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     There was nothing I could concentrate my mind on except on the solemn thought of death. Ever since my trial and the consequent death sentence that, I’ve been totally lost in oblivion. Nothing gave me hope, nor curved a smile across my lips. I was just alone in cold prison room, in the high walls of Worikoro Maximum Correctional Facility, placed on death-row. Subsequent appeals to the Court of Appeal and the Supreme court proved futile as all evidence seems to scream my name as guilty. Most disheartening of all was the deaf ears given during these trials to my plea of involuntariness of my confessional statement. I was brutalized by the police into incriminating myself in the statement. My lawyer had assured me of getting pardon from the governor, but the governor was unyielding, buttressing the fact the crime was rampant and thus the urgent need for a scapegoat. 
    The last time my mother came visiting, I felt the sorrows in her eyes and the disappointment building up in her voice. I felt pity for her, a poor widow, yet to lose another son. Anderson, my elder brother earlier died in a fatal auto crash months after his graduation. My mother almost died then. Anderson and I the only surviving apples of our mother’s dotting eyes, which our father left with her before he died as a result of kidney cancer. His death shattered the joys of my boyhood as Anderson and I had to grow up under the tutelage of a widowed, loving, poor mother. My mother had had six pregnancies, out of which two were miscarriages, and two died after childhood. Anderson and I were the only ones who survived childbirth and childhood. I couldn’t bear to see the tears navigating down her cheeks, because like sharp blades, they lacerate my heart.
     “Mama, wipe your tears, weep not for me any longer. Just pray that God in His mercy grants you the fortitude to bear this impeding loss. No amount of tears can revise this situation. Just be strong for me, okay”, I found myself trying to talk hope into her, as I fiddled her trembling hands. It was quite funny talking hope into her, while inside me, I was hopeless. Not long enough, a stern looking prison warden, who had been standing there but whose presence I didn’t bother to notice, interrupted the mother-son talk, indicating that the visiting time stipulated had elapse some minutes ago. He was lenient enough to add some extra minutes. He bound me back to my cell, as I listened to my mother’s silent sobs.
     Back in my prison room, now all alone. I could hear this imaginary bell– like the sound of one in a quiet cemetery. It tingles sinisterly. It seems to spread eerie messages of suspense and tension across the atmosphere. I was reminded that I had three more days to breathe the fresh air of an unfair rotten world, before the hangman’s noose breaks my neck. The screeching sound of a stainless plate passed in through a small outlet in the wall of the prison room, disrupted my thoughts. One of the prison wardens just passed in my lunch to add to the breakfast earlier brought. I had no appetite for food in this place, since what occupied their meal menu was half cooked beans and stones. Coupled with my present predicament also, eating was least of my worries. I just had to spent my remaining days on earth in prayers, as regards the eternal journey I would sooner or later, but certainly embark on.
     Throughout the night that dawned the D-Day, my eyelids never blinked in the name of sleep. In the ears of my mind, I could hear Morpheus whispering to me, “why should you sleep this night, when tomorrow you shall sleep forever?”. That night was a dreadful one , as dawn seemed not to approach any sooner , even though when it comes, it’s going to be over. The night was so scary, that it looked s if I was having a conference meeting with the ghosts of all former occupants of my prison room, who likely faced similar fate that awaits me. I could hear voices in my head screaming my name, “Alvaaan!, Alvaaan!”. I could hear my mother’s constant sobbing. I began seeing the ghost of my father and Anderson, my brother. It seemed that they wanted to have a word with me. I saw onwu, the death messenger, with his hands on his head, desirous to entertain me with the surugede dance. The voices screaming in my head became louder. I could hear thunder roaring and could see lightening across the room. I felt like I was in a horror movie and I couldn’t take it anymore, so I let out a loud wail that vibrated into the night. Soon I heard footsteps and saw flashlights dissecting through the darkness. It was some prison wardens that have been attracted by my shouts.
     “why you dey shout dey disturb the silent of the night, eh! Mr. Prisoner?”, A voice asked.
     I remained silent while shield the flashlights from my eyes.
     “Shebi you sabi say na tomorrow you dey cross border so?, so better prepare well”, the  voice said again.
      “Chai!, Eyaah! Journey mercies” another voice said, as they turned leaving.
My mind flashes back to the events of the trial proceedings, especially when the judge gave his final verdict.
     “The accused, Mr. Alvan Okoye has been found guilty by this honourable court, of two count charges or rape and murder of the deceased, Miss Evelyn Obi, contrary to section 358 and 319 of the Nigerian criminal code, and by provision of sub section 1 of section 319 of the same code is hereby sentenced to death by hanging. He is to be hanged until a medical practitioner pronounces him dead”. He then looked me in the face and said “May God have mercy on your soul” as he banged the gavel, which ever since then was audible in auditory glands. My lawyer had tendered a heart shredding allocutus to the judge, pointing out how I was the only surviving son of a poor, widowed mother, about how my conviction will caused manifest hardship on her, about how I was a first class student of Petroleum engineering and it not being the will of justice that I be sent to the gallows, about how the deceased will not allow me suffer such fate after she must have forgiven me. These and all were pleaded by my counsel but it yielded no fruit.
     All through that night, my mind kept wondering to and fro till about 3am when Morpheus became lenient with me and wrapped his soothing arms round me. I fell asleep. I had  a dream where Evelyn Obi, the deceased victim, who doubled as my girlfriend came to me assuring me that everything would be alright. She also acknowledged me of being innocent of the gruesome fate that befell her. She said everything would be alright and I thought “yes, everything would be alright when we meet again soon to part no more”. But on the other hand I wished she had appeared before the court and testify to my innocence, and not in my dreams.
