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AUTHORS’ NOTES

A 4-chapter story on Child Abuse that may make you cry. True Life. Fictional touch. Simplicity…

Enjoy, Learn. Dedicated to all abused Children.

- Samuel Amazing Ayoade BlazingPen

Looking around these days, there are hundreds of children being molested and the culprits go

scot free. Even if they are caught and imprisoned, those can’t fill the void in the girl-child and

boy-child, contrary to what people think that it’s only the girl child that is capable of being

molested. It breaks ones heart to listen to news about brothers, fathers, uncles, aunts,

neighbours, cousins molesting children, those who are meant to protect them.

Parents have a vital role to play, they think children are too young to introduce sex education to,

they believe they will corrupt them, but this is the era where a group of kids with the age range

of 3-5 are practicing sex in a primary school I once taught in. There is nothing like a small girl or

boy, we should teach their kids to run and shout if someone is trying to touch their sensitive

parts. Every child deserves protection.

- Lawal Oluwakemi



CHAPTER ONE

There is something stirring in me, it’s like a volcano about to erupt. There is a burden so heavy

that weighs me down, it's a secret I have kept secluded in a solitude part of my heart. She was

the lonely maltreated girl that lived next door. I knew her father and mother so well. Even

if I didn’t, I thought I did. I just liked her, the natural liking anyway. She has a stature

smaller than her age. It was lately that I noticed a kind of ‘rapid development’ you’d

expect to see in a girl at puberty, but she’s just 14.

Sandra broke into tears. I tried to console her but to no avail as she sobbed even more,

the harder I tried.

“Sandra,” I called to her with my arms around her shoulder through her neck to her other

arm. “Please stop this. Stop crying. What’s the matter?” I asked.

She put my arm away and drew two steps from me. Facing the corridor wall, she

stooped low with her head tucked between her thighs.

“Sandra, please talk to me, I can’t watch you do like this.” I drew closer to her as those

words eloped from my confused lips.

I bent low over her, “Sandra, where is mother?” I actually meant to say Mummy.

The sobbing stopped. Good one. At least I succeeded in this attempt. Then she looked



straight at the wall, and again raised her angle of elevation to make a 180 direct contacto

with my eyes, high above hers. Then, I noticed that stern look.

Thoughts ran through my head. Could I have hurt her? She had never looked into my

eyes that way before.

“San…”

Then she cut in, “You asked for mother.”

“Yes, I mean your mum. Is she home?”

“You don’t know her, you’ve never seen her.” She concluded, still staring at me.

It was more of unbelief than confusion to me. I saw her last evening. She called at my

house to check for almonds – she so loved almonds.

“Clara is not my mother.” Her eyes brightened up as she said those words. I saw

something in her eye balls that spelt desperation just like when a lion sees its prey. That

would be the first time I would hear her supposed mother’s name, and probably the last.

“Mother was gone seven years ago. We were still in the village.” Was gone? Who even

cares about grammatical structure in this case? “She went where?” I managed to ask.

“She died.” She replied. This time, the tears were returning to her eyes. “She died of

Chronic Pneumonia according to Doctor’s diagnose.” She actually meant Doctor’s

diagnosis.

“That time,” she continued, “father did not have money, we lived in a hut. We slept on

bare floor; we couldn’t even afford a mat. And the hut was close to the river in our



village.”

My mouth was a-gap. The Sandra I knew had a multimillionaire as a father. I gave my

face a wipe to really check myself of any sleeping pill I might be on, but it wasn’t a

dream.

“Doctor said cold caused her sickness.” She continued, “It was when father could no

longer her drugs that she died.”

“So, how did you get to the city?” I summoned the courage to ask the girl with the bitter

experiences or should I say, experiments; not knowing I was about to taste of the most

acrid part of the apple.

“Father sold all our properties, including the hut, after mother died. It was I and him

alone. With the money he got from the sales, we came to the city where father served as

a house-guard for two years. I lived in the boy’s quarters of the house with him.”

