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EVE 
- Ada Kubeyinje 

"What is your name?" 
"Pardon?" 
"Your name" 
"Shade Clark" 
"How old are you?" 
"Twenty-one". 

He pushed the needle harder, deeper into her flesh. 
'fhiS is a pretty difficult one, he thought. "Do you 
drink I mean do you take a lot of alcohol?" "Not 
really. Why? She felt a diz.zy sensation. She wanted 
to sleep, 
"On nothing. Just asking". 
He injected a little more. She felt drowsier. She want• 
ed to be left alone. All she wanted to do was sleep. 
Sleep. Sleep. 
''What is your name"? 
She couldn't be bothered with all that barrage of 
questions. 
"Your name, Miss" 
"Hm?" "My n-a-m-e"? 
"Yes your name". 
"I ... I ... don't know. Myna . .. " 
Blackout. 
"This is a rather difficult one, muse. First time I've 
had to search for the vein so". 
Nurse Tina had taken her care. With all the alacrity/ 
agility of a practiced nurse she put everything in 
order. They had to hurry. Six other ladies were wait
ing. 

She handed the instruments to Dr. Johnson as 
she tied up Sade's legs. This should have·been done 
earlier but for the patient's refusal to co-operate. If 
not for Dr. Johnson she would have told her one or 
two home truths. Afterall she wasn't responsible for 
her pregnancy. She tied the legs one to the metal on 
the right and the other to the left. Dr. Johnson now 
in front of both widened legs began the operation 
passing into the womb one metal after the other. 
1 just hope she doesn't wake up before we're through. 
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He remembered when Sade first walked in; Pretty 
bold defiant and sure of herself. 

"Good morning young lady. What can I do for 
you?" 

"I am pregnant and I want an abortion. How much 
will it cost?" 

Dr. Johnson was stunned. It wasn't the act. He did 
countless abortions monthly. But this girl ... this girl 
talking of her body like it's a pound of beef. Others 
came in there distressed, worried an d anxious, not 
this one. It was the attitude that baffled him. The 
attitude. 
"You are pregnant. How .. ;" 
"Yes". 
"How do you know?" 
"The question should be; why wouldn't I know? 
Look doctor, it's my body. I know my body and I 
know I'm pregnant. I feel pregnant. Are you answer
ed doctor?" 
''When did you have your last period?" 
"I think the pregnancy is about 8 weeks or so. 
Anyhow I have only a hundred naira. You think it 
will be sufficient?" 
"Go over to that bed and rn examine you. Take off 
your underwear". Sade moved towards the bed at the 
left end of the room. She began to take off her skirt. 
"Have you ever had an abortion before?" 
"No. Never". 
"Are you sure'?" 
"Of course I'm sure. Why do you think I'll tell a lie". 
"Well you talked about it so casually". 
"Do I have any alternative?" 
"I guess not". 
Somehow he was beginning to admire her; her frank
ness, courage and defiance. He put finished wearing 
his gloves. Sade hissed. 
"Is anything the matter?" 
"Nothing that I know of'. She was only wondering 
why he had to wear the gloves. Does he think she's 
dirty? After all she had her bath before coming. 



He came over her, inserted his fingers into her and 
palpated her lower abdomen with the other hand. 
This happened several times. 
"Yes you'er pregnant". 
"I know". 
"Nothing to bother about. It's a simple problem 
medically, probably a difficult one psychologically". 
Shade wasn't listening. Her attention was caught 
elsewhere. A fly caught in a spider's web. 
Danger could be a beautiful visual image. Reminded 
her of what was going on in class now - Six Aspects 
of Theatre Arts - Visual, Speech, Dance, Music ... 
"Are you with me miss ... " 
''Oarke" 
"Yes. You are six weeks pregnant. Your fee is seventy 
naira - #10 for your hospital card, N:50 for the 
operation and #10 to send you to sleep. I can assure 
you you'll be alright. Simple problem." 
Shade began to fidget with her purse. Seventy naira 
from her own purse. She, a student, her boyfriend a 
level nine officer. That's a woman's lot. She sighed 
as she counted and handed the money over to doctor. 
"Thanks just go over to that adjacent door there. The 
nurse will tell you what to do." 
That was exactly forty minutes ago. Dr. Johnson 
removed the last lump of blood. The rest was left for 
Nwse Tinu to tidy up. She looked at the coagulated 
mess in the bowl. Each abortion unnerved her. Very 
soon she knew she would give up the job. That's all 
doctors do these days. So many girls, young and old 
come in daily some panicky others more calculated 
from routine. Austerity or no austerity she once 
heard a doctor say, Dilation and Curettage will always 
provide. The men, she hears are feeling the pinch of it 
too. These days they ask when you last saw your 
periods. For the majority, irresponsible louts, abortion 
is expensive. They cannot cope. For the responsible 
few, marriage is more expensive. 

But what constituted her own crime was the big 
question she never found an answer to. Seven years 
now, seven good years and all she could boast of is 
one miscarriage. Not full term pregnancy much less 
a child. At no point in her life did she have an 
abortion. In fact, her only pregnancy resulted in her 
marriage in the first place. life she has came to 
believe is never fair. She knew of cases whereby 
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women have five, six abortions and still bear children 
afterwards. What crime did she commit. Is it in aiding 
others to get rid of 'Gods gift?' She would quit the 
job as soon as this so called austerity subsides. 

Sade stirred in her sleep. She had been under
taking a very long a pleasurable flight - has vegas, 
and was now approaching Lagos. She could see 
the lights at Murtala Mohammed Airport ushering 
them in. z.z.z-z-z.z.z-z-. Th:is particular flight was the 
best she ever had. 

Suddenly she could see her mother at home stand-· 
ing in front of the kitchen door, her work place. Her 
hair parted, held in two bonds in the usual style. Her 
look was stern. She felt guilt, very guilty. She had not 
told her mother about the trip - this long journey -
Lagos- London - Paris- New-York- London - Lagos. 
Anyhow, she doesn't regret the flight, the best she 
ever had. She could actually feel herself flying. This 
time like a bird. The air was cool, the wind refreshing. 
She didn't want the journey to come to an end but it 
had to. They had approached and the lights, not a 
single light this time welcomed them. A single faint 
light. 

