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One cold night on Wednesday, January 24th 2018, I stared into my 
workspace and saw the left-over manuscript of this memoir. It 
dawned on me that I had been too busy with delegated responsibilities 
from NYSC and my PPA and I needed to get back to writing the most 
important things. Although, I had spent a few months, writing a 
collection of short stories, another sequence of poems and the tragic 
memoir about the greatest betrayal of my life, there was a dire need to 
write this.

Before my journey to the NYSC, I had heard beautiful and not-too-
beautiful stories about the scheme. However, getting into the reality 
of what it meant to be a corps member was more revealing than 
reveling. I had left home on the 22nd of May with just a glimpse of 
what it all meant and was to mean. Little did I know that every 
definition I needed was found in the next twelve  months of my life 
from that day when the final goodbyes were said at Volks, before 
Agric. bus stop in Lagos state where I live.

It was just less than a month into service that Brenda Nwafor had slid 
into my DM (she was professional about it always) reminding of the 
need to write a full length memoir on my NYSC experience. I shook 
the thoughts off as I was too busy to focus on that; many unfinished 
writing tasks as well as design projects were hanging and staring at 
me from my PC. She had read my poem, Mammy Market, which then, 
thrilled the market's lovers, those who claim to like the NYSC kitchen 
and those who don't care about their stomach but only had the 
thoughts of leaving those camps.

I read a memoir of a serving corps member in Kano. This had also 
inspired me to write this. I also told Ade sometime last year I needed 
to do this. Beautifully, he was thinking in the same light and would 
end up having some of his photographs during service (those he shot 
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and the ones of himself) as a collage.

You should also know that back in college, we (the class of English 
and Literary Studies) from Osun State University ended a 
presentation session with interactions of where we wanted to serve. 
The question of 'where' soon became 'when' when we had to stay at 
home, a year later, because of the government's inability to pay 
already serving corps members. Well, we all didn't mind if this 
happened to us, we just wanted to make sure we were out of our 
various houses, and not becoming over-night cooks and errand-men 
and women. 

In this memoir, I share with you priceless experiences from my 
service year. Every corps member had an idea of where they should 
be posted to, but my case was different. How I handled culture-shock, 
my various explorations, shuttled between home (South-West) and 
abroad [South-South] in my head, writings at this moment, the Place 
of Primary Assignment (PPA), Alawee stories, the memories of the 
Editorial CDS and my personal Literary community development 
service (CDS) project, to mention but a few, grace this memoir. I 
intend this to be a NYSC Bible for many prospective corps members. 
This way, you can beat the reality - hopefully - while baking your 
dreams in a flour of expectations. 

Above all, this was one whole year that seemed like 10 years. I would 
wish for it again, but may be not in the state, in the county or in the 
scheme (I can't say for now, you can decide that). It was a page to be 
ever written: the different people, cultures, languages, identities, 
stereotypes and expositions. Be free to enjoy, share with others (well, 
it's free for all), and ride with me on this personal experiences. Mind 
my writing style there in; it is different from the regular one you know 
(well, that! my mind tells me anyway. I can't be too sure).



I may never have written this if I didn't serve in Akwa Ibom; one of the 
………………. places to serve in. 

NB: Exam Question Number 1: Remember to fill the gap above at the 
end of reading this book.
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Dedication

For all soldiers
with the  bootsOrange

who were taken
by the cold hands
of death in service

to the green Murderland

May the aftermath
Be sweet…
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bok! What you are about to read is not a story, it's a personal Maccount. You may get involved in something thrilling with 
words, so fasten your seat belt and enjoy. I promise not to 

crack you up, let's just ride together on the voyage of words and enjoy 
the moment. 

“Hello Kenny, howdy nah, wetin dey sup, you hear say dem don dey 
mobilize for NYSC?”

Ehnnn, yea, but I never check my dashboard for my call up letter. 
Where dem post you? 

“omo nah Jigawa oooo”

Ah ah ah ah Jiga wetin, good for you. Even the bible says fear 
North…

I had made and received such calls for the next three days before I 
checked for my call up letter. Filled with the dissipation of 
smoldering thoughts, I became a tenant in various markets looking 
for where to get the most valuable NYSC kits. Few weeks back, I had 
had a chat with older colleagues asking them what this NYSC in a 
s**t hole country was all about. 

“see ehn, NYSC is a time waster”

“my brother, if I had my way, I wouldn't have served ooo”

“oooh, my service is great, you meet new people and share 
connections”

WHAT�A�CALL!�PREPARATION
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“mmmmm, alaweeeee, Let me not talk…”

These were few comments that had popped up. I stared at the PC 
screen trying to send a swift chat to other colleagues from school that 
had chosen the same choice of states to serve in as I did. The issue of 
geo-political zones didn't make any sense until I saw my self caught 
up in the reality of having to choose from the 4 main geo-political 
zones in the country. 

Prunnings café in Dada estate, Osogbo was filled to the brim the night 
registration started. I got there very early the next morning at about 
7am with the thought I'd open the shop with the owner. However, I 
was wrong, I got there to meet no less than 10 people already at the 
gate obviously waiting to do the same thing. It was almost worth the 
wait. What the wait sef?

I left home on the 22nd of May as we got our call up with two things in 
my mind: one, I had no idea where I was going to, two, I couldn't live 
with the thoughts that one year of my life would be dedicated to a 
nation that didn't care about me, my career, my family, life, studies 
and relationships (maybe I was wrong, I couldn't say). I know of a 
cousin, who refuted the call to service; he is now estate management 
mogul (I've not told him to find me a house LOL). Was I ready to 
follow those steps? CAPITAL NO! No matter how unreal, I chose to 
experience the moment. Father said; NYSC is another phase of life, 
you must therefore remember the son of whom you are. I get to hear 
this over and over that it has become a hymnal in my heart. 

In preparation, I had visited a writer friend and stark Historian; 
Adegbenle Semiu who lives at Ilogbo, some distance away from 
Magbon, Badagry where I reside. He had gotten all he needed: pairs 
of shorts, rounded-neck vests, white stockings, the waist purse, 
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bucket, food flask, water-can and other things considered necessary. 
At this time, I didn't think I was patriotic enough to have gotten all of 
these even two days before I finally left home. I just didn't have much 
conviction to rush things up, who knows? After rushing, only to find 
out that you got mobilized with the Stream 2 of the said Batch I was 
with. It was that hilarious for some folks but time was patient enough 
with them. They could still plan their freaky life ahead and decide if 
they should dedicate it to NYSC or just dash out of the nation like 
some students did. For some, marriage was the gate fee out of youth 
service, for some, the American VISA was the saving grace. 

Everybody wan travel out, na money spoil everything…

Since I knew no one was ready to send me abroad for that time been, I 
held on to the thought of service as though it is the next thing. Well for 
some of my colleagues who had stayed at home for months like me 
after graduation, NYSC was the stumbling block to their next step 
and I wondered what next steps were those: marriage, business, 
career, education, ministry, etc.

************************************

The last night I spent with my family before I left home was probably 
one of my most emotional moments. The first was when I first got 
into Osun State University to study English and International Studies. 
That night, I was almost left in tears as I watched my mother and sister 
help pack my luggage. I didn't mean I cried, I was about to but I had 
over grown the tears of leaving home and saying good bye (which I 
hardly ever say). Undergraduate made me strong. Even though, I 
grew up knowing that I could survive on my own, I didn't cry having 
to leave my family knowing fully well that they were always in my 
heart.
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'Do you need to take this along?” mother said as she fondled my piano 
bag and some A4 sized documents. Rara Ma, I don't need that, I 
should get it when next I visit home. I shrugged shifting the piano 
towards my side making way for other things to be arranged. Here 
comes the motivational moment where you have to rehearse how 
your goodbye-lines would be presented. Father walked in with his big 
radio (he loves listening to radio like me after his wife, academics and 
beans and rice). “Make sure you remember the son of whom you are 
and the family you are coming from. Calabar or where is it again…?”

“Akwa Ibom, sir, not Calabar” Days ago, they had narrated 
experiences of people they knew had lived in those places who are 
also coincidentally mother's clients. My neighbor's head of the family 
had served in Akwa Ibom too, I think about 25 to 30 years ago. So it 
was timely for him to have shared with me his experiences then.

The travelling was rather the longest I ever had in my life, and if not 
for youth service, I would probably have never had a reason to travel 
to far South-South. I only grew up reading about them in books, 
libraries, seeing them on newspapers and watching them on TV. 
Although, my undergraduate long essay was only on Niger Delta, 
their crisis and the oil spillage, I didn't get to see the place in real sense 
until I travelled, passing that route to Akwa Ibom.

 I arrived the garage at about 5:30am and we left God Is Good Motors 
Park at Volks, before Barracks. My father was with me, and helped 
me carry some of my luggage. We were there for about an hour and 
half before we finally started the journey. I met a recent alum of The 
University of Lagos; Zul, who'd later become a bunk mate in Nsit 
Atai orientation camp. We spoke in the bus and had a wonderful time 
travelling. As we left Benin-Ore for Delta, Edo, then Onitsha, I saw 
the realities of geography. Things I only saw in book became real to 
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me. The hawkers and road side sellers spoke in languages alien to me 
that I couldn't grapple with it. It was looking strange that I had to keep 
my cool.

We arrived Akwa Ibom at about 8:54pm that night. I had called a 
friend who was also alum from my university. We had met via a 
WhatsApp group (there were many of those, only corps ex-corps 
members would understand). He was also posted to Akwa Ibom and 
had arrived an hour earlier before my bus came. I planned to stay with 
him. Ikot Ekpene was the first town in the state where I spent the 
night. With my bucket, a back-pack and a luggage, we got on a bike 
that took us in to the hinter land. As we rode, I could hear a strange 
language. Here, my insecurity started. It was dark, so there was no 
much to see until the next morning. As we alighted from the motor 
bike, some group of girls (I think secondary school) had shouted; 
Kopa, Kopa, Kopa, aba di ee oo” I didn't understand, the alum from 
my school and the corps member that was there before us in whose 
place we were to spend the night had responded to their greetings, 
Idioko. I enjoyed the reception not knowing there was more than the 
eyes could meet. We didn't have much to eat that night; I was rather 
tired so I opted for bread. It was getting late and we were still outside 
enjoying the night's atmosphere. The older corps member had said; 
“let's go in and have some rest, this place is not really safe, they wield 
guns and cutlasses, they recently killed two men on this street last 
week”

And so the night was mild, humid, scary and strange for me. That 
would be my first night in service. I was just left with memories of 
what home and my family used to be. 
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I had Nifemi Olapeju phone me; she had also been posted to Akwa 
Ibom. “For real? How interesting, I also got here last night, I will 
see you in camp anyways” I hung up on the phone with my 

luggage in my hand; I had scouted for a motorcycle. Francis had 
studied Bio Chemistry, so he was almost entirely different from who 
and what I am. We got to the bus station where a bus going to Uyo 
would take us. 

My amazement became crowned with bewilderment as I saw women 
on motorcycle rather than men. This was not a usual scene back in the 
South West where I was born, grew up and would spend the first few 
years of my life. Many of these women had with them their 
wards/children whom they were taking to school. I couldn't hold my 
breath and control my shock. However, I had to focus on getting a 
good position on the bus as Ikot Ekepene to Uyo was scheduled for 
about an hour. I sat with a student of the University of Uyo; Mfoniso. 
She was fair and radiant. We already heard different things about 
women from this part and most important is their goddess beauty and 
quintessential configurations. She was the first Akwa Ibom girl I'd 
ever have a conversation with for the first time. She was beautiful I 
couldn't resist her eyes. We spoke about her family and she 
immediately got carried away by my myth of being a twin (how 
terrific). “We don't have special name for twins like your Yoruba 
people do” she said.

ON�THE�JOURNEY�TO�CAMP,�
AND�CAMPING�SAGA
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“Are you serious? But we do…I have a twin sister…” Awwwn, so 
cute, I can imagine how beautiful she'd be! 

She had alighted at the bus stop before us. We got to know this place 
as Plaza. It was the centre of the state. I had gotten her numbers 
promising to give her a call subsequently. Something happened 
between us, be patient, you will see it very soon on subsequent pages. 
I wish I could follow her to her class room, LOL; I had to remind 
myself I was done with classes and that stage. My partner had his eyes 
on her too, well I didn't (not really), I was just been friendly (not nice). 
We strolled through the rails and beautiful boulevards of Plaza, 
looking confused and lost. We didn't know our road to the NYSC 
orientation camp. Francis was more confused, you could see him 
sweating, even profusely. My Ghana Must Go (if you expect me to 
continue saying – luggage, you are wrong. Well, I'm not that fake) had 
cut from one of its arms. We finally asked for directions after getting 
lost at the last bus stop of Abak Road which led to Ikom-Iman. It was a 
terrible experience. As a sharp guy, I bought my first packaged fried 
rice since we didn't eat the previous night (I cannot coman die mbok!).

*****************************

We arrived the orientation camp at about 9:45am that morning. “Snap 
your NYSC passport here, buy your bucket, Victory charging, buy 
your food warmer…” My ears were itchy from these commuters who 
had come around to source for the day's bread from the prospective 
corps members (PCM's). The soldiers at the gate had searched our 
bags thoroughly looking for gadgets like exquisite mobile phones 
and laptops. I saw some guys with their saxophones and keyboards; I 
was petrified regretting why I didn't come along with mine. I had 
thought it would not be needed there but I was wrong.



We began registration, also seeing others who had registered earlier 
before we came. Nonso was the first to get registered. What a 
somebody! He was just so punctual. Everyone thought he had arrived 
the NYSC camp may be a week even before he knew he'd serve in the 
state. He'd become the president of the Editorial CDS of which I 
became a big part of. Some of those successfully registered were 
already having their parades on-going on the field. We registered and 
got our kits (crested vest, NYSC cap that looked like a Parachute, 
Khaki-shorts that looked like panties meant for a junior secondary 
school student, a white sneakers and a jungle boot. There are two 
lessons you will probably learn after receiving your kits: one, 
humility would be forced on you when you find out that your shoe is a 
big size and that you'd need to exchange with some other persons, 
two, all kits were estimated for about #70,000 for each corps member 
but the reality is what you have is not even worth #10,000. In the bid 
to find my size in other seamless sizes, I had met friends from other 
campuses in my university and from other universities. 
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WHICH�KIND�THING�BE�THIS?�
THE�DRILLS�AND�RILLS

rd n Tue, 23 of May, I was just returning to the new hostels we Owere assigned and had walked with all pride and glow in the 
newly received uniform. Unknowingly for me, the devil was 

cooking something for me with the chefs known as soldiers. That day, 
I had not even gone to the parade ground, I had received my first 
punishment ever from a soldier. I was walking past the lobby to return 
a plate I had washed and he caught me loitering. He asked me to frog 
jump. At this point I knew I was doomed and the statement; “police is 
your friend” became an alternative for me that I wished the soldier 
was actually a policeman at that point in time. I started to hate the 
NYSC and camp experience even before we had started.

The drills and rills we had in camp were frustrating as well as fun. 
There were moments one felt like throwing in the towel but 
endurance stepped in marvelously. The parades and regimented life 
was almost killing. I was assigned Humility hostel. It was the last 
hostel on camp. Rather tragic, the hostel acted the opposite of its 
name. Some of the bunk boys were so naughty that they don't mind 
using the meal of the day to compose new songs or use a soldier's 
name to form slang. 

Waking up by 5am was not strange for me, what was strange for me 
was waking all in the name of witnessing a crazy parade that'd last for 
hours thereafter. The parade ground is shown in aerial view with each 
platoon arranging themselves like the young recruits in the NDA. 
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Each platoon had a commander. When a commander was to be 
chosen, I knew that was not what I was meant to be doing so I ran 
away from it as fast and far I could. 

Some of those who had joined different parade groups did, so as to be 
able to find their way into the capital city of Akwa Ibom, Uyo when 
mobilization starts. Many had forcefully engaged in onerous 
activities they know they wouldn't dare do on a normal day all in the 
name of getting mobilized to Uyo rather than a village somewhere. 
For example, like in a town that shares borders with Bonny in Rivers 
State and extreme hinterlands of the state.
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If the Orientation Broadcasting Service was to be an attendance 
like we used to have back in college, I would have probably be the 
last on the leaflet. Well, even more truly, I was the last to join the 

team. Auditions were on at the moment. This was my second day in 
camp. I already felt the need to explore my creativity and do what I 
loved to do: writing and talking. There, I auditioned as a creative 
writer. Someone known as Tosin Alabi and Gerard who would end up 
becoming friends and fans of my poetry had conducted the interview 
being senior corps member in the game of media and broadcasting. 
Tosin was with the Batch B, Stream 1 as that time and was with 
Inspiration 105.9 FM as an OAP. Gerard was a head-technician with 
the same station. They both had magical voices but Tosin added a 
romantic stunt to his. I would get to discover later that Tosin had 
interned with Smooth 98.1FM, Lagos where I had visited about twice 
and had the privilege to have designed the brand logo of about two 
shows for an OAP (though, unpaid).

