THE ENCOUNTER.
 “Sit”
I say to the surly and broody teenager as I plop my purse on the side stool and lower myself into the plush armchair, crossing one leg over the other.
“For why na?”
She asks me, her hands shoved in the pockets of her baggy shorts, eyes blazing and I can’t help but admire her boldness despite her being only a 17 year old.
“So that we can talk”
I reply while directing the straw of the virgin mojito to my lips to take a sip.  
“Or would you rather take a seat in a dingy, cold cell? Because that can be arranged”
I add when she makes no move to sit and keeps glaring at me. I am not above threats because no matter how calm I may look on the outside, I am a quivering and desperate mess on the inside. When she finally lowers herself to sit, I release a quiet sigh of relief because phase 1 has gone according to plan without hitches. 
“Do we start with the money you siphoned off Orlando PLC?”
And just like that, she’s back on her feet again, eyebrows scrunched in confusion and eyes cruising around the restaurant in search of anyone who may have overheard me but I know she would find no one because not only have I booked the whole floor for this conversation, I have also given a standing order to the staff not to be disturbed until I say so. 
“How you take know that matter and why you dey talk am like that?” 
She asks me, still on her feet but arms now crossed as if to protect her from danger. Perhaps I should have started off with lighter matters, but my time here is limited and my work, astronomical.
“Do you want anything to drink? Or eat? The steak here is very nice”
I respond, avoiding her question. When she doesn’t reply, I sigh and drop the menu on the seat beside me then take off my medicated glasses, yet another consequence of my less than impressive past. I decide to cut to the chase and strike while the iron is still hot.
“I know everything that you’ve gotten up to, all your escapades and narrow escapes, all the movements that you’ve done. I even know the one that you’ve planned for next week”
Now, if it were any other situation, I would have burst into laughter at the comical sight she made looking like a caged animal with nowhere to go but it isn’t so I school my lips into a straight line.
“Who you be? Madam, how you take know these things abeg? You be olokpa? You wan arrest me?”
She asks me, her hands flailing, yet again in vernacular even though her spoken English is stellar and without blemish.
“I am not a police officer. You caught my eye and I’ve been watching you for a while”
I say as I uncross my legs and lean forward in my seat which makes her take a step back, away from me and I don’t blame her one bit. I would have probably made a run for the hills by now if the roles were reversed. I regain my former position and lean back in my seat to avoid scaring her even more.
“I mean no harm” 
I start, my hands raised in surrender.
“I only want to help you. I’ve been in the exact same position that you are in now and I don’t want you to go down the same path I did and learn the hard way. If I wanted to harm you, I wouldn’t have saved you from that mob in the marketplace now, would I?”
I can sense that my words are making sense to her but her years of being on the streets stop her from trusting quickly.
“If it would make you feel better, I don’t mind telling you a little bit about myself. My name is Amaka just as you and I also came from the streets. I was in jail for about 5 years before I came out and took control of my life again. 10 years later, here I am, the CEO to one of the biggest multinational companies in West Africa. Trust me; I have nothing to gain, but everything to lose by harming you”
The half truths drip from my lips like honey leaving a sour after taste in my mouth but I know that they have to be told for her good. 
“Na why dem dey give you respect for market and when we reach here?”
She asks, torn between believing me and fleeing for her safety. I keep the concerned expression on my face as I nod and I release an inner squeal when she steps closer and takes a seat.
“I fit order anything, abi?”
She asks me as she eyes the menu that’s beside me. I pick it up and give it to her to do as she pleases. I ring the bell and a waitress comes to take her order. I barely hold in my laughter when she just about orders everything on the menu because I know she’s doing this to see if I will have any objections which would then refute my claims of being wealthy. I have no objections and ask the waitress to bring me a bottle of Merlot. When she leaves, I seize the opportunity to speak.
“How would you like to have at least 1 million naira in your account at the end of the year?”
“1 milli?”
She asks between laughs and I nod
“Where I won take see am?”
She asks incredulously, looking at me like I’ve suddenly grown two heads. I chuckle and reply
“It’s in your hands”
She uncrosses her folded arms and stretches them out.
“This my hand wey I dey look so?”
I hum in agreement before I reach into my purse and bring out a sheet of paper with scribbles on it. I give it to her to read. She takes it from my hands, still wary of me and the nonsense that’s leaving my lips unbridled and looks at it. 
“Those 4 things are what you need to put in place if you want to make money. The online fraud and pick pocketing you’re doing is bringing in peanuts compared to what you could earn if you only follow those principles”
I say to her, pointing at the paper she has in hand.
“I nor too sabi this things wey you write oh. I nor get money to invest, na big man dey invest”
She says as she shifts uncomfortably in her seat, eyes still raving up and down the sheet as she speaks
“Contrary to what many think, you don’t need to have millions to invest. There are so many things you can invest in with as low as 1k”
I point out emphatically
“Ah! 1k ke?”
She cries out, eyes back on me.
“Yes. All you have to do is find a venture, invest and be patient because of compounding interest. If you drop 1k, you would not only be getting the amount you dropped at the end of the period. You’d also get interest on what you dropped”
"This one wey you write skill? I nor fit make hair or do nails like Iya Basirat oh”
She scratches the back of her neck and I know it’s because she’s not sure what to make of this information as she’s used to being the smartest in a room.
“And you don’t have to be like Iya Basirat. Your computer knowledge is a skill”
When she frowns, I laugh and alleviate her worries
“I’m not talking about hacking company accounts and taking their money. I’m talking about cyber security and others you possess which just need a little polishing”
She bites her nails and points to the 3rd point I’ve written.
“What about this budgeting thing?”
She asks and I don’t think she realizes her switch to English but I don’t call her out on it. I spy the waitresses coming in with plates piled high with food and shelf the conversation for when we don’t have an audience
“Don’t worry. We have all the time for me to explain every single thing there and tell you how to achieve financial freedom without going back to all those bad habits. Right now, your food is here”
At my words, she turns back and I have the luxury of seeing her eyes marvel at the meals in childlike wonder. I am transported back to a time where I was her and all I knew was on the wrong side of the tracks. When her eyes meet mine, I shake off the memories and bask in the moments I have with my younger self knowing that she can never find out that I am her from the future. 
“Lets eat”
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