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Therefore the Lord himself will give you a sign. Behold, the virgin 

shall conceive and bear a son, and shall call his name Immanuel.

Isa 7:14 ESV
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It took only 3 days for the Israelites to neglect God, who 

through the most outstanding miracles had rescued them from 

their taskmasters. They went on a frenzied search and ended 

up proclaiming a metal calf as the god that brought them out 

of bondage. 

Man’s search for a ‘reasonable’ god has not ceased, and in 

2000 years, he has become so preoccupied that the memory 

of the beautiful exchange—the birth of the Christ into lowly 

Earth—which redeems his soul has almost completely eluded 

him.

Clearly, it is inherent in man to forget. But to forget the 

curious virgin conception, or the Almighty condescending so 

low as to be born on Earth, or the Creator ultimately sacrificing 

himself for us when we did not know we needed help, to forget 

is inestimable wickedness.

Therefore, this season, as we celebrate, let us clean house 

A WHISPER TO THE READER
They forgot God, their Saviour, who had done great things in Egypt

Psa 106:21 ESV
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of all that has made us to forget. Let us celebrate, not just 

the season, but the one who has made it so, and let us make 

it clear that there is only one celebrant—Jesus. 

We are debtors to grace, every one of us, and though 

we may never tell how much we owe, let us not forget who 

it is that we owe.

The stories contained in this volume have been written 

by skilled writers who are not ashamed to identify with 

Christ; they have lain down their rods and have picked it 

up transformed as the rod of God. These stories have been 

specially crafted to connote and illuminate the Virgin Birth 

in fresh stimulating light, whilst revealing Jesus Christ as 

Lord and Saviour. The themes range through love, goodwill 

and a host of others. 

This volume is the first amongst several, and with 

time, it will get stronger and better.

Savour.

Tobi Abraham

Coordinator, Christmas Anthology 2017.
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Virgo and her sons boogied to the music of the stars as they 

led the procession of over two hundred billion stars in the 

Milky Way Galaxy. The entire macrocosm was out, dancing 

and watching a consequential event on an inconsequential 

planet. Even the Mazzaroth brothers who habitually reclined 

in their chambers in the south were out, digging it furiously. 

These dances were not visible to the eye, as only a star will 

recognise the dance of a star. Yet tonight, Virgo could be 

observed, particularly her daring son Spica who was rising 

proudly above the Sun to the east. Little wonder, certain 

studious men from the Far East saw him and took knowledge 

of a key event in the history of the universe and began to 

make preparations to come and witness it. 

The planet everyone knew as Earth was gyrating with 

all the giddiness she could muster, and Moon, her faithful 

cousin was studying her from where he nestled up in the 

THE DANCE OF STARS
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sky. Moon found it hard to believe what had actually 

happened. He thought back to the few times the Almighty 

had stepped off his throne for Earth—split-second visits 

and pow he was back, like nothing had happened. And at 

those times, he went to visit a man. Mostly though, he 

sent emissaries—those shiny beings whose brightness 

made Sun cower—who were clearly well trained because 
they did exactly what the Almighty would have done in 
those circumstances, except all they had was a scintilla of 
his grandeur.

Moon was glad for Earth, but his gladness was tinged 
with envy. He knew that one day, man would set foot atop 
him, as already they had begun to observe him quite closely 
with the aid of some strange equipment. Yet, he would give 
anything to have the Almighty step on his grounds. A foot. 
A toe. Anything. Moon once overheard Andromeda say he 
would give his core just to have the Almighty walk by. Not 
only had the Almighty set foot on Earth, this time, he had 
emerged as a man, to live on Earth, among men. Live. The 
word seemed to have a strange new meaning for Moon.

He narrowed his gaze on a section of Earth directly 
beneath him. He needed to see the emissaries, where they 
would go. Moments ago, he sensed spectral activity on 
the jagged hillside beside the small town of Bethlehem, 
on a tiny spread of plain ground where a group of men 
lay rather gracefully in a stone circle on dry hay, a small 
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fire going while they cleaned their teeth and bantered. The 
first and the elder was a lanky man with creased temple and 
balding head. The two others were of average build and the 
younger had dark skin and slurred his words. Moon scoffed. 
There was no way the emissaries would be visiting here. 

To the left of the men sat a large flock of sheep, speckled 
with a handful of black goats. The herd seemed content as 
they lay snug on the moist plain, masticating. 

Moon felt the disturbance again and found to his mild 

surprise that it was here on this hillside where the sheep and 

shepherds sat. He noted placidly that a short while ago the 

men had cleaned out a pot of stewed roast rabbit with some 

bread and were now picking their teeth. Even so, there was 

nothing spectacular about them except—Rip. A fabric of 

space just above Moon tore open and a group of radiant 

beings gambolled down to Earth trailing a full orchestra. 

They headed straight for the men.

At first, only the lead emissary appeared to the 

shepherds. He stood above them and started to speak, 

delightedly, gesticulating and pointing in one direction. 

The men jerked up as soon as they saw him and would 

have fled had they anyplace to flee to. The light from the 

emissary flooded the entire hillside, so they remained numb 

in those positions which they had jolted to. The moment 

they appeared to calm down, the orchestra loomed into view 
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and played loud enough to be heard by the entire planet; it 

was the same music to which the stars were jigging. In all 

of these, the flock neither moved nor reacted. They simply 

sat, meditating upon the day’s meal.

The emissaries left and the shepherds not knowing 

whether to feel flustered or to believe their luck, stood 

around, readjusting to reality. As Moon studied their 

countenances, the elder one jolted, as though a sudden 

realisation had hit him. He motioned to the others and 
they all took their staffs and filed out through the hills 
down to the road that led to town. They walked and talked 
until they reached a plaid stone storey-building just off 
the road. They didn’t go in, instead they went around the 
back and arrived at what looked like a cattle shed, a cattle 
shed because Moon straining from high above through a 
window could only see dry stacks of hay and nothing more. 
Nothing more because he couldn’t see beyond that.

When the shepherds emerged from the shed, they 
looked so content that Moon affirms to this moment 
that he dearly wished he could be one of them. The 
men made merrily for the main building, and moments 
later reappeared with other people with whom they were 
chatting. They all walked to the shed and disappeared into 
it. 