My heart melted within me, my eyes went teary. I could no longer stand it. My knuckles

shook and I stooped low to join her on the bare floor as she continued.

“It was after this that father started his own business which everyone now sees.”

“Then, who is Madam?” I queried.

“Madam? You mean Clara?” She retorted and I nodded an affirmation.

“Father married her.”

“She is a mother to you then.” I concluded

“No! No!” She barked, “Clara is not my mother. She hates me and I hate her too. There



are days I don’t sleep but cry all night from body pains. She doesn’t give me food, only

when father is back from office. I do all the house chores while she sits in the house all

day. I hate her.” She spew those words like a drunkard.

“Sandra, you are not to hate anyone, however you are treated.”

“Uncle.”

“Yes.”

“What if they hate you first?”

My lips shook at that, but I tried to mutter these bitter words, “Love all and pray for all,

even your enemies.” Funny me.

“What if they want to kill you?”

At that, there were no more sermons on my lips, no more words in my tongue. My

salivary gland went dry.



CHAPTER TWO

“Uncle, talk to me. Am I ugly?” She enquired.

I looked into her inquisitive eyes like one trying to count the un-numbered stars on a

bright moon-night. I wondered and pondered on what beauty and ugliness has to do

with the current topic of discourse. But, I knew she was beautiful, pretty and… I had lost

my tongue and vocal cords to astonishment. All I could do was stare, keep my gaze

straight on her on her inquisitive eyes that displayed eagerness and confusion amidst

its many reflections. So, I saw the bright eyes, the pointed nose, the oval shaped fairly

complexioned smooth face, the naturally coiled hair, and the the the… “Jesus! This girl is

beautiful. I pray for a kid as this.” I thought I thought within myself.

“Uncle! Am I beautiful? You just said it.” She responded to my ‘thought’.

Oh my God! So, I actually said those words. Or, how did she get to know my thoughts?

“But Clara said I’m ugly. She lies against me to gain father’s favour, so father could

punish me.”

I could only sigh out my disbelief as I used to think of her as a happy kid. “So, you have

been wearing a camouflage smile all the while Sandra?”

“Yes, I’ve never known happiness since I was six.”

“Six?”



“Yes. In the village. Something happened that stole my joy for life.”

What could that be? I thought within me behind an irresistible inquisitive look.

“Uncle Ade lived next hut to ours. He was a younger brother to my father's friend. He was the big

uncle that the kids in the compound play with and run errands for, he was a very jovial uncle who

was loved by the kids, but he was so fond of me that he often me into his room alone without

any known reason.” That was how she started the chronicles and I stood listening to the stories

that touch being told by a 14-year-old that seem to have more experiences than I do.

She spoke of a fateful day that is forever engraved in her brain. She seemed to remember what

happened vividly, she’s brilliant though. In Uncle Ade's room, he calls her as usual in a bid to

send her on an errand while she played with her peers.

“I went inside his room and he locked the door. I was wondering why he did that when he asked

for a strange request. He told me to give him a blow job while caressing my body.”

What! A six year old? I held my surprise within me so as not to make her feel bad. I actually

wanted the full story and wouldn’t want it to end there for an emotional shift.

“I neither knew what it was nor how but he taught me how. So, I did as I was told because I

thought adults were always right. He was about to do something else when there was a knock

on the door. He quickly hid me under a pile of clothes on his bed. I wanted to scream, but was

afraid. I have never been happy remembering this incidence. He robbed my joy.”

Luckily, the knock on the door was only her friends. They noticed she has been inside with him

for a while, he told them that she isn't inside his room and he managed to send them away. Why



did he have to lie? She heard him approaching the pile of clothes he hid her in, her heartbeat was

beating fast because she didn’t know what he would do to her. He told her to get through the

backyard and warned her never to mention what happened to anyone or else he will beat her

black and blue as she nodded her head in naivety and scurried out of the room.

CHAPTER THREE

“Mother used to be a trader selling foodstuffs and provisions.” She continued.