For the audition, I was with other contestants, about 500 if I'm not 
wrong. Everyone wanted to get into the OBS no matter what it'd cost 
them. Well, I wasn't one of those; I just went after my passion, trusted 
God and just knew if I'd be there, I sure would. I was given a test along 
with others to write an article on the topic: “The Nigeria of My 
Dreams” which God saw me through as I did. Nothing else mattered; 
I had to pretend I was dreaming of a Nigeria. I had stopped dreaming, 
only to embrace the realities of the country which happens to be mine 
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too. I submitted the script and left in a moment. We were informed 
that they will get back to us. While I walked away, Marvin Gaye's 
Let's Get It On played from the studios' stereos. Well, it wasn't a bad 
choice of song. It was already past 7 and I ended up adding the song to 
my play list. Few minutes ago, they had started sharing dinner at the 
kitchen. If you couldn't stay in a queue in a filling station, NYSC 
would teach you to be able to wait for that at the kitchen. Only the 
Omo Baba Olowos (rich kids) could call the line a bluff and find their 
way to Mammy Market where they could get a lot of varieties and not 
the watered-tea, crispy yam pottage and salty soup we get to eat from 
the NSC kitchen. 

My joining the OBS was a turn of fate and a push of faith. Other 
members had spent about a week already in the studio getting familiar 
with one another. The war-cry of the early morning news caster was 
always waking me up; “If you are walking you are wrong, if you are 
talking, you are wrong”. This line was like a second ritual after the 
whistle of the camp soldiers to keep your feet on the move. I walked 
past the studio for about a week knowing I wasn't part of them even 
though I knew I should be there. I got to realize after I finally joined 
them that the article which I wrote as a requisite for the audition was 
not even graded. So I came in by a divine arrangement of God. I will 
tell you about that later.

*******************************

It was Democracy day celebration, May 29th. The night before, I had 
met Kelvin, who I thought at this time was the head of the Orientation 
Broadcasting Corporation (OBS) and not knowing he was a presenter 
and a creative writer with the team. As I made my way towards his 
bunk locating where he had slept tired from the day's show, we spoke 
about the magazines I had worked on and articles I had written. I gave 
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him a link to my works as well as my designs. He promised to speak 
with his other team members in the studio on them accepting me. I 
was not a part of them so, I could not get in, and neither could I have 
much to do with them. To be frank, some just look at you in the eye 
with that thought; who is this one? Well, life is worthy enough to 
bring our true selves out. I was discreet, yet irrelevant in the studio. I 
occasionally strolled in like a mouse, not having a fellow mouse to 
play with. This went on until our true thick skin got revealed. 

There were moments where I walked in and witnessed them (all 
amazing friends with me now) then holding the microphone, reading 
the news, writing feature stories and engaging in interviews with 
other corps members and NYSC officials. I was insignificant, and no 
one wanted to talk with me, not because they didn't want to, they were 
all busy with one thing or the other. Damola Adegoke; the news 
caster, Tiny (Adebisi Shittu); the presenter, Adeoye [the one who 
would share many of my moments later on], Jemaimah; another 
playful photographer, Nonso Nduwere, a crazy writer and 
philosopher who would later become a part of the next moments were 
all first sets of people I would later talk to. 

Everyone wanted to be in the OBS, it was the BBC or CNN of the 
NYSC camp. You know what? Been in the OBS gives you this sort of 
privilege and immunity only members can explain. Other corps 
members see you as a special breed like J.P Clark's The Strong Breed. 
The camp soldiers on the other hand speak with you in an honorable 
manner knowing fully well that the power to do and undo lies in your 
pen, voice and actions. 

I had gotten an invitation to the OBS to do graffiti painting on the 
studio's walls. I can't remember how it all happened; I just discovered 
I could step in. However, design had given me the green card into the 
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OBS, writing had not (the strangest things happen so that the 
beautiful things would be its outcome). It was not until I became a big 
part that they all realized I was originally a poet, writer and what have 
you. I met two people in the studio. We spoke on the materials needed 

th
and so God showed me a way. EXACTLY a week ago this day, 30  
May, 2017, I had partaken in the auditions but it was rejected or 
probably never even read [because they were many other applicants]. 
I learnt and discovered that I needed to work with them and not for 
them. That is grace with wisdom. 

*******************************

God proved himself greatly. The day had just started, I was at the ICT 
unit of the SAED class where we were learning GIS and networking. I 
had gotten a call from Kelvin Ogona, whom God had placed my case 
in his concern. “Hello Kehinde, where are you, rush down to the 
studio now, like now…” The names were being compiled for those 
that'd be in the OBS officially and possibly get posted to the capital 
city, Uyo. Although, for some, it was a disappointment as they didn't 
get the capital city as planned. I rushed down to fill my name.

At this point, I knew it was God working His way and wonders for 
me. Many months back, I had prayed that He ordered my steps. I 
TOLD HIM; “Lord! I just want your will and want to follow your 
voice.”

rd
The night before the next day on the 3  of June, I went for a 
pronunciation class with other mates from different platoons who 
were either graduates of English Language or Literature. I had gotten 
a book; English Language: Standard Forms and Usages by Eno E. 
Ekong, a Phonologist and the camp director at that time. That book 
would be one of the best books I had ever received as a gift. I was with 
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Kelvin. I had become an official member of the OBS. That morning, I 
and the team started the renovation process and branding of the 
studio. They loved me and we started getting along even much easily. 
Zion was the studio manager with Israel and Dj Yash as the disk 
jockey. 

th
On the 6  of June, I started the logo concept behind the logo of OBS. 
After much sketches, God laid something in my heart. And that was 
the story, designed the logo that would remain almost for eternity. 
Other batches that came in afterwards saw the logo and were amazed 
with it. 

The last worship service I had in camp was with the NCCF. I didn't 
know that they would also be one of the sources of God's work in my 
life since they had sent my name to the PPA where I finally was. I and 
my OBS team came together to had a joint thanksgiving. We danced, 
and also moved round the auditorium. That night, we had a little ball 
in the studio, danced, ate and had drinks together. We took pictures 
and these formed the memories that were left of and with me. Ade 
danced himself out, what a crazy dude; he still took pictures with 
palm wine in his other hand. 
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THE�JOURNEY�TO�NCCF
C H A P T E R�� F I V E

I visited NCCF, getting the membership and worker's form 
subsequently. I attended the body as a local church not with any 
intention to have anything really doing with them. I had the 

membership form just to fill and submit my bio data. I attended like a 
regular member obviously, so no one would have ever known I 
played the keyboards. 

There was a dude who looked more like me in height and complexion. 
He was regular on the keyboards and obviously the Music director. 
The person on the drums ended as my room-mate. I remember joining 
them for about two rehearsals but I didn't do any main thing. Many 
people had joined NCCF hoping they'd be posted to the capital city. I 
didn't house that intention; I just went there to worship God.

By the time posting had started the general secretary as at then, a 
Yoruba man from Ondo was the one who had sent names to churches 
affiliated to NCCF and had requested for corps member. The man of 
God was popular with his self-incurred American accent. However, 
that didn't hit me. What did was the fact that my bio data and that of 
the other pianist had matched, so I had been posted to the church 
where I finally served instead of the main pianist who was consistent 
on the piano. It is rather shocking that even the general secretary does 
not know me in person even though I knew him. He was supposed to 
post the drummer (my colleague) and the pianist to the PPA but ended 
up fixing my own name instead. 



It was an error to them all but God said it was His orchestration. It still 
feels very weird whenever he tries to remember what he was thinking 
of when he was posting the letters and fixing the names. I never 
attended any NCCF service in town after I left camp; I was too 
committed to the church I was with as well as the RCCF family house. 
So, they don't even know me. God had used them to bring me closer to 
fate.
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C H A P T E R�� S I X

SWEARING�IN�TO�REALITY�OF�
7�OVER�7�AND�LOVE�STRUCK

O
thn Thursday, 25  of May, the 2017 Batch A corps member of 

which I was part of had their swearing in exercise. The day 
was still fine with the best of weather. Everyone, including 

all NYSC officials had prepared immensely for the day. Since the 
governor would be visiting, [which he really didn't at the end] we had 
a very fantastic meal the night before, all taps began to flow, all loos 
were kept clean and in proper shape. 

There was going to be a promotion from being an Otondo whose lives 
were enmeshed in white shorts and white knickers to full Corps 
members. We had received our kits before that day and all had been in 
place: reporters, photographers [of which, my friend in creativity; 
Ade led], newscasters, quarter guards, band members, front line 
marchers and other NYSC officials. As much as I didn't like the idea 
of pinning my legs to a jungle boot and wearing an almost over sized 
khaki, I just had to wear it. Although, my allotted khaki slept in the 
tailor's office for two nights, he probably needed more training from 
professional fashion designers like my mother; Iya Ibeji. He had 
slim-fitted the khaki but I could still use some part of it to build a 
house. The spaces between the trouser lengths were still more. 
However, only a proper starching and gators could save me from 
appearing like a Bagco sack. The Mammy market was filled with 
legions of fat, short, tall and lanky people all going to have their 
various khaki slim fit to how the measuring tape had predicted their 
lives to be…



The swearing in started with yet boring lectures from different 
officials. However, boring, they still had meaningful bits that was to 
serve us for now [in service] and for posterity. Sadly, I wish some 
people had listened to all the advice given on that day but no! The 
platoon commander stayed in front of my platoon members claiming 
to be a commander. He didn't know that was not to last a life time, I 
had pity on him every day with his voice finding hope in 
resuscitation. 

I had approached a lady; Aminat [I think]. She had caught my fancy 
[not as if I have one, who fancy epp?]. She had cloyingly exchanged 
glances too, but such glances I didn't realize were going to be a prison 
for my emotions. We started at one another, and I think I did the more. 
She was with a group of four; I decided that wasn't going to keep me 
as I needed to talk to her. Well, I think what really lured me to want to 
talk to her was that she looked like someone. As I stared at Aminat's 
eyes I saw the eye of the other girl, her smile, humour, wit and beauty 
which had infected me then [I probably should have been 
quarantined]. At the end of the parade, the crowd dispersed with 
everyone finding their way to different places: Mammy market first, 
then, the hostel. I looked at the queue where she was and she was 
nowhere to be found. She had left briskly, knowing I may come to talk 
with her. I didn't lose hope as I glanced through the crazy crowd of 
cheerful One day old corps members. And there she was, with her 
friends, I walked in to the discussion with one of the last lines she 
made. Yes! That had given me the momenta and monumental push I 
sought. I spoke to her, and the words that dropped from her ocean of 
words were: “I am married, sorry, but…” I looked with my jaws 
dropped and not able to help myself. I felt ashamed I had asked a 
married woman to a dinner. Well, don't blame me, BLAME TWO 
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REASONS: she was so young and didn't remember to wear her ring, 
so how am I to have known? It's just a dinner! That was the end of us. I 
got her phone numbers but never slide into her DM or made a phone 
call. How bad! I KNOW RIGHT… The other times we would see 
were in our different platoon meetings and on the parade grounds. I 
started avoiding her, but she wouldn't stop staring. We spoke some 
time later when we both had a mutual friend who was a Yoruba girl 
from my state.

There was yet another girl, Peace (If I hear fall for them); one hell of a 
beautiful quarter guard who I didn't know would become an all-time 
NYSC friend and bestie. There was a welcome party as organized for 
the new-Otondos, and I sat with her for the night. How we met was 
rather coincidental. My bunk mate had left with another dude so I had 
to come alone with the intention that all seats would have been filled 
up. Although, not everyone ended up attending, but majority did 
because there were free drinks and cooked plates of Indomie noodles 
up for grab. Francis was nowhere to be found and I didn't have a seat 
to myself. As I plunged into the crowd looking for a seat [even if it's a 
broken chair like many chairs in the pavilion then], I saw her seated, 
yet lonely and observing the wave of things. Luckily for me, another 
fella had left the seat which laid close to hers so I took my shots and 
settled in it before the original owner returned [which he never did, 
and that had been a testimony for my prayers]. We spoke at length 
beautifully, passionately, and charmingly. I wrote in my diary on this 
night when I got home: “I hope to be friends with her…” Well, more 
would be said of her.

********************************
stOn the 1  of June, I spoke with the girl I had gotten ever been 

committed to in camp (In camp, I repeat). Don't mind me, I was either 
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picking wall nuts with the others or not minding what new hair style 
they have on. I and Peace had gone to see a movie together that night. 
On getting to our various hostels, a soldier had scolded us for walking 
together. He was probably drunk I felt. 

********************************

Another day, yet, another time, Uko. F would be one of the 
monumental ladies I'd meet again; she was the diction teacher of 
the school here. She had told me she was in 200L on our first 
meeting but later revealed she was not and was just making me 
comfortable. I wouldn't have disbelieved that since she was smart, 
young and intelligent. She was a goddess I'd love to cherish the 
time being. We became close friends in Grammar and Phonology.
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C H A P T E R�� S E V E N

ABEG!�MAKE�I�CHOP�AND�REHEARSE

Rehearsals for my platoon had intensified but God saw me 
through it all. Although, I came to learn that no matter where 
you are, you will always be envied when you do the right 

thing. After ensuring I don't get to a leadership position by the pranks 
played by some platoon mates, God still retained for me the position 
of Drama director in my platoon (Platoon 8). There was a night I had 
gone late to the parade ground but saw some of my colleagues having 
a meeting. I asked if I was to be part of it, knowing I sure was to be part 
of it. Someone replied; “no, you are not supposed to be part of this 
meeting.” I felt bad that I was being sidelined, yet, confident, God's 
will was my sole concern. Many schemes had been carried out as 
regards my role in the platoon: while some people did not want me to 
be significant, others were just angry I was responsible. I did two 
things: I didn't mind as long as it's not my business and I just did the 
right things not having the interest in impressing anyone.

 I wrote the leading script which we finally used in our drama 
presentation. Although, we came third in the competition, the 
creative process, rehearsals and fun I had with the team was amazing. 

There was a time we had skipped the parade activity and got caught 
by the soldiers on patrol that day. It was a different ball game as we 
had used the platoon as a cover [well, in reality, we were not 
rehearsing for ourselves but for the platoon]. We were punished for 
rehearsing during the time for SAED lectures. The script I wrote was 



titled Motherland. Among the cast was Kedei, Jessica, Dozie, 
Opemipo and Niyi who coincidentally I discovered was from my 
home town. I can't remember mainly how we met and began the silly 
introductions. He was one of the main characters and felt at home 
having me act on stage with him. Since I directed, I didn't go on stage. 
Towards the end of the night before, a friend and platoon mate had 
called me saying she had a revelation of me and it was shocking to 
me. In the dream, the Holy Spirit had warned that I should not in case 
try to defend any of my platoon mates and the next day, that was 
exactly what would have happened. However, I had the revelation in 
mind promptly. 

********************************

The night was tensed with different platoons already set and ready to 
hit the stage. As platoon 1, 2 and others went to attend the MC's call; 
we knew it was time for us to get on. “Alright guys” I screamed and 
smiled as I paced to and fro at the back stage ensuring that all things 
were in place. As you go on that stage, remember to wear a charming 
smile, remember your lines and be focused with your audience in 
mind. Those were my words as the drama performance ended that 
night with a ground breaking music of Nigerian singer, performing 
artiste and photographer; TY Bello – Green Land. I can remember my 
mates left the pavilion for their various homes with smile on their 
faces. The next morning was graced at NCCF (Nigerian Christian 
Corpers' Fellowship). 
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C H A P T E R�� E I G H T

THE�JOURNEY�OF/AND�THE�REALITY�OF�NYSC
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O
thn the 12  of June, two significant things had happened: one, it 

was the remembrance of MKO Abiola, the popular Nigerian 
politician who fought for democracy in Nigeria. Second, my 

reality with NYSC started. Camp life was over, and what service was 
all about had to be practiced now. It was a rainy day with so many 
activities: parade contest, flag flying, and presentations and as 
expected, long-boring speeches. 

Earlier, we had been forced to wake up by 5am by depressed and 
angry soldiers who were mad that we would no longer be preys to 
their commands and crops on their harvest of parades. Days before all 
corps members were to leave the camp were always filled with 
ravaging attitudes from the soldiers. We were given our various 
places of primary assignments. This moment was as important as the 
moments of result checking back in the university years ago. You 
either decide to remain strong and face whatever comes or that you'd 
never set your eyes on whatever you see. The only escape therefore is 
telling yourself that, it is not true. 

To the glory of God first, I was posted to Uyo [which is what everyone 
wanted until reality struck] and second, to my surprise, I was posted 
to a church with a school; Victory Christian Academy. I held the letter 
in my hand with different thoughts flashing through my mind. 
However, I got one of the greatest shocks of my life. It was a rainy 
day, even heavily. The whole pavilion was filled with piles of bags 



and baggage and set to find their way into the various metropolis and 
hinterlands of the state were loitering corps members. I had left my 
bag with the Redeemed Christian Corpers' Fellowship (RCCF) that 
morning. It was a feeling of been home for me. At the time of 
departure, I was in the bus with my college mate, Nifemi, and Peace. 
We arrived RCCF family house that afternoon after a long playful 
journey. I gave Peace a hug. That was probably a traditional way of 
saying final goodbyes. Unknowingly that we were going to be in 
Uyo, though, just miles away. 

