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Merry Christmas! Jesus loves you. And today, like every
other day we celebrate the one Gift that brings

newness of life. 

To the reader,

Happy Holidays! 
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00:00

Merry Christmas, Jola. You  rock  suck!

 

09:00

Let’s do this. 

11:15 

Back of a cab – doesn’t make sense to drive down there – might not make it back 

in one piece. I’m already shattered. Driver seems nice btw. He’s wearing a Santa 

hat. Haha. Cute.

Oh no! He’s playing ‘Oh Holy night’ – I hate that carol. Reminds me of Mom and 

that sweet voice of hers…breaks my heart too. Gonna ask him to turn it off.

He’s turned it off. He’s nice. 

Now I’m gonna ask him to play a song I like. Country roads take me home…to the 

place I belong…West VIRGINIA, Mountain momma, take me home, country roads.

 

That was nice…

Shit! I left my wallet on the sofa. 

25TH DECEMBER
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VOICE OF GOD

I should be mad, you know. It’s clear this chic has no money on her. She’s been 

searching her bag. This is why I hate cash trips. Just put your card in it and make 

my life easy. 

It’s a free ride. 

Free kini? Daddy nau ---

--- Shhhh.

Yes sir…but erm…can I vent?

You go still carry her for free. 

Sure thing…

Go on. Always listening. 

You know that normal people are with their families on Christmas day eating 

drumsticks and jollof rice. Lola was frying one correct plantain before I left. I for 

dey house dey chop that one. Just saying.

You dey fall my hand. Is that what you wanted to say?

The thing pain me nau. This trip is over two hours, and now I am stuck with this 

song on replay. 

Not a bad tune. What would you rather play?

Fall on your knees, oh, hear the angels’ voice…oh, night divine, oh, night when 

Christ was born…Oh, night divine, oh, night, oh night divine.

Oh boy! I didn’t know I was singing out o. Now she’s laughing at me.

Good start. She needed that smile.
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I need the cash.

Have I ever led you to a place and I didn’t provide?

No Sir. I am sorry, Sir. 

It’s okay… you’re a baby.

Ah! I bin dey think say I don dey tear meat…

My baby.

Ehen…Fear don almost grab me.

Fear? We don’t do that here.

Baba ooo!!!

 

                                          ‘You have a nice smile.’

Is it me she’s talking to?

No. It’s me. My friend engage jor. 

  

                                           ‘Thank you, ma’am.’

  

                                           ‘No worries. Why are you smiling to yourself though?’

  

                                           ‘Erm…’

Tell her nau.

Seriously? 

  

                                          ‘I was chatting with my friend.’

  

                                          ‘Hmmm…’

  

                                          ‘Yeah…’
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                                          ‘I see. Where is your friend?’

  

                                          ‘In…in me.’

  

                                          ‘That’s interesting.’

  

                                          ‘Right?’

She has a lovely smile sha.

You don’t have to tell her. 

Okay, Sir.

  

                                          ‘So…why are you working on Christmas day?’

                                          ‘Some of us make the sacrifice so others can be with their                   

                                          loved ones on Christmas day.’

  

                                          ‘Awww…is that your company’s mantra for today?’

  

                                          ‘Anything for my 5 stars.’

She is laughing again oh.

You are doing a good job.

Thank you, Sir.

  

                                          ‘So, if you don’t mind me asking…’

  

                                          ‘Go on.’

  

                                          ‘Who are you going to visit today?’

  

                                          ‘My mother.’

  

                                          ‘Awww…Omo mummy.’
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                                           ‘Ew! Very cliché.’

  

                                           ‘Would that deduct one star from my five?’

  

                                           ‘Hmmm… we’ll see about that.’

You’re blushing.

She is making me miss my madam. She sabi banter…just like Lola.

Hmmm….

Daddy, that’s all oh!

I know.

  

                                           ‘Your friend must be keeping you busy in there.’

  

                                           ‘He is.’

  

                                           ‘Am I intruding?’

Bring me in. 

  

                                           ‘There’s always room for one more. So.. your mom lives in Ketu.  

                                           right?’

  

                                           ‘No. She’s dying there today.’

  

                                           ‘Ahhhh?!’

Did you have to shout like that?

E shock me ni, Sir. 

  

                                           ‘I know…we are taking her off life support today.’

  

                                           ‘Oh…’
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                                          ‘Yeah…that’s what she’s always wanted. “If I am still not well on              

                                          Christmas day, remove the oxygen.”’

God, why is she laughing?

She’s in pain.

Now she’s crying.

                                          ‘What sort of mother makes her daughter cry on a day like this?   

                                          And why is God so selfish anyway? Why does he want my  

                                          mother today? Why not tomorrow? Why not next year? Why  

                                          not never?’

How do I tell her that you’re not selfish?

Don’t tell her. Just listen.

                                          ‘She’s been sick since forever…always in so much pain.  

                                          Sometimes, I want to help her end the pain…other times, I want  

                                          her to be okay and stay with me. She’s all I’ve got. Not sure I can  

                                          go on without her.... No. I won’t go on without her.’

God, this one pass me oh.

I won’t give you more than you can handle.

What do I say?

Just open your mouth, and I’ll do the rest.

  

                                          ‘I am with you.’

  

                                          ‘Uhn?’

  

                                          ‘I am with you. You are not alone.’

