
You are fourteen today. You flip your diary
open. The night is hot, but you do not make
any effort to switch the fan on. Somewhere in
the distance, you can hear a fight. The
stammering of an angry wife; the profuse
cursing – most likely of a mother-in-law; the
cowardly, screaming silence of a husband-
son. You wonder if it is the same set of
fighters as last night. And the night before.

Night and drama. Perhaps the body’s
conflict hormones peak at night. You think of
yourself as evidence. All afternoon your
troubles keep themselves on the fringes of
your mind, out of sight, out of the battle-pits.
But at night, like tonight, they file out,
brimming with insomnia, or a hyperactivity
disorder, running riot in the cramped confines
of your mind.

You fill in the date on a fresh page.
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Feb 21, 2004

It is getting hotter. The air is very stiff, as
though the wind were vindictively holding its
breath. Your mind drifts lightly over events in
the recent past, like the feet of some insect
skimming over the neatly ironed surface of a
pond. Everything comes to a halt at the visit to
the doctor’s. You remember your protests,
your incoherence, the melodrama budding on
your tongue and your thoughts, as you stared
at yourself in his tinted spectacles. You have
seen the same scenario happen countless
times in the action-packed soap operas that
are now the staple on TV. You find it
unbearable imagining yourself guilty of
complicity in what you had long ago
concluded was a sickening cliché; a
melodramatic affront on the e-ntelligence of
twenty-first century television viewers.
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snaking lines; drowning in a lake of frothing
ink. She hasn’t done anything to deserve this.

There is something else those lines are
whispering to you. That this is a picture of
your life. Your life as it is now, and as it will
be from now. Suddenly your past looks like
the best, most delightsome, most appealing
event that ever occurred in the history of
mankind.

Oh that you were a child again.
Then it occurs to you that on technical

grounds, you still qualify as a child.
You have to go back to the doctor. Or do

you? Segun, your MaleSeaHorse wants you
to. You are on your own now. Those were his
words, when he gave you the envelope of
money to settle what he called your “expenses
at the doctor’s.” No. Those words were not
Segun’s. They couldn’t have been. He’s just a
fourteen-year-old bundle of hormones,
confusion, hip-hop and stupidity, not very
different from you. He must have picked
those words up from a Nollywood
blockbuster. Those are the words you will
find every male specimen in Nollywood
movies uttering to every girl whose tummy
they have spammed. Segun was just acting out
his own Nollywood movie. You noticed how
fidgety he was as he gave you the money, how
painfully his voice trembled. You don’t want
to imagine where he got the money.

 He has years of high school and university
and postgraduate bachelorhood ahead of him.
Years of night-long partying and day-long
hangovering. It is unfair of you to expect him
to combine all that with hushing a crying baby
and changing diapers. Holding feeding bottles
instead of Gulder bottles.

You can tell what you are going to dream
when – if – you fall asleep. You will dream of
yourself lying on a bed, surrounded by
sneering nurses who are half a world of
imagination away, imagining how you and
Segun did it; what styles two fourteen-year-
olds could possibly have used. You can hear

yourself screaming, huge drops of sweat
trickling down your face. There is something
trickling down your thighs, but you cannot see
it, cannot tell whether it is sweat or blood.
Push. Push. Push. You can see your mum’s
face, a blurred, liquid version of it. But your
vision is not so distorted that you cannot see
the concern and shame painted like heavy
make-up on her face. Your dad’s face? You
can’t see a thing. OK, OK, you see something.
But it is not his face. He no longer has a face.
Just a blazing fire where his head used to be.
A blazing fire labeled with your name.

You have to go back to Doctor. Segun has
given you the money. You are now on your
own.

You glance at the open page of your diary
of it. Yesterday. You turn the page. Today.
Crossed-out lines of text. How you wish the
crossing-out could right things, cancel the
union of you and Segun, cancel out that night
in December when you allowed him.

Maybe you should go one step further. Rip
out the page from your diary. Which is what
you do, very slowly.

As you do so, you can hear Segun ripping
open the cardboard condom-box, all those
nights ago. You can hear the doctor ripping
Nife out of you. You can hear your Tomorrow
ripping itself out of the box of the Future. You
shake your head, in an attempt to clear out the
games your mind is playing with you. You
have torn the page out. A fresh, new page
grins at you. Un-messed. That may be a good
omen. A fresh page. A fresh chance. You
stand up, walk to the light switch. Click.
Darkness. Moonlight pours in, a disciplined,
somewhat frugal beam into the room, onto
your bed. You will go and lie down in it, the
pool of light from the moon. It will be like
taking a bath. Only this time the water is a
pure, calm, cold light from outer space.

Tolu Ogunlesi was born in 1982. He graduated in pharmacy
from the University of Ibadan, Nigeria in 2004. He is the author
of a collection of poetry, Listen to the Geckos Singing From A
Balcony , (Bewrite Books, UK, 2004). His work has appeared in

Wasafiri, Sable, Orbis, Eclectica, Stickman Review, VLQ,
Inkpot, Mississippi Review, Times Arts Review, Smoke: A

London Peculiar, Hiss Quarterly, Sentinel Poetry Quarterly,
Magma  and Subtle Tea  among others. His photography has

appeared in This Is It and Whatchusay . He can be reached at
to4ogunlesi@yahoo.com .

‘Seahorses’ © Tolu Ogunlesi, 2006. LITRO is published every
Friday and handed out for free near to London Underground
stations. To get in touch please email litro.fiction@gmail.com

or visit www.litro.co.uk.

