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                                  CHAPTER ONE 

  Udo, a twelve years old boy, tells his story: 

 “Don’t move or else you die like a fowl!” one of the policemen said to me 

in a straight face. I looked up to him and then to his rifle. He was pointing 

the weapon menacingly at my chest. But I had not done any wrong, my mind 

told me, as fear gripped my timid heart. Before I could know what was 

happening, I was ordered into a waiting police van. “But what have I done?” 

I asked aggressively. “Shut up your mouth!” a policeman barked as he 

slapped my mouth. “When you get to the station you will know what you 

have done,” he added. 

“The rest of them are nowhere to be found,” one of the policemen said 

to the other who I assumed was their leader. 

“Well, we still thank God we have this one” their leader replied. The 

leader instructed the other policemen to enter into the van and they all 

obeyed. He joined them in the van and the van drove off. 

While in the van, the leader of the team referring to his boys, asked, 

“Has Mr. Adamu’s corpse been taken into the ambulance?” 

“Yes Sir” they answered in unison. I gazed through the window of the 

van and saw in a distance a man being carried in a stretcher into an 

ambulance. The man appeared to have died. Who could have murdered the 

man was something I couldn’t just tell. Perhaps, in an attempt to arrest 

somebody, they had mistakenly shot him dead, my mind told me instantly. 

After a while, the van was drove into Ipori police station. I was asked 

to alight from the van. I alighted and a crowd of policemen stood around 

with their rifles clutched in their hands. One other policeman came up to my 
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back and started pushing me towards the cell. I speechlessly staggered along 

until I was led into the cell, still ignorant of my offence. From the ribs of the 

cell gate, I yelled, but to no one in particular. 

‘Oga please, tell me what I have done wrong!” 

“Shut up your mouth, this criminal!” one of the policemen entering 

into an office behind said. While I was still standing holding the ribs of the 

gate, a heavy voice drummed at my back. 

“Hey! Little boy. Come here!” I turned to see who was speaking, but 

could not identify the owner of the voice among the different kinds of people 

with all kinds of expressions on their faces. There was absolute silence in the 

cell and millions of eyes focused on me. At this time, I became confused and 

was almost jumping out of myself. 

“Small boy!” roared one of the criminals; his voice almost like that of 

a lion. His eyeballs were as red as a beaming fire. I trembled like a child 

who had just seen a grimed ghost. 

‘What brought you here!” the man questioned, looking at my face 

with grimace. Frankly, I wanted to say something but the words could not 

come out. A grim-looking man sitting beside the first man stood up from the 

floor of the cell blinking and looking intensely at my face. 

“So GOC… was... asking you questions... and you are behaving like a 

fool!” the man heaved, as if the words were not willing to come out of his 

throat. Before I could make any plea to him when I saw the anger on his 

face, his thundering slaps had landed nosily on my face. I fell to the floor 

and the plea suddenly jammed out of my vibrating lips. 

“Please! Please! I beg you.” 
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The young man so called the GOC got up from his sat, paced up and 

down the cell-room while I was timidly sitting on the floor staring around 

other barricaded criminals. After a while, the GOC stopped and said: 

“Assistant, teach him more lessons! He is not ready to talk” 

Immediately I heard this, I nervously urinated all over myself. 

“I’ll talk! I’ll talk!” I cried out at last. 

“I know he must be one of those urchins who menace the streets. He 

thought he could toy with the GOC,” the assistant, as he was called, said as 

he stepped forward to carry out the order. 

‘Wait” the GOC shouted again. “Okay, 1 am listening.” He nodded 

and folded his hands backward. “You say you are now ready to tell us why 

you are in this our land of no mercy” he grimmed. 

“I was just passing by and I was caught,” I managed to say. 

“Just that?” one of the criminals asked in astonishment. The GOC 

nodded his head in delight. Perhaps he has believed what I had told him. He 

turned to the other inmates and said: 

“You can now welcome him.” Then he walked towards his usual 

place of sitting and got himself seated. I thought that everything was all 

over, when at first a young man by my side said to me: 

“You are welcome to the land of no mercy.” The other came closer 

and gave me a slap on my face, as his own way of saying welcome. After all 

these, I was finally ordered to prostrate before the GOC. I did, and the GOC 

nodded his head again and again. 

“Yes, now you have been legally welcomed into my little kingdom,” 

he laughed exposing his cavity-ridden teeth to me. 

“Oya, stand up and fan me,” he ordered me. Very quickly, I jumped 

up to my feet, picked up a thick brown paper, lying in front of him and 
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started fanning him. After some hours, the cell became gloomy and the GOC 

slept off. I gently dropped the paper, and sat down for my own rest at last. 

Five days later, a policeman called me by my name and asked me to 

come out. I became very happy. I though my parents had come for my bail. I 

rushed out of the cell. But to my utter surprise, I was handcuffed and taken 

to another room. As we got to the room, I was given a seat to sit down. I sat 

down and started staring around the room. I was still staring in confusion 

when my mind whispered to me that the room was a torture room. 

“Why have they brought me to this place? Is it not only criminals that 

should be brought to this place to be tortured and possibly for them to 

confess?” my mind questioned me. 

All this while, I was still debating within myself, when a neatly 

dressed police officer came into the room. The other two policemen who 

brought me into the room quickly saluted him as soon as they saw him come 

in. He glanced at them and said: 

 “Plug the electric iron”. 

“We have done that, Sir,” the policemen promptly replied. 

“Okay, leave us for some minutes,” the senior officer added. They 

quickly walked out of the room, and slammed the door behind themselves. 

The police officer stood at a point gazing into my face for some seconds. 

Then he walked up and down the room, as if he was inspecting something 

around the room. He felt the hotness of the electric iron and dropped it 

again. He raised a whip behind and dropped it again. After a while, he 

stopped and walked forward. 

“My little boy, what is your name?” he finally asked and he stopped in 

front of me. 

“My name is Udo,” I replied. 
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“Do you like to be imprisoned or be executed?” he further asked. 

“No Sir,” I said to him. 

“You know you are still young and would want to further your 

education,” he said as he walked across to my back, “Or wouldn’t you?” he 

probed. 

 “Yes, I have had that dream in me for long,” I answered delightedly. 

“Good boy! Then you just have to help us, so that we can help you.” 

“How do I help you, Sir” 

“To get the remaining members of your gang.” His accusation 

shocked me a great deal. 

“What gang?” I asked him. 

 “Your fellow assassins, of course.”  

“Sir, I don’t understand what you are saying,” I confessed. 

“Shut up, boy!” he barked. 

“Have you forgotten that you and your gang murdered one Mr. 

Adamu on his way to his brother, the Governor’s...” 

“What are you saying Sir?” I cut in nervously. 

“Shut up your mouth” he shouted, as he slapped me. 

“I don’t know what you are talking about,” I said aggressively. 

“Okay you don’t want to co-operate with us,” he added. “Sergeant 

Okon!” he shouted. Sergeant Okon came in and stood still in front of him.  

 “Torture him!” he said to him. Sergeant Okon unplugged the electric 

iron and scalded me with it. I screamed and cried for help but no help came. 

I tried to let him stop it but he wouldn’t. Rather, he kept on asking me the 

same questions. 