Moon looked on. First, the Almighty was born in a 
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cattle shed. Second, the emissaries had appeared, not in a 
city or palace, but to a mere town and to mere shepherds. 
Why shepherds? Moon drew out his Log of Events, a strange 
log of the activities of mankind the Almighty had asked 
him to keep. The men had been shepherds all their lives 
but consistent throughout the log was their devotion to the 
Almighty. Their conversations and lifestyle showed that they 
had been waiting for today. 

Moon looked on yet, thoughtful, and was startled as 
the shiny ones passed by him, dancing and singing as they 
returned the way they had come. They were now their full 
sizes, not the shrunken forms which often appeared on earth 

to keep man sane. One of them, a golden sash about his 

waist, sensed Moon’s apprehension and drew near to him. 

The emissary smelled of sweet essences and his face was a 

glowing radiance with a tinkling feeling on the eye that 

made the heart dance. Rejoice, he said, and vanished after 

his colleagues in a dizzying trail of bliss. The statement 

dangled in space long after he had gone, reverberating in 

the far reaches of the multiverse and further stimulating the 

excitement among the stars.

Moon looked about him and realised with a pang of 

guilt that he was left out of all the merriness. He reflected 

ruefully that he was here, witnessing firsthand the Almighty 

living among men, just as the Almighty had said it would be. 

The Dance of Stars
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He ought to be glad, for the privilege, and for Earth. This 

realisation seemed to pop open something somewhere, for 

Moon could suddenly hear the vibrant music around him. 

Yes, he would dance, but first… Moon opened a new entry 

on the Log.

Tobi Abraham loves God and a good read. He edits at 

superiorwords.com. Reach him on twitter @abrahamtobby.
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Mother says I should dance at the party. I am shy when I 
begin but I become confident when I see Thomas watching 
me. He follows my steps and I am glad I am wearing Sarah’s 
hip enhancer underwear. I know he is looking at my waist 
and the hips. But he does not stare at my breasts. I know 
they are too small. He always makes me feel too small. He 
likes Naomi because of her big breasts. I know she allows 
him to touch them. There couldn’t be any better reason why 
he chooses her over me. She’s ugly and really short for him. 
I know they do a lot of things together. Maybe the kind of 
things mother does with uncle. 

I just hate my uncle. Today, he is happy. I don’t know 
what he is saying to his friend. But I think he approves of 
my dancing. He has looked forward to this party for a while 
now. Everyone is here today. The music is never this good 
and so many pretty faces have never adorned this hall before. 
Uncle is never this excited. 

THE REWARD
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My father was a happy king. He was the real king. 
The commoners never whisper in the corridors about his 
ruling. The maids say uncle is evil and he is not like father. I 
know he yells a lot at Thomas and everyone, but he doesn’t 
yell at me. He doesn’t even speak to me. I don’t think he 
likes Thomas very much. He doesn’t even like anyone very 
much. Oh mother! Sometimes he yells at her too. He calls 
her his inheritance. He doesn’t call her his queen like father 

does. I know they fight a lot. I hear their ramblings from 

my room. Uncle is always loud. We call him the loud king. 

I just miss father. And today, I just dance like I’m dancing 

for father and for Thomas too. Father always approves. He 

calls me his little star. He says my dancing will take me 

places. Places I wish to go to, with Thomas.

The music heightens, it is about to end. I look into 

my uncle’s eyes and he smiles at me, exposing dented white 

teeth. He is very pleased. He is unable to contain himself 

as he struggles to lift his rotund stomach. The music ends 

and I curtsy. And he says to me in that husky voice, “I 

swear solemnly that I will give you anything you ask for my 

girl. Just name it. You have danced beautifully. I promise 

to reward you”. I am not really surprised. My uncle makes 

promises when he is really pleased. He is a man who 

believes in promises. Now, he not only promises, he swears 

to me. I look at Thomas, he winks. I sway my hips gently 
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and walk to mother. I whisper to enquire what I should ask 

of the king. 

“The head of John the Baptist on a tray”, mother 

answers. I am stunned. Why doesn’t she ask for half of the 

kingdom? We could be free. She will not have to obey my 

uncle’s often ridiculous orders. We could even make Thomas 

rich. Rich enough to ask my hand in marriage! But mother 

wants a prisoner dead. I do not try to argue with her. I do 

not ask her why. I walk away. Mother never thinks about me. 
This is my opportunity. My moment. My choice. But mother 
takes it away like she takes everything else from me. What 
would she do with a prisoner’s head? No servant is worth 
anything dead. I am angry. Mother makes me sad. I think 
about Thomas. He sometimes makes me happy. Whenever I 
am upset, I recall our best moments together. Like the first 
time Thomas kissed me or when he tells me stories about the 
town’s people. At those priceless moments, he looks at me so 
intensely. So deep I feel he’s staring at something bigger than 
me. Perhaps, he is looking at our future together. 

Twice, he tells me the insane story of Mary, the one they 
call ‘virgin-mother’. He says that she conceives and bears a 
son, Emmanuel, the one we call Jesus; but he insists that 
Mary remains a virgin because she conceives by the Holy 
Spirit and not the carpenter. John or Joseph? I can’t recall 
his name now. Thomas’ fine dimples glow when he recounts 
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how Mary’s child is born in a manger in Bethlehem. He 
says it is glorious. Wise men come from the East to present 
the child gifts of gold and healing oils. The people call him 
the King of the Jews and now they even worship him. I 
don’t understand this story but I know that Thomas only 
tries to trick me to have sex with him, such that when I 
am pregnant, I will say it is of the Holy Spirit. Mother will 
have my head on a tray like her request of John’s if she ever 
sees me with child. She would not care that the child will 
look like Thomas with all his attractiveness. His curly hair, 

those red lips, those grey girly eyes and that baritone voice 

that keeps echoing in my ears long after he speaks.

I return to the dance floor. My uncle is still excited. 

