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My Predicament—A struggle with HIV

Chapter One

M

y hand went up automatically to my nose. I examined my
hand and noticed that it was smeared with dark blood. I
suddenly slowed down, parked the car safely on the road’s shoulder and turned off the car ignition. It was past five o’clock in
the evening and I was driving along the popular Ahmadu Bello
Way, Lagos, on my way to Panti police station for an interview
appointment with Clement Audu, the police commissioner,
when suddenly, without warning, something warm trickled
down my nose.
I sat inside the car, propped up my head against the headrest,
and used my handkerchief to mop up my nose.
After few minutes, the bleeding stopped, but I was scared
that something like this was happening to me. I have never experienced something like this before, not even when I was a child.
I thought of going to the hospital, but it had taken my editor
so long to arrange for the interview that I decided to go to the
police station.
As I made to start my car, I suddenly went blank. It was like
momentarily switching off a light and then switching it on, and
for that brief moment I was lost.
Gradually, as if in a dream, I began to come to the surface,
the noise of traffic and bus conductors shouting at passengers at
the near-by motor park reached me faintly. I felt dizzy, and my
head felt very light and empty at this moment. Concentration
was difficult but when I shook my head I felt slightly better;
even though I broke out in a sweat. I wondered what exactly was
happening to me. In spite of my appointment, I headed home.
As I entered my living room, Uwa, my wife, looked at me
sharply with surprised excitement.
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“What’s this?” She exclaimed. “My God… was there an
accident?”
It was then that I noticed the blood stain on my white shirt.
She was the kind of woman who took health problem with all
seriousness.
I sat down and told her what happened. She sat beside me
and listened attentively.
“Don’t you think we should see the doctor?” She asked in
her calm voice.
“I’m okay now.” I said. “There is no point getting worried.”
“We have to see the doctor,” she insisted. “Will you want to
take a bath first before we go?”
“Yes,” I agreed and after a long shower we were on our way
to the state hospital.
“Did you call your office?”
“I’ll do that right away,” I said, brought out my cell phone, dialed
my secretary’s number and told her what was happening to me.
“If anyone ask about me, tell him or her that I will soon be
back.” I said and switched off.
“But I’m not sick.” I hissed. “If I can lay my hand on panadols I’ll be okay.”
“Let the doctor take a proper look at you,” my wife said and
went on driving.
We arrived at the hospital OPD; a fair-skinned, tall, slim
nurse with beautiful curves took my blood pressure and temperature, and then took my file to the doctor.
Moments later, the nurse came and directed me to the consulting room.
Doctor Mohammed Tukar sat behind a small desk covered
with files and papers. Two straight-back chairs stood before the
desk. A stretcher, shrouded with a blue curtain, stood by the
opaque sliding window. He was a fat, short man with big sleepy
eyes, twisted mouth, and large flat nose. He had been my doctor
for five years and had attended to all my illness. Although, we
aren’t close, we call each other by our first names.
“Mba,” he said as I entered the air-conditioned room. “Sit
down. I was looking at your file.”
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I sat down and told him my experiences. He listened carefully, nodded and asked few probing questions then came round
his desk, and examined my eyes and mouth. He patted me gently
on the back and went back to his seat. He wrote aggressively on
a piece of paper, sealed it in a small white envelope and asked
me to take it to the laboratory the next day. I took the envelope
and looked at it. It was addressed to the Chief Technician, tuberculosis laboratory.
“What did the doctor say was wrong with you?” Uwa asked
as we drove home.
I told her, then showed her the envelope.
“I hope he recommended an HIV blood screening test too.”
Uwa said, not looking at me.
“What do you mean?” I asked, trying to cover up my shock.
There were lot of implications to her suggestion.
“I mean since you’re going to the laboratory tomorrow the
doctor should have included HIV test.”
I shifted on my seat and stared sightlessly at the oncoming
vehicles. The mentioning of HIV made me uncomfortable.
“I see your point,” I said quietly, “but it’s only a nose bleed.”
“Nose haemorrhage is serious enough, isn’t it?” Uwa asked
suspiciously.
Of course, nose haemorrhage, if left untreated could lead to
complications but because she had mentioned HIV test I was a
bit panicky.
“Please drive me home,” I said in a harsh voice, “I need my
rest.”
“You know real men pride themselves on having undergone
HIV test.”
“What about real women?”
Uwa laughed.
“I’m serious,” I said, “after all, I understand that women are
more receptive of the virus than men.”
“No, it doesn’t follow,” Uwa said. “You remember I did an
HIV test when I was pregnant.”
“Yes, I remembered, and that covers me too,” I said.
“No…no… it doesn’t cover you.”
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“Well, I’ll take a test,” I said, “supposing it comes out positive, what’ll you do?”
Uwa glanced at me.
“If it comes out positive I’ll divorce you?” She said jokingly
and laughed.
I laughed too, but down inside I was frightened.
Uwa was right. I sat hunched in front of the car, my mind
going over her suggestion. I couldn’t be free. It has been long,
to be precise two years after my second child arrived, and, the
relationship lasted a few months with the one woman... then
there was another; anyway, I could not think about it now.
As we turned off the major road to the earth road leading to
our house, Uwa turned and looked at me.
“If you’re going for your blood screening, I suggest you see
Zainab.”
“Zainab?”
“Yes, I want you to see Zainab Zorro, the HIV adviser.”
“What does Zainab do anyway?”
“Zainab is a social worker with NACA. She is in charge of
assisting people with the right information on HIV blood screening, drugs, and treatment. She encourages and prepares people’s
mind before they go for their blood screening test. She thinks
everyone is HIV positive until the test result says otherwise.”
“What does any of that have to do with me?”
