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​​OF TWINS AND SPRITES

			Ali and Simbi were twins, and they made a queer pair – as most people said. Ali often got into trouble with their parents for one prank or the other, while Simbi was supposed to be the good one because she rarely ever got into trouble, and generally appeared very sweet and innocent and always knew the right things to say.

			

			Ali was rowdy and playful, and Simbi was neat and liked braiding her hair with ribbons.

			Even though they were twins, they often bickered. And then Simbi would burst into tears and run to their papa. And Ali was often found to be at fault – which, in all truth, he often was really.

			Of course, they both thought each other a bit silly.

			“You two must learn to get along sometimes,” their mother sighed. “Why are both of you so different?”

			“It’s always his fault,” Simbi said.

			“She’s always sucking up!” Ali scowled.

			Grandmama had visited once and said, “Oh dear, it’s something in our family, I think. Twins run in the family, you know, and for some reason they always seem to quarrel!”

			Now, one day, their parents were off to attend a luncheon and left the two of them alone in the house.

			

			“Now you two behave yourselves,” Mama said. “We won’t be long. Just be good!”

			The twins waited until they heard the car zoom off.

			“Yaay,” Ali said. “Now what can we do? I’m going to play my football video game.”

			“No,” Simbi said primly. “Mummy has said no video games today.”

			“Well, she won’t know if you don’t tell her,” Ali said sulkily.

			“Well, I would,” Simbi retorted. “Besides, she always has a way of finding out, and I don’t want to tell lies.”

			“Typical!” Ali said bitterly. “Well, what can we do? Look around; we have the whole house to ourselves for an afternoon!”

			“We can watch TV. There’s a show coming up.”

			“It’s boring. The shows you like, anyway.”

			“I have an idea,” said Simbi. “Why don’t we play an imaginary game with the new dollhouse Daddy bought for me?”

			

			“Dolls!” Ali almost gagged. “You’re joking. No thank you!”

			“Oh, then can you suggest anything better? And no, we don’t want to make a mess. Remember what Mama said.”

			They looked round at the beautifully furnished sitting room. There were small figurines, calabash pots, and Mama had put some artworks and wood carvings on the walls. One of them was a funny masquerade mask with a grinning face that, for some reason, had always caught their attention.

			After a while, the twins decided to play chess. Now, Ali was usually better than Simbi, but sometimes Simbi put up a good game. The first game Simbi won.

			“I won!” Simbi said delightedly. “You are not better than me after all.”

			“There must a mistake somewhere,” Ali said in a huff.

			“Boo hoo, just admit it. I’m better now.”

			“Let’s play another game.”

			

			The next game, Ali won, but it was quite tough.

			“I won – as usual!” Ali said in his lordly tone, which always annoyed Simbi.

			“Well, you were just lucky. If I hadn’t—”

			“No, I’m better at chess. You just admit it!”

			“No, you aren’t!”

			Ali jumped up and down. “I’m a grandmaster!”

			Simbi stood up, imitating his jumping, and sneered, “Grandmaster indeed!”

			Perhaps they should not have been doing that, because a vase on one of the armchair side tables shook and fell to the floor with a crash.
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			The twins stopped jumping and ran to the side table. “It’s broken,” Simbi said after some silence.

			“Oh dear, what can we do?” replied Ali.

			“It was all your fault, as usual,” Simbi said accusingly.

			“My fault? You were jumping too!”

			“You always get us into trouble. Now Mummy will be angry.”

			“Well, let’s clear it away. Maybe she won’t notice.”

			“I’ll tell the truth! That it was your fault,” said Simbi.

			“Oh, you would!” replied Ali. “You’re no better. Remember when you tried on Mum’s lipstick, even though you knew she had said not to?”

			“Remember when you broke the eggs while kicking the ball inside?”

			“It wasn’t all my fault this time,” Ali said sullenly.

			“It was. If you had not been so full of yourself . . .”

			“Oh, I hate you!” Ali said.

			

			“I hate you too,” Simbi said and burst into tears.

			“Oh, you would start crying,” Ali said in disgust. “I wish I never had a sister like you!” And he turned his back.

			He suddenly realised that he could no longer hear his sister crying. He turned back. He could no longer see Simbi.

			Now, where has she run to? Ali thought. It was just like Simbi to make a big to-do over everything. Drama queen.

			“Where are you?” Ali called out. “Where are you hiding?”

