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Segun and I have been friends since secondary school. In fact, we were in the same class 

in our senior years and walked to school together since we were next door neighbors. In 

the church, we were both in the choir and often led the youth choir rendition, much to 

the delight of our parents. My dad, who was the pastor of our church, would use Segun 

as an example to my brothers who had refused to believe in God. In the next house, 

Segun’s parents always prayed their little girl would grow up to know Jesus and use her 

talent for God just like I did. 

When we left for the University, Segun and I never stopped communicating and our 

friendship grew stronger, despite we were thousands of kilometers away from each 

other. Segun became the pastor of his campus fellowship in his final year and I was the 

choir leader in mine. We both served God fervently all through our days in the University 

and God rewarded our faithfulness by granting us good jobs immediately after 

graduation. 

Now, fast forward five years. It is time to settle down and Segun and I feel God is 

leading us to get married to each other, but there is a problem. Segun had visited my 

family and had requested my hand in marriage and my father, with a frown on his 

face, had muttered ‘Give us some time to think about it’. I wondered why my Christian 

father would be against me getting married to the boy he had always admired. Now, at 

the dinner table, I ask him ‘ Daddy, why did you tell Segun to give us some time? You 

know I love him and he is a Christian. You can vouch for him. So why?’ 

He responds without looking up from his plate. ‘He is Yoruba and I don’t want my daughter 

to be married to that tribe.’ 

I nearly choke on my food. ‘But dad, you preach that God created everyone in His image. 

Jesus died for all tribes. He was not discriminatory. Why should you be?’ 

He continues eating. ‘That is my final say. No more buts’. 

I try to control her anger ‘Dad, I am no more a baby. I can make my own decisions. I 

think it is high time you stepped back.’ 

‘I will, after you have married from the tribe God has chosen for you.’ He stands up and 

leaves me gawking as he walks away. 

Back to reality.  I am torn between two worlds. I love Segun too much to let go and yet 

I cannot marry him because my father says so. If I disobey, who will give me away? If I 

elope, I will displease God. Should I obey my father, I will live an unhappy life.  This is 

my dilemma. My name is Chinwe and I need your help. 
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It is exactly two weeks today since Segun made his intentions known to Dad and I have 

never been in a more confused state. Sometimes, I ponder if God really speaks different 

things to different people on the same issue. I know He is not an author of confusion, 

but why does all this look muddled up like sand mixed in salt water? 

Last Sunday, I watched daddy preach convincingly about God’s love. He made particular 

reference to the story of the Good Samaritan who had helped a wounded stranger and 

had paid the hospital bills. He stated emphatically that we were to be good Samaritans 

to everyone around us and I nearly laughed out loud. I guess showing love to our neighbors 

does not include marrying into other tribes. 

Segun and I have been much in contact, but sometimes I find him easily distracted. 

Perhaps I just imagined his eyes flicker too often to Tayo, the Assistant Pastor’s 

daughter, who was the head of the ushering department and always stood in the front 

row. He had rushed to speak with her immediately after the service and they had laughed 

together several times. Without waiting for the usual after-service meetings, I had 

clutched my Bible tightly to my chest and walked home with a heavy heart. 

As I reached the gate of our house, someone called out to me. 

“Chi! Wait up!” I turned to find Segun running with full speed. “Why did you rush out like 

that? I was looking everywhere for you?” He adjusted his bow tie. 

Looking indeed. “Sorry. I umm.. I had to rush home to cook for daddy.” I pretended to 

dust some dirt off my skirt. I could not bear to look at him so he would not see the hurt 

on my face. 

“You forgot today is Singles Meeting, and you are to lead today’s prayers.” 

 Did he just sound accusatory? I raised my head to stare into his dark face and I was 

surprised at what I saw. His eyes were full of concern. 

“Are you okay?” He asked in a soft voice. 

“Yes, I am. I will just drop my bag and join you in the church for the meeting.” 

“No, I will wait for you.” He smiled and my heart melted a bit. “You know I always love 

walking with you.” 

I smiled sheepishly and walked through the open gate. When I came out, he was standing 

right where I had left him with his hands in his pocket. He stretched out his right hand 



and I placed mine in his. Sunday wasn’t so bad after all and there would always be light 

at the end of the tunnel. 

As we entered through the church’s main door, we met my dad coming out with the elders 

and he could not hide his momentary frown from me, though he patted Segun’s back and 

cracked a joke. 

That evening, Dad and I had a heated argument. It was either I let go of what he called 

my ‘childhood fantasy’ or not talk to him at all. These are times I wish my mother were 

alive. She would have made him reason better. 

Today is the second day after that encounter. I have held on to my belief and Dad has 

decided to ignore me until I did what God had instructed him to tell me. MY 

CONVICTION OR HIS? God doesn’t change, does He? 
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 “Miss Chinwe!, Are you listening to me at all? I was startled out of my reverie and looked 

up to see seven pairs of eyes fixed curiously on me. 

“I’m sorry, ermmm… what did you mean, sir?” I was embarrassed. 

We were having the mid-day Management meeting and as the Personal Assistant to the 

Managing Director, I was made the secretary to the board. 

My boss, Chief Adekunle, scowled at me and repeated in an irritated voice. “Are there 

wools in your ears or you are just deaf? I asked you to read the last point in the minutes 

again.” 

“Okay, sir. I am sorry.” I apologized quickly and turned the pages of my report. 

Sometimes, i felt my boss was really insultive and most times, I would bite my tongue to 

keep myself from retorting. What kept me calm mostly is a question always ringing in my 

head – WWJD -What would Jesus do? 

In this situation, He would probably smile and read. I did same and tried to pay attention 

for the rest of the meeting, though it was a difficult thing to do. My heart was heavy 

and it was all because of dad, and also Segun. At the end of the meeting, I quickly packed 

my books and dashed out before any of them could ask me questions I was not ready to 

answer. 

At 4.55pm, a face peeped through my office door. 

“Hi, Chi.” 

I stopped arranging my table and was surprised at who I saw. 

“Mr Steve!” Oh no! The Managing Director’s son and the General Manager of the 

Company. He was at this morning’s meeting and had stared at me with a funny look. I was 

embarrassed again. Question time! 

“Got time for a movie this evening?” He asked with a little smile. 

OMG! A movie time with him? That was the least thing I expected. He had folded his 

sleeves and he looked more relaxed and errmm… attractive. I closed my eyes sharply. 

Concentrate! 

“Is that a date, sir?” I needed to be sure. 



He opened the door wider and his big frame filled the entrance. “Well, you can take it 

as a colleagues’ hangout. Two other persons will be joining us. Plus it appears you really 

need to get some heavy stuff off your mind.” 

“Oh!” More like boss and employee. Did I feel a little disappointed? To think he was 

asking me out. It had been a while I ‘hanged out’ with Segun, not that it was his fault 

anyway. He had been out of the country for over a week for a business convention. What 

was his fault was that he hardly initiated a phone call and when I did, he rarely picked, 

only for him to call back in the night to apologize. “Sorry, darling. You know how busy it 

is with conventions. I hardly have time to make calls, so I always leave my phone in the 

hotel. Hope your day was beautiful?” … and the conversation would start. Once we ended 

the discussion, I would feel an emptiness and close my eyes to pray and each time I did 

that, a peace filled my soul. Jesus has always been there for me. 

“So, what’s your answer?” 

I never knew he had moved closer. I shifted back uncomfortably. “Count me in, sir.” 

“Okay, Chi. Meet me downstairs in five minutes.” 

“Alright, Mr. Steve.” I started packing my books. 

He walked towards the door. “Call me, Steve. I call you Chi.” 

I raised my head and saw him smile as he walked out. I chuckled. Never knew he was 

friendly. He just arrived from the United States and joined the Company a month ago. 

Steve… hmmm. 

The ride to the Ikeja City Mall was full of fun and I laughed uncontrollably as Steve 

cracked many jokes and got us to a relaxed mood. He even cracked a joke about the 

meeting and said he thought I had looked like a hen about to lay eggs. 

As the only lady, he gave me the honour to pick the movie I wanted and I picked a Tyler 

Perry movie. 

“Very good choice!” Steve commended. 

We settled in to watch ‘Temptation’ and as I adjusted my seat to a more relaxed position, 

I froze at what I saw. 

Just a row in front and at the edge sat Segun and Tayo watching the movie over two 

packs of popcorn and drinks.  Segun kept pressing his phone and appeared disappointed 

when his call didn’t go through. 



Oh no! This had turned into a nightmare. I could not take this anymore. 

“Are you okay?” Steve asked. Concern filled his face. “You look like you are about to fight 

a bull?” 

“I’m fine.” My reply was sharp. 

No, I was not fine. I was shattered. Jesus, please come to my rescue, or else I would kill 

somebody before today ends. 
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Tomorrow is Sunday and I will be facing Tayo face to face. Enough is enough! The 

Kingdom of marriage suffers violence and the violent will take it by force. Yes, I have 

chosen to be violent and please don’t be surprised if you see me dress like a ninja to 

church. Perhaps, I am taking this into the extreme, but you would not blame me after 

you read what happened after my discovery at the cinema last Friday. 

I had avoided bumping into my ‘fiancé’ and his…his ‘whatever’, so I would not vent all my 

anger into two deadly blows. Immediately after the movie, I dashed like a hare to the 

waiting car and even Steve, my Boss’ son, had asked if a dragon was pursuit of me. I had 

snapped at him and he withdrew and became cold all through the journey home. He did 

not even wave goodbye when I alighted at the nearest bus stop to my house. Well, that 

was his business. *rolls eyes*. I had my score to settle. 

I searched my bag for my phone. It was time to listen to another ‘lie’. I clicked the hand 

set. Oh no! It was dead.  Blackberry can be disappointing. Well, that will be solved within 

an hour. 

When I stepped into the house, my dad was watching the 10 pm Channels news and he 

seemed engrossed. 

“Hello, dad!” 

He didn’t turn. ” Do you know that Boko Haram killed 25 school students in Yobe today? 

What is this world turning to? Persecutions against Christianity here and there… Jesus, 

please come save us from the hands of the devil.” 

“Boko Haram again?” I sat beside him and removed my shoes. My heart ached to tell him 

my pains, but I could guess the first thing he would say…”Didn’t I tell you?” 

My eyes strayed to the portrait hanging above the television. Oh mother! I wish you were 

here. It’s been 5 years and it only seemed like yesterday. 

I mustered courage and cleared my throat. “Dad, there is something I want to discuss 

with you.” 

He glanced at me briefly and refocused on the TV. “What is it, child?” 

“Are you listening to me?” I stood up in front of the set, blocking his view. 

“Okay, you have my full attention.” He adjusted on the sofa. 

“Well, it is about my future, about Se…” 



His phone rang and he picked it up. With a frown on his face, he handed it to me. “Take, 

this boy has been disturbing my life for hours and asking after you. Where did you put 

your phone?” 

“Who?” 

“The same boy I told you to do away with. He is not God’s choice for you, You hear me?” 

His voice was louder. 

I snatched the phone from him and pressed the green button. “Hello? Segun, is that 

you?” 

“Hello, darling. Where have you been?’ He sounded frantic. “I have been dialing your 

number for hours without response. I’ve been so worried.” 

Worried indeed. “Really?” I led him on. “My phone has been dead. You are calling me with 

your Nigerian number. Does this mean you have arrived Nigeria without my knowledge?” 

“Hmm, dear. You won’t believe what happened. I received a call from my M.D. to come to 

Nigeria immediately with the next available flight. There is an urgent issue in the office 

I personally have to attend to. In fact, I had to leave the convention mid-way and I tried 

your number over and over, but couldn’t get through. Since I arrived hours ago, reaching 

you has been mission impossible until now.” 

Okay, I couldn’t take this anymore. I blurted out. “Stop lying, Segun. I saw you at the 

cinema today with another woman. With Tayo.” 

There was a momentary silence. “You were at the Ikeja City Mall and you couldn’t call me 

when you saw me? Yes, I was with Tayo at the cinema. I had an urgent meeting with a 

client at the Mall and bumped into her after the meeting. She had two free tickets and 

urged me to watch a movie with her, which I reluctantly obliged since she was insistent. 

I called all through the movie, but your phone was off.” 

I remembered seeing him tapping his phone many times. Perhaps, he was not lying after 

all. Maybe I have been too hasty to judge him. 

“You know how it is with blackberry. Never knew my phone had gone off. Welcome home.” 

“Sure. So who did you go to the cinema with or you went alone?” 

“With my boss and some colleagues.” 

“Your boss invited you?” 



“Yes. ” I added “With two of my colleagues.” 

“Okay.” His voice was curt. “We’ll see tomorrow morning then. I will come pick you up. Is 

10a.m. okay?” 

“Sure.” 

“Cool. Good night.” 

“Bye.” 

He cut the line and I turned to see my dad right behind me. 

“Is this boy joking with my daughter?” His face was hard. 

“No, dad. No one can joke with Pastor Orji’s daughter. Please can you give me some 

privacy? I need to make an important call.” 

“I will be in my study if you need me.” 

I made sure he left before I dialed a number I had crammed intentionally. 

“Hello.” The voice was calm, but the owner was causing a storm in my sea. 

“Hi, sister Tayo. It’s Chinwe.” 

‘Oh, Sister Chinwe. Good to hear from you. Is there anything you want me to do for you?” 

She sounded so demeaning or was I just imagining? “Well, I am just calling to say hi.” 

Coward me! 

“Oh, good. I thought I saw you at the mall today. I was with Segun and we had fun.” 

Was she goading me? If yes, she was making a big mistake. “Well, Segun informed me 

about that.” 

“He did? Great! We even have another outing on Monday. Did he tell you that?” She didnt 

wait for my answer. “Of course, he wouldn’t. Said to keep it secret.” She giggled. 

“Really?” 

“Yes. Please don’t tell him I told him.See you in church on Sunday. I got to go now and 

thanks for saying hi. Remain blessed.” 



She cut the call without waiting for my response. Who did she think she was? Whatever 

she was, she sure was not taking what was mine. 

As I lay to rest that night, I got a text message from an unknown number. It was a Bible 

passage. Proverbs 3:5 “Trust in the Lord with all your heart, and lean not on your own 

understanding. In all your ways acknowledge Him and He shall direct your path.” 

Was I trusting God enough or had I begun taking law into my hands? Perhaps a little of 

the latter wouldn’t harm. I mean, I have to do something, right? I cannot just keep mute 

and watch another person reap what I had sown patiently over the years. 

Today, Segun and I hanged out and it was super fun. It had been a while we had such 

happy time together and I felt fulfilled. While the chat with Tayo was at the tip of my 

tongue, I managed to scale through without bringing it up. I have a plan. Tomorrow after 

church, I will deal with her. If she thinks she’s got it, I have got something better up 

my sleeves. The kingdom of marriage suffers violence and the violent will take it by 

force. 
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I woke up on Sunday morning with mixed feelings. I just had a terrible dream and 

strangely, I was sweating, though the fan above me was in full speed. I sat on the bed 

and played the ‘movie’ on my mind.  It was like those Hollywood films. I had been driving 

on a lone road for hours without a living being in sight, yet I could not stop for fear of 

being robbed. Suddenly, I noticed a light flickering through the window of a little house 

not far away on the side on the road and made up my mind to stop by, hoping the occupant 

would be kind enough to accommodate me. It was dusk and I needed to find good shelter 

quickly. 

As I drew closer, I lost control of the car and it zoomed past the house in the twinkling 

of an eye. I realized I had not been in control at all. A force was in charge and there was 

nothing I could do to stop it. Pulling on the brake was useless and I began screaming for 

help, but the more I shouted, the faster the car was. Then, I saw it was heading me 

towards a cliff. I tried to open the door but it was secure and all the buttons did not 

work. Nearer and faster it went until … 

“Jesus!” I jumped off the bed in fright and took deep breaths. I was in my bedroom, not 

a car and I was safe. Thank you, Jesus. 

I knelt down beside the bed and whispered a word of prayer. That was something I had 

grown into. Praying immediately after I had a terrible dream, just like my mother taught 

me. It had always worked like magic. I hoped it did this time. 

As I prepared for church, I remembered my plan for the day. It was amusing to note 

that many people attend church for different reasons. Some to show off their new 

clothing or car, some to make new friends or meet prospective business clients, some to 

criticize the choir song and there are some who really come to worship God in spirit and 

truth. Which category did I belong today? Apparently, those that come to look for 

trouble. Father, forgive me. 

Tayo’s father, who is the Assistant Pastor, handled today’s message and I really was 

blessed. He spoke on Matthew 6:33, seeking God’s kingdom first and I asked myself if I 

had been doing that lately. So many cares we pursue and we forget the most important 

thing. 

Immediately after service, I looked around for Segun and found him in the corner 

chatting happily with Tayo. A familiar feeling rose in me. Jealousy. I had to settle this 

once and for all. 

I picked up my bag and started walking towards them when all of a sudden, I bumped 

into a big person. 



“Ouch!” My bag fell on the floor. I stammered an apology as I bent to pick. “I…I’m sorry.” 

The person also bent at the same time and our eyes locked. 

“Mr.  Steve! I mean ermmm…… Steve, What are you doing here?” He was the last person 

I would have thought to see in church. 

He didn’t seem surprised to see me. “Hello, Chi. I came here to do what you came to do. 

Worship.” 

“Ha! I see. Nice.” I tiptoed to see Segun and Tayo walk out the church and I resisted 

the urge to leave Steve standing there. 

Steve teased with a grin. “You don’t think bad boys like me should be in church? I think 

I need Jesus more than you do.” 

“You sure do. Who invited you?” Segun and Tayo were nowhere in sight and I became 

more agitated. 

“A friend.” 

“Good. Great.” I shifted to the side to take another view of the entrance. 

“You always do that when something is biting you.” 

“Do what?” Didn’t he know he was wasting my time? 

“Speak in monosyllables.” 

“Really?” Only one other person had noticed that. Segun. 

Now, I had to look for a flimsy excuse. “If you don’t mind, please, I need to be home 

early today.” 

“Okay.” He shifted to the side. “I understand there are many things to do before work 

resumes tomorrow, like making your hair.” 

“Sure.” I managed a smile. Did he notice I had carried it for over two weeks now? I was 

embarrassed. “See you at work, sir.” 

He simply nodded and watched me leave. I could not help but take in his cologne as I 

passed by him. He smelt rather good for someone with an overbearing attitude. 



When I stepped outside, Segun and Tayo were nowhere in sight and once again, I blamed 

Steve. I wish we had not bumped into each other. By this time, I should have 

accomplished my mission and… 

“Sis Chinwe, good to see you.” 

I stiffened and turned to my left. “Ha!, Sister Tayo. Good to see you too. Hope you 

enjoyed the service. Your dad was full of anointing today.” Blah Blah…to the mission! 

“You won’t believe he did not sleep all night. He prayed all through. He is such a challenge 

to me.” 

“Me too.” 

There was an awkward silence. I faked a cough. “Ermm… about yesterday’s call, I… “ 

She interrupted. “Yes, about that. You really need to give Segun some air. You are holding 

him too tightly and you are not even married yet.” 

Did she just scold me? I spoke with a confident voice. “We are not married yet, but he 

is my fiancé.” 

She smiled. “How nice! But daddy hasn’t given his approval, has he?” 

“Excuse me?” Anger swelled in me. 

“He told me everything, Sis Tayo. Daddy doesn’t want his little girl to marry out of his 

tribe.” 

How could Segun do this to me? 

Tayo patted my shoulder. “Can I tell you a secret?” 

I could not respond. The battle was over and it was clear who the winner was. 

“Trust me when I say I should be the least of your worries.” 

“What do you mean?” I could hear my loud heartbeat and I felt the sudden urge to use 

the restroom. 

“Some forces are at work and we are their pawns. I am your friend here. We are on the 

same side of the fence. So relax with me, okay?.” 

How could I relax with someone whose goal is to overthrow me? Enough parables! “Speak 

in clear terms, Tayo”. This was no longer a ‘sister’ thing. 



“I have two words for you. Just two words.” She raised two fingers and adjusted her 

hat. “Be Careful.” 

“Careful of what?” I could no longer take the suspense. “Just spill!” 

She started walking away. “You will know with time.” 

I stood transfixed for over a minute and all of a sudden, my head began to ache. My 

phone buzzed in my bag. I brought it out and found a message. 

Matthew 6:33 “But seek first His kingdom and His righteousness, and all these things 

will be given to you as well.” 

I almost wept. Oh God! I need You now more than ever. 
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I had the same dream again or rather a different variation. This time, I found myself 

locked in a cage that was speeding towards God-knows-where. The air was tight and I 

could hardly breathe. I flung myself at the cage and the faster it went, the weaker I 

became. I tried to call the name of Jesus but it came out as a whisper. I knew this was 

it. I was going to die. 

The loud bang on the door woke me and my father peeped in. “Chinwe, it’s 6.15. You are 

late for work.” 

‘Oh! Thanks dad. I overslept.” My head floated in midair as I tried to regain control and 

waited till things began to take shape. 

“Over-hurry then. You would not want a query on Monday morning, would you?” He closed 

the door. 

I tried to stand but fell back on the bed. This was not good. Two bad dreams at a row. I 

needed to speak with someone. No, not dad. He spiritualizes things too much. I needed 

someone with a different perspective. Mrs. Folarin, perhaps…my mother’s best friend. 

She was also a deaconess in the church and though she had no child, had been of great 

help to many spinsters. She was the perfect person to speak with. 

