of Nigeria, the non-oil producing areas would it mean that because they are westerners they know nothing about the oil that is being produced in the south-south. Why would where I am from play game changing role in whether I handle the Exxon account or not, or are they not conducting their business in English language. By the time I have slurped the last bit of my mango daiquiri, I realised I have been chewing Zikora’s ears off and not once did she interrupt me, “I’m sorry babe, I really am but we’ll only enjoy this night if you don’t think about your job and you cant spend this night moping about what is already done, you killed the pitch and that’s all that matters”, she says. But there was this sinking feeling I had like I wasn’t supposed to get the promotion but even if I did get the promotion something would go wrong along the line, well all that aside how can I be feeling sad where they are serving creamy pasta, it cannot be heard of. Zikora was right about living our best lives today and at least after this pitch I would find my way up the managerial ladder and not have to face the woes of a mid-level earner. What if I told him that my mum is Igbo coupled with the fact that I’m “Egun”, maybe he would have set the police after me because I am some sort of bastard.
I never understood the rationale behind TGIF, until I started to work a nine to five. TGIF is a scam it is in fact a façade, there is so much anticipation how after Friday its going to be rest and a lot of vibes going on Saturday and Sunday but that’s a bold faced lie, the only thing you get with Friday is the anticipation. Working a 9-5 when it comes to my job means I work on weekends often times from home and sometimes I’ll need to forfeit my home time for office hours. As I’m driving home the traffic doesn’t bother me because I know the minute I get home I get to wash Lagos of me, take a hot shower and go straight to bed, not to be disturbed till 2pm on Saturday and I almost got away with it if not for this meddling kid, Zikora! Why is my phone ringing by 9am, why, why, why, the next best thing is DND because nothing not even death can push me of this slumber I’ve set my sights on. Satisfied, I awake by 2:30pm and I have 10 missed calls from Zikora, to be fair it’s the weekend and nobody in their right mind should be calling before 12pm, well I’ll have to call her, “Helloooo” I say, she is then saying like a million words per second and I cannot understand a thing that she is saying because you know, brain fog. When I finally come to she is explaining to me comprehensively the aftermath of my blowing off a dinner yesterday with a friend she tried to set me up with, that’s when I realise that I had a little too much time on my hands yesterday, so that is what I was missing. She then says that she is coming over that she is concerned for me.
“So you aired the guy that I tried to arrange for you, do you know how this makes me look and I asked you ohh”, she says. I’m trying to stifle a laugh because it’s so funny, “anyway I told him you were tied up at work and you’ll reschedule” she says. “You told me about this mystery man during the pop up event, we were living our best lives was I supposed to remember” I reply, “so if your oga tells you about an account deadline on Monday to be met on Friday you won’t remember abi?”, she retorts. “Omo that one is money, this one I don’t even know the guy from anywhere, open his insta account let me even see him, ehen he’s not even that fine and he’s fair, you know I have a type now, this guy could never have clicked, you sef, you were not serious about it if not you’ll have told me his name”, I declare. She is shaking with laughter trying to speak but the words come out as vibrations instead. “speaking of, have you heard back about your promotion?” she asks. “Can see my shoulder, you see the way it is high it can never come down, your girl’s a mid-level mangerrrrr, na me dey run this town!”, I proclaim. You know what’s going to happen now, you’re going to take me out and by the power of manager vested in you, you will become my sugar mummy you know dropping money everywhere I step, that’s how you would just have been moping around if I didn’t push you to apply for the account, would you have been able to deal with yourself if Yomi got the promotion instead of you”, she says. “I would have jumped into the lagoon, he’ll now be my immediate boss, it’s giving nausea”, I reply. “But why did you not want to apply for the position in the first place, you have the experience, the skill, the complete package for it, does it have to do with your father”, she asks. Well, she has now brought an obese elephant and put it right in our midst, instinctively I drop my eyes to my hardwood floor, she knows me so well. “Do you really want us to go down that path because I’m on cloud nine