“It’s important that you know something about the virus
before taking a test. It helps to prepare people’s mind on the test
result.”
The next morning I decided to do an HIV test and chest
x-ray without bothering to see Zainab, the HIV adviser.
Before joining Beauty magazine, I had worked for other two
newspapers whose names had since gone into extinction, and
one of the publishers thrown into jail for financial recklessness.
The other publisher died before his case was concluded and his
case was dismissed. This was five years ago. Beauty magazine
was a soft selling paper that features Nigerian personalities, as
well as sex and health education on a weekly basis.
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My interest in journalism was inborn. I started as a newspapers vendor and then rose to reporter. In those days, I enjoyed
roaming the streets of Lagos, flashing newspapers at motorists,
and passers-by. I enjoyed being crowded by free readers association, the unemployed, and the okada riders and rumour mongers.
I loved getting into their arguments.
Although, there is no money in journalism, there was popularity, and what really mattered to me then was popularity. If you
are popular, it meant you have your own identity. You were in a
class of your own and had the right connection.
I love reading people’s feedback on what I wrote and most of
the time I write spectacular and controversial issues about great
personalities in the country. Writing intrigued me and I enjoyed
the solitude and the espirit de corps of writers in general.
I enjoyed Lagos life. I enjoyed my drinks at the journalist club when there was time and money. Everywhere I went I
found someone introducing himself to me, someone who had
probably read my columns or who had enjoyed my interviews
with a certain personality.
After two years of hard work I was elevated to the position
of senior editor. The promotion motivated me and I was aiming
higher. I wanted to become the chief editor of Beauty. I infused
more angles on sex and health education into Beauty and the
sales shot up in triple folds. I was at home with the up and down
of Lagos life.
Beauty has one hundred percent concern for her staff and
production was high.
Professor Joseph Dada Adeyimi, the editor was sixty-one
years old, short man, dark and hard working. He owns Beauty
magazine. He had practically built the magazine from scratch to
what it is today. He was behind my rapid rise in journalism and
had been the editor of Beauty magazine for twenty-five years.
J.D., as he was popularly called, encouraged every staff to work
hard, even students who were on their industrial training, I.T,
and National youth service corps members, NYSC members,
worked so hard and they enjoy it. As soon as an I.T or NYSC
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members comes around; they were handed over to their mentors
who coached them on how to make newspapers.
J.D respected himself and his contemporaries respected him;
they all agreed that he was a good journalist who worked with
profound dignity and integrity. He was like a father to everyone
in his employment and told you this was right or wrong depending on the situation. He was incorruptible.
Life in Lagos was cheap and enjoyable if you knew your
way about. The girls are understanding and sociable but when
they put their hooks in you they stayed put.
On the verge of my marriage, I had paid through my nose to
get me off their hooks. One of the girls said she was going to sue
me for damaging her shape when I told her I was getting married to
another girl but we eventually settled the case in her bedroom one
night after I had bought her two expensive clothes. Don’t think I
was foolish to pay so much; the girl was one month pregnant at the
time I gave her the red card, and the abortion almost cost her life.
My wife’s name is Uwa. She was beautiful, slim, and neat
when I had married her but gradually changed into a fat woman
after two children. She had big eyes, short nose, and thick lips.
We had met in our secondary school days and got married sixteen years later. Sixteen years, you might think, but there was no
money in journalism.
After my marriage, I stopped womanizing. It was automatic
and I was glad to cut off that extraordinary expenses and irresponsibility. I told myself that only a dog that would go back to
its vomits and I was content with my wife. But something happened that put me off my resolution of five years. I’m telling
you all this because this same thing can happen to you. Sometimes people would wake up and do nasty things they would
later live to regret, but most of the time it is too late. Like in my
own case, I went back to my vomit but quickly retraced my foot
steps, but not quickly enough. A few stray but vital pebbles had
been kicked loose and that is the basis of this story.
After my marriage I noticed more tempting women in the office
premises who were willing to jump to bed but I was glad I was married; it was a hindrance to them and a control valve for me. I knew
8
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what they did to my colleagues who were stupid enough to look at
them after marriage. As soon as the girls knew they were married,
they upped their demand and become extremely possessive. Day in
and day out, they continued flashing my friends’ cell phones and
as soon as they called back, they began to ask for money. I used to
laugh at them when they complained to me.
Our first child arrived on our second year marriage anniversary. I was sure it was going to be a boy. Uwa had said it
would be a girl. We bet on it. She did an ultrasound and was told
that the baby was going to be a girl. It was a girl quite all right
and she won both ways, if you know what I mean. She told me
afterward that she had wanted a boy so that she would name him
after her great-uncle. We named our baby girl Maryam because
Uwa said Maryam was a lucky woman. Uwa became baby
friendly and we watched her grow up. At six months, Maryam
sat, cooed, and crawled about the house.
“Maryam is now thirteen months old,” Uwa said one day.
“She needs someone to play with.”
We had talked about our second child but I hadn’t anticipated that Uwa wanted one so fast.
“What makes you think she needed someone to play with?”
A year later our baby came. It was a girl and we named her
Leila.
Uwa felt slightly disappointed with our second baby, she had
wanted it to be a boy, but I was optimistic.
After all, what a man can do, a woman can do better. We
watched the children grow up while we were fast becoming
middle age.
During the past four years, I had interviewed several personalities and written dozens of columns on several issues that had
generated so many controversies in the country.
Gradually but systematically, I began to climb the pinnacle
of my career. I realized that if you planned your life you must
succeed.
I have a secretary, a yearly salary enough to afford me a
three bedroom flat in Victoria Island and a status car provided
by Beauty.
