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Lagos Through His Eyes
A Novel by Nick Nwaogu
Ambitious Nnenna leaves Enugu for Lagos, seeking independence. Sadly, life in Lagos isn’t the buzz she heard of while growing up. Few days after arriving to the city, she meets Segun at an elite party where she serves food and drinks. 

Although Segun’s father is filthy rich and excessively connected, Segun isn’t the type of man Nnenna wants to end up with. Apart from acting immature and completely unfocused, he is Muslim and Yoruba, and every possible thing she never wants in her man. Without her wish or will, life brings them closer and closer each passing day and she eventually falls in love with his many flaws as she is introduced to the beautiful city of Lagos through his glaring eyes. 

Someone once told me that fame corrupts good minds. 
On that note, I’ll like to dedicate this book to everyone that achieved greatness and remained humble afterwards.

You all have my respect.

Dear Reader, 

Odd Family Out is a collection of twenty-five short stories I wrote during the last months of 2015 and the early months of 2016. It’s a fine blend of love, new-beginnings, comedy, lust, heartbreak, betrayal, and religion. Every chapter introduces a new member of my fictional family and takes you through a brief journey of the life they’ve lived. With contrasting personalities, Odd Family Out tells the exciting stories of how an extended family, individually, pursued happiness in their own way.
This book leaves you with many unanswered questions dancing in your thought. You’ll be left to tell the rest of the story in your own words. Do you want a happy-ever-after ending or do you want something ordinary that seems fitting and feasible in a real world? Let’s take a look at Stacy. Will she have the guts to bring a stop to Darren’s wedding and profess her love for him before everyone and before his bride-to-be, which happens to be a friend as well? Will God answer little Vivi’s prayer and subject Mister Kwashima to a three-day coma, so little Vivi could make new friends at school? Will Mandy ever feel loved and wanted in this harsh-cold-bleak world? Will Tessa take things with Ethan to a whole different level? Will Jane regret kissing Martin on her wedding day to Stanley? Will Nnenna’s heart be broken like every other girl who dares dating for the first time? Has Rose truly developed romantic feelings for a man who she should only have an affair with?
I will leave you to read the stories for yourself, and decide which path the rest of the story takes.
With love, 
Nick
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Mother
I

 always knew I came from a very odd family. There was mother—too short, too old-fashion, too simple, and too intelligent for a woman with no University education. 

There was something special about her, something irreplaceable she had—something rare and difficult to identify, but it was there. She never dressed up nicely, except on Sundays, when going to church. She never wore make-up or earrings no matter the occasion. She had three big boxes filled with expensive clothes and jewelries, but she prefer wearing the cheap ones she hung in the closet. She never begged when she lacked—she preferred to suffer in silence. Mom was a woman who loves to make it on her steam—she loved the sound of the words ‘self-made woman’, and always told my sister Amaka how important it was for her to go to school and achieve something she could call her own. Mother never even asked my dad for money—she was a feminist. She never ate anything fried, cold or spicy—she was very selective in the foods she ate, the words she spoke, the friends she kept, the dreams she nurtured, the prayers she said, and the steps she took.

Mother had no role-model and no fashion icon—she invented her own style, and often she was very controversial and unwelcoming of external thoughts. She cared very little about the way people perceived her. She would lock herself in a world of hers, and did things as she pleased. Mom was very religious—too religious I may say. She changed churches like bedsheets—and still does. No one knew the name of the church she will attend next Sunday—she always surprised us with something new. I really didn’t understand what she was looking for, or what she was asking God for, that made her changed her faith that much. Maybe she was trying to taste them all, or maybe she didn’t want to run away from something she didn’t clearly understand, so she explored. But there was something I admired so much about her—mom was always happy and contented with what life gave her. She never asked for more.

She spoke three languages fluently—English, Igbo, and Yoruba. Some neighbors thought she was Yoruba, while others thought she was Igbo. She was like a chameleon—always able to blend into any crowd she found herself within. Mom was strict, but not like other moms. She would get mad over little things, and ignore the bigger things. I couldn’t clearly understand her principles, because she was overly spontaneous with her judgements. She was always busy, even after her retirement several years ago. Though she never worked formally after retiring, mom would always engage herself with something—petty trading, church fellowshipping, or cooking. We never liked mom’s cooking because she never fried a thing—she was aware of this little fact but never changed.