I picked up my phone under my pillow to dial her number. There was a message waiting 

for me. Philippians 4:6 ‘Be careful for nothing; but in everything by prayer and 

supplication with thanksgiving, let your requests be made known unto God.’ Who sends 

these messages anyway? I tried the number twice, but no one picked. Probably one of 

those phone evangelists. 

I dialed Mrs. Folarin and it didn’t ring long before she picked. 

“Hello, daughter. How are you?” 

Her voice reminded me of my mum. Reassuring… just what I needed. 

“Good morning, mummy. I am fine. Please I need to see you urgently today.” 

“Really?” She was concerned. “Is there a problem?” 

YES!!! I’M GONNA DIE!  “No. I mean just a little issue. I will stop at your shop this 

evening when returning from work.” 

“No, come directly to the house. I will be waiting for you. I have something God dropped 

in my heart about you this morning.” 



“Really?” My heart skipped a bit. “I will try to come early.” 

“See you then and remain blessed.” She cut the line. 

I dropped the phone slowly. So, God had something for me? Whatever it was, I hoped it 

was not connected to the dreams. My heart seemed heavier all of a sudden. 

At work that day, everything seemed to be too slow for me. 5pm looked like forever and 

the boring meetings didn’t seem to help. Steve kept giving me a funny look. Couldn’t he 

just mind his business? 

At 4.30pm, my table was clear (a feat I had not achieved since I started working in the 

company). I called Mrs. Folarin and she confirmed she was already at home and expecting 

me. At five minutes to closing time, Steve barged into my office with an angry face. 

“Miss Chinwe, I sent you an urgent mail about 30 minutes ago and no response yet.” His 

hands were on my desk. 

“Oh, really?” I looked at my system. I had shut down 30 minutes ago. “What was it 

about?” Wrong question. 

He straightened. “It’s late already. I need that report first thing tomorrow morning, 

okay?” 

“Alright, sir. You will get it.” Which report? I was not sure of what he needed but was 

not about to ask either. 

Then he folded his arms and his face softened. “Got time for dinner with your boss?” 

How arrogant! “Ermm… I would have loved to, but I have an appointment…an URGENT 

appointment.” 

“A date?” 

“Well, a meeting.” I was not about to tell him what. 

“Good luck then. Maybe tomorrow? I will be meeting a couple of friends, so we won’t be 

alone.” 

“Tomorrow is fine. ” Did I just agree? Oh my! 

He smiled and I felt some butterflies in my stomach. He headed for the door and turned. 

“Don’t forget my report.” 

“Okay, sir. First thing tomorrow.” 



What have I just done? A date with Steve? Whether with friends or not, I just agreed 

to do something I consider ‘bad’, hanging out with someone other than my fiancé. Segun 

wouldn’t mind, would he? After all, he is guilty of that too, but does that grant me 

permission to do same? 

5 minutes late! I dashed out of my office and by 6.15pm, I was at my counselor’s home. 

She welcomed me with so much warmth that I felt happy for the first time that day. 

When we finally settled down to talk, I told her of my dreams, of my relationship, of my 

dad, of everything. 

She listened attentively and occasionally interrupted to ask me a few questions. At the 

end of everything, she picked up her Bible and read a passage – Phillipians 4:6, same 

message I got this morning. God was indeed speaking to me. I asked myself, how well 

have I prayed about this? Have my emotions not beclouded my judgment? Have I been 

trusting God enough to take control of my life? Has the flesh not taken over in this? The 

answers made me bow my head in shame. 

Mrs. Folarin prayed with me and I felt a peace I hadn’t felt in a long while. I promised 

God from that moment, He would take the wheel of my life. As I stepped out of the 

house, I met the last person I needed to see. Tayo stood outside the door with a 

surprised look on her face. 

“What are you doing here?” We blurted out at the same time. 

“Well, I came to see mummy.” She replied. 

“Me too.” I stepped aside for her to enter. “I had a wonderful time with her. I am sure 

you will too.” 

“No doubt about that.” She managed a smile. “Have a good evening.” 

Tayo with her curt manner of ending conversations. I would not let her get to me. Never 

again. 

“You too.” I walked away without a backward glance, though I knew she kept looking until 

I stepped out of the gate. 

My phone rang loudly. It was Segun and a smile crept up my face. 

“Hello, darling.” His deep voice melted me. 

“Hi again, baby. Good day at work? You sounded dull earlier today.” He had called me 

twice at work. 



‘No more dullness again. I am very fine now.” 

“Wonderful. So, you have time to hang out with your fiancé tomorrow evening?” 

“Oh no! Sorry, I have an appointment. What about Wednesday?” 

“Awww… too bad. Maybe Wednesday then. Will let you know. Talk to you later, okay? I’m 

driving now.” 

“Okay, bye dearie.” I cut the call and heaved a sigh. Wished I had not given a ‘yes’ to 

Steve. 

It’s all good. God is in control of my life now and He knows everything that happens to 

me. My mind drifted back to Tayo and the strange look she had when she saw me. Well, 

whatever she had in mind was her cup of tea. I sang all the way to my house. IT IS WELL 

WITH MY SOUL. 
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Why am I over-excited? The last time I felt this way was the night Segun proposed to 

me. We had gone out on a romantic, candle-lit dinner at Raddison Blu and I had never 

looked more beautiful in my blue gown with matching silver accessories. I had bought 

that dress immediately he told me he was taking me somewhere special that night and 

my best friend, Mercy, had helped to pick the colour. 

“Tonight is the D-Night, Chinwe. You must look your best. He’s gonna propose and you will 

say ‘yes’..OMG!!!” She had chipped over and over and I had to pinch her to be calm. I had 

looked at myself at the mirror and was amazed at what I saw. Segun had looked very 

handsome that night in his grey suit with a matching red tie and when he popped the 

word, I felt Heaven come down. The ring was priceless, a symbol of our commitment to 

each other. 

It is still priceless. I picked it up from the dressing table as I prepare for today’s work. 

This evening, I shall be hanging out with Steve and while I feel a little guilty, there is 

this sinful excitement within me. Is this wrong? I mean, I should only feel this for my 

fiancé, right? I placed the ring on my middle finger. It had been a while I wore it and 

that had begun giving people the wrong impression, starting with Steve. 

My phone rang. It was Segun doing his morning checkup. 

Smiling, I picked the call. “Good morning, Love.” 

“Morning, baby. Had a good night?” 

“Yes, I did and almost ready for work. Did you sleep well?” 

He yawned loudly. “Well, for only three hours. Spent the night strategizing. We want to 

expand our business and meeting with a couple of consultants today.” 

“That’s great! Good luck. Too bad, I would have wanted to come along, but for an 

important appointment today. You know I’m good at negotiating.” 

“Yes, baby. You should be my PA.” 

I chuckled. “Well, that would be an additional role I would love to take on.” 

“Hahaha… that’s only a matter of time. How’s your dad?” 

“He’s fine.” My answer was curt. I knew he was heading somewhere. 



“Well, I would love to have a private meeting with him tomorrow. Can you arrange that 

for me?” 

“Why not? He will be your father-in-law and you should start getting used to each other.” 

“I hope he thinks so. Get early to work, baby. Will call you later. Love you. Muah!” 

“Love you too. Bye!” Smiling, I put my phone in my bag and I looked at myself in the 

mirror. Now, wasn’t that what love was all about? Loving and being loved in return… 

Today’s outing with my boss’ son was just an informal thing with no strings attached. I 

must keep my head focused as a young Christian lady. No flings! 

Work went beautifully well than expected. I prepared Steve’s report and left it with his 

secretary as he did not arrive early. I even got a call from Mercy, who is now running her 

Masters Program in the UK. She mentioned she just met a man she felt God was leading 

her too. I wished her all the happiness in the world, but that she should be careful and 

not rush into things. Men could be funny at times. Thank God for my fiancé. 

Steve came in later in the day and I silently prayed he would not remember his plan and 

did much to avoid him, but I was disappointed. During my lunch hour, I bumped into him 

at the lobby. 

“Hello, Miss Chinwe. Hope you still have our appointment in mind.” He looked taller today. 

Perhaps it was because he wore a tie. 

“Of course. I am most excited.” Well, that was technically true. 

“Good. Meet me at the Park at exactly 5pm. Enjoy your break.” He left me standing 

without waiting for a response. The nerve! 

At exactly 5pm, I was waiting beside his Range Rover and it took him 20 minutes to join 

me. My patience wore thin and it took all my willpower not to say something nasty. God 

help me! But that gave me enough time to make up. I needed to look good. No, not for 

Steve.  Definitely not for him. 

I sat beside him in front and when he started the car, he adjusted the front mirror. 

“Too much powder.” 

“What?” 

“I said you have too much powder on. One side of your face is lighter than the other. You 

might want to use the mirror again.” 



I was embarrassed. Who did he think he was to correct me? I was not ready to allow him 

win. “Well, that is what’s in vogue.” I refused to touch my face. 

He cleared his throat. “I see.” He waved to the gatemen as he drove out of the premises. 

“You are using a ring today.” 

“Yes. I am engaged. Thought you knew.” I was a little confident now and raised it up for 

him to see. Now, he would know there was no ‘show’ for him. 

“I didn’t. You may want to hide it. I do not want my friends to think I am poaching.” 

I swallowed hard. “Poaching?” 

He glanced at me briefly. “Just remove it, and that’s an order.” 

“A ‘please’ would have sufficed.” I wrung the ring out of my hand and into my bag. This 

would be the last outing we would have together. Never would I allow this to happen 

again. 

I shrank deeper into the seat and wondered where he was taking me to. “Where are we 

heading to?” 

“You’ll see when we get there. Just relax. It’s just you and I and some friends I would 

like you to meet.” 

“Okay.” 

He drove to Victoria Island and into Raddison Blu. Sweet memories flooded back in a 

rush and I smiled. As we were led into the restaurant, my eyes went straight to where 

Segun and I officially began. It was occupied by some Chinese men. The waiter led us to 

the table just right next to it. There were three persons in suits sitting and backing us 

and I wondered what kind of boring meeting this would be. 

Steve drew a seat for me and as I sat down, my eyes met those opposite and I froze. 

Steve started the introductions. “Chinwe, meet my friend, Segun and his friends I met 

at your church…” 

Segun was with Tayo and a brother I barely talked to in church. My body went cold all 

of a sudden and I felt like using the restroom. Segun’s throat throbbed visibly and his 

hands appeared to shake a bit. Tayo, on the other hand, had this ‘I got you’ look on her 

face. 



Steve sat beside me. “I am sure you know them. I wanted to surprise you.” He smiled 

gently. 

What a surprise! “Of course, I know them quite well, especially Segun.” 

Segun managed a fake smile. “Steve, you should have told us. Never knew Sister Chinwe 

was the financial advisor you said you would come along with.” Oh! Now, I’m ‘sister’. 

“Well, I wanted to make it a surprise for everyone. Isn’t it a small world after all?” Steve 

beckoned on the waiter. 

I looked at Segun, who clearly avoided my eyes. What was he doing with Tayo again? Did 

he call her immediately I declined his offer? Was I even his first choice? What was 

going on between them? Tayo seemed pleased with the whole setting. Things were 

obviously working her way. Brother Tunde seemed oblivious to the fire about to brew at 

the table. I turned to Steve. He was relaxed on his seat and had a secret look on his 

face. How much did he know? 

If this was all a game, I was not leaving there the loser. I adjusted to a more comfortable 

position. Let the show begin. 
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Every girl has a dream. 

… A Cinderella dream to be whisked away by a handsome prince who would never break 

her heart and they would live ‘happily-ever-after’. There would be no 12 midnight deadline 

and no evil stepsister who would try to steal the glass shoe. Well, that only existed in 

fairy tales. In real life, there are many ‘Happily-Never-Afters’ and mine appears to be 

towing that line. 

A little cough brought me back to the reality and I noticed all eyes were fixed on me. 

“We are waiting, Chinwe.” Steve nudged me with his arm and I felt like hitting him. 

What were they waiting for? If what they wanted was bombs of spiteful words, I’ve got 

loads of those at the tip of my tongue for everyone at the table. EVERYONE. 

I put on a fake smile and mumbled. “Waiting for?” Heat flooded my face and I felt silly. 

Segun quickly responded. “What you think about the epileptic power supply we have been 

facing in the country.” 

Discussion on PHCN? What a topic! How about we discussed more interesting things like 

why my prince is on an outing with my evil step sister! Or where on earth Segun and Steve 

knew each other. The world is not just a small place. It is now a face-me-I-face-you 

apartment. 

“Your orders, please. “ The waiter stood beside us with his pen and pad and I almost 

hugged him for jumping to my rescue. As I picked up the menu, I realised I had no 

appetite. I lowered the book and peeped at Segun. His head was bent a little towards 

Tayo and they seemed to be deliberating on what they should eat. Hello, I’m the 

Cinderella here! I should be the one at his side. I should be the one to decide what he 

eats like he had always allowed me. Sometimes, we would play the game of ‘mini-mini-

mani-mo’ and would end up with courses outside our choices, but with Segun, everything 

was always delicious. 

“Would you like the Tuna Tatare? It’s a fantastic menu.” Steve looked at me with a funny 

look in his eyes. I could almost take it as concern, but I knew it was all a ruse. 

“Well, I’ve never taken it before. I could give it a try.” I dropped the menu book 

disinterestedly. 



“Trust me, you would love it. I’m taking same.” He beckoned on the waiter and as he made 

the orders for us, I watched with silent anger as Segun and Tayo concluded on the same 

meal. 

Every time our eyes locked, Segun always quickly averted his but his frown did not go 

unnoticed. I knew he was trying hard to keep calm like me. We were alike in so many ways 

and the fact scares me sometimes. 

“So, where did you two meet each other?” I blurted out without thinking. “Ermm… I mean 

you and Steve?” I asked Segun with a forced smile. 

“Ha! We met at Uniben, same faculty, different departments.” He chuckled. “He didn’t 

wait to complete his education before his father shipped him off abroad. He was a bad 

boy then o!” 

“Well, you can say that again.” Steve laughed hard. “On the other hand, you were the 

Jesus boy, always trying to preach to me and I remember one day, I almost had my boys 

beat you up because you were having fellowship in the same hall I wanted to have my 

birthday party.” 

“Well, thank God you didn’t. I would have bound and loosed that day and you would have 

seen angels performing karate on you.” 

Everyone laughed, even I managed a smile. Perhaps, pretending nothing was wrong would 

be the best option. 

“So what about you, Chinwe, did you meet your fellow church members in the church or 

outside?” Steve directed the question at me. 

“Well, I knew Sister Tayo and Brother Tunde in the church, but for Segun, I umm…” I 

took a sip of water with shaky hands “We go a long way back.” 

There was an uncomfortable silence and Segun cleared his throat. 

Bro Tunde chipped in. “Sister Chinwe is the daughter of our pastor. Her father owns the 

church. Sister Tayo is the daughter of our assistant pastor.” 

“I see.” Steve smiled. What does he always ‘see’? Didn’t he notice his questions were 

starting a fire? What in Heaven am I doing there? I should excuse myself. 

“So, should I assume you guys are in a relationship?” Steve faced Segun and Tayo. “I can 

feel some vibes coming from you.” 

What! This was it. I could take no more. 



Tayo beamed and placed her hands in Segun’s. “Something like that.” 

I nearly choked on my drink. Shut up, Liar! 

Segun quickly disagreed and he removed his hand politely. “Actually, Tayo and I are close 

friends, but I am engaged to another.” 

“How nice!” I could not take the betrayal anymore. “Does she know you are out with a 

close friend?” I taunted. “I bet she wouldn’t mind.” 

Segun’s voice was a little louder. “Actually, she confirmed she had an urgent appointment 

this evening, one she could not cancel.” 

“Your orders, please.” The waiter came with several others and placed our meals on the 

table. I raised my eyes to Segun and his were fixed squarely on me. I could feel the heat 

in them. 

“I would love to meet her someday.” Steve passed a plate to Segun. “This woman who has 

captured this Jesus boy’s heart. I bet she doesn’t know you are out with another woman. 

No sane woman will accept that, trust me. But, if she’s a Jesus girl, I bet she will easily 

forgive and forget.” 

That was the final straw. I stood up. “Excuse me, please. I need to use the ladies.” 

I didn’t wait for any response. I needed to be out of there before the tears came spilling 

down and I would embarrass myself. I could not bear the pain any longer. Why did it have 

to be me? God, I have done everything right. I have denied myself for so many years, 

kept myself chaste, despite the many advances at school. Was I too naive to see where 

this was heading all along? To think it all started at this same place… Please Jesus, tell 

me where I went wrong. 

The door opened slightly and I could do little to hide my teary face on time. Tayo stood 

at the entrance. Talk of the devil! She had come to mock me more. 

“WHAT DO YOU WANT AGAIN? YOU HAVE WON, OKAY? YOU HAVE FINALLY 

STOLEN MY FIANCE. YOU CAN HAVE HIM FOR ALL I CARE.” 

“Calm down, sister and hear me out.” She locked the door behind her. “Please just give 

me a listening ear. You will be interested in what I have to say.” 

“I don’t have interest in what husband snatchers have to say.” I turned my back against 

her. “Just go away. You have won.” 

“Actually, you do and by the time I’m done, you will thank me for it.” 



I faced her slowly. I did not know what to expect from her. I wasn’t sure whose side she 

was on. This minute she would be antagonistic and the next, supportive. I needed to be 

very careful with her. Evil step sister. 

“SPILL.” 

When she saw she had my full attention, she smiled. “Five minutes is all I need.” 
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Ever been in a daze with your head spiraling in space? Time stops moving and there is no 

sound except that which comes seem to come from a million miles away. Then you have 

to blink and fight your way back as you realize your heart is about to explode. 

“Hold on.” I raised my hand. “Go one point after the other.” I struggled to keep my mind 

on what Tayo was explaining. She was giving too much at once and my fragile heart was 

at the verge of crumbling. 

Tayo snapped with impatience. “Have I been wasting my time all along?” 

“I’m sorry. It’s just that everything is too much for me to take at once. Please, I beg 

you.” I did not want to push her too far, yet I needed to feed off everything from her. 

That was all what this was about. To get to the root of what had been bothering me for 

weeks. 

Tayo sighed deeply and glanced at the door. “You know the men will be waiting for us.” 

“I am sure they can wait for another ten minutes.” 

When she saw my determination, Tayo gave up and went towards the door. She shut it 

and rested her back on it to make sure no one came in. Her voice lowered a bit. “Segun 

should never know about this and I am telling you this on a sister-to-sister basis, okay?” 

I swallowed hard. “Okay.” 

“You remember the last time we spoke in church? I told you to be careful, didn’t I?” She 

didn’t wait for my response. “Well, you see, there are many things happening that you, 

even as the pastor’s daughter, do not know. You are so engrossed in the choir and with 

Segun that you do not know there is fire on the mountain and you are in the middle of 

it.” 

Get to the point! “Okay.” That seemed the most appropriate answer as I tried to control 

the urge to yank the info out of her. 

She spoke in a conclusive tone. “Well, Segun is not going to marry you, no matter what 

you do.” 

Bombshell one. “What! How…wwwhat do you mean? ” I stammered. 

“I know it is hard for you to accept.” Tayo’s face was filled with concern. “But that is the 

bitter truth. He does not love you. He said it to me himself. You do not want to spend 

the rest of your life with a man who doesn’t love you, do you?” 



My hands drew into fists. “What a liar you are! You want him for yourself, don’t you? 

That is why you are trying to feed me with lies, but you see, you are going to lose big 

time.” I pointed my finger at her. “Big time.” 

Tayo gave a little laugh. “Who is in a battle with you? Definitely not me. I am not the one 

in the fire, you are. I am not the one sticking to a man who doesn’t love me, you are, and 

most importantly, I am not even interested in this guy when there are better prospects 

out there.” 

‘Excuse me? You are not interested, yet you are on an outing with him and you jump at 

the slightest opportunity to be tagged with him. Are you listening to yourself at all or 

you are just plain dumb?” God forgive me! But she deserves it. 

Strangely, she didn’t take offence. “Well, what can a girl do? We are in a competitive 

world and not many good opportunities out there, so you grab the ones that come and 

make the best use of them, at least until better ones come along.” A strange smile crept 

up her face. 

OMG! I could not believe my ears! All these coming from a ‘christian sister’? “Are you 

listening to yourself at all, Sister Tayo? For Pete’s sake, that notion of yours is very 

unchristlike. You are the Assistant Pastor’s daughter and…” 

Tayo hissed. “Oh, please! That is just a title. Being the Assistant Pastor’s daughter does 

not guarantee a good husband. I have to do my own part too. Work my way to the top. I 

am not daddy’s little girl like you.” She teased. 

“But why with my Segun? What did I do to deserve this from you?” 

Tayo clapped her hands in derision. “Listen to yourself speak. ‘Your Segun’… Can’t you get 

what I have been saying? Segun doesn’t love you! Are you so naïve and blind that you 

cannot recognize the truth even when it punches you in the face? Oh! These gullible 

sisters!” She shook her head. “Open your eyes. The world is not as rosy as you think.” 

“No, it is you that should be ashamed of soiling the church of Christ with your ungodly 

act. I have often wondered why you are always doing your ushering work in front of the 

church. One would think you are a dedicated worker, but I see through your façade. 

Advertising your ‘assets’ for the highest bidder.” 

Tayo looked pained. “At least, I am not the one who will be broken hearted when she 

finally discovers she had been played all along. I am on top of my game. Yours is about to 

end and you are on the losing side.” 

That stung hard. Really hard. “That’s enough. I am not doing this anymore.” I stepped 

towards the door. 



