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Note to the Reader:

While this novel is part of a series, it is a complete and satisfying story on its own. You can enjoy this book without having read any others.

Published by Mbiganyi Malidza, 2025.
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A Note on the Series: Think of this series as a neighborhood—each book is a different house, with its own story unfolding inside. You are welcome to start your visit anywhere. This novel is a complete journey, and no prior visits are required.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events or places is purely coincidental.

No part of this book may be reproduced or distributed without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations used in reviews.
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Copyright © 2025 Mbiganyi Malidza. 

Written by Mbiganyi Malidza.

For everyone who ever wished a day would disappear...

...may you get your wish just long enough to regret it,

and may you always find your way back

to ordinary time, warm bread, and people who shout your name from the balcony.

“Time is a landlord.

The problem is, nobody remembers signing the lease.”

Mbiganyi Malidza-
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​Synopsis
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“You ever lost a sock and swore it vanished into another dimension?

Now imagine that, but with a whole Tuesday!”

Tuesday went missing!

Not your socks, not your keys, not your dignity after a bad haircut — but Tuesday.

The entire day slipped out of the calendar like an unpaid bill, and the world didn’t even blink.

Suddenly rent deadlines vanished, birthdays dissolved, and the Government swore nothing was wrong.

But the neighborhood knew better. Hustlers began selling black-market Tuesdays out the trunks of cars, couples broke up because their anniversaries got erased, and even bread refused to rise without the missing days blessings, praise God!.

Narrated with razor-sharp wit and street-corner philosophy, The Man Who Misplaced Tuesday is a surreal, laugh-out-loud comedy about what happens when the absurd becomes ordinary — and ordinary people still find ways to hustle, love, and complain in the middle of cosmic nonsense.

​
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​Narrator’s Introduction
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Listen — before we begin, let me tell you something straight: I didn’t lose Tuesday.

Don’t point fingers at me like I’ve got a calendar stuffed in my back pocket. I was just sitting there, minding my own business, eating leftover stew that could’ve killed me if salmonella had better aim, when the day simply didn’t show up.

Monday ended. I blinked. Next thing I know—it’s Wednesday!

I’m no scientist — couldn’t even pass math without bribing the teacher with lunch — but I know for a fact that something foul was at play.

So I’m here to explain. Or at least complain.

Whichever one entertains you more.
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​CHAPTER 1: THE DAY RENT DIED
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Listen. You ever lose a sock and swear it slipped into another dimension? That hungry place where all missing things go—socks, pens, your last shred of dignity after Auntie Funke gives you a "surprise" haircut that makes you look like a startled pineapple... Now imagine that, but with a whole Tuesday.

Not a metaphor. Not a feeling. The actual day—the one squeezed between Monday's misery and Wednesday's weary shoulders—just packed its bags and left without a forwarding address. No warning. No "by your leave." Just gone, like a politician's promise after election season.

Let me tell you how the world ended not with a bang, but with a collective "eish!" heard across the motherland.

It started like any other Monday in Botswana. The sun arrived late, looking like it had a heavy night with Palm Wine and bad decisions. Bills were breeding on my table like rabbits with a credit problem. From my balcony, I had a front-row seat to the usual symphony: Sister Ngozi and Mama Kitumetse arguing over whose goat had more right to eat the other's prize-winning laundry, Pastor Favour screaming about eternal damnation while his Wi-Fi buffered mid-sermon—the Lord giveth, and the network taketh away.

Then Monday, that stubborn old soldier, finally fell asleep. I went to bed dreaming of ways to become accidentally rich—you know, the kind of dream where you find a diamond in your pap(Mealie meal), but you wake up and it's just a piece of hard pap.

I blinked.

I woke up to Wednesday!

Just like that. No warning. No "by your leave." No gentle journey through the peaceful valley of Tuesday. It was like reading a Bible and finding out Jesus skipped straight to the crucifixion—man, we didn't even get the parables!

The neighborhood woke up confused. Properly confused. The kind of confusion that makes you put salt in your tea and sugar in your stew. Phones were the first traitors. Alarms set for Tuesday morning were holding their silence like paid actors. My calendar showed a gap so big you could drive a Mini bus taxi through it.