Mom was a beauty when she was younger, but after retirement, she never cared about her appearance. All her focus fell upon her children—and I don’t know how exactly that made me feel. I would appreciate her simple nature when I see other moms taking good care of themselves and ignoring their children. But I would detest her simple nature when my friends from school came around. Mother never wanted to earn a lot of money, so she never prayed for it. She would only pray for long life and happiness, and thank God for the little she had. She was happy as long as she met her needs, and the wants of her children. Mother had no wants. She was too simple for my liking. 
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Me

A

nd there was me—too short that I had to stand in the front row of every family photograph. I was short in the midst of short people—life could never get any worst. 
I had the lowest point of view since I always saw things from the bottom. Everybody could see the top of my head—and so they all treated me with contempt. I could only approach girls half my age, so I never brought any girl home. Mom thought I was disciplined, but the truth is that I was deprived. Mother was always very happy— maybe because I helped her save a lot of money since I never grew as fast as normal kids. I could wear one cloth size for years, and all my old clothes still fitted perfectly. I hated races, because no matter how fast I ran, normal kids will always stay ahead of me. I found the word dwarf really offensive, but there was not one better synonym in the dictionary. Midget? Pygmy? Manikin? Homunculus? They all sounded worse to me, so I had to accept my fate. I always preferred to say I was low, rather than short. Low sounded somewhat lenient to me.

I loved coming to school late because I hated morning assemblies so much. I hate whoever invented that. Why would you line kids up according to their height? What are you trying to prove? Why must the short come first, and not the other way round? It’s a queue—whoever comes first to the assembly ground should stay first in line. Common sense dictates that. You see, I always got used to staying in front of queues that I often didn’t wait my turn when buying stuff from the grocery store. I would simply walk to the front of the queue, and this always did put me in trouble. Everybody could literally pick me up and put me down. I attended a military school, and we crawled on our knees for hundreds of meters as punishment for coming late to school, but I preferred that to staying in line for morning assemblies. Just as short as I was, was just as noisy as I was. I needed some cover to make as much noise as I needed to. I wasn’t talkative—I simply had too much intelligence up in my head that I always had a brilliant idea to share with everyone at all times. Everybody could see me during assemblies because I was shorter than everything that drew breath. Even during my senior years in school, if I lined up with the juniors, I would still come first. Yes I know—I was that short. Don’t rub it in.

You see, my father was short, and my mother was short too. So was my grandparents, and my great grandparents—I come from a long lineage of short men and women—not one of us was above five feet. We were as tall as the Chinese. I know that sounded racist, but that will only be true if I was tall, so you see, being short has its own privileges. Everybody in my lineage were either dumb or ignorant. It was like they all skipped the Biology class that dealt with heredity. And mother would always brag on how much she aced her biology exams, and I would always sit down, stare at her and wonder. Not one of my ancestor was tall, and they all married themselves—short people. Mother fed me with a lot of beans, red meat, and vegetables, but what’s written is written—and it’s written: ‘a child will definitely be short if both parents are.’ Even Jesus can’t help me on that one. There’s a difference between a miracle, and something impossible. A miracle is not impossible—just merely unlikely.

I was very brilliant. I always topped every class in school. Ask my mom, I graduated top of my class. But whenever I tell someone about something they do not know, I can always see that look on their face—that look of contempt, like they find it difficult to take an advice or accept a knowledge from a little child. Do I look little to you? It’s true that whenever I sit down to have breakfast, my feet never touches the ground, and my legs swing like that of a little boy, but I always looked on the bright side of everything, just as mother did. I don’t need to ever worry about buying a car. I could just save up the money for something better, since I wouldn’t be able to ride one if I ever did buy one. 
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Auntie Stacy