********************************

I had no idea where I was going but I knew I was safe in his arms. The 
next day I reported to the school. I got to the gate seeing the bill board 
read: Victory Christian Academy. I got to know ten minutes later that 
it was a primary school. “What a mess!” I said to myself. This was a 
disappointment to me. However, it was an appointment to God as it 
was His will. What would a graduate of English Language and 
Literature be doing in a primary school? Who would I explain that 
too? Was I to be changing diapers or counting the wall charts in 
different class rooms? I had put a call through to the corps member 
who had served there earlier before we came in; “Bros, are you sure I 
was posted here?” I said to him with trepidation in my heart. I wasn't 
ready to start a reposting process as it involved a whole lot of 
protocols. The pastors, Mr. Ojo Emmanuel and Bolu Emmanuel 
welcomed me. I walked into the school's compound with noise all 
around from gleeful pupils who were shocked seeing a new corps 
member they had never seen before. The one they knew and was 
familiar with had gone. The pastors were Yoruba. This alone had been 
a big relief for me. I didn't imagine I'd be posted to a place where 
Yoruba for me would be a conscious means of expressing my identity 
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and filling up the in-betweeness of home [Lagos] and abroad [Akwa 
Ibom]. They started listing my job roles, expectations, as well as 
constraints. I couldn't imagine fully if I could survive in a place such 
as this. But I trusted God to see me through. Since I prayed Him to 
order my steps, I must be willing to walk in it. They signed my posting 
letter and spoke vehemently on my responsibilities there in. 

Days later when I told colleagues I was posted to serve in a church, it 
was rather strange for their ears to grapple with. Well, as a 
consolatory for me; in every mix-up is a take-up. NCCF had sent my 
name and that of the other corps member I'd come to know as Yemi 
who is a violinist and a drum player. We lived the next few months 
together.

We met the next day [I think] since we didn't see on the first day I 
reported first to the zonal office. I was at the zonal office, for the first 
time too [I think, again], to process my documents. There I met who I 
had to live with for 12 months of the service year. Coincidentally, he 
was someone I already knew from camp. He was always on drums. I 
just hoped then we would get along together without hic-ups. Trust 
and friendship for me at this time had become almost a thing of the 
past having suffered the greatest betrayal I'd ever receive from a 
friend I called best. That story is for another memoir, not for this. A lot 
had happened months before and had really rearranged my life, 
emotions and desires. Well, at first, I had pity for the new roommate. 
More than anything, I was conscious of not giving too much of my 
self and life like I did to Nosmas who sold me out on the market of 
betrayal. 

It was a big task ahead of me: choir, church, school, career, my 
academics and the deeper things that had made all look empty. But, 
God was my only refuge. Little did I know what I was up for? That 
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evening, I was at Ikot-Ekpene to get my other luggage. 

********************************
th15  June was my very first day fully spent in the school's premises. I 

and Yemi stayed for the evening service and we got shortly 
introduced to the church group and some of its members, mostly 
students of the University of Uyo. God was preparing for me a place I 
didn't know of. Everything was a sort of dream and I lived the reality.

A day later, I moved into the accommodation provided by the school 
and church which will be a big part of my life for the next one year. 
Surprisingly, our predecessors who were there before us had left the 
gas cooker, two bed space as well as cooking utensils. It was more 
like a home away from home and some of my colleagues felt they had 
the privilege whenever I told them I met all my house wares intact 
without having to buy any. I came in with two bags alone which I'm 
sure to carry away after the youth service. I was with the church's 
choir that evening too, played the piano and offered 
recommendations. Little was I aware that a lot lay back yet to be 
unveiled.  

stOn Wednesday, 21 , the day before I had spoken with my proprietor 
on ideas I had of pronunciation classes, Creative writing class among 
other things. Yemi on the other hand had travelled, so I was left alone 
in the house, with two big generators, several doors to guide, an altar, 
classrooms, and with God. At this time, I was craving for myself as 
well as a better me. I had Francis come over and we spent the night 
before, and the next together. He was a crazy bed mate and alum from 
my school. He could be funny most times. The morning he was to 
leave, he had asked me for a pair of my socks which I refused as I had 
only one but he got offended [how trivial to get angry] that he didn't 
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even let me see him off. 

********************************

Some of the things I was meant to do here was working on the media 
assignments from graphic design to streaming, photography, and 

thsocial media management. On Sunday, 9  of July, the Sunday service 
was wonderful. I stayed at the media room tweeting the entire service. 
It felt well, quite an opportunity to stay online and keep track with my 
emails and messages too. However, I still worshipped God and had 
my concentration in the service. Some of these moments were felt 
with heart breaks and disappointment. With time I got to know some 
things about the people of this state. It's interesting that an average 
Akwa Ibomite don't always like the idea of intimidation. 

One day, one of the choristers had instructed I stood up from the piano 
even without regards or manner. I was angry and had to talk some 
senses into his head. One of the challenges I had as a new corps 
member understood the people, their cultures, complexities, music 
and interests. As a pianist from the Redeem Christian Church of God, 
playing jazz and contemporary chord worship was my thing. 
However, it took me time to understand their local music here. 
Whenever I played, the assistant music director gets upset since I'm 
not giving them their standard traditional beat [remember those 
Zimbabwean war songs sort of]. I spoke some senses into his head on 
another day as I was deeply upset with the entire situation. Was it my 
fault that I was serving in a church while other corps members as 
teachers in public and private schools, as administrators in 
government parastatals and offices? I thought of rejecting the PPA 
and moving out but I knew there was a divine arrangement by God, so 
I needed to face the thin and thick. Williams, the assistant Music 
Director later became a very dear fellow willing to learn and he 
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graced the altar with me on different dramas we acted together in the 
next few months that followed. 

********************************

The people here were amazingly beautiful with beautiful children. 
Though, so many things were weird to me: their language which 
sounded Chinese most times, the revelation of the men as lazy 
husbands and the women as the bread winner of their families. There 
was a certain woman who food and sold most times to the staff of my 
school so as to pay for her children's school fees. There were many of 
them like that, single parents who had to shoulder all the 
responsibilities. I didn't believe that the men were lazy until I got to 
see traces of that. Although, I am not of those who make baseless 
opinions, I tend to make my own research before I run into the risk of 
making sweeping generalizations. As I spent the few months of my 
life there, I realized that it was slightly true with business owners who 
would open their shops very late and close it by evening. Sadly, many 
of them are still asleep during the rush hours and don't even have 
interest in trade. The state is largely a civil service state with everyone 
trying to get into one government office or the other. This is not to 
conclude that all men from Akwa Ibom are lazy. Lazy or not, it does 
not change the fact that they have beautiful and good road networks.
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C H A P T E R�� N I N E

WHAT�IT�MEANS�TO�SERVE�
IN�A�CHURCH�AS�A�KOPA

Before NYSC, I didn't care much about evangelism. However, 
with evangelism and the tragedies that struck me the year 
before, the love for evangelism and God had increased. I 

went on evangelism to share flyers for an upcoming program in the 
church. That evening the Holy Spirit had led me to diverse number of 
people I met. Same Spirit led me to a particular house which was 
occupied by drunken old men. I didn't want to stop by at the front of 
the house but the Holy Spirit had given me the courage I needed there 
in. They had inquired who Jesus was, and why He is relevant now. 
One of them had his faith in the power of re-incarnation and asked 
what my view was on it.

I looked through the rear view of my eye. Did I really have a view on 
this? Kenny, are you really ready to get into this conversation? These 
were questions I asked myself. The man who believed in re-
incarnation looked in disguise expecting me to join the argument. I 
was not ready for that, so I had to preach Jesus, why they need Him 
and left there in few minutes. This was just one of the experiences I 
had in evangelism. There were other days I went out to the bustop 
sharing flyers. I never dressed in khaki, so some of them had looked at 
me as a pastor. They had anticipated that I was going to preach Christ 
to them so they literarily got uncommitted most times. 

I had moments, precious ones when I directed the drama team and led 
them into drama ministrations. These moments were precious as the 

MBOK!�DON'T�KOPA�ME�|�Blues�from�an�Akwa�Ibom�Corps�Member



writings I made at these core moments. The department had not really 
been functional until we came. I knew these were some of the reasons 
why I had come to serve God and his kingdom rather than serve 
NYSC. I remember the moments we had writing scripts, editing them 
and staging different plays. I had an Ibibio dramatic son whom 
always acted with me. He was just a perfect match for my character; 
Wisdom was an SS2 science student but skillful and intelligent with 
words. With time, realities drew even closer. 

There were days and nights I felt like leaving, holding the door knob 
and banging it. But I held my breath, kept on pushing and whispered 
to myself; “don't stop, don't be wary, be renewed in the Lord”. One of 

thsuch nights was on Wednesday Dec 5  where the pastor and his wife 
had travelled for the year's Rehoboth Convention at the headquarters. 
However, I had a lot of things to do to ensure that the service for the 
day went well as planned. There was an all-night which demanded 
that I streamed the night's service too from the headquarters. I had to 
monitor the connections and streaming from the Skype video call to 
the Personal computer. I was struck with malaria on the night of the 
vigil but I commanded it inconsequential and moved on. 
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THE�JOY�OF�A�TEACHER
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O
rdn Sunday, 23  July, the students of Victory Christian 

Academy had their final graduation, particularly, the primary 
5 class. I watched them as they presented the poems I had 

written and other which they had written themselves. I had mentored 
them to perform and write poetry. Tear drops rolled down their eyes as 
they said; “uncle, we will miss you.” I held my tears the same way I've 
had to during my years of teaching and mentoring. I felt elated to have 
walked them into the way of writing. Glory is to God. Okay, bye, calls 
out…Okada.

Every morning, the children were quick to come close screaming 
uncle, with some saying; uncle corper, copper, corper member, uncle 
Keji, Mr. Kenny and all sorts of variants for Corps member they could 
produce from their head. It was a great sight to behold. There were 
times we took selfies together before the assembly started. What if I 
told you, I served in a school but didn't actually teach as a teacher? I 
and my colleague played the piano and drums for the assembly 
worship, praise session and match past. It was a beautiful moment as 
we woke up every morning to play musical instruments [where does 
that happen in?]. This was more than everything for the pupils as they 
ended up dancing themselves out most times. After the assembly, I 
either was with the administrators at the office or with a teacher in a 
class guiding her in the instructional teaching of English Language as 
an L2. I've had days when I taught them topics in English and 
Literature as they posed a big problem for the teachers in class. Most 



times, I walk into a class room just to play with the kids and speak the 
little Ibibio I know with them. 

A conviction also I had in my heart about serving in a church and a 
school is so that I can get the basic training I needed in order to 
administer a school and college if I were to have one in the nearer 
future. To achieve such things, I know I needed to get grounded in the 
school politics and metrics. There were days for workshop(s) for all 
the teaching and non-teaching staff in the school. This was to aid the 
teaching and methods there in which also has a long way to impact the 
children's lives. Days later, the Ministry of Education had come to 
inspect the administrative and academic aspects of the school. I had 
to take notes with the head-teacher whilst they were around. They had 
inspected the school's loos; health-bay (I remember one of the 
officials saying it must be changed to sick bay but my pastor refused, 
wearing a gown of faith), the class rooms, diaries and what have you. 
There was one of them particularly who was a Muslim and got too 
picky in an attempt to finding faults with the school's systems. When I 
spoke to him in Larbawa, he had become friendly.

*****************************

Could this be a dire passion for teaching? I asked myself as I woke up 
that morning to open the school's gate. Yes, I meant gate. I served in a 
compound that housed a church and a school so one of my 
responsibilities was to open the gate. Anyways, I'm not a gateman, I 
have a colleague too who opens it most times too or closes at night 
[You can choose to call me gateman at your own risk, but I prefer to be 
a gateman in the house of God than a landlord in the castle of the 
devil]. Beyond the gate opening is the joy of being a teacher and a 
serving as a church boy
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Sometime, the joy gets extreme and is painted on the canvass of 
sadness. Days such as this, I've had to re-think my interest in 

th
teaching. One of such was on the 26  of February, 2018 when we had 
a fee drive. This was a day I still find resisting but couldn't forget to 
write in this book. I woke up as early as 6am that morning setting up 
the office. On days like that, I and the other two staff at the 
administrative office would sit attending to defiant parents who have 
refused to pay the tuition fees of their children and wards. One of the 
parents specifically had spoken in Ibibio pointing to me that I was 
senseless and made a blatant curse: “You won't be able to pay your 
child's school fees when it's time.” I wouldn't react anyway but I 
needed to teach her a lesson and let her know that the school was not 
mine. I was only acting under strict instruction. I served her savagery 
as she needed to be served. Few minutes later when she was to be 
permitted into the school, the proprietor ensured she apologized to 
me before she ever got in. She ended up becoming one of my Ibibio 
female friends from that day.

The pastors/proprietors were not on seat that morning. This was a 
deliberate act by them so that parents who haven't completed the 
payment of the fees of their wards and children would not have the 
opportunity to patronize them. I was mad at her as she kept speaking 
in Ibibio and making vitriolic comments. Other parents and members 
of staff watched in full glare as the drama played out. There was 
another proud one who had arrived in a Toyota Camry, yet had 
refused to pay [I learnt he was even a politician]. He almost fought 
with the other Corps member, Yemi, but for the intervention of 
authorities, he received sense from above. How irrational it was that I 
had to face so many days such as these. Here, there were parents who 
didn't value the education of their children. They preferred to drink, 
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eat Afang, attend burials and wear the latest designs. I had a bad day 
and realized such would not have happened if not for NYSC. It was 
not funny and was a reign of insults. The next day was going to be 
another bout of what had happened today but I had become even more 
savage.

****************************

One afternoon, days before officials from the Ministry of Education 
was to come for inspection. We had to put things in order. From the 
first visit, they had offered recommendations and asked that we got 
some things fixed. I was out that afternoon with the proprietor to get 
the school's flag pole fixed and hung the next day. I stayed indoors 
afterwards typing the full lists of books to be kept in the library on 
their arrival. The preparation was like Waiting for Godoth. Since it 
was a primary school, the Ministry only had business with 
accrediting the nursery and day care, the pastor Mrs. got some newer 
toys, instructional charts and equipped the library with some new 
books [all catalogued]. As I walked behind the pastor on the street, 
there were cheers from children who ran on pants and rolled tyres; 
“Corper member, uncle Kopa, Sir Keji, Corps Kopa etc” Only a few 
of them knew what the right term was… Days later when the officials 
came and realized I was Yoruba, one of them encouraged me to make 
sure I marry a woman from Akwa Ibom. I just looked at him with the 
after 4 of my eyes. I never get tired of receiving such advice. There 
were days I met other Yoruba men on a bus with me, got introduced 
and they reveal at the end that they are married to an Akwa Ibom 
woman and I could do the same. I end up replying always; “Okay, 
song song o etie tie” [“Thank you very much” in Ibibio].
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C H A P T E R�� E L E V E N

THE�MARKET�MEMORIES

O
thn Tuesday, the 20  of June, I made my first outing to a market 

close to my residence; Use-Offot market, Nwaniba. I was 
with Yemi, and we got drenched in the rain. Later at night, 

some of the students who attended the church: Smart, Joy and 
Supreme had dined with us. I think that should be our first meal in the 
house cooked and eaten together. It was 2 months later we stopped 
cooking together. That didn't bother me; it was yet a relief of cooking 
different meals. Like the stranger that lived with me for 4 years, we 
were two different people with varying priorities. While he loved tea, 
corn flakes, Indomie and all sorts, I don't have the time for all of that [I 
just plan my meals and eat, not just any food that makes one look and 
feel like a balloon.] How person go dey chop noodles everytime?

At first, things were irrational that he did and we did. I just knew I was 
not ready to give my all; I'd rather use the time to understand my new 
environment and write the future. We would cook our meals together, 
share it equally and he'd ask me to pick one. It was though he knew I 
was bored of the roommate life [In reality, I was done with that life]. 
We were work mates and music-besties. Besides, I was done with that 
hic-up and hic-down of roomie nonsense. Well, three things we 
actually had to do together unavoidably were: fetch from the same 
tap, visit the same market and use the same gas. He was a stupidly 
playful fish (such adjective). We had nights we slept late, talking 
about Akwa Ibom women, Jazz music, RCCG, and all sorts. There 
were times I had to stand-in for him like he did for me too. Whenever I 
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remember the days I saw him in camp, I wouldn't have thought I'd live 
with the same person. Like he said, we were meant to be here 
together. We shared the same RCCG blood no doubt. 

At the market, I had precious memories of talking to some of the 
young girls who stayed at their mother's stalls selling for them. Use-
Offot market was the market much closer to us in my PPA so we went 
there often. I patronized the periwinkle and beans sellers. I loved 
periwinkle with the whole of my heart that there were days I made a 
little soup with much periwinkle to grace it. We had a periwinkle gang 
[I won't mention them] who always say; “the love of periwinkle is the 
beginning of wisdom” One of the little girls in the market had made 
me also like periwinkle, she was sure to fill the measuring cup with 
more whenever she saw me. Many months back, before she knew that 
I was a corps member, she just sold the stipulated measurement. She 
had become friendly when she saw me for the first time in my khaki. I 
asked her what class she was and left her with few words on the 
second day I met with her. This was after she had responded.