Today is his birthday. All of his friends and our relatives 

are here to celebrate with him. I tell him my request, my 

mother’s request. He slouches in his seat. There is gentle 

silence. Some of the guests begin to murmur. My uncle 

angrily signals for the guard and says, “Get me the head 

of John on a tray”. I am confused. Why is everyone 

suddenly whispering? I see Thomas looking at his feet. 

Why is Thomas shying away from me? Does he think I am 

a murderer? My uncle suddenly looks unwell. The guard 

returns with a bloody head of a man on a tray. The head 

tilts like it is alive. The eyes of the man are open, red, and 

bloody. It stares at me accusingly. My heart beats hastily. I 
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am afraid. I collect the tray with now weak hands and walk 

cautiously to mother. I consider flinging the head at her but 

my good upbringing restrains me, knowing better. Thomas 

would have liked me to do it though; he likes it when I 

am naughty. Mother keeps a pale face and only nods. Isn’t 

this what she wants? I can never please her, not even with a 

lifeless head in my hands. I am suddenly tired. Tired of it all, 

tired of loving mother, tired of hating uncle, tired of missing 

father and tired of waiting for Thomas to love me. I feel like 

the head of John. Joyless. Empty. Dirty.
Lazily, the feasting resumes. The music roars again and 

another dancer takes the floor. The dancer is beautiful and 
older. I have never seen her before. I hope she doesn’t ask for 
another head. She looks at Thomas. They always look at my 

Thomas. I imagine his head on a tray.

Alexis Chika Nnadi is a literary and art enthusiast. A lazy 
writer when the muse is generous. A willing editor and critic. A 
not conventional phenomenal woman, something a little short 
of a drama queen. An educationist working to groom young 
men and women for the service of God and others. A civil rights 
advocate and every chauvinist’s thorn.
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“Romantic retard!”

That was the closest to apt anyone had ever come in 

describing my state. Yet, I argued. I mean, who accepts a 

scathing statement, however insightful, without a fight? I 

disagreed with the claim, labelling it preposterous. Then I 

claimed to be one of the most well-adjusted persons around. 

Her reaction was a look of what-on-earth incredulity 

accompanied by an involuntary forming of an O by her 

mouth. Eventually she produced a retort,

“That’s the stupidest, dumb-ass thing I ever heard.” She 

continued, “You, sir, may have your shit together in 

every other facet of your life but when it comes to emotions 

you don’t know jack. You have such a hard time processing 

them, you wouldn’t recognize love if it ran you over on the 

street!”

REBIRTH
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It was my turn to be stupefied at the vehemence Oge 

was expressing, and at the colourful language she was using. 

More than anything else, it showed me she was serious.

On further consideration, I conceded that she should 

know. She’s closer than most and we’ve been friends so long 

we almost couldn’t remember being anything else.
Things had not started out that way. My interest in 

her had been romantic. I’d attended a friend’s company’s 
end-of-year do, and this petite, fair lawyer was proposing 
a toast. First words out of her mouth and I knew I had to 
know her better. I edged closer to where she was standing. 
By the time glasses clinked after her remarks, I was ready. 
We were laughing like we’d known each other for longer 
than the five minutes we’d been chatting when Charles 
returned from the loo. One look told him enough to leave 
us alone. We were oblivious of what happened at that 
event, our only concern was us.

Born only eight days apart, we had similar interests in 
music and books and found the same things funny. Also, 
she got my sarcasm and found my dry humour hilarious. 
What more could a man want? We got closer and closer 
and I felt that maybe this was it. The end of my ultimate 
search seemed nigh.

Then it ended. In a flurry. The same way it started.
Work took me out of town for a spell and suddenly 

the person who could not go a day without us chatting 
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was not answering my calls or returning them. Whenever 
we finally succeeded in talking, her excuse was that she was 
very busy. One day it dawned on me that things could not 

stay that way. I was trying to keep a spectre from dissolving 

at dawn, which was foolish.

Trees get to live so long because they are experts at 

letting go, of dead leaves, ripe fruit and any resource that is 

unessential to survival. I took a cue and joined the abscission 

league.

That was when Oge started to reach out. The overtures 

were too little too late, I had switched off. Regardless of 

happenings, the world keeps moving—one learns to live 

with, or without, many things. We did likewise. And, 

without ever discussing it, settled for being best buddies.

My chrysalis got ruptured on the last Sunday in 

September, the 26th. I worshipped in Oge’s church. An 

evangelist I loved was in town and was preaching there that 

day. The service was everything I expected and more. Oge and 

I were leaving the auditorium when I bumped into an usher 

coming from a side entrance. We were apologizing when our 

eyes met, and locked. The words from my lips petered out as 

my speech fountain dried up. She stammered out the rest of 

her apology then went silent. Heaven alone knows how long 

we would have stared if Oge had not interjected.
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“Would you introduce yourself and get her number 
already?”

“Karl,” I said as I held out my phone to her.
She accepted it and punched in her digits. It was not 

until we spoke later that evening that I got to know her 
name. Kachi.

Some weeks and many meetings (face-to-face and 
telephony) later, I saw what a sweet soul she was. Save for 
tending towards garrulousness when she was in the right 
company, there was nothing I could complain about. Five-
foot-five, heavily loaded with assets that belied her size 
eight, she had a round, cherubic face with wide-set eyes 
that gave a permanent look of innocence. A long nose, 
tiny ears and small, even teeth that flashed white every 
thirty seconds in mirth completed the package. On my 
scale, Kachi was an eight out of ten. Yet, I took my time. 
Even when she made it clear in many ways and on many 
occasions that she wanted more from the relationship, I 
still held back.

She was on the verge of walking away and had told 
Oge as much. It was the reason Oge was spitting fire.

“It’s been thirty weeks since you met. How long would 
it take you to make up your mind?”

Long after her exit, the question remained. What was 
holding me back, really?
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It was her. Oge.

When we ended, with characteristic equanimity, I faced 

work, sports and TV—the triangle of my existence. Church 

used to be one of the tripods but these days I just did live 

streaming and podcasts and watched my favourite preachers 

via cable. Once, in an odd while, I’d hang out with friends. I 

was fine, and needed no relationship to make me complete. 

Then Kachi stepped in.