Our little universe was called Number 14, Kgogwe Street in Gaborone. The street itself was stubbornly Botswana, but the people? That was another story. We had Batswana who’d never left the City, Nigerians who came for “just three months” and unpacked for ten years, Zimbabweans who arrived with one suitcase and a whole choir of opinions, plus one or two lost souls who claimed they were “just passing through” and somehow became furniture. If Africa had a group chat, Kgogwe Street is what the notifications would look like in real life.

Radios jumped from Monday's news about stolen funds straight to Wednesday's gossip about who broke Sister Lorato's new plastic chairs at the birthday party. The newspapers had the wrong date, which honestly isn't news—but this time it felt personal. This wasn't a mistake; it was an insult.

Even the chickens, those feathered prophets of the dawn, lost the plot. They crowed at sunset, looked at each other, shrugged their wings like "na so we see am," and strutted off like they'd completed their shift, leaving the rest of us in temporal chaos.

At first, people laughed. That nervous laughter that sounds like a goat stepping on a balloon. "Maybe it's a calendar problem!" shouted Brother Chidi from the third floor, "Like Y2K but with more pepper soup and less panic!"

But then the banks refused to open. Their fancy signs, which usually flash numbers designed to make your wallet weep, now read: "SYSTEM OFFLINE FOR TEMPORAL REALIGNMENT." I swear by my father's old transistor radio—temporal realignment. It sounds like what happens when you ask an African mechanic to fix a spaceship.

Then the rent reminders on our phones... vanished. Poof. Gone. Like a politician's promise during election season.

That's when the laughter died in its throat. That's when suspicion, our favorite national sport, kicked off. You could smell it in the air—right next to the roasted meat and the hopelessness.

Someone—probably Old Man Gabriel who still listens to a radio older than his firstborn—stuck his head out and shouted, "The Government has stolen a day to delay our salaries! I saw it in a dream!"

And just like that, we had a full-blown conspiracy theory. No evidence needed.

The first explosion was, of course, about money. Old Man Gabriel stormed into the street waving papers like a mad professor. "Since Tuesday is gone, my debt is gone! The calendar is my witness!"

The Landlord, a man whose heart is so small you need a microscope to find it, disagreed. With violence. "Time is money! And you people are owing me time!"

What followed wasn't a fight; it was a Botswana Television Drama scene without the good lighting. Plastic chairs became flying weapons. Someone swung a broom like a samurai sword. The whole compound gathered to watch like it was a free film show, complete with running commentary.

And then, the main event arrived.

Auntie Lorato unfolded her folding chair with the finality of a judge passing a life sentence. She sat, smoothed her leteisi skirt, and declared to the heavens: "This is witchcraft. Too much fornication, too many iPhone, and now even the days don't respect us again."

Nobody argued. Arguing with Auntie Lorato is like arguing with a rainy season—loud, wet, and you will end up soaked regardless.

By midday, the hustlers arrived. Ah, the hustlers! Give them a hurricane and they'll sell you rainwater as "blessed holy water." They appeared on corners, leaning from rusty car boots, whispering like they were selling classified secrets.

"Original Tuesdays here! Fresh from the factory! Don't buy the fake one from that man—his Tuesdays are expired!"

They were waving blank paper. Ordinary A4. The kind you use to package fat cakes.

And people were buying. Oh, they were buying.

The madness continued to unfold like a badly written Botswana Television Drama script. By afternoon, the street had become a carnival of the absurd. The hustlers had upgraded their operations. It wasn't just paper anymore. One enterprising young man was selling "Tuesday Memory Kits"—a blank page, a candle, and a small mirror "to reflect on what you've lost." Another had "Tuesday Essential Oils" which smelled suspiciously like petrol and disappointment.

I saw Mrs. Okoro, the tailor, buying three kits. "My daughter's wedding was supposed to be on Tuesday," she explained, her eyes red-rimmed. "Now what? Do I marry her on Wednesday? That's bad luck! Wednesday weddings never last!"

Nearby, Mr. Bollo, the civil servant, was trying to explain to his boss on the phone. "No, sir, I didn't miss the deadline. The deadline missed me! The day literally disappeared! ... No, sir, I'm not drunk. It's only 2 pm..."

He hung up looking defeated. "He said if I can find Tuesday, I can have my job back."

The children, meanwhile, had turned the crisis into a game. They ran through the streets chanting: "No Tuesday, no school! No Tuesday, no school!" until Teacher Grace came out with a ruler and they scattered like cockroaches.

