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#StreetlySpeaking 

 “There is a growing agitation in the polity, and even though we cannot 

efficiently measure it, I would like to say that the average Nigerian is a lot 

angrier than he was in, say, the year 2000.” 

“Interesting” 

“Yes, it is. The sociocultural brew in the country is reaching toxic levels and its 

impact can be felt in the direct hostility with which the average man treats a 

stranger on the streets.” 

“Do you think things would abate any time soon?” 

“No. I do not. In fact, I believe things are about to get to a head.” 

“Are you talking about the Boko Haram attacks?” 

“Even worse. I’m talking attacks of frustration. The beast is straining against 

its leash, and when it lashes out, it will strike without purpose. Without 

restraint. Nigeria will be thrown into a state of anarchy.” 

[Transcript from a ChannelsTV interview with Deola Bucknor,  

author of the book, “Nigeria on Life Support”] 
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CHAPTER ONE 

The first thing anybody ever notices about me is my forehead. I 

have one of those foreheads that fold like a towel whenever I’m 

concentrating on a task. Unfortunately, I tend to concentrate 

too often, so my head is regularly creased like a strong WiFi 

signal. 

Today, I wasn’t concentrating. Work had ended two hours ago, 

but because we worked on the island, we had stayed back to sit 

out the first wave of congestion that plagued the Third 

Mainland Bridge. Jesse had suggested that we visit ShopRite, 

and I had agreed. Jesse was my only friend in Nigeria. 

My name is Jasper Kwame, and I am a Ghanaian. I was 

transferred from Ghana to Nigeria to help my company set up a 

similar structure to the outfit we already had in Ghana. I am a 

journalist, journo as we like to call ourselves, and I take 

immense pride in my work. I have only been here three months, 

but I have to admit, I like it here in Nigeria. I could do without 

the traffic jams though. 

Jesse and I spent the better part of two hours ‘testing’ the game 

consoles at The Game, and I repeatedly beat him at soccer. He 

was a good player, but his one flaw lay in constantly trying to 

score me with a cross. It had worked once, and I had since 

learnt to alter my team’s formation to forestall such 

annoyances.  

Jesse was a bespectacled guy with an afro and a smile whenever 

he looked up from his PC. Like me, he was a journalist. Unlike 

me, however, he was married. Seeing as I was two years older 

than he was, it was quite remarkable. It didn’t stop us from 
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arguing about which of the girls at the office would be easier to 

boink  though. 

As night finally settled over the island and as the traffic abated a 

little, we made the short walk to our bus stops.  

“You really should get a car, dude,” I commented casually, 

staring into the starless sky. 

“You’re kidding, right? You get paid N20,000 more than I do. 

Besides, man, I have a fucking wife.” 

“Of course, you have a fucking wife,” I smirked. “Why else 

would you have married her?” 

“Hey! She has a good personality too.” 

“I know. Bella’s awesome,” I remarked wistfully. The truth was, I 

had-once or twice – nursed fantasies involving myself and 

Jesse’s wife. Such fantasies often involved a copious amount of 

body fluids and a distinct absence of clothes. Curiously, 

whenever I had such fantasies, I never felt guilt. I often chalked 

it up to my being without a woman for a long time (three 

months; I am curiously xenophobic when it comes down to sex) 

and to the fact that I really did consider Jesse’s wife a gem. 

The crowd that greeted us at the Lekki roundabout bus stop was 

a motley one. Jesse wasn’t paying attention to anything else, as 

he was blinking owlishly into his phone’s screen, replying his 

wife’s WhatsApp messages. I smiled wanly. Young love. Give 

them two years and they’ll hardly be able to stifle the yawns 

whenever they’re at the dinner table.  

“The baby kicked again,” Jesse said out of the blue. 
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“That one’s going to be a Barcelona fan, for sure.” 

“Fuck off. Manchester United, Kwame. Say it with me. 

Manchester United.” 

“Okay. If you want to ruin little Jesse’s life before he’s born, you 

might as well name him Jessie.” 

I didn’t think it was a funny joke, but Jesse burst into loud 

laughter, and the women beside me shifted away a little. I was 

mildly embarrassed. My forehead creased further.  