“Education is the only weapon you have

to take you out of ignorance and a passport

for a more secured future. It may not be the 

only way but it can open doors for you

whatsoever. So I want you to study hard,

and be serious with school, alright…”

I found a girl child to tell this whenever I visited the market place. 
Many of the came back to say “thank you” to me while some others 
were busy with their mother's or aunt's trade.
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****************************
st

On Thursday, 21  of December, I made my debut visit to Akpan 
Andem market. There are different routes to the market but that is not 
your business except you live in Akwa Ibom or visited. What should 
be your business is that it is one of the largest markets in Uyo where 
food stuffs can be bought. Other reputable markets are Itam market 
meaning Cap market [yes, CAP, like C-A-P], Anua market, Nsukarra 
and lots more. I had gone there with Deaconess Favour Thompson 
who was the wife to the deacon my church. I had told her I had plans 
to buy some things and travel home with them as I was to travel home 
in two days' time for the Christmas celebrations then. She was 
popular with some of the market women. She had helped me buy 
crayfish [1,500], periwinkle [I will tell you about this], and Ogbono 
[melon seed]. I was sure Iya Ibeji would be excited. She kept calling 
over and over and reminded me to buy the food stuffs. Well, when I 
got home with some of the things I had bought, I got a what is this? 
question-tag from Baba Ibeji. He kept asking; “why did you waste 
money to get this, which one is pe-ri-rin-kle?” Aba, Dad, it’s 
Periwinkle and not Peririnkle, don't pronounce it like an Ijesha man... 
Na so my perwinkle waste ooo because the Yoruba man no like am, he 
couldn’t waste his time sucking the periwinkle’s contents. Well,  
others loved it except him. 
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C H A P T E R�� T W E L V E

THE�WHATSAPP�MESSAGE

When I told people I serve in a church, they do two things: 
they either laugh me to scorn and say; LOL, WTF! OMG! 
In a church, how come?' or they look at me and pity the self 

in me.  They didn't know what it meant to have served in a church and 
the joy I had in it. Although, that been said, I didn't have much time to 
myself and with meeting with the RCCF family who kept missing me 

th
daily. I had received a special message on the night before 13  of 
September from Peace. She wrote that I wasn't dressing fine, broke, 
hungry and do not look well. Someone dear to me too had even 
mentioned that I was yet even thin looking like I will break. This 
statement from Peace devastated me so much, yet I kept well and had 
to pick myself up where I had dropped it. She never understood what 
battles I was grappling with at that time and even as I wrote this. I 
hope she finds time to read all of these. She dislikes poetry, hates 
writing and probably that should mean hating me too, LOL. She wish, 
but she couldn’t anyway. She didn't know the stories hidden in a 
sheath, well none of them do…
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When I got here, Lagos became home truly and Akwa Ibom 
became abroad. However, there were times a swap 
occurred; 'here' became home and 'there' became abroad 

[since I was far from my family -18 hours apart]. 

Family has always meant a lot to me. It meant even more all through 
my stay in Akwa Ibom. No day passed by without me reaching out to 
my siblings and parents. They are my world after all. All thanks to 
mobile phone and video calls, travelling as a culture was nipped in the 
bud. I had only gone home twice from here. The third would be my 
final leave out of the state. 

There were times I woke up as early as possible sending a voice note 
to my lovely sister reminding her how precious she was. I've had 
colleagues mention and acknowledge how much attention I give to 
my family [they didn't understand the connection]. Idowu had spoken 
with me how sad she was of how our cousin had let her down over a 
promise he made. She was to have her department's dinner and 
showed me the choice of the two gowns she had in mind. I love her so 
much and she does too. The last experience I have of a gown here was 
with an Akwa Ibom girl who had stopped being friends with me 
because I refused to buy her a gown of 12,000. She knew fully well 
that my alawee for one month nah just 19,800. She wanted me to give 
her 70% of that when I'm supposed to be buying that for the special 
one.  I could afford it but it's stupid. She had probably sent the same 
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KEEPING�UP�WITH�HOME�AND�ABROAD
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request to 20 other guys and I thought to myself, “I don't want to be 
part of her offering”. Well, back to Idowu's gown, they were not as 
trendy as what her other colleagues would wear but there was nothing 
I could have done then. 

There were days I've felt all alone, not having a relative to call [not 
that I didn't have, some were just not responsible, sort of]. Our case 
should be different because greater is he that is us than he that is in the 
world. We don't believe and belong to the world, we belong to Jesus. 
In reliving my thoughts of home, I saw the pupils as my siblings. On 

thFriday 14  of July, I started another session of poetry and music 
rehearsals with the outgoing pupils. With me on the latter part was 
Yemi. At the evening of that same day, I got a call that my first book of 
poetry was published on Okada Books and launched out on all social 
media platforms. There was a warm reception, although, like with all 
other authors too, not many people showed interest at first despite the 
many others who did. I phoned home to inform my mother who was 
amazingly excited for the feat her son had achieved. I also got calls 
and emails from teachers and fellow writers who congratulated me 
for the new feat. 

Two days later, I was out, at a poetry and spoken word meeting. I 
made my first public reading of three of my poems from the new 
collection: When the Rain Falls, I Know Why Your Mother Cries (the 
maiden poem) and one other…Yet, one of my desires had come to 
pass. I was a published poet and author. I invited Peace to come along 
with me. The ground was terraced and wet from continuous rainfall 
that rocked the day. I had waited for her at a bus-top where she had 
come with me. Before we met, I suffered two things: drenched in the 
rain and was a victim of cheat from a tricycle rider. He had absconded 
with the balance of my transport fare. I knew such thing was likely to 
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happen as they were fond of that here. I let it go regretting why I didn't 
give him a smaller denomination. 

Ade was the one who had invited me. He was to cover the 
photography part of the event. I was cold and freaking out. Though, 
Peace hated poetry, she had to watch my performance from the 
beginning till the end [she could have gone away if she had her way]. 
She witnessed people applaud me after my performance, asking for 
my book details and links. I met Oma; she had a beautiful face, 
charming open teeth and was a fine singer; Ifeoluwa, and Benjamin, 
who was also a poet. It was a wonderful environment to be in, one I've 
always longed and loved to be in. That evening, I arrived home late, 
and famished. My pastors were angry I had gone for the show. I felt 
really sad. Did they expect me to live all my life in the church because 
I served in the house of God? These were moments I felt like throwing 
it all to the floor but I kept myself on the radar, as it got better. The 
pastor retorted that he wouldn't have let me go even if I had told him I 
was going out, he was not happy I left knowing there would be 
communion for that evening. It appeared they were more concerned 
about the school and church than any other thing. That was very 
important anyway. God first... I came to realize that they actually 
cared about my dreams, future aspirations and happiness as time went 
by. Beyond all, I followed my heart and gave my very best to the 
school and church. I promised myself to stay in my strength zone not 
doing everything, only the things relevant to me and the kingdom. 
With time, everything that needed to change changed and our true 
selves and strengths were revealed. 

There were some moments when I had to live alone in the church with 
the pastors having travelled to Ibadan where the headquarters was. 

th
Such day was on Saturday, August 5  where all church members had 
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travelled to Ibadan too for the camp exercise. I had to work around the 
clock at this particular time. Five days later, I got the revelation from 
God that whatever had happened was to make me into a better man 
with a better relationship with God. God had made me and taught me 
through the hard way to trust Him and tested me all through the 
process. It dawn on me that God had a reason for allowing me to serve 
in a church; it was an opportunity for me draw more closely to God 
and make the altar my abode. Whenever I felt troubled and reflected 
on the tragedies the stranger and frienemy had caused me, I studied 
the Word of God and found every relief I needed there in. There were 
days of impartation, anointing and prayer services from the 
headquarters. 

The BIBLE had helped me to stay alive and not miss home too much. 
I couldn't feel too emotional, that part of me was harvested months 

th
back. I got a new Bible on Friday, 11  August from the deacon of the 
church. There in, my transformation and settlement was confirmed. 

th
19  of August was one of such special days when I made phone calls 
back home, this time, not to ask of how the neighbours are faring, how 
the Badagry weather is and all sorts but to say: “I Love You Iya 
Ibeji...”

*****************************

This moment, you are trying to keep your head above water, and the 
other, the water and its shores increases. One of such moments was a 
time I had received a call from home that mother was slightly ill, 
however; she was getting better. I had called her on phone and prayed 
for her a speedy recovery. That was the night before Sunday morning 
when a cleaner who also worked in the church had spoken so stupidly 
[kind of] to me. I didn't utter any word as it'd have make things worse. 
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I was mad with her as she almost made me regret why I was serving in 
a church. I had to let go of the anger anyway. 

*****************************

There were moments when abroad made available certain moments 
that didn't make me miss home that much. Such moment was on the 

th15  of September, 2017 when and where I had gotten the trigger to 
write the Orange September poem; “The Akwa Ibom of My Dreams.” 

thAnd on the 18  of the same month, I had finished writing the poem 
and sent it to the ministry of Culture and Tourism as well as other 
social media platforms. Many people had loved it and credited me. 
Some had wondered how it was possible for me as an outsider to have 
depicted the entirety of the state in words so well. It was days later I 
performed it on Radio Akwa-Ibom 90.5FM. It had a large number of 
listeners, indigenes and commuters appreciate the work. 

*****************************
thMy first travel, returning home was in October 6 . I left Akwa Ibom 

by road to the state of Osun, Ikire. I had travelled with Damola, a 
member of the editorial CDS. Such travelling had other corps 
members dress in the full khaki but for me, I never did, not for once. 
And if you didn't get this, I mean; NEVER DID. 

5 days later, I had written a poem; In My Father's House which was 
inspired by a friend and fellow poet; Agarau. I got home since April 
for the first time in October. Badagry, Lagos was where I called home. 
Well, it appears it was, until now. I just didn't like the idea I lived with 
some idiots on my street who kept asking me, even years after my 
graduation from the university; “Kenny, which level you dey now?” I 
don't reply such questions with answers, only savage ones. They 
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wouldn't spoil the fun. I was greatly happy I was home. It felt like 
years. Father was more than fulfilled seeing his first son and child in a 
green Khaki. That meant heaven on earth to him but it meant hell on 
earth to me. Who cares about the khaki, the suits were more preferred 
[even though, only my mother actually made me started wearing a 
suit and using a tie year back].

Lagos filled me with so much creative juice which I had to tap 
unfailingly. I had written the poem; In My Lagos. Although, no one 
really knew I had left Akwa Ibom for Lagos, the poem successfully 
left them with/gave them a clue that I was away from the land of 
promise to the city of excellence. What made it more excellent was 
the fact that my family wouldn't let me rest; they had gotten so 
interested in checking all my NYSC pictures. These were pictures 
only Ade had been able to force out of me. That night, mother, father 
and granny checked all the pictures on my laptop. I saw happiness 
written all over their faces. Father, particularly wouldn't stop been 
amazed. However, he was ignorant of many battles his sons had 
fought and the victory Jesus promised. 

Making my short break interesting was finding my poem; In My 
Lagos featured on a website based in Lagos and meant to show case 
arts, music, fashion and lifestyle in Lagos. The website, Awe Lagos 
had requested that the poem be featured by them. I had also spent the 
little time in the comfort of my room writing my collection of short 
stories, making some designs and working on new brands. The 
holiday was largely memorable for me. I had always been thrilled 
about the story of grandmother [my mother's mother] that I wanted to 
write about it. She told me all I needed to know about her life, 
marriage, battle with family barriers and how Jesus came along the 
way to save her. She was the only reason why I and my siblings found 
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the light of God. 

Earlier that day, I had gone out with my sister, Idowu to meet with old 
time friends: Tony Dedewo, Collins Dedewo, Amaka Okpaluwa. We 
had a good time together talking about the secondary school 
experiences we shared; the present and the future no one sees. Again, 
towards the end of October, on a Tuesday, I left Lagos for the green 
and orange state. For the uncountable times dad had taken me to the 
park at Volks (not in his own car) because…

**************************
st

While the journey started, I had met a young lady, Cynthia, a 1  class 
student of Economics. I saw her earlier at the same park where I took 
God is Good Motors. But, she was too coy to even talk as she sought 
for her ear piece as a companion. I knew I had to break this silence. I 
wouldn't have sat close to her somehow, yet, anyhow, our seat 
numbers ended up falling together in place. We spoke all through the 
journey which had started around 7:30am. We arrived Uyo at about 
10:00pm. As I got into Ikot-Ekpene, I had a paranoid feeling which I 
remember I last had during my first visit to the state. Yet, again, I was 
back into reality. I knew the cycle of service continued. 

**************************

In the middle of February when my pastor and his wife returned from 
Ibadan where they had gone for the church's convention, they 
returned with half a bag of Garri. Everyone, [I mean including the 
serious and not-too-serious staff] was all excited. They had no doubt 
that they would get some present from her. 

Mrs. Ojo Emmanuel had phoned me days ago that she would return in 
a few days' time with her husband, and she promised to come with 
white-Ijebu garri. I couldn't be sure it's from Ijebu Igbo, Ijebu-Ode, 
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Ilesha, and Ibadan or even from Ikire, FUNNY. To Akwa Ibomites 
here, all garri that is white is Ijebu-Garri. What a pull of excitement as 
they were entirely glad they have white garri to themselves. One of 
the teachers particularly asked me to give her mine stating I was used 
to the garri and it shouldn't really mean a lot to me. “Well, for now! It 
does, which time you see me chop white garri last?” I said to her.

Sometimes, a cup of white garri was just enough to make you feel 
every Yoruba consciousness you ever need to feel. I had moments 
when I carried some food stuffs from Lagos down here; my sister had 
gone to the market and bought some little food stuffs for me. More 
than being my cook, she was a smooth shopper. 

*****************************

Again in December, it was expedient to go home for the festivity. I 
just knew I couldn't celebrate Christmas of 2017 in Akwa Ibom. If I 
were to stay here, I wouldn't have had any problem as my pastor as 
well as church members would have me welcomed to their houses 
with an executive treatment at that. However, I couldn't nurse the 
thought of celebrating Christmas and New Year away from home and 
my family particularly. I needed to go home no matter what it cost me. 
Such decisions were daunting one I had made and took the risk of 
plying the pitiable roads of the inter-states. 

rdOn Saturday, 23  of December I left Akwa Ibom the second time. 
This was barely 48 hours before Christmas. Did it make any sense? I 
said to myself as I got closer to the Itam Park. Spending the whole day 
in transit was hell. Yet, what made it heaven-like was spending the 
journey with some University of Uyo students I met at the beginning 
of the journey. I got home at about 1:45am on Sunday morning [how 
weird!]. My pastor had prayed for me that morning before I left. 
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His prayer didn't go in vain. On a normal day, I couldn't have been 
necessarily out in Lagos at a bus-top at that time. It is either you get 
way-laid or find yourself in the wrong group. Lagos is beautiful with 
such crazy stories of Every Day is For the Thief. My family won't let 
me rest [I know they care]. They kept calling over and over. When I 
got to Agbara by mid-night, father and the youngest man in the house, 
Alaba had come to the bus-top to take me home. Tired and frustrated 
as I was, I still had to take the greetings out of my mouth to father and 
to my brother whose paintings and words I had missed. What kept you 
so late? Ughhh!!! You had us a worried. Idowu's mouth rolled with 
those words as I walked into the house. I just looked at her and killed 
the retorts with a hug. My family welcoming me at the bus-top meant 
more than everything to me. It showed how priceless and valuable I 
was to them. 

I spent the Christmas and the first day of the New Year of 2018 with 
my family and had to travel back to the orange and green state the next 
day. How weird it was to leave your refreshment and rest on the 
second day of a new year. Do you actually want to kill yourself for 
NYSC? What kind of love do you have for your PPA? These were 
questions from colleagues who felt I had no reason to travel early. 
Well, I didn't like the idea too; my clearance for the month of January 

thwas scheduled for 4  of January. 
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FINDING�TOMORROW,�MAKING�
MONEY,�ALAWEE�NA�SCAM

C H A P T E R�� F O U R T E E N
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NYSC taught most corps members' two things: how to allow 
your happiness be glued to a credit alert and how to spend 
#19,800 in the most gruesome manner. The money was never 

enough for anyone [na blood money, in the words of some]. Some 
corps members didn't even need to depend on it as they had other 
means of making money: investment, business, online delivery, 
internet fraud, fashion, freelancing, private tutorials, workshops and 

thwhat have you. On Wednesday, the 19  of July, just 10 days before my 
birthday, I was out to print some flyers for Lofty Heights Consults 
where I freelance. I did that so as to share it and win a number of new 
clients in the student-domiciled environment. 

That day was also my second CDS. Friends had congratulated me on 
the success of my book. I spoke to Aanuoluwa, a digital marketer who 
promised to help me share the book. Despite the success of the 
publication, not everyone showed positive interest in getting one. 
This didn't move me that much. Writers get to grapple with tales of 
friends, families and colleagues who would promise to get your work 
but wouldn't. Two days later, I walked the streets of Ikpa Road pasting 
flyers on walls and speaking to people if they needed help with 
writing, graphic design, editing and English Language generally. As I 
walked pass the university road and campus, many students had 
looked at me wondering who I was. Well, I didn't dress to show I was a 
serving corps member. Many times, I actually didn't dress like that, I 
was just me and that was okay by me.  