But the most heartbreaking scene was at Mama Chidi's corner shop. Her son, little Kofi, was supposed to have his birthday on Tuesday. She had saved for months to buy him a small cake—now sitting uneaten on the counter, the icing slowly melting in the heat.

"He keeps asking when his birthday will come," she told me, her voice thick with tears. "How do I explain to a child that his special day went on vacation?"

I had no answer. What do you say to a mother when the calendar betrays you?

I watched, sipping my warm Gulder, my soul caught between amusement and despair. A woman clutched her sheet to her chest like it was her child's birth certificate. "Now my birthday will come back," she whispered.

Another man folded his’ neatly into his wallet "for financial luck."

I saw one man try to eat his, claiming he wanted to "digest the time." I tell you, the things we do when confusion enters the market.

✶ ✶ ✶

Meanwhile, the Landlord was on a warpath. He marched door-to-door, slapping eviction notices on our gates. The date? Tuesday. The day that had gone on a journey.

We tried to reason with him. "Oga, yesterday no longer exists. You can't collect rent from a ghost."

But logic to an African landlord is like perfume to a pig—wasted. He just glared, his eyes like two burnt beans. "Time is money! And you people are thieves!" he chanted, a broken record of greed.

That's when my neighbor, Brother Moses—a man whose life is a beautiful experiment in what-not-to-do—leaned from his balcony. He was holding a box of chibuku brew like it was a microphone at a concert.

"Landlord!" Moses yelled, his voice slicing the air. "If you can collect rent from a day that doesn't exist, then go and collect my own rent from the job I don't have!"

The crowd erupted. It was the funniest thing since Auntie Lorato tried to use a smartphone.

The Landlord didn't laugh. He picked up a stone, aimed for Moses' roof, missed, and hit a chicken. The chicken squawked and ran off like it had just remembered it left the stove on.

For a moment, we forgot the world was broken.

But reality always comes back with a bill. Mama Naledi stormed out of her bakery, her face dark like a power outage. She was holding a loaf of bread so flat it could be used as a carpet.

"My bread no wan rise!" she wailed, her voice cracking. "The yeast is confused! It skipped Tuesday and now it's protesting!"

The butcher, Brother Tunde, laughed until he checked his fridge. His smile vanished. "My cows!" he cried. "They missed fattening day! This is a Monday cow, not a Wednesday cow! I cannot sell Monday meat on a Wednesday! It's against the law of... of... cowology!"

That's when I felt it. A shift. The street holding its breath. The way a crowd goes quiet when the generator finally kicks on. The way a child stops crying when they see a spider.

Down the road, someone started singing a hymn and forgot the words after "Amen." Another voice told a joke that forgot its punchline. Fear does that—it edits your common sense.

And in the middle of it all, Moses was parading his blank paper, now taped to a stick, waving it like the flag of a new country he'd just invented called "Wishful Thinking."

"Look at you," I called down to him. "The first minister of Make-Believe Affairs."

He bowed with the seriousness of a man who has just discovered gravity is optional. "My people!" he announced. "I declare free Tuesdays for all!"

A small boy shouted back, "Start with free meat pie!"

From her bakery, Mama Naledi yelled, "Start with free flour!"

We laughed. Not because it was funny, but because sometimes laughter is the only weapon we have against the universe's terrible sense of humor.

Auntie Lorato stood up, her body unfolding like a royal proclamation. "Moses," she said, her voice sharp enough to slice roasted maize. "Wear clothes before angels report you to heaven's HR."

Moses squinted up at her. "Auntie, if angels resign, we will hire interns."

She sucked her teeth so hard I think a star fell somewhere.

I looked down at the children. They had drawn a chalk circle on the ground. Inside, they'd placed a drawing of a sun, a moon, and the word "TUESDAY" written in crooked letters. They'd piled gifts beside it: a 10 Pula coin, a marble, a sweet with the wrapper still on. A little girl placed her school timetable there like a peace offering to the gods of time.

"I want my library day back," she whispered.

Her voice climbed up my ribs and sat down in my heart.