Nurse Tina wondered what ever could be fascina
ting about a lone bulb. Her patient starred continuous
ly at the bulb on the ceiling with a contented look on 
her face. 
"Different patients, different fever. There was one, a 
university lecturer who sat up immediately she came 
around and began to deliver a lecture to an imaginary 
class. She had to scream for help. The effect of anaes
thesia on individuals is unbelievable." 
"Pele o." 

She was staring at her now. What ever fascinated 
her in the bulb had suddenly become boring. 
"Pele. How are you feeling?" 
Sade was confused. Pele for what? She was supposed 
to be at the airport. No, she had come here sometime 
ago. What for? Oh yes. 
"Look nurse, how can you keep me waiting like this 
now. Call the doctor to do this thing for me and let 
me go. I have classes to attend." 
"The doctor has fl1lished." 
"Finished?" 
"Yes". 
"Finished?" 



"Yes." 
"When?Aba so I have finished?" 
She began to get up but was sent sprawing back by an 
intense aching of her lower parts. It was then she 
believed. She had gone through something. She felt 
the pain and the nausea. Slowly she felt it coming up 
from within her. She sat up ignoring the pains. 
"Nurse give me the bowl." 
"Hrrm'!" 
"Look, if you don't give me I'll do it here o. Look." 
The contents poured out messing the entire floor. 
But this time it was what she had had for breakfast 
not that extremely bitter thing they call bile. She felt 
better. That bile thing must be like the vineger and 
gall offered Jesus on the cross. Well, she too is a 
suffering Messiah. All women are spurnned, yet 
indispensible. Suffering is inalienable life. And 
bitterness too. All these she reflected upon as she 
wiped the stains off her body with the already white 
cloth she found over her. She dressed up leaving the 
nurse to tidy the mess. After all what had she paid 
seventy naira for? Clearing the mess. Bloody or other
wise. 

Dr. Johnson was expecting her. 
"How are you feeling now young lady?" 
"Not too bad. Just some pain down here." 
"Oh you'll be alright. You need some rest." 
"Dr. I feel better now I want to go." 

"Alright just a minute while I put your pills 
together. Ampiciline - four times daily. Novalgine -
you must likely would have cramps and some abdo
minal pains. Take 2 tablets then. Make sure you take 
the tablets especially the antibiotics. Here's your 
receipt". 
"Did somebody bring you here?" 
"No. Why?" 
"How are you getting back?" 
"By taxi." 
"By what?" 
"Taxi." 
''You must be mad. Starkraving crazy. Do you know 
exactly what you have just done? You could faint 
any ... " 

She walked off leaving him uttering the remaining 
rubbish to himself. If she faints whose business is it 
anyway. Don't girls walk into discoteques from 
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operating theatres these days? As she walked through 
the lonely streets she reflected on the activities of 
the past few hours. The sun shone punitively and she 
could feel her skull burning in the heat of it. A blue 
Fiat sped past .leaving the dust settling all over her. 
She suddenly felt depressed. It reminded her of him. 
The car. She wondered what she would do if he ever 
made the gross mistake of coming to see her again. 
The events of that Sunday will ever remain fresh in 
her .memory. She had told him the day before that 
she had something to tell him. They agreed to meet 
at 2 p.m. in his place. 
"Wale. I think I am pregnant". She will never forget 
the look on his face. She had never seen that look 
before. 
"Pregnant? Why do you think so?" 
"I missed my period". 
"Hin? May be you forgot it when you travelled the 
last time." 
She thought she hadn't heard properly. She sat up. 
"Come again?" 
"Look, I am not in a talking mood as you can see. 
Anyhow it definitely can't be for me. May be Sanya 
or David. Not me." 
"Sanya or David?" 
"Yes. Aren't they the people you hold rehearsals with 
every now and then?" She pinched herself to make 
sure she wasn't dreaming. Wale talking to her like 
that? Before she knew it she had broken into 
hysterical sobs. 
"I don't blame you". was all she could mutter. "I 
really do not blame you". 

That was exactly two weeks ago. Since then he 
had called just twice. First to get the key to his house 
and next time to inform her of his bad finances. If 
they had to see a doctor she had to foot the bill. He 
could drop her off after the operation anyway. That 
was fair enough. He never turned up. 

"Sister abi your eyes dey pain you. You no dey 
see?" She was jolted back to reality. She looked up 
at the gruffy looking man heaving insults on her. She 
followed his eyes as he looked downwards. She had 
actually stepped on his right foot. 
"I'm sorry I didn't mean to .•. " 
"Next time make you dey look where you dey go. 
Abi your husband sack you?" 



She wondered how near the old fool was to the 
truth but could not be bothered anyway. She had 
apologised and what business did he have making 
assumptions even if they were right? 

Suddenly Sade felt nauseated. Her vision became 
blurred. My head is aching. I have to go back to thd 
gyneacologist. He has killed my insides. My boobs 
are burting. I must go tomorrow. But we have a clas 
what will they disa1ss anyway. My hetiMJ is 11pinning -
I feel 1111Useated. I want to throw up. I want to eat 
something. I want to write. Where is my pen?!!! 
"Easy. Take it easy sister what's wrong?" 

She looked up. A guy 'dishy'. 'Cool' and good 
looking. She was irritated. Looks are deceptive. She 
had just learnt of it. Wale is a good example. She did 
not respond. She wanted to tell him to go to hell, to 
get lost but she could not find the words. Her head 
was spinning. Gradually the ground began to move 
slowly upwards upwards slowly until it was as tall 
as herself." She felt like lying down. She lay down. 
The ground had risen up to meet her she could lie 
down. She could sleep. 
"Oga na wetin. You push that girl. Why she fall like 
that?" 
"Look, I don't know. Looks like she's ill. She just .. :• 
"Oga run quick bring that paper make I fan am. 0 
wait make we carry am. My shop dey there. Oya carry 
quick Eheen. E good so. Just lef am." She eyed him 
suspiciously. "You sure say no be you fall am?" 
"Look madam I have nothing to hide. Anyhow, I 
have to be off now. I'm on call." Which kin call? 
Sometime so de boy wan carry am go in house. She 
looked at the pretty girl lying down. She stirred, 
muttered one or two incoherent word's and dropped 
off to sleep once again. Mama Kayode went about her 
business as Sade slept soundly. Everynow and then 
some inquisitive trader or customer passed one or two 
curious looks. Mama Kayode was in no mood for 
gossips and once the message got across the curious 
onlooker sighed and went about her his or own 
business as well. 