That day, I had made efforts to print business cards too. Well, I 
realized it was far more than doing all of those. Spiritually, I had to 
print business cards with God too. That I was able to do by redeeming 
a pledge I had made weeks ago. I had made a covenant with God. As I 
redeemed it, my pastor, Ojo Emmanuel prayed for me from his heart. 
I got that money back from another branding job the same week. This 
is a test of faith to many out there to believe in seed sowing.

*************************
thSeptember 26  would be a day I never forgot so soon. I had my first 

interview ever for the position of a journalist/reporter. It was a 
newspaper house, Concord at 35A, Ekpeyong Street in Oron road.  
The media house produces a newspaper, magazine and ran shows on 
TV, besides; it's one of the most popular newspapers in the state. The 
HR/Manager was impressed and got really interested in me having 
seeing my set skills and heard my broadcast. I was asked to broadcast 
a message live with voice-over. My voice was applauded and wowed 
other participants: Eno and Joy. The Editor draw close to me and 
whispered into my ear; “You were selected first as you excelled over 
the other 3. You have the opportunity to build your career…” 

I got to realize that the man didn't complete his statement on this day. 
Weeks later when I got my appointment letter, I had seen the salary of 
#18,000. I was amazed how insensible he had meant for #18,000 to 
build my career. Imagine-this was not even equivalent with the 
NYSC stipend talk more of what I've had to make in just simple real 
time job. I got the appointment letter but never resumed [I never ever 
passed that road again]. This was not the life I promised myself. I've 
not studied so hard, read books to shape my mind, improved my skills 
all too finally end up in a rat race. NEVER! I mean NEVER!!! 
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*****************************
th

On Wed, 8  of November, the flyers were ready. I had few friends 
whose love for me was necessarily important to my growth. One of 
such was Rachael Egberigbine, a student of French and International 
Studies from my university. She had gone out with me on one 
particular day to share flyers at pharmacies, supermarkets, and 
eateries etc. For me, these were true moments of friendship. She also 
made my birthday quite special and our visits and tours within the 
state had made the service year quite engaging. She had read my first 
poem for me on Radio Akwa Ibom. 

thOn Monday, 20  of November, I visited the University of Uyo to 
share flyers again and advertise the brand. I remember walking past 
some students who had looked in disdain since they didn't know who 
I was again. I didn't dress like a corps member. I met Beryl first, a 
diploma student in English Literatures. I also met with Elijah, another 
student and a lecturer whom I introduced myself to. We spoke in deep 
length and in deep breath. I talked with Beryl; she was a writer, singer 
and song writer. She had listened to my poem; The Colour of my Akwa 
Ibom Dreams which was aired weeks back. I was amazed like she was 
too. She never imagined that the young man who had walked into her 
department like a JAMBite would be the poet she had listened to 
weeks back. I had made efforts to share the flyers with some of them 
hoping they'd become possible clients, student-mentee and friends. I 
was shocked none had really turned up. There is the assertion that 
people from here cannot really go extra miles in getting quality 
education. Well, I'm not right, you are not wrong and vice-versa. It's 
only a perception, below is the poem:
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THE COLOUR OF MY AKWA IBOM DREAMS

If it's about the brush,

It may not be enough to colour my Akwa Ibom dreams.

The Akwa Ibom of my dreams,

The colour and the beam.

My Akwa Ibom dream started like a sleep,

Created with the 'gida machne.

My dream was located in the South-South region.

The region of productivity and motive,

The land of promise,

If it's for the drop of colours on you,

We will not stop to look at the bright side of you.

For the praise of your history,

The enigmatic colours

And the complex story of craft and culture,

Indigenous entrepreneurship and unity in diversity.

An epochal, old, young, men and women want to cradle.

The colour of my Akwa Ibom dream

Is orange,

With 30 shades of beauty.
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In 30, the significance laid.

David became king, heaven opened for Jesus.

It's more than the open heavens,

Yet your kingship manifest

In the colour of creativity, balance, passion

And the companion your healing stimulates.

I choose to colour you orange, 

This is who you are,

The Qua-Iboe River celebrates 

Your beauty.

The colour of my Akwa Ibom is orange

Your hospitality is orange

Friendly and warm we all are

Akwa Ibom Ayaya!

Akwa Ibomites, Dakkada!
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C H A P T E R�� F I F T E E N

TAKING�A�PROFESSIONAL�COURSE
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here was this myth about NYSC year being a waste of time. THowever, what would make it no waste is in engaging one's 
self in different professional courses. The so called marketers 

would try to get your little N19,800 into their own pockets all in the 
name of professional courses. DO YOU KNOW: that some of these 
institutes were actually classrooms in disguise with all sort of funny 
names? However, there were very legitimate ones, more costly, 
competitive and lucrative [for the organizers]. While on camp, some 
institutes [I will save the names] had come advertising their own 
professional course which was on HSE and Project Management. It 
looked all too perfect. Some corps members had registered in 
advance hoping the professional would be a life saver and push them 
to their dream jobs [I laughed]. But, all were cakes iced with the 
cream of lies. 

I started my own class in Human Resource one Saturday like that sha. 
We were to be trained as recruiters, an HR personnel and 
people/resources managers. Although, my pastor was first not happy 
about my choice of going for a class every Saturday. It would mean 
me not around for the rehearsal with the choir. However, I was not 
disobedient; I just had to take my life into my own hands. 

*****************************

When I got my first allowance from the church through the pastor, I 
had the choice of spending it on food and some other things but I 



made the choice of sowing it as a seed and I let God have His way on 
that. I was to pay for the professional course, but I was sure it wouldn't 
be from that money. I concluded my last class for Human Resource 
Management (HRM). I served as the course representative. At the end 
of the class lectures, I made a call to the class to have a standing 
ovation for our teacher. 

thOn the 19  of August, a perfect Saturday at that, I left Uyo for Owerri. 
That would be my first visit to Imo state. I was with about 20 others 
who were course mates with me during the HRM classes. We passed 
through Umuahia and Aba. As we drove past, the Ibibio man who 
drove us played their traditional Ibibio song which became 
cacophonous to our ears since we didn't understand the language. We 
had arrived the venue, a very big hotel in Owerri. We were afterwards 
inducted as professionals, graduate members and fellows into the 
Institute of Arts' and Management Professionals. Of all, three 
certificates were awarded. Dear Prospective Corps Member, it's your 
choice to study a professional course. You should decide that.
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C H A P T E R�� S I X T E E N

THE�VARIOUS�VISITS�AND�EXPLORATION

I had no idea I was going to tour around the state for the time being. 
I just promised myself I was going to have much fun, feed my 
eyes, and go beyond the limits. The first visit I ever had was to 

Maritime Academy in Oron town. Oron was one of the most 
prominent places in the state that the name itself could stand as a 
nation [well, they seem to call themselves; Oron nation]. I went to see 
Zhul, the guy I had met at the park when I left Lagos for here. He had 
at this time helped me bring food stuffs from home. He had travelled 
home to get some stuff himself. He was kind, welcoming and 
friendly. He had wished I could stay longer than I stayed. 

*****************************

What a great way to start the new month of September, 2017. By 
st

evening of the 1  of the month, I and some friends had gone to visit the 
Godswill Akpabio stadium. It was the first time I'd witness a live 
match, one by my country at that. Nigeria's Super Eagles had played 
the Lions of Cameorun and defeated them 4 to nil. I was with my 
colleague, Yemi, Peace and Gloria, a fellow member of the Editorial 
CDS and co-OAP. The feeling was fantastic as we took pictures too, 
first at the ATM point, then at the stadium. It was also a memorable 
day I will never forget. What a way to distract myself and feel like a 
Nigerian. We got in, luckily, without tickets because we were corps 
members. 

th
On Wednesday, the 6  of September also, I had my first visit to the 



state's secretariat. I was with Biodun, my CDS president then. He was 
posted to the ministry of Agriculture. I'm not like you who were posted 
to a church, he said with glee on his face. We spoke about graphics, 
design, branding amongst other things. A day later, I was with Nonso 
who had succeeded Biodun. That day was his birthday anyways. He 
was a very weird tech-guru and full of life. We had drinks, cake, 
tossed to a good life and said things about him. I had much to say even 
though we had just gotten close not too long ago. 

*****************************

I had promised myself that I would give myself a wonderful treat 
thbefore I left the state and I lived up to those words. On the 16  of 

September which was a Saturday, I and most of my CDS members 
had visited the Ibionor beach in Eket where the oil firm, Mobil was. 
After the Maritime Academy in Oron, Le Meridian, and Tropicana 
etc. were places I visited [with friends and alone]. This was a centre of 
attraction for those home and abroad. We were about 30 altogether at 
the beach. I was one of the members of the planning committee who 
had ensured that the outing went smooth sail. I searched out for 
games, drafted an order of program and coordinated logistics. We had 
a wonderful time all together, ate, involved in games, swum, and took 
pictures that would forever be memorable. I stayed back when others 
were eating to enjoy the peace of the weather and the promising touch 
of the sand on the seashores as they combed my feet. I was inspired to 
write some lovely poems and performed an ode to the ocean that day. 

I could remember vividly that there were some white expatriates on 
the beach too [obviously, top expatriates at Mobil]. They had rented a 
large part of a shelter where they all gathered playing games, 
drinking, smoking and having fun. I tried as much as possible to take 
my eyes off the white women with them. Even the mobile policemen 
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attached with them would scare you to look too long at them. One of 
the white men, I think, George by name was humble enough to take a 
picture with us. 

*****************************

Birthdays are precious days in people's lives; particularly when they 
are people that really matter to you. We were not many who served 
here in Akwa Ibom that were also alums from my alma-mater. 
Olapeju Nifemi was one of such [She had been the second reader and 
lover to purchase my book of poetry when it first came out]. Others 
were Rachael [mentioned earlier], Oluwayemisi, Cherri, Elizabeth 
for the Batch A Stream 1. Michael, Biola and Bisi had joined for the 
Batch A, stream 2 while Tayo was with the Batch B Stream 1. 

It was a night of celebration as Nifemi had her birthday. She had 
invited me as well as Rachael with other friends from my school and 
other corps members. It was coincidentally my first visit to 
Tropicana. Tropicana was a building that housed an over-rated 
cinema, spa, casino, bar and lounge. It had a Karaoke too with a photo 
studio where people all over the state came to have fun and spent 
quality time. After the bout of pictures that day, we went to a big 
restaurant just across the road to eat and have some drink. We had 
great fun. However, for me, it was in a khaki trouser and a vintage 
shirt. I could not go home to have my clothes changed that 
Wednesday as I left the studio quite late. We all didn't appreciate 
our friendships while in school, not until this time that life had to 
bring us together.

Another important birthday was that of Ade which held on Monday, 
th

11  of December, 2017. He had invited me to come over that day 
particularly. It was a day filled with pictures, jokes, love, fun and the 
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ripples of friendship. Our walls of friendships were made stronger 
with days such as this. Ade didn't really wield the camera that day; he 
had Nonso turn the shutter every moment some juicy expressions 
were to be captured. 

*****************************
th

On Wednesday, 20  of December, I made my first visit to Ibiaku, off 
Oron Road and which directly led to where the state's airport was. 
Two days before that, I was out one weekend, on a Saturday taking 
pictures of the beautiful roads and bridge along Nwaniba road,
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C H A P T E R�� S E V E N T E E N

Since Rachael persuaded me to have my poem aired on the 
station, Radio Akwa Ibom 90.5FM, I didn't show much 
interest. I couldn't add to the already tight schedules and work 

deadlines I had to meet. She had spoken with the then team leader, 
Kelvin, who was later retained after the youth service by the National 
Television Authority (NTA) in Akwa Ibom. These were part of the 
little lessons NYSC taught me: whatever your hand find doing, do it 
well. 

th
On Wednesday, 13  December, I was at the studio of Akwa Ibom 
Broadcasting Corporation to record our show, “For My Country.” I 
co-hosted with Gloria Osadeba, Rachael, Orlachi Njoku, 
Feyibukunmi amongst many others. Gloria was a smooth talker, quite 
taciturn, but a committed OAP whose love for radio and talking is like 
the love for winter by ice-skaters. Rachael always took the 
relationship and motivational segment, Feyibukunmi always 
anchored the topics in food, fruits, and beverages as Orlachi joined 
me most times to anchor. We once had Samuel, a former member of 
the NCCF, who was also at that time a member and president of the 
Gender and Charity CDS. I once invited him over to the show. [You 
don't know these people, I know, just follow through, I am with you.]

Radio for me was something I never took serious before. However, 
with NYSC, I was able to build a career in radio broadcasting, news 
casting and mastering voice-overs. Most time, our shows covered 

MY�CAREER�AS�AN�ON-AIR�PERSONALITY
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issues about NYSC, entertainment, the literary worldview, politics, 
and sports etc. The producers were Nse and one other dude. They 
were humble but loved Yoruba girls as they never stopped playing 
with my co-OAPs as their Kopa Wifey, SMH for them.

 It was amazing I was able to tap my creativity and voice during 
this period. My love for journalism therefore increased. It was an 
avenue for my writings to get aired too as many people had 
requested that they wanted to see my book. I had read one of the 
poems from the collection on one particular day. 
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C H A P T E R�� E I G H T E E N

CAN�YOU�WRITE�A�BOOK?

As I busied myself in the room with a design on my PC, the 
pastor had asked someone to call me as we later on prepared 
for the evening service. He asked; “Can you write a book?” 

Although, he didn't even know I was a self-published author then 
with a book of Poetry, I replied, yes sir…Then we discussed about his 
new book. He explained to me how much he wanted to write a book. 
This was indeed a confirmation that God brought me here for a 
purpose. I knew this as he called me and it was not a shock. I knew 
God wanted to use me to help him write his first book. I went ahead 
therefore drafting out the proposed chapters and the outline. 

I asked Imabasi this same question weeks later. She was an Akwa 
Ibomite and a budding writer at this time. She had just started writing 
just about three months before we had met. She was yet weird like me 
and just like other writers. There were moments when she 
complained to me that her family saw her as outsider. I persuaded her 
that those moments were necessary in the life of a writer [well, for 
those who have decided to choose that path]. I read somewhere where 
Friedrick Nietzsche wrote that;

“There exists in the world a single path along which

No one can go except you: whither does it lead? Do

       No ask, go along it…”

These were more than enough words to have her believe and be ready 
to walk through that path [may be, for life, I can't say]. I realized I 
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could connect even more deeply with Imabasi as I spoke to her on 
how she could get better, the technique in writing, forming 
characters, setbacks and successes faced/needed by a writer/poet. I 
shared with her precious and invaluable experiences from my writing 
career. We ended the day with me reading and critiquing some of her 
poems. She left; refusing to take what I offered her for refreshment 
[she was rather shy]. 
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THE�AFANG�AND�EDIKANG�IKONG�MEMORIES
C H A P T E R�� N I N E T E E N

ONE THING I would come to discover in Akwa Ibom is that 
they spend a lot on food and clothes. Beyond that, they love 
to eat from the most expensive pots and plates. An average 

Akwa Ibomite is ready to spend all he/she has on cooking right. There 
was one of such people, the deacon and deaconess of our church. It 
seemed like they were heaven's sent as they made us well-prepared 
soup(s) regularly. 

As a Yoruba man, I tell them here back home in South West, Nigeria, 
education is more important than even food itself which for them here 
is secondary [may be, not all of them]. It was sad first when I 
discovered they don't have the same passion for education as they 
have for food and clothes. Well, there was nothing I could do, 
different societies have their different configurations and there was 
no more a foreigner could do. 

th
This particular day, on the 4  of August, we were hosted by the 
deaconess of the church. She made me and my colleague Afang soup 
and confam Fufu. That was my second experience of eating a well-
prepared Afang Soup. The first I had was my second night in Uyo. I've 
had friends and other corps members praise the soup amongst others 
like White Soup, Editan, Edikang Ikong, Fisherman soup etc. I'm 
like…damn, why is the soup called White Soup? I can't forget so soon 
the experience of that Afang-ed night. I looked at the deacon's face 
and I said to my mind; “this man must be really enjoying” When  
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asked her how much it had cost her to prepare all, she said, “#10,000” 
LOL, That would make a soup for one week in Lagos for some 
families. 

