The air is fresher than I remember, Busari street is still as eerie as always. The stickers of Buhari’s posters from the previous election pasted everywhere made me chuckle, the country was about to take its hit and these people had no idea. Iya Seyi was already frying Akara considering it was almost 2pm. I walked down the street and looked around as nostalgia hit me. I crossed the road just as the students burst out of the gate and there she was.

She was so chubby, I watched as she quickly said goodbye to her friends and started speed walking home.

“Don’t forget to bring the book tomorrow!” Ruth yelled after her.

She nodded then continued on her way like she had somewhere to be. I walked quietly behind her as she greeted every person she passed by. I unconsciously smiled as I looked at my younger self walk home. 

Today was October 20th 2016; everyone was going about their normal day, it’s funny how this same day turned out to be a tragic one many years later. 
Younger Ayomide quickened her steps after noticing the group of boys playing soccer by the side of the road. These boys were her friends from the mosque, in 2015 my mother and sister had decided we would start going to church instead of the mosque.

The boys looked at her and laughed as they called her names. I watched as Ayomide quickly rushed past them and for a moment my chest hurt, I remember how it hurt having my friends turn on me because I changed my religion.

I quickly sped up to catch up to my younger self “Do you know those boys?”

Ayomide looked at me with a frown and for a moment I marveled at the way she looked. She eyed me and took a step back “Who are you?”

I smiled at her “I’m Ayo”

She nodded “Okay, I’m not supposed to talk to strangers so do not follow me” she turned around and kept walking. 

I was surprised at the confidence, I didn’t know I had at this age. I kept walking behind her as she approached the house. I needed a way to talk to her without her thinking I was trying to kidnap her.

“I read your book” I blurted out

She stopped and turned “Huh? How? Where did you get my book from?”

I was glad i finally got her attention, I stood in front of her “I got it from my brother Demilola, you know him right?”

She nodded “Yes we’re classmates” she paused “So how can I help you?”

“I just wanted to ask you about some things about your book. Everyone in your school keeps talking about it” 

I watched as her lips lifted, I’ve always been passionate about writing and I knew how much she was proud of the comment I just made.

“Alright, let me tell my mum inside and change. Can you wait here?”

I nodded and let her go inside to change. I walked towards the church opposite the house and sat down. Ayomide walked out in her signature green and white shirt with a long skirt and two books in her hands.

She came and sat across from me “These are my two other books I just finished writing” she said handing me the books.

I looked down at the notebooks and smiled before opening one, I cringed at the title First Time, First Love. I flipped through the first pages and smiled at my handwriting and the bracketed expressions.

“Thank you, your books are really good” I told her looking up at her face.

She smiled “Thank you, I love writing. I hope to write a script one day and have people act it out”

I nodded “Like a play? Me too!”

She gasped “Really?! You’re a writer too?!”

I nodded “I write too, I also have a  book on Wattpad”

Ayomide gasped like I told her I had a book on the New York bestselling list. I didn’t blame her, Wattpad was the bomb in 2016 and every 13 year old reader’s dream was to have a book on the app.

“My dream is to have a book on Wattpad! I would be so famous” she gushed.

I smiled “Sure but there are better places than Wattpad. So how much do you sell your books?”

She shook her head “I don’t sell them, I just give them to my classmates to read”

“Why? They’re so good! You should be getting money for this!” I pointed at the books.

Ayomide shrugged “I just don’t think anyone would pay for them”

“But they pay for storybooks right? Why won’t they pay for yours?”

She took the books from me and opened a page “Mine is not published and it doesn’t have a fine cover with pictures”

I sighed “So publish your book too”

She laughed “If I told my mum that, she would slap me and it costs a lot of money to publish books”

I smiled sadly, having a dad who left two years ago I could vividly remember how the family was struggling at the time. “I can tell you a secret that can help you”

Ayomide looked at me intrigued “A secret? Like what?”

“You can publish your book without having to pay any money”

She rose an eyebrow “How?”

I shrugged “Have you ever heard of Freelance writing?”

Ayomide frowned and shook her head “What is it?”

“It’s when you write books and people pay you for it”

She sat up straighter “Really?! They pay you?”

I nodded “Yes, it really easy too, you can do it from anywhere and it’ll be great for you since you love writing already”

She frowned “Are you sure it’s not a scam? That sounds way too easy to be making money. Just writing?”

“It’s some people’s jobs, some people even have a job and still work by writing. What do you like writing?”

Ayomide shrugged “Books, plays. Mostly fiction,  I love writing essays but I enjoy storytelling more”

I nodded “ Well that’s awesome, you can work with so many companies too. There’s a company called Amazon KDP, they don’t charge anything to publish your book and you can get money if you publish it and people start buying it”

“Amazon? I thought that was like a shopping company?” Ayomide asked confused.

I nodded “Yeah but the have section for authors like us, that’s KDP. It’s short for Kindle Direct Publishing. They let you publish your books online and you get money when people buy them. You can even order a hard copy too!”

“Really? They just let anyone publish?” 

I shrugged “Well you need an account and you need to set up some things but anyone can do it. You can ask your sister to check it out for you on her phone”

Ayomide nodded “That’s amazing!”

I laughed at her excitement “There’s also Upwork, where you can write for people and they’ll pay you. Let’s say I need to write a speech or a book, I can pay you to do it”

Ayomide looked wowed, finding out Wattpad wasn’t the limit was fascinating and knowing you could aim for so much higher was exhilarating.

Ayomide giggled “ I can finally tell people that I can make money from writing! My mum is always complaining that I’m wasting my time writing because she thinks i should do something better”

I nodded in understanding “Well you can tell her writers make a lot of money, and I’m assuming you want to be a writer?” I asked her.

Ayomide nodded her head jerkily and beamed at me “Yes, I want to be as famous as Shakespeare one day. I’m in SS1 and I’m in the Arts”

I smiled “That’s great! You know there are so many different writers too; there are copy writers, content writers, creative writers. There are so many categories to choose from, so many companies to work with too.”

“Thank you so much for telling me, Wattpad seems so mediocre now” She smiled.

I shrugged “Why aim for the ceiling when you can aim for the sky right? What better dream is there than having your dream job”

She smiled “I’ll tell my sister and we’ll check it out. Thank you so much”

I stood up and nodded “You’ll make a great writer Ayomide, you’re already on the right track. Do not relent”

She stood up too “Thank you for sharing this with me, I never even knew Demi had a sister”

I laughed nervously “Let this be our secret, don’t tell anyone ok?”

She frowned “Even my sister? I tell her everything”

I laughed “Even your sister” I walked down the steps of the church onto the road and looked back at her “I hope to see your book on a billboard someday!”

Ayomide smiled and nodded as she waved goodbye, I waved back and as I made my way down the street, I knew she’d be fine.