Now, they wanted more than I could give. I contemplated 

how to resolve this while surfing channels. The quote leaped 

at me from the screen. It was by Chelsea Handler. You can’t 

fast-forward heartbreak, and you can’t rewind love—and that’s 

just the bummer.

It held my attention, teased my sanity then wrenched 

my guts and dumped them, blood and gore all over what 

was left of my heart. In that moment, I realized that settling 

for friendship (with Oge) and actually moving on were two 

different things. I was trying to forge a fresh path with my 

eyes still on the monument I’d built around the past.

As I dwelt on how right the Handler lady was, minuscule, 

watery gobbets of humanity welled up in my eyes. They 
grew bigger then dilly-dallied, undecided, before going over 
the edge and commencing the long stroll down my cheeks. 
Though not the bawling of a toddler forcefully deprived of 
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a lollipop, the silent tears came in body-quaking streams.
I cried for my myopia and stupidity, the unnecessary 

torture I’d worn as a badge and the possibility that I’d blown 
a shot at true happiness. I made a decision to embrace the 
future—undefined promises, no guarantees and all. Kachi 
was worth investing time and effort in. I was going to do 
that, not be a jerk.

She called before I did: “We need to talk.”
That was our code for ‘something is out of sync.’ My 

heart did a double-take. There was a flatness to her voice 
that scared me. Normal Kachi was an expressive bundle. 
There are plenty things I don’t know and a plethora of 
others I’m not sure of. But in the list of those I know, I sure 
knew I hated what Kachi saddled me with.

“I am pregnant. What do you want to do?” She 
delivered the news in a dead tone. A barrage of emotions 
grappled for my cool, I managed to cling to it. I’d bragged 
on an occasion that I could take anything. Was that why 
she was hitting me with this?

She could not even tell how she got knocked-up. She’d 

visited Obinna, their keyboardist, and had started feeling 

unwell. He’d been nice and offered her the couch. Even 

though she later woke up in the bedroom, he’d been in 

the living room at the time. His explanation was that she 

did not appear to be having a good sleep on the rather 

small couch, so he’d carried her to the room. Apart from 
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this incident, she claimed to have slept with only one person 

in a moment of weakness—but he’d worn protection at her 

insistence.

The whole thing nauseated and infuriated me. I’d felt 

that since she was such a Christian and was always rehashing 

how premarital sex is a sin, asking for same would be digging 

a well in the Sahara—water was a possibility, a steep price 

was sure. There had been occasions… But I’d contained 

myself. Now what I thought preserved was already plucked.

I wrestled with anger, disappointment and resentment 

for weeks. Then I realized she was not worth all the negative 

emotions I was entertaining. The Bible said ‘forgive.’ I 

would—not for her sake, I could do without the weight. 

However, this was the end of the road. Whatever could have 

been was now in the ranks of relics and stillbirths.
I could not bring myself to talk to her, so I composed a 

text. It read rather harshly. So, I edited. And then it became 
inadequate. I left it for some other time. The some other 
time dragged out until I did not send it or say anything. But 
it was obvious something had changed. The sweetness had 
run its course.

The primacy of the sour was challenged the day before 
Christmas, another Sunday. I was seated at my preferred 
place, adjacent the ministers. Pastor was preaching. He’d 
worked himself into a fine state:
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“The Christmas deal is one of reconciliation—God 
bringing sinful, lost mankind back to Himself by the offering 
of His son. The reason Christ was born was to die. Why? You 
would ask. Simple: God so loved the world He gave His son 
for it. How crazy is that? Very! But then love has never been 
a straight-forward emotion. It makes you do unusual things. 
Well…that’s God, you might be thinking. The thing is: He 
enjoins us to do same. Love them that hate you, go out of your 
way to pray for them: then are you His disciples. Love should 
be the basis of your relationship with God and men as well as 
the basis for offering anything—else it is unacceptable.

This Christmas, be the love of God to people; especially 
those with whom you have an axe to grind. Even where it is 
glaring you have been treated unjustly. Look at Joseph: why 
do you think God had to send the angel, Gabriel, to him? 
That fellow was in a bad state! How would you react if your 
betrothed, who is supposed to be a virgin, shows up pregnant? 

And to make matters worse, claims she slept with no one—

that it was The Holy Ghost… Unlike some of us, his approach 

was to quietly walk away—she could have the child and give 

any reasons she wanted. Hence, the messenger came to let Joe 

know the woman had not been unfaithful. But wait… What 

if she had really messed up? What should be our response as 

Christians?”

He paused, may be for emphasis, maybe he was 
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waiting for an answer but you could have heard a pin drop 

in the quietness that followed. These were not matters folks 

like to consider. They involve being hurt and no one’s certain 

how they would react under such conditions. It got me 

thinking…

After the 10.00pm news, I resumed ruminating. Sleep 

only caught up with me just before midnight.

The alarm went off at 3.00am with an insistence that 

roused me into wakefulness. A decision had crystallized 

while I slept. I picked my phone and dialled. Several rings 

later, the connected icon came up.

“Hey,” I said.

Silence responded. I ploughed on anyway.

“I treated you wrongly, staying away without a word 

and all. I am sorry. I hope you can forgive me. And, if it is 

not too late I still want to take that journey with you; there’s 

no one else I’d rather do life with. The child, I will love like 

mine.”

It was my longest speech in recent times. It earned 
another round of silence, this time punctuated by rapid 
breathing. Countless forever minutes passed before Kachi 
spoke.

 “Okay.”
 “Okay?”
 “Yes Karl. Everything is fine now.”
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 “Thanks…”
 “Glad you are the man I glimpsed.”
I was elated. The anniversary of Christ’s birth just 

became our rebirth.
“Merry Christmas Kachi. See you in a few...”
 “A fantastic one to you. And—”
 “Yeah?”
“I am not pregnant. I never was.”

John Chidi is a lover of the word (written and made flesh).
A background in Human Resource Management, and 
Health, Safety, Security and Environment plus eclectic 
interest and abilities help him pursue his passion of 
empowering destinies and delineating excellence.
A trainer, public speaker, author and pastor, his published 
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john-chidi.blogspot.com;

twitter.com/pstchidi;
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This Christmas, Kaka is coming home, as she has done 
since mum’s accident. I don’t want her to come. Her silence 
makes me uncomfortable and somehow bolsters the growing 
tension in the house. Who knows, maybe she’s responsible 
for my annual nightmare. I call it annual because it happens 
only once a year, at Christmas, when Kaka is around.