She blocked me. “Oh no! I am not finished yet. I decide when this conversation is over.” 

We were like warring lions on the field, trying to protect our territories from being 

invaded and we assessed each other’s strength and weakness with wary eyes. Only one 

winner can emerge. 

She continued. “When I told you to be careful, I was not even referring to Segun. I was 

referring to someone else and the force is the one flaming the fire.” 

“Ha! I see.” I braced myself for the worst. “I now know who I should be careful of and 

she is standing right in front of me.” 

Tayo laughed hysterically. “You never cease to amaze me with your gullible conclusions, 

but then it is you, isn’t it? I should not expect better.” 

I bit my tongue from blurting out the insultive word on my mind, but did not succeed. 

“Well, I cannot imagine a worse devil I should watch my back for.” 

Tayo inhaled sharply. “At least, this ‘devil’ is kind enough to be her sister’s keeper.” 

Sister’s keeper? Right now, she was doing a terrible job of that. “So which other devil 

should I be careful of?” I needed that information badly, though I pretended to be 

disinterested. 

“Guess.” 

“What! This is no guessing game and you have wasted my time enough. Please get out of 

my way. I need to leave.” 

“Okay.” She gave up. “You are such a bore. It is not everyone you should talk to when you 

face difficulty. The Bible says we should try every spirit.” 

“Ha ! Now, you are quoting scriptures.” 

“Listen to me.” Her tone was more serious. “She is not who you think she is. She 

manipulates people to do what she wants and she has got her hands around Segun. Her 

desire is to see you and Segun never get married.” 

“Who are you talking about?” I asked as she was beginning to sound like a deranged 

person to me. 

“Deaconess Folarin.” 

It was my turn to laugh. Bombshell two. “You are kidding me, right?” 



“Ladies, are you okay in there?” Bro Tunde called from outside the door. “Your food is 

getting cold.” I could barely recognize his voice. 

“We are fine and will be out in a minute.” Tayo responded. Then she looked at me. “Don’t 

say I did not warn you. The devil you know is better than the angel you do not know, 

right?” 

It was simply unbelievable. “You want me to believe our trusted Mrs Folarin is behind all 

these? You are despicable, Tayo and I will report you.” I trusted the Deaconess with all 

my heart. She would never stoop low to do this. She was the ‘mother’ to all spinsters in 

the church. 

“Well, that means you will be playing into the hands of your enemy. I hope one day you 

will appreciate me for who I am.” Her hands went to the knob. 

“Wait!” 

“I am done. That is the end of our discussion and like I said, this never happened. The 

ball is now in your court and whatever you choose to do with it is none of my business. By 

the way, that boss of yours looks very ‘take away’.” She winked. “Can you be your sister’s 

keeper? I will need his number later.” 

My mouth moved but nothing came out. 

Tayo smiled. “Good luck to you, Sister Chinwe.” She opened the door. “After you.” 

I checked my face in the mirror. Now was not the time to look forlorn. I adjusted my 

hair and my clothes and applied some cream I found at the sink. The Chinwe that left 

the table is not the one returning. 

Everybody, prepare for war! 
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It is 12.50 am and I have not had a minute sleep. How can I sleep when my house is on 

fire? All I have dreamt of, worked for, and waited patiently for all these years came 

crumbling down in a matter of minutes in an hotel’s restroom. They say the truth is 

bitter and no matter how hard you try to hide from it, it will catch up with you one 

day… 

That ‘one day’ for me was just few hours ago… 

I had returned to the table after my chat with Tayo and while I was oppressed at 

heart, a part of me strangely felt relieved, like a big load was off my shoulder. I was no 

longer a novice at the game. I knew the rules and the players well enough to strategise 

how to come out on top. All I needed to do was to play my cards right. 

For the rest of the meal, there was a chilling coldness at the table, despite Steve’s 

constant jokes. I wondered why he did not observe the silent animosity flowing with 

high current round the table, or perhaps he chose to ignore it. Bro Tunde also cracked 

a few jokes, though his were more ‘spiritual’. I had to roll my eyes several times as 

most of his jokes were bland to me. He should really learn to be more ‘social.’ 

At around 9p.m., Segun suggested we left and that was a welcome idea to me. I could 

not wait for us to be alone and thrash this issue once and for all. No need beating 

about the bush. I was no longer the love-struck lady he proposed to some months ago 

and who had voiced a ‘yes’ through teary eyes. That lady died in the restroom an hour 

ago. 

“Steve, I am sure you are going my way. I will prefer to go with you.” Tayo suggested 

with a sweet smile on her face. ”Sister Chinwe and Bro Tunde will go with Segun since 

they are going the same direction.” 

“That sounds great.” I agreed. She could have Steve for all she wants. 

“No. Chinwe goes with me.” Steve refused. “I brought her here and am responsible to 

ensure she gets home safe.” He winked at Segun. “Not that I doubt your capabilities.” 

“Sure, Chinwe can go with you.” Segun shrugged nonchalantly before looking at me 

straight in the eye. “She is your date.” His voice was laced with meaning. 

I held my tongue from blurting out all the things at the tip of my tongue. I cast Segun 

a cold stare and picked up my bag. Now was not the time to start a scene. With a 

forced smile, I turned to steve. “After you, boss.” 



Tayo did not waste time to show her disappointment as we walked out of the 

restaurant. She kept murmuring to Segun, who still insisted she went with him. 

As we got to the exit, Bro Tunde tapped my shoulder and whispered into my ears. 

“Everything will be alright.” His eyes were reassuring and I thought I saw concern too. 

I nodded with a faint smile. “I believe so. Thank you.” 

It dawned on me that he had seen beyond the pretenses acted out during dinner. Of 

course, he knew I was engaged to Segun. Every member of our church knew. 

On our way home, the drive was quiet for the first half of the journey which gave me 

enough time to ruminate. If what Tayo told me was indeed true, then I needed to move 

very fast. I was at war with forces above my class and needed to be in top form. And if 

she lied, well… 

Steve pulled into a petrol station and stayed on the queue. He cleared his throat. “So, 

did you enjoy this evening?” 

“Yes…Yes, it was fun.” Terrible fun! 

“We should do this more often, or what do you think?” 

Hell, no! “Whatever you say, boss.” There were weightier matters on my mind and 

another disastrous date was not among them. 

“I saw the way he looked at you all through the dinner.” 

I glanced at him sharply. “Who?” Was it that obvious? I could feel Segun’s cold stare 

on me again. 

“Tunde or is it Brother Tunde you call him.” He drove closer to the attendant. “When a 

man looks at a woman with that kind of look, then he’s got something in mind.” 

Bro Tunde? LOL. I could not contain my sneer. Pleaseeeeee, he was the last person I 

would think of in the world. (Now, don’t get me wrong. He is a good looking Christian 

brother, but when it comes to social skills, he sucks. He barely chats with sisters in the 

church and I was surprised to have seen him today. Segun must have dragged him 

along.) 

Speaking of Segun… “There is something I want you to know.” I adjusted 

uncomfortably on the seat. Steve was talking to the attendant. I had to tell him about 

Segun and who Segun was to me. That would put a final end to his ‘goal’, whatever it 

was. 



“You said what?” Steve faced me. 

“There is something you should know.” I brought out my engagement ring. 

“That you are engaged? You have proven that over and over today. That still does not 

stop me from hanging out with you, okay? Not that it matters anymore.” 

“Excuse me?” I sat straight. “What do you mean?” 

“Miss Chinwe. I know you are engaged to Segun and my bringing you to this meeting was 

intentional. 

“What!” I nearly screamed. “You mean you knew Segun was my fiancé and you planned 

this all along?” 

“That is another way to put it.” He handed the attendant some money and drove out of 

the station. 

OMG! This was more than I thought. “How… How did you know? Did Segun tell you?” 

He chuckled. “Segun did not need to tell me anything. I only needed to check your 

Facebook status.” 

My marital status was ‘engaged’ and Segun was named. “Oh no! Do you realize what you 

caused tonight?” 

“Well” He blared the horn of the car. “I have been able to make you see that not all 

that the so called church brothers are real christians. See, Chinwe, I like you. I am not 

a church brother and I won’t treat you bad. Break up your engagement with Segun and 

let me be your man, not just a boss.” 

I could not believe my ears. “Are you okay at all?” This was no longer a boss-employee 

talk. 

“I am trying to save you from heartbreak here. I saw all the hostility flying at dinner. 

What kind of man would go out with another woman without the knowledge of his 

fiancée? That is cheating! I will never do that to my woman and I do not need church to 

teach me that. I am a real man, not your fake church friend. Give us a chance, Chinwe.” 

“Stop the car, please.” I needed to get some fresh air and get far away from Steve. My 

head was hot and funny imaginations filled them. 



Steve instead accelerated more. “You are a good lady and deserve to be loved and 

respected. I can give you that and more, if you allow me.” 

“No, thanks.” 

“Just think about it, please. I really would like to spend the rest of my life with you.” 

Now, that was pushing it too far. “That’s my bus stop”. I pointed at a distance not far 

away. “Obanikoro” 

Before Steve could park, I had already opened the door. The further I got away from 

him, the better for me. What a manipulator! 

I jumped out of the car and crossed to the other side without looking back. This had 

taken a new dimension. An unfaithful lover and An ungodly seducer. Two unlikely 

options. Jesus, take the wheel. 

As I walked briskly home, I got a text message. It read “Be ye not unequally yoked 

together with unbelievers: for what fellowship hath righteousness with 

unrighteousness? And what communion hath light with darkness?” 

What choice does a 29 year old Christian lady have when her only next available option 

is an ‘ungodly’ choice in the form of a handsome, ready-made husband? Tonight I will 

speak with Segun on phone. Tonight, everything will be settled… 

But first, I needed to chat with dad and tell him he was right all along. He would be so 

happy to hear his prodigal daughter had realized her mistake. When I entered the 

house, he was seated on his favourite chair with a photo album in his hands. It was his 

wedding album and his face was filled with intense emotions. He was relishing the good, 

old times with my mum. I did not want to disturb him with my own troubles. Everyone 

had his own ‘wahala’. I postponed the talk… 

My alarm rings. It is 1 a.m. Time to play my first card. I picked up my phone and dialed 

Segun’s number. 
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My heart pounds like heavy thunderstorm as the next few minutes could change the 

course of my life forever. What would I do if Segun decides to finally break our long-

time relationship? Would I just shrug and carry on or would my heart break into tiny, 

little pieces? The latter may obviously be the result. I really loved Segun, I still do; and 

I had felt he was the one God had destined for me to marry until lately when everything 

began to appear hazy and doubtful…when everything began to look like a dream almost 

shattered. Remain positive! 

I sweated profusely as I waited for Segun to pick his phone. When I heard the operator’s 

voice, a cold relief swept through me, but it was only temporary when my phone rang 

immediately. I checked the caller. It was not a saved contact, yet it looked strangely 

familiar. I took in a deep breath. It was now or never. 

“Hello.” I could barely recognize my voice. It sounded like a crackling chicken. 

“Hello, dear.” The voice was deep and sleepy. “You are not yet asleep. It’s very late.” 

Where would I begin? “Ermmm… Not feeling sleepy. Thought we could have a little 

midnight chat. How are you? Great dinner today.” Indeed. 

“I see we are on the same page. My mind has not been off you since we parted. We really 

need to talk which was why I had to call. Yeah, nice dinner, but very uncomfortable 

atmosphere. ” 

Well, I called first. I heard some faint music playing in the background. “Yes, it’s high 

time we spoke and settled things between us. Is that Don Moen you are listening to?” 

“Don Moen? That’s Don Williams. You like his songs too?” 

That was strange. Segun never listened to ‘non-christian’ songs. He had always preached 

vehemently against them and now… “Segun, when did you start loving Don Williams?” 

“Don Williams has always been my favourite musician and I am not Segun.” The voice was 

a bit harsh. “How can you compare me with that cheat?” 

OMG! “Steve?” Really???? Why was he calling me tonight of all nights? He was the least 

person I expected. To think I was actually chatting with Segun. They sounded so alike. 

Grave mistake! “Why… why are you calling me?” 

“I told you I needed to talk to you, and the feeling that you thought you were speaking 

with the man who doesn’t love you like I do is degrading enough for me.” 

I didn’t know whether to say I was sorry or he should get off my phone. “I’m sorry. I 

didn’t know it was you.” I had to tread carefully. This was my boss’ son and he had the 



power to hire and fire. “I’m very sorry. I had tried Segun’s line earlier, so I thought he 

was the one calling back.” 

“I see you are desperate to beg him that you could not even recognize your company’s 

CUG number when I called. Are you that cheap that you want to stoop so low before a 

man who flaunted his girlfriend before you today? A man whose engagement ring 

mattered little to you?” 

OUCH! That went DEEP! 

He didn’t wait for a response, but spewed on. “I am offering you love, respect, fame, 

money…name it. Everything to make you a complete woman and you are chasing after a 

church-flirt? I am most disappointed in you.” 

Now, wait a minute! Because he was my boss’ son did not mean he had the right to talk-

down on me. I would not accept that. “Mr Steve, with all due respect, you really do not 

have business with my private life. What goes on between my fiancé and I is none of your 

concern. Please leave us alone!” 

My phone beeped and I saw Segun’s number. I needed to end this call. 

“You are mistaken there, my dear.” Steve didn’t seem ready to leave. “You were my 

private business since the day I first met you on the stairway and you smiled at me. 

Remember? There was something about you that was different from any lady I had met 

before and I am not about to let any man treat you badly, not even your so-called fiancé. 

My offer still stands. Come with me and take my word when I say I will never ‘play’ you. 

I am for real.” 

I was dumbstruck. I remembered the day we first met. We had shaken hands and I had 

greeted him innocently like a devoted employee. He had simply nodded and turned to the 

person behind me like I never existed. How would he have noticed an unsophisticated, 

church-girl like me? 

My phone beeped again. “Please I need to leave now.” Enough of this nonsense. 

“Segun calling, right?” He laughed derisively. “He probably is calling to call off the 

engagement.” 

I refused to be goaded. “That is our business, not yours.” 

“We’ll see. Good night, love.” 



I did not wait an extra second before pressing the green button. “Hello, Segun. I’m sorry 

you were on hold.” 

“Who were you speaking with for such a long time?” His voice was laced with impatience. 

Oh my! A bigger trouble brewing. Lying seemed like candy right now. I fought the 

temptation. “A colleague from the office.” 

“Steve?” 

The candy became more enticing. “I…ermm” How could I tell him I had been talking to 

the one man he would never want to hear about. 

“Don’t lie to me, Chi.” 

I swallowed hard. “Well, you are right. Steve called me tonight and I initially thought it 

was you before I later found out it was him.” I let out a big sigh. 

“I see. So you have been making midnight calls.” It sounded like an accusation. “Tell me 

what you discussed. I want to know every detail.” He sounded serious and while a part of 

me wanted to just tell him to let go and let us discuss the weightier matter, the tension 

in his voice made me do otherwise. So, I explained to him, leaving out the name-calling 

part. 

“Do you still love me, Chinwe?” He asked very calmly. 

That was not the response I expected. I had anticipated a ‘hot’ reaction. Did I still love 

him? What is ‘love’ really all about? Is it about just being happy with your partner when 

the times are good? What happens when it is tested during hard times? Does it change 

colour or becomes scratched at the edge? I realized suddenly that despite the trials our 

love has faced these past months, I still loved him. More than ever. 

“Of course, I do.” I said confidently. “I love you, but so many things are going wrong 

these days and I’m afraid for us.” 

“Yes, you are right. Let’s start with the dinner. I never knew the appointment was with 

Steve. C’mon! You should have told me.” 

“Well, I never knew it would be that kind of appointment. I thought it was a business 

meeting. He practically asked me out and also called you up and we fell into the trap. He 

set us up.” 



“Well, the deed has been done. It was a nightmarish dinner.” 

“I agree with you. So, where did Tayo come in?” My conversation with Tayo floated in my 

head. “We had a stimulating conversation in the restroom.” I remembered my promise to 

Tayo not to divulge the details and the urge to spill was intense. 

“I see. What was it about?” 

“Just the usual girl talk. She was very supportive.” 

“I see.” 

“So how did she end up with you for the meeting?” 

“Well, I invited her. I needed another company since my first choice was not available.” 

I inhaled sharply. A substitute? And the only available one was Tayo? I controlled the 

anger growing in me. “Do you still love me, Segun?” 

There was a little pause. “Why did you ask? Do you doubt me? You know I do.” 

I was not comfortable with that answer. ‘Yes, I love you’ is not the same as ‘you know I 

do.’ I was not ready to push, but the green signal just blinked yellow. 

I carried my investigation further. “We should go for counseling. Deaconess Folarin will 

be of great assistance.” 

Tunde smirked. “The Deaconess? I am not going there with you. Look for another person 

we can meet.” 

“Why not?” I urged on. “Is there something I should know? Tayo mentioned her during 

our discussion.” I blurted out without thinking. 

“Oh really? What else did she say?” 

Oh! She said you were a liar and pretender and you told her you never loved me!!! “Nothing 

much. What is it with the deaconess?” 

“Ask your father. He is in a better position to tell you.” 

 “Why don’t you tell me instead and stop beating about the bush?” I was tired of being 

the ball. 



“This is not a phone talk. We really should meet and talk. How about dinner on Friday?” 

“I have a couple of meetings.” 

“With Steve? Do not take me for a ride because I chose to take things calm with you 

tonight. How many of these dinners have you been having with him without my 

knowledge?” He was clearly agitated. 

“Excuse me? I never…” 

“You accuse me of the same thing you are guilty of. You have even stopped wearing our 

engagement ring and the way he kept looking at you really made me sick. He even insisted 

on driving you home and you agreed eagerly. Is there something you should tell me?” He 

was practically shouting now. 

“There is nothing between…” 

“I really don’t want to listen to your usual excuses accompanied with your annoying ‘I am 

right’ attitude. That is something Tayo will never do. She accepts her faults and 

apologises. You don’t. 

That hurt. “Now you are comparing me with your new-found love, eh! I bet you tell her 

things you have not even told me. Why don’t you just state plainly that you want to break 

off this engagement and stop pretending you love me?” 

There was a deafening silence before he spoke quietly. “Is that what you want?” 

The turning-point question. 

“I…I don’t know.” Many ‘ifs’ ran through my head, leaving me completely confused. “I need 

time to pray. We should take time to seek God’s face and see if our being together is 

part of His plan for our lives.” That was the only option I could think of. 

I could feel his tension through the phone. “I will give you the time you need. I also will 

take time to pray. A lot of confusion is at work now. But just know that if you still want 

us together, you will have to make a decision above Steve, okay?” 

I could not respond. I was tired. I just wanted to be alone and cry into my pillow. I placed 

the phone beside me and did not know when Segun cut the line. A tear slid down my cheek 

and my heart suddenly felt like a stone was placed on it. I knelt beside my bed and 

brushed every object aside as I laid my head. My God, it is you and me tonight. I am 



kneeling in the midst of prayer. I am lonely and weak. I am in dire need of your comfort 

and love. Hold me close, Jesus, please hold me close and never let me go. 
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“HELP! SOMEBODY, HELP ME!” 

I found myself hanging on to nothing but a tiny piece of plant as I fought for my dear 

life. Beneath me was an endless pit filled with darkness and any minute now, my hand 

would slip off the plant and I would go deep down, never to be seen again. 

The sky had turned dark and the wind blew hard against my face. It would be a stormy 

night and my life would come to an end. What a way to say goodbye… 

No, it couldn’t be! I still had a lot to offer the world. Too many dreams to pursue, too 

many souls to win for God. I could not go this way. Never. Hold on! 

“Somebody, help me please.” I cried out with all the strength I could muster. 

Occasionally, I would hear the horns of speeding cars and people running to avoid the 

rain, but no one seemed to hear me, or perhaps cared to help if they heard. 

I closed my eyes and prayed. Maybe my time on earth was really over. If this would be 

my last moments, I would ensure my life was right with God. 

A frightening thunder followed by quick lightening stormed heavily through the sky and 

the rains started. I closed my eyes and stilled my body for the inevitable as memories 

of life flooded my mind. Just then a hand grabbed me. 

“Hold on. Don’t let go.” His face was blur as he bent over and held my hand firmly. “Give 

me your other hand.” 

I raised my right hand and he grabbed both hands firmly and mustering all his 

strength, he dragged me out of the pit, flung me over his shoulder and away from the 

storm. It all happened within seconds. 

Thank you, Jesus, for sending someone to my rescue. I opened my eyes to have a closer 

look at my rescuer but his blue, wet shirt clinging to his back was all I saw till my eyes 

gave way… 

“Chinwe!” My father’s loud voice shot through my brain as he knocked on the door to my 

bedroom. “Get up. You will be late for work. I have been doing this more recently. Are 

you sure you are okay? Can I come in?” 

My eyes flew open and I found myself in the same position I had all night – kneeling 

beside the bed with my head on the pillow. I had been praying fervently and had 



drifted off to sleep in the process. I wiped my face and winced at the headache 

running in my head. 

“I’m fine, dad”. I managed to mutter. “You can come in.” 

He slowly opened the door and worry lines etched his face. “You look like you fought a 

lion. Did you sleep at all?” 

I raised my eyes to his face. He was a tall man with a domineering presence. “I did 

sleep a little. Dad, there is something I want to talk to you about.” I had to confide in 

him. He was all I had now. 

“Okay, but how about we discussed it later this evening? You remember The Lawsons 

had a baby last week and this morning is the naming ceremony. I have to be there to 

name the child and I am already running late. In the evening I shall have more time and 

we shall talk, okay?.” 