There was this special kind of taste the leaves had, Afang 
particularly is cooked with water leaf so as to soften it. I had 
wanted to learn how to make at least 5 soups before I left but I 
couldn't at the very end. It's either the deaconess was busy, my 
other foodie-teachers were not ready to teach me or I was too busy 
to get into the kitchen to learn [but I love cooking and don't burn 
foods]. Let me remind you that there were few Yoruba kitchens 
here where you could get Gbegiri and Ewedu. Many Yorubas 
actually lived here, so they opt for that most time when there was 
need to feel home abroad. 
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C H A P T E R�� T W E N T Y

WE�ALL�HAVE�CDS�STORIES
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Ade held his camera out that day like he always had to do on 
every particular day. He reminded me of the Afolayan's with 
his hair that was much enough to build a castle. 

th
On Wednesday, 12  July, I had my first Community Development 
Service (CDS) meeting which held at the Federal Secretariat, along 
Abak Road. The complex was a big structure, quite famous and 
housed some of the government's main parastatals: The Immigration, 
NSCDC, and NYSC Akwa Ibom Secretariat amongst others. That 
morning, I met with other members of the Editorial team who were 
largely members of the Orientation Broadcasting Service (OBS) 
while we were on camp. We had talked on making the end-of-service 
magazines, newsletters, and pamphlets etc. which I was opportune to 
be in charge of the design and art direction as an appointed Creative 
director. Many of the Editorial members later on got to know that I 
was a published author, writer and a reporter who was rather 
insignificant while on camp. Many of them started calling me by the 
name of my poetry collection; I Know Why Your Mother Cries. 

One particular day, I decided to explore my journalistic skills. Well, 
as reporters and writers, it was suffice of us to carry out interviews 

rdand other things. So, on one clearance day, Aug, 3 , I had met an 
aspiring entrepreneur who sold fried meat in order to make a living. I 
had an interview with him and had it published on our social media 
platforms. Below is the essay I wrote of it and the interview 



afterwards: 

Clearance Drama: Aspiring Undergraduate Wears Suit As He Sells 
Fried Meat to Corps Members

It was not a day like other days for most corps members. 
rdThursday 3  August, been the last day of the clearance for most corps 

members for the month of August was a busy day with everyone 
almost joining one queue or the other where their respective banks 
fell into.

So many activities occupied the moment; platoon mates who 
had missed themselves could be seen hugging each other, some 
making photocopies, some arguing over who was in a queue and who 
was not. However, despite all of these, one person had taken the 
spotlight. This was Chukwuemeka. Every corps member looked in 
amazement at this young man who wore a suit with a well tucked in 
white starched shirt. His shoes were well polished that drops of water 
could fall on it yet it would splash away. One could literarily see 
oneself in it.

Emeka was dressed like this and held a white transparent 
bucket over his shoulder as supported by his right arm. In the bucket 
were grilled meats held together by toothpicks and well arranged in 
rows. Like most graduates would think, some had looked at the young 
man in disdain and for some in shock why he was dressed like that and 
yet selling meat. I was talking away when this young man caught my 
attention. I thought to myself; this is yet an exciting story that could 
make a feature sponsored in our monthly editorial, Ibom Kopa of 
which I was part of as my CDS. 

I had a very short interview with the young man to the shock 
of other corps members who wondered what a fellow corps member 
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was doing with a meat seller or who probably didn't know I was part 
of the Ibom Kopa Editorial crew; below are the excerpts from the 
interview;

Kenny: Can I meet you? I mean what's your name?

Emeka: My name is Chuwu Ebuka Obi, I am from Anambra state.

Kenny: Very good. So what brought you to Akwa Ibom state?

Ebuka: I've been here for some time since I concluded my secondary 
education in 2008. I live with my older brother. Trade brought me 
here.

Kenny: That would take us to my next question. If I'm right, do you 
mean the trade in fried meat *points to plastic*?

Ebuka: yes! Something like this, I've been doing this for some time 
now, since August last year to support myself. There is no support for 
me to go to school…

Kenny: That is not too good to hear but then, there is hope. I was 
inspired to come speak to you as you took the attention of all corps 
members by dressing in a suit and tie to sell your grilled meat. What 
inspired that dressing?

Ebuka: *shy* well, yes, I've been dressing like this for long now 
because I am a pastor too and as a business man, I believe in 
packaging.

Kenny: so that means you love the way you dress and no one compels 
you to?

Ebuka: yes, I love it. I'm trying to make a living.

Kenny: On an average, how much do you make in a day and how 
much meat do you prepare?
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Ebuka: ehn ehn, sometimes I make a profit close to #2000 but I make 
meat of over #15,000 daily.

Kenny: So why did you decide to target corps members as your 
customers (market target)?

Ebuka: Yes, I just feel I will sell more if I come here, noting more.

Kenny: Very good. Your story is inspiring. I love your spirit of 
entrepreneurship. Despite selling this thing in a plastic, you didn't 
feel shy to still dress responsibly. You have all eyes of corps members 
on you.

Ebuka: I don't feel shy because I know I won't do this forever.

Kenny: So do you have plans to go back to school? 

Ebuka: Yes, like I said, I left secondary school since 2008, I once 
applied for an admission into Anambra State University and Imo 
State University to study Engineering but I wasn't selected.

Kenny: Well, I'm sorry about that. You can still get to the university 
and pursue your dreams of becoming a trained engineer. I still see you 
becoming that. Just stay focused on your dreams, keep pushing and 
try to do that next year. We look forward to seeing how we will get 
required support for you. I will from today keep in touch with you so 
as to help out in any way I can okay.

Ebuka: *shocked* wow, thank you sir, I'm grateful

Kenny: It's okay. I am just like you. We all have a story to tell and I 
have decided to tell yours. Take care

NB: Ebuka has decided not to engage in robbery or drugs like some 
other youths who are yet to get a job or admission into a higher 
institution. He prepares himself as an entrepreneur, yet with great 
hope that he will someday become an engineer. 
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***************************

Wednesday, the 23rd day of August was one of my best CDS 
moments as I led the Editorial group who brain-stormed and wrote 
a poem on “My Khaki.” My poetry performance had kept everyone 
on their feet. I performed it in spoken words and it was the best 
performance that day. My colleagues applauded me and I returned 
every glory to God. I similarly got a request from Alabi Tosin, who 
promised to help me with the production of the poem on his radio 
show on Inspiration FM. We never did it for one reason or the 
other. The day I was to be in the studio with Ade, we had missed 
our way locating there. Adeoye later was instrumental to the audio 
recording of the poem which was later uploaded online for 
downloads and streaming. 
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MY KHAKI

My khaki, you've become music

having remixes,

Of crazy fashionista corps members

whose khaki have become dinner, 

wedding and fashion wares.

My khaki, Nigeria's pride.

A symbol of a yellow sun

ready to serve our Motherland

Bestowed graces and spaces,

for youths whose life is enmeshed in green.

Like green that brings grin to some.

A stranger in the midst of rosy

waiting for my Wednesday's ritual.
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Let me not toast to the doors

opened for me by your stretch

or the stress bequeathed by your depth.

I wonder if life could be straight

as how straight you are.

In pockets, my life hides in buckets of

allowances and stipends.

How ravaging the year can be,

with you trespassing in my choice clothes.

My khaki; the dry cleaner's nightmare

The dream I want to 

wake from.

Don't wake me up from the dream,

My khaki remains the pride in glow.

The strength the government knows 

As I wave with smile,

And smile the smile of smiles.

Others were:  

IN THE SPIRIT OF SERVICE
That the path our heroes threaded

May be painted with the oil of diligence,

In the spirit of purity,

Of hearts and thoughts,

towards the motherland.
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The spirit of service

came rushing.

A reminder of the apostles'

Here is a fall of tongues of service.

Three hearty cheer to the 

freedom the murderers thought we lost,

For we signed on our souls,

the strength beneath the soles.

More than a uniform!

More than chorus!

More than a passion!

It is the vision yet for tomorrow,

which lies in the secret of service

And here, I bring to you the:

MAMMY MOMENTS

There was a digital illustration I made of Mammy Market poem. I 
took the pictures you see there. Closer to the lens was one Otondo I 
didn't know, the other three: includes Francis and my home-town 
brother in the middle. The last man from left was a co-sprinter with 
me. I was right behind them that day on our way to Mammy market to 
get beans and bread. They didn't know I took the picture. Today, I'm 
glad I did as I was able to record the memory of that day.



MAMMY MARKET

Get thrilled by the cheerful sounds

 Of tired but happy corps members

 Who had just concluded the parade of the day?

 Like ants they descend into your sugar.

 Mind you, if the display of kilishi, barbecue

 and ice cream do not attract you,

 the scary screams of soldiers

 giving the next orders will.

 Yet, if that doesn't shake your veins,

 Then 'remove head gear' would.

Women and youths welcoming warmly,

 With hands open and recurrent phrases;

 'Photocopy, divine charging, purity photography'.

 One would ask what market is as sweet as this?

 That can bring smile to the face of already tired

 corps members.

 And to the rich folks,

 Who are always ready to take the unsuspecting chick

 to Mammy market.

 He buys her a plate of food, 
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 Crying inside, as his heart reminds

 him that all he has taken for the day

 is a satchel of water.

Mammy market is like mothers,

 No matter how strict, the more we love them.

 The prices of things only remain a phrase

 in the hearts of some.

 They will never pay a visit

 to Mammy market. 

OUR STORIES WILL SOON BE TOLD

NB: This poem got reposted by the Instagram page: NYSC Diary. I 
had written the poem as inspired by a post CDS picture Ade took of 
us. 

If we are to share the

Happiness on our faces,

A smile would be more than enough.

They asked why we are

So connected like hotspots,

Our response left them on a spot.

We are happy for our

Fears have become an ingredient
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For us to cook the sauce of victory.

We are happy for the feat,

We are happy in the spirit of service,

Our khaki,

And the hope that

Our story will soon be told
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**************************************
thOn Wednesday, 17  January 2018, I was at the CDS for the month, 

being the first. A core NYSC official had sent me out of the meeting 
for not wearing either my crested vest or the white vest [just because it 
was slightly different]. It was an embarrassing moment to behold but, 
I had to leave in obedience. Weeks later, he hadn't known I was the 
one he asked to leave the meeting. He knew neither my name or if I 
was the team's graphic designer.  

th
I can remember vividly that in one of the CDS's, on the 19  of 
February 2018, I had spoken with Ade on him taking some pictures 
for the cover page of this memoir. I had called my design boss and 
friend; Omotola over the week. He had suggested that we shoot the 
images for the cover page. “Well, that's the idea, I have spoken with 
Kasali, he should be the model for the picture” I said to Ade who 
looked rather distracted. I won't blame him; we actually had enough 
drama to watch from that day's clearance. Kasali was the chief whip 
and a crazy comedian at that. I decided to have him grace the cover 
page [I don't think I wanted to be on that cover page, I just didn't feel 
like.]



C H A P T E R�� T W E N T Y� O N E

I have taken time to share with you how it all started from the OBS. 
I was privileged to serve as the graphic designer for the time 
being, 11 months I think. I designed the monthly newsletter and 

my batch's Passing-Out-Parade (POP) Magazine. It was a volunteer 
service which made it almost frustrating. What made it even more 
frustrating was the fact that we had to work on reviews, meet crazy 
deadlines and work under pressure. OMG!!! You call it volunteer 
service, so you get to work for free.

th
This was how the journey began. On Wed 15 , Nov of 2017, we had 
the appointment of new executives made in my CDS. I was appointed 
as the creative director, NYSC Editorial CDS. Some of my 
colleagues had expected that I'd be selected as the president [Well I 
don't think I wanted that, I knew I served in a church and wouldn't 
have time for that. Nonso was just the best for that position]. We 
therefore promised to serve and give our best to NYSC and to the 
state. 

We had moments when I had to stay back with Biodun and Blaise to 
work on the magazine. Biodun usually made the design but I had to 
take over from him as he graduated from the NYSC corps. I didn't 
understand the assertion that NYSC was a volunteer service until I 
had to start using my own laptop, internet access and time for the 
cause of NYSC. Did the scheme really cared about me like I did? 
These were part of the questions I asked myself as I clicked on my PC 

HOW�I�GOT�TO�BE�THE�STATE'S�
GRAPHICS�DESIGNER
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trying to arrange the design layout. 

***************************************
thOn the 6  of October, 2017, I had received praises for the first Ibom 

Kopa Newsletter I designed. These came all over in different time all 
over the state. Also, were there times I hated the entire scheme with 
passion. These were times when I wished there was nothing like 
NYSC. True, it is to test your patriotism, love, passion and service to 
the motherland, what happens when the motherland does not 

rdreciprocate such love in return. I had this feeling on the 23  of 
February. I had just finished teaching some of writing protégés from 
my PPA, I went to the work room, seated in an open office with no fan 
and chin-chin to keep me distracted as I designed [I used this to break 
the boredom]. I was with the CDS president that day and worked 
entirely for about 6 hours. At the end of the design and lay-out which 
had taken me about 15 hours to complete, I got a THANK YOU from 
NYSC. Although, I was heartbroken and there was little I could do, I 
left the office with Nonso who also complained bitterly. I remember 
well. I didn't even eat that day until I got home. We had even walked 
all the way from the Federal Secretariat to the State Secretariat. This 
was not only impossible for many other corps members but also stark 
stupid. 

I decided to find relieve in the fact that I was to get done with the 
scheme in few weeks. Besides, all these were experiences that would 
end up becoming useful in the real job environment. Sometimes, you 
need to find your worth in yourself and not in people's #20:00 (twenty 
naira) Thank You. More than anything, NYSC was there to teach us 
endurance, service, humility and perseverance. 
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C H A P T E R�� T W E N T Y� T W O

I, my colleague; Yemi and two of his friends, Tomilayo and Tomi 
decided to celebrate our employers and pastor, Bolu Florence 
Ojo. We had made a surprise cake and the entire church was 

amazed. We also presented her with a card which all of us wrote our 
best wishes in. 

She was a great woman with a discerning spirit. There were times 
things that were to happen would have been discerned by her. She was 
a mother-figure [one that I could tell about whatever I needed to do 
and she was a cook, a great one at that]. There were times, as corps 
members in the church; we were reminded that they had us in mind. 

One thing that thrilled me the most about her was her love for 
Nigerian Literatures, Christian books and other narratives. On the 

th
24  of February, a young girl, also a church member had come to 
return a novel she had lent from her. My pastor received that and gave 
her a new read then [at least to the girl]. The novel was Chimamanda's 
Americanah. She had won my heart the umpteenth time with this act. 
She was instrumental to my stay in Akwa Ibom and gave every moral 
support I needed to grow in how to run a school, administer the 
church, and keep financial records amongst other things. 

When I first met her, she was sitting right in the office. She 
welcomed me as a returnee from the NYSC orientation camp. She 
looked fierce, yet, subtle in words. She had stated that her other 
names was Mfoniso and she was from Eket. I wasn't ready to 

PASTOR�MRS�BOLU�FLORENCE�OJO,�
THE�AMERICANAH

�CELEBRATES�HER�BIRTHDAY
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believe such expensive jokes. How would Bolu Florence Ojo be 
from Eket. LOL. I got to realize she wished she was. Other names I 
got familiar with were Idongesit, Meyenem, Abasifreke, Idoroyen, 
Idong, Bassey and lots more. She made me know them as we spent 
a number of times writing receipts for newer students. 
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LANGUAGE�AND�IDENTITY�AS�CULTURAL�TROPES:�
A�YORUBIBIO�EXPERIENCE

Language and identity as cultural tropes didn't hit me hard 
during my years of studying and reading Literature until I 
found myself witnessing one.

Getting to somewhere in the far South whose capital is Uyo left me 
with a great culture shock. Such shock only became subtle, virile and 
understandable when I could only find meaning in the bond and 
identity-sharing. Such was the one I and other Yorubas I was lucky to 
meet here shared. Finding someone who speaks your language even 
without knowing the person initially meant placement in the Ibibio, 
Anang, and Oron majority. 

The Yoruba language and speaking it wouldn't have made meaning to 
me getting back to the South west, Lagos particularly, sometime last 
two months. However, here, it had formed the larger part of existence 
and my negotiation of identity. I've had friends here say; "man, you 
like speaking Yoooba too much". I squinted, wearing a fake smile' 
'You all don't know what this means to me..."

What more can be said of two brothers I met sometime. Born here 
over twenty years ago to an Ibibio mother and a father from Ilesha 
who hardly ever go home. The case of the two brothers, named 
Adeleye and Adeoye appeared rather scary, yet, interesting to me. 
Hearing them speak like the natives here was no shock (all thanks to 
Specie specialization as a feature of L1 adoption/language learning]. 

"Ade, mbok, come..." one of their friends had called (though, I didn't 

C H A P T E R�� T W E N T Y� T H R E E
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know which of the Ade's, but they sure knew). I was shocked, "wow, 
so you are Yoruba?" No, Our father is Yoruba, We are Ibibio. Pardon! 
I was to start an epistle until Adeleye cuts in, "Those Yoruba people 
that like prostrating. Any little thing, prostrate, they like respect too 
much" I couldn't hold my laughter until I asked the other, "So what 
and who do you see yourself as?" He was numb like his younger 
brother, having no response at all.

I concluded that their case is that of identity with complex walls. You 
are a Yoruba man [I won't mention 'demons'], so you must start seeing 
yourselves as one... I left them to reflect on that.
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'8:15PM':�THE�ROBBERY�TIME
C H A P T E R�� T W E N T Y� F O U R

I remember the last slap I received many years ago when I placed 
the jar on the wrong side of the table. One night [I don't even want 
to remember] was a replay of that day as I received the greatest 

slaps of my life. It happened so quickly and in succession that what I 
remember last was how my head rang like the bell in my secondary 
school minutes later. 