I turned away, in a show of nonchalance, and observed more of 

my company. There was a girl standing alone staring intently 

into her tablet. Her frown told me she was talking to a guy who 

she probably liked but was trying to act bitchy to. I wondered 

fleetingly if she was moist underneath her skirt as she stood 

with us. 

Behind me was a heavily pregnant woman who leaned against 

one of the pillars of the little shed for the bus stop. I thought of 

Jesse’s wife again, who was in her third trimester, and my penis 

did a little pirouette in my jeans. 

There was another man talking to a woman with hairy armpits 

(she proudly displayed them, too: she was wearing a tank top 

and had a habit of gesticulating while she spoke). They were 

both speaking in igbo. I knew the language dichotomy of the 

Nigerian people already. I learn quickly. 

None of these people caught my attention, however, quite like 

the lone man far back. He was sat on the pavement, and he was 

rocking slowly back and forth. He appeared to be shivering, but I 

couldn’t be sure; he was wearing at least three thick garments. 
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In the Lagos weather, there are those who would consider that 

a death-wish.  

He appeared to be groaning, but then again, I couldn’t be sure; 

the chatter around me was something else. I felt a wave of pity: 

in the sea of people waiting for a bus, I was the only one who 

noticed a man who looked like he might be in his own personal 

hell. 

He raised his head suddenly, and we made eye contact. Even 

though the lighting wasn’t so good, I could tell that his eyes 

were bloodshot.  

Wetin you dey look? He said, but no one heard him. No one, 

except me. His lips had barely moved, and what he said was a 

whisper, but I was sure that was what he said. I averted my gaze 

politely, and turned to see Jesse buried once again in his phone. 

“That isn’t even a good smartphone,” I mocked him. “The folks 

with iPhones hardly sexually assault their devices like you do.” 

“Oh my,” said Jesse in mock horror. “I am aghast.” 

“Funny,” I quipped. “You just said ‘August’ with a Ghanaian 

accent.” 

The bus arrived and the scrambling began. The pregnant 

woman didn’t make it – we were much too aggressive – and 

neither did the texting girl with the hopefully moist centre – she 

was much too distracted. To my dismay, the igbo couple made it 

into the bus, and so did the man on the pavement. 

The man on the pavement sat behind us, and it made me 

uneasy for a reason. The bus started moving, and I tried to 

relax. 
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“She’s making spaghetti. You should stop by,” Jesse said to me. 

“Bruh. You don’t want me to go home at all.” 

“You have uncovered our cleverly disguised plot. We want to 

rape you and toss your corpse in a ditch we dug overnight last 

night.” 

On a good day, I would have laughed, but the man behind me 

was humming discordantly, and it jarred my nerves. I stared at 

my palms, and I saw I was sweating. What the fuck is happening 

with me? 

“Owo lati eyin,” called the conductor, and Jesse absent-

mindedly paid for two. I wasn’t going to pay anyway; I had been 

the one who ‘sponsored’ our chicken and chips lunch at KFC 

earlier.  

A hand behind me touched my shoulder and I jumped slightly. It 

was the man on the pavement, now the humming man. He 

stared into my eyes, and I could see that his eyes were truly 

bloodshot. Literally. His eyes were the color of blood. The 

lighting in the bus was poor enough to make it look like his eyes 

were made up of dilated pupils alone. 

Wetin you dey look, I heard again, and as I made to turn around 

again, he stretched his money at me. 

It was a battered N200 note, and I quickly handed it to the 

conductor.  

I brought out my own phone, and accessed my WhatsApp 

application. I sent a message to Jesse. 

“Niggah, the man behind me is creepy.” 
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Jesse read the message, turned to me quizzically. I deadpanned, 

so he looked behind him. He shrugged and replied: “Seems okay 

to me. What gives?” 

I typed again. “His eyes. IDK. They’re red and all batshit kinda 

crazy type shit.” 

The bus suddenly began to blare ‘Street Music’ from a musician 

I recognized. Phyno. It made a great accompaniment to the igbo 

chatter from the couple in front of me. 

The music drowned out the man’s humming. 

Jesse sent me a message: “LOL. You need sleep, fam.” 