A breeze arrived then—nosy, as always. It read the street like a gossip's WhatsApp group. It fluttered the blank page on my table. It lifted Moses' "TUESDAY" banner. It brushed Mama Naledi's tired cheeks and tugged at Auntie Lorato's headscarf. The breeze said nothing, but we all heard the message:

Time still moves, whether you can afford it or not.

That's when the first knock came. Gentle. Hesitant. On my door.

I opened it to find a teenage boy holding a plastic bag, tied at the top, like it contained something precious. A newborn, or a leak.

"Uncle," he said, his eyes wide with a terrifying sincerity. "You think if I keep my Tuesday inside here, it won't run away again?"

"What's in the bag, my guy?" I asked.

"Air," he said, completely straight-faced. "I caught some this morning while it was still Wednesday, so it remembers how to behave."

I looked at him, at this boy trying to bottle the wind to save a ghost, and I knew. This wasn't just a missing day.

This was the beginning of a beautiful, terrible, and utterly African madness.

And it was only Wednesday.

Or was it?

As evening fell, the neighborhood gathered again, drawn together by shared confusion and the universal hope that someone might be roasting some maize. We built a small fire in a metal drum, the flames dancing like the lies we tell ourselves at the beginning of the month.

Old Man Gabriel held the floor, recounting tales of the great flood of '78, when water, not time, had disappeared. "But at least the water came back!" he concluded, pounding his walking stick for emphasis. "It came back with frogs and everything! This Tuesday... this one is stubborn. It has the sense of a potato."

Auntie Lorato, naturally, had a more spiritual diagnosis. "It's these young girls and their tight trousers," she declared, fanning herself with a folded newspaper. "The trousers are so tight, they are squeezing the days out of the week! And all this bleaching cream. How can time respect us when we are trying to become another race? You cannot bleach and expect Tuesday to recognize you!"

Moses, now operating at a level of drunkenness that should be studied by scientists, tried to lead everyone in singing the national anthem, but forgot the words after "Arise, O compatriots." Instead, he improvised a new national anthem for our new timeless reality:

"Oh Tuesday, where art thou?

We need you now, oh please don't sour!

Our bread is flat, our rent is late!

This kind of nonsense we no dey take!"

It was terrible. His voice sounded like a goat being sat on. But we all sang along anyway, because in the face of the impossible, what else can you do but laugh, sing horribly, and maybe cry a little when nobody's looking?

That's when the Landlord made his grand return. He strode into the circle of firelight, his face a mask of righteous indignation, holding his ledger like it was the holy grail.

"This gathering is an illegal assembly!" he announced. "You are all conspiring to avoid rent!"

Moses, emboldened by chibuku brew and bad life decisions, pointed a wobbly finger at him. "Landlord! You are a temporal criminal! You are trying to collect rent from a void! That is fraud! I am reporting you to the authorities!"

"What authorities?" the Landlord sneered.

"The authorities of... of... common sense and good vibes!" Moses shouted triumphantly, as if he'd just solved world hunger.

The Landlord was not impressed. He pulled out a calculator, the tiny buttons beeping a funeral dirge for our bank accounts. "I have recalculated. Since Tuesday is missing, you all owe me for emotional distress and chronological inconvenience. It is a new fee. I call it the 'Time is Money' fee."

A collective groan went up. This man could find a way to charge you for breathing his air.

Auntie Lorato stood up, her wrapper rustling with authority. "My friend," she said, her voice dangerously calm. "If you charge us for a missing day, we will charge you for all the things you are missing."

"Oh yeah?" the Landlord scoffed. "Like what?"

"Like a heart. Like common sense. Like the ability to fix the leaking roof in my kitchen that you have been 'about to' fix since last Christmas."

The crowd erupted in cheers. The Landlord, for the first time, was speechless. He sputtered, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. He finally pointed at Moses. "You! I am doubling your rent!"

Moses grinned, a glorious, toothy, drunken grin. "You cannot double zero, my brother! I am a financial wizard! I have achieved what economists have only dreamed of! I have defeated rent!"

✶ ✶ ✶

I slipped away from the noise and walked towards Mama Chidi's shop. The little cake was still there, a monument to a celebration that never was. Mama Chidi was sitting behind the counter, staring into the middle distance.

"Maybe it is a sign," she said softly, without looking at me. "Maybe the universe is telling me I am a bad mother. That I do not deserve to celebrate my son."