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Then I started the police story. The first edition hit the bull’s
eye. Everyone was reading Beauty magazine. Our sales roused
to three million copies! This was unprecedented in the history
of any magazine in the country.
The morning after the nose bleed I was at the state hospital
around 7a.m. At the T. B unit I was subjected to the necessary
tests and then proceeded to Doctor Mohammed’s office to do
the HIV test.
While I was waiting for the results to come through I speculated wildly about the outcome but reassured myself that it will
be okay.
Around 10a.m., the results were ready and I was again sitting before Doctor Mohammed.
“The result is positive, Mba.” Doctor Mohammed said, waving his hand toward the testing kits on the table.
I had noticed how fast the blood test tube changed but I
wanted the doctor to say it himself.
I stood up and sat down again without realizing what I was
doing, and then I held the chair rigidly.
“Do you mean…” I started asking but I couldn’t complete
the question. I couldn’t imagine myself being diagnosed with
HIV.
I stood up and began to pace the consulting room. Doctor
Mohammed, knowing what I might be thinking, gave me my
freedom. I was sweating in spite of the air-conditioned room.
I wasn’t a believer of HIV/AIDS theory, so the result took me
by surprise. From the advertisements going on radios and televisions, and from the little I knew about the virus, I knew that HIV
= AIDS = DEAD. Knowing these facts and recognizing the fact
that there was yet no cure, I knew I had come to the end of the
road. I was just thirty-five years old and still had a lot of steam.
Death by motor accident or even drowning sounded far better
than dying of this heartless, incurable disaster call HIV/AIDS.
I sat down and looked at the result again. I could endure
the tuberculosis but HIV was beyond my endurance. I had seen
a picture of a man who died of AIDS and what I saw was an
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apparition: The body lay facing up, there was no nose, and the
mouth seemed to be forced wide open, showing brown dirty
teeth. Beside the photograph was another picture of the dead
man, wearing a black suit and looking good. The picture was
taken only three years ago.
“You’ll undergo three months intensive treatment in our
T.B unit,” Doctor Mohammed said, bringing me back from my
reverie.
I looked at him without seeing him.
“I’m confident that we’ll delete the tuberculosis within this
period.”
“Tell me … doctor,” I gibbered like a monkey.
“When am I going to die?” I asked, standing up.
Doctor Mohammed tapped his desk with his index finger
and smiled reassuringly at me. From where I stood, I could read
my medical record. It shows that I was treated twice of malaria.
In place of temperature and blood pressure, there were 120/ 80
which I considered okay.
“Sit down, please.” doctor Mohammed offered.
I sat down.
“Now listen,” he said in low reassuring voice. “I shouldn’t
be telling you this. But you should know that HIV doesn’t kill.
It’s when you ignore your drugs that AIDS sets in and destroy
your immune system. I’ve looked at your lungs x-rays, Mr. Mba.
Right now, I’m concerned about the tuberculosis. Your lungs are
in good shape and I think I can delete the noxious bacilli within
twelve weeks of regimental treatment. I suggest you start treatment immediately.”
I nodded in silence. What the doctor said was his own opinion. I had to think about mine. I got up silently and went back to
my car and sat down there.
Time moved on. I watched as patients came and went. I sat
still, staring through the windscreen, sweat running down my
face. I felt deflated and defeated.
What am I going to do?
How am I going to break the news to my wife, friends and
community people that respected me? Everyone in the office
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knew I was going for HIV and tuberculosis tests and as soon as
I get back they would want to know what the result was.
Kudirat, my secretary told me when she was going for her
own blood screening and as soon as she came back she had
shown me the result. I like Kudirat. She wasn’t spectacular
in terms of beauty, but she was a hard working girl, dark and
rotund. She had two prominent tribal marks on her fat cheeks
and spoke with good dose of Yoruba accent. I remembered congratulating her when she came in wearing a T-shirt presented to
her by the sponsor of the HIV screening programme, Shell Oil
Company. And she was very proud about it and promised to be
in control of her life henceforth.
If I wasn’t popular, I would have abandoned my family, run
away from Lagos to another state and start a new life there, but
people knew me.
I sat down for a very long time, oblivious of the hot sun and
passers-by.
Then a thought crossed my mind. I will kill myself, I told
myself crudely. I knew a quiet place I could do it without anyone
seeing my corpse. I would tie a block on my neck and jump into
the lagoon and drown.
Sitting there alone in the car, I thought this through. After
long consideration, I decided to wait and find out my family’s
HIV status before committing suicide. This made sense to me
and I wanted to be sure that I was the culprit and not Uwa. Of
course, I trusted my wife, she wouldn’t cheat. She wasn’t even
smart enough to keep a secret date, but one couldn’t be too sure
about women. As soon as I confirmed my family HIV status, I
told myself, I would write a suicide note and plan for my end.
It’s more honourable to die with a block on my neck than to face
the challenges of all the opportunistic infections hovering over
my head. Moreover, as soon as the news hit the headline I would
be avoided, degraded and left alone.
Dr. Mohammed had said I should bring my family for HIV
screening.
It was a mistake driving in my debilitated condition. The
journey home was dangerous and reckless. I was beyond car12
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ing and to add to my growing anxiety was the crawling Lagos
traffic and careless drivers who tried to edged their cars in
front of me.
As I neared the Ketu bus stop I cautioned myself to be careful, knowing it wouldn’t do any good to have an accident.
I got home safely, after narrowly escaping ramming into
a trailer. The trailer’s driver cursed in Yoruba and spit at me. I
threw a frustrated angry look at him, cursed and stepped on my
brakes. My car tilted and groaned as I edged her toward the road
shoulder, overtaking him dangerously from the right hand side.