‘

You’ve got this, girl!’ Encouraged Auntie’s best friend, Stacy, winking a hazel eye at her. Auntie was thirty-seven and unmarried, and every wedding reminded her of this. Auntie peered through the wooden structure as Stacy linked arms with her father, behind her. A tug of jealousy peddled in her heart, but she quickly pushed it away. Soon, it would be her turn to shine. Auntie Patricia was one of Stacy’s bridesmaids. Lilian and Katherine, the two other bridesmaids, gave Auntie some quick words of bravery before they slipped out the door.
The old familiar wedding tune played as Stacy walked down the aisle. It was loud and happy, and it definitely made Auntie’s spirit rise. She wondered absently who was playing the piano. They were good. The pure white color of Stacy’s wedding dress, and the bright lights immediately blinded her eyes, and she blinked. Her mother must have thought she was crying, because she burst out in tears, holding a frilly, white handkerchief to her glistering eyes. Auntie bit her lip and immediately revolted within. Her bright red lipstick might look glamorous, but it tasted like crap. She realized then that Stacy was already halfway across the aisle, then she glanced up at the groom—a man she secretly loved and wanted.
As soon as she did, she wished she hadn’t. He was handsome as ever—his black hair slicked back and his big, brown eyes shining with joy. His skin looked slightly brighter than usual against the white background, and his tuxedo fitted him just right. Guilt bit a hole in her heart, and she flinched slightly. Remembering that she should look over-the-top happy, she forced a wide smile onto her unnaturally red lips. Stacy waved briskly at her, and Auntie slightly nodded back in return. Stacy looked dazzling in her puffy white wedding dress. She looked better than Auntie did, and Auntie sadly knew it. Auntie glanced down at her tight, strapless orange dress. Even while Stacy wore a wedding dress that looked like something the Queen of England would have worn a thousand years ago, she still looked breathtaking than Auntie did in a dress not appropriate for the church. Not that Auntie cared much. This wedding was entirely not in her best of interests.

Paula, Auntie’s little niece and the little flower girl, skipped out of the way as they threw their final handful of pink petals. They were at the altar. Already? So soon? This was going by far too quickly for Auntie. Lilian and Katherine smiled at Auntie, their orbs bright with anticipation. Stacy mouthed ‘Good job’ to Auntie. Auntie dipped her head curtly to her, and turned stiffly away. Auntie’s father smiled at her, tears dripping down his face. He knew the agony Auntie was going through, just as her mother knew. Almost everybody in the hall knew the agony Auntie hid behind those unconvincing smile. ‘Take care of my daughter, Darren.’ Stacy’s father said. Stacy’s soon-to-be husband nodded quickly. ‘I couldn’t do anything else.’ Darren chuckled. These words broke Auntie’s heart into a zillion pieces, and burnt its remains in flames. Stacy’s father nodded and wiped away a few tears before shuffling to his seat beside Stacy’s mother and sister.

Auntie felt Darren’s black-brown orbs on her face, but she averted her own gaze. She still didn’t know if she was doing the right thing by not telling him how she felt all these years. She felt Darren’s strong hand tighten around Stacy’s, like it was hers, and she stepped forward a bit, like she wanted to throw a fist at Stacy. The bishop smiled at the couples, and flicked open his bible. ‘Hello.’ Darren whispered to Stacy out of the corner of his mouth. ‘You look quite lovely this evening.’ He chuckled at his own joke, and Auntie could barely manage to radiate a smile. ‘Yes. Um. Hi. Y-you too.’ Stacy stuttered in return. Stacy’s whisper wasn’t very secretive and the bishop flashed a glare at her before continuing his speech. Auntie hadn’t even been listening to what the bishop was saying. Her attention was tied around Stacy and Darren, and lurking around, trying to pick up any conversation going on between the pair.

After a few painful minutes of the bishop’s speaking, he ordered the couples to turn and face each other. Auntie gulped back her fear and twisted stiffly sideways so that she could see Darren’s face and mouth perfectly. And that’s when he saw her. She hoped that if he saw her, he would want to change his mind. That’s why she accepted to be Stacy’s bridesmaid. ‘Stupid me!’ She yelled silently at herself.

Auntie might have been Stacy’s Maid of Honor, but Darren was Auntie’s best friend before Stacy came along. Auntie introduced Stacy to Darren while they were in the University. Unable to tell Darren how she felt, Stacy made the first move. Auntie and Darren’s eyes immediately locked, and she struggled to remove hers slowly enough, to avoid appearing jealous. That crooked but somehow adorable smile of his on his face, melted Auntie’s heart, and made her blush until she turned red. Darren was handsome than ever in this white room, and his thick, deep-black hair was styled in the same messy way it was the day she actually fell in love with him. This brought old and extremely strong feelings back, and Auntie tried to fight the feelings as they steamed inside of her broken heart.