  

                                          ‘You?’
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                                          ‘Yes, me.’ 

  

                                          ‘Guy, don’t make me laugh.’

  

                                          ‘You have me. You’ve always had me.’

She’s gawking at me. 

Not you. Me. 

She’s silent…

Wait…

Still silent.

Wait.

                                          ‘She doesn’t even remember me. You can’t imagine how much  

                                          that hurts. She slips in and out of consciousness like it were a  

                                          vacation. And when she’s up, she has this smile on her face,  

                                          and she looks like a baby with those wide eyes shining in  

                                          wonder. And then I touch her face, and she beams – you can’t  

                                          imagine the rush of blood in my body, I start to think that  

                                          maybe this is the day she’s going to remember who I am and  

                                          say ‘Ajolayomi’, but the next thing she does is: 

                                          ‘Oh holy night

                                          The stars are brightly shining

                                         It is the night of our dear saviour’s birth

                                         Long lay the world in sin and error, pining

                                         ‘Till He appeared and the soul felt it’s worth.’

                                ‘A thrill of hope, the weary world rejoices

                                For yonder breaks a new and glorious morn.’

                                Fall on your knees, oh, hear the Angels’ voices

                                Oh, night divine, oh, night when Christ was born

                                Oh, night divine, oh, night, oh night divine.’



07

                                          ‘You have a lovely voice, ma’am.’

                                          ‘And so do you. Thanks for the duet. It was unexpected but   

                                          thanks…’

She’s laughing…and now she’s crying again oh.

                                          ‘It won’t be long my Adunni…I promise, it won’t be long.’ 

Daddy, we’re outside the hospital. What do I tell her? Would she be okay?

She will. 

                                          ‘What’s your friend saying?’

                                          ‘He says you’ll be okay.’

She is laughing ooo. 

And she won’t stop.
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DEAR GOD

I long for a lot of things, Baba. 

I long for a crown with stars.

I desire a walk with you, side by side, matching strides.

I want to gaze at your beautiful face.

I want to see all the Saints and Elders.

I want to join the Host of Heaven in singing Worthy is the Lamb.

I want to see my mother, my father and my husband, Timothy.

I want you to reach out to Ajolayo so that one day she’ll be here with us.

I want to see Abraham – the man who had the guts to bring his Isaac.

I want to see Job – your friend – the one you placed a bet on.

I want to see me as you see me – your daughter – clothed in fine purple linen – 

your righteousness.

I want to hear you say ‘Adunni, welcome home, my daughter.’
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HI…BYE…ADUNNI

There was human silence. The only sound was the hissing from the life support 

machines as it dragged Adunni on. Jola stared at the doctors who stood glumly in 

the room like humble undertakers just before an explosive display. She took a 

deep breath and stared at her mother’s pale face. ‘It won’t be long, Adunni. I’ll see 

you soon,’ she whispered into her ear.

Her mother’s hand moved slightly. 

                         ‘Don’t do this to me, Adunni. Not again. Just go…peacefully.

She gave a nod to the doctors and looked away. 

                         ‘You could step outside,’ the doctor offered. ‘It helps.’

As Jola motioned to leave, her mother’s hand caught her flailing arm. She stopped 

and turned to her. She was smiling like she always did. Then she started:

  

                         ‘Oh holy night

                         The stars are brightly shining

                         It is the night of our dear saviour’s birth

                         Long lay the world in sin and error, pining

                         ‘Till He appeared and the soul felt it’s worth.’

Jola swallowed and sang back to her:

                   ‘A thrill of hope, the weary world rejoices

                   For yonder breaks a new and glorious morn.’

                   Fall on your knees, oh, hear the Angels’ voices

                   Oh, night divine, oh, night when Christ was born

                   Oh, night divine, oh, night, oh night divine.’

Her mother beamed like a child, lifting her hand to her face. Jola stooped and 

nestled in her mother’s palm as they smiled. 

                         ‘Ajolayomi,’ Adunni whispered.





Thank you!
 

On Wednesday, 9th December 2020, I sent a message to some of my friends that I would 

be taking a break off my busy schedule to write a really short Christmas story. Later that 

evening, I sent them the first draft. ‘Awww, It’s so beautiful’ followed, and I’m like ‘That’s 

right! I sent it so you can make me feel good’ � – Now seriously, they were entirely 

objective, and I am thankful for their contribution. 

Thank you, Tayo, Ire, Gam, and Adekola for reading on such short notice and sharing 

your thoughts. Another thank you to Joseph Adesina for coming through with the design.

I am thankful for songs like He understands by Chandler Moore, You Hold it All together, 

Remember, Getting Ready by Maverick City x Upperroom – although you have been 

overplayed, you do not sound like a broken record. Shout out to gbangba gbangba by 

Bukola Bekes because that song is a whole mood vibe! The music collection would not be 

complete without O Holy Night, composed by Adolphe Adam (with so many beautiful 

versions by other artists) that primes my tear ducts. 

To my family, The Adesina, Ojo, Asolo, Alex-Taiwo and Adebamiro Clan, far away but yet 

so close to my heart; I love you. My friends - Muna, Ife Sane, Ife Woli Kekere, Vindy, 

Lydia, Itunu, Pastor Seun Olawuyi, and Bolanle, thank you for everything – words will 

never be enough.

Ultimately, All Glory to God, The One who Inspires me.  
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