“Are you among the assassins or not?”  
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Repeatedly, I had told them that I was not one of the murderers. But 

none of them would believe me. So I decided to admit committing the crime 

if that would bring an end to the torture. 

“I am among,” I blurted out. 

“Who shot Mr. Adamu?” the officer quickly asked. 

“I shot him with my two hands,” I added. Sergeant Okon stopped, waiting 

for the officer to give another order. The officer nodded his head and then 

asked another question. 

“Do you know where the others are?” 

“But Sir, I have never in my life touched a gun, let alone being a 

member of a gang of assassins’ I explained. 

“So you still don’t want to say the truth?” the officer bragged. 

“No Sir,” I hissed. “Sergeant, burn him again with that iron”, he 

ordered. 

 Sergeant Okon pressed the hot iron to my body and the pains seeped deep 

into my blood stream, and to my bone marrows. I groaned in pains, after 

screaming nervously and admitting what I knew nothing about. 

            “Yes, I know them all,” I claimed. 

            “Good,” the officer said with a smile. 

           “Will you take us there or not?” he added. 

           “I will Sir,” I said timidly. 

The officer smiled and turned to Sergeant Okon, saying: “I am through with 

the criminal. You can now take him back to the cell. Perhaps by tomorrow 

he will take us to them.” 

“Yes Sir,” Sergeant Okon replied and stood at attention for a while. 

He later asked me to get up from the  seat on which I was sitting. He led me 

into the cell again. The following day, Sergeant Okon and a group of other 
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detectives led me out of the station in search of other members of the gang to 

which I claimed to belong. They asked me the particular place where the 

assassins were and I described a false hideout to them. They led me there 

and I tried to escape with the handcuffs still holding my hands together. I 

was almost running into the lagoon, even though I knew I could not swim. I 

heard a gun shot and soon after I discovered that my left limb had been 

maimed. I fell to the ground in pains, panting. I wished I was killed rather 

than unjustly being tortured. I raised up my head to look at my aching limb. I 

saw blood flowing uncontrollably out of the hole made on my limb by the 

bullet. As I was still rolling on tile ground in despair, one of the detectives 

walked up to me. He tore some piece out of my shirt and used it to tie up the 

bleeding wound. He dragged me on the road, then into their vehicle again 

and they drove out of the premises. 

In my anguish, I fell into sleep and couldn’t tell what was happening 

all the while that I was in the vehicle until I was woken up and ordered to 

alight from the vehicle. It was in front of a mighty hospital, as I could see 

immediately I looked around. 

The nurse who came around supported me and I was taken to one of 

the wards while the detectives followed me behind. I was handcuffed and 

motioned to a hospital bed and my limb was treated and bandaged with a 

white cotton wool and a soft bandage. I raised my head and glanced at my 

innocent limb once again and felt pity for myself. I felt like committing 

suicide so as to escape the pains I was passing through. But there was no 

means and no opportunity of doing so. Some minutes later, the detectives 

came in, all smiling. 

“Little rascal, how are you doing?” one of them asked. But I never 

answered them. 
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“Your parents are here. They will be coming in to see you in a minute 

time,” said another. After the news, they turned and were walking away, 

when I called back on one of them. 

“Please, excuse me, Sir.”  

He stopped and retreated to my bedside to hear me. 

“Sir, I want you to believe me. I’m not a criminal. I have never in my 

life touched a gun, let alone murdering somebody and becoming an 

assassin,” I blurted to them. 

“Okay, if you weren’t among the assassins, what were you doing at 

the scene of the murder with the assassins?” the man asked menacingly. 

“I didn’t even know that such a thing happened there. I was just going 

to my uncle’s place when I was caught” I replied him. 

“John, come let’s go! Don’t mind him. That is the way criminals 

talk,” one of the detectives shouted from the brim of the hospital door. And 

the so-called Mr. John left me still a victim of the offence I knew nothing 

about. 
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CHAPTER TWO 

 

Some minutes later, as they had said, my parents came in. They saw 

the marks of cruel beating all over my body and how I was mercilessly 

handcuffed to the hospital bed. They looked really provoked, as it showed 

on their gentle but worried faces. I noticed that my mother felt greatly for me 

since she could not just look into my disfigured face. My father coldly kept 

calm, mumbling his anguish in his mind. 

“Udo, how did you get yourself into this trouble?” my mother asked 

with tears. 

“I didn’t do anything. I was just going to Uncle Uche’s place before I 

was arrested and accused of being a member of a gang of assassins,” I 

replied. I tried to show some courage before my parents. 

“Where was that?” my father interrogated me. 

“It was along Badagry expressway,” I sneered. 

“What have they said is your offence?” he asked, as if he had not 

heard me say it. 

“They said I murdered one Mr. Adamu,  the Governor’s younger 

brother,” I explained.  

“Murdered?” my parents asked, in great astonishment. 

“Exactly, daddy”, I added. 

“It is really serious!” my father shouted. 

“What shall we do now, Papa Udo?” my mother questioned wearily. 
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“Don’t worry. We will do something fast and get him out of this 

trouble,” my father heartily replied to reassure my troubled mother. 

My father got up and my mother followed him out of the hospital, 

leaving only some words of advice and encouragement with me.The 

following day, my mother, accompanied by nobody, brought food for me in 

the hospital. The lady nurse that led her in asked her to taste the food she 

brought. She did, and gave it to me to eat. She sat behind me while I rushed 

the food. As soon as I finished eating, she started telling me that my father 

had contracted a lawyer to see to my bail. At that particular moment, I felt 

the gloomy dream of my distant freedom. I felt he should just come within a 

flash and get me out of what I called a mess. At the moment, confidence 

came into my heart once again. Before I could daydream again, I heard her 

say she was going back home. The sweet news about my possible bail 

helped to strengthen my sagging spirit. Even when I knew my mother had 

left, I still felt very happy. 

In the afternoon of the following day, my mother visited me again 

with food. After I had finished eating, she told me that the lawyer whom she 

called Mr. Chukwuma had gone to the Divisional Police Officer in charge of 

the case for my bail but was turned down. 

“So, the lawyer has vowed to take the case to the law court to prove 

your innocence,” my mother told me. 

“Why would the DPO turn him down?” I asked sorrowfully. 

“Don’t worry. Leave him. As much as I know, your freedom will be 

absolutely granted.” My mother’s words returned in me the confidence 

which had almost deserted me. Not long after my brief discussion with her, 

my mother left for home. 
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I stayed in the hospital until I was completely alright. The police came 

with a van and the next place I found myself was in the premises of a law 

court. I was led into the court room and then to the witness box. I turned my 

face behind me, and saw my parents at the corner of the foyer. They saw me 

and quickly they waved at me. I did not reply them with my wave of the 

hand but with a brief smile that soon disappeared as tears rolled down my 

mark-drawn face. 

My lawyer was called up and Mr. Chukwuma introduced himself to 

the judge. Also the government lawyer introduced himself as Mr. Williams. 

Soon, the hearing started. My defence counsel put forward a strong 

argument for me, while the government lawyer was in great difficulty trying 

to insinuate and prove things which never took place. After a protracted 

debate, the judge adjourned the case to the second day of April. Just 

immediately after the adjournment, I was handcuffed again and taken back 

into the police van and driven back to police cell. 