Sade was in a world of her own. She was once 
again a little girl. She remembered the song 'When 
winter winds are blowing". She had never known 
winter but the song always gave her a feeling of 
nostalgia. She was a little girl playing with her mother 
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under the moonlight night. Her mother was reciting. 
"Dancer dancer dancing there, moving moving 
everywhere". She began dancing, dancing. Suddenly; 
"Statue statue stand quite still". She stood still, very 
still it was then, only then that she saw him. Coming 
moving menancingly towards her. It was Wale. He 
held a knife. She was stunned. She wanted to scream 
but the words wouldn't come out. He was almost 
on her. She began to run to flee for dear life. Shade, 
Shade, mama was screaming. She kept on. Wale 
pursuing, mama calling. What's the rruztter with 
mama. Can't she see Wale wants to kfll me? Suddenly 
she could shout. ..Mama mama kill him for me. 
Mamamama". 

Mama Kayode rushed to her "Na wetin my pickin". 
She shook Shade vigorously. She woke up ''Na why 
you dey shout, dey cry like that?" Shade rubbed her 
eyes, there tears; she sat up shaking, terrified?. "He 
thinks he can kill me. let him come". She looked 
around Mama Kayode stood still, absolutely con
fused. 
"Where is Mama?" 
''Which Mama?" 
"My Mama." 
"Your Mama no dey here". 
Memories began to flood in. 
The hospital, the abortion, the heat, the nausea, the 
good looking guy, this woman. woh nothing. No 
worry ma ... Thanlc: you. I dey go home." 
"You sure say you don better?" 
"I 1UT1 sure". 
"Where you dey stay?" 
"Na university campus. Ma". 
"Oya. Taxi! Tax! University campus. Na how much 
you get?" 
"Just tell him one naira". 
"50 kobo university campus". 
The driver came to a final halt. 
"Oya enter". 

Shade entered and waved mama Kayode goodbye 
whilst the taxi headed straight for the campus. All 
she wanted was a long uninterrupted sleep. All visitors 
and intruders must be ignored. The journey to the 
campus was exceedingly rough, Shade was disenchant
ed with all the hustle, bustle and reckless driving of 
'danfo' drivers. They Insistently hurled abuses at one 



another all the way. Suddenly, the screeching of 
brakes. Shade was startled. 
- Ki - l'on wa? 

(What are you driving?) 
- Oko baba re. 

(Your father's car) 
The taxi driver slowed down, staring right into the 
eyes of his antagonist, a danfo driver. Shade was in 
no mood for what normally comes after. 

Look Oga, lets go. I'm not feeling too well, please. 
I beg you. Just ignore him. They are mad, these 
danfo people. 

The driver shook his head in disgust at the fellow who 
grinned sheepishly. 
- Sa ma lo si ona tire, se ogbo? Osi were ode. 

(Just go your own way, you hear? Insane idiot). 
He took off. Shade couldn't have been more relieved. 
I mean, there's a time for everything and this just 
isn't the time to bandy words with anyone. The 
danfo man did not fail to hurl a final insult. 
- Nko ba o wi. Odo 'birin ti o wa ninu oko taxi re 

ni oun yio lori. 
(I don't blame you. It's the young lady you have 
in your taxi that is turning your head). 

Shade heaved a big sigh of relief as the driver came 
to a halt in front of the campus gate. Her hall was a 
few metres away. She paid the driver off and headed 
straight for her room determined to ignore all knocks, 
only to confront Tosan right in front of her door. 
- Sade, where the hell have you been all day? I've 

been all over the place looking for you. 
- No where. 
- What do you mean, nowhere? Look, this is no 

time for nonsense. 
She lowered her voice. 

- Has it come? 
- What? 
- What do you mean, what? Alright have your 

periods come? 
- Silence. 

Where's Wale? 
- I haven't seen him. 
- Sinc.e when? 
- Since I last saw him. Fourteen days ago. 
- You don't mean it. He hasn't called since? 
- He hasn't. 
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- Jesus Christ! What horrible creatures men tum out 
to be at times. Even ifhe didn't care, he should at 
least see you through this trying period and then 
split if he wanted to. 
Silence. 
Anyhow he1l regret it. Meanwhile let's go to a 
doctor. I have some money on me. The earlier 
the better; you might end up having that baby if 
you wait for the heartless ignorant sod. I should 
have thought so. His looks. So quiet. Still waters 
they say run deep. Sade look get up and lets be 
off. 
To where? 

- Don't be stupid, abi you want a baby? Even if 
you do, not for that things, Wale. 
I have had the abortion. 

- Beg your pardon? 
- I said I have gotten rid of the baby. 
- Why did you say you had not seen Wale? 

Did I have to see him to get rid of it? Tosan 
stared at her. Was Shade going mad? 
Who took you to the doctor then? 
I went alone. 

- Alone? Stop being funny. 
- I said I went alone or do you want me to take 

down my pants so you can see my baby coming 
out in clots of blood? Take, read. 

She flung it at Tosan, the receipt, "#60 charges. 
The anaesthesis cost an extra =Nl0.00 all making 
#70.00". Tosan was dumbfounded. She knew 
Shade had a strong will, she knew she had deter
mination but she never thought she could attempt 
to go through that bitter experience all alone. 
What if something went wrong? What if she never 
woke up after that dose of anaesthesis? Some 
girls · do lose their lives in the process. A cdld 
shudder ran through her blood. She had had an 
abortion but Tola was understanding. He was 
always there to comfort her. All she had to do was 
undergo the operation. He even refused to leave 
the operating room. She could never have done it 
all alone. All those instruments, varying shapes 
and sizes pounding one's womb. Scissors cutting, 
metal expanding the entrance. Christ! 

"Can you please pass down that novalgine1 
My stomach is aching terribly. What are you think
ing about self?'' 



"Oh nothing. Just remembering when I had to 
do mine." 
You were lucky. Tola was there". 
"That's right. I feel so sorry for you''. 
"It's no big deal. It's all over now. It's just that my 
waist is aching badly. I'll get over it soon". 
"I really don't know what to think of Wale. I'm 
so shocked". I'm more than shocked. But one 
thing I know is that he'll regret it terribly. Terri• 
bly!" 
Silence. 