People shouted and cursed as I manoeuvred back to the road
and sped off.
I parked my car, walked quietly through the backdoor into
my bedroom and sat down on the bed.
I can’t say exactly how long I was in the bedroom before
Uwa came in.
“You looked worried,” she said in her calm voice. “How was
the test?” She asked coming in to the room.
I looked at her and felt sorry for her but I knew I had to
break the sad news.
“The result is positive.” I said.
“What do you mean?” Uwa asked sharply, looking at me
with wide eyes.
“The result is positive,” I repeated.
She walked towards me then sat abruptly on the bed as if her
legs were broken.
“You mean you’re HIV positive?”
“Yes.”
“Are you sure of what you are saying?” She asked.
“Of course, I was sure before telling you.”
She gritted her teeth and shivered. “Did you… take another
test?”
“Three times,” I said, “all positive.”
“God...God….” She held her arms across her breasts and
cried. “For God’s sake! Why did you do this to me? Why…?”
“Please…Uwa...its okay,” I said, trying to find suitable
words that would soften her.
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“Crying wouldn’t help you and it wouldn’t help me.” I licked
my dried lips. “I’m concerned about you and the children. I need
your support, Uwa to get through the test.”
Uwa laughed bitterly and began to curse me in high-pitched
voice that surprised me.
“You are a stupid and useless man. Did you seek my support
before you went into womanising?” She asked stubbornly.
I knew that’s what she would say.
“Is that what you think?”
“It’s what you did…you got it from your women. I know you
have been cheating. You foolish man, you have been running
after women in town.”
“That’s not true, Uwa.”
“It’s true.”
“I want you to understand.”
“Understand what?”
“Don’t shout at me Uwa. It is not what you think.”
“You can’t convince me that you did not get this virus from
a woman, Mba!” She clapped her hands. “For the past two years
you haven’t been involved in an accident or been at an accident
scene. So where did you come into contact with blood? And you
have your own barber clippers and shaving kits, which means
you don’t share any sharp objects with anyone. I really don’t
understand what you are talking about.” She suddenly stood
up and began to cry. There are people who claimed to have
contacted HIV through sharing hypodermic needles, unsterile
shaving kits but, as my wife pointed out, I had my own barbing
clippers and shaving kits. And I never shared hypodermic needle
with anyone.
“Imagine how you hastily jumped into conclusions!” I
barked and hit the bed unknowingly. “All you think of is that I’m
promiscuous!” I went on in a very harsh voice, “isn’t it? If you
can jump into conclusion like this, what’ll others think?”
Uwa blew her nose and looked at me. It was an effort to look
at her because I was feeling really bad.
“Why? Why? God…why must it be me?” She wept.
I stood up and went to her, taking her hands in mine.
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“Leave me, alone.” She pulled her hands away from mine. I
was looking at her face to gauge her reaction toward me, awaiting
the first sign of stigma and discrimination but she didn’t show any.
“Now, listen to me,” I said, bringing out my handkerchief to
mop her face.
She looked away from me. “Don’t touch me.” She hissed.
Her face looking ugly and she seemed to have added ten
more years to her age, but I knew I looked worse.
“I want you and the children to go for HIV and TB test
tomorrow.” I told Uwa. “I have caused you and the family
enough trouble. Let’s close the case until you know your status...
I’m…in pain right now. I don’t know how I’ll survive the virus
without you, Uwa.”
She wiped her face with the back of her hand.
“I’m not closing the case until I know who the woman is,”
she said and gritted her teeth. “I want to know her even if I come
out positive.”
“What use will it be to you if you know her? This incident
happened two years ago and it is no more, Uwa.”
“I’ll kill her!” She said and blew her nose. “Will I be the one
to clean you up when some women stained you?”
“Please…Uwa; you are my bone and flesh.” I said and tried
to hold her arms but she pushed me away violently.
“Leave…me alone!” She wept, her voice sounding with
hatred.
“Do you still love her?” She asked with a little jeer in her
voice. “Tell me… I hope she loves you too?”
“Nonsense.” I said stepping back from her.
“Mummy, the yam is burning.” Maryam said, peering into
the room. She was only five years old. Behind her, stood Leila,
our second daughter, aged three. It seems they had been listening to our discussion and had chosen this moment to interfere,
when they thought it was safe.
Uwa suddenly started towards the kitchen. She seems to
have forgotten that she was boiling yam for lunch.
“Why is Mummy crying?” Maryam asked, coming into the
room.
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“It’s nothing.” I said. “I’m sick.” I added and sat down on
the bed.
Leila came in behind Maryam. “I saw a cat in our school.”
She said, trying to get my attention.
“Don’t bother Daddy,” Maryam told her, “he is sick.”
“Mummy is crying.” Leila said.
“Come to the dining the two of you.” Uwa called from the
living room. “Your food is ready.”
“I don’t want to eat.” Leila said, “I want to stay with Daddy.”
“Come on, get your food.” Uwa said harshly.
“Come on Leila let go and eat.” Maryam said.
When the children had gone to eat, Uwa came in quietly and
sat on a chair away from me.
“Since when have you been involved?” She asked. “I hope
you still love her?”
“I told you—it is no more, Uwa. I was not in love with her.
I was only stupid and consumed with lust, I could not think. I’m
sorry and I love you.”
“I don’t know what to do?” She finally said in a calm voice.
“Was it long that you were involved with her? I’m confused…
honestly…oh God.”
“My stew is finished.” Leila hollered from the dining room.
“I need more yams, Mummy.” Maryam added.
“You’re done eating; both of you!” Uwa called to the children. “I’m tired of you all.”
I knew the children knew all wasn’t well with us and they
were probably plotting together to distract us from each other.