Two days later, my parents came to see me. I was brought out from 

the cell with handcuff holding my hands together. A seat was given to me 

and I wearily sat down staring sadly at my parents. 

“Udo, how are you doing?” my father asked sorrowfully. 

“Dad, I don’t know what to say,” I replied. 

“No, Udo, you are fine! Say you are fine! Just be positive. My God 

will surely rescue you for me, since your hands are clean,” my mother said, 

sounding optimistic. 

“Do you understand? Don’t just worry; God will help you” my father 

added. 

“There is one thing I know. Since you are innocent, nothing will 

happen to you” 
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“Oga, your time is up,” the police guard behind said to my parents. 

“Please, Sir, let him have his food.” my mother told the cop. 

“So you know you have some food for him and you’ve been here 

wasting my time all this while,” the police guard shouted. 

“Please, Sir, don’t be offended” my mother pleaded. 

The food was quickly opened for me, and in great hunger, I bounced on it. 

Within a twinkle of an eye the food was no more. After that, I was taken 

back into the cell and my parents just had to go back home. It was not so 

long, the second day of April came. I was taken once again to the Lagos 

High Court, and led into the witness box. 

After some brief formalities, the judge read his judgment. 

“... Mr. Udo has been found guilty of all the charges, pursuant to the 

provisions of the criminal code of the Federal Republic and has therefore 

been sentenced to death by hanging.” Immediately my mother heard the 

pronouncement, she fell between the benches and became unconscious. My 

father quickly grabbed her, calling her by her name. But she couldn’t 

answer. I felt bad and felt like running up to help her. As I was still looking, 

the policeman around urged me out of the court room and into the police 

van. 

The next place I found myself was in Kirikiri Maximum Security 

Prison. I was asked to come down from the poorly ventilated van. I came 

down and was led by some warders into the prison yard. I walked coldly into 

the prison yard, where I came face to face with strong grim faces again. I 

thought my welcome would be a savage beating more severe than that which 

I experienced in the police cell. But to my greatest surprise, everybody 

looked cold, mopping at me like fools which they probably might have not 

been. I paced towards the stone-built seat and sat down among them. Yet, no 
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voice was heard. Perhaps they too had been condemned to death or 

sentenced to life jail, my mind told me. I imagined myself being executed 

for something I actually knew nothing about. And perhaps, so many of them 

sitting around me were facing the same problem as mine. I felt they had all 

sat quietly and coldly because they were waiting for their death—the day it 

would call on them. . 

I turned my face to the ground and started thinking of my mother. I 

wondered whether she would survive the shock remembering how she fell 

unconscious in the room, and I couldn’t just help her. While I was still 

dreaming, a cold hand tapped my shoulder. I almost jumped out of my seat. 

It was time for my execution, I thought. “What is your name?” the haggard 

man asked. I turned my face towards him and answered. 

“My name is Udo”. 

“Well, all of us here know our days are numbered but we still share 

our identity with one another,” the man added. 

“My name is Pa Joe. I am the leader of all these people. Just as those 

leaders who have been executed handed this leadership over to me before 

they were taken away for execution. So shall I too hand over the leadership 

to another person when my own time comes.” he paused and shook his head 

and tears rolled down his unwashed cheeks. 

“Don’t be so afraid, my brother. It has happened and one can just do 

nothing to reserve the situation. When the time comes one had no option 

than to go courageously and never again to witness banishment by our 

people, our brothers and parents.” 

Tears rolled down his cheeks once again, and the fear of death drained 

him as he turned his face the other side. I myself felt restless and 

dumbfounded. Fear had come over my entire system. 
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“Well... it… it is too late now to crying,” he cautioned himself. He 

rubbed out the tears on his face with his dirty palm. 

“Udo, this man here is called Ali; this one is called Penlo. That one 

there is Philip. That one praying over there is called Johnson and that one 

sleeping is called Sammy...” He continued like that, introducing all the 

prisoners to me. After a while, Johnson got up from the floor where he was 

sitting and said: 

 “You might view it as stupid introducing the inmates to you. But you 

know these people including myself will be the only and last friends that can 

help you forget a bit of your sorrow which is yet to come.” 

Just immediately he had finished talking, a voice came from the 

prison gate. 

“Who is Johnson Agu?” He turned back to the gate and it was the 

executioners calling. He started crying. He had never wanted to go out to 

meet them. He wept bitterly. It was a weeping which I called his last. Pa Joe 

cautioned him and many others. They told him to take heart and go with 

them. 

The executioners ran out of patience and one of them angrily came 

into the prison cell and dragged him out. He followed them with louder 

scream for help but we couldn’t just do anything to help him since we all 

knew the same was definitely going to happen to us in no distant time. He 

was taken away and he never came back. Five days later, the executioners 

came again and Sammy was taken away, and we never saw him again. 

The next day, a young man was brought into the prison. Pa Joe asked 

him his name and he introduced himself as Mr. Ade. The following evening, 

the executioners came once more, this time, they picked up Pa Joe. He 

sorrowfully handed over the leadership of the cell to Philip who embraced 
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him and said good bye to him after the handover. I felt so bad seeing Pa Joe 

leave the prison for his place of death. 

I became very friendly with Ade. Most of the time, we chatted 

together. In one of our chats, he told me he was a hardened criminal and had 

lived an adventurous life of crime. He also asked me about myself and I 

narrated my unfortunate experiences to him. He felt for me, even when he 

knew he would face death also. 
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CHAPTER THREE 

 

Two days later, two soldiers led by a prison warder came to the gate 

of the prison yard. We thought they were the executioners, and perhaps, they 

had come for somebody whose time was due. But one of the two soldiers 

pointed his finger through the ribs of the gate. We traced the direction of his 

finger and it was pointing towards Ade and later Penlo and lastly at me. Fear 

gripped me instantly. 

“So the time for my execution is due,” I mumbled as I shivered in 

fear. The warder asked the three of us to come out. We quaked, crying in our 

hopelessness. Philip came and cautioned us and we walked out of the prison 

to meet the three uniformed men. 

Immediately we came out, we were handcuffed and taken to an office. 

A long bench was brought and we were asked to sit on it. We sat there 

waiting to hear perhaps prayers from the priests before our final execution. 

At that same moment, my mind whispered to me that if at all any priest 

would pray for us, it would be on the execution ground. After sometime, the 

soldiers came in. 

“Are they the soldiers that would carry out the execution?” my mind 

asked me. One of the soldiers walked up and sat on top of the table in front 

of us, while the other stood at the doorpost. The soldiers sitting on the table 

kept staring at us on and on without keeping his eyes off even for a second. 

The warder who had been busy looking for some records all the while 

turned back to see our grim faces once again. 
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“Yes,” he said immediately as he turned to us. 

“I have a business for you...” He paused gazing into our faces one 

after another. 

“I think it is better for you to accept the proposal else you will be tied 

to those drums outside there and be wasted, as it is your portion.” He 

bragged and tightened up his face, looking so cruel and heartless. We look 

towards the direction he had pointed towards lately, and it looked like the 

real execution grounds I have been seeing mostly on our television screen at 

my home. That was when I was still a free citizen. 

