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			Chapter One


			Modern Day Nigeria
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			“Meow meow...........” rung John Henison’s alarm clock. He stood up from his bed and turned off his cathead shaped alarm clock, which showed 6.00 am. John Henison was a dark skinned chap who was in his early twenties and stood about 5 feet 7 inches tall. He was wearing a green boxer shorts and his clean-shaven chest was visible as he stood up and approached his bathroom.


			John’s bathroom was a 10 by 12 square foot room lighted by a white florescent bulb. He took a blue brush, which was on top of the white sink in his bathroom, picked up a pack of toothpaste and started brushing his spotless white teeth. It always took him no more than two minutes to brush his teeth after which he proceeded downstairs to carry out his morning chores. John lived with his Aunt, Elizabeth ‘Lizzy’ Henison in a large estate in the suburbs of Nigeria’s southwestern city of Port-Harcourt. Each morning, he had to wash her cars and sweep the frontage of their compound. 
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			Squatting on the floor of Lizzy’s kitchen, He searched the kitchen cabinet desperately for a bottled liquid soap used in washing cars. He needed it in order to wash his aunt’s extensive collection of sports cars. John painstakingly searched all fourteen cupboards before he found it lying under the kitchen sink. As he stood up and turned to take his leave, he saw his aunt descending a spiral staircase. John looked her briefly in the eyes and greeted her in a small pitched voice: 


			“Good morning ma, how was your night?”


			“I’m fine.” came a sharp reply from aunt Lizzy who was dressed in a black corporate suit with her long dark hair neatly packed with a black ribbon.


			John Henison’s aunt Lizzy was a very successful arbitration lawyer. She was a fair-skinned woman of about 35 years. She drove the most expensive cars around town but was a very stingy person. She only thought of herself and her daughter and never cared a hoot about John’s financial needs. Once she had paid his school fees and provided food for the family, she felt she had done everything. She was also a very knavish hypocrite. John had to work two or three menial jobs in order to meet up with his ever-growing financial needs.


			“You look worried, what’s going on?” quizzed Lizzy.


			“I’ve been searching for the car washing liquid for over 30 minutes and I just found it under the sink” came a languid reply from John.


			“Ooh! I am sorry, I forget to return it into the cupboard after I cleaned the sink,” said a suddenly mild aunt Lizzy.
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			John Henison did not bother to reply her as he simply walked to the door leading outside to begin his daily chores.


			The early morning sun shone brightly as John opened the water tap and started spraying his aunt’s Ford Mustang sports car with water from a green water nozzle. His aunt’s car was parked in the driveway of her two storey house. 


			John Henison had a very broad muscular chest that somehow made him a local hero. Each morning, teenage girls from his estate routinely spied on him from their windowpane in order to catch a glimpse of his clean-shaven chest. 


			The interior of his aunt’s Ford Mustang smelled like vanilla (courtesy of an air fresher she had installed on the cars right air vent) as John opened it to clean the dashboard. John always used a brown towel to clean the car’s interior. As he was cleaning the dashboard, he heard a female voice call his name. He came out of the car and turned to see his aunt yelling:


			“John, John.... you breakfast is ready”


			“Okay ma, I’m coming.” came a swift reply from John. After cleaning her car for another 4 minutes, he proceeded to their dining room for his breakfast.
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			John sat solemnly at the family’s dining table as he said aloud a grace: 


			“Thank you Father for this meal we are about to eat, blessed and satisfy us in Jesus name:” 


			“Amen” came a resounding chorus from the family of three.


			John(who was famished) did not waste time as he started devouring the fried chips and eggs, which his aunt had prepared. Lizzy’s daughter, Sarah Henison, noticed this and she tapped her mum to show her what John Henison was doing. 


			“John, why the rush?” she asked


			“I’m rushing to go to work; I don’t want Mr. Bogardus to issue me a query again”. Came a glazed reply from John.


			Mr. Bogardus was the owner and managing director at the furniture factory where John worked part time as a forklift operator.


			“Okay, I understand but you have to take it easy.”


			“Okay, I will.” came a faint reply.


			Due to her ungenerous attitude towards John Henison, he hardly talked whenever she was around and always gave one or two word answers in order to avoid conversations with her. Lizzy also did not give John Henison any time/attention and this made him a lone wolf. John Henison hardly socialized and due to his tight work schedule, he had no friends. He only interacted with people whom he had financial dealings with. 