I am on my bed staring at the white ceiling and popping 
nuts into my mouth. The TV is blaring in the sitting room 
and the kids are bickering loudly about which channel to 
watch. The channel changes and a song drifts into my room. 
Something wells up within me. I push away the pack of nuts 
and sit up. 

Oh the virgin birth, a miracle to the world. The creations 
of the earth herald the birth of the Word… 

My eyes are tearing up and I feel I am going to explode. 
Mum taught me that song just before she drowned six 
Christmases ago. I have not heard it since. Each refrain digs 

THIS CHRISTMAS
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painful memories out of my heart which I think is going 
to tear right through my chest. I would storm the sitting 
room and yell at the kids if I did not know SM was there, 
sitting, suavely, expecting her Christmas guests. 

SM is my nightmare. I hate her with all of my being. 
But right now as the song is playing, I don’t know whether 
it’s SM I hate or myself. I put my face in my hands and sob 
hard, the bed racking in resonance with my body.

Later when I lay in bed, curled up like a foetus, I am 

feeling sorry for everything around me, including the half-

finished pack of nuts.

I think about SM. I used to call her Aunty Stella. I 

have never liked her. When she presented me with a ball on 

my sixth birthday, I remember tossing it contemptuously 

into a nearby ditch and getting severely punished by mum 

who apologised on my behalf. SM used to be an usher in 

the church dad pastored in those years and always wore 

a beret and pleated skirt, the kind of dressing my mum 

encouraged among the sisters.

My dislike for her turned into intense hatred when 

after mum drowned, dad defied church orders and mum’s 

vegetative state lying in the hospital and married SM. It 

was a particularly rough period for us, during which dad 

got suspended from church and we had to move out of our 

big house. That was when Kaka left home.
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I turn and glimpse the time on the wall clock. It is just 

past noon. Kaka will be here soon. Maybe I will convince 

her to take me to see mum instead of being at home when 

SM’s guests arrive. 

Someone calls my name through the window. It is 

Damon. Damon is the only friend I have. He will be 15 

in February. He is 5 months older than I am but is much 

more mature. Damon has a way of getting me to talk when I 

don’t want to talk to anyone, like now. It was he who coined 
Aunty Stella’s nickname, SM. SM for Stella Maude. SM 
for step-mother. Damon doesn’t have a problem with SM 
though, even when I told him that in my nightmares, SM 
pushed mum into the pool and that I was convinced that 
was what happened because I knew mum never went near 
the pool which was at the back of our old house because she 
was terribly scared of the water. 

I stand up and sneak through the sitting room to meet 
Damon outside. 

He looks downcast. I hope he doesn’t miss his dad. His 
dad left his mum this year.

“I’m sorry bro.” He says. He hardly looks me in the eye.
“Mummy is resting with Jesus,” he says again. 
Then I remember his mum works at the hospital where 

my mum is.
I am like a container whose bottom fell through. I grope 
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for the nearest wall to use as a support.
“You didn’t know?” He says when he notices the 

expression on my face. 
I shake my head. 
Each time I went to see mum, she only starred at me, 

her searching eyes probing deep into my soul. There are 
times I thought she even recognised me. I am seeing her in 
my mind, only that those eyes are transfixed.

“Does my dad know?” I ask.
“I believe my mum called to tell him as well this 

morning.”

I look down, at my toes protruding from my slippers. 

My hatred for dad is absolute in this moment; I don’t want 

Damon to see it. SM must have convinced dad to stop 

spending on mum, since she didn’t get any better. I heard 

them talking about it some nights ago. 

I want to go back inside, to my room. The clouds are 

beginning to appear under my feet. 

“Take heart Emmy,” Damon says as I walk back inside, 

mindless of who is in the sitting room. 

Everything goes blurry the moment I hit the bed.

I find Mum sitting in the armchair a few yards from 

my bed, singing in her husky voice.

Oh virgin birth, a miracle to the world...

I walk up to her and tell her to stop singing. I do not 
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want to hear that song.

She ignores me. The creations of the earth herald the birth 

of the word. 

I raise my voice, “Mum, you believed in Jesus. You 

taught me that he came to save us; that he came because 

he loved us. Mum, you lied. He should have kept you from 

dying!”

Oh what joy, grace and peace he bears. Our dear Lord 

virgin born.

Memories, old and new, flood my mind; the song stirs 

and stirs the casserole of my heart. I burst into tears and lay 

crying on her lap. Time passes and when I come to, ethereal 
voices are singing in smooth melodious voices.

Blessed saviour whose miracle birth brought eternal 
salvation to the dying world. Let the glad tidings heal, deliver 
and save. We hail thee thou virgin born.

Suddenly, the memories stop and I feel such peace. I 
don’t want the song to end. I look up at mum. She’s no 
longer singing. She’s smiling. That smile, the last time I saw 
it—

“Emmanuel!” I jolt and realise that I am slumped across 
the armchair. I go to the door. I scrunch up my face to tell 
off whoever is there. Just before I reach the knob, I find that 
I don’t actually hate dad. 

Dad is standing at the door, a forlorn look on his aging 
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face. I glare at him, scrunching up my face some more. It is 
hard. All I see as he stands there is a confused and broken 
man. I feel sorry for him.

“Can I come in?” He asks, softly. 
I step aside and stifle a smile. It is the first time he will 

enter my room since SM came into our lives.
He stops in the middle of the room and says, “Mummy 

has passed on.”
I say nothing.
“Son, a lot has happened in the past seven years 

and I know you haven’t forgiven me, but… this sounds 
ridiculous… don’t forgive me today, just… let’s rebuild 
what we have lost…”

Further silence doesn’t work. The anguish on his face 

would not let it. I realise that he has not spoken in that 

voice to me or my sister Kaka since Mum drowned. This is 

a different dad. 

“I forgive you dad.” I wonder that my mind no longer 

roils at the thought of forgiving dad.