“... This business is a very risky and simple one. If any one of you 

succeeds in it, he would be freed,” he added, looking aggressively at us. We 

all felt a bit relieved of ‘our gnawing fear.’ 

“What is your response?” he asked. “Agreed Sir,” Ade said. “What of 

the rest of you?” he harshly asked us. 

“Agreed Sir,” we replied too. 

“Good,” the man muttered. He turned to the soldier sitting on the 

table. 

“Okay, can I have my money now? They would go with you.” 

“Good. This is the cheque for one million naira,” the soldier said to 

him, as he handed him a cheque leaflet. The soldiers smiled at us for the first 

time and asked: 

 “How are you doing?”  

“Fine,” we all replied. 

 “Good.” he nodded his head. 

“Call me Captain Abdulahi and that my friend standing over there, 

call him Sergeant Yusuf.” He paused, looked sternly into our faces again and 

asked; 
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“What are your names?” 

“My name is Penlo,” Penlo introduced himself and later the two of us 

also. 

“And this is Ade while this is ‘Udo.” 

“Okay, Penlo, Ade and Udo listen and listen well. We are traveling to 

Bouake in Ivory Coast to rescue a little child called Emeka Obi. The father 

of the child is the popular Chief Calms Obi if you may know him.” 

“Chief Calms Obi?” Mr. Ade asked, marveled. 

“Yes. That is to tell you that this is not a child’s play. We are going 

for real war,” the soldier intoned. He stopped talking and got up from the 

table. He waved his hand to Sergeant Yusuf and the Sergeant brought out his 

pistol and made his feelings known to us. 

“If you make any ridiculous movement you may be lucky to lose your 

life,” he emphasized, as he loaded his pistol with bullets. 

“Okay. Now move!” he ordered, as he led us outside with his pistol 

pointing to our backs. 

Not too long after, we got to their car, parked outside and got into it. 

We still had heavy chains tied to our legs and handcuffs on our hands. In a 

flash, the car drove out of Kirikiri. After a while, we found ourselves in a 

forest. We were urged to alight from the car. We alighted and finally we 

were tied to an Iroko tree. Without saying a word to us, they left us and went 

back to the car and drove out of the forest. We stayed there for days: 

wondering whether we were brought actually for sacrifice. Perhaps, the 

Bouaka in Ivory Coast, they had told us, was another meaning of eternity in 

hell. I imagined Penlo and Ade having the same thought with me, or 

perhaps, having a thought that was much more distressful than mine. We 

struggled among ourselves to get the heavy rope loosened but it was 
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securely tied. I thought of a hunter emerging from nowhere and rescuing us 

from our imminent death. But my thought traversed a mere dream. 

One morning, as soon as the sun set at the east part of the sky, we 

heard a zooming noise, coming and drawing nearer. Fear gripped us. 

“Our death is drawing closer,” my mind whispered. Not long after, the 

car emerged. A fat-stomached man stepped down from it, followed by 

Captain Abdulahi and Sergeant Yusuf, who quickly walked up to his sides. 

He stared at us and nodded his head in contentment. 

“Yes, they are all okay” he said. 

“But I hope they know where they are going and what they are going 

to do,” he added. 

“Yes Sir. We have enlightened them,” Captain Abdulahi replied. 

“Good,” he sad. He walked closer to us while we were tied to the 

Iroko tree and started talking. 

“Welcome, gentlemen. My name is Chief Calms Obi. My son has 

been kidnapped by a man called Dan Pedro who heads a band of gunmen in 

a forest area of Bouaka in Ivory Coast. Anybody who survives this attack 

among the three of you would no longer lack anything in his life, but 

provided my boy comes back with you alive. Every other thing shall be 

made known to you by your Captain.” Then he walked back to the car. 

Sergeant Yusuf followed him to the car, while Captain Abdulahi waited 

behind. 

Soon after the car had been driven away, Captain Abdulahi drew out 

his-dagger and cut off the rope with it. We fell to the ground tiredly. He 

brought a basket for us and told us to help ourselves. Without remembering 

to ask for water to wash our hands, we pounced on the food, and the food 

finished within a few minutes. While we were still relaxing, to let the 
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gobbled up food sink properly, Captain Abdulahi brought out his mobile 

phone handset from its jacket. He dialed some numbers and started speaking 

to somebody. 

“Major Akim, we would need about ten pistols, five rifles and a 

helicopter for the mission.” He switched off the handset and put it back into 

its jackets. 

He showed us two pictures - the picture of the young Emeka and that 

of Dan Pedro. We all glanced at them one after the other and were satisfied. 

“Yes, boys. We must make sure we kill the man.” Captain Abdulahi 

intoned, pointing at the picture of Dan Pedro. He finally brought a map: He 

hung it to a tree and started describing how we were to undertake the 

mission later. He stopped and started bracing for action.  

“Everybody listen and listen carefully. I suppose the three of you here 

know that I am your Captain. As we’ll soon leave to carry out our 

assignment, I expect you to obey my instructions. If you fail to do so, you 

may end up falling into the hands of the enemy, or I may even get you 

eliminated by myself. Understood?” He tightened up his face and continued. 

“My prayer has always been that we should all go and come back home in 

peace.” He walked out of us. While we were still studying the map the 

Captain came back with some pairs of army uniform. 

“Collect yours, according to your sizes,” he instructed us. We 

collected the uniform and soon Captain Abdulahi told us that we were going 

to start with intensive training. He taught us how to handle pistols and rifles, 

using the single rifle around. We were also taught to shoot without missing 

targets. After that, he taught us how to use daggers: demonstrating mock 

combat with his own dagger. 



23 

 

 “Push the dagger into the person’s belly and drag it towards the 

heart,” he said with satisfaction on his face, and with his right eye half-

closed. 

A minute later, we heard the buzzing sound of a helicopter. The 

Captain stopped his instruction, demonstration and explanation. He began to 

wave at the helicopter. The helicopter which had been flying around in the 

air all the while swiftly flew down towards his direction and landed in front 

of him. Sergeant Yusuf pushed so many bags down from the helicopter 

which fan was still turning speedily. The bags were loosened and opened. 

One of the bags contained pistols, another contained rifles, while another 

was loaded with canned foods and bags and other important things. We 

shared all of them among ourselves and were fully ready for the journey. 

Some minutes later, Captain Abdulahi urged us to jump into the 

helicopter. We all entered and got ourselves seated. Captain Abdulahi and 

Sergeant Yusuf joined us and the helicopter flew up. I watched the ground 

getting deeper as the helicopter zoomed upwards. While we were still on the 

air, I started praying in my mind that God should help me out of this tedious 

and hazardous adventure that I found myself in. So many thoughts came into 

my mind, one of which was whether I would survive the mission. As I was 

still imagining things, I heard a call beside me. 

“Udo... Udo.” I came back to myself and answered. 

“What?” I turned back immediately and it was Ade calling.  

“This is our real chance to survive. In fact, we are going to make sure 

we get that stupid Dan Pedro dead and bring back that little Emeka. Or what 

do you think?” I looked at him once again and kept quiet. 