			“So what happened to the universities that you applied to?” quizzed aunt Lizzy who was referring to John Henison’s next educational pursuit. He had just finished secondary school and while he waited, being admitted into the university, he took a part time job as a forklift operator in a furniture-manufacturing firm in another part of town.


			“I haven’t heard from them.” came a swift reply from john Henison.


			“Have you checked you e-mail?” she quizzed on


			“No...” came another swift reply from John Henison. 


			“Why?”


			“I’ve been very busy lately and when I return from work, I’m too tired to do anything,” replied John Henison in a heartfelt mood.


			“Okay, I can help you check if you if you give me your e-mail address and password”


			“What! You want to read my mail for me? Doesn’t that sound strange to you?”


			“I used to do it for my husband when he was alive”


			“I’m not your husband. I’ll do that myself,” replied a deadpan John.


			At this point, John could not stand the pressure again; he knew he had to check his admission status fast. he picked up his ash colored touch screen apple i phone, double tapped the message icon and started connecting to his e-mail account. 


			Since they lived in an obscure area of town, the network service on his i phone was not connecting and he dumped it on the table and continued with his breakfast. 
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			Sarah Henison’s long beautiful curly black hair could be seen as he aided his mum to do the dishes. She was a fair-skinned girl who was about 5 years old. She loved her mum very well and always assisted her with the dishes.


			“Don’t stain your dress ooh, and hurry up we are getting late for school.” Replied her mum; Lizzy Henison as she washed the Chinese made breakable plates.


			“I won’t mummy” came a smart reply from Sarah. She stood on a small stool to aid her level up with the Mable topped sink. She also looked serious as she rinsed the dishes. 


			Her beautiful peach colored dress fitted her petite body nicely as she leaned over the kitchen counter. Her mum though rich disliked the idea of employing nannies to look after Sarah(she considered employing them a waste of money) so she took the responsibility of looking after her and doing sundry household chores very seriously.


			“chchch.......vroom ..” roared the sound of aunt Lizzy’s chrome painted Ford Mustang sport car. It roared to life and she fastened up her seat belt. She helped her daughter Sarah fasten up hers too as she zoomed up into the horizon in the warm bright sunlight.
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			John was dressed in a green overall and wore black boots as he punched the lift button on his fork lift. His short dark hair was neatly covered in a black baseball cap. To John this job was not perfect but as long as it helped him pay for his sundry expenses, he was not bothered. 


			As soon as John started his forklift, he saw Mr. Bogardus come into through the gigantic factory door. Mr. Bogardus was a short pot-bellied man who was well into sixties. He always wore a green turtle necked long sleeve shirt and black jeans. He started his furniture factory soon after he retired from the Nigerian Navy. 


			“John, what happened today?” quizzed Mr. Bogardus in an appealing voice. 


			“Morning sir, what did I do this time around?” replied an agonized John. 


			“I’m just commending you for coming early to work today.” 


			“Ooh! That don’t mention,” replied a blithe John.


			John smiled as Mr Bogardus passed by his orange colored forklift. He put his forklift in reverse, made a sharp turn and drove to the factory’s main manufacturing complex. John Henison arrived at the door of the manufacturing complex, briefly stopped his forklift and placed his identity card on a chip-reading device mounted at the door of the building and the buildings huge door opened up. 


			The factory’s main manufacturing complex was a large main building the size of eight football fields with huge furniture manufacturing equipment. The colors on the main manufacturing walls were white in color and the floor was dressed in very beautifully pattered Italian marble. Huge turbo fans were mounted on the walls to provide a warm atmosphere and bright white florescent lights gave the main building its lighting. 


			John drove his forklift to towards the end of the expansive building and parked his forklift next to his friend and co-worker Solomon Johnson. Without uttering a word, he brought out his i phone. He then flicked his finger up it’s 6 inch screen and waited patiently as the messages loaded. 


			His eyes wore a mixed feeling of anxiety and calmness as the messages started coming in. he quickly glanced through the entire in box then suddenly his eyes saw a message from Creek view University. He then clicked on the mail and it opened up. This is what the mail read:


			Dear John Henison,


			Provisional offer of admission


			I write to inform you that you have been offered provisional admission into Creek view University as follows:


			Course: B.SC ARCHEOLOGY


			Faculty: Art


			Level: 100


			Semesters: 8 semesters 


			Duration: 4 years


			1. This admission is only provisional, as only candidates who pay the acceptance fee and are successful at the screening exercise will be registered.