     On that fateful day, Evelyn had slept over in my lodge after returning from night class. I came back from lectures only to find Evelyn baptized from the font of her blood. Bloody freely oozed out of three knife stabs in her abdomen, and upon further look, I noticed that she was brutally raped. Before I could think of the next line of action to pursue, the police busted into my room and arrested me with the threat of “anything you say here would be used against you in the law court”. It dawned on me that I must have been set up.
     Finally dawn came and unlike my usual self since my stay in prison, I woke up that morning feeling strong and happy – happy perhaps that I would depart this word and it’s worries, but deep inside me burned this tiny flame of hope. I knelt down, said a short prayer commending my soul into God’s hands. My breakfast came earlier than usual. It was jollof rice and fried fish– a rare occurrence.
     “perhaps the food is to celebrate my eventual departure from this world”, I thought aloud as I wolfed down the food.
     After about two hours or so, three prison guards walked into my prison room, handcuffed me and led me into a waiting black maria. I already knew our destination –The gallows, certainly. The ride from Worikoro Maximum Correctional Facility to the gallows at Dakari was roughly supposed to be an hour and thirty minutes ride, depending on the driver’s consistency. I kept singing praises unto God till we reached the destination, we had arrived as sooner as expected.
    The execution ground was situated in a valley between two hills and was surrounded by savannah grasslands. The hangman’s noose was already installed like a WIFI antenna, dangling patiently for it’s victim’s neck. I could see the executioner in eagerness to carry out what he seems to only know her to do best. He looked so mean.
     Without wasting much time, as the exercise was meant to be a brief one. I was led towards the gallows with a black veil covering my face with my hands still handcuffed behind my back. I felt myself being helped upon what felt to my feet to be a brick, certainly it was. Fear gripped me immensely as the thick rope engulfed my tender neck. “Don’t worry, it would soon be over”, I comforted myself.
     I had noticed there was a pastor who was there for the purpose of preparing my soul. I allowed him pray for me. He might also be the medical practitioner to confirm my death afterwards.
    “Out of the depths I cry to you, O lord. Hear my voice. Let your ears be attentive to the voice of my pleadings. If you Lord should mark our guilt, no one will survive but with you is found forgiveness and for this you are revered” the pastor said and made me repeat after him.
    “May the almighty God grant you his mercies and may your soul rest in peace “, he concluded.
In between after the prayers and before the hangman received signal to shatter the bricks beneath my feet was a loud “STOP!”. The order was made my a new entrant who must have gone through hell while locating the execution arena. Every other person earlier present, casted their attention on this intruder.
     “This man who you’re about to kill is innocent”, the new voice rang out. I felt like I was dreaming.
      “How do you mean?” One of the prison officials asked. 
       There was silence as all waited for the new entrant to speak..
      “Now listen”, he began. “I am a catholic priest of Wudi Diocese and the chaplain of Mater Misericordia Chaplaincy. Few hours ago, someone came to me for the sacrament of penance and confessed that he was guilty of the crime this name is about to be hanged for. He said that the man you’re with should suffer no injustice”
        “So tell us what do want us to do?” asked the hangman who seemed not happy with the turn out of events.
         “I would advise you people to go and make proper investigations on this case, find out the culprit and free yourself from the temptation of punishing an innocent person. As you should know or if you don’t know, as a priest, I’m bound by an path of secrecy to keep confidential things told to me at the confessional, but this case proves to be a different one, so I adjure you to make proper and effective investigations and you would definitely find the culprit” he continued.
     I felt the thick rope round my neck loosened, and finally off my neck. Whoa! What a relieving sensation. I was helped down the brick. The black veil covering my face was removed and I saw the priest that God used to save me, in his immaculate white cassock.
     “Thank you, father for saving my life” I knelt down, very grateful.
      “Don’t worry, my son. Your sins are forgiven”, he answered as he helped me up to my feet. 
        I remained in the police custody during the period of “proper investigations”. My mother was very, very happy when she heard about the turn out of things. Every night when I sleep, I would hear Evelyn’s reassuring laughter. I had missed her so much, for she was the love of my life. 
          Finally, during the weeks of thorough investigation, I was informed by the police that someone has surrendered himself to the police as the culprit. It shocked me to see that it was George, my very close friend whom I knew had been trying to get Evelyn many times before but could not. He then committed the ungodly act and set me up. 
         As I pondered on all these happenings, I remembered the saying of a very wise man. It goes “Bo matter how stormy the tempest of life rages, there is always waves of relief for those who have faith to be saved out of the depths” As I reflected on this, I was unconscious of the tears that raced down my cheeks. I was jilted back to the present, when a drop of tears found it’s way into my mouth. I recognized it salty taste. I deepen my hands into my pockets to get out my handkerchief to wipe off my tears now flowing freely. I felt a paper in my left pocket, curious about what it was, I hurriedly brought it out. I could remember that the content of the paper was a poem I wrote during my dark days at Worikoro. It read.

Broken Letters.
Many times, I wake up sad
Even on days I’m meant to be glad
There’s this feeling inside of me
Like a caged bird, singing to be free
In a cruel world, I’m tempted to stand alone 
But my nerves so fragile, can’t stand on its own
Demons at night, I host while asleep.
A secret I swore never again to keep.
My life seems like a story with torn pages
Been at sea, bedeviled with tempest rages
I’ve tried keep my head above waters with good thoughts
But I keep drowning deep in self doubts.
Depression travels down my veins
And I fear my hands soon be off the reins. 
My soul’s bound with strong fetters
And the bible before me, written in broken letters
I can’t read through.
By the time I finished reading the poem, the paper had already been soaked with salty waters from my eyes, and the alphabets became blurred, just like broken letters. 
The End.