Children have the instinct to know when their parents are happy
or unhappy but Uwa, who knew the trick, quickly smashed the
plan. Maryam came into the bedroom and ran to me.
“I want to watch cartoon.” Maryam said.
“Good girl,” I said, “now go and finish your lunch, then
watch cartoon.”
“I want more food,” Leila told her mother.
“Both of you go and finish your food and watch cartoons.”
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They agreed and went with their mother to the dining room.
After she had attended to the children according to their need,
she came back and stood by the door.
“Now, come and sit down here with me.” I told Uwa, indicating the bed. She looked at me questioningly.
“Must I sit with you?”
“Come and sit down here.” I repeated.
She came quietly and sat beside me.
“Now, listen,” I said quietly. “I have told you the relationship
is no more. It happened years back and it’s over between us. I
agreed I’m responsible. Anytime now, the news of my blood
screening would break out. There could be different version on
how I got the virus. A lot of people would add their own version
just to make me stupid. But I wasn’t like that. All the time I was
with this woman I was thinking about you.”
“Don’t lie to me...Mba,” she gibbered like a monkey.
“I love you, Uwa.”
She looked at me for a long time.
“Do you think I’m positive?”
“I hope you are not. Doctor Mohammed suggested you and
the kids come for your test. I want you to go tomorrow.”
She took a long breath and looked at me again.
“What are you going to do?”
“It’s going to be okay.” I said.
She bit her lower lip then grimaced.
“I mean what are you going to do about your HIV status and
the tuberculosis?”
“For now, I don’t want it to leak,” I said quietly, “be silent
about it to your friends until I have made up my mind whether
or not to commence treatment.”
She suddenly became uneasy.
“I don’t understand you. When are you going to start treatment?”
“I will think about it.” I went on in the same quiet tone.
“Whatever treatment I start now, people would know that I am
positive, which I did not want.”
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“Are you going to tell them? How would they know that you
are HIV positive or suffering from tuberculosis?” She asked and
stared at me.
I shifted into the bed to avoid her eyes.
“You can’t hide this thing call HIV,” I told her. “For now I
just want to be left alone.” She turned swiftly and looked at me.
“You can’t be left alone with a disease like this.” I could see the
painful look in her face and it was ugly to see. The lines around
her mouth now looked very prominent.
“If this news leaks out, people who respected me will no
longer do so and it is going to cost me my work and everything
I have worked for. Personalities would not grant me interviews
anymore.”
“I don’t care. I’m going to give you twenty-four hours
notice, starting right away, if you don’t start treatment I’ll relocate to the guest room.”
“There’ll be no point.” I said looking away, feeling terribly
bad. “I’ll relocate myself.”
“You’re going to start taking drugs.”
“No!” I shouted, “The drugs are very expensive, moreover
as soon as I start taking those ART drugs people would know
that I’m HIV positive. I can tolerate the tuberculosis drugs but
HIV drugs are the last thing I want to be seen taking because
they say people who take them don’t last long. Not to talk of my
reputation. I’m going to be put in an embarrassing condition
going to the hospital and queuing up with HIV and tuberculosis
patients. My friends will avoid me. I’ll lose our sources of livelihood. Please leave me alone, Uwa!”
Uwa laughed, her voice sounded like a horse and she was
looking at me with hatred.
“You have no good friends; and there are none to lose, honestly. I’m surprised that you are saying all these things. Did you
even care about me? What will happen if I came out positive?
Would I be silent about it?” She asked. “You want it hidden but
it can’t. Where are your friends who enjoy drinking and chasing
women around town with you? Where are they now? I’m talking
about your life and you are talking about friends and reputa18
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tion. You lost your reputation the first day you met this woman.
Honestly, I’m greatly pained. And those so-called friends who
go about with you wasting time and money are a disgrace to the
world. Now your condition is beyond anything but survival, but
remember that you are a family man. You owe us explanation.
You may not live to be embarrassed if you don’t go to the hospital. Do dead bodies feel embarrassed?”
She smacked the bed with her hand and looked at me. “I
swear if I come out positive I will kill you.”
“What do you mean? Are you threatening me?”
“Look at what you have caused.” She fretted, tears falling
down her cheeks.
“Someone is crying again,” Leila said running into the
room. Maryam followed her.
Uwa stifled her cry and wiped her eyes.
“The two of you go and look who’s in the garden.”
“The garden is empty,” Maryam said, “I saw the cat there.”
She said trying to look at her mother’s eyes. Mummy is crying
again,” she said.
“Go and look, then come back.” Uwa told the children. They
went back to the living room and returned immediately. “I saw
strangers in the garden,” Leila said. “Can I talk to strangers?”
“Go back to the parlour!” Uwa shouted at her.
When the children left, Uwa said, “I don’t want to be the one
stigmatising you. I love you when I married you and I still love
you. No sickness or virus will come between us.”
I took Uwa’s left hand in mine and pressed gently. “I love
you too Uwa, but there are times I want to be left alone.”
“It’s okay,” she said in her calm voice and looked at her wrist
watch. “It’s time you get back to the office.”
There was work waiting for me in the office but I found it
impossible to think of work. “Thanks.” I said, got up and began
to dress quietly.
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reached my office around 1:30 p.m., parked and used the staircase to reach the fourth floor where my office was located.
To get to my office, I had to pass the library and seeing the
door open, I looked in. Musa, the photographer, and Nancy, the
financial editor, were sitting by the librarian, Mr. Jones.
They looked up when they saw me coming.
“How was it?” Musa asked. He was the magazine’s senior
photographer and a close friend of mine. He was dark, tall,
thin man. He was around forty years old, a chain smoker and a
chronic womaniser. It was he who first took me around Lagos
when I was first employed by Beauty. Now Musa preaches
against all this vices that he had once enjoyed. He and Kudirat
were aware that I was going for tuberculosis and HIV test.