			2. Congratulations on your admission.


			Kind regards, 


			Mrs. P.R. Peterson 


			Registrar, Creek View University.


			As soon as John read the mail, he smiled to himself like a pig that had just eaten butter. Though he was excited, he did not allow the excitement get into his head and he continued with his forklift to go and pick up his own piece of cargo. 


			It was in this furniture factory that John Henison spent most of his day, working like an elephant but eating like an ant while the factory’s owner/manager, Mr. Borgardus worked like an ant but ate like an elephant. 
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			Chapter Two
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			John dropped his purple towel as he entered into the bathroom. His bathroom was darkened by the tall Dane palm tree directly outside its window pane and so he turned on the light. He stood there and thought about the day ahead of him. His mind went to how he would be undertaking a ten-hour long bus trip and he wondered how he would endure such a physically tasking trip. While he was still thinking of that, he heard someone banging on his door. 


			It was his niece Sarah. She came into John’s room and as she saw that it was open, she went in. As she passed through John’s room, she saw John’s bed that was neatly covered up in a brown bed sheet with a tiger’s head as its main decoration and two pillows, which neatly adorned the bed. As soon as she entered, John felt someone in his room and he called in a furtive voice:


			“Who’s there?”


			“It’s me, Sarah” came a sharp reply in her mild voice


			“What do you want?” asked a quizzical John. 


			“Mummy said I should come and tell you that your breakfast is ready and you should hurry up so you can go to the bank.”


			“Okay, I’m coming... close the door on your way out.”


			“Okay.”


			With this John’s niece Sarah quietly exited John’s room and closed the Japanese made wooden door.


			John turned on the shower in his bathroom and started showering. John always took his mobile phone to his bathroom as he showered. On this occasion as always, he danced to his favorite song: a dance-pop song by David Guetta ft Usher-Without You.
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			John opened the boot of his Aunt’s Matte black Chevrolet corvette sports car and put down the two brown leather bags he was holding into the car’s boot. Immediately he closed the boot, he saw her come out of their house. She was wearing a nicely fitting purple gown with a matching purple clutch bag that she held by her side with a pair of flat back shoes to match. John Henison saw her and as walked closer to her, he said:


			“Morning ma, what a lovely dress!”


			She smiled and replied in a clear and voice saying:


			“Thank you dear, I guess you are ready to go” 


			“Yea I am.”


			With this, she opened the door of the automobile and entered it. John quickly walked from where he stood behind the car and entered the car. The Chevrolet corvette’s interior was decorated in clear crystal leather upholstery. While the floor mats were velour floor mats with red stitching, the dashboard was in trim artico design. 


			The roof lining, seat belt and head restraint were all black. she pushed on the start button located at the side of the black steering wheel and the car roared to life. John’s aunt then took out her iphone, tethered it to the cars stereo system and waited for it to start playing her favorite songs. 


			Aunt Lizzy who loved listening to soul music moved her head from side to side and clapped her hands on the steering wheel of her Corvette as her iphone started playing a song by her favorite soul musician: “Whitney Houston.”


			John did not like soul music and as the car sped out of their expansive estate, He turned to his aunt and said:


			“Aunt Lizzy, i love you and i would really miss as I go to college.”


			“Same here, I wonder how Sarah and I’ll cope with your absence.”


			“Don’t worry, you’ll be fine. With time you will adapt.”


			“I just hope we do” she replied in an emotion laden voice
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			John and his aunt Lizzy arrived at a huge business district in down town Port-Harcourt, Rivers state Nigeria .The business district comprised mostly Three storey buildings where all sorts of consumer electronics ranging from mobile phones, tablets and laptop computers were sold in lockup stores and two other buildings that served as office complexes to banks as well as hair dressing salons.


			Directly adjacent it was a bus station. The street was very busy as usual with lots of cars parked in its driveway and others passing by in a steady stream. Immediately John’s Aunt entered the business district, she became the center of attention due to the extremely exclusive sports car she was driving.


			She pressed a button from inside the car, the door to her automobile’s boot opened, and John came out of the car and picked up his bags. Lizzy came of the car and struggled to hold back her emotions as she saw John standing on the veranda in front of Keystone Bank. John saw this and said:
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