			There was silence. Ali began to feel uncomfortable. It was not like Simbi to go away quietly. Usually, she sat down and sniffed and sobbed.

			“Hmm,” a much different voice from above said.

			Ali almost jumped out of his skin in fright. “What’s that?” He turned around, scanning desperately.

			

			“Don’t be afraid. Look up here.”

			Heart beating, Ali looked up at where the words were spoken from. It was the masquerade carving.

			Ali’s mouth was dry. “Did you . . . talk?”

			The mask said, “Don’t be afraid. I am the one.”

			Ali yelled. “No! I’m dreaming!”

			“No, you aren’t. And I am not going to hurt you. I am one of your ancestral guardian sprites.”

			“Where . . . where is Simbi? What have you done to her?”

			“The question is, what have you done?”

			“I didn’t do anything! She disappeared!”

			The sprite mask sighed. “Ah yes, it’s all part of your family lore. You see, you wished your sister away. And she has gone.”

			“I . . . I didn’t really mean it.”

			“Ah well, but you see, you have invoked a family spell. Let me tell you a story. Listen.”

			The sprite mask made a sound as if clearing his throat and began. “Long ago amongst your ancestors, there were twins: a boy and a girl. They were very special because they had learnt quite a bit of magic, and they used it to help quite a few people. But, sadly, they became jealous of one another and started learning spells to outdo the other. And the male twin caused a spell that made his sister disappear.”

			He paused and continued. “The effect of this unfortunate spell also caused an effect on subsequent generations of twins in one form or the other.”

			Ali said nervously, “I’m not sure what that has to do with me. I don’t know any magic or spells.”

			The sprite mask said, “It’s all part of your family lore. Twins have a special place. You have invoked it, accidentally or not.”

			“How . . . how can we get Simbi back? It’s all a mistake.”

			The sprite mask sighed. “I will try to help, of course. First, some questions. Do you want your sister back?”

			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

			“Yes, of course.”

			

			“Why?”

			“My parents will be upset if she disappears. They like her a lot, you see!”

			“What about you?”

			“I—” Ali choked. “I suppose I do, too. She’s my sister, after all. Even though she’s really annoying.”

			“Well said,” the sprite mask beamed. “Now, I’ll try and help you. We might not succeed. But we’ll have a go.”

			The sprite mask twisted its face into several contortions and then a gleaming, human-like figure appeared. The mask had a painted face now and flowing, straw-like hair, with long spindly arms and legs. It held out a hand towards Ali.

			“Now, off we go. A twin is going to save the other, hopefully. It’s all part of the family lore, 
you see.”

			Ali found himself in a dim place. There were several figures with strange faces moving around, giving the impression of a busy marketplace.

			

			“Where are we?” he asked the sprite nervously.

			“The state between the worlds. This place is called Limbo. Quite a few people are stuck here. Let’s look out for your sister. She would not have wandered too far away, hopefully.”

			Ali looked around in the twilight. “She’ll probably be crying somewhere. She’ll be so frightened.” Then he saw a figure standing looking around in a lost way. “Ah, there she is!”

			“Simbi!” Ali called out, running towards her. “It’s alright. I’m here!”

			Simbi turned her head. “Oh, Ali! What happened?” She rushed towards her brother and hugged him. “Why am I in this strange place? It’s awful!”

			For a little bit, they held each other tightly, then Simbi stared at the sprite who had joined them. “Who is he?”

			“The wood mask in the sitting room,” Ali said. “Can you believe it?”

			“Not just that,” the sprite said self-importantly. “I am your guardian spirit. One of your ancestral spirits.”

			“Oh!” Simbi gasped. “I knew there was something about that wood mask.”

			“Ah yes, you are right,” said the sprite. “You see, all part of your family lore—”

			“Ah yes, of course,” Ali interrupted hurriedly. “There’s some sort of magic about twins in our family and stuff like that.” He then whispered to Simbi, “Please don’t let him get started on the family lore!”

			“How do we get back?” Simbi asked.

			“Hmm, now that’s the rub,” said the sprite. “You see, I can only go back with one of you. The other one will have to find his or her way back.”

			The twins stared at him aghast. “You never said that!” Ali exclaimed.

			“I did say I would try to help and would have explained more if you had not interrupted me,” said the sprite. “You see, after the spell that Taiwo put on Kehinde, the other ancestral spirits put some safeguards in place. You see, if any twin causes harm to his or her sibling, they must also go to the world between worlds.”