His black-brown eyes reflected the lights of the room, and they were so glossy and perfect that Auntie knew that if she was closer she could see herself in them. Now that their eyes had met, she couldn’t even bring herself to look back at Stacy. The guilt, the jealousy, the pain, the emptiness, the sadness, and the unbearable anger made sure of that. Darren made everything uneasy. She felt drawn to him more than ever. Even now, she kind of just wanted to strip off her dress and go walking toward Darren. Her mind kept screaming no, but her body kept moaning yes. She has made love to Darren several times in her mind, and now, she has lost count. Darren knew Auntie better than anyone, even Auntie’s own mother. The only thing Darren was unaware of, was that Auntie felt the same way about him, as he felt about her. He could make Auntie laugh harder than anyone, even harder than Stacy could. And he loved her more than anyone, even more than he loved Stacy. The crazy thing is, both Auntie and Darren have come to love each other more than anything and anyone, and they were both unaware of their feelings.

Suddenly, the bishop’s loud voice shattered her soul. ‘And do you, Miss Stacy, take Darren to be your lawfully wedded husband?’ Auntie flushed, realizing that this was the moment to say something, or completely give up on having a happily-ever-after life with Darren. Her mouth clamped shut, with her eyes still locked on Darren’s face. Darren noticed Auntie’s glare. He raised a dark, handsome eyebrow at her, his black-brown eyes quizzical. Auntie shook her head slightly, looking stoically at Darren. He looked nervous, like he wanted Auntie to say something. He was chewing slightly on his bottom lip, eyebrows kneaded in slight worry. It was then Auntie realized that Darren had felt the same way about her all along. But for how long had he wanted her to play a better role in his life? Auntie quickly opened her mouth, but the words tangled in her throat. She needed to speak now. She didn’t have any more second to waste. 
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My Second Cousin, Adaeze
L

ife seems to be going slow in a city that is regarded as one of the busiest in the world. Today, everybody, even the cock locked in the cage of a butcher shop, seems to be on a break. 
It was May 29th—Democracy Day.
My second cousin, Adaeze, who just turned nineteen in a few days, had newly moved with her parents to Lagos, and was trying to adapt herself in the famous city. She was fun, frolicking full of life and energy, and so sweet that she was able to mix with people quite well and quite fast. Ebuka was an ordinary boy who was a little shy and quite immature for his age. He didn’t understand what was important in life, and mostly did things without understanding what and why he was doing it. Everyone made fun of his foolishness because he sometimes replied questions without understanding what he himself was saying. But in spite of that he had some striking features in his character that people loved.
‘Are you new here?’ Ebuka asked. 
‘Yes, actually we moved here two days ago.’ 
‘Where do you study, and what year?’ Ebuka asked. ‘I study at University of Calabar, and I’m in my final year in school. What about you?’ Adaeze replied. ‘I’m at University of Calabar too, but I’m in my third year. Why haven’t we met before today?’ Ebuka asked with a glee. 
‘I don’t know. It’s a big school.’ 
‘Where were you going to, let’s take a walk.’ Ebuka offered, but Adaeze had to return home soon to avoid scolding. 
‘I’m sorry, I have to be on my way home. I don’t want my mother to scold me. It was nice meeting you.’ 
‘Okay, bye.’ Ebuka replied.
As Ebuka returned home, he still thought about Adaeze. He had been around a lot of girls all his life, but he never felt such a way talking to a girl before. Something had happened really out of place for Ebuka after Adaeze walked into his life all of a sudden, unaware of the fact that he had developed personal feelings for Adaeze in such short span of time. Ebuka sat down to study but his mind became distracted by Adaeze’s thought. He desperately forced himself to concentrate but couldn’t. His heart as well part of his mind was eagerly awaiting for the next interaction with her. The rest of the day passed by like this, leaving Ebuka a severe urge to see Adaeze again.