Dad looks startled. Embarrassed, he steps towards me 

and draws me into a hug.

“Where is your daddy?” SM yells at someone outside.

I stiffen and realise I still have SM to deal with.

When we draw apart, dad says to me, “Son, she’s your 

mother.”
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I nod.

Praise ‘Kemi Dairo is passionate about several spheres of life. She 

excels as a chef, singer and fiction writer.
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Pregnant with hope and possibilities but terribly heartbroken, 

Ojiugo got home, crumpled on the settee and wept her heart 

out. Tears poured down her cheeks and soaked the warm 

soft cushion of the settee. Her mum who was drying clothes 

outside heard through the window and ran in, drawing 

Ojiugo into an embrace. 

“Ojiugo, gini mere, what happened?” Her mother asked, 

although having an idea of what the issue was.

“Rachel, Somto and Naomi all got admissions. The 

school said that was the last supplementary list and that 

there is no more room for admissions. What will I ever do 

now, Nne, what will I do now?” Ojiugo stuttered, her chest 

heaving.

“It is all good, something will come through for you,” 

mum said, hugging Ojiugo closely and wiping away the 

tears with back of her hand.

NATIVITY...THE BIRTH OF DREAMS

...she gave birth to her first son, wrapped him in a cloth and laid him in a 
manger—there was no room for them to stay in the inn…
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Ojiugo’s dream was to study Literature in the most 

prestigious university in the country. Those hopes, however, 

seemed dashed and she had to make do with a technical 

school where the only available course was Fine Art.

....a virgin shall bring forth a son...

Class had ended for the day and the students milled about 

the studio with the air of the young and restless. The 

lecturer, impervious to their activities stood mesmerised 

before a painting. The portrait with the moniker “The 

Dream” was so perfect it was almost surreal. The colours 

blended so naturally into each other and the brush strokes 

could as well have been divine. Cherubs frolicked about in 

angelic euphoria on the nativity scene, each feather on their 

wings standing out in beautiful, stark relief that stunned 

the senses. One could almost hear the lowing of cows and 

perceive the fragrant air of stale hay mixed with the pungent 

ammoniacal odour from animal poop. Beyond it all was 

the emotion that radiated from the frame, a feeling that 

something momentous had happened, an event beyond the 

shores of human imagination. The picture simply pulled 

and submerged one in an artistic ocean of amazement. The 

lecturer had never known anything that captured the birth 
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of heaven’s dream more. It was so real and extraordinary that 

his heart raced. 

What troubled him the most was that the girl who drew 

this was quite virginal to the world of arts. To deliver such 

breathtaking work was either genius or a queer stroke of 

luck. He knew what he would do. Reverently, he took the 

picture off the shelf, wrapped it and took it out of the studio.

…and thou Bethlehem, in the land of Judah, art not 

the least among the princes of Judah: for out of thee shall 

come a Governor, that shall rule...

At the most celebrated yearly art exhibition, a painting from 

someplace the judges could barely pronounce stood out like 

a lone star in the midnight sky, holding all spellbound. It 

was not that other paintings were not good enough. The 

truth was that this painting extended beyond the spectrum 

of good.

…there came wise men from the east saying for we 

have seen his star and are come to worship him...

The Tokyo Airlines plane towered like a giant bird over 

the runway and slowly regurgitated passengers into the 

sweltering sun.



 -   34   -

Christmas Again - An Anthology

The handsome Black American noted the sharp 

contrast between the cool guts of the plane and the hot sun 

and felt that he would cook up pretty soon under the harsh 

sunlight. This was his first time being here and though he 

had heard a lot about the hot climate, he never knew it 

would be this hot. He removed his jacket and donned a 

pair of shades.

A taxi took him to the Foremost Art Gallery which his 

organisation sometimes dealt with. 

They had never heard of the man he was looking 

for or his ward who was from some primitive technical 

school. The manager was amused that the Americana was 

interested in some unknown folk. His eyes popped when 

he heard that the man had travelled all the way from Japan.

The American was resolute though, he was not 

going back until his mission was accomplished. By some 

remarkable feat of resourcefulness, he managed to wangle 

out the school and its location from a local art broker. He 

weathered bad roads and risks of robbery, all the way to the 

primitive-looking school. At the gate, they told him school 

was on holidays. He found someone who knew whom he 

sought and gave him an address. He would later claim that 

there had to be a formidable force helping and leading him 

towards the girl he sought.
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...and when they had opened their treasures, they 

presented unto him gifts...

The sun had hardly divested itself of its heavenly pyjamas 

when she came out to sweep. She was completing the front 

yard of the two bedroom modest affair when a spluttering 

motorbike shattered the solemnity of the morning. 

She stopped and looked up, wondering who it could be. 

And so early in the morning?

When he walked towards her, his accent gave him 

away; he was not a local. What was an American doing in 

her home at 5am? She braced herself, prepared to flee at any 

sign of danger.

He had seen her art work and it was mesmerizing, he 

said, but all his life he had never seen such magnificence. 

As he spoke, she wondered who he was and if he was not 

picking her brains.

He almost forgot why he had come. Introducing himself, 

he explained his mission. His father had been a military man 

stationed in Tokyo and he had grown up there and studied 

Fine Art. He explained how her painting which had been 

sent to Japan’s top art festival by her lecturer emerged the 

best. They had tried contacting her lecturer to no avail.

Nativity...The Birth of Dreams
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She explained that he passed on weeks before and that 

when he told her of the possibilities of her work, she had 

not thought much of it. She had even completely forgotten 

about the painting.

He reached into his bag and held out the scholarship 

papers to the Institute of Fine Arts, New York City. Warily, 

she drew closer and collected the documents. She squinted 

at them in the poor light of dawn. And then screamed.

“Mama!”

…glory be to God in the highest and on earth, 

peace and goodwill towards all men...

It was December 25th. The castles, cathedrals and structures 

of the picturesque city of Edinburgh were decked with snow 

and the sun peeped just beyond the top of the buildings. 

Out of one such buildings, a couple emerged and walked 

down the short flight of stairs, resplendent in looks and 

outfit. At the bottom of the stairs, they locked lips in an 

alluring engagement of love. As the warmth spread from 

her heart to every part of her being, Ojiugo knew that the 

coldness of winter would always be far from her.

