
  



 “Good morning class” 

 “Good morning ma” 

My thought are adrift as I recall that faithful day I was taught things about my 

fatherland. I remember my favourite teacher Mrs Oyawoye’s usual energetic stance as she 

entered the class that morning to teach her students. 

“... Can anyone tell me about our fatherland?” there was a long pause as every 

student retreated from being disgraced if at all they gave wrong answers 

“No one?” sounding surprised as her gaze shifted from one end of the class to the 

other 

“Okay, I think I would start by picking randomly. This is an interactive class students, 

you don‟t have to be shy” smiling at us all, then she began by picking pupils from different 

angle. 

Luck ran out on me after the third boy was chosen and he disgracefully flopped 

“Yes Bayo, tell me about Nigeria, your fatherland” giving me the look ‘you are my 

last hope son‟ 

 I didn’t like then being thrown questions I wasn’t prepared for, so I fidgeted a bit as I 

stood stepping on Stella, my seat mate’s foot throwing her into a rage I barely cared to notice. 

“Come on Bayo, we don‟t have all day” Mrs Oyawoye pushed on gently 

“Yes ma” struggling with my own voice as I replied. Finally upright, I looked left, 

right and finally at Stella and Bisi her friend who decided to torment and squeeze the life out 

of me by squatting with us. Everyone’s gazes were upon me like kittens that were eager for 

some milk, hoping I would be their saviour. 

I can’t explain that sudden change of mood I got. On previous days I would have 

flopped terribly in such a situation but at that moment I knew somehow that I was no longer a 

shy little boy.  

Shaking off the shyness in a rather awkward manner which made the whole class 

laugh 

 “Seems Bayo is ready for me today” Mrs Oyawoye mocked and the whole class gave 

another round of laughs, much harder this time around 

 Smiling girlishly “Not really ma” 

 “I see” she replied back smiling “You want to answer me now?” 

 “Yes ma. Nigeria is a country sharing its borders with Benin in the west, Chad and 

Cameroon in the east, Niger in the north, and the Atlantic Ocean down south; she has thirty-

six states and her capital is Abuja. My fatherland, Nigeria is proudly regarded as the Giant 

of Africa because of its population of about one hundred and seventy-four million people, 

over five hundred ethnic groups, over five hundred languages and having a  very wide variety 

of cultures and traditions.” speaking proudly and in confidence through my chest 



 “Seems we have got ourselves a patriot in making already” 

 Mrs Oyawoye was excellent at motivating her students and that was amongst the 

many reasons she was loved by all, but that day I felt like Alhaji Tafawa Balewa, President 

Nnamdi Azikwe, and Chief Obafemi Awolowo all at once. 

 Twelve years later I’m proud to be called a patriot of my fatherland, Nigeria. I have 

lived in the United States for over five years now; won a scholarship during my last days in 

high school and it catapulted me over to the California where I attended College, gained a 

degree, somehow found myself miraculously in the United Nations where I work with a lot of 

people from around the globe. 

 I have been looking for an opportunity to go visit my family for years but with little 

finances I managed then, I couldn’t travel. I got an invite from my immediate younger sister 

on her wedding which would be holding two days from today and seeing this as an 

opportunity to travel back after five years wasn’t one I could sit and just let walk by.  

It was a bit difficult leaving Bisi, my lovely wife and the kids, Temilade and little 

Kolade; but my wife has always been extremely supportive, she made me realize more the 

importance of me attending Tayo’s wedding. That brought in a new flush of excitement in me 

and leaving them wasn’t so hard after all, although there is no day I don’t miss them. 

 Ten days ago I exited the Muritala Muhammad Airport, Lagos; the warmth which the 

sun provides for Africa alone merging with the thick dusty but pleasant harmattan wind 

coming all the way from the Sahara or somewhere not too far off came welcoming me in an 

overwhelming fashion. 

That was all I needed to make me feel proudly black again. Dropped my luggage, 

spreading my arms wide and free, sniffing the air till I almost choked with it, smiled broadly 

as the sun welcoming me with even more radiant blows “WOW” 

 After what seemed to be an infinite blessed moment, I gathered myself together, 

looked around and smiled briefly to those who were still trying to understand what that was 

all about. Spotting two familiar faces amongst the crowd, I moved over to the two of them, 

abandoning my luggage, I threw both of them a big hug, totally famished as I received theirs 

too. 

 “Good to have you back Bayo” 

 “It‟s good to be home Brother Damilare” 

 “Indeed it is” 

 “There is no place like home, I tell you” 

 “Sure?” 

 “Living overseas for five years has thought me more than enough Bro Dami” 

 “I‟m sure it has. Let‟s head to the car, you need to get home so as you can get proper 

rest” 

 “But I would hate leaving such beautiful weather behind” 



 “You call harmattan „beautiful weather‟?” 

 “If you experience winters the way I do, you would be more than glad to have 

harmattan all year round” 

 “Haha, you haven‟t changed a bit, other than your ascent though” 

 “What‟s with my ascent bro?” 

