
A loud cry breaks the silent that had enveloped the room for about 5 minutes. Mama 

was dead. Sarah and I had suddenly turned orphans in this cold world. Sarah couldn’t stay 

still; the doctors were all trying to hold her, but she was uncontrollable¸”mama wake up, 

wake up”. She continued to wail, shaking the poor woman’s lifeless body. I just stood 

looking down trying to imagine how I played my part in this circumstance that had struck 

my family. 

I grew up in the oil rich Niger Delta region of Nigeria. Growing up I wasn’t concerned 

about the bad water we drank or the polluted farms we tilled to get food for ourselves. As 

a young child what bothered me was whether I could play with my friends after school. As 

time passed, I finished secondary school, but my parents couldn’t afford to send me to 

the university. I wanted to be an engineer just because that was what they called the 

white men that came to our communities. Wanted to command the kind of respect they 

commanded. It was my idleness that led me to my present state. 

I stumbled upon some old friends who encouraged me to join in their trade. They were 

a cartel which was into importation of substandard drugs. The scheme was well planned. 

Periodical payments were made to custom officials for easy passage of goods. The 

constant illusion that the end justifies the means ensured that the thoughts of people 

dying from the intake of these substandard drugs were relegated to the backgrounds of 

our minds. We were making millions. We were living the life, or so we thought. 

Mum had been sick for a while now; she had suffered a serious stroke some months 

back and was trying to recover. The doctors told us she needed lots of rest. We were 

happy that our mother would still be around since our dad had died in active service for 

the Nigerian police force some years back. 

Four months after we have gotten this wonderful news, Sarah called me sobbing, 

telling me mama had slumped while watching NTA network news and she was in critical 

condition. I quickly got my keys and drove down to the hospital. Thousands of thoughts 

raced through my mind as I made that trip. Immediately I entered the hospital I requested 

to see my mother, but was directed to see the doctor first. My fears increased, stormed 

into the doctor’s office demanding answers why I couldn’t see mama .I sat while he 

explained that mama’s condition had worsened, and her drug was killing her. I stood up, 

slamming my fists on the table. What are you saying doctor? I asked angrily. He then 



brought out the drug and showed me saying, “Some wicked people have been importing 

this drug and they are all sub standard”. I was shell shocked. It was one of the drugs I 

imported. 

I left the office immediately and ran to the ward mama was in. I couldn’t look at the 

woman. Thoughts flooded through my head.   

“I had aided in killing my mother”,  

“I was one of the wicked souls in the world”, 

 “If only those men in the ports had refused the money and seized this particular drug”. 

 I was still deep in the thoughts when the scream broke in the air. “Mama is dead; 

Mama is dead, Mama Wake up, wake up”. I just stood there transfixed; The “Egunje” 

which I had paid has hit me hard. I had killed mama.           
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