The next morning seemed to begin in the same monotonous way as it began with him failing to wake up on time. The naughtiest boy who always came up with newer tricks up his sleeve and who became a topic of discussion amongst the parents around, seemed to be a changed one completely as he sat quietly all throughout the day, reading, and lost in deep thoughts. This sudden change of behavior of Ebuka came as if like a 440 volt shock to everybody. After reading, he was seen eagerly waiting for the arrival of the evening. 

Throughout the day, Ebuka never was able to keep Adaeze out of his mind. He literally craved to meet her. Ebuka couldn’t understand what was going on in his mind, and for what good reason he couldn’t abstain himself from thinking about her. Though Ebuka grew up in the metropolitan city of Lagos where people are used to realizing and knowing things even before they are needed to, he had been too innocent and had little practical knowledge about the subject of love. 
So, the feeling, which Ebuka couldn’t really explain; maybe it was a crush, an infatuation, or love, but he was certain that it was something alien to his knowledge. Finally his wait came to an end when the clock struck 5 in the afternoon as it was time for him to go out and hang out with friends. Ebuka ran down the stairs excitedly. Adaeze came out an hour later. She came down fiddling with her phone. She smiled sweetly as she found Ebuka standing outside of her house, waiting for her. ‘How did you know where I’m living? I hope you are not stalking me. How long have you been waiting for?’
The mere presence of Adaeze, and that sweet grin of hers seemed to wash away reality, and send Ebuka to a world where anything is possible. All the pain, agony, and harshness of waiting for so long suddenly drained into the sands. ‘Can we sit and chat for a while I am quite exhausted from the waiting?’ Ebuka asked. ‘How long have you been waiting for that you are already exhausted? Did you sleep here last night? Okay, not a problem.’ Adaeze replied still curious about Ebuka’s intentions. ‘I am also a little exhausted too. It’s too humid out here in Lagos. The city is nice and friendly. At least it had been to me,’ told Adaeze. 
‘Yesterday we didn't get enough time to know each other that is why I’m here. I can’t seem to forget about you, and that doesn’t happen to me all the time. I quickly forget about everybody I’ve met, but you seem to be stuck in my head—dancing in my thoughts.’ Ebuka confessed about a feeling that was still strange and completely vague to him. Adaeze tried to control the blushing as she fiddled with her phone, but she couldn’t help herself. ‘Really? I can’t seem to get you out of my thoughts throughout the night too. I couldn’t sleep. I was up all through the night, busy wondering if you were up as well, thinking about me just as much as I was thinking about you. I don’t know why, but I can’t stop thinking about you.’ Adaeze confessed with her eyes locked down to the sands. 
Adaeze was fondling with a piece of glass which she had just found while her eyes scanned the sands, in attempts to avoiding staring at Ebuka. ‘This glass is blunt, but I can hurt you with it. It just depends on the way I use it. I can actually use it to hurt someone.’ Adaeze said trying to bring up a conversation to ease up the tension that enveloped the two. ‘It can’t. It’s too blunt,’ Ebuka carried along. 
‘If you think it can’t be used to hurt someone, then let’s try it on you’, and she very confidently attacked Ebuka playfully, knowing pretty well that it won’t hurt anybody. Ebuka realized her prank and let her as she attacked him. He simply made little efforts to resist her, and on contrary tried to frighten her by saying, ‘See, if you somehow become successful in hurting me with that, you will have to marry me because no girl will want to. By the way, why do you want to hurt me anyway?’ ‘I want to prove that somebody can be hurt with this because it’s blunt’, Adaeze began to laugh at Ebuka’s foolishness. Ebuka didn’t reply and watched her like she was his favorite movie playing on set.
Slowly Adaeze started falling in love with Ebuka unknowingly. Her giggles, pranks and happy-so-lucky attitude amazed him. As at that time, there were over seven billion people in the world, but only the two of them mattered as far as they were concerned. Everything seemed to no longer exist, everybody seemed to no longer count, every event seemed to no longer matter, just the two of them, the tiny piece of glass in Adaeze’s hand, and the strange but soothing tension that enveloped them—just that moment—mattered, counted, and existed. Every other thing slowly faded away. 
To continue reading ‘Odd Family Out’, buy a paperback copy on Amazon for $6.99, or a Kindle copy for $0.99.
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