 “It is much better and thinner than it used to be” 

 “Thanks to staying five years in the U.S I guess” 

 “No need guessing, it is the fact” smiling broadly at me with his still slightly 

unsettled teeth, thick black lips and matching broad flat nose 

 “You want to drive or I drive?” I asked him wearing a pretty childish face that could 

make anyone say yes without thinking twice about it 

 “Ask Iyawo wa” 

 “Madam I‟m an excellent driver, no need to worry” 

 “But you just arrived and ...” 

 “No thanks Iyawo, I‟m filled with energy” 

 “You sure are, Aburo mi” smiling as she took her sit beside the driver’s sit. We then 

followed suit 

  



 “You look spent Bayo. I insisted that you shouldn‟t drive” 

 “I‟m alright sister mi” 

 “You spent approximately eleven hours coming into the country, instead of resting 

you took the car for a spin from Ikeja to Victoria Island, and you say you are alright. You 

aren‟t Aburo Iyawo mi” 

 “Okay, okay, I need to rest a little, but I‟m alright” 

 “Much better; let‟s get into the house” 

 “Where are my favourite little nephews and niece by the way?” 

 “They are the only ones you have got at the moment Bayo” 

 “I know; that is why they are my favourite sister mi” 

 “Still the same old Bayo who never takes life as serious as suppose to” 

 “As a family man now, I‟m changing gradually” 

 “Speaking of family; how is Bisi, our wife and the kids?” 

 “They are all fine thanks; they send their love and regrets for not being able to take 

this opportunity as I did” 

 “I‟m sure they did. We understand the situation perfectly, besides the kids still have 

school to attend” 

 “Yeah” 

 “Let‟s get inside Lola, Bayo” 

 “Okay. Is no one at home?” 

 “They are all in school, Aderemi just got admitted into the University of Ilorin, and he 

is studying medicine. Omolara and Adesanya are both in boarding school in Ogun state.” 

 “Wow, where have I been all this while?” 

 My elder sister and her husband looked at me in such a manner that almost made me 

laugh back to the States. After a brief moment she said “How does your wife cope with you?” 

 “She‟s managing” I responded between laughs which echoed through the house 

alerting the whole neighbourhood that I have arrived finally 

  



 The two days spent in my brother in-law’s residence at Lekki, Victoria Island was 

very pleasing and refreshing. So much had changed over the span of years and with every 

new thing I see I get inspired to hunt for more but still I couldn’t get enough. There is no 

place like home and there never will be. 

 On the road again on the fourth day of my arrival; opportunities like this don’t come 

so often. Before leaving the States I had decided to quench the childhood fantasy in me and 

was to be honest the foundation to my present success. 

 I marked out two places I wanted to visit and because of very good reasons I knew 

deep within that I was going to have the time of my life. My favourite teacher in primary 

school Mrs Oyawoye had retired and relocated to Ibadan to live with her only son and his 

family after the death of her husband three years ago. Stella finally settled down by February 

and lives happily with her husband in Benin where he works and she works as well. My 

family; Dad, Mum, Tayo, Seyi, Segun and Adunni, all live in the far north. My dad, a civil 

servant has been living in Maiduguri for more than thirty years. He married my mum and 

raised all his family there. 

 Crossed the borders separating Oyo from Ogun following the famous Lagos-Ibadan 

expressway on last Friday morning, and arrived at Ibadan. Lodged at the Davies Hotel by 

mid-day and decided “I still have a long day ahead, why not hit the museum or somewhere, 

anywhere”, after the receptionist had gracefully shown me to my room, I settled in, took a 

quick shower, changed into another casual wear and buzzed off into the streets of Ibadan to 

explore and have the fun which has been on my mind for years. 

 I took a cab to the Institute of African studies at the University of Ibadan which 

houses a museum. After spending several minutes looking at different old bronze carvings 

and statues, feeling pleased with myself and filled with thanks to the Curator who took her 

time to show me around and explained as best as she could, though she did an excellent job at 

that, things I had elementary knowledge of. I have been doing my own research on Nigeria’s 

ethnicities and cultures for a while now and I was glad that all I learnt paid off. 

 A little exhausted as I left the museum but not spent yet; the cab I hired was to take 

me anywhere I wanted to for a day. My foreign ascent trying to blend with my words in 

Yoruba turned me into the driver’s comedian throughout the journey, he kept me talking and 

talking, laughing hard and pretty cockily whenever I made a blunder, but I loved it 

nonetheless. 

 Other places I visited were Oke Aàre and climbed to the top of the Bower Memorial 

Tower where I could see the whole city, Oke Mapo therein visiting the Mapo Hall lying on 

top of the hill, Mokola cultural centre, headed to Shoprite at Dugbe to get some toiletries and 

finally ended the day’s tour by watching a new released Yoruba movie at the cinema in 

Heritage Hall. 

 Woke up the next day filled with energy I haven’t felt in a long while. I was so in the 

mood to jump outside and shout at the top of my voice Good Morning Nigeria but with 

second thoughts I ended up in the bathroom. 

 The Cab I hired the day before was already waiting for me in the hotel’s parking lot 

spotting it as I stepped out the exit with my luggage. 