Inside the building, the pianist caressed willing keys 

and musical notes drifted on wintry winds… I am dreaming 
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of a white Christmas...

Ekpo Ezechinyere ... Doctor, Writer, Speaker, Lover.

Twitter: @EZEDAKING. Instagram: daking_drswag

Nativity...The Birth of Dreams
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Yes, Titi hates it when she gets into this mood, and on a 

day when she has nowhere to go. It is a public holiday. She 

groans and rolls on the bed, squeezing her thighs together 

and shuddering at the resultant pleasure wave flooding 

her. Her hands move towards her chest and pinch an erect 

nipple. Her eyes fly open in horror and she springs from the 

bed. She thinks to herself: I need to leave this house now. 

She dresses hurriedly, choosing a lemon green chiffon 

gown that reaches just below her knees, and decides on a 

black wedge shoe. Her hair is done in a high bun and she 

applies lip gloss to her lips. She steps out of her house and 

briefly toys with the idea of returning to her parents’ house. 

She knows her mother would tease her about fighting hard 

for independence but not wanting to cut the “umbilical 

cord” and so she discards the idea.

When she stands in front of the dark brown gate, she 

IRETI
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hesitates. She knows she shouldn’t be here, not in this state. 

Turn back now! She hears the familiar guide issuing 

instructions. 

Dare is surprised to see her as he opens the door. “Hi 

babe, this is a nice surprise! I thought we were meeting later 

in church.” 

She doesn’t answer, but stares at his naked torso, 

fighting the impulse to run her hands all over his body. She 

has never seen him naked before, and she wonders why it 

had to be today of all days that she would walk in on him 

without a shirt on. 

Turn around now and leave. The voice is louder. 

She walks towards him instead, and hugs him. 

“Titi, are you okay? Is everything alright?” 

She nods and burrows into him. 

Moments later, they are both naked on his bed, 

breathing hard. Dare pauses, poised in between her legs. 

“I’m not sure we should do this.” 

“I know. But I want to. I have waited long enough. It’s 

no big deal, others do it all the time.” Sensing his hesitation, 

she adds “and I know you want it too.” 

“I want you too” he sighs “but I don’t want to be 

the guy that makes you break your vow of chastity before 

marriage to God. You may think you want it now, but you 
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will hate me afterwards and I can’t live with that.”

She nods. And bursts into tears. He holds her as she 

cries and whispers soothing words into her ears. They stay 

that way for a while, she sitting astride him. His hardness 

pressing against her core, she starts to move against him, 

bringing herself to climax. 

When she calms down, she feels some wetness on her 

thighs and springs up, eyes growing to the size of saucers. 

“Did you – Did you…,” she trails off, her heart pounding 

in her chest. 

He shakes his head. “No. No, I did not. At least, not 

inside you. There was no penetration.”

She sighs with relief. And bursts into tears again. This 

isn’t how her first sexual encounter should go, her worrying 

about penetration and getting pregnant. And definitely not 

accompanied with guilt, like a child stealing meat from a 

pot of stew. She dresses quickly and rushes out of the house, 

leaving behind a bewildered fiancé. 

 

She dreams of babies all week long, the same dream, night 

after night. It dawns on her as she wakes up that morning 

and notes the date – 17th of April – that she is one week late. 

She begins to cry. 
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She dials Dare but he doesn’t answer. She tries again, 

and he answers after the fourth ring. “Hey babe, I was just 

stepping outside the shower. Good – “ 

She cuts him off.

“I am pregnant.” Her words impregnate the atmosphere 

between them with silence. And then birth sobs. “Dare, I 

am pregnant! Did you hear me? Say something!”

“I – I – how?” He stammers, and then realising how 

stupid the question is, adds, “are you sure?”

“I’m sure. I don’t know. But I know that I’m one week 

late, and I’m never late. What am I going to do? I can’t be 

pregnant!” 

“Okay. Calm down. Maybe you are not pregnant. Here 

is what we are going to do: you will pick up a test kit on 

your way to work and do the test tomorrow morning. For 

all we know, it might be the recent stress at work, coupled 

with your MBA project and finals that’s responsible for the 

delay.” 

She wants to believe him as he tries to explain the 

reason for her missing menses. 

Missing menses! She laughs, startling her fiancé at the 

other end of the line, who is asking if she is alright, panic 

infused into his voice. 

Alright? Of course she isn’t! Who ever heard of a 
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pregnant 28-year-old virgin, whose only sexual contact was 

with a drop of stray semen escaping to fertilize an over-eager 

ovum? 

“Are you still there?” Dare’s uncharacteristic high-

pitched voice jolts her out of her reverie. 

“You are probably right. Maybe I am getting worked up 

for no reason. I will pick up a test kit on my way to work and 

take the test tomorrow morning. And hope for the best.” 

“Sounds like a plan. It will be fine, dear. No matter 

what happens, I will be there for you.” His voice is like a 

caress. She closes her eyes and nods. “I have to go now, babe, 

I’m running late. Talk to you later?”

“Okay, bye”. She opens her eyes and stares at the phone 

long after the call has been disconnected, the outline blurring 

as tears well up in them, spilling down her cheeks. 

She can already feel the presence of a new life growing 

inside of her in a way only a mother can. She knows without 

a shadow of doubt that her life is about to change. Still, she 

hopes... 

 

She was wrong. Not about the pregnancy, but about the 

magnitude of the change it would bring. 

Ireti
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When she broke the news to Dare, his response had 

been quick. His tone conveyed finality and brooked no 

argument. 

“Take it out!”

His words. Like he was referring to the trash bag in 

the kitchen. Or a dead cockroach in the bath tub. Or a 

malodorous decomposing rat caught in a trap. 

Dare was passionate and focussed and he would not 

allow anything to derail him from his life’s goals. And that 

included her pregnancy. He made that clear. 

“And if I don’t take it out?” 

“Then I will deny the pregnancy. After all, I am not 

the only guy you are close to. There is Joseph, who even the 

blind can see, worships the ground you walk on. Maybe all 

that attention got into your head and you had a lapse in 

judgment. It won’t be too difficult to make it stick.” 