It was around 8:15pm, I and Ade had gone to Itam market where he 
was invited to take photo coverage of a church program. I shared this 
full story on my facebook timeline when it did happen. We had left 
and were heading back home. Ade and I had alighted at Plaza ready to 
take the next vehicle heading to Oron road and Nnwaniba 
respectively.

A group of 5 men had run into us speaking in the Ibibio dialect which 
we were alien to. I was at the front as we walked down to get the next 
bus before the attack. In a moment I looked backward and saw the 
men struggling with Ade in an attempt to collect his bag. Moments 
before then we had purchased something from a mobile store so all 
other thoughts was may be the way layers watched us as we bought 
what we did bought. We only bought a USB cable; it wasn't a Rolex 
wrist watch or a Mac… 

And so Ade struggled with them so as not to take his bag, I was 
shocked with the drama on going. I asked inquisitively, “wetin be this 
nah? Wetin…” I didn't finish the second wetin; one of them had 
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bumped into me and kaboom, the first slap came right on my left 
cheek. Still dazed, I moved closer trying to understand what was 
ongoing and save Ade, the second and third came in succession. 
Scared we could be implicated to be the robbers as we were not on our 
NYSC Khaki uniforms, I realized we were being robbed, so the best 
was to cooperate.

Ade's plea modulated from being violent to solemn as I heard him 
saying; “abeg, wetin we do, leave my bag, and give me my phone”. 
That was the last statement he made as I did same following the gang 
down the dark and lonely street. Realizing we were going further with 
them and didn't know where they were headed to, I told Ade it was 
best we turned back and seek for help. However, tragic, they had 
collected the phone, the money we had collected from the photo shoot 
as well as other valuables. 

Days before then, we had heard of a robbery incident that had 
happened in an area close by. And now, the gossips had become real to 
us. We ran to the nearest police van around Plaza to report the case. 
We met them with a set of other guys. I found out that ten minutes 
before we came, a tricycle had been high jacked, so to the police, our 
report was nothing but a cheap talk. Disheartened by the entire 
scenario, the police that could have salvaged the issue knowing fully 
well that the bad boys were always lurking around the street chose not 
to do anything. 

With the hope that everything good will come, we crossed to the other 
side of the road, this time with more care and consciousness. Ade took 
the next Keke Marwa heading to Oron as I stood confused whether I 
should go to Oron too having in mind that it'd take me a five minutes' 
walk past the same place we were waylaid before I'd get a bus headed 
my own route. What I had left was a memory this large and a heart 
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small to convince myself if really the state was a friendly one or the 
NYSC service was worth a sacrifice…

That night, I had slept with a hole in my heart and doubt for the state of 
Akwa Ibom and in its youths.  However, beyond the sad tales, I got 
inspired to write two new short stories. 
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C H A P T E R�� T W E N T Y� F I V E

THE�JOURNEY�TO�MY�PERSONAL�CDS�PROJECT

 had the knowledge at hand that it is necessary to carry out a CDS IProject, whether, personal or group, so I decided to work on one. I 
had planned this even before I ever knew I was coming to Akwa 

thIbom. On Wed, 24  January, I submitted the prototype proposal of my 
personal CDS project to the NYSC, Federal Secretariat office. The 
official that attended to me offered me tips and provided 
recommendations to follow to go about it. He read it, smiled and 
commented; “this is a good stuff, if you can find your way around it, it 
will be worth it.” I walked out of the office with gladness in my heart. 
I prepared letters and wrote to likely sponsors.

th
On the 26  of January, I set out to deliver the letters to some of the 
sponsors and to speak with them. It was a sunny morning; I had just 
finished my activity for the morning in the school where I served [the 
school and church are together in one compound]. I got to the NYSC 
zonal office at about 10:45am after leaving the café where I printed 
and bound some of the letters. The office was locked, sadly. I felt 
discouraged but I didn't give up. After waiting for about an hour, I left 
to come back another day. Then I made for El-Coolex; a very popular 
dealer in electronics and home appliances in Uyo metropolis. I first of 
all went to the branch office at Oron road. 

“Hello, who are you and what do you want?” the secretary's voice 
went faintly while I still was still finding my complete turn-in from 
the ceramic glass door. “I'm Badiru Kehinde, a corps member of the 
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NYSC Batch A' Stream 1. I am working on a personal CDS project 
which will involve me going from schools to schools and teaching 
them on the art of writing. Afterwards, they would all be empowered 
with writing materials and there will be an anthology as compiled 
from the student's different entries. 

It appeared I was talking too much; I let the branch manager have the 
floor. He had commended me and advised I go to the head office at 
140, Aka Road, Uyo, Akwa Ibom State. There is this sort of 
confidence I had in speaking with these people. Such confidence is 
that which makes you say;

“Can I see your general manager please” (not even your HR or 
Secretary)

Many of them had wondered and asked; “who are you? Why do you 
want to see him? Do you have a appointment with him?

There was a greater force behind my voice, God was speaking 
through me as I opened the doors of different offices and walked in 
with vehemence and confidence. The general Managing Director of 
GLT World had asked me with a beautiful smile with my proposal in 
his left hand and a cup of coffee in his right;

“Was the gate opened when you came in?”

I smiled and replied; “mmmmm, yes sir, it was” He was shocked 
how I found my way in. 
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th26  January, 2018
4, University of Uyo, 
Farm Road,
Use Offot, Nwaniba,
Akwa Ibom State.

The State Coordinator,
NYSC
Akwa Ibom State,

Through:
The Head of CDS
Akwa Ibom State

Through:
The Zonal Inspector,
Uyo Local Government,
Ikot Ekpene Road,
Uyo, Akwa Ibom State.

Sir/Madam,

MY PROPOSAL

PROPOSAL FOR LITERARY PERSONAL CDS PROJECT

With deep sense of regards, I Badiru Kehinde with the State 
Code Number: AK/17A/0918 writes to you this proposal in request 
for permission to carry out a literary personal CDS project. 

I am more than excited to be a corps member in this state 
having obeyed the clarion call from the Nsit-Atai camp. I am a skilled 
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THE�JOURNEY�TO�MY�PERSONAL�CDS�PROJECT

writer, reporter, editor and designer passionate about African 
Literature and Poetry. The Nigerian literary scene has span across 
three wavering generations with the emergent 3rd generation writers 
who are doing everything possible to chart and remap literature in 
Nigeria. And of course, I belong to that generation. Although, this 
project is not inspired by my personal need, but communal need, and 
my desire for spreading literature to the young minds. I am focused on 
creating a platform where young students would be trained on the art 
of writing as a skill and as a future career for those who decide to 
follow that path.

My degree in English Language & international Studies, a 
diploma in English Literature coupled with my proven experience of 
writing, editing, publishing a book of poetry and mentoring young 
writers to become better have put this project in my heart. I find joy in 
helping people become more, see more and do more. The literary 
CDS project is also inspired by my love for Poetry and the gap in the 
Uyo community I know I can fill up.

The project named: Write Now will 

· Train young students on the art of writing.

· Develop young writers who will contribute immensely to the 
literary growth of this state.

· Empower them with writing materials.

· Finally, the grand finale would be to organize a literary 
festival which will involve poetry readings, special recitals 
and Spoken word performances.

· Also, to publish an anthology. It will be sequence of poems 
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from participating students.

thMy hope to see this become a reality is undoubting. On Oct 29 , 
2017, my poem; The Akwa Ibom of my Dream was written in honour 

thof the state's 30  year anniversary and was aired on Radio Akwa 
Ibom, 90.5FM the same week. My protégé from Uyo High school on 
whose article we worked together bagged the second position in the 
State's Essay Writing Competition. 

In retrospect, I believe, there are better days ahead for literature in 
this state and this starts with influencing the municipal community 
I'm privileged to serve in. Attached is the budget, proposed sponsors 
and time frame.

Yours Sincerely,

Badiru Kehinde

+2348135359053
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*********************************
th

On the 29  of January, I had gone to see the Branch manager of Zenith 
Bank but he was not on seat. The banking hall was busy that I had to 
make my way to the lobby that housed other members of staff before 
the branch manager's office. I had waited for about two hours with no 
response. The security directed me to speak with a man who was on a 
tie and a fine suit. He didn't wait before I introduced myself. Okay, so 
what do you need? Though I'm not the best person you should meet. 
You wait here and see the secretary to the regional director here” He 
ordered me to a chair which I left in ten minutes for an office. I was 
engaged in a conversation by one of the customers who were telling 
the history of Itu (a village in Akwa Ibom) and other parts in the state. 
With his eye glass almost falling off, he talked in sessions. He had 
asked; “Where are you from in Akwa Ibom?” One of the cleaners 
whom had started talking with me had cut in; “no o, he is Yoruba, not 
Ibibio.” 

I left the banking hall without seeing the manager that day, I promised 
to return the next day. I headed straight to the NYSC zonal office to 
submit my full proposal and budgetary analysis. The NYSC official 
who was to attend to me had kept me waiting not minding I was 
standing. I remained patient since I knew I had to achieve this and 
take my eyes off the hurdle. He had criticized the format of my 
proposal and the budget not been in a tabular form. He instructed one 
of the junior staff to give me a sample which I used for a re-draft later.  

***************************
th

On the 5  of February, I was yet out again to send letter of sponsorship 
and invitation letters to the schools I had chosen as beneficiaries. We 



had just concluded a tough fee drive which involved me sitting with 
those in the administrative office of Victory Christian Academy. 
Before I left home, I knew the decisions and meetings I made that day 
will determine the success of this project. I went on my knees and told 
God: I want your will, to see you in work and not me in action. Thanks, 
dear God…

Saying that gave me all the big hope I needed to run with for the day. 
As soon as I set out, I got to the first school, St Philips' Primary 
school, Use Offot. I had walked in almost like a nobody just with a 
black bag strapped over my shoulders as supported by my other arm 
which I didn't swing often. I walked in to the reception asking I see the 
Head Teacher whom I finally saw. She was glad to hear of my plans. 
However, she had mentioned that no fund could be rendered to me. I 
was afterwards given the opportunity first to introduce myself to the 
pupils and second, I had to correct them that I am a corps member not 
a copper (copper wire). 

There was glittering laughter and smile all over my face as I walked 
in. Although the laughter did not last long as I walked in to see a large 
number of pupils sitting on the bare floor with either no shoes or no 
better uniforms. Some looked like Okon in Lagos [based on the 
wrong assertion that all Akwa Ibom boys are houseboys] while some 
others looked so hungry as if they would feed on me. I was yet happy 
to be amongst them. I introduced myself to them as a twin from 
Southwest Yoruba land. Pronouncing Kenny appropriately was a 
herculean task as I heard many of them giving variants to my name. If 
my mother was to be there, she would probably have wondered if it 
was still her son's name. I introduced them to what it is I wanted to 
have and do with them; how much it is that they want to express but 
the words are too heavy for their heart to carry. 
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After I had left, one of the young pupils had run forward to meet me 
speaking in Yoruba. I was totally amazed, yet entirely speechless. He 
was about 12 years of age and claimed to have been born and lived in 
Lagos before relocating to Akwa Ibom months back. Wisdom was 
happy to speak with me. I left him with a promise to talk to him in the 
subsequent writing workshop.

I knew I was set to do this, so nothing could hold me back, only me. I 
walked the streets of Uyo after plying off the various tricycles I took. I 
went to Monef submitting a letter. This was one of the biggest schools 
in Uyo metropolis. The security guard not knowing who I was had 
thought I was seeking for an employment. I didn't know why, the 
woman selling some petty things before the main entrance to the 
school had thought the same when I asked her for directions. Well, 
two things could be blamed for this: my bag which looked like 
Jehovah's Witness bag [hey, dearest JW no offence here, I will drag 
this out with Iya-Ibeji who bought me that bag few months back] and I 
had just shined the leather of my shoes miles away from the premises. 
I dropped the letter with the guard and hoped to get a positive 
feedback. I never got one, how sad for them, not for me.

The next school I had gone to was Uyo High school; I had a lot of 
drama from the principal of the school. It reminded me of a pregnant 
neighbor who was never patient and had no listening ear. I had been 
ushered in by other corps members who had the college as their Place 
of Primary Assignment (PPA). He asked why I came to see him and I 
did explain, trust me to. He didn't wait for me to conclude on the 
details about the project, its aim and objectives. His office looked like 
those in the administrative unit of every college department: filled 
with pile of books, wall calendars as well as table, biros, a tea-mug, a 
wall clock and other chairs, about 4 for other guests. Although, the 
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principal would not hear me, I blamed how distorted his library was 
due to the way he'd have been so impatient in finding time to arrange 
it. It was quite sad that despite my stress that day in moving out, 
printing and re-printing letters, he finally had to turn down my 
proposal. It was discouraging but a good news for me as it was one 
down [The one not of God's will, for if it was His, it'd have worked out 
just as expected].

He told me: “my man, I said I'm done with you, THANK YOU!” All of 
these lines came with an empathic empathy I had for the principal as 
well as for the young and vibrant students that'd have benefited from 
it. He instructed that I should meet with his Vice-principal, which I 
sure did. She was welcoming and saw the reality I portrayed. She 
received my letter asking why I had not rather taken it to the principal 
myself. I reminded her that I had taken it there earlier but he refused to 
give me a listening ear at that. She left the office, and together we 
made our way for the upper floor where the principal's office was. 
There was a spectacle of students who loitered around the stair case 
and the balcony of the various building blocks. Each of the classes 
was tainted with mud colour, with chairs and desks in distorted rows. 
The classes were over crowed too [a sight with most government 
schools]. Well, whose business was that? It's a government school 
and students are expected to cater for themselves. The not too gory 
but sad state of seeing some students sit by the window frame was 
disheartening. I didn't let that eat me up as it's nothing new really. 
There were some schools I have had knowledge of that have many of 
its students without chairs and table, yet, they received classes. 

The principal was to be a stumbling block but I went away with 
gladness in my heart. I tried to convince him that the second position 
winner of the state's essay writing contest was from his school and 
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that I was his mentor. But he wouldn't even hear me talk for 5 minutes. 
I had phoned Adedamola earlier who had the school as her Place of 
Primary Assignment (PPA). She had shown me the principal's office. 
I would have lost my way [I'm not good with maps or asking 
frustrated people about directions]. 

I discovered that if you want to have something done successfully, 
you need to take your mind off whatever anyone would say or feel. 
That was my case when I went to see the Branch manager of 
Guarantee Trust Bank (GTB) over the Write Now CDS project, but he 
was not on seat then. I was informed that he as well as other members 
of the executive board had travelled to Lagos for a meeting. That was 
discouraging as I kept checking in, over and over.

**********************************

The reality of the project had started when my pastor and boss, Mrs. 
Bolu Ojo supported me with 200 exercise books and that was the first 
push I needed. With that, I heard God speaking that He would raise 
men for me. I had told her husband too who is the regional pastor here 
and he was positive from the beginning till the very end. He hoped all 
of the schools would respond to my request. I thanked God daily for 
bringing me to such abode and under such anointing. These were 
spiritual parents who cared about my progress and were willing to do 
whatever it takes to support me. 

One of the staff from St. Philips Catholic School [one of the 
beneficiaries of the project] had come to Victory Christian Academy 
where I served to get some new books for her child. I didn't know that 
she was a teacher in the school. Pastor Bolu Ojo had said to her: “meet 
Kehinde, he is working on impacting the students from your school. 
Her name was Mrs. Augustine [   ]. I can't remember the 
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surname; one, it's long, two; it's from Akwa Ibom mbok! and it's 
tongue-twisting.

thOn the 7  day of February, I had met with Uloma, a very wonderful 
writer and thinker who would end up becoming a part of the Write 
Now Creative Writing Outreach. She was exceptional and shared all 
the connections I had with music, poetry, fiction, and writing 
generally. Yele had checked in too as I officially introduced one to the 
other. I made the course profile/guide available for the both of them.
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THE�WRITE�NOW�CREATIVE�
WRITING�OUTREACHES

C H A P T E R�� T W E N T Y� S I X

The voice I heard clearly stated: “there is a need to train a 
generation of young writers”. The journey to St Philips' 
Catholic Primary School, Use Offot was a confirmation of 

that voice. This was the foremost community school [though 
primary] in the local community where I was opportune to serve. At 
about 9:20am, I left the house with Imabong, a staff from my PPA. 
She had helped me carry some of the books that we ended up giving to 
the-would-be creative writers. 

Nothing happens by error or omission. Such was the case of me and 
Olamiposi Omoyele. Our meeting and paths crossing was not a 
rehearsal, it was the main event. We had been friends on Facebook for 
quite some time but we never spoke for a while. I had no prior idea she 
was living in Badagry at that. Well, I saw reasons why God had 
brought her here. Many months back when they were mobilized, and 
sent to their various CDS's, I had seen her attempting to fill the form 
meant for new members. I saw her at a glimpse and I was left aback 
with memorial flashes of her avatar/profile picture on Facebook. 
Could this be true? Would it be the same Yele from Facebook? And 
what if I was wrong, I was ready to take all risks. I called out to her and 
that was it all. Although, she didn't know I was the one, she was glad 
to have one of her Facebook friends and poet with her. She had 
wanted to meet me too.

