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PREFACE


For perhaps the first time, we get a front-row viewing of what it feels like to be caught in between fatherhood and divorce; being culturally rudderless and constantly subjected to cultural segregation; love and letting go: acceptance and denial, and everything in between.
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DEDICATION


This book is for


My dad who taught me manliness,


My mother who taught me femininity,


Femi who taught me Sight,


Seyi who thought me Life,


Jasmin who taught me to believe,


Barbara who taught me be,


Thomas who taught me structure,


Teddy who taught me manhood,


Nathalie who sent me to the school of hard


knocks, Zvezdin who taught me laughter…


Many thanks to Christine,


Camilo,


Family Omo,


My In-laws (Old and New),


Family and close friends
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Introduction





The analysis of the causes behind my divorce and stagnation of my career caught in-between the determination to move forward as a father and partner, prompted me to take time off work to rethink a few things.


At 38.7, I am resetting my life. I have quit my job at SOFTCOM. I have quit my studio in Berne. I am now about to leave Switzerland for an undefined period of time to resolve my puzzles, pursue my new goals and sort-out my in-betweens, somewhere else. The place? I don’t know yet. But knowing what to do is more important than where to do it.


I am excited about this looming experience and look forward to sharing these moments with Femi, Seyi and Jasmin.


If by chance I shall be unable to solve my puzzles, I shall take some drastic measures or do some crazy stuff. Put no actions past me, for I am a desperate man struggling to free myself from this hellish purgatory of in-betweens.
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Foreword





“It requires a good amount of humility, sobriety, and courage to live in a cultural confluence - of confusion - and of identity crises.”


Identity crisis. Everyone wears it like a badge – but then it’s up to you to label this badge however you want. This badge could be a source of shame, insecurity, pressure, and even suicidal instincts. To wear this badge publicly is not only bold, but extremely butt-pinching crazy. We’ve all battled some mild form of identity crisis and never felt the need to share, but now, I realize we’ve been selfish. We’ve been timid. We’ve been scared. So, we bury the tails of our monumental insecurities in between our fearful legs. Hoping that no one perceives the stench of our rotting soul. We suffer alone.


I’ve always imagined what people’s reaction would be if they could read a transcript of our minds, especially the chapters that chronicle every aspect of our struggles. I would imagine that it would be a scary thought for everyone to have the contents of their diary on full display for the world. Honestly, this is one reason why most people never kept a diary. There’s this primal need to guard ones primitive thoughts from the intrusion of unfriendly eyes and judgmental tongues.


Caught In-Between captures the existential insecurities of a young man, battling the complex ironies of being raised with a broken cultural compass. Yet in this darkly woven prose, the poetic confluence of humor and pain characterize the putrid instincts of humanity, and humanity’s quick-wittedness in casting macabre judgment based purely on how odd the shade of ones skin is.


We’re perhaps all guilty of treating people who are different from us a little bit differently - maybe differently in a good way, or differently in a not-so-good way. But we oftentimes notice and acknowledge this difference in the way we interact and deal with them. Our reactions to this difference may be subconscious, in that we don’t go out of our way to analyze and direct our reactions to this perceived difference.


Lagos (a Nigerian city, at the center of the author’s journey) as a city of parallels suffers from its own fair share of identity crises. A city comprised of several cultural boroughs. There’s a Lagos for the rich and a Lagos for the poor, but even in the complexity of the math, we’ve always found a common ground for cohabitation.


In recent times, as self-proclaimed leader of the Free World, the United States has made attempts at dousing race tensions by electing the first ever black president of the United States of America, but whatever score Barack Obama’s exalted office has garnered for the black race is quickly dissipated by a much bigger, systemic, and subconscious cultural segregation of a growing population of mulattoes.


For perhaps the first time, we get a front-row viewing of what it feels like to be caught in between fatherhood and divorce; being culturally rudderless and constantly subjected to cultural segregation; love and letting go: acceptance and denial, and everything in between.


In a brutally honest narrative, the author takes us on a mentally stimulating cultural journey with all the trappings and magic of a travelogue, penned with unintended mystery and suspense, encapsulated in self-flagellating humor.


James Amuta


Author, Enigma: Beyond the Poet
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Two Side
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Diversity and complexity live in me – they have taken residence within me – and they cast an ominous shadow over me on a daily basis. I come from a long line of “caught in-betweens”. There is no root to my matter. I am multi-rooted – my cultural axis is like the two opposite sides of a magnet, Side Y being Swiss and Side X being Nigerian (order is irrelevant).


Side Y: Switzerland is more or less just about chocolates, Cuckoo clocks and banks. Switzerland is geographically and culturally sublime! Switzerland is that perfect postcard you buy in any kiosk round the world. But even there you find “stupid human beings” that grounded Swissair and messed up the great banks!


Luckily they have Roger Federer to help them make up for their misdeeds and mischiefs.