- There is only misery here, Tosan thought. You live 
for a man you dress for him, you feed for him, 
you breathe for him yet you are thrash to him 
when he's had his full. 

- The agony one has to go through all in the name 
of affection. Sleepless nights. Terrible. 

- Tosan, Have you ever felt pain? 
- Why? 

Pause. Shade continued. 
- Pain. I mean real pain. 

Silence. Real pain? Of course she had. How many 
women have not? 

- Few women would say they have't. 
- You know, when I feel pain, I actually f-e-e--1 

pain. I mean, I feel pain in my heart. Physical pain. 
I feel my heart burning, heavy. Real physical pain 
in my heart. I want to see a doctor. But what do I 
tell him? My heart aches? He'll say I'm mad. 

- He'll say you'er crazy. 
- I do feel pain. Or ... a hollow. Something missing. 

Avacumm. 
- A space waiting to be filled. 

Double silence. 
- Let's talk about other things. 
- Llkewhat? 
- Uke nothing. A woman's life is nothing. Boredom. 

Nothing to talk about except misery. 

• • • 
Sade turned on her side. She had been trying to get 
some sleep for the past three hours. The pain was awful. 
Childbirth must be terrible, she thought. She had 
period pains from time to time but this was some
thing else. She felt it again. Something coming down. 
She tightened her grip on the bed and grimaced. It's 

almost out, she thought. This is terrible! She felt it 
drop on her sanitary towel. This time she was deter• 
mined to look. She pulled down her pants to see 
what had caused her so much pain. A heavy clot of 
blood. She swore and changed into something else. 
Probably that's its head, she thought. She wondered 
if it was a boy or a girl. It had to be a girl. Wale is 
too lazy to give her a boy. She hissed and slumped 
into the bed once again hoping it would take another 
few minute at least before another lump decides to 
come; may be the toe this time or. the nose. Non
sense. This was the sixth day after the abortion. She 
wondered how long this would go on. 

The room was unusually still. Sade didn't like it. 
She turned on the radio. Heavy disco sounds. She was 
in no mood for that. She looked at the time-a minute 
to IO o'clock. The next programme would be ''warm 
and pleasant" featuring cool sentimental music. She 
was in no mood for that either. After all sentiments 
had put her in her present state. Rubbish. There's no 
love anywhere, she thought. She picked up a book. 
A Question of power by Bessie Head. That's better. 
She began to read. "Your mother was insane. If 
you're not careful you'll get insane just like your 
mother". Sounds interesting. "Your mother was a 
white woman. They had to lock her up, as she was 
having a child by the stable boy who was a native". 
She was stopped short. "Oh no, not again!" 
Another lump .was underway Shade got up. Looks 
like everything wants to come out today. The pain 
was just as bad. She could feel it as it progressed 
steadily down. She held on tightly, to the railing on 
the bed very tightly, clenched fists and closed eyes. 
This seemed to stop half way through. She urged it 
on, urged it to come through once and for all~ Urged 
it to give way for others, so the ordeal could finish 
once and for all. 

Shade's waist ached terribly. Everywhere ached. 
Even her boobs. It appeared what ever was coming 
down was detennined to remain static for sometime. 
She headed for her bottle of novalgine tablets. She 
knew she had become immuned to them. What with 
the three bottles of twenty tablets she had consumed 
in the past six days. 

That child bearing things, she never ceased to 
wonder. No wonder women will never let you touch 



their children. Not after all that pain. And our men, 
they never know you need terderness and care! She 
knew of women, countless women who have had 
miscarriages due to merciless beating by their hus• 
bands. It reminded her of something she had read 
by this same woman, Bessie Head. 

"There were really only two kinds of men in the 
society. The one kind created such misery and chaos 
that he could be broadly damned as evil. If one 
watched the village dogs chasing a bitch on heat, they 
usually moved around in parks of four or five. As the 
mating progressed one dog would attempt to gain 
dominance over the festivities and oust all the others 
from the bitch's vulva. The rest of the helpless dogs 
would stand yapping and snapping in its face while 
the top dog indulged in a continuous spurt of 
orgasms, day and night until he was exhausted. No 
doubt, during that Herculean feat, the dog imagined 
he was the only penis in the world and that there had 
to be a scramble for it. That kind of man lived near 
the animal level ... he also made female abort". 

Shade knew none but woman could so vividly 
capture the egotism of the majority of men in the 
society. 

* * * 

Two months passed since Sade had her operation. 
She was okay at last but the bitter memories still 
lingered on. She had spent so much, so much that she 
wondered what would have become of her without a 
reliable friend like Tosan. All those antibiotics to 
suplement the doctor's. The blood tonics, the 
vitamins. She would never have been able to afford 
them. Not after having paid #70 for the operation. 
Wale still had not showed his face. She wasn't 
bothered. She knew he would come one day. She 
waited patiently for him. She still dressed for him, 
made up for him, in fact lived for him. Titis she would 
continue to do until she got her's back on him. She 
still loved him though. She loved him dearly but he 
needed to be punished. He needed to learn one or 
two bitter lessons about life. He needed to learn how 
selfish, brutal and inconsiderate it is for a man to take 
a woman who loves him dearly for granted. All men 
need to learn their lessons. 
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"A simple problem medically, may be a difficult 
one psychologically". The doctor's words never 
stopped ringing in her ears. He was right. A very 
difficult problem psychologically. She wondered 
which she dreaded most - the physical after pain 
or the mental torture, the guilt feeling. She knew she 
needn't feel guilty. There is no way she would have 
been able to cope with the responsibility of being an 
unmarried mother. Not with this kind of society. A 

society of hypocrites. A society where it is the 
pregnant young unmarried lady that is the prosti• 
tute. The experienced one who disposes of children 
daily is innocent. 

Shade felt sick and frustrated. If only one could 
just pack up one's things and go away. Away from 

everyone, from society. 
She knew that dream would never come through. 

The thought that continually played Sade was why 
the women folk were so gullible. She wondered if 
women were not the sole manufacturers of their 
woes. 