I stemmed down the hurt boiling in me. When will I ever have my father to myself? 

Always taking care of his ‘sheep’ and never having time for his primary responsibility – 

Me! unless where Segun was involved. He had stamped his foot on that. Segun’s words 

floated back to my mind. My father had all the answers I needed, he said. 

“This is equally important too. I have some questions only you have the answer.” I stood 

up and walked towards him. “Please, daddy. Just few minutes.” 

His phone rang and he picked. It was The Lawsons calling to find out where he was. He 

looked at me pleadingly. “My dear, I promise we shall talk better this evening. The 

programme is about to start and try not to be late to work. It is almost 7.” 

7am? My eyes flew to the table clock. I was very late already. I gave up, sulking. “Okay, 

but I hope you will have that time in the evening because you never really create time 

for me. I really miss mum.” 

I heard his sharp intake of air. I had just struck a chord. 

“Have a lovely day.” He was out of the room within seconds. A tinge of guilt filled me. I 

never should have reminded him about mum, but sometimes we need strong reminders 

to quicken us to our responsibilities. 

I prepared for work slowly. There was no need to hurry since I was already late. I was 

not looking forward to work, not looking forward to meeting Steve. There was much 

chaos in my life already and I didn’t want further complications. 



I arrived work at 9.30 am and everyone kept asking why I arrived late. Couldn’t they 

just be satisfied with my ‘nothing’ answer? They still wanted to know the reason behind 

the ‘nothing’. Luckily for me, my direct boss, the Managing Director, had been out of 

the country for some days, so there would be no query. When I got to my table, I 

found a letter on my desk. When I read it, I nearly peed on myself. I had been 

transferred to another office with immediate effect, and this was no ordinary office. 

I was now to work as Personal Assistant to the General Manager. STEVE. My hands 

shook uncontrollably as I tried to take in the information. It was signed by Steve for 

his father. This man was really playing his cards and if he thought I would dance to his 

tune, he was gravely mistaken. 

I picked up the letter and walked up to his office. Who gave him the right to do as he 

wished? I knocked and didn’t wait for a response. The sight I met nearly gave me a 

heart attack. Sitting cozily across Steve’s laps was Onyinye, the errand girl. The look 

on her face was horror and she quickly stood and clumsily packed up the tea tray on 

the table. She avoided my eyes as she hurried past me and out of the room. 

Steve shifted uncomfortably on his seat and adjusted his tie. “You should knock before 

coming in.” His voice was a little shaky as he tried to regain confidence. 

“Well, I did knock but….” 

He interrupted. “Don’t be worried about what you saw. You know the way these cheap 

girls are. Trying to force themselves on me.” 

Who cares? It was obvious you were a willing partner. “It is really none of my business. 

I need to talk to you about this.” I put the letter on his table. 

“Oh that!” He stood up now as he regained his confidence. “You are to resume as my P.A 

from this morning. Was it not stated there?” 

“What are you up to?” I could not control my outburst. “You think you can still 

manipulate me after last night? Do you know what that has cost me?” 

“Has Segun canceled the engagement like I predicted?” He chuckled. “Just as I 

thought. My offer still stands.” 

“Really? With what I just witnessed? Only a fool will take the silly offer.” 

“Watch your language, lady.” His eyes drew into slits. “I will not tolerate your 

rudeness.” 



That did not stop me. “I am sorry I cannot take up this transfer. Please look for 

someone else. Perhaps, Onyinye deserves a promotion.” I turned to leave. 

His voice was cold. “You have no choice. It is either you comply or your contract is 

terminated.” 

I stopped at the door. “What!” 

“Yes. Resume your new position or you are turned out. Get to to your seat now and start 

your work.” He flung a paper at me. “That is a list of what you are expected to achieve 

today. Make sure you achieve everything. You can go now.” He resumed his work and 

pretended I was not around. 

I counted my options and found I had only one. I would resume my new office and make 

our relationship as professional as possible. I was not about to resign and start looking 

for another job, not in this terrible economy. I picked up the paper and went through 

the list, most of which were secretarial duties. I raised my hand to the door-knob and 

turned. Let me start my job from now. 

“Sir, you have a little stain around your collar. It looks like lipstick.” 

He cast me an angry stare and I smiled inwardly as I left the office. If he thought he 

had me around his finger, he should think again. 

My mind suddenly flashed back to the dream I had this morning. Who was the man in 

the blue shirt? Could it be Segun? God was telling me something and I could not place 

my mind on it. My phone beeped and I saw the message notification. I opened it and it 

was from an unexpected source. Mrs Folarin needed to see me urgently this evening. 

Ha! It was high time I met the woman behind my ‘calamities’, as Tayo suggested. I 

clicked the reply button and type in four letters. OK MA. 
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I looked forward to the evening with great anticipation. Today, I would finally get the 

answers to the clues hanging around my life. I checked my phone for the third time 

just to be sure I had read properly. Mrs Folarin’s message was clear enough. There was 

a touch of desperation in it too, like she had some scores to settle with me. I wondered 

what she wanted to tell me. Well, I had a lot to ask her and she had better come clean. 

If she was really the bad person Tayo claimed she was, then it was time she was put in 

her place. 

Occasionally, I would jump at any sound from my phone. A part of me missed Segun 

terribly and ached to hear from him… a call, text or even a flash would do. Just to 

relish the thought that he still remembered me. None came and that was a little 

depressing. I resisted the urge to call him. Oh! It was not easy. I did not know how I 

managed to scale through, but somehow I survived and was glad I did. 

At 2pm, Steve walked out of his office and into mine. As his P.A, my office was just 

outside his. He flashed a brilliant smile. “Settling into your new role?” 

I looked up from my laptop and managed a smile. “Well, it’s very much the same as my 

old. It is just a change of location.” 

“And more work, I presume?” 

“Well, perhaps.” I shrugged my shoulders. “I am sure I can cope.” 

“Sure you can. That was why I handpicked you. You have everything I need.” When he 

said that, the air became somewhat uncomfortable. He checked his wrist watch. “I’m 

going for lunch. Care to join?” 

Actually, I was a little free, but was not ready to be anywhere near him. Not after 

what I saw this morning. I would be a fool to fall into his trap again. 

I looked for an excuse. “Actually, I have some paper work I need to clear before going 

on break.” I picked up some documents on my table and flipped through them. “Maybe 

another time.” Of course, ‘another time’ will never come. 

“I understand your decision, but I want you to know that what you saw this morning was 

not of my doing.” 

Here we go again. 



He continued. “Like I said, the lady was all over me and I was about chasing her out of 

my office when you arrived.” 

Chasing indeed. “Sir!” I buttressed the word. “You really do not need to do any 

explanation. I am only here to do my job.” 

He glanced round to be sure no one was within earshot and whispered softly. “Don’t you 

understand? I brought you here so you could be near me. This is not about the job. It 

is about you and me. I want us to be together.” 

I stood up slowly and at the back of my mind landed him a hot slap. How dared he! So, 

this was just another of his wiles. “Mr. Steve, as much as I do not have much choice in 

my transfers in the company, I have the right to how I perform my job and I do not 

mix business with pleasure. More importantly, I am a Christian and not ready to sin 

against my God.” I am also not ready to marry a womanizer, who just cost me my 

relationship. How could he pretend like yesterday never happened? 

“Ha!, I like it when a lady proves stubborn. Makes the chase more interesting for me. 

But then you are not just any lady. I intend to make you mine. Yes, I said it. And no 

matter what you do, I will not stop until I achieve my goal.” 

Is he cra…normal? I put some distance between us as I was not sure if my next 

statement would not earn me a blow. “That is the silliest statement I have heard in a 

long while. First, you put my relationship in danger and now you are trying to play a 

petty game? This is so beneath you.” 

He tried to hide his hurt, but it did not escape me. He glanced around again to be sure 

no one was around. “You either do what I say or…” 

“Or what?” I interrupted. “Now, you are threatening me?” 

It was time to change the rules. I would not be a pawn any longer. Let him do whatever 

he wished. I cared less. I arranged my table and picked my purse. 

“Where are you going?” He asked as I walked past him. “We are not done talking.” 

“I am going for MY BREAK and it is strictly for one alone.” 

“COME BACK HERE!” 

This was the final straw. I could not stand his presence a second longer. In fact, it 

irked me. Let him carry out his threat, the worst of which would be to terminate my 

appointment, right? He could do nothing more. I shut the door hard after me and then 



I bumped into a colleague. Sade, a consultant with the Company and well known for her 

tale-bearing history, looked like she just swallowed an elephant. Well, there was no 

going back now. 

“Hello, Sade.” I managed a smile and walked past her. There was no need for further 

conversation. I could only thank God I did not play along. I could imagine what they 

would say if I had… And she called herself a ‘bornagain’ o! 

As I walked out the gate, I got another message, this time, from my phone evangelist. 

It read… “Watch and pray, that ye enter not into temptation: the spirit indeed is 

willing, but the flesh is weak…….” Who was this person who knew how to send the right 

message at the right time? Like he or she knew exactly what was happening at the 

right moment? I dialed the number and nobody picked. This was the second time 

nobody would pick. I could only wonder. 

An hour later, I stepped into my office and found a note. It read. “Will be out for the 

rest of the day. Please finish up your tasks before close of work today. Steve.” 

That was not what I expected. I had anticipated a sack letter. Some relief washed 

over me. As much as I had tried to be confrontational, I had feared a termination. To 

start scouting for another job was not on top of my agenda. There would be another 

encounter with Steve, no doubt, but there was no changing of mind for me. Not ever. 

5pm met at the gate and as I traced my way to Mrs Folarin’s store in Surulere, a new 

apprehension filled me. Thousands of butterflies danced in my stomach and I must 

confess I nearly called to cancel the visit. Her store was a big retail business of 

groceries and I was amazed at the influx of customers. She seemed to be doing quite 

well. When she saw me, she beamed and I almost forgot she was on my enemy’s list. 

She beckoned at me and took me into an inner office. The office was small but 

beautiful. On the wall hung a picture of her late husband and a small frame on her table 

housed a picture of a cute baby. 

“That is my newest nephew” She spoke with pride. “He was born last week. Isn’t he 

beautiful?” 

“Very beautiful.” I picked up the frame. “Such a cutie.” 

I looked up and saw a sad expression on her face… the look of a woman who wished she 

had hers. Then she seemed to recover quickly. “Do you care for some juice?” 

“Water, please.” 



She walked towards the fridge at the corner. “Thank you for coming at such a short 

notice.” 

“I would have it no other way. You are like a mother to me.” 

She paused a little before handing over a bottle to me. Then she sat down and tried to 

clear her table. I observed her shaky hands and that how she tried hard to gain her 

composure. 

“There is something I would like to share with you.” 

My heart somersaulted. Okay. Here was it. What I had been dreading to hear. 

She continued without looking at me. “But first, I would like to apologise.” 

“Apologise for what?” I felt the need to use the restroom. 

“After I am done talking, you will understand better. Please forgive me and don’t hold 

anything against me.” 

Perhaps, Tayo was right. There were many things I should hold against this woman I 

had considered a replacement for my mother. I could only mutter a word. “Okay.” 

Then she began… “I remember the day your dear mother, my wonderful friend, died. 

You were at school and your father had travelled on a mission. The attack had started 

and everything happened in a jiffy. I was at her bedside in her last minutes on earth. 

She held my hands tight and with her last ounce of strength, she told me to take care 

of her children, you especially. She loved you very much. I gave her my word that I 

would be a mother to you.” 

I held her hands. “And you have been that to me and more all these years. I really 

appreciate that.” 

“Well, I have been until lately.” She swallowed hard. “Early this year, someone 

approached me and gave me the toughest assignment of my life. I was to do something 

I ordinarily would not have done as a mother.” 

Our eyes met and she quickly averted hers. “I am sorry about what I did. I could not 

take it anymore and have decided to let you know what has been happening.” 



My patience was wearing thin. As much as I was desperate to know, I was also very 

scared I was about to learn something that would change the course of my life forever. 

“First, how is your fiancé?” Her face showed some concern. 

Fiance? What concerned Segun with this? I answered non-commitantly. “Segun is fine.” 

“So you are still together?” 

Now this was getting too hot for me. I straightened on my seat and asked. “Ma, what 

did this person tell you to do?” 

“I am glad you are still together. I was to break you up.” 

WHAT! 

There was a knock on the door and without waiting for a response, the caller walked in. 

“I’m sorry I’m a little late.” 

I could recognize that voice anywhere in the world and I froze on my seat. He, too, was 

very surprised to see me. 

“What are you doing here?” We spoke together. 

Mrs Folarin stood to welcome her visitor. “Segun, welcome. Please have a seat.” Then 

she looked at me. “I invited him too. I needed you both to be here as I owe both of you 

some explanations.” 

I could hear my heart pound heavily and avoided Segun’s gaze. I shifted my seat 

further away from him. Whichever way this was going to end, I was sure, would not 

leave a palatable taste in my mouth. I was in the midst of two betrayers and there was 

no room for escape. I took in three deep breaths, grabbed my bottle of water, finished 

the content in four gulps and awaited the next line of the confession. 
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Have you ever felt betrayed by someone you loved? One you thought would always have 

your back, no matter what. It is like having the devil stab you on your back with a 

three-edged knife. I have been stabbed and no, not by the devil, but by the ‘angels’ I 

entrusted my life with… the three most important people in my life, and right now, all I 

just want to do is to travel far, far away and start life afresh, but first, I need to 

settle some scores… starting from the man who held me in his arms some 28 years ago. 

The cab driver blared his car’s horn loudly in the Lagos traffic, which seemed to have 

gone worse these days. For the first time, I was not impatient with the delay. I needed 

some time to think and plan before meeting my father. Why didn’t I see what was 

coming all along? I had been blinded by love and closed my heart to the unbelievable. 

All I needed was a shattering revelation from the woman I thought was my ‘mother’… 

Mrs. Folarin had apologized over and over, but her words had fallen on deaf ears. How 

could she do this to me? I had been to her for counseling several times. She had been a 

source of inspiration, had motivated me to keep ‘praying’, when she had been a major 

cause of my misery. How more wicked could one be? 

Segun had been quiet most of the time, but his face showed he had a hard time taking 

everything in. He had been a pawn too and had played nicely into her hands. He only 

asked one question at the end of the discussion – WHY?….., which our host had no reply 

to. Then he quietly stood up and left the office without a backward glance. I had 

followed few minutes later. 

At 9.15pm, I arrived home and discovered dad was not around. Then I remembered 

today was counseling day. He would be in church to see as many as he would. Well, I 

would wait patiently for him. I had my ‘counseling’ to give and if this would bring a 

break in our relationship, so be it. My phone rang and it was Segun calling. My fingered 

lingered on the green button. Was I ready to listen to his side of the story? Segun had 

hurt me. Really hurt me and hearing his voice would only increase the pain. All the 

outings with Tayo had been real, after all.  I let the phone ring. First things first. 

The gate opened and I knew my father had arrived. I sat at the dining table as that 

was where it all began… the day he warned me explicitly never to have anything to do 

with Segun… probably the day he had hatched his break-up plan. 

When he came in, he didn’t see me at the table. He looked at the clock and muttered. 

“This girl has not arrived. She has started keeping late nights.” 

“I’m here, dad!” 



“Oh!” He smiled. “I didn’t know you had arrived. How was work today?” 

“Good”. I gestured at him. “Come sit here. We need to have a serious conversation that 

will determine a lot of things from tonight.” 

He didn’t seem to notice the seriousness in my voice. “Really?” His phone rang. “Oh! It’s 

Deaconess Folarin.” 

“Don’t pick that call.” I walked up to him and grabbed the phone. 

When he saw my reaction, he became concerned. “What’s wrong? Have you been 

crying?” He lifted his hand to touch me, but I shifted so he missed. “Is it about Segun? 

What has the boy done? Didn’t I warn you to stay away from him?” His voice was louder 

now. 

“How could you do that?” 

“How could I do what? Young lady, you have to be clear. I will not do anything to hurt 

you. I am your father.” 

“I know everything. Everything, dad! From start to finish…all your plans to make sure I 

do not end up with Segun. You went behind me to tell the Deaconess to break my 

relationship with my fiancé by all means, all because he is not Igbo and I am so 

disappointed in you.” 

“Oh that!” He waved his hands. “I was only trying to protect you.” 

“Who told you I needed your protection? I am 28 now, not the little girl you played 

hide-and-seek with. I am a grown woman and can make my own decisions.” 

“Not when I am still your father and you are still my little girl, no matter what. Yes, I 

spoke with the Deaconess. I had to put things in proper place because you were 

stubborn and would not listen to me. I will not allow my daughter to fall into the hands 

of just any man.” 

“And Segun is ‘just any man’ because he is not from our tribe?” 

“Well… amongst other things… yes, he does not qualify. My dear, there are better 

brothers in the church and some have even walked up to me to ask for your hand. They 

are not disrespectful like what’s-his-name who went behind my back to toast you first 

before coming to me.” 



“Is that what this is all about? Respect and tribe?” Unbelievable! 

“That and many more and I will not change my mind. I will not give my approval for him.” 

“Never mind. You have won, okay? Segun and I have taken a break. Does that make you 

happy?” I picked my bag from the table. “This is one of the times I wish mama were 

alive. She…” 

“Stop there, young lady. Don’t bring your mother into this.” He pointed a finger at me. 

There was a momentary silence.  I looked at him squarely in the eyes and spoke 

conclusively. “I am going away from here, away from you and your influence. I am tired 

of being manipulated.” 

“Where are you going? You want to leave me on my own?” He sounded frightened. 

“You will be fine and you won’t be alone. I need to be in control of my life and I do not 

need your permission to do that.” I turned my back against him and expected a sharp 

reply, but none came. 

When I turned, I found him sitting on the sofa with his head bent down. He looked sad 

and withdrawn and I felt pity for him. I sighed and moved to sit beside him. “Dad, I am 

sorry if that hurt you, but I need you to understand I need to do that. I cannot be who 

I should be if I remain under your shadow.” 

“Please don’t leave me.” His voice was weak and he wrapped my hands in his. I noticed 

his hands shook visibly. “I don’t want to be alone. With your brothers in the UK and you 

gone, I will lose myself.” 

“Then you have to let me be, daddy. You have to step back for me to become the woman 

God wants me to be, even if it involves getting married to another tribe.” 

He raised his head. “Whatever I do is just to protect you, not to harm you. You are my 

little girl and with your mother gone, it is my duty to ensure you settle down well and 

with the right set of people.” 

“And the right set of people can only be igbos? I think the right set of people should 

be God’s children, no matter the ethnicity.” 

He sighed. “Let me tell you a little story and you will understand why I made my 

decision. Before your mother, there was a woman. She was Yoruba. We met at the 

University and fell in love. I really loved her and planned to marry her. But her family 



refused. They said I was not good enough because I was Igbo. All my pleas fell on deaf 

ears. We had to break up, was the most painful decision I made in my life. From that 

moment, I made up my mind, I would never have anything to do with that tribe. My 

dear, they are not good people. They will never accept you will be good enough for their 

son and that is what I am protecting you from.” 

I was short of words. I now understood why he was so determined. Though his plan was 

manipulative, he really had good intention. 

I caressed his hands. “Not all of them are like that.” 

“Segun is. I can smell that in him. You will never be good enough for him.” 

“So my husband must be igbo?” 

“If possible, yes.” 

I released his hands and stood up. It appeared he would never change. “You cannot 

keep playing God, dad. It is His decision, not yours. Remember that.” 

“Will you still leave me?” He asked with a shaky voice. 

I didn’t reply. I left him there and walked to my bedroom. I flung myself on the bed. I 

was tired, physically and emotionally. Time was when I would have called Segun and 

shared my encounters with my dad with him. Now, I was alone. My phone vibrated and I 

saw I had missed 6 calls from him with a message waiting. It was a four-worded text 

from him 

“Can we start afresh?” 

A million dollar question to which I had no answer. Tell me, should we? 
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I have decided to give Segun and I a second chance and while that seems like the 

reasonable thing to do, my heart ponders heavily if I am doing the right thing. I have 

been hurt, betrayed and tossed like dice and still, I have chosen to let go and move on, 

but does moving on not mean letting go of the past, even one’s first love? 

I drained the steaming rice with one hand and placed the pot of stew on the fire with 

the other. It was Sunday morning and dad had to eat before leaving for church. The 

doctor had instructed me to ensure dad always ate at the right time as he had been 

treated for ulcer a couple of times. After the ‘revelation’ some days ago, our 

relationship had been somewhat lukewarm, somewhere between politeness and hostility. 

I had tried to evade any suspicious topics and he had chatted more about the 

development in the church. 

“Hey!” 

I jumped and nearly dropped the spoon in my hand. “Dad, I didn’t know you were 

standing there. You scared me.” I tried to regain control. He was too light-foot for 

someone his size. 

  

“Why are you scared? It is just you and I in the house this morning.” He walked inside 

the kitchen. “Is the food ready?” 

“Almost.” I examined his outfit. He wore his favourite navy blue suit today and he 

looked handsome. “You look good.” I commended with an approving smile. 

“Thank you. I look good for Jesus.” He checked his shoe. “Do you think this brown fits 

or I should just wear the black?” He lifted his trousers. 

“The brown is perfect. Is that green socks you are wearing?” 

“Yes, you like it? It’s a gift.” 

“It’s colour riot. You need a wife, dad, someone to take care of you when I am away.” 

He shifted uncomfortably. “You really are serious about leaving?” 

“I…I mean when I get married and won’t be there to always check what you wear.” 