			“What are we going to do?” Simbi said.

			There was silence for a moment, then Ali finally said, “You’ll have to go back with our guardian sprite, Simbi. It was my fault, after all, invoking the spell and getting you into this place.”

			“Then how will you get back?” Simbi said.

			“I’ll find my way. Besides, they’ll miss you more than me at home.”

			“Oh, that isn’t true! I’m not going without you,” Simbi said.

			“I’ll find my way.”

			“No, you won’t. You’ll get into trouble with some strange being here. You need me to look after you.”

			“I don’t need looking after, I—”

			The sprite interrupted. “So, what’s the choice?”

			“Well, I’m not going back if Simbi can’t.”

			“And I am not going back without Ali, so there!”

			“I see,” the sprite said. “I suppose the next thing is to put this to an appeal hearing.”

			

			“Appeal hearing? You mean like a court? Daddy is a magistrate,” Simbi said.

			“Yes, we’ll have to argue the case before the high sprites, who might decide in this case if an exception is permitted. A legal system; it’s all part of the family lore.”

			The children found themselves in a courtroom-like place. They stood in the left corner with the guardian sprite and, in the opposite right-hand corner, stood another sprite. This one had a mournful mouth curved downwards. In front of them were three sprites seated solemnly on a bench on a high dais. They had large, colourful feathered headdresses that made Ali want to laugh. He twitched his lips.

			“Don’t you dare laugh, young man,” the guardian sprite said sternly. “This is very serious. Otherwise, you will be left to find your own way back. And it is not a pleasant journey.”

			Behind them sat several weird-looking figures – too strange in appearance to describe.

			“Oh, just like a real court!” Simbi said.

			“All part of the family lore.”

			The largest sprite on the dais began in a portentous voice, “Now the hearing commences.”

			The sprite opposite said in a mournful voice, “We bring the case of the new twins before Your Honourable Presences. We would remind you of the precedent in which Taiwo the sorcerer irrevocably enchanted his sister Kehinde. That was a case of sufficient gravity to cause a great deal of havoc. Therefore, he was also banished to Limbo proportionate with his action. However, the spell remained in the family in various forms and, if uttered with sufficient passion, can be invoked fully. It has happened with these two. The family lore regarding the judgment  cannot be broken.”

			The high sprite turned to the guardian sprite. “And what have you to say?”

			The guardian sprite replied, “I pray the Honourable Presences make an exception in this case, because my twins here did not act with malicious intent. My role in this generation is to bring some degree of peace and harmony.”

			The other sprite interrupted. “We submit that it is irrelevant to claim that the defendants did not act maliciously. Besides, we can quote extensively numerous instances in which the twins have engaged in adversarial behaviour towards one another.”

			The three high sprites turned towards the twins.

			Ali cleared his throat. “I did fight with Simbi, but it was a mistake.”

			Simbi said, “The case of Taiwo and Kehinde might not be applied totally in our case. For it was proven that one acted with malicious intent.”

			“I did come back to rescue Simbi.”

			“And I refused to return without Ali. So that cancels all former adversarial behaviour.”

			“We were not aware of the lore. Is it in writing?” Ali said. He remembered his father saying something like that.

			

			“And we are minors, so we cannot be held fully responsible,” Simbi added. She remembered something similar her father had said as well.

			“Now, that’s enough from you two,” the guardian sprite whispered. “There’s such a thing as being too clever!”

			The high sprite cleared his throat. “We have looked at this matter and we can conclude that perhaps an exception might be permitted in this case. These two have acted in a cooperative manner. Also, they have demonstrated the judicial tendencies that lie in the ancestry.”

			“Ah yes, lawyers run in the family, you know. All part of the family lore,” the guardian sprite murmured.

			“Now, twin boy.” The high sprite addressed Ali. “Be careful of what you wish for; for you might just get it!” It then looked at Simbi. “And twin girl, desist from acting in a manner that may cause prejudice.”

			

			The high sprite continued. “Are we all in agreement?”

			The two other sprites on the dais nodded.
“Fair enough,” the opposing sprite said.
“Fair enough,” the guardian sprite said. “My twins are aware of the family lore now.”

			In a sudden swirl of wind, the twins found themselves back in the living room, just as they had been before.

			“Oh wow!” Simbi said.

			“Now that was some adventure,” Ali said.