Shade prayed God would give her the strength to 
deal with Wale exactly the same blow he had dealth 
with her. She was too weak and that was her problem. 
That is the problem of all women. In fact, weakness, 
gullibility and docility has become a virtue every 
woman should possess. A calm, child•like stupidity 
in the face of all persecutions. That is our concept 
of womanhood. Shade recollected so many occasions 
whereby her emotions had taken over from her power 

of reasoning. 
One Sunday night, she would never forget. Wale 

had come to pick her up so they could go over to his 
apartment for the night. They went. At exactly 10 
p.m. Wale said he wanted to go across for cigarettes. 
He did not return until 8.30 a.m. the next morning. 
He had gone to spend the night with another girl• 
friend of his. Before his arrival she had rehearsed over 
and over again all she intended to tell him. For her 
that was the limit, the height of insolence and incon
sideration. At one point she even placed a mirror in 
front of her, studied her facial reactions at every 
point and concluded she was menancing enough to 
bring about disciplinary action on worthless and 
irresponsible Wale. 

At exactly 8.30 a.m. that Sunday morning Wale 
walked in. Shade's heart began to throb. 



"I'm sorry Shade. You see, as I was just coming in 
last night, l met mummy. She said she had something 
important to discuss with me. We both had to go 
hQJlle and I wasn't released until tltis morning". 
Shade looked at him. Who did he think he was fool
ing? If nothing else, a woman has instincts and could 
always tell when her man was up to something 
funny. Anyhow all she could matter was "that's 
alright". Almost immediately they made Jove. Later 
on, she cursed herself for being so stupid and lenient 
with Wale after all the initial mcnancing rehearsals. 
Sade had similar experiences at least six times after 
that. He ended up making it up to her in less than ten 
minutes. This time was going to be different, that 
much she knew. Wale would pay a costly price for her 
invaluable sacrifice - her baby. 

* * • * 

What funny creatures men are, Sade wondered. 
l mean, you just can't beat them! Can you imagine 
a man who has maltreated a woman the way Wale has 
done writing this kind of letter exactly four months 
later? It was inconceivable. 

She glanced through the letter once again for the 
hundreth time while she awaited Tosan's arrival. Such 
'good' news must not be shared alone; they must not 
be kept secret. Good things must be shared among 
friends, among fellow sufferers. Tosan was right on 
time. 
- Shade, what's up? 
- Here, that's whats up. 
Tosan read the note as she stared in utmost disbelief. 
- You mean, Wale actually wrote this. 
- Yes, Wale wrote that. 
- After all these many months? 
- After all these many months. 
The note needed the closer attention Tosan did not 
fail to accord it. 

'Pardon writing'. En ville. 
Shade. 
I am surpn·sed that up till now you still haven't 

checked me up knowing fully well how tight my 
work schedule is. Anyhow, let that lie. I'm off to the 
North today and I'll be back by Sunday morning. 
Expect me at Z 00 a.m. Wale. 
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P.S. 
Did you miss me? 

- Look, Shade, let me tell you. Don't just spare Wale 
at all. I mean, what does he take you for? 

- I wonder. 
- It's not a question of wondering. Look, give it to 

him the way it would best hit him, he'll never 
forget I. 

- I've thought it all out. Over and over again. 
- Look, just don't let him know he has hurt you. 

Just put up a face. Welcome him, look nice or even 
cook for him. The next things, he'll want you to 
jump into bed with him. Entice him. Do anything 
to get him to want you. Then, give him the boot at 
the very right moment. 

- Tosan, I say I have thought everything out. Or 
can't you trust me'! 

* * * 

He came in dead on time! For the first time in he's 
life, Wale was punctual. No doubt he had missed her, 
her fme body, her stupidity, her servility. He could 
never have believed she would keep off for that long. 
Do they over do? Shade had made elaborate prepara
tion for Wale's last coming. Preps.rations began 
precisely four hours ago. She knew what he had come 
for. Her body first and foremost. All other intentions 
being secondary, it was only expedient that she paid 
extra attention to his target - her body. 

The room had to be tidy though. For once she 
appreciated what it meant living in a lecturer's boys' 
quarters and not one of those crowded, stuffy bBUs 
of residence designed primarily to increase students' 
frustration in this country. 

She had had a clean bath, the most thorough she 
ever had paying attention to the subtlest details, 
details she hitherto ignored - her ears, her navel, 
her thighs and above all the centre of the entire 
action. The bathoil was specially bought. Not to 
mention the deodorant or the perfume. What about 
the cleasing lotion? Just the right flavour. You could 
smell Shade miles off. Men love it. Sweet, sensous 
sexy smell, the very preliminary to exquisite orgiatic 
wriggles. Tonight, Wale would have the best he ever 
bargained for. This would not be before dinner how-



ever. Candle-lit dinner. The table was all set. She had 
taken the pains to prepare what Wale loved most -
Agbono soup and pounded yam. They needed a 
heavy meal, she thought with the l.ong and busy night 
they had ahead of them. Pepper soup would serve as 
appetizer. Desert? They'll be in too much hurry to 
jump into bed. 

The wine would be chilled to taste. St. £million. 
Wale loved it. It always put him in the right mood, 
the right state of mind to sweet talk a woman into his 
bed, his operating theatre. He would need no sweet 
talking tonight. Shade was overwilling to oblige 
him. A Surtanes would do for her, or brandy to make 
her randy. 

The knock came again, the same old and almost 
forgotten knock. Shade could almost hear the pound
ing of her heart. · 

Yes, come in, the door is not locked. Wale entered, 
beaming with smiles, confident and sure of him
self. 
Hello. 
Hello. 
How are you? 

- Fine thank you. 
Shade was fidgetty. She needed something to do. The 
pain came suddenly, a strong overwhellming passion. 
She couldn't hide it. Wale searched for words. 
- er-er. I called earlier on but looks like you were 

out. 

- I see. 
Silence. 
What's the matter, aren't you going to offer me a 
seat? 
A seat? Shade could say nothing. Where do men 

get their confidence from? Wale touched her. Shade 
skipped a heart beat. She hated herself for what was 
happening. It wasn't planned this way. Why couldn't 
she smile, offer him a seat, drinks, food, herself as 
earlier planned? 
- Come on, Shade, it's me Wale. I love you. 
It all came out, like a rapids, like a gushing stream. 
Words upon words. 
- Why have you come, tell me. Why? You missed 

your whore didn't you? Your docile whore! Do 
you feel like a good one, come on let's go! Let's 
go!! 