That morning, Yele joined me at the primary school, what a crazy and 

MBOK!�DON'T�KOPA�ME�|�Blues�from�an�Akwa�Ibom�Corps�Member



fun writer to be with. She introduced herself to the pupils of the class 
like I had done earlier on. She spoke on punctuations while I taught on 
Writing, instructional and picture prompts and who a writer was. It 
was an all exciting moment: from the laughter and disturbance of 
some pupils to the writing sessions. I was glad this dream was 
becoming a reality not just in my head but in the heart and eyes of 
many at that. Ade was with me as well as Gbenga Daniel [mind you, 
he is not even related to the one time governor of Ogun state, he was 
too awesome to bear that]. Ade took some pictures as well as Gbenga 
with their mobile phones since there were no cameras with a charged 
battery available.  While this was going on, the teachers of the school 
had loitered admiring what we did. At the end of the introductory 
class, I had spoken with the Head teacher and her words were: “thank 
you very much; I can see how much you have done. But, my school 
may not be able to provide you any assistance as it is a government 
school”

Well, I wasn't expecting her to say she would give me a million dollar 
or tarty billion. It was a community development service and I had to 
do that no matter what it cost me. Sponsors had not responded 
positively to my letter as at this time. There were a lot of things I 
needed to do with monies as regards the program. We left the school 
at about 11:50 AM and I had Yele over for the first time and we had 
some literary moments. 

********************************
th

On the 12  of February, I was out yet again to look out for sponsors 
and send out the left-over letters I had sleeping in my bag. I visited 
Pevron publishers with the hope that they would cover for the 
publication/production aspect of the project. The receptionist had this 
subtle look, she was unavoidable like Wi-Fi but I had to remain 

MBOK!�DON'T�KOPA�ME�|�Blues�from�an�Akwa�Ibom�Corps�Member

THE�WRITE�NOW�CREATIVE�WRITING�OUTREACHES



focused on what I was there for. I similarly went to Guarantee Trust 
Bank again [I think it's the only GT Bank in the state's metropolis]. I 
was directed by one of the bankers at the counter to go somewhere to 
drop the letter. I walked majestically stupid down to the table he had 
directed me earlier. The man I met there had asked sternly as a 
response to my greeting; “yes how may I help you?” I was too dazed 
to answer. I was busy staring into the monitor of his table PC. I saw on 
it something absolutely shocking. He was playing Solitiare at the 
moment. Damn! This was supposed to be a regional director, Wetin 
concern me? [I may be wrong, I can't say. You know sometimes, a 
break is needed]. I faced my business. He had interrupted that I rather 
send the letter to the Manager in Lagos since it was addressed to that 
one and not him here. Knowing fully well what that meant to me, I 
quickly confessed that is an oversight and I took the blame for that. 
He peered into the letter and asked if my contact phone number was 
there and I said yes! I left with a big hope, though in a small balloon. 
That balloon was never blown as I never got a response from them. 
Hey you, Are you counting how many heartbreaks and failed 
promises now?

********************************

My first visit to Cornelia Cornelly College (CCC) was on Monday, 
th

12  of February, 2018. This was my first visit to the college. I learnt 
the popular Nigerian actress; Ini Edo was also schooled there. As I 
walked into the school's premises that morning, I had a special kind of 
feeling. This would be my first time seeing a girls' school. Some 
students had missed the assembly time and came in quite late so they 
were all out punished as I walked in. They didn't know who I was, so 
there wasn't much suspicion. I walked into the principal's office. The 
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office had a wall art with big books on the table there in. The 
cupboards were labeled for better identification too. She was 
speaking in Ibibio with one other staff; God knows I didn't hear 
anything. I stayed focused on what I was there to say. I gave her my 
letter and explained what I had wanted to do with the students. She 
didn't hesitate. She had only scolded me for spelling a part of the 
school's name wrongly in the proposal I submitted to her. I left the 
office with gladness in my heart. The other woman who I met in the 
office had applauded me for the good work saying; “this is beautiful 
and would be beneficial to the students, well done for thinking this 
big.” She had made my day with such words of encouragement. At 
this point, I knew this was meant to happen.

Three days later, I was back in the school to commence the writing 
workshop with the students officially. It was around 4pm, the 
principal was away for the day. I made my way into the classroom. 
Some of the students were shocked to see me as it'd be my first time 
being there and ever walking into their classroom. I introduced 
myself to them and they had loved me even till the very end. I 
introduced them to writing and said to them:

  “In the next 5 to 10 years, I want to 

walk into a bookstore and see some

of your names on book titles and as

published authors. The purpose 

of this writing workshop is to make fine

Writers out of you all…”

It was an all-round wonderful moment with them. I felt this surge of 
fulfillment as I taught them on writing, the genres of literature, who a 
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writer is, the elements of writing amongst other things. At this point, I 
got to be aware even more that every tragedy that had happened 
before now was to bring a better me, a fine writer who came to love 
writing and see it as the way after Christ Jesus. 

I went ahead to distribute about a 100 exercise books and packets of 
biros to them as an empowerment for the writing process and their 
careers. So, we went ahead talking and writing about different things. 
Even with all the financial challenges I met with the project, I was 
able to find passion, inspire myself and push with whatever came my 
way. I left the SS2 students that evening with an assignment; “write a 
poem on the topic: “If I Was a Boy” There was no more I needed at 
that point other than seeing beautiful smile on the faces of these 
young ones. They were all ladies with promising dreams and future. 
As I left the class room heading for the lobby, some of them had come 
around asking me for my Facebook ID, LOL. I didn't hesitate; I had 
given it to them. I only wondered how it would be possible for them to 
use social media in a boarding school with many stringent rules.  I got 
home late that evening with a beautiful smile on my face. I was also 
left with precious memories of the students, the ones when we had to 
crack jokes, tell tales, laugh and share real time and life experiences. I 
told them about my poetry collection and its title; I Know Why Your 
Mother Cries which amazed them even more. 

*****************************
th

On the 19  of February, after I left the NYSC zonal office where we 
paid a thousand naira for our NYSC passing-Out Parade Magazine, I 
went to meet with the sponsors I had sent letters to earlier. I got there 
only to meet with stories upon stories: I'm sorry, our headquarters 
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have not responded positively, we will let you know when they do… 
Oh, dear, we are sorry, we will attend to your proposal, but there is 
nothing for now!

Hearing all of these created a recurring decimal of frustration in my 
ears but I didn't let that eat me up. I wouldn't stop now, not for any 
insensible person I felt was a sponsor or for anyone who didn't believe 
the project would amount into anything. The story of the day ended in 
gladness as I went to Cornelia Cornelly College for the second 
Writing workshop. I was almost out of time but I was able to get to the 
school premises 5 minutes after 4:00pm. Meni Roland, Rachael's 
roommate was with me. She had volunteered to join me for the day's 
outreach. The man is coming, Mr. Keji is coming, Mr. Itoro (meaning 
twins in Akwa Ibom) is coming….

These were few chants that filled my ear as I made my way closer to 
the school's premises. The students were so excited such that I could 
see it written all over their faces, and they couldn't wait for the day's 
class to start. After bouts of moving from one class to another, they 
finally got a more comfortable class which we used for the day. That 
day, we discussed on the stages in writing, the role of punctuation, 
instructional prompts, writing briefs, and picture prompts. While, I 
showed them and read poems from my collection, I made them write 
a triplet from a picture I had shown them from my PC. Meni was all 
way excited too as she stood up intermittently to take selective 
photographs. I had read 5 poems from five of them and they all read 
so magnificently well. I was glad how much they had improved and 
have understood the role of imagery, language, creativity and 
expression in crafting a good writing. We ended the class with taking 
some pictures and videos where we all screamed; “Write Now”. As 
we prepared to leave, some had come yet again to show me their 
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secretly written poems. Those poems I can remember hinted on love, 
feminism, gender, fashion, food and politics. I was indeed full with 
joy that a generation of writers had emerged truly.    

***************************************
th

On the 24  of February, I had my last class with the students of 
Cornelia Cornelly College [Although, I didn't break the news to 
them]. It was a Saturday, so not much was demanded of the students 
on such days. As I walked through the school's boulevard and after 
every building that housed the dormitory, the students waved in 
cheers and in wild glee. I saw as many I could see who were busy 
washing their uniforms, fetching water and keeping the hostels' 
environs clean. I met only Emediong and her best friend in class 
reading at that time. The duo were not related in anyway but struck a 
great resemblance. When I asked how come they looked so much 
alike in my first class, they had credited that to their friendship. Well, I 
confirmed that with them as I told them that friends start to look alike 
if their bond I strong [just like most couples who live as soul mates 
and not room mates].  

The class was quite interesting. Like I said earlier, it was to be my last 
with them under the auspices of Write Now but I refused to let them 
know that. I didn't want to start providing handkerchiefs for many of 
them [especially most of them who cannot grapple with the idea that I 
would soon leave them]. I have never felt very emotional teaching 
than I felt on this day. I had given them some briefs to write on. That 
was from where I was going to pick some of their best writings which 
I'd publish. At the end of the class, my desk was filled with papers of 
wonderful writings by the students which addressed different ideas 
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and notions. I ended the class 4 hours later but not traditionally; it was 
rather in a unique way. Three of the girls in the class were in a band, 
hence, had to show me a song they had written together and I asked 
them to perform it to the class. Although, they were shy, they had been 
able to find pleasure in singing before and I was there to listen and 
sing along with them. Before this, we had sessions of joking with 
some of their Ibibio names and that of mine when translated to Ibibio: 
Itoro and one other I cannot remember so well.

I got to realize that God had brought me to this state by His marvelous 
promise. I spoke to them on loving themselves as girls, finding their 
own happiness from their own hearts and why they should hold their 
lives with importance. I was pushed to share my life's experiences 
with them: how I struggled growing up, the heartbreaks, how I started 
writing, my family and my journey to Christianity. They were 
shocked immensely to know I was once lost. Beyond all, I was able to 
evangelize to them about Jesus:

“Know that Jesus loves you even as 

I love you all. He cares even more for 

you even when other people out there

don't care about. You therefore have

to make Him proud, Alright?”

As I left the class room with some of them, they kept asking me when 
I would come around again. I was too feeble to break the news to them 
that would be my last creative writing workshop with them. I knew 
I'm not a fan of saying goodbyes so I just let their questions slip into 
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my other ear without paying any apt attention. I gave some of them 
my number telling them they could call me and say their names [I was 
sure and promised to call them back]. They had asked me particularly 
funny questions when I asked them to ask me anything [personal] that 
they wanted to ask me. I didn't know SS. 2 students understood what 
personal questions were. Some of the questions were: Are you 
engaged? Mmmmmm, Sir, Are you in a relationship and are you 
faithful? Will you marry an Akwa Ibomite, my older sister 
particularly? Will you stay after service? I couldn't help laughing as I 
listened to these questions and provided crunchy responses. 

Of all the questions, they were more interested in knowing who my 
fiancée was as well as how I started my journey into Christianity. I 
was more than elated to share those with them as I rode on the boat of 
emotions. One of them had caught me in the thick of my soul; She 
wrote an abstract poem on the title of my poetry collection [You know 
that]

**************************

One of the challenges I had to handle was finance and people 
believing in God's thought out vision for the project. However, as 
many of the students were girls, I had the privilege to speak to them 
on the rights of a girl child. Some of the selected poems written by the 
students can be found in the published anthology. And that was it with 
my personal CDS project. I enjoyed every bit and learnt more than 
I've ever learnt.  It felt great teaching and impacting the young ones.
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IF�I�EVER�BECOME�AN�AKWA�IBOMITE

If I ever become an Akwa Ibomite,

I will turn my red blood cells

Into Orange blood cells.

If I ever become and Akwa Ibomite,

I will be this,

So I can come to that.

 

I will come as a periwinkle,

So I can live in the mouths

Of every child.

Suck me,

And I will teach you patience.

I will build a fortress on

The River Qua-Iboe

And would touch down to nations beyond.

I would become less lazy 

Because I will be on the move

Da…Ka…..Da

C H A P T E R�� T W E N T Y� S E V E N
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C H A P T E R�� T W E N T Y� E I G H T

ORANGE�BOOTS�OFF,�SUITS�ON

The Service year ended with the tradition of: get your 
certificate, arrange your bags, and say your final goodbyes 
and travel back home. I didn't see myself doing all of this. 

There was nothing special with all of the process. Many got caught up 
in this web and were too busy to focus on the reality that is about to 
slap their faces after NYSC.

While in the university, NYSC was the next stage everyone craved 
for. What about now that it is all over, you'd have siblings taking turns 
on your ATM Cards demanding for their upkeep/family alawee, that 
amebo aunty sliding into your DM and reminding you that you need 
to get married soon, that mother of yours reminds you to come home 
with a husband. Beyond all of these and many more are the dreams we 
all want to chase, the vision of being a sole-entrepreneur, becoming 
Africa's youngest investor, becoming the Pan-African scholar and 
what have you. Are these mere dreams or possible realities in a nation 
painted on the canvass of corruption, mismanagement and an agenda 
that have no youths in it?

The Orange boots are off, and we all want to wear the suits. It would 
be rather sad for many that they would look back into the one year of 
service and give themselves award for; Best Waster of Time while 
some others would smile back and thank God they had utilized the 
whole year. NYSC was a lesson I couldn't avoid. As much as possible, 
I have become better, I have learnt to appreciate my culture, 
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understand my priorities, build relevant relationships, and do away 
with the wrong ones while embracing positivity and hoping all will 
just get better. 

For as many prospective corps members who are out there in haste to 
get into the service year, know that it is not a festival of happiness. 
There are days you would hate this nation, curse the president, and 
even curse yourself. However, you must look at life with a lens of 
faith that all would work fine. There are times I look back and tell 
myself this was not where I want to be but I need to move on. No one 
is cooking a promising future for you or any of us, we need to take our 
life into our hands and say to ourselves that no matter what: I will not 
fail my nation, my family, myself and all those who believe in me. 
Many years ago, I never dreamt I'd write all of these on these pages. 
They say things happen for unknown reasons, well, for the good, the 
bad, and the ugly, just wear a smile always and remember to first trust 
in yourself. Bye for now as I donate my Khaki and boot to another 
Otondo (maybe my sister, or you, I don't know). Oga, pass me that 
chicken mbok!

MBOK!�DON'T�KOPA�ME�|�Blues�from�an�Akwa�Ibom�Corps�Member

ORANGE�BOOTS�OFF,�SUITS�ONBADIRU�KEHINDE:�ABOUT



01

03





Badiru Kehinde was born in Okokomaiko, Lagos to a family of 
six. Badiru Kehinde self-published his first book of poetry, I 
Know Why Your Mother Cries in July, 2017 which has met 

with many praises. Badiru Kehinde is a freelance writer, poet, 
graphics designer, spoken words artiste, brands developer, editor, 
researcher, singer/song writer, illustrator and lover of God. He loves 
Arts, African culture, Soul and Jazz music. 

Kehinde was schooled at Osun State University where he had his first 
degree in English and International Studies from the department of 
English. He is a regular columnist on different online platforms 
where his poems, articles, short stories, quotes, essays, illustrations 
and other creative works have been published. He has also worked as 
brands developer providing identity for different brands under the 
auspices of Lofty Heights Consults.

In August, 2017, He mentored over 50 budding writers on the art and 
craft of Writing. Similarly, as a form of his personal Community 
Development Service (CDS), his Write Now Creative Writing 
Initiative was able to train over 150 young students in Writing in Uyo, 
Akwa Ibom State. One of his Poems titled 'LAGOS' was being 
featured on air via a session titled Metro Life on SMOOTH98.1FM, 
Victoria Island, Lagos. He has performed poetry at various 
institutions in South-West Nigeria and has partaken in various poetry 
and fiction writing contests. He is currently with busy education, 
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poetry, design and branding, fiction writing, and hopes to right the 
wrongs of the society through art.

He has worked as writing mentor, content developer, freelance writer, 
features editor and Editor-in-chief of 2 magazines: The Heartbeat 
and The Cornerstone. Badiru is also a blogger, freaky lover, seasoned 
actor, avid reader and likes meeting new people. He listens to three 
main bands; Hillsong Australia, Pieces of a Dream and Snarky Puppy. 
When he is not writing or designing, he is cycling, listening to the 
radio, playing the piano or surfing the internet. Badiru shares 
different stuffs on his Instagram, Twitter and Facebook page mostly. 
He lives with his pen, paper and laptop.
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Get my Poetry Collection 

http://www.okadabooks.com/book/about/i_know_why_your_
mother_cries/14808

Facebook | Twitter | Instagram | LinkedIn | Skype: Badiru Kehinde

www.badirukehindewrites.wordpress.com
For Sponsorship & Bookings: E-mail:badirukehinde@gmail.com
Link to works: via Google Search #BadiruKehinde 

or www.hub201.com/author/badiru-kehinde/

NB: If you want to see this Book in Print as well as my 1st Book of Poetry, you
 can be a part of its Print-production by sponsoring it. Call +2348135359053

for details and other enquiries e-mail:  badirukehinde@gmail.com

Kind Regards.
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