I quickly looked at Nancy and Mr. Jones to see if they knew
what we were talking about, but they didn’t seem to understand
what Musa was talking about.
“It’s okay,” I said and started walking toward my office.
Musa stood up and followed me.
“How was the screening? Kudirat said you went for test.”
“It is okay.” I repeated. “The result is due in the next few days.”
“Next few days!” He asked and frowned at me. “It does not
take long to get the test done. The screening kits are just there
and you watch as the screening is done.”
As I walked away from Musa toward my office, he said, “can
we discuss the next cover page now or after lunch?”
“I doubt if I can do anything now,” I said. “But let’s meet in
an hour’s time and discuss about it.”
“Do you want to see what I had done to this week’s cover
page?”
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“No…no... I have a lot on my mind.”
“I’ll join you in an hour’s time then.”
“Good,” I said, forced a smile and left him staring behind
me.
At the outer office, Kudirat and Mr. Nwana, the sales assistance, were balancing accounts. I greeted them and as I crossed
to my office, Kudirat suddenly said: “How did it go?”
“It’s okay.” I said hoarsely and entered my office. I put on
my laptop and log into Beauty Magazine website.
For only half a day I have over sixty e-mails demanding
my attention. Some were from my fans, others from my chatting friends and even some from hackers who were keen on
destroying people’s computers. As I sat staring at the screen, I
felt drained. I felt that everyone in the newsroom already knew
about my health. I came into the office thinking that it would
keep my mind engaged in my work, but now that I’m here, I lack
the energy to do anything. It was as if I had been operated on
and that power to do things was removed from me. That power
that put me among the best newspapermen in the country is
gone.
I have lost all confidence.
Around 2:30 pm, I had replied to all of the e-mails and
cleared my in box. It was a great relief but I still felt low.
Then my head began to throb. I had expected it earlier. I was
hungry but I knew I couldn’t eat.
Around two-forty, I went down to Madam Comfort’s canteen
to buy snacks. The girl who served me had just gone through
HIV screening and she was full of the story.
I listened to what she said. “I never allowed men near me,” she
said as she gave me change. “Once you started sleeping around, it
is difficult to stop.” Was everybody talking about my past?
I agreed with her and left the place. Back in my office, I ran
into Musa and John, the sport editor, they too were discussing
HIV. “I consider everyone positive until a blood screening proves
otherwise,” John was telling Musa. “My wife and I agreed to go
for HIV screening at the end of this month. I talked to the HIV
adviser, Miss Zorro, and she was impressed that we’re taking
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such a critical, but beneficial step, toward our future. No one’s
free until he knows his status.”
I agreed with what John said and went on. It seems to me
that all people talk about these days is HIV. Musa must have told
John that I went for HIV and tuberculosis tests.
As soon as I got back to my office Kudirat knocked and
peered in.
“What is it?” I barked at her.
She looked at me and shivered. I must have looked pretty
bad.
“J.D wants you, sir.” She scurried out.
I got up, crossed the veranda and walked the short distance
to the administrative block where the management office was
located. I knock and entered the large airy office. J.D sat behind
a large lacquered desk, scowling.
“Good afternoon, sir.”
He waved me to an executive chair without answering my
greetings. I sat down and looked at J.D.
“Let me have the summary of the police story.”
“I’m still on it, sir.”
“You are still on it?” J.D asked, staring strangely at me.
“I’ll get through it this evening.” I said, unsure if I could still
write.
“I want it wrapped up before close of business today.”
“Yes sir.” I said and made to get up.
“Sit down,” J.D said. “For the past two days you have not
been prompt to your seat and your write-ups are coming in too
late. You must stop that way of work.”
I nodded quietly.
“How was the test?” He drawled.
“I’m getting the result this afternoon.”
He removed his glasses, examined them carefully and
replaced them.
“Now take this away and make the corrections.” He said
pointing to part of the police story script I had earlier sent him
for his review. This was the first time J.D was returning my
script for corrections and I suddenly felt bad.
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“Thank you, sir.” I said, taking the script and leaving the
office.
As soon as I returned to my office Kudirat peered in. “I’m
through with the typing of the next week script sir; can I write
out the summary?”
I would have loved her to do it for me but not after my confrontation with J.D.
When she left I tried to write a summary of the police story
but I couldn’t; it looked like an impossible task to me.
I returned home around 6:30 p.m. It was a record time
because I normally don’t get home before 10 p.m.
After the network news that night I finally sat down to work,
I couldn’t even write summary of a story. J.D called around
11p.m.
“Now listen, I want it first thing tomorrow morning. Have
you sent the main story for print?”
“No…yes.” I said, “I’m on it, sir.”
“Good God, when will you get over with a thing like that?
Get it done fast.”
Later on bed, the tension between me and Uwa became more
electrified. I kept shifting away from her each time our body
touched. Uwa suddenly got up to chase imaginary mosquitoes
round the room, then she went to the children’s room, before
returning to bed.
The next morning, I told her I was relocating to the guest
room. It was what I decided during the night as I lay beside her
like a corpse. It seemed the right thing to do until she found out
the results of her blood screening.
“You are not going anywhere.” She said. “We’re staying
here.”
“No. Uwa. I wouldn’t want us to continue sharing a bed until
you come out of your test. I think it’s for your own good.”
“I know I mentioned the idea of you moving to the guest
room but I didn’t mean it. Why do we have to live apart?”
“There is no point arguing about this,” I said firmly, “it is
going to be so until you come out of your blood screening.”