“Are you making marriage plans that I do not know? First you threatened to leave and 

now you want to elope to get married?” His voice was a notch higher. 

“Elope?” I asked exasperatedly. “I never said I was eloping anywhere.” 

“That boy has not given up on you, has he? And it seems you are planning to leave so you 

can be with him. You would rather disobey your father and be with a man who has no 

respect for him.” 

This was happening too fast. “Calm down, dad. You are taking this too far. This is…” 

“I have told you my decision and I still stand by it, though I have been silent on it for 

some days. I will NOT give you away to someone I do not approve of. By the way, you 

can as well tell him I already know of his plans and they won’t work. Don’t be late for 

church.” He stormed out of the kitchen. 

“What about your food?” 

He did not respond and the next sound I heard was the door opening and closing. I 

sighed deeply. Sometimes I wondered how my mother had coped with his presumptuous 

attitude. She would have been very patient to have survived through the years. A 

phone rang loudly from the dining table. It was dad’s phone. He had forgotten it amidst 

all the brouhaha. It was Deaconess Folarin calling. Now, that was strange. Why would 

she call my father on an early Sunday morning? I resisted the urge to pick and waited 

for the call to end. Then I saw a message blinking and I could not resist that. It was 

my father’s phone and I have right to it, don’t I? Who knows, it could be an urgent 

enquiry. 

It was more than an enquiry. It was a shocker and I stood transfixed for some 

minutes. I sat on the closest chair and scrolled down the messages and the sender’s 

name kept appearing over and over. Dad had saved the name as ‘Angel’. Who could 

‘angel’ be? I brought out my phone and dialed the number and I nearly peed on my body. 

The ‘angel’ was the Deaconess. How could they? Not after what they did to me! If dad 

thought he had drawn the battle line, I was going to build it starting from now… 

I arrived at church an hour late and was rewarded with an angry frown from the pulpit, 

but I didn’t care. What did the Bible say about removing the speck from your eyes 

first? Tayo was in front of the pew as usual and looking like the ‘good’ christian. So 

many inadequacies we hide under the cover of good dresses and makeup. 



When it was announcement time, Deaconess Folarin walked up to the pulpit and as usual 

captivated the congregation with her velvety voice. I was not deceived. Not anymore. 

Gone were the days of the starry-eyed, clinging ‘daughter’. Dad preached on 

evangelism. Too bad he would not be able to evangelise his daughter anymore. 

I did not see Segun until the end of the service. He walked up to me immediately after 

the closing prayers. 

“Hello, Chi.” 

“Hello, Segun. How are you?” I managed a smile. “Hope you enjoyed the service?” 

“I did. Can we see outside please?” 

“Sure.” I picked up my bag and peeked at the pulpit. I saw dad’s angry gaze on us and I 

nearly laughed. With what I had in mind, he should be ready for more. 

Segun led us to a secluded place and made sure no one was close enough to hear us. 

“You look exceptionally beautiful today.” He took in my long flowery dress and matching 

accessories. “Befitting of a pastor’s daughter.” 

“Thank you.” Heat filled my face. “You look good too as usual.” He looked dazzling in 

purple, his favourite colour. He looked very fresh, like a man who had nothing much to 

worry about. 

“You think we can bring the ‘goodness’ together again? You are yet to respond to my 

request. I understand I have not been the best fiancé for some months now and I am 

very sorry. We were played, Chi, and that is not going to happen again. Sorry I am 

bringing this up now. I am not just happy that we are not together anymore. Being with 

you is all I can think about.” 

Yes, we can! “Ermm… I am still thinking about this. I need more time to pray. I do not 

want to repeat same mistake.” 

“Mistake? We were never a mistake.” 

“Didn’t say we were, but I just need a little more time to heal. There are many things 

happening right now in my life and I need to find some quietness inbetween.” 



Segun bowed his head. “That was not the response I expected, but I guess I can still 

wait a bit more. Would you like to go out for dinner this evening? I mean, I’d like to 

take you out… as friends at least and it will be just us, no external person.” 

“Sister Chinwe. I have been looking for you.” Bro Tunde ran up to us. “The pastor needs 

you in his office right now.” He glanced at segun. “Did I interrupt something?” 

“Not at all. I was just leaving.” Segun answered. Then he looked at me. “6pm?” 

I nodded a ‘yes’ and followed Bro Tunde to my father’s office. 

“Wonderful service, isn’t it?” Tunde started a conversation. 

“Yes, most wonderful.” Well, for those not in my dilemma 

He smiled and my heart skipped a bit. “I am always blessed by your dad’s messages. He 

is such an inspiration to many of us.” 

I had nothing to say and could only smile back, but not without a thought as to why I 

reacted to his smile. At the door of the office, he stopped. 

“There is something I have always wanted to ask you.” 

“okay…What please?” What could he possibly want with me? 

“The Children’s department needs more young hands and I think you will be a good 

addition. Would you like to join the team?” 

“What!” 

“Did I say something wrong?” 

“No, I mean, I’d love to be part of the team. Thank you.” I was happy. 

“I’ve seen the way you handle kids in the church and I believe you have got what it 

takes to build a young generation for Christ.” 

There has always been a part of me that always wanted to work with children and while 

I had not explored it, I would not back down at any opportunity. 

“Thank you.” 



“You’re welcome.” He smiled again and my heart fluttered. “As the children’s pastor, I 

officially welcome you to the team. The kids will love you.” He opened the door. “Your 

father awaits.” 

As I passed by his side, I felt a pull I could not explain. He too seemed to feel it too as 

he shifted back a bit as if trying to avoid contact. Our eyes met and held a bit. 

“Chinwe, is that you?” My father looked up from the book in his hand. “Come in and shut 

the door gently after you.” 

I averted my gaze from Tunde and as he released the door knob for me, our hands met 

briefly and I felt a sudden chill. He didn’t break eye contact till the door was firmly 

shut. 

“Sit.” My father’s cold voice was enough for me to know it was time for another sermon 

for me. 

I sat on the chair directly opposite him and he did not wait an extra second before he 

started venting his anger. 

“I told you I did not want to see you with that boy again and there you were having an 

unnecessary conversation with him right under my nose.” 

“Well, he walked up to me and what did you expect me to do? Shut him up?” 

“Maybe. Tell me. What was it he could not tell you inside the church?” 

“You expect me to tell you everything that transpired between us?” 

“Yes, I am your father and deserve to know.” 

I stood up and paced round the office to pacify the temper boiling inside of me. “Why 

don’t we start with what I deserve to know?” 

“What do you mean?” 

I brought out his phone from my bag and put it in front of him. “This.” 

“Oh! I forgot my phone at home. Thanks for bringing it.” 

“This is not about your phone. It is about what is on it.” 



“Have you been searching my phone?” 

I shook my head. “I’m sorry to say this, dad, but you are a hypocrite. How could you 

stop me from doing what you are also guilty of?” 

He scrolled through his phone. “I don’t know what you are talking about and don’t call 

me a hypocrite. That is insultive.” 

I snatched the phone from his hand and clicked on the message icon. Then I scrolled 

down all the messages from ‘Angel’. 

His eyes flickered back and forth several times. “You have been going through what is 

not your business.” 

“Who is ‘Angel?” 

“Angel is just someone I know.” 

“Just someone you know? You don’t send or receive love messages from ‘just someone 

you know’. I want to know who ‘Angel’ is and oh, is she Igbo too?” 

Just then, the door opened and Deaconess Folarin peeped in. What a perfect 

timing! When she observed the tensed atmosphere, she made an excuse to return. 

“No, please come in.” I beckoned. “There is something bothering me that I will like to 

discuss with you both.” 

She seemed hesitant. “Really? I thought you were having an alone time.” 

“It does not matter. We need a trusted third party. Have a seat, ma.” I opened the 

door wider for her and led her to the closest seat. 

Dad shifted uncomfortably and cast me a look that showed he was not pleased with me. 

“This really does not involve the Deaconess. It is between you and I.” 

“Really?” I picked the phone again and dialed Angel’s number. The phone in the 

Deaconess’ hand rang. 

“Oh! Maybe that’s a coincidence.” I tried the number again and the phone rang the 

second time. 

“Dad, why does the Deaconess’ phone ring every time I dial Angel’s number?” 



Dad was clearly agitated and Deaconess Folarin began to sob. Yes, I had caught them 

red-handed and there was no way they could deny. 

I stood up and placed my hand of the table, facing dad. “The speck in your eyes is so 

large that it will take many days to remove. From henceforth, you shall no more stand 

between Segun and I. Your decision days are over. I make the decisions now and you 

must follow.” 

I faced the Deaconess. “Your sobs will not save the situation. Despite all what you have 

done, I forgive you. I only thank God my mother is not alive to witness this. Stay out of 

my way from today or else I will show the world who you really are.” 

I walked towards the door. 

“Wait, let me explain.” My father spoke in a quiet voice. 

“No, dad. This conversation is over.” 

I opened the door and walked out of the room. I felt a surge of happiness. I was now in 

control of my life. I could now write my story the way I wanted. Victory is sweet. 
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OMG! It’s 5.30pm and Segun will be here any minute. I would not want him to meet me 

unprepared. He never liked being late to any occasion and always arrived well before 

the start. I jumped out of bed and dashed into the bathroom. I had dozed off earlier 

while reading Francine Rivers’ Redeeming Love and it had been of great encouragement 

to me. If God could redeem a love that was torn apart by fear and turbulence of a past 

life, the He would so same for Segun and I, starting from the evening. 

Few minutes later, I was out of the bathroom and in front of the mirror. I checked the 

time. 24 minutes left to make myself as beautiful as I could be. I would wear my lilac 

gown and match with purple accessories. Segun’s favourite colour was purple and I was 

out to look my best to please him. Well, if we were to rekindle our relationship, then I 

must give all it takes. 

My phone rang and I picked it in a jiffy. I knew it was Segun on the line calling to tell 

me he was outside the gate. 

“Hello, Segun. I’m almost through.” I spoke in a hurry. “Just give me few minutes and I 

will be with you.” Where are those shoes? 

“Oh! Sorry… this isn’t Segun. It’s Tunde… I mean Brother Tunde.” 

I froze. “I’m sorry. I thought you were Se… someone else. Good afternoon, Brother 

Tunde.” His call was the least I expected. This was the first time he would call. I hoped 

he would not take my consent to join him in the Children’s ministry as an opportunity to 

make unsolicited calls. Naaah, I will not take that. 

He was quiet for a while before speaking. “Seems you are busy. I can call back.” 

“No, no, I’m fine.” I bent to fit my legs into the shoes. “You can talk, please.” I could 

not have him calling me through the course of the romantic dinner. 

“Well, I just wanted us to discuss some upcoming events we are planning in the church.” 

Oh! That would be a long story and I was expecting a more important call. “Perhaps, we 

can discuss this later in the evening. How about I give you a call when I am less busy?” 

“Okay… I shall be waiting. It is important. Please don’t forget.” 

Gosh! I wish I could. He struck me as someone who would call if I didn’t. I hoped he was 

not allowing the little encounter we had this morning get into his head.  If he was, he 

was a long way far from home. Nothing can come up between me and a children’s pastor 



who is at my father’s beck and call. I needed someone who could stand on his own feet. 

Someone like Segun. 

I checked my phone and was a little worried Segun had not called. It was about 5 

minutes to 6pm and I had a strange feeling something bad had happened. I dialed his 

numbers several times but he did not pick his phone. Now, I got more anxious and 

several thoughts ran through my head. Did he forget our date? Was he no longer 

interested? Was he safe? I sat on the bed and kept dialing. 

Someone knocked and opened the door quietly. It was dad and he had a gentle look 

about him. “Can I come in?” 

“You are already in, dad.” 

“Oh, true!” He managed a smile and closed the door after him. His eyes took in my 

appearance. “You have an outing.” 

I was not sure whether it was a question or just observation. I was not ready to ask 

either. 

“Where are you going to, if I may ask.” He sat beside me on the bed. 

“I have a date with Segun and he will be here any moment.” 

“Segun?” 

I was sure he heard me clearly. “Yes, Segun. You have something to say against that?” 

He cleared his throat. “Well, I have committed everything to God. I have promised Him 

I will be a better father. You are not the little girl anymore. You are old enough to 

make your own decisions.” 

“That is good to know and I trust you will hold on to that promise. I love you, dad but I 

will not allow you to stand in the way of my happiness.” 

“I know. It is my desire for you to be happy and not end up like me.” 

“What do you mean? You were not happy with mum?” 

“Well, I had a good life with her. She was the best woman a man could ever have as a 

wife, but I wanted something more that I could not get from her.” 



“What was that?” Curiosity filled me. 

“Well, I never really loved your mother like a man should love his wife and she felt the 

same way about me too. But we promised ourselves to hold on for the sake of our kids. 

I think we did a good job. See how beautiful you and your brothers have grown.” His 

eyes shone with pride. “I want you to marry for love and if God has told you, he has to 

be Yoruba, then who am I to say ‘no’? I would rather have you happily married to a 

yoruba man than see you cry if you go against your wish.” 

I was dumbfounded. How could he change his decision so easily? I had expected a 

reprisal after my show this morning. Appeared God had answered my prayers after all. 

My phone beeped and I nearly jumped. It was a text message from Brother Tunde 

reminding me not to forget. This brother was really getting on my nerves. I bit back my 

disappointment that it was not Segun and continued the conversation with dad. 

“So I take it that Deaconess Folarin was the Yoruba woman you loved?” 

“Is that obvious?” He laughed sheepishly. “We have tried to avoid our feelings for each 

other over the years. Mind you, nothing happened between us when your mother was 

alive. I was a faithful husband and would never even think of sinning against God. After 

I lost your mother and there was no other barrier, we got closer and you know how 

things happen.” 

Of course, I knew. Love was not something one could keep running away from forever. I 

checked my phone again. Still no call. 

“When is he supposed to pick you?” Dad asked. 

“30 minutes ago. I am surprised he has not even called and is not picking his phone 

either. This is so unlike him.” 

“Maybe he is facing some obstacles. He will soon be here or do you want me to dial his 

number too?” 

“No, thanks. I really do not want you interfering at this stage.” 

“I have a simple request to ask of both of you.” He spoke solemnly. 

“Okay… what is it?” 



“Can you please forgive an overzealous father?” 

I hugged him. “Of course, dad. I forgave you from the very moment you walked into my 

room. I know Segun does too.” 

“Good” He patted my back. “I feel a whole lot better.” 

We continued chatting until I got tired of waiting for Segun to pick me up. He was an 

hour late and I doubted we would still go out. In fact, I had lost interest. To think I 

had high expectations for this evening… 

Dad excused himself and as I stood in front of the mirror, I started undressing. Love 

comes with its own disappointment, right? Even when it is the kind that leaves you 

feeling a little worthless. How could he forget our appointment? I was so sad. 

It was not until around 8pm that he called and I did not pick the first time. I could not 

resist the second. He had a lot of explanations to do and they had better be serious 

reasons. 

“Hello.” I made my voice clipped and impersonal. 

“My lady, I am sooooo sorry. You will not believe what happened.” He sounded tired and 

I was a little worried. 

“What happened? Are you okay? Is everything alright?” Funny thoughts raced through 

my mind. 

“One question at a time, baby. Yes, I am fine and everything is alright. You will not 

believe I slept off. I cannot believe it myself and I am ashamed.” 

WHAT! “Slept off? You mean you kept me waiting endlessly while you were slept off?” 

“I’m so sorry, dear. I know I must have hurt you. How about we plan for tomorrow 

evening? I can pick you up at your office and we go dine.” 

“What happened to your phone? I have been calling.” 

“My phone is on silence. Forgot to reactivate the sound after church. About my offer?” 

“No, thanks. I will not be available.” Not tomorrow, not ever. 

“Why?” 



“I don’t trust myself. I may sleep off too and forget.” 

The line was silent and I knew I had struck a chord. What kind of man would ‘sleep off’ 

on a date? The type that did not take his woman seriously. 

“See, Segun. I wanted to give us a chance again but this is not starting well. I had 

looked forward to an enjoyable evening with you, but I doubt that will ever happen.” 

“You are finally breaking up with me?” 

“We had broken up from the very moment we took time off. I asked God for a sign and 

I think this is it.” 

“I hope you do not regret this later.” 

“Trust me, I will not. In fact, I feel a whole lot better about everything already.” Well, 

that was half-true. A part of me was glad I was free from the whole charade and the 

other wanted to cry ‘Lord, where do I start from at 28?’ 

“Well, it seems you have made up your mind and there is nothing much I can do. I wish 

you the best. We shall still remain friends, right?” 

“Of course, friends we are and please can you forgive my father?” 

“Well, I am glad I do not have to worry about him anymore, no offence meant. So I can 

hold nothing against him.” 

I did not really like the way he spoke about dad, but I let it go. Tonight was for 

goodbyes, not tantrums. 

A minute later, we were done talking and I laid down on my bed. I picked up ‘Redeeming 

Love’ and continued from where I stopped… 

She glanced at him with a mocking smile. “Did God tell you to marry me?” 

“Yes, He did.” 

She was scornful. “He talks to you personally.” 

“He talks to everyone personally. Most people don’t just bother to listen.” 

I closed the book. Speak, God. I’m all ears. 
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It was now over a week since my break-up with Segun and it had been a difficult time 

trying to get the ‘good old days’ out of my mind … the romantic dinners, the moonlight 

walks, the moments of endless laughter and even our times of arguments and little 

fights. Being together had been beautiful but for us, our destinies had reached a cross 

roads and each had decided to take the opposite direction, even if it meant losing 

everything and starting again… 

Dad had been more supportive than ever. When I eventually told him of my decision, he 

showed some concern, but deep down, I knew he was happy. 

“Well, God has a better plan for you. He takes away the good to bring us something 

better.” He had encouraged me over dinner. “It may hurt, but in the end, we look back 

and thank Him He did what was best for us.” 

“It hurts, dad. 28 years is no joke. Where do I start from?” 

“Is it not better to start again at 28 than to marry the wrong man now and regret all 

the days of your life? Our way is not God’s way and if He has allowed this, I am sure He 

is planning something bigger for you.” 

I smiled quietly at him. God’s bigger plan for him was going quite well. He had gone 

official with his courting of the Deaconess and things looked good for both of them. 

Dad had even ‘employed’ me as their romance adviser…lol. Well, because mine did not 

work did not mean theirs wouldn’t. 

Since our break up, I had not seen or heard from Segun and though it made me feel 

sad, it accelerated the recovery process. Each day, I woke up finding greater strength 

to let go finally and let God be in charge. Coping at work had not been easy, though. 

Since the day Sade caught Steve trying to woo me, word had gone round that I had 

been ‘sleeping’ my way to the top. I was not surprised she turned the table against me. 

We were never on the same side of the fence from the moment we met and she never 

hesitated to make me know how ‘bad’ I was. I always got everything she wanted, she 

had accused me several times, including working with Steve. Well, someday, truth will 

prevail. 

Steve, on the other hand, had not given up on his escapades. On other three occasions, 

I had caught him in compromising situations with female colleagues, Sade inclusive, and 

each time, he had warned me explicitly never to tell anyone or risk losing my job. What 

was my business? As long as he did not cross my path. Yesterday, I had sent two job 

applications. Enough of this drama! Guess I have to start afresh in everything. 

As I rounded up work for the day, my phone beeped. It was a message from Brother 

Tunde and it made me chuckle. ‘Got time for dinner?’ 

This brother no wan give up. This was the fifth time he would ask me out in a week. I 

typed a response. ‘No, sir. Not available. Not now, not ever.’ I just ended a relationship 

with a church brother. Not sure I am ready to jump in with another, especially one I 



find unappealing. He doesn’t even know how to dress properly. Don’t misunderstand me, 

please. I just do not think we fit. 

He responded immediately. ‘I will wait patiently.’ 

You go wait tire! LOL. Call it shakara, I don’t care. Every lady knows wants something 

appealing to her and I am no different. Just then, my close friend at work, Bimbo 

walked into my office. She was a married Christian woman I confided in a lot. “Hey, Chi. 

Whassup for this evening?” 

“Nothing much. Home, book, sleep.” 

‘Sounds boring.” She flipped two tickets in the air. “I have two tickets to the cinema. 

Bolu disappointed again and I do not want to go alone. Wanna spend time with your 

girlfriend? Plus you really need the time to meet new prospects.” She sticked her 

tongue out. 

I giggled. “Not like I have a choice. You will practically drag me there. However, I will 

just go to relax, not meet another man who will break my heart. Sorry about your 

husband.” 

“Well”, she shrugged. “Men can be unpredictable sometimes.” 

Few minutes later, we were on our way to the Mall. She was a rough driver and I was 

stiff on my seat. 

“Relax, nothing will happen.” She teased me. “You know you have to be smart in Lagos or 

else other drivers will cheat you.” 

I glanced at her. “But really you are rough o! What if your kids are in the car with 

you?” 

“I am gentle then. I don’t joke with my kids, especially my little baby Sade. Which 

reminds me, seems Sade in the office has come up with another lie about you.” She 

glanced briefly at me. “Said she caught you frolicking with Mr. Steve yesterday.” 

“Her lies will never end. Of course, you know that is not true.” 

“Everyone knows Sade lies a lot. Word is spreading seriously that Steve is a womanizer. 

You have to be careful around him, so he will not taint your testimony.” 

“He cannot.” I spoke conclusively. “I have settled my stand with him from the 

beginning. I have enough evidence against him already if he dares.” 

“What evidence?” 

“Never mind. You just keep praying for me. It’s high time I left that place. I have 

started applying again.” 