- Easy, easy Shade. That's okay. 
His arms were all over her. She loved it. She didn't 
realise she had missed him so much. So so much. 
- I say leave me! 
The salty tears came rushing down. Genuine tears. 
Tears of joy. He had come back to her. She was dis
tressed but he had come back. All the pains, physical, 
mental unbearable pains were forgotten. All she 
wanted was him. He offered it. She accepted. His 
rare, precious inestimable gift. 

IN HONOUR OF NEPA AND US 
- Harry Omobokun Olujunwa 

Kn~n as 'Never Expect Power Always', 
A feature apparent on many days, 
When silence and darkness reign, true and clear, 
Often, three hundred days in the year. 
So loyal, so hardworking, is NEPA. 
In all the country, there is none better. 
The sun is for light, NEPA for darkness. 
From efficiency, they stand the farthest. 
Sworn enemies and mortal foes of light, 
They strive to bring us everlasting night. 
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Ever good at excuses and darkness, 
NEPA is greatest when you're powerless. 
Always ready to make light disappear, 
Regardless of how you may curse and swear. 
And oh! so devoted are NEPA men. 
Why, they work from sunrise to eight a.m. 
Thus, having fir.ished a long, hard day's work, 
They go to their homes. They never shirk. 
They are, they remain, Ahnighty NEPA, 
Nigeria's hardworking nation-wrecker. 



Power when not needed, none when you do, 
NEPA improves on its service to you. 
Friends of Death, Fire and robbers alike, 
NEPA tells them when its ready to strike. 
As they will tell you with huge smiles of glee, 
NEPA is indeed their own cup of tea. 
Your parties, receptions are never safe, 
Unless to them some sacrifice you take. 
At the next Cup Finals, when the deed is done, 
Rely on your friends to tell you who won. 
Don't ever stone them, or their generators, 
For the law is stem with demonstrators. 

And when a huge bill is brought home to you, 
Receive it politely, and say "thank you". 
(Perhaps, though, you might wish to say"- you!" 
Or some other choice phrase, but that will not do). 
For they are our own, Almighty NEPA, 
And throughout the world, there is none better. 
"Our own", I said, and that's certainly true. 
What makes you think they are different from you? 
They are Nigerians, and so are we. 
All ofus shape this nation's destiny. 
For, what it is, or what its going to be 
Depends on the people of this country. 

A GIRL CALLED SESS 
- Bintu Muhammad 

Panic! And it took a long time after the situation 
had taken over her mind before she found a word for 
it. And fo1 so long did she suffer. In the midst of 
doing something in the class, or helping her mother 
with the baby sister, swallowing a morsel of choice 
meat, listening to her favourite music, hearing her 
father and mother argue, eavesdropping on her 
brother as he learnt his lessons by heait, panic would 
seize her. The particular activity in which she was 
involved would freeze and she would stop breathing 
for that second. Quickly, she would wish to ensure 
that no one was watching her, no one saw her arrest 
her breath, no one noticed her take notice of the 
cessation of her being to pay attention to the panic 
that was in her head, in her heart, in her stomach, 
in her womb. She would notice that the world around 
her did not cease to exist and that her mother expect• 
ed her enand completed and her baby sister expected 
to be fed and her brother did not like being spied 
upon while learning. She would then attempt to 
recommence her internally interrupted existence but 
it was a feeble recommencement. It was slow and it 
was artificial. It would take her a much longer time 
now to get back to the rhythm of the other existences 
around her. 
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Sometimes, she wished that the other existences 
around her could be more glamourous, more demand
ing on her so that she could forget herself, so that she 
could lose herself in the existence of others, but then 
there were those moments of panic. 
"Emily!" her father would shout at the mother, "you 
can't argue as if you had no better grain than a six 
year old child!" 
"Listen Daddy," their mother called their father 
Daddy for what reason they'd never found out. 
Lekan her brother had asked her once if their Daddy 
was her Daddy too and she had said no. So why call 
their daddy Daddy then? She did not wish to address 
him as sir or husband or father of my children or 
master of the house. Daddy seemed all right with her. 
"Daddy, don't talk like this to me in front of my 
children. That is why they don't respect me". 
"The question of respect", Daddy responded, "is 
between individuals. How do you behave to them? 
How do you see them? You merely divert my atten
tion from the argument that we are having. What do 
you know about poverty to make the kind of state
ment that you were making just now?" Slowly he 
would extract a cigarette from his packet and light it 
and then let it bum itself out while he lectured his 

l . 



wife on the intricacies of poverty especially in the 
world of black people and all the ex-colonial coun• 
tries. 

She loved her father arguing with her mother and 
she swallowed every word of the father. The mother 
she had come to accept years ago could not match 
her father in intelligence and so her interruptions of 
her father's lectures was always a bore for her. And it 
seemed as if her mother sensed that she was not with 
her when it came to the interminable arguments. 
She would shout on her: 
"Have you washed the lunch plates?" If she was 
lucky and her father was still in the sitting room, he 
was sure to reprimand mother for being such a slave 
driver. 
"We've just finished eating. Why wash those plates 
right now? You need them now? If you don't need 
them until the next meal, please lets rest and the 
plates let them rest until later." 
She would burst Into a song then, dancing to the 
kitchen to wash the plates herself: 

Your ultimate shame 
Your shamelessness 
Will find exposure 
In your husband's abode 
Your daddy will not be 
There to share 
Your ultimate shame 
Your shamelessness 
Will find exposure 
In your husband's house. 