Today, Switzerland is caught in-between the European community, neutrality and in-neutrality, banks and bank secrecy.


Side X: Nigeria on its own is a big caught in-between. It is a pulsating powerhouse that is the most populous nation on the African continent, about to EXPLODE!


History tells us that Nigeria was a peaceful country until 1472. Suddenly it was visited by an idiotic Portuguese, who had nothing better doing than jumping on his boat and sailing down south with a great idea of introducing Roman Catholicism into Nigeria. Don’t get me wrong. I love the Portuguese; one of my very good friends Paulo from Fribourg is Portuguese.


Thereafter, a Briton, Sir George Dashwood Taubman Goldie sailed in to claim Nigeria; he brought along western corruptions and journalism. As if all this was not enough, Flora Shaw later coined the name “Nigeria” from our own river Niger! A Brit, giving us our country name! What a shame. Maybe that’s the main reason why most of our Nigerian girls play with white Barbie dolls which resulted in a large percentage of Nigerian girls spending half of their monthly budget on wigs (imported from brazil and wherever else they can find similar quality) thinking a real woman MUST have long silky hair. LMAO.


Don’t get me wrong here again! I love the Brits - one of my most important childhood friends, Oscar is also British!


The problem neither being Portuguese nor British. The problem is some “stupid human being” making decisions and manipulating his entourage. Human beings are so complex because of the property of emergence. They think they can just come in, change and take everything.


Nigeria has no super achiever to me, except Wole Soyinka, Ken Saro-Wiva, Dele Giwa, Fela Kuti, and the late great Oba Ovonramwen of the Benin kingdom. These are the only people I know who are not “caught in-between”. I think I was born hundred years too late, I would have preferred being born during the period of Oba Ovonramwen the Great. I would have fought under him. If the great Oba of Benin left it to me, I would have organized thousands of Benin soldiers, armed them with cutlasses, taken them to the coastal front to watch over Nigeria. If any invaders came in, we would have slit their throats like a bulb of orange, just as they stepped foot on Nigerian soil!


Today, Nigeria is caught in-between identity and modernity, continuity and change, Christianity and ancient Nigerian religion, corruption and prosperity, the wealthy and Vagabonds in Power.





Caught in-between
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At a much younger age, I usually responded aggressively to questions concerning my ethnicity. I had difficulties in understanding why people just couldn’t let skin colour or cultural affiliation be. It went so far that I fought fellow classmates in school who racially insulted my parents or me.


The fact that I was a Benin boy and hardly spoke the Benin language exempted me from important family discussions and gatherings. My dad was never willing to teach me and never understood why it was important for me to learn his mother tongue.


My uncles and aunties always challenged me over my inability to speak my mother tongue. To them, this was a cancerous sign of weakness. It was more important for my father that I became a doctor or took over his business than for me to learn a simple language. Even today, I sometimes get insulted for not speaking my native language despite the fact that I tried my very best at grabbing little bits from day to day conversations.


Well this language issue is actually something very common with children growing up in a multilingual environment. 60% of my secondary school friends / classmates can’t speak their native language.


My societal acceptance over the years evolved rapidly both in linguistics and integration. I am now able to look at the various ways which my mixed-heritage has influenced the quality of my life. I have had various struggles surrounding my identity and resilience. With time, I asserted the need for continued vigilance in discerning how society's "race rules" could cause extra stress.


I would like to highlight some of these mind-states I experienced over the years:




	
Confused when someone says: they want to marry within their race.


	
Frustrated when someone asks me: what are you?


	
Irritated when people assume, I am just one thing or another!


	So happy when I realize the rich history that led to my existence.


	
Anticipation, for getting to share different cultures.


	
Stunned, when I am out with my mum and someone asks if I was adopted?


	
Joy, when I get to talk about just my culture and myself.


	
Annoyance, when a job application asks me to “select only one ethnicity”.


	
Happiness, when I look at my sons.





I personally feel mixed people are “life’s gifts” to a “better world”. I see mixed people as an updated version of two or more cultures railroaded together. We are the missing link; we are the bridge connecting two or more important points.


I believe we are here to convey a “message” to the world. Instead of our message to be heard we find ourselves constantly placed in-between our dual roots.


I get confronted with issues and situations related to my ethnic differences more in Nigeria than Switzerland. My last experience in Nigeria was quite daunting. It happened at the Passport and immigration office in Benin City two years ago. I had intentions of renewing my Nigerian passport. I dully completed the necessary forms and submitted them to the customs officer, whom I shall refer to as Officer Q. Officer Q kept me waiting for no reason while other people that arrived after me were already being handed out other forms to fill. After sitting down patiently for an hour (like a typical Swiss), I decided, it was time to activate my “first Nigerian side”. I stood up, walked towards Officer Q and asked him in plain English; “Sir, I have being waiting for an hour now, is there any problem with my application?” Officer Q fixed his eyes on me and said:
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