“Good move.” She drove into the mall. “I pray God gives you a better place on time.” 

Some minutes later, we walked into a cinema with hands filled with popcorn and drinks. 

Bimbo had forced me to watch a Nigerian movie, which I would not do normally. I found 

it fascinating though and a couple hours later, we walked out of the cinema. 

As we walked down the stairs, we bumped into Tayo, who looked as prim and proper as 

ever. 

“What are you doing here?” We asked at the same time. 



“Well, I came to watch a movie with my colleague.” I introduced her to Bimbo, who 

waved and walked away. 

“You won’t believe who I came here to see.” She spoke excitedly. “Just have a guess.” 

My heart skipped a bit. It could only be Segun. Formerly ‘My Segun’. “Well, I don’t 

know.” 

‘Your boss, Steve.” 

“What!” I wanted to shake the daylight out of her. “What are you doing with him?” 

“Well, since that day we met, we kind of connected and have been keeping in touch. I 

really do like him.” Her eyes shone brightly like someone in love. 

What could I tell her? Perhaps it was my turn to be her keeper. “Well, you have got to 

be really careful with him. He is not what you think.” 

“Yes, I know he is not a Christian, but I hope to convert him.” 

Oops! “That was not exactly what I meant.” 

“Never mind. I knew you would discourage me since he is your boss. Anyway, so you and 

Segun are finally out, so I heard.” 

“Well, you were right all along.” 

She gave me a ‘I told you’ smile. “Don’t worry about me. I know how to play the game 

well. Oh! There he is!” She pointed at Steve, who had his phone to his ears. “He 

probably is dialing my phone. See you later, dear.” 

“Yeah, bye!” I really, really hoped she knew how to play her game well. 

Later, as Bimbo drove me home, I received an email and I shouted excitedly. “Wow!” 

“What is it?” Bimbo nearly pulled too hard on the break. “You scared me!” 

“I just got an interview invite from SPECS. I am to be there on Thursday.” 

“OMG! The SPECS Group? That’s a top shot, girl. And that’s in two days’ time. What did 

you apply for again?” 

“I cannot remember. It should be one of the old applications I did before I got this 

job.” 

“Now, doesn’t God perform miracles?” 

“He sure does.” 

I was shaking visibly. An interview in SPECS, the number one communications agency in 

the country and rated highly in the world… that was more than a miracle. Calm down! 

It’s just an interview, not yet an offer. 

When I informed dad about it, he was also surprised. “The SPECS Group? That is God 

at work. You will give it all it takes and let God take control. How can I be of help in 

your preparation?” 

“Just pray for your daughter.” 

Before sleeping that night, I knelt beside my bed and prayed thoroughly. I felt deep 

down that God had started working and if this would be it, He will follow it through to 

the end. He who began a good work in me will complete it. My fresh start is here. 
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My heart drummed heavily like rolling beats from a brigade parade. I was so scared 

that all I could hear was each tick of the clock and my own loud breathing. In the next 

few minutes, I would have an encounter that would decide whether I really deserved 

the future I so desired. I could barely take a sip of the tea in front of me and I fixed 

my eyes on the lady sitting opposite me as I anxiously awaited her to announce it was 

my turn to face the panel. One of the interviewees walked out the door with a frown on 

his face. It sure did not go down well with his interview and that thought drained all my 

hope. I picked up the cup of tea and gulped in half its content. Any moment now… 

My phone rang and I nearly jumped off my seat. Who could be calling me at such a 

critical, unexpected hour? The secretary threw me an irritated look and the other 

interviewees pretended not to care. I had forgotten to put my phone on silence and it 

was really embarrassing. I rummaged through my bag and brought out the phone. 

Geeeeez!!!!! It was Bro. Tunde. This man again! Couldn’t he just stop disturbing me? 

Somebody please tell him to get off my back. I needed all the concentration I could 

get and the least thing I wanted now was having someone call me to ‘toast’ me. I needed 

this job, not a man, badly.I cut the line and pasted a pretentious smile on my face when 

all I wanted to do was to place an angry call. I sent him a quick message. My answer 

remains NO. 

“Chinwe…” 

“Yes, that’s me.” I jumped up before the secretary finished her statement. 

The secretary nodded towards the door. “It’s your turn. Hope your phone is on silence 

now? You do not want to go disgrace yourself in there.” She added cheekily. 

I nodded sheepishly and muttered a ‘thank you’. This was it. The moment I had been 

waiting for.  As I placed my hand on the knob, I uttered a quick prayer.Jesus, take the 

wheel. Give me this Canaan.I pushed the door gently and walked in… 

Some half an hour later, I walked out with mixed feelings. I did not know whether I 

‘passed’ or failed. The three-man panel did not make it easy at all and they kept probing 

until I did not know what else to say. When it appeared they were tired of me, they 

asked me to leave.A coldness filled me as I stepped out of the room. In my rating, I 

really did not perform well and it would only be a stroke of luck for me to advance to 

the next stage. I must keep faith. I needed it more than ever. 

Soon, the interviews were over and the secretary stepped into the room. Few minutes 

later, she walked out with a file. 



“Thank you all for waiting. Without further ado, I have been informed we shall proceed 

to the next stage immediately as we want to fill the position as soon as possible. The 

Managing Director will like to see those who have been successful in this stage.” She 

flipped through the file. 

My hands shook uncontrollably and they tightened on my bag. The other interviewees 

looked nervous too. Who wouldn’t? 

“Richard Ndukwe” 

A guy stood up amidst us with a triumphant smile on his face. Two more chances to go. 

“Tolulope Shobowale” 

The lady next to me jumped up happily. I stared hard at the floor. One final 

chance! JESUS, PLEASE! 

“And you.” 

I missed it. God, why???? I tried to hold back the tears that had gathered. 

“Hello, lady. I mean you.” 

I looked around and found I was the only lady still sitting. “Me? I thought you 

mentioned Andrew.” 

“No, I meant you.” The secretary smiled. “Yes. You were successful. All three of you, 

congratulations.” She nodded at we standing and looked pitiably at those sitting. 

“Sorry, we have to hold on with you for now. We shall reach you when we have other 

openings.” 

OMG! Unbelievable! I made it. Jesus, we made it! One hurdle crossed. I shall go 

through the next with more confidence. 

The secretary led us to a smaller room which led to a big, tinted, glass office, obviously 

the office of the boss. We waited patiently till he was ready to see us. He was to see 

all of us at once, more like a group discussion. This would be tougher than I thought. 

Everyone trying to outwit the other to win the trophy. I was not going down on this 

one. This job was mine. 

When it was time, I was the last to enter. The ‘big’ man sat facing his laptop, with his 

back to us. He was of an average build but smartly dressed, at least his navy blue suit 

fitted his body perfectly. He exuded authority even without looking at us and I had to 



take a quick look at myself to be sure I looked perfect. First impression matters and I 

intend to give my best. 

“You can have your seats.” His voice was deep and confident. He still had his back at us 

and did not look like he was ready to leave what he was doing. 

We sat on the seats across him and my eyes scanned the big office. It was really an 

office meant for the kind of boss that had high taste and did not tolerate nonsense. I 

took in three deep breaths. 

“So, you all passed the first stage.” 

“Yes sir.” The three of us answered simultaneously. 

“That’s good. We only have a space for only one, though. So two of you will have to join 

those who have left. Only the best, of which I will decide, remains.” 

Why could he not face us and talk to us? At least, courtesy demanded that. I was 

beginning to find him annoying. 

Richard spoke. “I believe I have what you are looking for, sir.” 

The man stopped typing and slowly faced us. “You are sure about that?” 

OH MY GOD! This could not be happening to me! My mind scattered to pieces. Of all 

the people in the world??? I was shaking visibly and prayed the ground would open up 

and swallow me. This was, in record, the most embarrassing moment of my life. How 

could the table turn against me like this? Jesus, I do not deserve this. Let this cup 

pass over me. 

‘Bro Tunde’ sat comfortably in his leather arm chair and spoke to Richard. “So tell me 

what you have that the others do not have.” He glanced at ‘the others’ and his eyes 

lingered on me for a while. He looked surprised to see me, but he quickly regained his 

composure. This was not what I expected and it sure was not going to turn out well. 

The stone that the ‘builder’ rejected has become the corner stone. 

It is play-back time, Chinwe and this ain’t your game anymore. 
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This past Thursday was officially the most embarrassing day of my life. All 

my shakara had vaporized into thin air. I was caught between excusing myself and 

disappearing into the restroom or just sitting down there and moping into the air. To 

make matters worse, I did not even know the answer to the question the interviewer 

just popped up. How was I supposed to know, in details, the achievements of the 

company in the last decade? Okay, I admit. I did not do enough research on the 

Company, but why did that question have to come from no other person than ‘Bro 

Tunde’, the man whose advances I had shunned overtime. 

I listened as the other interviewees mumble their answers and it looked like we were 

all in the same dilemma. Think, girl, think! I had always prided myself in finding a 

solution to any problem and this would not be any different, not when my dignity was at 

stake. I would pick what the other two had stated and work around it. 

“And you, Miss…ermmm…” The interviewer scanned through his file. 

“Chinwe.” How dared he pretend he didn’t know my name. Ha! I see. He was obviously 

teasing me. I would play along. 

“Miss Chinwe.” He stared at me squarely without any form of recognition. “Tell me what 

others haven’t mentioned.” 

Oops! I could not pretend I didn’t know the answer, so I started with “Like earlier 

mentioned by my counterparts….” And did the best I could. 

Some minutes later, we were seated outside the office, awaiting the final decision. As 

far as I was concerned, I would not be selected. I had fumbled and disgraced myself 

completely and even the interviewer’s disgruntled response had proven that. So much 

for feeling fly! 

The secretary walked up to us with a smile on her face. “Thank you for your patience. 

You may leave now. We shall reach you latest tomorrow if you succeed.” 

Quietly, we picked up our belongings and found our way out of the building. On my way 

home, i checked my phone several times to see if there was a message or call from the 

Company or even from the boss, but there was none. Why did I  feel disappointed? I 

got what I deserved. 

By Saturday evening, I had given up hope. By now, the company would have made their 

choice. I had to carry on with life. God obviously had a better plan for me. Also, I 

would not have to work with Bro Tunde. Truth was deep down within, I felt something 

for him; something I would rather not explore. I had trodden that path before and got 



heart-broken. Working with him every day would be too dangerous for me. Too 

dangerous. 

Dad came home from workers’ meeting that evening, looking so elated. He had a sparkle 

around him and I wondered what was up. He kept telling me to hold on till dinner when 

he would let out the surprise. 

When it was time, he sat quietly in front of me and held my hands in it. He then raised 

them up and kissed them. “My dear, there is something I want to discuss with you, two 

things actually.” 

I sat straight and my heartbeat went faster. “What is it, dad?” 

“Well,” He cleared his throat and his lower lips trembled a bit. “I want to take a major 

step and need your support more than ever.” 

“What step?” I was afraid. 

“I want to ask Deaconess Folarin to marry me.” 

I swallowed hard. “Isnt…isn’t that too early?” 

“Well, considering we have come a long way. Plus, I really need a wife. Don’t get me 

wrong, you have been doing a good job taking care of me, but a time is coming when you 

will have to go and start your own family. Then I will be alone.” 

I thought hard. Starting my own family was not happening soon and now that dad had 

finally decided to take the bold step, where would that leave me? Alone, no doubt. 

“That means I would have to leave this place for you newlyweds.” 

“No.” He squeezed my hands. “This place remains your home. You can stay with us till 

you get married. That is how things are to be normally. You are to be married from 

your father’s house.” 

I sighed. Living in the house was not the problem. It was living with the Deaconess. 

Things had not been particularly smooth between the Deaconess and I, since I had 

caught her red-handed in her manipulation. She was partly to blame in the breakup of 

my relationship with Segun and here she was, about to take hers to the next level. She 

would become my stepmother and the thought of seeing her with my father was not 

appealing. I was not ready for this. I would have to leave the house, but to where? 



“The second issue is ermmm…” Dad had a mischievous smile to his face. 

“What is it?” I raised an eyebrow. 

“Someone asked me for your hand today and I feel very honoured.” 

I laughed hard. “I see you are working hard on marrying me off too, dad. Don’t worry, 

God will do it at his time. Let’s get you married first.” 

His face became serious. “I’m not joking, Chinwe and I think you should give this person 

a chance.” 

“Whoa! Some months ago, you were on my neck to break up a relationship and today, 

you are practically begging me to start a new one. I do not think I am ready for a 

second heartbreak with whoever it is.” 

“Even if it is the children’s church pastor? I have seen the way you behave around him 

and I really think there is something between you two.” 

“Bro Tunde?” I jumped up. “Excuse me, dad but that is the last person I would ever 

want to marry.” How dared he go behind my back to do such a thing! “Did I tell you he 

was the one who interviewed me on Thursday?” 

“Really??? You didn’t. You only told me you did not perform up to their expectation. 

Isn’t that God at work? Tell me, did you know he was the one you would meet?” 

“I never knew. He was the last person I expected. He… He looked so different…so…so..” 

I was short of words. 

“Handsome?” My father teased. 

I stopped pacing. “Handsome? He isn’t in the least handsome.” Liar! My heart had 

skipped the moment I saw him and it had been a difficult time keeping his face out of 

my mind. He had looked completely different from what I had been used to… 

sophisticated, relaxed, handsome and completely in control… 

“You know God speaks in different ways that we may even consider weird. It is for us 

to discern and know what exactly He wants us to do and do it.” 

“You mean God is telling me something?” 



“From the little I know, this brother has always popped up in places least expected. 

You joined the children’s ministry at the least inclination from him, you attend an 

interview and there you meet him again. Baby, I believe God is saying something.” 

There was a prolonged silence. Could this really be true? Had I been too stubborn to 

realize what God was saying or was this another round of manipulation? 

“The food’s getting cold, dad. We should eat.” I led him back to the table gently. 

As we settled to eat, dad spoke quietly. “I want to propose tomorrow after church and 

I will need you to stay close when I do the needful.” 

“Don’t worry, dad. I’ve got your back.” I smiled assuredly. 

But who has got mine? I thought dreadfully. I was not looking forward to church. That 

would mean meeting Bro Tunde face to face since the interview and the shame would be 

too much for me to bear. I glanced at the clock. I soooooo was not looking forward to 

tomorrow. I should fake a sickness or anything that would make this shame go away. 

Life is, indeed, not fair to me this time. 
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“Chinwe! Are you still sleeping?” Dad shouted and banged hard on the door. “I don’t 

want to believe you are as it is time for church and I will not condone late-coming from 

you.” 

I burrowed deeper into the bed and thought of many excuses I could give to miss 

church – a sore throat, tiredness or even a forced cold, but I knew my father. He 

would never ‘understand’. He had always prided himself on raising godly children and 

always made sure we never missed church, even when we were sick. One day, one of my 

brothers had an asthma attack and instead of taking him to the hospital, dad had 

insisted we took him to church service for healing. It was a miracle he didn’t die. 

“Is this how Bro Tunde allows his co-workers come late to church?” Dad was not ready 

to give up. “Open up now!” His hand worked on the door knob. 

Ouch! Just the name I did not want to hear; the ‘reason’ I wanted to avoid church. 

“I’m preparing.” I shouted back. This is one of the times I wished I had an apartment 

of my own. 

“Preparing? You should be prepared by now. If I preach to others not to be late to 

church, I do not expect my own flesh and blood to be. You have just 20 minutes to 

prepare and be at church. Don’t be late.” 

I heard his heavy footsteps fade away and heaved a sigh of relief. Reluctantly, I sat up 

and wished that time could fast forward. It would not be easy to face the Managing 

Director of The SPECS Group, aka Bro. Tunde, before whom I had made a complete 

fool of myself earlier this week. To think this same man had been wooing me and I had 

been doing shakara. He had not reached me at all after the interview, not even with his 

usual text messages, and though I pretended not to be bothered, deep down, I felt 

somewhat sad. It was a strange reaction and I didn’t like it. I didn’t like it at all. 

My phone beeped and the speed with which I picked surprised me. It must be a 

message from him. Even a simple ‘hello’ would be enough to make me feel better. I was 

disappointed. I really hate all these networks and their annoying promos. Just then, my 

phone rang and my heart skipped a bit. It was a familiar number, but I could not put a 

face to it. 

I picked quietly… “Hello.” 

“Hello, Chinwe.” 



“Hi. Good morning.” Who was this? A familiar voice. 

“How are you? Been a while.” 

Segun. I could recall his unmistakable deep bass. I had deleted his number from my 

phone. Yes, I needed to do away with him completely. 

“I’m fine and you?” 

“I’m fine too.” 

There was an uncomfortable silence before he spoke. 

“Just calling to check on you.” 

I chuckled. “On a Sunday morning? We would still see in church as usual. You could have 

waited.” 

He cleared his throat. “Actually, I am calling to fix an appointment after church. There 

is something important I would like to discuss with you.” 

“Really?” Why did that sound like something I did not want to hear? 

“Yes, very important. Please, can you give me some minutes after church?” 

I thought for a second. What was now ‘important’ that wasn’t before? “Okay, no 

problem. But I hope it is not going to take a long time as I have other things to 

do.” Yes, other ‘more important’ things like fleeing immediately after the last amen. 

“No, not at all. It will be a brief meeting.” 

“Okay, see you then.” I dropped the call and nearly jumped out of my skin when I saw 

the time. I sure would receive another ‘sermon on the mount’ when dad returned from 

church. 

Since I was already late, I took my time to prepare. I needed to look my best since 

today would be another embarrassing episode for me, so I picked my blue suit gown. 

Blue was my favourite colour and I needed to make myself feel good at all cost. At 

least, before I met him. 

An hour later, I sneaked into the children’s department and Bro Tunde was on the 

podium, leading the children in the Praise and Worship session. He had such a nice voice 

and knew just how to make the children sing along. 



“Sis Chinwe… late comer.” Sis Ngozi, a married children’s worker teased me. She gave 

me a friendly blow on the back. “Bro Tunde is not happy with you o! It seems your dad 

had a strict chat with him about late coming and here you are, coming after Sunday 

school.” 

“Oh, really?” Another pot of pepper soup. “I had a little delay.” Well, the phone call was 

a delay. 

“Well, you will have to explain yourself to Bro Tunde.” She walked away to assist a child 

who was finding it difficult to tie her shoe lace. 

This was not going to be easy at all. I would try to avoid the children’s pastor at all 

cost if I were to enjoy today’s service. 

I was not successful. Halfway into the meeting, I got a note from him requesting me to 

see him urgently after church. To think I had anticipated a quick service earlier. Now, 

I wanted it to go as long as it could. I had two meetings I was not looking forward to. 

Dad preached on showing love to our neighbours and at some point, he digressed to late 

coming to church. I nearly goofed loudly. Dad never failed to disappoint me. 

At the final amen, I almost ran to the door, but Bro Tunde stood there like a guard. 

Did he know what I had in mind? 

When the children had dispersed, I kept pretending to look for a piece of paper in the 

cupboard to make myself appear busy, while peeping to see if he was ready to see me. 

He was deep in conversation with Sis Ngozi and didn’t seem to recognize my presence. 

When I could not pretend any longer, I quickly picked my bag and as I rushed to the 

door in a hurry, my possessions fell on the floor. Clumsy me! How embarrassing! I bent 

to pick them up and another person joined to assist. 

“Sorry about that. Sometimes, things like this happen. We only have to pick up the 

pieces, pretend they never happen and carry on with life.” 

Bro Tunde! 

I froze. “Good morning.” I sounded like a cow. “Sir.” I quickly added. 

He flashed a brilliant smile and handed me my handkerchief. “Late comer” 



Here we go. 

“I’m sorry I came late. I didn’t…” 

“It’s okay.” He interrupted. “I’m sure you have got your reason, but don’t come late 

next time, okay?” 

“Okay, sir.” Was that it? Just like that? Easier than I thought! I was forced to ask. 

“Can I go now?” 

“Are you not going to ask about your performance at the interview?” He raised an 

eyebrow. 

Hot shame covered me. “Ermm… I know I didn’t perform well. I was not too prepared.” 

I fixed my eyes on the floor. I could not bear to look into his eyes. I imagined what he 

could be thinking. So she isn’t smart after all? 

“Well, you tried your best, but you know what amazes me? How the world is a small 

place. Who would have thought you would come looking for work at my place?” 

Someone, please tell the ground to swallow me now. “Well, such is life.” I forced a 

smile. 

“God works in amazing ways just to prove the path He wants us to take. It is left for us 

to decide whether we want to walk the road or not.” 

I took a quick glance at him. His face was serious and searching mine intently. His eyes 

held mine and I felt a pull; the same magnetism I had with him at dad’s office. I quickly 

averted my eyes. The air was becoming too hot for me. 

He continued. “Truth be told, if I wanted you under my radar, that would have been the 

best opportunity for me. But I resisted and oh, it was hard to. But I was not ready to 

force myself on you or manipulate my way into your life. That is the last thing I would 

do. I have decided to step back a little and give you some breathing space. You would 

have noticed I have stopped the communication and I am sure you were relieved.” 

Relieved? That was the opposite of how I felt. It was my turn to speak. “I …um… I 

know I have been unresponsive, no, more like stubborn, but I am just being more 

careful after my last relationship, which you are aware of, in fact, the whole church is 

aware of..” 

“I understand; which is why I decided to let you be and let God have His way. I know a 

lot of brothers will also by vying for your hand and I would not want to make it more 



difficult for you. But if I can just say this, don’t let the past be your stumbling block 

to a happy future. God has a beautiful plan for you. So, hold on. Don’t let go.” 