I typed again. “Look at his eyes again. Tell me you don’t feel 

creeped out.” 

Nothing in the world would have prepared me for what 

happened next. 

As Jesse turned to get a second glimpse of the man, I heard a 

clink. Years of fighting in my backwater village had taught me 

the distinct sound of a Stanley knife. I turned swiftly to see the 

bloodshot eyes of the man widen eerily and I heard him this 

time, clearly. The only words I ever heard him say. 

“Wetin. You. Dey. Look?” 

But he wasn’t looking at me. His stare was murderous, and his 

mouth was drawn into a tight, ugly sneer as spittle spumed at 

the sides of his mouth.  

He was staring at Jesse. 
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What Jesse said, I would never know. It was probably, “Jesus 

Christ!” but it was all a blur. The man slashed viciously, and 

Jesse’s warm blood spurted into my eyes, temporarily blinding 

me. 

The bus went into an uproar. They would tell me later that 

someone jumped out of the window while the bus was still in 

motion, fracturing his skull. The igbo couple shrieked ahead, 

and I grabbed Jesse’s body, which was still jerking spasmodically 

about. The man was still slashing angrily, asking the one fucking 

question (“Wetin you dey look?”) and the knife went under my 

rib. 

I shrieked and blindly threw a punch that crunched against his 

nose. Other passengers jumped on the crazed man, and they 

cut off his arm-room, rendering him unable to swing his knife 

arm. 

I squinted in the blood-red haze and realized the bus had 

parked to the side and the driver had taken to his heels.  

I turned to Jesse, and saw his neck, slit open, like another 

mouth giving a macabre grin. His eyes were staring at me, 

frozen in surprise. 

“Holy shit, Jesse,” I coughed. “What are we going to tell Bella?” 

Then I passed out. 
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“I’m confused. If you can predict hostility levels in Nigerians, what are you 

doing in terms of providing a solution?” 

“It is never that pat, David. Not every problem has a solution.” 

“I beg to disagree, Deola – “ 

“The solution to this is more complex than a convenient ‘off’ switch. What do 

you do when a volcano is about to erupt?” 

“Deola, the point is – “ 

“When a volcano is about to erupt, do you employ scientists to figure a way 

out to ‘off’ the volcano?” 

“No.” 

“Tell me, David. What do you do?” 

“You evacuate the people from the area.” 

“Exactly.” 

“In other words, there are volcanic Nigerians among us, and the best thing to 

do is separate them from the more ‘stable’ people?” 

“Exactly.” 

“But if one of them ‘goes off’ where others are, my God, it could spell death. 

Irrational, brutal death.” 

“Exactly, David. Exactly.” 
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CHAPTER TWO 

Akoba, Adaba, Allah Maje a ri. 

A half-eaten mango lay swarmed with flies in a pool of water in 

Oshodi. People skirted the pool naturally, so the flies remained 

relatively undisturbed as they feasted on the mango, rendering 

unwitting humanitarian services to the humans who docilely 

hurried off to their day’s agenda. 

One foot, however, was quite indiscriminating of either pond or 

dry, solid earth, and the unslippered foot kicked at the mango. 

The foot was attached to a man, and the man was old. 

Bala was a 52 year old beggar whose singular disadvantage in 

life was his old age alone.  

Akoba, adaba, Allah Maje a ri. 

Bala was proficient in English, hausa and he knew enough igbo 

to discern when the bleached women reclining heavily in the 

shotgun position of expensive cars considered him a nuisance. 

Twelve years ago, Bala was a driver to a rich man who lived in 

Ikoyi. However, Bala had been unable to keep his koboko 

sheathed, and one thing had led to another, and madam had 

given birth to a baby with sandpapery skin. 

Nobody had told Bala to run.  

A few other mishaps had led to Bala’s current beggarly status, 

but once one got to the crux of the matter, the fact remained 

that Bala had always been inherently lazy and unambitious. 

But never you mind. Nigeria was a deeply religious country, one 

that believed in the vague retributions of the Karmic principle. 
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They would give to a beggar, simply because they wanted to 

land that job interview, or contract, or graduate without spilling. 

If all else failed, Nigerians would give to a beggar simply 

because their hobophobia guaranteed that they wanted the 

beggar dispatched as quickly as possible. 