“I don’t understand what you are talking about.”
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“How would you understand me? Now, get the children
ready for the clinic. I want the result now!”
“Wouldn’t you be going to work?”
“Not until I get the result.”
When Uwa and the children had gone to the hospital I called
the office, told my secretary I would be coming late and then
went down for breakfast that I didn’t feel like eating, I thought
about Uwa and the children.
Suppose they tested positive? Fear suddenly gripped me, the
kind of fear that I had never felt before. It would be better off
writing the suicide note and leave it where Uwa would find it,
I told myself. I got up and walked like zombie to the visitor’s
room I used as my library and locked the door. I knew Uwa
would be back home anytime from now and would want to know
what I was doing inside the room. I crossed to my reading table,
unlocked the drawer in the table and took from it a sheet of
paper and a biro. I deposited all the money in my pocket inside
the drawer, short and locked it up. I put on the tableside lamp
and sat down to write a suicide note.
For a long time I didn’t know what to write. I sat thinking;
sweat running down my face as I tried to compose words on paper.
After a long time I managed to scratch something on the
paper then signed it.
That would do. I told myself and read through it.
It sounded childish and lacked good ground for me to commit suicide. What I wrote sounded as if I was lazy and could not
face the challenges before me, so I took my life.
I squeezed up the sheet of paper and threw it into the wastebasket. Then I wrote the second one. This one sounded more
reasonable. I sat down, sweat streaming down my face as I read
through my suicide note. In the note I told Uwa that I was taking my life because I was ashamed of being HIV positive. I told
her that she should take heart and try to cope with the reality of
life. “I love you and I know how much you love me, too. I wasn’t
promiscuous as you might think I was. I was only unlucky. You
gave me two beautiful children. I love them. I believe you love
them too and will take good care of them when I’m gone. Please
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don’t waste your time mourning for long. I advise you remarry
as soon as you get over my loss. I remain your husband.”
I put it in an envelope and addressed it to Uwa, then left it
where she would see it. My brain was inert. I moved aimlessly
round the house, and then went to the bathroom, ran water over
my head, clean up and decided to wait for Uwa.
Around noon, the entrance door swung open and Uwa
stepped in, dragging the children behind her.
I watched them came in, my heart beating fast, wondering
what the result would be. I felt guilty; fear stealing through me.
My children ran to me laughing and I was unable to hug them.
They stood looking at me. Uwa walked quietly and slowly
towards me, the result of the HIV test in her hand.
“It’s negative!” She said breathlessly when she had got to
where I sat on the settee.
“It was?” I asked, surprised, “But it can’t be. Was your blood
taken?” I asked doubtfully.
Uwa nodded sitting by my side.
“Daddy they put needle in my finger, look,” Maryam said,
showing me her left thumb where the doctor had taken her blood
sample.
“And me too, Daddy,” Leila said, coming to me.
I examined the needle points. ‘It’s okay,” I said. “The doctor
wanted to find out your HIV status,” I explained.
“And they did it to Mummy too,” Maryam went on, “and
Mummy told the doctor to do it to us. Daddy… Mummy was
crying.”
“Why was Mummy crying, Daddy?” Leila asked.
“Both tests show negative.” Uwa said looking unhappy. “I
was so scared when the doctor took sample of my blood, and I
almost gave up, and then he said, negative and I said no, it can’t
be true? He said, ‘Madam, it’s negative.’ He did it again and
again and he said negative.”
“Now that you know your status I have to relocate to the
guest room,” I said, “tuberculosis is highly contagious. The risk
of spreading the disease abound. I have to quarantine myself for
the time being.”
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Uwa looked at me suspiciously. “Aren’t you going to take
treatment?”
“I don’t know yet. I’m feeling very low. I’ve lost my fighting spirit, no nothing, Uwa. Everywhere I go within the office
premises people talk about HIV and I presume they were talking
about me.”
“You might be imagining things,” Uwa said, “but I don’t care
what your friends do or say,” she said, her voice quivering. “I’m
begging you to take hold of yourself. You must be confident that
you’ll go in and come out of the hospital victorious. I know how
it is, but you have to get over your fears and face the situation
squarely.”
I sat down and thought over what Uwa had said; she was
talking like this to me because it wasn’t she who was positive.
What use would it be if I take treatment or not? I tried to visualise myself as People Living With HIV(PLWH) but couldn’t;
it was a decision that seemed impossible, the more I thought
about resigning to fate the more obvious it becomes to me that
the easiest way out was to commit suicide.
Around 12:45 that afternoon, I dressed up and drove straight
to the office to put my things together for Uwa’s collection and
to drop the office keys before leaving. Kudirat was sitting at the
outer office when I got there.
“Don’t allow anyone in my office,” I told her. “Say I’m out
and would not be back till tomorrow.”
She stared at me with wide eyes.
“That includes you,” I told her.
“Yes, sir.”
I entered my office and shut home the lock on my door. Sitting quietly in the office I again thought of what possibilities I
had to delete the virus from my system. I considered drinking
formaldehyde or any lethal chemical but I told myself that it
would be a disgrace to be rushed to the hospital. The best thing
to do was to go and kill myself somewhere that my corpse
wouldn’t be seen.
By 2.30 p.m., leaving my car in the office premises I took
a taxi to Victoria Island. I wasn’t certain where I was going to
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but deep down inside me I was looking for a nice place to commit suicide. I walked aimlessly for about two hours, and then I
sighted the Ikoyi Bridge in the far distance.
Yes, I told myself that that would do.
As I walked toward the bridge I thought about the suicide
note and how Uwa was going to handle life when I was gone
and forgotten. People killed themselves every day unreported,
but I knew my death would cause great story, pain and regrets.