Few months after Uncle Ade’s encounter, her mother sent her to a family friend who stayed

close by. There and then she saw ‘him’, he looked strange not because of his appearance but

this is the first time she would see him in that compound. He appeared very tall, maybe because

she is short. He was also light skinned in complexion. His eyeballs looked mischievous. She

noticed and was about to go her way when she noticed that he had been staring at her. He

gestured to her to come nearer and then sent her to buy him detergents asking her to come to

his room to deliver it. She hurried off home and told her mum that a man sent her detergents.

Her mother felt concerned at the word ‘a man’ but shrugged off her concerns maybe because

she thought no one could hurt her daughter in that house. But oh! How wrong she was. She

gave her the detergents and ordered her to hurry back home.

She got to his door, stood awhile and proceeded to knock on the door as she had been taught.

At the other end of the door, a baritone voice resounded ‘come in’. Nothing had prepared her for



the shock that awaited her. The man behind the voice was there sitting on a chair ‘all naked’.

She stood transfixed on the spot for what looked like forever. She was confused. Terrified, her

mind went totally blank. In her confusion and naivety she proceeded to give him the detergent

and collect the money as he beckoned to her. At least that would afford the poor family a cupful

of Garri that afternoon. She approached him slowly with fear written all over her face, the

journey from the door to the chair seemed as the twin of eternity. Just as she got to him, he

tried to kiss her but she looked face away vehemently. He then ‘admonished’ her not to get

scared but ‘be of good courage’ and he promised her lots of money with a sly grin. She was

irritated but it seemed as though her whole brain went numb and she was unable to make

decisions. He gave her N30. Well, that was something big to a 6yrs old that year in Nigeria, when

money still had value has her dad would say. Before she could protest, he forced the money into

her hands and knelt down in front of her making him a little taller than her. He was that tall. He

pulled down her skirt and started caressing her thighs. She was sobbing. ‘Something isn’t right’.

She knew but she was helpless. He was about to go further when a spark lit up in her head,

something told her to run. He was oblivious of anything as he had his full concentration on what

he was doing, her next action took him by surprise as she pushed him away with all the strength

she could muster and ran away quickly as her little feet can carry her, crying loudly as she ran.

She got a little further from his door when she noticed that she still had the money he gave her,

she ran back to his room but careful enough not to step inside as she threw the money at his

face, raining on his coconut head several abusive eulogies such as ‘stupid man’. Stupid has

become a eulogy. “Take your stupid money, I don't want”. She ran all the way home.

She already had two full streams of tears and sweats running down her tender cheeks by the



time she got home. The two streams form their confluence on her chin. Her parents were

seated in the sitting room waiting for the bread –winner daughter to come back with money for

Garri. “Did someone beat you? Did you fall down?” She couldn't answer, her mum gave her some

water to calm her down when she suddenly exploded, “he tried to rape me!”

Rape?! They both chorused loudly with their eyeballs almost popping out of their sockets in

shock. Fire sparked in her father’s bones ready to consume his enemies, “take me to the man!”

How fathers talk. Can you relate? She led the way. They were about to step into the compound

when her mom stopped her to ask what exactly he did because she was wondering how a six

year old came about the word ‘rape’. Maybe she was trying to say another thing so she would

not accuse an ‘innocent’ man. She explained what happened and her dad was already fuming

with anger. That kind of ‘Fire-goes-before-the-Lord anger’. They were about to step her feet into

the compound when her eyes caught a figure. Alas! it was the man, she exclaimed, “dad that is

him!” as she pointed her finger which seemed to be growing away from her body towards the

man. He was trying to escape through the second gate knowing fully well the consequences of

what he had done, but he was not fast enough as her dad caught up with him and dragged him

inside. Mom was shouting on him, as daddy threatened with the police. The family was known

as a quiet and peaceful one, so people were eager to know what happened. He denied anyway.

Her dad gave him a resounding slap which made him stagger a bit and was saying something

about his monkey head rotting in jail.