“Are you still afraid?” he asked  
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“I am not afraid, but one just has to acknowledge the presence of 

danger,” I replied emotionally. 

“Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha!” He is chickenhearted. Even now that he knows he 

can still escape death,” Penlo said mockingly. I kept calm and was busy 

gazing into the cluster of trees and bushes that looked from my aerial view 

like carpet grasses. The seas and rivers were all like blue desert. And the 

birds of the air were as free as the air itself. How I wish humans are like the 

birds. How I wish human beings were as friendly as those birds I saw 

around. 

         I imagined the helicopter flying without relaxing itself on any object. I 

wondered why it was now that my death was fast approaching that I should 

travel in a helicopter. Perhaps, it was my last dream thing to enjoy now that I 

was still alive. I imagined. While all these imaginations were still dancing 

around my memory, the pilot announced to Captain Abdulahi: 

 “We are in Ivory Coast. Whatsoever you want to instruct your boys, 

you had better do it now. In the next five minutes, we will be arriving 

Bouake”. 

“Thank you Sergeant Olu,” Captain Abdulahi hissed. He turned to us 

and started talking.” 

“Boys, I have no more things to tell you! But, remember to listen 

before taking any step or making any move. Remember you have no 

suggestion to make. Rather, your duty is to obey all my instructions and 

promptly too. Remember I am the Captain. I’ll tell you the right thing to do 

at the right time.” 
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CHAPTER FOUR 

 

Five minutes later, the pilot made his announcement: “We are now in 

Bouake. Captain Abdulahi, where do I drop you?”  Captain Abdulahi 

pointed to a bushy area and he flew the helicopter towards the direction. 

Captain Abdulahi later turned to us and told us to be ready to jump down. 

Everybody was at alert waiting for the shout. The helicopter flew low 

towards the bush and we all jumped into the bush. The helicopter continued 

to fly. It flew higher and later out of sight. Captain Abdulahi brought out his 

pair of binoculars and surveyed the distance where we would be heading. He 

kept the survey meter into his kit bag and asked us to follow him. We 

trekked forward. It was like an endless journey until we got to a particular 

place where we stopped for some rest. Captain Abdulahi brought out his 

map and glanced at it. After a minutes of rest, we got up and started walking 

again. After a long and tedious trek, we discovered a moor mire place. 

Between it and up to its extreme was a dry well-traced narrow path. 

Soon as we got there, Captain Abdulahi raised his right hand signaling 

a stop. But Penlo reluctantly stepped forward starring around confidently. 

Unknowingly, he almost stepped on a planted bomb. Captain Abdulahi saw 

it and quickly shouted: “Stop! Don’t move.”  Penlo nonchalantly turned 

back, perhaps to see something. The bomb exploded and Penlo’s body was 

grounded to a pulp. 

“So Penlo is dead! Just like that?” Ade marveled. 

“Fuck!” Captain Abdulahi cried. 

         “Upon all our instructions, he still had to die a foolishly death,” 

Sergeant Yusuf yelled. 
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As soon as he had finished making the statement, we heard gunshots 

coming from many directions. 

“Go down!” Captain Abdulahi screamed. 

We all fell to the ground, waiting for more instructions from Captain 

Abdulahi. We stayed lying on the ground until thick clouds of smoke 

covered everywhere. The gunshots stopped. Perhaps, the assailants thought 

we had all perished. 1 raised my face heartily gazing through the thick dark 

cloud of smoke and could not imagine seeing some bands of dangerously 

armed gunmen approaching us. 

Before anybody else, I had raised my rifle and opened fire. I noted 

shooting down instantly three members of the group. Captain Abdulahi, 

Sergeant Yusuf and Ade joined immediately. All of them who were racing 

back to their hideouts were gunned down. We got up into the cloud of smoke 

and there lay the lifeless bodies of the assailants in the mire. They looked as 

if they were still in their vim and would get up and start shooting at us again. 

Captain Abdulahi waved his hand to us as he walked through the narrow 

way of the mire. We walked carefully forward, stepping over all the planted 

mines, as Captain Abdulahi had directed. 

We finally walked out of the path into the bush. Just as we walked a 

bit forward, we heard some noise. The noise was coming from a distance. 

After a while, a gunshot followed. Captain Abdulahi signaled us and we all 

laid low. Sergeant Yusuf brought out his pair of binoculars and surveyed 

into the distance. He saw gunmen around in their ambush. They were 

dangerously armed with machine-guns. 

Captain Abdulahi signaled us to advance, as he crept on his belly 

towards the direction. We crept for hours, uttering no words, until we could 

see the gunmen through the bush space in their ambush. Captain Abdulahi 



27 

 

signaled us to spread out and we all did. We are still in our laying posture. 

After a couple of minutes when he sensed that we had all positioned 

ourselves in safe positions, he ordered us to open fire. The gunmen who 

were expecting us to appear for their aggression were astonished, at hearing 

gunshots arising from an unexpected attack, so many of them lay dead 

before they could locate where the heavy firing was coming from. A few of 

them who were lucky not to be hit, and who felt they could no longer defend 

themselves fled in different directions. They saw that they were just dying in 

their hundreds without really knowing where the bullets were coming from. 

Within some time, everywhere was silent again. We waited in our hideouts 

to see whether there was a pocket of opposition. But nobody was seen. We 

noticed however, that some parts of the bush were burning and a cloud of 

smoke was moving up into the sky. 

We came out from our hideouts walking towards Captain Abdulahi, 

when I heard a gunshot. Immediately, I jumped into hiding, looking straight 

to the direction of the gunshot. There was Sergeant Yusuf lying on the 

ground inside the bush, and was screaming. Ade covered him up, firing into 

a nearby thickly covered bush. Shouts of pain came and died down 

immediately. I got up from the ground and walked up to the corners of the 

trees around. I crossed over to the back of the covered bush only to discover 

that the five men hiding there were all dead. Their bodies were riddled by 

bullets. 

Ade rushed quickly towards Sergeant Yusuf. He removed his bag 

from his back and brought out some first aid materials and applied some 

medicines on the wounds. He also brought out white bandage and bandaged 

the wounded left leg. While Ade was still treating Sergeant Yusuf, Captain 

Abdulahi and I flanked them to give them over. After a while, Captain 
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Abdulahi sensed some danger. He was no more comfortable remaining at the 

same spot. 

         “Ade, oya carry him. We must leave this place immediately because I 

have sensed danger.” Ade heartily carried Sergeant Yusuf on his shoulder 

and we sprinted out of that area. In a short time, we were at a safe place. 

Captain Abdulahi asked Ade to drop Sergeant Yusuf, and he gently placed 

him on the ground. Captain Abdulahi took over the treatment. We walked to 

a distance to monitor movements. Not long after, Sergeant Yusuf was back 

on his feet. Then, we started moving.  Captain Abdulahi was in front, asking 

us to follow. We all followed him immediately. We trekked until we got to a 

rocky land, free and calm; except that wind was making some whispering 

noise and the birds of the air chanting some sweet but silly songs. 

We were all seriously armed with our rifles, flashing left and right, 

and our eager ears were wide open. We walked up the rocky land space, and 

saw damaged huts and rusty machine guns and fresh human skulls littering 

the place. 