 “Ẹka arọ sir” 



 “Ẹka arọ Ọmọ Ibadan” 

 The driver most probably in his late thirties smiled really broadly at me, then quickly 

rushed in and helped me load my bags into the trunk. 

 After a few seconds the conversation continued “So sun daa daa Broda?” 

 “O seun, mo sun daa daa” 

 “Nibo le ma lọ loni?” 

 “Mo sọ fun ẹ lana wipe maa lọsi IITA” 

 “Oti dara bayi” 

 “Le yin ibe, nibo tun ni?” 

“Lọsi ibudo i wọkọ lati wọ ọkọ Ile-Ife” 

 “Odara” 

 “Se oti to e bayi?” 

“Beeni, ejẹ kalọ” 

 After a long beautiful day, I left Ibadan with unforgettable memories; memories I 

would cherish for the rest of my life, memories I would keep deep within my heart and make 

my wife and kids become accustomed to, memories that will keep me strong and make me 

remember the good old days if at all I don’t get a chance like this ever again.  

It was really lovely seeing Mrs Oyawoye again; she had grown real old and she hardly 

looked like the bright middle aged woman I remembered that thought me. At first she barely 

recognized me but when I showed her a picture of me when I was ten, she placed her tender, 

old, shaky palms on my face, stared at me for a long time, when she finally let my face go, 

she stood from where she was and gave me a big hug. I felt like I was in heaven; I have 

always known I affected her passionately in a way but I never knew it could scale through 

time. 

She introduced me to her son, Makinde, who looked like he was in his early thirties, 

his beautiful wife, Folashade, and their two adorable daughters, Boluwatife and Olushola. We 

all then sat and talked for hours after Shade had filled my ravenous belly with an almost 

forgotten delicacy, pounded yam with egusi soup garnished with smoked fish and bush meat. 

I got to Ife late in the afternoon, got a cab to take me round town first to a good hotel 

where I could lodge for the night. I got to Mayfair hotel, got my room keys, was shown the 

rooms, got in, dropped my luggage, took a quick shower, changed into another casual wear, 

bounced out of the room, the exit of the hotel and was driven off as soon as I settled in the 

cab. 

The driver who wasn’t too pleased with my choices but had little to say about it, 

although he tried discouraging me at some point though I didn’t bulge, took me round town 

first then to the National History Museum of Nigeria. I spent most of my time there 

fascinated by the bronze, brass, copper, and terracotta works present. I had done a lot of 



research on Ile-Ife’s history and getting more beautiful works here made my studies more 

appreciative and in need of further addressing. 

After I left the museum, it was already dark and since I was a foreigner, I told the 

driver to take me back to Mayfair. That turned him off and he occasionally made grumbling 

sounds as we went back, I was less concerned about him though. 

I got to my room, turned on my pc, sent the pictures I snapped in the museum into it 

from my phone, checked my mail for any new messages, replied those needing replies, 

deleted the non-relevant ones, and then had a video chat with Bisi on Skype, the kids were 

asleep already. We spent hours talking and talking, it was fun chatting with her as always but 

when the inevitable mother nature called I had to kiss her goodbye and fall into my bed to 

have a good night sleep. 

Benin City, who would have thought I would visit the ancient kingdom, thanks to 

Stella who would have crucified me if I didn’t pay her a visit anyway.  

Stella had changed a lot becoming more attractive than I expected but she still was 

very troublesome and we always ended up putting dear Frank, her husband in-between and 

shaking him off that gentle nature of his. Everywhere we went, we either disrupted the 

silence there or joined the noise, and a few times making ours louder. 

I spent all my time in Benin with them and the first night of my arrival Stella didn’t 

give me nor Frank rooms to sleep in, she made me talk about my life in the States, her friend, 

Bisi and the kids, and my visit to Mrs Oyawoye’s place, and she made her husband listen to 

the whole tale though he didn’t complain at all. 

Woke up pretty late the next day and ate a cold breakfast as punishment, Stella for 

you. Frank was already prepared for the grand tour he promised yesterday. He was fully 

dressed in a traditional outfit, and Stella too was wearing hers as well with beads around her 

neck, waist and wrists. 

“Come on guys, we aren‟t going for a wedding or to visit the king or something like 

that” 

“Don‟t be so sure” Frank responded smiling 

“Seriously...?” my eyes were wide open 

“Don‟t flatter yourself Bayo; your cloths are waiting for you in your room” Stella 

enters the conversation 

“I always do so dear” 

“I bet you do” chuckling lightly 

Chuckling too, I went in, changed, got prepared, and before noon we were out into the 

streets of Benin City, having the time of our lives. The national Museum was my prime target 

and I found a way of convincing them to go there even if Stella nearly chopped my head off. 

I’m in Maiduguri now with my family, I couldn’t have wished for a better holiday 

than this. I really have had the time of my life, met my all-time favourites and they made me 

feel loved in every way possible.  



Five years was really worth the wait; mum has made me feel like a kid again, dad has 

finally accepted that his boy is now a man and my siblings have all turned me to their role 

model. If this isn’t the life, I wonder what else is. 