and unpacking whatever you think you know would bring a rain cloud, or do you not want me to pay for dinner this evening”, I ask in a joking but dead serious tone. She then switches to this coddling almost condescending to like the “soft answer voice”. “Can you look at me please, before your dad passed it seemed you had a sparkle in your eye and you were so optimistic about life a goal getter, you’re laughing? I’m being dead serious, you weren’t dealing”, she says. “Bad things happen to everyone and that’s fine darling but you need to deal with it and speaking with a therapist helps, Dr Garba is one of the best”, she says. “Ahem madam, let me stop you there, people deal with grief differently and I am not interested in talking to your church pastor about things that she could ever imagine, he is dead and there is nothing that I can do about it, it is okay to feel sadness or pain but like all things it would pass”, I retort. There are beads of tears welling up in the corners of my eyes but I refuse to let them drop. “I know you’re worried about but he’s not your father so I need you to drop it please”, I yell. “Ok, I’m sorry Lilly I think I came of too strong, I’ll step back but Dr Garba is not my church pastor she is a certified psychologist that happens to attend my mother’s church and if you are a well as you say you are one session wouldn’t hurt, would it?”, she says in a louder voice. “Ok Zikora I’ll think about it are you happy now”, I reply. She gives me a reassuring smile. “Oya get dressed we’re going for dinner sugar mama”, she declares.

Why am I awake, the sky is still dark now, I stretch out my right hand to my bed side table reaching over to my phone, why is my brightness at 100% it feels like I’m staring at the sun, bringing tears to my eyes. My neighbour is obviously a psycho, who in their right mind puts on a generator by three in the morning after tossing and turning and I good part of the night and binge watching scandal under the perfect conditions a pitch black room with my AC at sixteen degrees covered in two blankets. I finally fell asleep two hours ago and now this goat wants to come an interrupt my slumber. Who am I kidding I’m not furious because of the generator, this is Lagos for crying out loud. Pondering to go or not to go to Dr Garba is eating me up, quite frankly what could go wrong if I had one session, would she pull out a gun to shoot me or would she say that I’m beyond repair. I am so pathetic and I need to get myself together. Why am I putting of needing help or assistance? Is this what grief feels like? There are so many questions like arrows coming at me from different angles, it’s like my mind is having a battle with my sub-conscious. You know what let’s not think about that one now. I get out of bed for a night cap, maybe some banana bread and hot chocolate. I open my fridge and I am hit with the crisp air, instead of reaching for the banana bread something else catches my eye, there is Banga soup in the freezer, should I just turn a little starch, let me not tempt myself, I’ll just stick with the banana bread, what I actually came here for. While I’m chomping on the banana bread, I get a light bulb moment I can just book the session, if I then change my mind about not going, I will still have a session.
Its Monday already, it’s as if the whole weekend passed in the twinkling of an eye. we see them insta stories, people getting lit, ordering Azul, doing dorime displays all of a sudden Monday comes and everyone is back to their pencil skirts and collared shirts as if nothing ever happened. Working a 9-5 is so monotonous it’s sickening. Finally work hours are over, the moment of truth has come Lily Pinero is going to therapy. I walk into Dr Garba’s office and it smells like a Willy Wonka’s chocolate factory and she is a plant mom, well she has taste. “Hello, nice to meet you Lilly”, she says this in such a cheeky but utterly captivating voice. “Hello”, I reply. “Would you like some chocolate chip cookies” she asks, “no I’m fine thank you” I reply. “So what brings you here today”, she asks, “my friend says I need therapy”, I reply. “You’re not convinced you need therapy?”, she asks. “hmm, I’m not sure”, I reply in a singsong voice. “Why do you think your friend thinks you need therapy”, she asks. “My father passed last year”, my voice then begins to rise a few decibels “umm, is this an interrogation? Do I even need to talk about my father.” She then replies “you do not need to talk about your father right now if that makes you uncomfortable, we can talk about your day.” We were talking for hours and it was like I had reconnected with an old friend. I got into my car and sat there for a minute just pondering about nothing in particular but I knew I was definitely coming back here.
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