			They looked about for the guardian sprite, but all they saw now was the grinning wood mask on the wall.

			At that moment, they heard footsteps. High heels coming towards the living room.

			“They’re back!” Simbi said.

			Their mother entered the living room “Now, did you two behave—” She gasped when she saw the broken vase on the floor. “My lovely vase! What have you done! Who did this?”

			Both twins went silent.

			“You two naughty children! I cannot leave you here without you causing some damage. You clear this up at once! You’ll be disciplined!” their mother snapped, and she turned and went upstairs.

			Ali and Simbi looked at each other and giggled, saying at the same time, “You know that was really your fault!”
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​THE STORIES OF SUAH

			Suah Mosher was staring out of the window at nothing in particular. It had just stopped raining and the drip drip sounds of the water from the roof made her sleepy. It was the sort of afternoon that made her want to be curled up in bed. She was not listening to the teacher, Miss Alaba’s too-cheerful voice talking to bored children.

			“Now, can someone tell us a story befor​​​​e the end of the day?” Miss Alaba trilled. “I’ll call someone. Don’t be shy.”
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			Nobody answered of course. Suah yawned.

			It was rather silly to expect junior students to enjoy listening to stories like nursery school children . . .

			“Alright then . . . Mosher!”

			Suah jumped in her seat.

			“Stand up.” The teacher pointed. “You will tell us a story.”

			Suah shook her head violently.

			“Don’t be shy!” Miss Alaba said.

			Why is she picking on me? Suah thought and she shuffled to the front of the class like an old woman. Why not somebody else, like the boy who sat in front of her and made paper airplanes?

			“Now,” Miss Alaba said brightly. “Susan, isn’t it?”

			“Suah. S U A H.”

			“Sorry . . . Suah will tell us a story. I’m sure you have many stories from your country. Now we’d like to hear one.”

			Stories from my country? Why would I want to tell anybody any story from my country? The woman should know better really.

			Someone giggled at the back of the class.

			“I don’t know any stories,” Suah said in a small voice.

			“There must be lots,” Miss Alaba said, stretching her arms dramatically. “It’s part of social studies, so start.”

			Suah cleared her throat. “Story story,” she began in a tiny voice.

			“Story,” the class chorused half-heartedly.

			Her voice became louder. “Once upon a time . . . but that was once upon a time. There is no clever spider or tortoise who plays tricks. There are no animals that talk. There are no beautiful princesses or princes. They are all lies. End of story.”

			She stared at the teacher poker faced.

			The class stared back at her, stunned. Then laughter began from the back row. Miss Alaba opened her mouth and shut it again.

			

			“Go back to your seat. That is very impolite,” Miss Alaba said.

			Suah returned to her chair. Several minutes passed, with Miss Alaba looking more and more awkward. She fiddled with several papers and then the bell jangled loudly from the central yard. 

			“That will be all for today,” Miss Alaba said, looking relieved. “Don’t forget your take-home assignments. Susan Mosha, I am personally going to report you to the principal,” she added, and she left the class as if she could not wait to get out.

			School was over for the week.

			After class, Suah sat in her seat and wrapped her arms around herself as if cold.

			This school, she thought, is all wrong.

			Maybe it was true. She had been here for a month, but would never get used to it. Most of the kids had never heard of anyone called Suah (who could blame them?) and they thought the way she talked was strange. “Naw ahm gawing home,” a boy called Dele Samuel always mimicked whenever he saw her. Dele Samuel was a pig, and she ignored him as much as she could, but Suah never spoke if she could help it. She also had a way, they said, of looking at you in a blank manner that made even the teachers uncomfortable.

			However, that was not all. Suah had just come to Lagos from Liberia because of the war – and other things. But she knew what her mother would say. “We’ve got to be grateful we’re here, because things could be worse, honey.”



OEBPS/font/MamaKilo-Decorative.otf


OEBPS/image/First_Spot.jpg





OEBPS/image/First_Spot.png





OEBPS/image/Mask.png






OEBPS/image/story01_02.jpg





OEBPS/image/Bard_and_Ink_logo.jpg
i HAHI]
i

vvvvvvvvv





OEBPS/image/story01_01.jpg





OEBPS/image/cover_thumb_six_strange_stories.jpg
i\\] § TR@WGE ) A=

STORIE

AH Mohammed

_






OEBPS/image/story02_01.jpg





OEBPS/image/story01_03.jpg