Before we could know what was happening, a heavy sound emerged 

from a distance. 

“Everybody, take cover!” Captain Abdulahi ordered. Everybody 

scampered, and took cover at the back of the rocks. We held out rifles, 

battle-ready, pointing the muzzle to the east of the sky. We were aware that 

the sound was that of a helicopter. 

Suddenly, the helicopter emerged with a man standing at its door with 

a machine gun strapped on his neck. We had not dashed down for safety 

cover when the man opened fire. The power of the bullets was so heavy that 

a man could be torn into pieces if one of the bullets hit him. Sergeant Yusuf 

emerged from his hideout and fired back at the helicopter.  
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However, he missed the target as the helicopter flew out of its former 

position. The man in the helicopter fired again and the heavy bullets struck 

and destroyed the tree where Captain Abdulahi was hiding. Luckily, for him, 

he had escaped from there before hand. 

All this while, I had been aiming to gun down the helicopter man, but 

my bullets kept hitting around the helicopter itself. Before I could fire more, 

the man turned his machine gun towards me, and was shooting continuously. 

I quickly dashed down to the root of the rock to save myself from his bullets. 

Before I could know anything, I heard something fall like a bunch of palm 

fruits on the ground. I raised my head in fear and it was the stubborn 

helicopter man who had slumped on the ground. I quickly looked straight 

behind me and it was Ade who had done the perfect job. He rushed towards 

the man and discovered that the man was cold already. 

Up there stood Captain Abdulahi and Sergant Yusuf shooting at the 

helicopter, which flew along a distance in a cloud of murky smokes. We all 

relaxed for a while before Captain Abdulahi brought out his map. He studied 

it briefly. He then instructed: 

“Let’s go to the right.” He led the way while we all followed without 

delay. We trekked for a very long time until it was night. We soon walked 

out of the bush path as commanded by Captain Abdulahi— still trekking 

down with the help of our torch lights until we became tired. We settled in a 

bush covered area. We made a little bonfire to illuminate the whole place. 

We then brought out our canned foods and started to eat. After our meal, we 

were advised to have a nap. Later, the bonfire was put out. A while later, we 

heard someone snoring. 
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“Who might have been so fast asleep in this horrible and insecure 

place of death?” I mumbled as I woke to see who the culprit was. Captain 

Abdulahi woke up from his slumber too. 

“Who is that? Who is making that silly noise?” he roared. He stared 

around and found out that it was Ade who was deeply asleep. He woke him 

up immediately and grabbed him by the neck. 

“Look! You had better stop making this beastly noise or I get you 

killed before you implicate us. Right?” the Captain bellowed. Ade managed 

to reply. Captain Abdulahi pushed him out of his reach and went back to 

sleep. Ade stayed awake for a while before going back to sleep. He slept 

quietly for some time and started snoring again. 

Sergeant Yusuf got up angrily. He pulled out his pistol and pointed it 

on Ade’s head, as he woke him up. 

“Look, do you think you are in your bedroom? You had better be 

careful or I blow off your brain!” he thundered. 

Captain Abdulahi woke up and calmed Sergeant Yusuf down, and 

Sergeant Yusuf put back his pistol. 

“In fact, let us go before this man implicates us,” Captain Abdulahi 

added. We all carried our kit bags on our backs, again. We switched on our 

torch lights, reloaded our rifles and started going. We trekked on in the quiet 

cool bush. It was as if we would never come out of the bush again to see 

houses and human beings. Few minutes later, we got to a place where we 

saw a wooden bridge at a distance. We were apprehensive that our foes 

could be very much around there. 

“Calm down.” Captain Abdulahi ordered. 

“We just need to be careful. We all know that the bridge over there 

can’t just be free. There must be some gunmen around there,” he whispered 



31 

 

to us. We walked carefully towards the wooden bridge. We saw two men 

armed with dangerous weapons. One of them was sitting behind the bridge 

and the other was standing facing the direction of the bridge. A minute later, 

the one who was standing joined the one that was already seated. 

“Perhaps these men are now sleeping. So, Sergeant Yusuf go and take 

care of them,” Captain Abdulahi ordered.  

“The rest of us must be ready to back him up,” he added. Sergeant 

Yusuf slid towards them. He pulled out his dagger, bent low and moved 

steadily towards the two men. In a flash, he grabbed one of them by the 

neck, and later cupped the man’s mouth with his hand. Swiftly, he 

slaughtered him with the sharp dagger on his right hand. The dying man 

struggled and let out a scary scream which automatically awakened the other 

man. He rushed up with his rifle and Sergeant Yusuf quickly slogged his 

face to prevent him from shooting. 

The man fell down and dropped his rifle in the process. The man 

remembered his pistol as he was still on the ground. He was forcing it out of 

its sheath when Sergeant Yusuf rushed up to him and stabbed him severally 

on his throat. The man expired and laid still. From the distance, Sergeant 

Yusuf waved at us. We all rushed towards the wooden bridge without delay. 

The sound made by our feet stirred some security men stationed around the 

bridge area, and they promptly opened fire at us. As we were still running up 

in the middle of the bridge, I heard the whistling sound of hot bullets hitting 

every angle of the bridge. 

“Run faster! They are close at our back,” Sergeant Yusuf urged me. 

He was right at my back. Sergeant Yusuf turned back slightly as he ran and 

fired back at the enemies. 
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As we approached the edge of the bridge, I heard the sound of a heavy 

bomb and the bridge was blown up, throwing us out unto the other side. We 

all got up from the ground and dashed towards the rocky bush. Soon, we got 

into the bush and settled down for some rest. It was a narrow escape. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER  FIVE 

  

Captain Abdulahi studied  his  map  and  later dipped  it into  his kit  

bag.  He looked to the right and said: “Let’s take this way.” We walked 

carefully in between trees out of the bush path. As we approached a place 

where the bush path that was some distance away was linked to a dusty road, 

we saw a group of gunmen captained  by a man with a bushy moustache. 

The man spoke in a strange language to his men as they were following him. 

At the same time, he was pointing towards the bush. The indication of his 

pointed finger and the way he moved his lips  appeared he might  have been  

saying: “I know they must have been hiding  in this  bush.”  
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“I know the gun men we have so far met had radio their colleagues 

immediately that we are around this place,” Captain Abdulahi whispered  to 

us. 

Not  quite long  the  heavily mustached  man divided  his men into 

sections, with  each  section  taking a different  direction in search  of us. 

Captain Abdulahi watched them go to their different directions before saying 

to us:  “You know what? We are going to kill these enemies in silence.” We 

all hung our rifles on our shoulders as he instructed, and pulled out our 

daggers. He directed us towards each section of the gunmen. We all crept 

forward. I soon got behind the two gunmen who were actually heading 

towards my direction: They were stalking around the bush looking for our 

hideouts.  

Their bloodshot eyes beamed everywhere and their rifles were held 

firmly in their hands, ready to fire anybody that appeared like a foe to 

pieces. As I was still peeping from my hideout, I was very much afraid: 

afraid of making any silly mistake that mighty cost me my life. 