“Sorry, what did you say? I mean your last words.” 

“I said you should hold on and do not let go of God’s plan for you.” 

OMG! It came like a trance. The exact words used by the man who lifted me out of the 

pit in my dreams weeks ago. My breathing became heavy. I needed to leave the room. 

This was so unbelievable! 

I managed to speak. “I won’t let go. I have to leave now.” 

“Sure.” He smiled. “I have taken your time long enough. By the way, you look beautiful 

in blue. Has anyone told you that?” 

“Yes. Yes. It’s my favourite colour.” 

“Wow! So we have something in common. That’s great.” 

That was it. I could not take this anymore. I muttered a quick ‘goodbye’ and hurried out 

of the church. The man in my dream had worn a blue shirt. These were coincidences too 

many. I needed time to sort my head. I had never been more confused in my life. 

As I stepped out of the gate, I rammed into Segun. 

“Hey, Chinwe. Been looking for you. Are you okay? You look funny. Got some time now?” 

I stared at his face and it looked different. I could only see one face and the owner 

was who I just left behind. 

“No, Segun. I don’t have time. I’m sorry.” I dashed past him without waiting for his 

response. 

My body shook uncontrollably as I walked fast to put some distance between Bro Tunde 

and I. I had never felt this way before. Please what was happening to me? 
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He drove into the driveway and my heart leaped with joy like a child offered a candy. I 

had missed him so much that every hour spent away from him seemed like eternity and 

just like he did every day, he came out of the car with some flowers in his hands. Blue 

daises… he knew just what I loved. I chuckled loudly. It would be another romantic 

evening, just like we have always had since the day we got married… 

“Are you with me, Chinwe?” 

I snapped out of my fantasy and looked up with confused eyes. “Yes…Yes I am.” I 

managed to say. 

“I doubt it.” Steve sat straight in his seat. “You have the look of someone who just won 

a visa lottery.” 

“I really am with you.” I straightened and looked closely at the papers in front of me. 

“You want me to edit the proposal and I will.” 

“Not edit. I want you to rewrite everything.” He picked the papers and waved them in 

the air. “This is not good enough to win even the cheapest contract in this world. To 

think you have been working in the Company for some years now and you are yet to 

learn anything…” 

I bit my tongue from retorting. Since word had gone round that Steve was frolicking 

around with female staff (and he knew), he had been taking it out on me as I had been 

the only one to have caught him in compromising positions. Now, my once ‘excellent’ 

work was full of ‘comas and errors’. He was already getting on my nerves and each day, 

I prayed for greater grace to tolerate his rudeness. 

“A promotion interview is coming soon.” He threatened. “And I will not recommend you.” 

“Why? I deserve it just like everyone in my level.” I nearly shouted. 

“You think so? Wait till my father returns and the date is fixed. Then you will 

understand how low your level is. Now, get back to work and bring me a PROPOSAL.” 

I hesitated a bit and took my time to pack the papers. I knew that irked him, but that 

was my aim. Action, they say, speaks louder than words.  When I got back to my seat, I 

found I had three missed calls from an unknown number. As much as I wanted it to be 

from Bro Tunde, I knew the probability was zero. After our Sunday meeting two days 



ago, I had not heard from him. He would keep to his promise and let me be. Now why 

did that leave a sour taste in my mouth? After all, I got what I asked for, didn’t’ i? 

Steve banged his table hard and I jumped up in fright. What was it again? I had barely 

stood up to check when he flung his door open and walked out angrily. The look in his 

eyes made me stop the words at the tip of my tongue. 

His voice was edgy. “I am leaving now. If ANYONE asks of me, just tell them I am not 

available.” Then he left without a backward glance. 

I wondered why he looked so fearful and hasty to leave the office. Whatever the 

problem was, I hoped it did not involve me in any way. I already had my basket full. 

I sat to resume work but I could not concentrate. My mind drifted again. Now, where 

did I stop? The flowers… 

Okay. So, when he came to the porch, I was already at the door waiting for him. He 

handed me the flowers and their scent was perfect. We hugged each other tightly and 

was I glad to have him home! I had prepared his favourite food – peppersoup and yam– 

and even lit the candles. He looked into my eyes and my world suddenly exploded with 

love… 

Bimbo barged into my office, looking disorganized. “Have you heard? The M.D. is almost 

here and everyone is trying to put things in proper shape. Heard he is just two minutes 

away. So hurry, make sure your office is set!” 

She didn’t wait for a response before shutting the door firmly. I quickly scanned my 

office and Steve’s and fortunately, almost everything was in order, except the almost-

full paper bin. I knew Chief Adekunle hated to see papers around. He was my former 

direct boss before he travelled and I was transferred to Steve’s office. I quickly 

emptied the bin and I had barely replaced it in its position when the office door flung 

open. The Managing Director walked in and his powering presence filled the room. 

“Welcome back, sir.” I greeted with a shaky voice. 

He did not respond. Instead, his eyes glanced briefly round the room, taking in every 

detail before finally resting on me. Then he nodded and charged towards his son’s 

office. 

He flung the door wide. “Where is he?” He asked when he saw no one. 

“I don’t know. He…” 



“You cannot tell me you do not know where Steven is. You are his P.A. and should know 

his whereabouts if no other person in this Company knows. So I ask again, where is he?” 

“I really do not know, sir.” I stated more confidently. “He left the office shortly 

before you arrived.” 

“I really hope you are not covering up for him because if you are, the hammer will fall 

on you both.” He warned. Then he lowered his voice. “Someone among my escort must 

have tipped him about my arrival. No matter how much he runs, I will deal with him. No 

one, not even my flesh and blood will destroy the work I have used my sweat to build 

over the years. Give me a call immediately you know his whereabouts, okay?” 

“Yes, sir. I will.” 

I watched the M.D walk out and I heaved a sigh of relief, but my heart was heavy. 

What did he mean by his son destroying his labour? What had Steve got his hands 

into? And I hoped that would not implicate me in any way as his Personal Assistant. 

Another ball of trouble. 

My phone rang loudly and my heart missed a beat. It was Bro Tunde, the man I had 

been fantasizing about throughout the day. I was too excited to pick. Was he calling to 

inform me of a change of mind or perhaps he wanted to ask me out on a date? Now, 

wouldn’t that be a fantasy come true? I pressed the green button just when the call 

was about to end. 

“Hello.” It barely came out as a whisper as I tried to control the surge of happiness 

that had overwhelmed me. 

“Hello, Sister Chinwe!” He sounded rough and terrified. “Sister Chinwe! Are you 

there?” 

I was scared. “Yes, Yes, I am here. I can hear you. Is everything okay?” 

“It’s your dad. He has a heart attack and has been rushed to the hospital. You should 

come there now. I have been trying to reach you but you have not been picking.” 

“What! Jesus, have mercy! What hospital?” I was completely perturbed. I picked my 

purse and dashed out of the office. Within few minutes, I was already in a cab on the 

way to Gbagada, where JOLAD Hospital was. I tried my father’s phone, but no one 

picked and my fear multiplied. Jesus, please save my father! 



I dialed Bro Tunde and he picked. 

“Where are you now?” 

“Almost on the bridge.” 

“Hurry but be calm. Keep praying. God is in control.” 

“Is a doctor attending to him?” 

“Yes, two are with him in the emergency room?” 

“Emergency room?” OMG! 

“Just be calm. God is in control.” 

Ha! He has to be o! Because if He isn’t, then everything is a total mess. 

I tapped the cab driver. “Please can you go faster?” 

“Aunty, you know say I no suppose drive fast than this. Abi you want make police arrest 

me?” He looked at me through the front mirror. 

“Just try, please.” 

Everything seemed to have taken a whole new turn, completely out of my grasp. Where 

do I turn to? Where do I start from? How did it get to this? The devil is really at war 

and Lord, you are all I have. I am turning to You. Let me not be ashamed. Let not the 

enemy triumph over me. 
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I have never liked this hospital. In fact, I hated it. This was where my mother died and 

now my father? Too many unpleasant memories here. 

I took his frail hands in mine. He was asleep and under intensive care. It had been two 

days and there had been some improvement. Prayers were ongoing in the church and 

even in the hospital as we received many visitors from other denominations. Many ‘top’ 

men of God came in to encourage us and phone calls were so many, we had to switch off 

our phones at some point. Never knew my father was this loved. 

Deaconess Folarin proved herself a worthy lover and attendant. I watched as she 

fluttered around my father and how warmly she received guests. My heart warmed 

towards her. My father needed someone urgently and if he wanted her, I would give 

them all the support I had. No more reservations. 

Bro Tunde was also fantastic. He was more like the ‘errand boy’… always available, 

never complaining. I wondered how a highly-placed man like that would stoop so low and 

offer himself to do petty things like fetching clean clothing for my dad. My respect 

and admiration for him escalated. 

Segun, too, was in and out. As soon as he had a break at work, he would rush down to 

the hospital and he always brought some flowers. Then he would sit by my side and try 

to encourage me. 

The least person I expected a visit from my Managing Director, Chief Adekunle. I had 

called him and explained why I needed some break from the office. The next day, he 

called back to say he was downstairs at the lounge and needed to see my father. It was 

a pleasant surprise and I thanked him profusely for his time. He simply waved his hands 

and muttered it was nothing. I was simply amazed at how both men conversed like they 

had known each other for years. 

Now as my dad was asleep, I watched as the doctor observed him carefully and wrote 

down some things. Then he looked at me and smiled. “You should get something to eat. 

It’s been two days and I do not want another casualty in my hands.” 

I smiled back. “I will. I just want him to be okay.” 

“He will be. You take care of yourself too.” 

Just then, my father woke up with a little cough. The doctor patted his back. 

“Welcome back to the world. Hope you enjoyed your sleep?” 



Dad cleared his throat. “Yes, Yes, I did. Can I take this bed home with me?” 

Everyone laughed. My dad still had his sense of humour even on hospital bed. 

“My baby”, he turned to me. “You are still here?” 

“Yes, dad. Where else would I be?” 

“You should be with your man.” He teased with a wink. “My fiancé can take good care of 

me.” 

I chuckled. “I don’t have a man, dad. I have just you. You are the only man in my life 

right now.” 

The doctor excused himself, leaving my dad and I alone in the room. 

“Can you please raise this bed for me?” 

I pressed a button and soon, he was in a sitting position. 

“I have learnt so many lessons through my short time here and I thank God for 

everything that has happened to me. I see I am greatly loved and even after you leave, 

I will never lack love. I know that now. Which is why I am scared for you.” 

“Scared for me? Why?” I asked out of curiosity. 

“I know I have not been a supportive father. If I had been, by this time you should 

have married or should be in the process, but because of me, you are single. I do not 

want to die and leave you unloved.” 

Now I was scared. “Please, don’t even speak about dying. The doctor said you are fine 

and when we follow his advice faithfully, you always will be. You will live long enough to 

see my children. About love, that will come at the right time.” 

“But what if I don’t? I should tell you something I should have told you long ago. This 

isn’t the first time, my dear. Those years you were at school, I strictly instructed that 

no one should let you know anything. I was not about to let my daughter leave school 

work because of her ailing father.” 

“But, that isn’t fair, dad. I should know everything about you.” 



He grabbed my hands tightly. “I’m sorry. I’m really sorry. I just felt since I would be 

okay, there was no need to worry you. I just want you to be happy, though I have been 

doing a bad job of that lately.” 

“My happiness lies in you being hale and hearty.” 

“Right now, mine lies in you being married. If tomorrow, I have a worse attack, God 

forbid, I will blame myself over you. I have seen how Segun behaves around you and I 

am sorry I was an obstacle, but if you still want to go ahead with him, you have my full 

approval.” 

“Segun?” It came out as a whisper. “You now want me to marry Segun?” 

“Yes, I want you to marry him if you love him.” 

“But you had some reservations about him before.” 

“Well, the reservations of a doting father. I just want the best for you.” 

“And what if the best isn’t him?” 

There was a brief silence. 

“You have another man? Is he igbo?” There was a sparkle in his eyes. 

I smiled. “Dad, you will never change.” 

“Don’t mind me. I just want a God-fearing man for you.” 

There was a knock on the door and Bro Tunde breezed in. He was dressed formally and 

appeared to have come from work. He carried two bags. 

“Good afternoon, sir. Good to see you are much better.” 

My father beamed. “Yes, all thanks to God and to you. You have been as supportive as 

ever.” 

I stood up to collect the bags. “Good afternoon, sir. You brought fresh clothes?” 

Our eyes locked for a while before he spoke. “Yes and some food for you.” He smiled 

and I felt the usual butterflies in my stomach. 



“Thank you.” I smiled back. How thoughtful of him! Our hands brushed as he passed the 

bags over to me and I nearly jumped out of my skin. Quickly I rushed to the nearest 

table and tried to regain control. I glanced briefly at my dad and he was staring at me 

in a weird way. 

After some minutes of conversation between the men and I pretending to be ‘busy’, Bro 

Tunde took his leave. Immediately, he shut the door, my dad turned to me. 

“What was that about?” 

“What?” 

“That thing between you and Tunde” 

“Nothing.” 

“I see. Or is he the ‘best’ you referred to earlier?” 

“And if he is not?” 

“Well, I just don’t want you to be in a wild goose chase.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“He once told me he was interested in a sister in the church, though he never 

mentioned the name.” 

Really??? My heart suddenly melted. Another sister? Now who could that be? My mind 

did a thorough scan. Nike? Kemi? Blessing? Nkem? Sarah? Or even Tayo? And to think 

he was hitting at me at some point when he had interest in another sister… What kind 

of game was this? I was really angry. If he thought he could ‘play’ me, then he would be 

sorry he did. 

My phone rang and it was the M.D. He wanted me to be at work urgently tomorrow. I 

wondered what it was for since he had given me the week off. I had lost track of 

office updates since Dad’s ailment. I prayed it would be something good. 

There was another knock and Segun walked in with another set of flowers. I wondered 

who the flowers were really meant for. For dad or me? 



Dad was very happy to see him and they chatted for a while. Sometimes, dad tried to 

bring me into the conversation but my heart was far, far away with another man who 

had just hurt me deeply. 

“Chi?” Segun broke through my thought. 

“Yes?” 

“I just asked if you would like to step out for lunch.” 

“Of course, she will.” Dad answered before I could gather myself together. “She has 

had enough of me. Needs a better company. Don’t worry , I will be fine.” 

Deaconess Folarin took that moment to walk in with food in her hands and my dad was 

happy to see her. “Ha! My own better company has arrived.” 

I had no other choice than to take up Segun’s offer. I picked my purse and reluctantly 

walked out of the ward. 

“I look terrible.” 

Segun laughed. “Maybe a little, but I have seen you in worse, so no need to feel 

uncomfortable around me.” 

As I walked beside him to the nearest restaurant, I wished I were with someone else, 

a man who would tell me that he loved me just the way I looked, whether I was 

gorgeously dressed or was on a dress I had been wearing for two days. 
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Today was judgment day, or so it seemed. I had arrived work early as instructed by the 

M.D. and as I observed the atmosphere in the almost-empty room, I knew things had 

gone sour in the Company. Bimbo, who had picked me up at the bus stop this morning, 

had updated me on what had been on since I was off work. 

“I never believed it myself.” She piped. “Stealing from the Company? An inheritance 

that would have been his own had he waited just a bit more, and now he has put 

everybody in trouble. The M.D. is not letting anyone go scot free without proper 

examination.” 

“I see.” I was so disappointed. I never would have thought Steve would stoop so low to 

forge his father’s signature and steal millions without anyone’s knowledge, not even 

mine. I never even had inkling. He had been doing this even before his father travelled. 

“It is very unbelievable. I will even be worse for it as I worked directly with him. The 

M.D would think I was an accomplice.” My heart accelerated with fear. 

“Hmmm, my dear. I should tell you this. Tongues have been waggling that you were a 

partner o, since both of you worked together and you did not report anything.” 

“How was I supposed to have known? Am I the accountant? I am just an ordinary P.A. 

who does only what she is told. This is strictly between Steve and the accountant. It is 

their signatures, not mine.” 

“Well, let’s hope the M.D. believes that.” 

I looked at Bimbo. She sounded like she didn’t believe me herself. Well, I knew God 

would vindicate me and all the waggling tongue would be silent soon enough. 

“Chinwe!” A woman in her sixties peeped out of a door. “You can come in now.” 

I inhaled deeply and walked into the board room. Three pairs of eyes stared sharply at 

me. I knew them. The three members of the Board of Trustees. The M.D was right at 

the middle and his face was very serious. 

“Sit.” He commanded. 

I sat opposite them and folded my arms. There was no need to fear. Though I was 

through the valley of the shadow of death, I will not be afraid… 

The woman started. “You know why you are here, don’t you?” 



“Yes, I am here to be interrogated.” 

“He was your direct boss, right?” 

“Yes, when the M.D. travelled, I was transferred to work with Mr. Steve.” 

“You worked with him and you didn’t notice anything fishy? How is that possible?” 

“He only gave me access to what he wanted me to know. I did not know this until it was 

discovered.” 

“During the course of our investigation, some of your colleagues accused you of having 

a romantic relationship with Steve. Is that true?” 

What! Calm down… “I never had any of such with him.” 

“So you never went on a date with him?” 

“Well, ermmm… We went out a couple of times. He actually didn’t give me much of a 

chance to decline.” 

“I see.” My interrogator eyed me through her glasses. “So, it was a forced romantic 

relationship?” 

I shifted uncomfortably. “It was a boss-employee relationship.” 

She sniffed as if she didn’t believe me. The other two looked same. I wondered where 

this would end and what their final judgment would be. 

An half-an –hour later, as I travelled back to the hospital, my phone rang. It was Segun 

and that was the third time that morning. 

“Hello, Segun.” 

“Hi, darling. How did the interrogation go?” 

Darling? That sounded kind of weird to my ears. “Went well.” 

“Good. I am sure the result will favour you.” 

“Amen” 



“Have you given thought about what we discussed yesterday?” 

“Oh, that.” When having lunch together, he had opened up on what he had been planning 

to tell me. He wanted us to be back together and while that would have been fantastic 

news, contrarily, my heart was filled with fear. Strange, isn’t it? How something you 

once cherished suddenly becomes unflattering… “Well, I am still praying about it.” I 

was not about to make a second mistake. 

“Please pray fast so that I can know how to plan for myself.” He replied. 

That sounded a bit selfish to me. “Well at this stage, I cannot give a fast answer. I 

need to be more certain than ever.” 

“Okay, I understand, but you know we are running out of time and we now have your 

father’s blessing.” 

“I will give you an answer soon.” 

“Will be waiting and I hope it will be positive. We have come a long way. Let’s close this 

with a happy wedding. Plus age is not really on your side.” 

Now that hurt every time… when someone decides to remind you of something you have 

chosen not to remember, especially when that person should have been someone that 

should show more ‘understanding’. “God is on my side, Segun.” 

“I know. Was just kidding.” He chuckled. 

I didn’t find that funny at all. In fact, I just cut the call and switched off my phone 

just in case he wanted to call back. I needed to think. So many wrong things happening 

at the same time… my job was on the line, my love-life at stake, a sick father in the 

hospital… God, where are you in all these? I closed my eyes and whispered a minute 

prayer. They say it is always darkest before dawn… this is really the darkest moment 

of my life. I know God will never let me go. 

At the hospital, I met the Deaconess feeding dad and once again, I was happy he was in 

good hands. I did not tell them detailed reason of why I had to go to work. I was not 

about to give dad another reason to worry. I watched them play like two love-birds and 

I wondered when I would have my own companion who would stick by me through thick 

and thin. My mind drifted to the only one person that would have fit well and a familiar 

sadness filled me. I had not seen him since yesterday and yet it felt like it had been 

years. I really missed him. 



“I know that face.” 

I was startled to see Mrs Folarin beside me. I must have been deep lost in thought not 

to have seen her walk towards me. 

“What face?” I smiled and tried to brighten up. 

“That sad face that shows you want something very much, but you can’t have it. I have 

walked that path, but trust me dear, what you want will come soon enough.” 

“What if it is too late to have it?” 

“Too late? That is not in God’s dictionary for His children. He always does everything 

at the right time, but sometimes He needs us to act as well.” 

“Act? How?” 

“When your mother died, God bless her soul, it wearied me to see your father alone. I 

loved him so much, always loved him and I knew he loved me too; but I knew your 

father. He was too shy to talk.” 

I laughed. “Dad is shy? That is not believable.” 

“I know, but when it comes to the matter of the heart, even the strongest become 

weak. When I saw your father was not going to make the move after many years, I had 

to. But that was after I had prayed well and felt the push from God. I had to walk up 

to him and asked him directly what he was going to do about us.” 

“Just like that?” 

“Just like that. I discovered that was the only chance I had at happiness and I just 

had to take it. It was either that or I risk losing everything. So, I ask. What are you 

going to do about him?” 

‘Who? Segun? He is waiting for my answer, but I am really confused right now, so I 

told him to give me more time.” 

She chuckled. “Not Segun. Tunde, my dear.” 

My eyes widened in surprise. “How did you know?” 



“Oh, please. A man comes to the hospital and keeps bringing food for you. He finds 

excuse to come to the hospital just to have a peek at you. And when he comes, you 

become jittery and check yourself out to be sure you look presentable. If no one 

observed that around here, I did.” She winked. “So I ask again. What are going to do 

about this? Act or watch happiness slip you by?” 

I jumped out of my seat. “I will act and now.” I picked my bag and ran towards the 

door. Then I turned. “Dad!” 