CHAPTER FOUR

She had barely finished that episode of the story when the sun’s reflection went down on us

and the corridor became darker. I thought I saw something on the corridor wall like the

shape of a woman or a mermaid, the jewel of the sea. The wall suddenly became

blood-soaked and the soaked area looked like a woman. I noticed her particular gaze on

Sandra and I can still remember the beautiful smiles of the wall, though the smiles

issued tears. Don’t be surprised, walls do laugh!

My trance was cut short when Sandra touched my hands and said, “Don’t cry for me

Uncle.” The soft tone in her voice got my heart pierced the more, this time with a dagger

and not a sword. I shifted my gaze to her and held her hands. I was sure she didn’t see

the drawing on the .wall

“Sandra, I’m not crying. What did Mama look like?”



Still holding her hands, she looked away towards the compound’s exit gate as she

muttered the response, “She looked like this: fat, of average height, fair in complexion,

nice and kind, loving and caring. That’s all. And always smiling too.”

That made me understand that I saw her mum in the wall few minutes back.

“Sandra,” “Look into my eyes,” I was emotionally broken though, but I feigned a

counsellor, “You can make it, Sandra.”

Her countenance changed that instant, like one who had just lost his possessions to

theft. I felt her hands melting out of mine like an iceberg in a furnace. So, I let go. “What’

s wrong Sandra? Don’t you believe you can?” I made my amazement known.

“Not anymore Uncle, I don’t think I can.” The last word managed to elope before she

started to cry again. I drew nearer, holding her bending shoulders high.

“Talk to me Sandra. What makes you cry? Is it your story? That’s passed. Thank God

none of them was able do anything with you.”

“Uncle, it’s… it’s Uncle Joseph.” The words struggled out of her lungs.

I knew Joseph, he lived next street, I’m only a year older than he was. How could he

have hurt this little girl?

“What about him? Did he make a promise which he failed to fulfil?”

“No.”

“What then?”

“On days when Clara beat me up and send me out, I go to Uncle Joseph’s house across



the street. We would play together before father comes back. But yesterday…”

Like her breath failed, she stopped. What happened yesterday?

“He beat you?”

“No.”

The evening sun was still fading and darkness was hovering the face of the deep, and

covering the surface of the heart too. I knew her father would soon be back from work,

and then the case would be settled. She loved her father. But, what happened

yesterday?

“He stroked my hairs, like he always did. He said he loved my natural coiled hair… Then

he robbed his hands on me, my hands, arms, necks and legs too… I wanted to flee, but I

was weaker than his strength. So, so, so, he, he, he, he, s…..” Sandra’s tongue began a

stutter and she broke into tears again. By then, I had known what happened. Shit

happened!

I had always known mighty Joe to be suave. But this innocent little girl too?

“I can’t become great in life again. Am I pregnant, Uncle?”

“No.” I said. How did I know? And how am I supposed to know? Or what should I have

said but to console her that all hope wasn’t lost. She could still make it.

Years later, these experiences took tolls on her as she began to find pleasure in sexual

imaginations, the romantic novels she read too didn't help matters, as they describes sexual

acts in details. She thought there was nothing wrong in all these as she didn't practice them in



reality but only in her imaginations, until she met JESUS, that man has a way of chastising and

loving someone at the same time, she saw the light and knew the devil has been playing games

with her all these while. She surrendered to Jesus but she still had her fears, because she really

can't remember what else Uncle Ade did to her, because it went on for a long time. She found

herself still struggling what she had come to recognize as SIN. She tried to resist it, she stopped

reading romantic novels. She fasted, she prayed. It would look as if she has forgotten it for

sometimes, only for it to make a stronger comeback. She had heard everyone preach that sin

still exists in a life that Christ isn't rooted in. She wouldn’t give up, contrary what her brain tells

her. She decided she isn't a slave to sin anymore, she is a child of God. Perhaps one day, Christ

would have compassion on her and root himself in her.
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