The enemies still stalked ahead searching around. I thought of who to 

attack first. I stood alert with my sharp dagger in my hand coming towards 

them from their back  and was just praying in my mind that they should not 

just look back at that very moment. This was because I knew that would be 

the end of me. At last, I was there! I grabbed the huge one among them and 

in a flash, slit his throat with my dagger. The slim man turned round and 

swung his rifle ready to shoot me. I quickly pushed the huge body of the 

man I had just daggered out of my body and towards the slim gunman. The 

heavy lifeless body of the man pulled him to the ground and his rifle fell out 

of his hands to a reasonable distance. 
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He managed to push the dead body out of himself, and thereafter, 

started creeping towards his rifle. Before he could get to his rifle, I had 

pounced upon him and stabbed his throat. He too gave up the ghost, and was 

lying in the pool of his own blood. 

I got up and walked out of the scene. Not up to five paces further, was 

Ade struggling to escape a sharp dagger from lodging itself in his face. And 

beside him was one of the gunmen lying in a pool of blood. I race up there 

before the man could overpower him. He was just below and holding the 

man’s and with the dagger in suspense. When I got there and struck the 

man’s neck with the butt of my rifle, the man fell to the ground unconscious. 

Ade got up and picked up his dagger which was lying freely on the 

grass. He sank it on the broad chest of the man who lay helpless on the 

grass, and so offered no resistance. 

Captain Abdulahi and Sergeant Yusuf soon emerged to meet us. They 

asked whether we were alright and we promptly replied: “Yes sir”. They 

announced that we must leave immediately. And we followed them as they 

led the way. 

“But what of the rest?” Ade asked. 

“We have taken good care of them” Sergeant Yusuf replied. We came 

out to the large road and were walking straight, when we saw from a 

distance, a village-like structure. Captain Abdulahi once again brought out 

his binoculars and viewed the distance. It was discovered to be a little 

village. 

“Yes, this seems to be the place we have been searching for,” Captain 

Abdulahi sneered. 
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 We left the road and walked into a nearby bush which was very close 

to the village. From that vantage position we gazed into the village. There 

were gunmen all over, pacing up and down the village. 

“Perhaps we could not succeed in this mission,” I easily concluded, as 

all the gunmen were armed with powerful machines guns. The gunmen had 

bullets chains all over their dreadful looking bodies, while we had just mere 

rifles.      

Some hours later, it was nightfall. Captain Abdulahi told us to keep 

watch, while he went into the village to find out whether Dan Pedro, our foe 

and the young boy we had come to rescue were there. He waited for some 

time, until he sensed that the security men were not concentrating their 

attention on his direction. He then crawled out of the bush and ran under the 

bush near another hut which was close to yet another beautifully decorated 

hut surrounded by heavily armed security men. He later came out and rushed 

into the hut. A while later, a fat-stomached man came out from the decorated 

hut and was heading towards a helicopter. Sergeant Yusuf might have 

imagined something. He quickly brought out a picture from his pocket. 

“Yes, this is the Dan Pedro whom we are in search of. That means the 

boy is here!” he concluded immediately. 

“What! Do you mean that that man going over there is Dan Pedro? 

The man holding my freedom? Then, what am I waiting for?” Ade boasted. 

“Wait! Don’t go anywhere; we’ll still get him,” Sergeant Yusuf said 

and held him  

“Can’t you see? He is going away. Let’s get him now!” Ade urged, 

and hit Sergeant Yusuf’s hand off himself. 

“Don’t!” Sergeant Yusuf hollered. Ade ignored him. He jumped out 

of our hideout and was now face to face with the armed security men and 
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every other person around. They tried to stop him but he opened fire. Before 

they could retaliate, he had shot five of the security men down. 

Dan Pedro quickly rushed to the door of the helicopter, but had 

received some gunshots on his back. He fell into the helicopter which flew 

up immediately. 

Gunmen emerged from all angles and opened fire on Ade, who 

positioned himself at the side of the bush, getting so many of the armed men 

dropped dead. I was moved the way thousands of men were shooting at Ade. 

1 wanted to come out to help him out but Sergeant Yusuf held me back. 

“Don’t go or you will be killed.” After a while, Ade’s bullets got 

finished in his rifle and he needed to reload the rifle. He quickly brought 

down his bag in an attempt to take a another magazine of bullets, when 

many more gun men rushed forward from both sides and surrounded him. 

He tried to make an escape bid but they fired at him a volley of bullets. He 

fell on his face and the pool of his own blood circled around him. The 

attackers kicked at him; raising his face up to the sky to be sure he was 

lifeless. They were satisfied with what they saw. 

I watched Ade lay still in the pool of his own blood, wasted for 

adventure’s sake. A few minutes later, we saw captain Abdulahi coming out 

with the little boy Emeka Obi. However, almost immediately, he was 

arrested by the security men, who were now at alert. As they pushed him 

along, one of them slogged his face and collected his rifle from him. He was 

handcuffed and taken away while we watched helplessly. 

We stayed in our hideout for long for fear of being caught and killed. 

At the same time, we were thinking of how to rescue Captain Abdulahi and 

the little boy. Sergeant Yusuf came up with an idea. He said he would be 
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going into the hut to see how our dream could be realized. I had no other 

option than to agree with him. 

He crept out, within a space of some minutes, I could not find him 

again. For a very long time, I did not know his whereabouts. I started 

wondering if he had been killed, and what I would readily do to rescue 

Captain Abdulahi and the child. Would I survive it myself? As I was 

imagining and praying, I saw a shadow grab a man at a distance and readily 

silenced him. My mind quickly whispered to me that the shadow must be 

that of Sergeant Yusuf. After some time, I saw him clearly as he jumped 

amidst two other gunmen and finished them off with his dagger. Sergeant 

Yusuf dragged them to a distance where the bodies would rarely be seen. He 

crept back into the bush to meet me. 

“Why did you stay so long?” I asked him in a low tone. 

“Because I have discovered their power house and I have planted 

there, most of the time bombs I picked up from around there,” he replied. 

“Did you see Captain Abdulahi and the little boy?”  I asked. 

“I was just unable to go in through the hut’s back door because there 

were many security men there,” he explained. 

“Keep this with you,” he said as he extended a set of strange 

electronic material to me. He began to reload his rifle. 

“What is this?” I questioned him 

“It is a set responsible for those bombs that I have planted.” He got up 

from our ambush. 

“I want to go into that decorated hut. Be at alert here,” Sergeant Yusuf 

announced. He was about to leave when he sensed something. One of those 

security men parading the village might have overheard us and might have 
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suspected our presence in the bush. He summoned the courage to walk 

across all alone towards our direction to check properly. 

Sergeant Yusuf saw him approaching and quickly signaled me that I 

should shut up my mouth. He brought out his pistol and fixed a silencer to it, 

pointing it towards the man and waiting for him to show up his face properly 

close to our hideout. The young security man was now in front of us, but 

couldn’t see properly. He flashed his torchlight towards our direction and 

soon brought low his face to see properly when the bullet from Sergeant 

Yusuf’s pistol pierced through his brain and he fell down. We got up and 

dragged him behind while we crawled back into our ambush. 