He raised his head from the book in his hand. “Yes, Chinwe.” 

“When Bro Tunde told you he was interested in a lady, he didn’t mention the name, did 

he?” 

“None I can remember. Why?” 

I smiled. “Never mind.” 

I had never felt this kind of excitement before. I was on my way to finding the 

happiness I had once ignored. There is always a second chance at love, right? God had 

been speaking all along and I had not been paying attention. Jesus, please forgive me. 

My phone buzzed. It was the M.D. again and my joy deflated a bit. 

“Hello, sir.” 

“Hello, Chinwe. How are you?” 

“I’m very well sir.” 

“I was just going through your record and I found something interesting.” 

Oh no! What was it now? 

He continued. “I discovered you have a background in accounting.” 

“Yes, sir. I actually am at the last stage of my ICAN exam.” 

“Okay, so you think you can handle my Company accounts?” 

“I… I don’t what you mean, sir.” 



“I have fired my Chief Financial Officer with immediate effect. He is a thief and has 

been working with my… with Steve to run this Company down. I do not know who to 

trust any more. I need someone with high integrity and ethics like you to take position 

immediately.” 

What!!! OMG!!! “But sir, during the investigation…” 

“Forget about that. Your record is clean, plus you have worked with me. You are tested 

and trusted and you have never disappointed me. Do you think you can handle that 

position?” 

Do I think I can handle, ke? “Of course, I can.” I could not recognize my voice. This 

was too much to take. 

“Okay. Be at the office tomorrow to pick up your letter of appointment. You have to 

start with immediate effect. Things need to start taking shape again.” 

“Okay sir.” 

He cut the line and it took some minutes for me to gain my balance. Is this how God 

works? My body shook with emotions I could not control. Just like that? A promotion 

not expected… a double, no triple promotion actually.  Chineke idinma! 
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I stood in front of a skyscraper, wondering if I had the courage to walk through the 

big gate. As soon as I had sighted the building, the energy in me to do what I had come 

for had evaporated. What if he no longer felt what I felt? What if my chance at love 

had gone? What if I made a complete fool of myself? Was I even supposed to do this 

at all? So many questions, too little answers… 

I looked at my phone and searched for his name. A simple call would answer the riddle, 

but I was too much of a coward to press the green button, so I simply turned my back 

against the building, closed my eyes and counted the cost. What if he didn’t love me 

anymore? Well, life would go on, wouldn’t it? as a lonely, unhappy old lady. I didn’t want 

that. No. Neither would I want to be ‘rejected’ and swallow the humiliation that would 

come with it. For Pete’s sake, what kind of lady would walk up to a man and ‘propose’? I 

cringed at that very thought. 

I took the decision of the faint-hearted. I took my first step away and another and 

another. My phone rang loudly and I stopped mid-way. It was him on the line and I did 

not know how to respond. When the call was about to stop, I managed to pick. 

“Hello…” 

“Hello, Sis Chinwe. What are you doing in front of my office? I can see you right from 

the top floor. Did you come for something? Is everything okay with your father?” He 

sounded really concerned. 

“Ermmm… sure. Everything is fine. I just came to… ermm….” What did I come to do 

again? “I was just passing by.” Really? 

“Okay.” He sounded a bit disappointed. “Are you really sure about that?” 

I want to see you, I almost screamed. “Yes. When will you be coming to the hospital 

again?” Perhaps I would be more courageous there. 

“Maybe later today. You want me to bring you something?” 

YES!!! Bring your love. “Ummm… anything you bring will be fine.” 

“Okay. So see you later today. I have an urgent meeting now. Take care.” He cut the 

line. 

I deserved a knock on the head. I just got an opportunity to make a decisive move and 

I blew it big time. Maybe I did not really deserve a second chance.  I tried to hold back 

the tears as I traced my way home. Little did I know I would receive a shocker when I 

entered the house. The living room was sparkling and well arranged. The kitchen which 



was a little messed up as at the last I could recall was cleaned and smelt really fresh. 

Only one person had the key to the house and would have done this. Bro. Tunde. The 

man I was falling in love with. The man I was about losing. 

I unlocked the door to my bedroom (I always locked it anytime I was away to protect 

my privacy from dad) and headed straight for the bed. I would use a couple of hours to 

pray. It had been a while I did that. So many distractions lately had taken me away 

from my ‘sacred place’. I had to find my way again. Thankfully, I had the house to 

myself. I switched off my phone. The world can wait while I commune with my God. 

Later in the evening, I felt very much revived in the spirit. God had given me a promise 

and I would cling to it. Come rain, come sunshine, He’s got my back. I glanced at the 

clock. It was almost 7pm and time for me to head back to the hospital. I got dad some 

fresh provision and clothing and headed down straight away. 

When I entered the ward, I met Segun alone with dad and they looked like they just 

had a heated conversation. 

“Hello, dad…, Segun” I greeted with a suspicious look. “Is everything okay? Where is 

the Deaconess?” 

My father straightened. “Everything is fine, my dear. My fiance just stepped out. 

Segun and I were just having a man-to-man talk.” 

Segun greeted as he assisted with the luggage. “Hi, Chi. Good to see you. Hope you had 

a nice day.” 

“Yes, I did.” 

I looked at dad. He looked a little uncomfortable as he surveyed us. Something was on 

his mind and I knew it would be a matter of time before he spilled it out. 

Segun excused himself. “I need to leave now.” 

He looked like he was running from something. This was someone who would exploit 

every opportunity to be with me and here he was, leaving almost immediately I entered. 

“But why?” I quizzed. “I only just came in. Are you running away from me?” 

“Running away from the woman I want to spend my life with?” He laughed loud. “Not at 

all. I am the one to lead the single brothers’ vigil today and I do not want to be late.” 



“Okay. Please pray for the single sisters o!” 

“Of course. You take 90% of our prayers as we want to change status fast.” He winked. 

Then he turned to dad. “Good night, sir. I will be back to check on you tomorrow.” 

Dad waved with a hard smile and immediately the door was shut, he turned to me. 

“So, have you thought about his offer?” 

“Offer? Like business offer?” I was stalling. 

“You know what I mean. Will your answer be ‘yes’? 

“Well, I am still awaiting a go-ahead from God. Was that the man-to-man talk you had?” 

“Well, yes, amidst other things. We needed to talk about the past. You know we had a 

slight friction because of his relationship with you.” 

“So were you able to resolve the differences?” 

“Yes.” His response was curt. 

“Is there something more I should know?” 

He cleared his throat. “I still feel reluctant about him in my spirit. Same thing I had 

always felt, but thought it was me who was too unwelcoming. So I decided to allow 

things happen without further interference. Then later, you told that you broke up 

with him and now he wants both of you together again. He actually came today to 

inform me officially of his intentions and I am interested in your final answer.” 

“Like I said, dad, I am still praying about it. I am not about to give a hasty answer when 

I am not sure myself.” 

“Take your time, my child, to pray. Marriage is a life-long project and you will be solely 

responsible for your decisions. Whatever your final answer is, make sure it is God’s 

choice or else you will regret it all the days of your life.” 

“I know, dad, and that is why I am very careful now.” 

“Just in case you are scared of giving Segun a negative answer, you can count on me to 

do it for you.” 



I stopped what I was doing. “What did you just say? You want to help me? Thanks, dad, 

but I can do this myself.” What is it with fathers wanting to always be in charge? 

“I am only offering my assistance.” He pointed at the bottle of water on the table. 

“Pass that to me. You know men can be stubborn sometimes, so if you need a tough hand 

to handle this, you know I’ve got it.” 

“No thanks. I will do this ON MY OWN.” I emphasized carefully. 

“Okay, I get it.” 

I shook my head and wondered if he would ever really stop interfering. I was no longer 

the 6 year old he would carry on his shoulders to school, but I feared he still saw me 

that way no matter how hard he tried to pretend. 

“Go to sleep, dad. I need to step out to get you more stuff. We are already low on 

provisions.” I picked a basket under the table and headed for the exit. 

“No, I need to do some work before I sleep. You go ahead with whatever you want to 

do. I will be fine.” He placed a book in front of him and started writing on it almost 

immediately. 

I shut the door quietly and headed down to the nearest grocery store.  On my way, 

Segun called to get an answer and he was insistent on getting one urgently. 

“I am tired of waiting, really.” He kept talking non-stop. “You keep postponing over and 

over. You know we are meant to be together, but you keep stalling. I have prayed and I 

believe God wants us to be together. I am ready to move to the next level. I need an 

answer today, please.” 

“But…” I started to speak. 

“There are no buts. I have been patient enough, Chi. I am under intense pressure here. 

I have sought your father’s permission and he has given me his blessing.” 

“Because you got my father’s so-called blessing does not mean you got an answer from 

me, and you are not the only one under pressure, okay? I am too.” 

“Then please take the pressure off us.” He begged. “Let us start something new, baby. 

I know you want this because I want it too.” 



Did I really want this? Some months ago, I would have jumped at this, but now there 

seemed to be a dark cloud covering the horizon. So many ‘ifs’ have lined the edges and 

faith in what we had had run underground. But what if I was only speculating? I had to 

be more careful than ever. 

“I will give an answer tonight. I promise.” 

“Will be waiting and hoping it is favourable to us.” 

My heart was heavier than ever. This night would be defining for me whatever my 

response was. They say a bird at hand is better than a bird at sea. And right now, the 

only bird at hand was urgently waiting to feed. 

I quietly strolled back to the hospital, hoping that dad would have slept. I noticed the 

door was slightly open and I heard some voices from the inside. Dad was conversing 

with someone and the person’s voice was unmistakable, sending a shiver down my spine. 

I placed my hand on the door and was about to push when the next sentence made me 

pause. 

“Do you love my daughter?” Dad asked with his strong voice. 

I waited with anxiety for the answer. My heart pounded loudly as I awaited Bro. 

Tunde’s response. Perhaps the bird at sea had come home. 

  



25 

The grand finale… 25th episode. Sorry, i could not post it earlier as promised. Thank 

you for your patience and understanding. Enjoy! 

 

Like in the ‘Animal Farm’, all questions are equal, but some are more equal than others. 

There are those who need answers to the basic needs of life, and there are those that 

go beyond and affect the matters of the heart. This second kind not only makes your 

heart tremble with fear, but can also leave you depressed and unable to pick up the 

pieces. It also can leave you with a wholesome feeling of love and happiness. Right now, 

I hung in between and prayed I would end up in the happy part. 

“Bro Tunde, you seem lost. You are yet to answer my question. I asked if you loved my 

daughter.” My father’s deep voice resonated round the room. “It is just a yes or no 

question. No one would die for it.” 

I moved closer to the door and stilled my breath to hear the reply. 

Bro Tunde coughed a little. “It is really not a simple question, sir.” His voice was a bit 

shaky. “I really cannot answer that.” 

“Then why are you here?” 

“To check on you.” 

“Are you sure there is no other reason?” 

There was a brief silence before Bro Tunde spoke. “Your daughter…do you think she 

would be interested in a person like me?” 

“A person like you?” 

“I mean… You know I am not her type. I am not very social or a people-person. I just 

like a quiet life with children and family.” 

“And you think my daughter likes the social life?” 

“Well, I have seen her couple of times and I believe she does enjoy the open side of 

life.” 

“Does that bother you?” 



“Well, maybe a bit.” 

My father laughed loudly. “And you have not asked yourself why you are bothered.” 

“Well, I am her leader in the children’s church. I should be concerned about her.” 

“And that is all to it?” 

“Yes… Yes, I believe so. Why are me quizzing me tonight, sir?” 

Dad cleared his throat. “Oh! Am i? Please don’t be offended. I am just afraid.” 

“Afraid of?” 

“I am afraid my daughter will get into the wrong hands. Don’t get me wrong. It is her 

decision to marry who she feels God says she should, but God speaks to me too and I 

have prayed regarding this and feel she will say ‘yes’ to the wrong man.” 

Bro Tunde didn’t respond and dad continued. 

“I know I shouldn’t be discussing this with you, but since you have indicated no interest 

in my daughter, then I can confide in you as always. Do you think I will be wrong if I 

tell my daughter not to marry Segun?” 

“I think it is about what she wants, and not you sir. It is her decision to make. Talk to 

her. Know how she feels and what she wants. Perhaps, there are some things she is still 

hiding from you.” 

“And you know them?” 

“Well, I know she is a bit confused about what to do and I, on my part, have been 

sending encouraging messages. Been a while I did that, though.” 

OMG! Bro Tunde had been the ‘phone evangelist’! That was a startling revelation. Why 

didn’t I ever think of that? 

“That was thoughtful of you.” Dad commended. “I like your concern about my 

daughter.” 

“Actually, sir. To be very truthful and please don’t be offended. I actually had interest 

in your daughter, but she called my bluff and I had to let her be.” 



“No, I am not offended. In fact, I would have given my blessing if I had known that 

earlier.” 

“Really, sir?” 

“Yes, but since you are no longer interested, guess I shall have to hold on to it.” 

“Sir, don’t you understand?” Bro Tunde sounded frustrated. “This isn’t about my 

feelings. It is about hers. I know what God told me, but I cannot force it on her. I have 

tried all I could, but she kept pushing me away. Do you know how I feel every time I 

see her? She was my dream come true, but she KILLED THAT DREAM!” 

“What are doing here? Are you going in or what?” A familiar voice shouted at me. 

I jumped in fright and dropped the luggage in my hand. Tayo stood directly behind me 

carrying a plate of food and Mrs Folarin was behind her. They had come to see my 

father. This was the first time I would see Tayo visit the hospital. Without waiting for 

a response, she went past me and pushed the door. 

“Good evening, Pastor.” She greeted in a sweet voice. “Hello, Bro Tunde. And oh! If you 

care to know, Chinwe has been standing outside for a while. Guess she didn’t want to 

disrupt your conversation.” 

Gosh! This lady just kills me every time she got an opportunity. 

I avoided everybody’s eyes and found a place to drop my grocery. This was no time to 

pretend I hadn’t been caught red-handed. 

“Is that true, Chinwe?” Dad asked. “How long have you been standing there?” 

I swallowed hard and faced them. “Long enough.” 

Bro Tunde sighed loudly and picked up his car keys. “I have to leave.” He walked 

towards the door. 

I walked towards him and blocked him. “Where are you leaving to?” 

He stared into my eyes. “Anywhere, away from you.” He moved away from me. 

“Wait!” 



He stopped and looked at me. My mouth was wide open, but nothing came out. I was too 

afraid to speak. 

He moved to open the door. 

“My daughter said you should wait, Bro Tunde. I think she has something important to 

say.” Dad stood up from his bed without assistance for the first time. He walked 

towards me and whispered into my ears. “If this is what you want, you have my 

blessing.” 

“What’s happening here?” Tayo quizzed, but Deaconess Folarin shushed her up. 

After some seconds, I could only say three words. “I am sorry.” 

Bro Tunde shrugged. “For? You didn’t offend me.” 

“I am sorry for treating you like a nobody.” 

His mouth quivered a bit. “You were only being a lady. Most ladies do that. You do not 

have to feel guilty about that.” 

“Were you really serious about me being your dream?” 

His face was hard. “Never been more serious.” 

“Can that dream still be revived?” 

“That depends on the woman I loved and still love.” His voice shook a bit. “I have always 

loved you from the first time I laid my eyes on you on one of the days you came home 

for holidays. I had helped you carry your load upstairs, remember? You had looked at 

me with those beautiful eyes and my heart had been entrapped since then. Every day, 

my love for you grew deeper and as much as I tried to avoid you, I found myself coming 

closer. It killed me to find you with someone else, but I kept hoping that one day, 

perhaps I might be lucky. Guess that day would never come.” 

“I want that dream revived. I want to be a part of it.” 

Did I just say that? That was mighty courageous, but I had just realized what I 

wanted all along and I would not let that slip past me again. 



“Did I… Did I hear you clearly? Please…can you..re…repeat what you said.” Bro Tunde 

stammered. 

“If there is still a chance for me with you, I will like to take it hook, line and sinker. 

Yes, I want to be with you.” 

“What of Bro. Segun?” 

“He is not in God’s plan for me. You are.” 

All those dreams, all those scripture passages… God had been pointing me to the 

answer I needed most, but sought least… a diamond in the rough. 

“I don’t know what to say.” Bro Tunde was confused. “I am overwhelmed right now. 

Kindly excuse me for a minute.” He walked out of the room. 

“Hello, Segun. “ Tayo spoke excitedly into her phone in a corner. “You will not believe 

what just happened. Your Chinwe just got engaged to Bro Tunde and…” She stopped 

talking when she saw that all eyes were fixed on her. “WHAT?” She asked and 

continued chatting like we were not there. 

I shook my head in disbelief. She would never change, but inwardly, I was thankful she 

had taken that burden off me. Telling Segun off was something I was not looking to 

and now I didn’t have to worry about that anymore, or so I thought. 

“You want to talk to her?” Tayo sounded irritated as she walked up to me with her 

phone. “Take. Segun wants to speak with you. He never believes anything I say.” 

I hesitated and wondered what I would say. When Tayo noticed my reluctance, she 

pushed the phone into my hand. 

“Hello…” 

“What did I just hear?” Segun barked into my ear. “You are engaged or what?” 

“Wait, let me explain…” 

“I do not need your useless explanations now. I am coming over to the hospital right 

now and you will explain yourself. You kept me waiting all these months to repay me 

with this? You and your father think you can make me a laughing stock?” 



I was pissed. “Now, hold on Segun. You talk like I owe you a favour to say ‘yes’ to you. 

Who do you think you are talking about me and my father like that?” 

I felt someone stand behind me and I turned to see my father’s angry face. He stood 

akimbo like he was ready to pounce. He beckoned at me to give him the phone, but I 

refused. 

Segun continued ranting. “I can talk about whoever I want to talk to. If you think I am 

letting this go just like that, you are mistaken. Both of you will pay for this.” 

“There is nothing you can do…” I retorted. “Now, I can see who you really are… a wolf in 

sheep’s clothing, and I am glad I am not spending my life with you.” 

Dad could not take this anymore. He snatched the phone from my hand and spoke in the 

coldest voice I had ever heard. “Now, listen boy. My daughter said she doesn’t want to 

be with you, or is it by force? And as her father I am in total support. Listen carefully, 

I do not want to see you near her, and if you do anything funny, I will deal with you. I 

am not speaking as a pastor now, but as an angry father who is very protective of her 

daughter. Stay away from her. Have I made myself clear?” 

There was no response and dad shook his head. “He cut the line on me. I knew there 

was something fishy about that boy and I am glad I followed God’s direction. I never 

would give my blessing to such.” 

The door opened and Bro Tunde came in with a bouquet of blue daisies. He walked up to 

me and handed them over. “This is for you. I wish I could express my feelings more to 

you. I am not much of a romantic person.” 

“These are beautiful…” Heat filled my face. “I love daisies. How did you know that?” 

“You wore one to the church two Sundays ago. I reckoned you loved them and I am glad 

I’m right.” His eyes were bright and hopeful. “Would you like to go out to dinner with 

me? I already made a reservation at Raddison Blu. Yes, I know the painful memories 

that place brings, which is why we need to erase them and replace them with beautiful 

ones.” 

“Yes, she will go.” Dad answered before I could gather my thought. “In fact, she can 

also go tomorrow and next.” 

“Daddy!!!” I smiled. “I can answer for myself okay?” 



“Can I tag along?” Tayo asked. “I mean I promise not to disturb.” 

“No, you will stay here with me.” Deaconess Folarin answered sternly. “Leave the 

lovebirds alone.” 

Tayo sulked. “Okay. I lose again.” 

Bro Tunde stretched his right hand towards me. “Are you ready?” 

What a question! I had been ready for a long time. “Ready if you are…” 

He placed my hand under his arm and slowly led us out of the room. I took a peek at 

dad and he was all beaming. I had never seen him happier in a long while. He finally had 

his way, didn’t he? LOL. I clutched Bro Tunde’s arm tight. A new chapter of my life had 

just begun and I had never felt more at peace. There was nothing like waiting for the 

right man God had chosen to come whisk me away. To think he had been right in front 

of me all along, but I was too blinded by the past. Well, the past is past. The future 

awaits and I am walking into it by faith. The moon is out. It’s going to be a romantic 

evening… And, if you walk past the Radisson Blu Restaurant and you see a lady, with a 

blue daisy tucked in her hair, having a lovely time with a gentleman, please stop by to 

say hello. 

  

EPILOGUE 

Little kisses around my neck jolted me back to reality and I inhaled the fresh scent of 

my husband. 

 

“You have not slept, baby. You are keeping too many late nights lately.” He placed a kiss 

on my cheek. 

 

“I know, Love. Just finished the last paragraph.” I yawned loudly. “Will join you now.” 

 

“Step back, dad?” He asked with a sleepy voice. 

 

“Yes. The final episode.” 

 

“Yay!.” He jumped out of bed and joined me at the table. “So, what happened?” He 

asked excitedly. 

 

“You will have to read it yourself.” I opened the drawer and brought out a book. 

 



“What’s that?” He picked it up and scanned through it. 

 

“Oh! That’s the next story on the line.” 

 

“Hmmmm…. Through The Eye Of ‘Faith’… I like the title. When will you start this?” 

 

“January.” 

 

“You sure the baby will allow you write well?” 

 

 He caressed my protruding stomach. 

 

I placed my hands over his. “I am sure she will.” 

 

I raised my head and stared into my husband’s eyes and knew we were meant to be 

together forever. There is nothing like doing what God wants. I am glad I did. 

 

 

 