"Ah, Mama Chidi, stop that talk," I said, leaning against the counter. "The universe is not that organized. If the universe could send signs, it would first send a sign to the Government to fix the roads. This is just... a clerical error. A big, cosmic clerical error."

She managed a small smile. "So God needs a better secretary?"

"Exactly. His filing system is a mess. He probably misplaced Tuesday in the same drawer where he keeps all the missing socks and single earrings."

We sat in comfortable silence for a moment, listening to the distant, chaotic symphony of the Survivors' Assembly.

"Uncle," a small voice said. It was Kofi, standing in the doorway to the back room, rubbing his eyes. "If Tuesday is lost, can we put up a poster? Like for a missing dog?"

My heart did a small, painful somersault. "That is a brilliant idea, Kofi. We will do that first thing in the morning."

"But what does Tuesday look like?" he asked, his face scrunched in concentration.

I knelt down. "Well," I said. "I think Tuesday is quieter than Monday. Not as flashy as Friday. It probably wears comfortable shoes. And it always smells a little bit like Mama Naledi's bread, right before it comes out of the oven."

Kofi nodded, satisfied. "Okay. We will find it."

As I walked back to my flat, the night felt different. The initial panic had cooled into a stubborn, resilient confusion. Life, as it always does, it was already adapting.

I passed two young men hunched over a phone, their faces illuminated by the glow.

"See?" one said to the other. "I told you. The dating app has reset. All my matches from Tuesday are gone. It is a sign from God to stop talking to that girl from Benin. Her messages were too expensive anyway."

"Bro, that is a blessing in disguise," his friend replied. "Use this opportunity. Start fresh. Your game was weak on Tuesday, to be honest."

I saw a group of university students sitting on a curb, using their phone flashlights to read from textbooks. "It doesn't matter," one declared, slamming his book shut. "The lecture was on Tuesday. If the day doesn't exist, the lecture doesn't exist. Therefore, we do not need to know about... what is this... the economic policies of the 17th century. It is simple logic."

"Brilliant!" another cheered. "Let's go and tell the professor!"

"They will never accept it," a more pragmatic one sighed. "They will just say the exam is now on Wednesday. These lecturers have no soul."

When I finally reached my balcony, the street was quieting down. The fire was just embers. Moses was asleep in his plastic chair, snoring like a malfunctioning generator. Auntie Lorato was folding her own chair, her movements slow and tired.

She looked up and saw me. "You are still awake, storyteller?"

"Someone has to write this down, Auntie," I said. "Otherwise, who will believe it tomorrow?"

She nodded. "Write that we were brave. And foolish. And that we tried to sell each other the wind." She paused, then added with a ghost of a smile, "And write that my theory about the tight trousers is still the most correct."

I laughed. "It will be in the first chapter."

Inside, my notebook was waiting. The blank page was no longer an accusation; it was an invitation. I picked up my pen, the ink flowing as easily as the lies at a political rally.

I wrote:

The day the rent died, we did not die with it.

We argued. We laughed. We tried to buy back time with paper and hope.

We are a people who have learned to make stew from a stone, so a missing day is just another ingredient.

Moses tried to sing a new national anthem.

Auntie Lorato blamed tight trousers.

A little boy asked if we could make a poster for a lost Tuesday.

And a cake sat uneaten, a sweet, melting promise that some things are worth waiting for, even if you have to wait through a void.

The yeast may not rise, but our spirits? Our spirits are leavened with a madness that no missing day can flatten.

I closed the notebook. The room was dark and still. From the open window, I could hear the confident, unbothered chirping of a cricket. It didn't care what day it was. It only cared that it was alive.

And so were we.

Tomorrow—whatever it was—would have to deal with us.
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​CHAPTER 2: THE GOSPEL ACCORDING TO MO
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If Chapter 1 was the shock, Chapter 2 was the hangover. And let me tell you, a temporal hangover is a special kind of hell. It’s not just your head that hurts; it’s your entire timeline. It feels like your soul overslept and your destiny is waiting for you outside, tapping its foot and checking its watch.

Wednesday morning arrived with the gentle subtlety of a fire alarm in a library with emergency locked doors. The sun, now clearly as confused as the rest of us, peeked over the horizon as if it wasn't sure it had the right address. The air was thick with the smell of regret, yesterday's roasted maize, and the faint—metallic tang of cosmic confusion.