Sergeant Yusuf stared upwards into the enemy’s compound once 

again and saw that everywhere was free and bare. Perhaps the security men 

had all gone to rest. Immediately, he cracked his rifle and crouched out into 

the desolate compound, and signaled that he was coming back. He ran 

quickly towards the open decorated hut.  The moment he was getting into 

the door, a security man emerged. He was coming out from the decorated 

hut. 

Sergeant Yusuf did not take note of the man in time, as he was 

looking at his back to see whether any of the security guards was around to 

see him go into the hut. Before he could look front to see the young security 

man, he had struck his face with the butt of his machine gun. Sergeant Yusuf 

fell to the ground, bleeding through his nostrils. The security man called 

others and they all gathered around him. I was still in my ambush watching 

everything happening. I knew that if Sergeant Yusuf was killed, my hope for 

survival definitely would be very slim. I felt there was just no way I could 

challenge and conquer those well-trained gunmen and security men I saw 

pacing around. In a moment, one of the security men surrounding Sergeant 
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Yusuf, pulled his rifle and pointed it at Sergeant Yusuf. I knew he was just 

going to shoot. I though it would be silly of me waiting to see more actions. 

I lifted my bag and crazily staggered out of my ambush, firing 

indiscriminately, and thinking of my survival no more. And within a twinkle 

of an eye, all those men were bullet-ridden, and they lay dead. 

The noise of my shooting had woken more gunmen, and they came in 

their hundreds. Sergeant Yusuf rushed at his riflethat was lying on the 

ground, turned its muzzle to their direction and started returning bullet for 

bullet. I rolled into the hut, clasped my rifle in my hand. There stood five 

gunmen armed with machine guns and the man called Dan Pedro at the very 

back of Captain Abdulahi, who was tied to a huge metal chair. 

“Yes, it is over” Dan Pedro shouted as he saw me. “Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha!” 

he guffawed. In fright, I gazed into a nearby cage, and found the little Emeka 

inside. 

“Stop!” Dan Pedro shouted, as I stalked closer with my rifle pointing 

to his face.  

“Shoot everybody. Don’t even care about me,” Captain Abdulahi 

interrupted. 

“Drop your gun or else that little boy in the cage and this so-called 

Captain of yours would be waiting for you in hell!” Dan Pedro threatened. 

“Udo! Don’t. Else he kills you too,” Captain Abdulahi countered. He 

was slogged with the butt of a pistol by Dan Pedro. I became so confused. I 

knew if 1 didn’t comply with them, they might kill Captain Abdulahi to 

show their seriousness. I decided to drop my pistol and my rifle. 

“Keep it out of your reach,” Dan Pedro commanded. I quickly winked 

to Emeka the little boy and kicked the pistol into his cage but unknown to 

Dan Pedro. 
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“And your rifle,” one of the gunmen reminded me. I kicked my rifle 

out in from of me a bit.  

“Why, Udo? Why?” Captain Abdulahi cried. He received a slap for it  

“Yes, Chief Calms Obi stole my money and now he wants to kill me. 

But now...” Emeka picked up the pistol without saying a word and shot Dan 

Pedro’s head. He fell face-down. The gunmen raised their machine gun and 

fired at me, and ruining all the contents of my kitbag strapped to my back. I 

dashed out of my former position, then to where my rifle laid. I picked up 

my rifle and found out that the attackers had all fled the hut, through the 

back door. 

“Get them,” Captain Abdulahi urged. I rushed towards the door and 

kicked with the expectation that the gunmen were still around. I later gazed 

into the distance and saw they were already inside a helicopter. 

They saw me coming after them and started firing at me with their 

machine guns. It was not easy for me to duck from the barrage of gunshots. 

One of the bullets got my legs, and I fell down in pain. The firing continued, 

but I managed to roll into safety. The helicopter flew and was trying to 

gather momentum. I got up from my hideout, targeting the pilot and 

succeeded in gunning him dead. The helicopter lost control and crash-

landed. It raised clouds of dust coupled with dark, thick smoke. After some 

seconds, the smoke took over the whole place. I stooped low to the ground 

to prevent myself from sniffing the dangerous murky cloud of smoke in the 

air. 

Some minutes later, I heard some noisy sneezing at a distance. I raised 

my head towards the direction when I saw that everywhere was a bit calm. 

The gunmen also saw me and opened fire on me. I sprang up and took 

refuge at the back of a drum which was a stone’s throw away from me, 
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A while later, the sounds of their firing died down. Although I noticed 

the lull, I still did not walk out from my hiding immediately. However, there 

was sporadic shooting from another axis. That was when I sensed that they 

were out of their former direction. 

I crawled out and saw them going in the distance. I stretched out my 

rifle and shot one of them down. The remaining three turned back and 

started shooting at me. I rolled back to the drum for cover. The bullets were 

hitting on the drum continuously. I bent lower and lower. The bullets 

stopped hitting on the drum at my hideout but the sound of shooting was still 

being heard in the air. After some time, it stopped finally. I came out again, 

and found everywhere cool and noiseless. I gazed farther into the dying 

cloud of smokes and saw the men lying dead on the ground. I flashed my 

eyes at the corner and saw Sergeant Yusuf coming from behind. 

“Now I believe the battle has come to an end”, Sergeant Yusuf 

announced. I rested my back on the drum and felt relaxed for the first time. 

It was not long when the door of the hut which was opposite me was kicked 

open. Frightened, I grabbed my rifle quickly and was ready to shoot. But 

finally it was Captain Abdulahi with the little boy, Emeka Obi. I dropped my 

rifle again and was trying to arrest the bleeding wound on one of my legs. 

Captain Abdulahi saw me and quickly came to me. Without waiting any 

further he tore out a peace out of my khaki wears and later used it in tying 

my bleeding left leg. 

Captain Abdulahi dipped his hand into his pocket and brought out a 

mobile phone handset. He dialed some numbers and ordered for a helicopter. 

He put back the handset into his pocket. He carried me on his shoulder and 

said to Sergeant Yusuf who was now standing at the side of the drum: 
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“We must get out of this place quickly before more of these gunmen 

would come up and accost us.”  He walked up to the front still carrying me 

on his shoulder while Emeka Obi followed him at his right hand side. 

Sergeant Yusuf followed us by the rear with his rifle on the ready. A while 

later a heavy sound was heard. We waited to see which it was. Fortunately, it 

was the sound of our helicopter. Captain Abdulahi waved at it and it flew 

low and later landed. We went in and it flew up again, and immediately 

gathered speed. 

  

 

      CHAPTER SIX 

 

After some hours, we arrived Lagos. Captain Abdulahi ordered for an 

ambulance. Within some minutes, it arrived and I was taken by it to the 

hospital for treatment. After some weeks, I was sound and healthy again. I 

was invited by Chief Calms Obi. I went and was given two million naira 

cash and a Volvo car as a reward for the risk I took to rescue his son, Emeka 

Obi. I urged the driver of the car to first of all drive me to my parents. When 

we arrived my parents’ residence, everybody that saw me couldn’t believe it 

was my real self. Perhaps, they assumed I was a ghost. My parents shaded 

tears of joy. Their lost hope was returned to them. In fact, that day was a 

historic and memorable day indeed. 

 

 

 

 

 