Her eyes widened. She had always known he was 

ruthless when confronted with obstacles; she had watched 

him crush his opponents before. She just hadn’t imagined 

she would be on the receiving end. 

Seeing her reaction, he softened. “Babe, you know I 

love you and I cannot wait to build a life with you and have 

babies together. I cannot think of any other woman to be 

the mother of my children.” He paused and exhaled, and 
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moved closer to her. “But not like this. This spoils everything 

we have worked hard for” 

She noted he used “we”, but she knew what he really 

meant was what he had worked hard for. 

“If you get rid of this pregnancy, then we can forget 

about the whole incident, an unfortunate accident that 

shouldn’t spoil our future. We will still have many more 

pregnancies to celebrate. Plus, we are lucky now that it’s very 

early; just a couple of pills will take care of it.”

For a moment she wanted to trust his logic and rely on 

his strength, to allow him fix everything. 

“I can’t, Dare. I can’t. It is enough that I broke my vow 

to God and sinned, adding murder to my list of sins isn’t 

what I want to do.”

Dare pulled back. “Well, in that case, we are over. I’m 

not willing to ruin my whole life over one mistake. We didn’t 

even have sex for God’s sake! I’m not sure we can even call 

it ‘fornication’. If you decide to keep it, I will not be taking 

responsibility for it.”

 

The next months passed in a blur, like an action sequence 

played at one and a half speed. First was the reaction of 

Ireti
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her family to the news. Her father had stopped talking to 

her and had forbidden her mother from doing so. When 

her mother disobeyed, he had moved to the guest room, 

neither speaking to her nor eating her food. It was the 

only time Titi had ever seen her parents quarrel, and it 

had lasted for three months. It was when her mother had 

fainted during a church service, from starvation – which 

she called marathon fasting – that the cold war had ceased. 

Then, the church elders had asked her father to resign 

as senior pastor. It was too big a scandal: the daughter of the 

senior pastor, and head of the children’s unit, and secretary 

of the youth organization had gotten pregnant for another 

man while engaged to the youth pastor of the church. And 

worse, she couldn’t say who the father was. At least that was 

what they believed. 

When her father refused, a faction broke away, Dare 

amongst them. Titi joined another church because she 

couldn’t bear to cause more problems for her father by 

constantly throwing her sins at the few faithful worshippers 

who remained. 

Only Joseph remained, among all her friends. Like 

he promised her when she opened up to him, he was 

with her every step of the way. He followed her to all her 

appointments with the doctor and took her shopping for 
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the baby items she would need. He also spent many nights 

with her, holding her when she couldn’t sleep and assisting 

her with house chores. 

Soon, the rumours started. He was said, by some, to 

be the father but had been too ashamed to own up. Others 

sneered, called him a love-struck puppy who could only 

have her because she needed a man – any man – to cover her 

shame. The rumours hurt her, and she knew they hurt him 

too, even if he didn’t show it. 

Then, one day, her father called out of the blues. He 

wanted her to come to the house for lunch. She was seven 

months pregnant. After lunch, he took her for a walk and 

apologized for alienating her and abandoning her at a time 

when she needed him the most. From then, he had become 

more involved, although there was still the distance. 

“It isn’t easy for him, you know,” her mother had told 

her on one of the days she came to visit. “He has been 

planning your wedding since you were a little girl, and when 

everything fell apart, he was devastated.”

“I didn’t know that,” she replied. She had always thought 

that her father was angry at her because of the scandal she 

had caused and how it had affected the church. 

Everything was going so well until the afternoon of the 

24th of December. She was going through her Facebook 

Ireti
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timeline when she stumbled on a picture a friend posted. 

It was the wedding picture of Dare and Dupe, one of the 

teachers in the children’s unit Titi had previously headed. 

A sharp pain gripped her mid-section making her 

double over and then she felt her dress get wet. In the labour 

room, the labour pains were intense, but not compared to 

the pain in her chest. She had no reprieve, the periods in 

between contractions were filled with the pain of her heart 

being shredded into tiny pieces of mangled flesh. Unable 

to hold it in, she began to scream. Pain and fury and shame 

mixed together into a cocktail inflaming her. 

When things began falling into place with her family, 

she had started to nurture hope that Dare too would come 

back to her. She had begun to dream of watching her child 

grow in the loving hands of its father, and she not having 

to go through the shame of being the woman with a child 

out of wedlock. But now, her hope, like a tender sprig, has 

been uprooted and left to rot. 

 

When the child is born, she turns her back to her. In that 

moment, overtaken by sorrow, she thinks of the name 

“Mara” as a good name to christen the child. The child 
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has brought nothing but sorrow and shame and pain. She 

wonders why she decided to keep the baby. If only she had 

listened to Dare, things would have been different. 

In the private room where she is transferred to, Joseph 

comes to visit. He has been in the waiting room all along 

but had not been allowed to see her. He walks to the cot 

and carries the baby in his arms, smiling and making cooing 

sounds. Then he walks towards her and sits by her bedside. 

“She is you,” he says in a soft voice. 

In that moment, she sees him – his fair-complexioned 

bearded face lighting up in a smile as he looks adoringly at 

her baby, the light dancing in his soft brown eyes, his quiet 

understated strength – all of him, and her breath catches in 

her throat. And she begins to dream new dreams. 

She reaches out to take the baby from his hands and 

holds her for the first time. Once in her arms, she feels the 

current of love flowing from her heart, where she had kept it 

locked up, to her hands and enveloping the baby in a force 

field of pure affection. The feeling is exhilarating and she 

laughs. 

“She is your Christmas present,” Joseph says, in a 

whisper. 

She nods, “She is the best present ever.” She pauses as a 

thought crosses her mind “Joseph, I want you to be the one 

to give her a name.”

Ireti
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He looks at her, mouth agape. “What? Are you sure?” 

He struggles to compose himself and she smiles reassuringly.

“So, what name will you call her?”

“Ireti,” he replies, after a moment. Hope. 

The name is perfect, she thinks. She looks at him, and 

in his eyes, she sees hope. 

The hope of a new beginning.
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