So, Bala thrived, and thrived he did. He had just returned from 

eating at Iya Suliat’s. His meal had contained two meats, two 

ponmo, one egg and some plantain. Some bank workers would 

have had miscarriages just looking at it. 

He had recharged his stomach, and was now looking to re-

energize his purse. 

Akoba, adaba. Allah Maje a ri. 

He sidled up to an enticing window and began to speak. 

“Akoba, adaba. Allah maje a ri. As you go today, the almighty 

God will protect you.” He had quickly learnt to do away with the 

word ‘allah’ during his prayers and use the generic ‘God’, ever 

since the spates of Boko Haram killings.  

He stared at his ‘client.’ She was one of those artificially light-

skinned women with an eternally upturned nose. Bala 

wondered if she sneered at her husband’s penis before 

penetration.  

“Sister, I say the Lord go protect am for you.” Truth be told, he 

found the clichéd “I go kill am for you” slurs on his tribe 

insulting, but if it made people smile long enough to give him 

the money, Bala was going to milk the breasts dry of that 

particular cow. 

The woman with the wrong nose stared straight ahead. 
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Bala stretched his hand through the window and touched the 

woman. That was his mistake, of course. The woman retched 

theatrically before yelling. 

“Don’t touch me, you disgusting beggar! You dey craze!” 

“Madam, make I no vess – “ Bala began, leaning heavily on the 

humor crutch. 

“No dey spit for my face! You wan give me eczema? All these 

beggars!” 

Suddenly, the slumbering, half-loaded bus was agog with 

discussion. A bearded man with a stammer nodded keenly, 

“make Fashola come pack una go back house, abeg!”  

Bala slinked away, totally humiliated. He went to sit under a 

shed opposite the pack, a vantage point from which he viewed 

the yellow woman. 

Bala sat there, thinking about his life. Everything reeled in slow 

motion and he savored none of it.  

The yellow woman clambered down from the bus, and Bala 

guessed that she told the bearded man to save her a seat while 

she went to pee, or buy apples or whatever it is she wanted to 

do. 

Bala said a silent prayer to the Almighty Allah, and stood up. He 

was a new man.  

For the first time, this beggar had a goal and a determination. 

The woman was going to cross to the other side of the road, 

Bala say. She was waiting, because a Mack truck carrying petrol 

was hurtling from the left side with remarkable speed.  
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Bala inched closer and thanked the Almighty Allah again.  

The truck was close. 

Bala broke into a run, and one or two people let out a startled 

‘hey!’ 

It was over before it started. Bala had grabbed the woman by 

her elbows and in a show of uncanny strength, dragged her as 

he ran to the center of the road. 

The truck had completed the process. 

Now Bala and the woman lay on the road, on the chrome of the 

truck, in the gutter and on the clothes of nearby onlookers. 

Road kill. 
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“Have you thought about the possibilities of an auto-powered wrecking ball in 

an ideal environment, David?” 

“What’s that, Deola?” 

“Think about it. A wrecking ball pendulously smashing into buildings. Now, 

picture the selfsame wrecking ball being able to somehow convert the 

vibrations generated per smash into energy, energy that will be used to wreak 

more havoc.” 

“It’s an eternal cycle. Wreckage feeding more wreckage. The wrecking ball will 

never stop.” 

[There is palpable silence in the studio as David shuffles his papers] 

“How would you stop the wrecking ball, David?” 

“I’m not sure anybody can – “ 

“No. Think. How would you stop that wrecking ball?” 

“A wrecking ball that thrived on wrecking? I would figure out a way to move all 

buildings and structures out of the ball’s way. It would swing futilely for a 

while, but when it fails to connect with anything, it would expend itself and 

shut down automatically.” 

“True.” 

“But it would have been easier to not power the wrecking ball to start with…” 

“Exactly.” 

[Dateline: Lagos State. 28
th

 March, 2019. Episode 26 of #StreetlySpeaking.] 

 

- END    -  
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About this short 

I wrote this on a whim in two hours. It was a mental challenge to boot myself 

out of the writer’s block that has ravaged me for the past three months now. 

It is raw, uncut, and unedited.  
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