"Who says my daughter is going to marry some 
crwruny fellow who would treat her badly?" 
Her mother would resume her work in the kitchen, 
washing the plates, drying them, mopping the floor 
and generally keeping the kitchen tidy. 
"This is my house. I am accountable to those who 
come into this house to keep it tidy. No body is going 
to ask any of you." 
"Why don't you have servants like everybody else? 
You can afford the money, can't you?" 
.. D.i.ddy, don't meddle in what you do not under

stand." 
She was never tired of aru;wering him anyway. "I have 
been saying it since I was a child that my children 
must fend for themselves as soon as they reach the 
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age of twelve. They must help in the house, no more 
house helps." "You know that is not the reason why 
you don't have house help, Emily." He is also never 
tired of repeated arguments. In this way she in parti· 
cular and her brother, had come to know the kind of 
arguments and conversations that must have gone be• 
tween the two of them long before they were born, 
and raised to their present age. "You are snobbish to 
the point of pain. You don't want servants to do this, 
you don't want servants to do that, all sorts of prohibi

tions and inhibitions. No matter how much you are 
paying someone, they must be made to feel that they 
are human or else . . . And suddenly, panic would 
seize her. Her eyes would darken as if she was going 
to faint. She would fight like a fish thrown out of 
water flapping its gills in the air but finding no breath 
and then she would find a whole world in a minute, a 
whole night in a second, three months before, a night 
that remained a blank, filled in her body with sen• 
sations but blank in her mind, one fulfilment filling 
another blank in such moments of panic. 
"What's the matter with you?" 
She could not even distinguish which of her parents 
asked her the question. 
"Nothing". 
Gradually, she fixed her feet on the ground firmly, 
calling herself to attention and coming round again. 
But the arguments were over and in order to escape 
any detection of what she was still unsure, she fled to 
her room. 

There were usually few places at school to flee to. 
In the class in the midst of thirty other girls, variations 
of odours all over the place, she was uneasy. She 
would lose herself in the mind of any of the girls and 
re-live their lives as they had told her sometime 
before. Picked up by a man in a mercedes benz and 
taken to a high rise apartment, and stroked once or 
twice and given one thousand naira and dropped in 
the same spot as before. Picked up by a young man 
in a sports car and driven to the beach and made love 
to in the sea and then given the sports car as present 
and the tip of her ball point was gathering an increasing 
mound of blue ink on her literature essay paper. And 
the essay on the Rape of l.ucrece had not even been 
begun. Outside of the classroom the floor that was 
blooming would catch her attention and she would 



remember ber mother, at that moment when she 
almost felt like being a vegetable or a bird or a kiddie 
goat with no responsibility of the human kind. 

How I wish to be 
A thoughless singing bird! 
And what happens 
Wishful one 
The day catapults 
Hurl themselves at this bird? 

In panic she rose from her seat and ran to the toilet. 
There, heaving, her tommy going up and down she 
began to throw up into the toilet bowl. There was a 
stench of sorts she had not expected to come out of 
her. After she had gone on for sometime, she .stopped 
and spat the last drawl from her mouth into the toilet 
bowl. She flushed the toilet, not sure that there 
would be water in the tank. If there was water, then 
she was alright and had no reason at all for panicking. 
But if there was no water, which was the more likely 
situation, then she was really in trouble. She hesitated, 
her hand hanging in the air for one split second 
before she finally wrung the handle of the toilet tank; 
Niagara came tumbling out into the toilet and she was 
besides herself with joy. She began to dance, mouth
ing a rhythm of her own in her mind: 

Adelabu Adegoke Penkelemesi 
Adelabu Adegoke Penkelemesi 

She held the edge of her school uniform and began to 
dance going down to the floor with each shift of her 
foot and coming right down to the cement floor. She 
rose again and began all over. 
"What is the matter with you girl?" It was her English 
literature teacher who had followed her into the 
toilet and had watched her as she threw up and 
flushed the toilet and began to dance. 
"Are you sure you are well, my girl?" There was 
anxiety in the teacher's voice. 
She stood rooted to the floor while she collected 
herself. She would have loved to tell the teacher that 
she had taken a bet on the water in the toilet and had 
won and it had meant so much to her that she could 
only express her joy and delight by dancing those 
peculiar steps. But of course the teacher would not 
understand. So she said simply: "I'm alright Maam", 
and began to walk back to the classroom. The teacher 
followed at a discreet distance reliving her own 
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adolescence now gone so many years, the confusion, 
the delights, the pain, the pleasure. She hoped that 
she wa.s alright because this girl was one of her best 
students and she would not want her to Jose her mind 
or something that bad. 

Her father's driver came to pick her up at the 
stroke of 3 p.m. She was standing alone, as usual. 
Whatever her father said to help her get out of menial 
jobs at home had nothing to do with the strictness 
with which he patrolled her movements between 
home and school and home again. The driver always 
reported to her father whether or not she was alone 
or in company and in whose company, whether those 
of boys or those of girls, if girls, whether they were 
girls of her age or those older than herself or those 
she was older than. Her baby si.ster was crying when 
she got home. She went into her room and changed, 
preferring for no reason as far as the others were 
concerned, to wear "iro" and "buba" more frequent
ly now than before. "Are you hiding your figure 
now?" her father teased. "I thought you always 
wanted to show off your fantastic figure. Those 
types of primitive dressing style as iro and buba 
cannot show you off in the best light." Once her 
father began to talk, she really did not need to worry. 
He never stopped for an answer. He would ask you a 
question and then go on and on elaborating on its 
ramifications. She simply ignored him and went 
about her own business. 

"Take your sister to the toilet for me," her mother 
said. She carried the baby casually and walked 
towards the toilet. As she lowered her on the toilet 
seat she felt that panic again. The baby dropped 
hitting . the toilet seat with her feet folded at the 
knees and her flailing outstretched hands, her bottom 
going down into the toilet ses.t. The fright and the 
pain and the baby screamed. Before she could scoop 
her up, the moth1;1r was upon her howling: "What are 
you doing to her? Please don't kill my baby o. I don't 
know what has come over you. You are not the first 
person to have a little sister. If you cannot live in this 
house with other people, you can go and find some
where else to live. Give me my baby!" 
With a violent yank, the mother took the baby, now 
wet all over from her. 
She did not go back to the dinning table preferring 
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to go straight to her room and lie down. She did not 
know when tears began to come from her eyes. 