What would people say when they heard about my death? A lot
of them would say I was promiscuous and stupid. People would
say this and that, but I wouldn’t be around to listen to their
nonsense. The whole blame would be heaped on my grave and
some of the stories would filter to Uwa and she’d weep and weep
until she hated me. Then, they’d work on her too. Men would put
pressure on her until she succumbed to their desire and become
yet another unfortunate widow. My eldest child was only five
years old and Uwa hadn’t got the flair of making money. It
would be a struggle for her to make ends meet. She was only
twenty-eight years old and inexperienced. I had told her to remarry in my suicide letter, but I knew every man that came her
way would suffer my presence. We had known each other since
our childhood and I had spoilt her greatly by way of providing
for all her needs. Of course, it was our idea that she nursed the
children to certain age before taking up employment; it looked
now to me as if this was a disadvantage to her.
At the back of my mind, I knew that it was stupid to think of
suicide. If I died my children would suffer. No one would ever
step into my shoes comfortably.
What’s wrong with me? I asked myself. My thinking was
becoming irrational. I told myself that my death could only
mean more suffering for my children and wife. At death I would
be in a complete state of rest, I couldn’t defend my children or
myself. I couldn’t do this to my family, but the thought of dying
of HIV was too much on my mind.
At the foot of the bridge, I turned and looked back. The traffic had built up and motorists were eager to cross the bridge,
oblivious of my presence. This angered me. Further up the
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bridge, I came to a signpost, which warned against wandering
on the bridge. Halfway up the bridge I stopped to look at the
sea. Far below me, on the right bank I could see fishermen,
small figures, throwing their fishing net into the sea. To my right
spread Lagos Island with it skyscrapers, and in the far distance
the sea spread on endlessly.
At this time of the day, traffic on the bridge was light and
that was my saving grace because I suddenly dashed across the
bridge without looking to ascertain the road was free of traffic!
A bus travelling at a high speed nearly knocked me down, horns
blasted, but I didn’t look back, knowing how close to death I
had been. It seems I was alone and the feeling of being ignored
by everyone was fast taking control of me. I ran and crossed the
road to the other side of the bridge, moving like a mad man.
For the hundredth times I asked myself why I wanted to take
my life. What came to my mind now surprised me. I had always
thought that I had grown beyond the stupidity of hanging myself
and had regarded those who commit suicide as weak. I now realized how easy I had slid from what I was to animal.
At the moment, I was no longer the Editor of Beauty magazine or the smartly dressed handsome man I normally was. I
realized that because I wanted to hide that sexual aspect of my
life I was contemplating suicide.
I wondered if my HIV status was from sources other than sex
would I have felt this bad. If it was an airborne disease or waterborne disease I wouldn’t have felt so bad. That it was related
to sex and because I was involved in it and I knew whomever
that heard about my predicament would think that I had been
promiscuous was the true source of my embarrassment. People
in my environment believe you have to be loose to be positive, I
wasn’t loose. That is why I’m behaving like this. At the head of
the bridge I turned and retrace my steps. It appeared as if I was
under the influence of a supernatural power.
Eventually, I found myself near an old execution ground
at the bar beach. I was like a drunkard who suddenly woke up
from his stupor and found himself naked in the market square.
I looked around me and I knew I was out of my mind to come
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so far. I had covered close to twenty kilometres on foot. What
was I doing here? God, and there was something sinister about
the place that warned me to turn back and head home. I turned
and without thinking but ignoring the warning, I started another
aimless journey. I was tired, sweating and hungry.
After a long walk, I found myself near the Lagos lagoon. I
must have been out of my mind to come so far. Sometime ago,
a drunkard had taken his life by jumping into the lagoon and
drowning. I had thought of killing myself when it seems there
was no way out for me. Although I’d discarded the idea as soon
as I sighted the old execution ground, it was still buried in my
subconscious. And because I’d ceased to be the man I was I was
behaving like a zombie.
As I walked back home, I brooded over my stupidity. I realised how easily a sickness like HIV/AIDS can affect a man’s
psychological behaviour. It required a man of tremendous spirit
and strength to survive the virus. Supposing I actually jumped
in to the lagoon, I asked myself, what would have happened?
It would have been a double tragedy for Uwa. I suddenly felt
terribly sick with my attitude. Although I was wearing a suit,
I could see I was out of place, my shoes were dusty and I was
looking haggard and unkempt. I got nearer to my street around 6
p.m. The sun was still very bright and I didn’t want to get home
with everyone staring at me so I decided to enter a bar and wait
until it was dark.
As I entered the bar the noise in the room was suddenly
hushed and heads turned, and eyes looked in my direction. It
could have been my imagination, but the way two or three men
quickly edged towards the exit and disappeared alerted me. I
walked to an empty seat and sat down. So the news has now circulated round. I thought. I felt eyes on my back and everywhere,
especially from the seat near me. A man sitting opposite me was
staring purposefully at me as if I was something strange.
I stared back at him.
“Aren’t you Mba?” He asked, smiling at me.
I said I was. The waiter came and stood by my side, also
staring at me.
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“Sir, what are you doing in our local bar?”
I smiled.
“Please one bottle for him.” The man told the waiter. “I
enjoy your columns,” he said to me when the waiter had gone.
“Keep it up.”
“Thanks,” I said. “Who’re you?”
“My name is Michael Daudu of the National Tribune.” Most
newspapermen knew each other, especially if you worked for
great magazine like Beauty.
My drink arrived. “What do you do for the National Tribune?”
“I cover sports.” He said. “I was passing through and I
decided to have one for the road. I’m new here, you know. How
is the Beauty?”
“Well, well…” I told him and we discussed journalism.
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