I stumbled onto my balcony, my brain feeling like it had been used as a football by a team of angry giants. And what did I see? Moses. My neighbor, the man who once tried to pay for a bottle of Coke with a high-five, was now a prophet.

He had set up a pulpit made of two stacked crates of empty Star beer bottles and a wooden plank that I’m pretty sure was stolen from the "Road Work Ahead" sign. He was wearing a robe made from what looked like his grandmother's old curtains, and he was holding a stick—his "staff of temporal authority."

"Brothers! Sisters! Fellow victims of the calendar crime!" he boomed, his voice echoing with a grandeur that was entirely unearned. "Do not despair! For I, Moses, have communed with the chronosphere!"

A small, sleep-deprived crowd had gathered. Auntie Lorato was there, arms crossed, her expression saying, "This better be good, or I am divorcing this entire street." Mama Naledi was clutching a loaf of bread that was so flat, a car could have driven over it and it wouldn't have noticed.

"Moses," I called down, my voice raspy. "What in the holy name of sanity are you doing?"

He looked up, his eyes wide with divine inspiration (or possibly just the lingering chibuku brew). "My son! I am spreading the good news! I have discovered the truth! Tuesday did not vanish! It was... recycled!"

A murmur ran through the crowd. Recycled? This was a new one.

"Yes!" he continued, pounding his staff on the ground. "The Government, in their infinite wisdom and terrible accounting, has decided to recycle underutilized days! They looked at Tuesday, sitting there between Monday and Wednesday, not causing any trouble, not a public holiday, and they said, 'This one is not pulling its weight! Melt it down and turn it into an extra hour on Friday!'"

The logic was so beautifully, spectacularly flawed that for a moment, I almost believed it. It had that distinct African flavor of making absurd sense.

"This is the biggest nonsense I have ever heard," Auntie Lorato declared, voicing the thoughts of everyone with a working brain cell. "And I once heard a man try to argue that his goat was a tax-deductible dependent. Moses, your head is so empty, if you sneeze, it will echo."

"But it makes sense!" Moses insisted, undeterred. "Why do you think Friday always feels so long? It's because it's stuffed with leftover Tuesday! It's a chronological Frankenstein! A day-ka-bob!"

This led to the first theological schism of the day.

"So... we should be paying rent on Friday?" Mr. Bollo asked, his civil servant mind immediately latching onto the bureaucratic implications. He was already taking notes on the back of an old receipt.

"No! You should be paying double on Friday!" shouted the Landlord, who had appeared as if summoned by the very mention of money. He was holding a new ledger, this one titled "Temporal Adjustment Fees." The man was a parasite, and time itself was his new host.

The ensuing argument was a thing of beauty. It was like watching a chicken try to solve a quadratic equation. Everyone was shouting, no one was listening, and Moses was just standing there, nodding as if he'd just revealed the secrets of the universe.

◆

The theological schism birthed its first martyr. The argument over recycled Tuesdays and Friday rent had become so heated that Brother Chidi, in a fit of passion, declared that he was moving his weekly prayer meeting from Tuesday to Friday evening to “align with the new temporal reality.”

This did not sit well with the Friday Night Football Crew. Their leader, Sadiq, saw this as an invasion of sacred space.

“You cannot bring your quiet, clapping God to our noisy, swearing stadium!” Sadiq boomed. “This field is for football! On Friday, we worship the ball! It is a holy roundness! Your prayers will disturb our concentration!”

Brother Chidi puffed out his chest. “The Lord does not care for your offside traps, my brother! He is the ultimate referee! His VAR is always correct!”

“Your God’s final decisions are why my team is always losing!” Sadiq shot back. “He is clearly a fan of Chelsea! We cannot have this bias on our field!”

It was only resolved when Moses, sensing a new market, intervened.

“Brothers, brothers!” he shouted. “There is no conflict! Brother Chidi, your prayers are now on Recycled-Prayer Friday! Sadiq, your football is on Original-Football Friday! They are the same day, but different spiritual frequencies!”

He then sold Sadiq a “Victory Tuesday” to be buried under the center spot for “good juju,” and sold Brother Chidi a “Serene Tuesday” to place on his pulpit. Both men walked away, each believing they had won. Moses, of course, was the real winner, having monetized a conflict that didn’t exist until he arrived.