At night she would dream of screaming babies, 
babies in pit lartrines, babies in dustbins and she 
would wake up sweating and screaming. Alone. She 
was always alone. Sometimes she would go bock to 
the night of the party but it was blank. There was 
nothing to remember, nothing to hold on to. She did 
not remember much of what happened. And yet she 
felt that something did happen there that night. She 

would strain her mind to recapture the day, the hour, 
the particular moment, all in vain. Before morning, if 
she was lucky, she would fall into a deep sleep from 
which the call to the morning prayers would wake 
her. They would join their parents in their bedroom, 
the two children, the baby slept with them and their 
father would reads portion of the bible and then ask 
one of them to pray. It could be their mother, or her 
brother, or herself. 
Her mind kept losing the trend of the story of St. 
Paul mixing it with the story of Pauline one of her 
classmates who'd stopped in class four to go and get 
married and then there was the St. Paul's Catheral 
where she had met her first hoy friend with whom 
she exchanged dried kisses in writing pads for two 
years and when they finally met alone they did not 
know what to do to each other. 
"You pray for us!" 
How her mind picked on the easiest of prayers she 
could not fathom. She found her mouth at work on 
the Lord's prayer and that was it. As they got up 
from their kneeling positions and said goodmoming 
to each other her brother said; 
"Thanks for making it short. l have work to do." 
She smiled and went to her room. She took off her 
night gown and began to examine herself. Suddenly, 
she felt sick and rushed to the toilet. The door was 
closed. She tried the handle of the door. It was lock
ed. She went back to her room, her cheeks puffed, 
straining to content the liquid and stuff that was 
bent on coming out of her sickened stomach. She 
went back to her room and took her towel. She 
emptied he1 cheeks into the towel and soaked the 
whole of the towel in her vomit. 
"Did you wish to .use the toilet?" It was her father. 
"Yes." 
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"I have finished." 
She went to the toilet and rinsed her mouth. She 
empited the towel into the sink ond began to wash 
the bits and strands from it with the lux soap on the 
bath tub. She squeezed as hard as she could and then 
she had her bath; If there was something she had to 
do that day at school, it was to discover from her 
friend what had really happened that night. That was 
the only way she could tell what was happening to 
her. Having, made up her mind, she hurried over her 
dressing, took little food at table and told the driver 
she was ready to go to school. After the driver had 
taken her away, her mother hissed and shook her 
head. She knew that the only way her husband would 
react to that set of actions was to ask her what the 
matter was. 
"What is the matter?" 
She did not answer him immediately. He was obliged 
to ask again before he got an answer. 
"Your daughter, she has become moody, lonely and 
distant. She seems to live in a world of her own these 
days and I am beginning to get worried about her." 
He looked at her and wondered when suddenly she 
had found time to observe her daughter in such detail. 
"I didn't know you had time to observe her in such 
detail. You have never been interested in her, you 
have never been friends with her, you have never 
listened to her and now she is this and that and what 
not. Leave her alone. She is growing up, that's all. 
She has to do her 'A' levels in another month or so 
and the anxiety of living up to the standard she had 
set in her school in the school certificate examination 
is enough to create problems for any eighteen year 
old. So, if she is moody and distant and lonesome, it 
would be because she is thinking and there is nothing 
to hiss about and shake your head." 
The mother did not answer again for some time while 
she coaxed her little daughter to eat her bread. Her 
husband finished his second egg and caJled for his tea. 
She pushed the tea pot and the flask of hot water 
towards him. 
"Was this water boiled this morning?" 
"Yes." 
"Because, the one I used yesterday was not hot and 
there is nothing worse then tepid tea." 
"I had asked your daughter to boil water and put in 



the flask. She did not do as I told her. She said she 
found water in the flask and so did not bother to boil 
any. I · bet she just shook the flask and left it as it 
was." 
"You should have,checked it yourself. To make sure 
that she did what she was supposed to do. You too, 
took it for granted that what was there was what she 
said was there. Both of you were assuming and you 
have no business assuming. You were making the 
water for your husband not hers and it was up to 
you to ensure that your husband got what he asked 
for." 
"There is no winning with you. Everything you turn 
against me. Anyway, this water was boiled this morn
ing. I made sure of that. You daughter was too busy 
throwing up to boil water for anyone." 
" She threw up?" 
"Why are you alarmed? It is a normal situation in the 
early stages of pregnancy." 
"Now, Emily, please do not exaggerate. I know you 

do not think much of her but for God's sake don't 
mention such a thing early in the morning. God 
forbid. Where would she say she got such a thing? 
She hardly leaves the house?_ What are you talking 
about?" 
Emily's husband was suddenly a changed man, 
between assertion and doubt, between certainty and 
Its opposite. He became suddenly inarticulate. He 
took his packet of home made 555 and pulled out 
one, lit it and began to smoke so rapidly the tip of 
the cigarette almost burst into flames. 
"Are you serious?" 
"Why are you so suddenly worried. I only mention 
my fears, thats all. Of course one would need to have 
a proper medica.l examination in order to determine 
such a thing." At that moment, the driver came in 
from having dropped her at school. 
"Adisa! !" 
"Sir?" 
"Go and bring Ornosesan back from school. Quick!" 

LITERARY PERSONALITY OF 
THE MONTH 

- Kole 011101osv 

Our literary personality of this month, Wole 
Soyinka, was born on 13th July 1934 to ljegba (ljebu 
and Egba) parents, the mother being the Egba and the 
father the ljebu. He went to school in Abeokuta and 
later at Government College Ibadan. He worked 
briefly in the medical stores of the Ministry of Health 
in Lagos before going to the then University College 
where he spent one session and then proceeded to 
the University of Leeds where he obtained a degree 
in English. After graduating, Wole Soyinka spent one 
year with the Royal Shakespeare Company in 
London working as a reader of scripts. 

He returned to Nigeria sometime in 1960 and took 
up a research position at the University College 
Ibadan. At the sametime he formed the 1960 Masks 
with others interested in the theatre. With this group 
he performed his independence-occasioned p)ay The 
Dance of the Forests in 1960. Soon after, he took a 

job with the University of Ife as a lecturer in English 
from which he resigned because of the statement 
made by the then Vice-Chancellor of the university 
that the university was bound by some duty to 
support the government of the day. From here he 
went to the University of Lagos where he remained 
until he was arrested and detained for an alleged 
interruption of a broadcast at the then Radio Nigeria 
studios at Ibadan. He was tried and discharged and 
acquitted. With some ruptions at the University of 
ugos, Wole Soyinka left ugos and began to head the 
School of Drama of the University of Ibadan, which 
later became the Department of Theatre Arts. He was 
arrested in Ibadan in August 1967 and detained in 
solitary for most of the time until early 1970. He 
went back briefly to the University of Ibadan before 
going overseas, first to Britain and then Ghana where 
he was on voluntary exile until 1975. His exemplary 