You can help distribute
LITRO by printing out a

few copies from
www.litro.co.uk and

leaving them for others
to discover...

(please don’t leave it where it is likely to end
up as litter!)



The sluggishness of the sea plus the energy of
a horse. Just like “nightmare”. The bossiness
of night, and the gentleness of a mare.

The narrator’s voice picks up a needle-and-
thread, and proceeds to gently, unhurriedly
weave itself into your thoughts. You wait for
it to go far, then clamp down with your finger.
On the switch.

… My own MaleSeaHorse lives in an
ocean of hormones. But he must have learned
his lesson. Avoid made-in-Nigeria condoms.
Sometimes you suspect they are made of
cotton, not rubber…

The heat is lifting. A sudden gust of wind
lifts the curtains. You feel exposed, as if a
cage has been lifted up from around you. You
grasp for the heat again, but it is gone.

The wind lifts the page of the diary. Blows
it over to the previous day.

The date on that page is in green ink, so it
naturally stands out.

Feb 20 – 2004.

2004. You can’t remember leaping back into
the present. You just found yourself back in it.
You sigh, turn the page back to today, and
cross out all you’ve just written. You stare at
the mess you have just made on the page. You
can hear a cry deep within you, a cry for Nife.
Poor Nife, buried alive in a casket of angry,

candidate for a beauty pageant. You chuckle
and “if-only-you-knew” them. You know
you’re just a well-preserved mummy. I’ve
been wondering how things would have been
like if they had happened differently. A
nineteen year old should be in her second
year of University. And on her second or
third boyfriend. Perhaps still battling to
master the ABCs of sexual technique. I’ve
always wondered what would happen if
people were not born when they were born.
Would they still come as themselves at a later
date? I doubt it. They’ll forfeit their turn, and
their existence. If Nife hadn’t been born then,
she wouldn’t have ever come again as Nife.
The unborn Nife would have been un-
assembled and used to make another person,
perhaps in some far away country, like
China. So much for my philosophizing. I
Think, therefore I Am. Nay. I Sinned,
therefore I Am.

†††

There’s a radio documentary on. Some
babbling about Marine Life. Sea-slugs,
starfish and sharks in the Atlantic. And
Seahorses.

Seahorses. You like the sound of that. And
the images it engenders in your mind. “Sea-
Horses” as a word is beautiful juxtaposition.
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The doctor could only sigh. Ten years of
breaking the same news to the same type of
people – bright-eyed girls who seem unable to
tell even the difference between menstruation
and menopause – hasn’t made it any easier or
less stressful.

†††

This is where a diary comes in handy. Was it
Janet Jackson or someone else who said a
diary is where you can take your time to put
the pieces of your life together. You have
really matured, come a long way. From the
infatuation-infested diaries of two years ago
(filled with – He wore that cool shirt today;
God, I think he likes me, but is too shy; Dami
says she saw him with that new girl in the
empty class in the New Block), you are ready
to move to a new genre, filled with real,
heavy, Mills and Boon and Playboy stuff. It
will make your old diaries seem like
Cinderella’s musings in comparison.

You look at the date again. Feb 21. 2004. A
week ago was St. Valentine’s Day, but that is
by the way. A diary is where you can put your
life together again. A diary is where you can
play God. A diary is where you rule over
time.

But there is a snag. You have never been
good at creative writing. You remember only
too well your literature teacher’s remarks in
your report card last term. Actually, you can’t
remember her exact words, but you remember
the feeling you had when you held the card in
your hands.

Now, here is another chance at creative
writing, this time without the unease that
comes with knowing that some frustrated
novelist posing as literature teacher might
murder it with angry red ink.

2004.

You mentally hitch up your skirt – with your
pen – and leap into the chasm of time. You
feel faint as you sail through time, and it takes
a while to catch your breath after you land.
Then you look around to see where you have

landed. 2009. You have just leapt five fucking
years.

†††

A baby. One small step for your fourteen-
year-old hormones, one giant leap for your
twenty-eight day cycle.

This story looks like it’ll fall into the Sci-fi
genre. How you hate sci-fi. That’s why you’ll
never be found searching through your
brother’s school bag. You hate the hideous
looking aliens that grace every cover of his
books and abound within the pages of the
many well-worn novels inhabiting the bag.
But sci-fi is the genre where we subvert time,
isn’t it? Time becomes a die with an endless
number of faces, to be tossed at will.

You rewrite the date.

Feb 21 – 2009

Once that is settled, you begin to write, as
though someone suddenly unstopped a sink-
plug in your mind.

Hi.
As you jolly well know, today is a big-deal
day in my life. My daughter and I share a
birthday, and today is one of such days. I am
nineteen. And Nife is five. We have both
changed a lot. Nife is a smart, beautiful little
woman, who laughs like it is going out of
fashion. She is much slimmer now – no
longer the fat bundle she was in her baby
pictures. The portrait of my daughter as a
grown girl. In all those pictures she is to be
seen clutching a biscuit, not odd for a child
who learned to pronounce “biscuit” before
“mommy”. Big Aunty saw her last week and
said she was going to win a beauty contest
before she became twenty. Why not? Will I
encourage her? Of course. I would have been
a model myself, and maybe a beauty queen.
But not anymore. Not nomore…you’ve
passed up your chance, baby girl, become a
premature woman… I feel I’ve been around
forever. People don’t see all that. They walk
up to you and tell you that you look like a
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