That's when the real hustle began. The market for temporal solutions became so crowded you needed a timetable to navigate it.

First, there was "Brother Tunde's Temporal Tonic." A questionable brown liquid in an unlabeled bottle. "One spoonful three times a day," he chanted, "and your internal clock will be ticking like a Swiss watch!"

I saw Mama Chidi buy two bottles. "For Kofi," she whispered. "So he stops asking about his birthday. The man said it contains the essence of forgotten time."

"Essence of forgotten time?" I asked. "What does that smell like?"

"Mostly like ginger and regret," she admitted.

Then came the "Tuesday Recovery Kits," now in Deluxe Edition. For just 500 Pula, you got a blank A4 page, a candle, a sachet of "Confused Yeast," and a pebble. People were snapping them up.

Right next to Brother Tunde’s tonic stand, a young woman who called herself “Auntie Tech” set up a charging station for phones.

“Your phones are confused!” she announced. “Their internal calendars are fighting with the real world! I am offering ‘Chrono-Sync Charging!’ For a small fee, I will align your device’s soul with the new reality while it charges!”

People lined up. I watched as Mr. Bollo, after getting his phone “synced,” stared at it in awe. “It... it feels lighter,” he whispered. “The confusion is gone.”

Then there was the case of the neighborhood’s two rival cats, Chairman and Mao. Their territorial war, which usually culminated every Tuesday evening, was thrown into disarray. They spent a full ten minutes in a standoff, each waiting for the other to make the first move that was now, technically, a day late. Finally, they just looked at each other, let out a simultaneous, confused mew, and sat down to lick their respective fur in mutual, unspoken truce. Even the animals were on strike.

The most poignant new venture, however, was started by the children. Inspired by Kofi’s idea for a missing poster, they had set up a “Tuesday Investigation Bureau” under the mango tree. They called their first witness: the Landlord’s prized rose bush.

“State your name for the record,” Neo said, holding a stick like a microphone to the bush.

The bush, of course, said nothing.

“I think it’s hiding something,” Kofi whispered. “It knows. It saw everything.”

Their final report, written in crayon, was submitted to Moses for review. It read: “The rose bush is a suspec. The chicken no everythin but he no dey talk. We need more biskit.” Moses, with the gravity of a state governor, funded their further investigation with a packet of biscuits. The hustle, it seemed, was a generational inheritance.

◆

But the pinnacle, the absolute masterpiece of opportunistic nonsense, was Moses' new business venture.

He had set up a booth next to his pulpit. A sign read:

MO'S MIRACLE TUESDAYS - CUSTOM-MADE!

Why settle for a generic Tuesday? Get one tailored to your needs!

●  Romance Tuesday: Perfect for forgotten anniversaries!

●  Financial Tuesday: Ideal for missing paychecks!

●  Lazy Tuesday: For when you just need an excuse.

●  Landlord Tuesday: For legal rent collection. (SOLD OUT)*

He wasn't just selling paper anymore. He was selling personalized delusions. And business was booming.

I watched as Mrs. Okoro, the tailor, approached the booth.

"I need a Tuesday," she said, her voice trembling. "My daughter's wedding..."

Moses put on a pair of broken glasses that had no lenses. "Ah, a Wedding Tuesday. A delicate model. That will be one thousand Pula."

She paid without hesitation. Moses took a blank page, scribbled "HAPPY WEDDING" on it, folded it into a paper airplane, and threw it towards her house. "There! The Tuesday has been deployed! The wedding vibes are now in the air!"

The success of Moses’ custom Tuesdays created a bizarre new economy. Mr. Bollo, the civil servant, was so inspired that he attempted to create an official-looking “Certificate of Temporal Absence.” He set up a small table next to Moses, with a typewriter missing the ‘e’ key.

“Please state the nature of your temporal grievance,” he’d say, peering over his glasses. “Is it marital, financial, or gastronomical? Be specific.”

✶ ✶ ✶

Meanwhile, Mrs. Okoro’s “Wedding Tuesday” paper airplane had landed squarely in the pot of soup Mama Iyabo was selling. Mama Iyabo fished it out, read the smudged “HAPPY WEDDING” message, and interpreted it as a prophecy.

She immediately marched over to Mrs. Okoro’s house. “See!” she announced. “The Tuesday has spoken! It landed in my bitterleaf soup! This is a sign! The wedding will be blessed with children as numerous as the vegetables in a pot of soup! But you must pay me to remove the spiritual bitterness!”

Auntie Lorato, witnessing this, sucked her teeth. “Now the soup is giving marital advice? This street has finally lost the last of the common sense that God gave a goat.”

The climax came when the Landlord, inspired by Moses' entrepreneurial spirit, decided to get in on the action.

He marched up to the booth. "I need a Tuesday," he demanded.

Moses eyed him suspiciously. "What for?"

"To collect rent, you fool! What else?"

"Ah," Moses said, stroking his chin. "A Rent Tuesday. That is a very expensive, high-performance model. It comes with... legal backing and a strong eviction notice."

"How much?" the Landlord grumbled.

"Five thousand Pula."

The crowd gasped. The Landlord spluttered. "FIVE THOUSAND? For a piece of paper?"

Moses leaned forward, his eyes gleaming. "You are not paying for the paper, my brother. You are paying for the idea. The idea that you can still get what you are owed. This is not stationery. This is a state of mind."

The Landlord, for once, was speechless. He looked at the blank paper, then at Moses' triumphant face. He turned on his heel and stomped away, muttering about "temporal anarchy."

◆

The Landlord’s defeat was not taken lightly. An hour later, he emerged with a new weapon: counter-propaganda.

He had drafted his own flyers on bright pink paper. “PUBLIC NOTICE!” they read. “BEWARE OF FAKE TUESDAYS! Any other Tuesday is ILLEGAL, VOID, and NOT RECOGNIZED FOR RENTAL PURPOSES!”

He began nailing these flyers to every available surface. The effect was the opposite of what he intended. The bright pink flyers became an instant hit. Children collected them for origami. And Moses, the genius, saw yet another opportunity.

He collected a stack and set up a new booth: “Authentic Landlord-Complaint Tuesdays.” He sold the Landlord’s own pink paper back to people, for 100 Pula each, so they could ceremoniously tear them up as a form of “ritualistic resistance.” Business was, once again, booming.

As dusk settled, a different kind of customer approached Moses’ booth. It was Shade, the quiet, bookish girl. She was clutching a novel.

“Moses,” she said. “I need a Tuesday.”

“What kind? Romantic? Financial?”

“No,” Shade said, opening her book. “I was in the middle of this chapter on Tuesday. The hero was about to reveal the secret. Now... now I can’t finish it. The mood is broken.”

Moses looked at her, then at the book. He didn’t reach for a blank page. Instead, he picked up a candle, lit it, and placed it on his booth.

“Sit,” he said. “Read. The candle is a Tuesday candle. Its light is Tuesday light. The hero is about to reveal the secret. Continue.”

Shade looked from him to the candle, then back to her book. A small smile touched her lips. She began to read, softly. Moses didn’t charge her a thebe. He just stood guard, a prophet protecting a different kind of faith.

The success of Moses’ “literary Tuesday” sparked a new, more specialized wave of entrepreneurial spirituality. The next morning, the neighborhood mechanics had assembled. Their leader, Rasta, was beating a wrench against a suspended exhaust pipe.

“People dey inside engine!” Rasta announced. “The timing belt of the universe don slip! We need to recalibrate the cosmic engine!”

They had pushed a half-dismantled Volkswagen Beetle into the center of the street. Rasta declared it the “Temporal Alignment Vehicle.”

“This machine,” he intoned, “go serve as our spiritual jumper cable. We go connect am to the heart of the missing day. Everybody, bring something wey you use for Tuesday!”

It was the most bizarre altar call I had ever witnessed. People rushed to their houses and returned with offerings. Mama Naledi brought a Tuesday-specific baking bowl. Mr. Bollo brought his Tuesday bus pass. They placed these items in a neat pile.

Rasta then connected a mess of jumper cables to the car battery, chanting in a language that was half pidgin, half mechanical jargon. He then gestured for Moses to come forward. “Prophet of the chronosphere! We need your holy fuel!”

Moses produced a box of his chibuku brew and poured a libation into the gas tank.

“There!” Rasta declared. “The engine of time is now anointed! It go start now!”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Vs

4
A b
‘ [
‘ ]
MBIGANYI
MALIDZA

5 ¥ |





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





