


Wishing towards to approach the light  

Most people where I come from go to farm. Most people don’t go to school, they 
go to farm. Only the weak ones are allowed to go to school, their hands are not 
necessary on the field. I always wanted to go to school. 
Few people where I come from owned a radio set,  but sometimes when they 
came back from the day working in the field they took the radio set outside, 
playing music or news for everyone. People would gather and sit close by to enjoy 
the music. We are only talking about boys. Girls were attached to their mother 
for domestic work. They don’t go out. So the boys sometimes would gather under 
the moonlight and make a dance. In my village there was no one with television, 
if we wanted to see a television we had to walk to the next village, people who 
arrived first  would get the better places standing by the window, because the 
television  was  not  placed  outside.  What  mattered,  was  to  see  white  people 
dancing  or  talking  inside  the  television.  When  the  ‘shhhhhh...’  happened, 
everyone had their own set of opinions and way of reasoning. I and my friends, 
we believed that it was raining inside, thats why we couldn’t see the people in the 
television anymore. Maybe in one, two hours time, the rain would stop and the 
people will come back inside. 

We were eight children in my family, four girls, four boys. I was the fifth child I 
believe. Most parents are not able to tell when their children are born, because 
most of the woman in Africa they don’t go to hospital for giving birth, they give 
birth in their home or maybe in the home of an advanced woman, somebody who 
specialized in herbs of the forest that can be used as medicine. So, no one writes 
down when you are born and never in their life would your parents say: ‘Oh, let’s 
have a birthday party.’ 

We have different classes of people. We have the rich people and we have the 
poor people. The rich people were the ones who were able to buy themselves a 
car and have bricks in their house, maybe send one or two children to school. It 
was them who would have television in their own home, their children would be 
called chocolate children. These children were able to take a proper breakfast. 



When  I  finally  was  supposed  to  be  registered  myself  I  was  very  happy.  I 
remember I followed my brother that day, people where to stand in a single line. 
Then they call your name and you have to tell them your name and then your 
fathers name. The next thing is, that you have to place your right hand over the 
head to your left ear. If you are able to reach, they ask you to bring your school 
instruments and start that season. If your hand doesn’t reach they send you home 
to grow more and you can try the next season. When it was my turn, I didn’t 
reach. Then is, when I told my father, my brother is not at home now, I am not 
able to start school here in the village so let me go to the town to stay with him. 
My father said, he would talk to my brother, if he was able to take care of me. 
After one week my father was able to go to the town. When he came back he 
brought the good news for me. He said: ‘Next time I go to see your brother I will bring 
you there.’ So I was very happy.  
When I moved to the town, I found out that life was different there to the one in 
the village. I was still very small maybe 6 to 8 years or so. Every day my brother 
took me to his working place because the first year i was not able to go to school, 
then I attended primary school, which was close by. The secondary school was 
very far away. To reach that school I had to walk one and a half hours in the 
morning and the same again after school. I was good in studying but my problem 
was, that I was living without family and my family was not rich. My brother did 
not have the money when I needed to change my shoes and things like that. But 
my father was very proud of me. Sometimes I would send a letter down to him 
and he was so proud to receive a written letter by his own son. He never believed 
that in his own life he would have a son who could write. My father was not 
educated but he would call for someone in the village who would read the letter 
for him. 

 After my third year in secondary school my father died. I don’t really know what 
he died of. I was with him in the village then. He had been sick for a while and 
me and my younger brother helped him to bring in the harvest and with other 
work.  We were  not  able  to  take  him to  the  hospital  because  we  didn’t  have 
money. We were still to little to take care of him financially and my older brother 
had his own family now to take care of,  as well  as me. My mother got some 
traditional medicine but it didn’t work. After two months or so, he died. I believe 
it was something that could have been treated in the hospital. After that when I 



went to town again to go to school, people saw me as somebody who was not 
strong. I was very down, I lost my strength to move myself, even to study. 

*** 

After two years I was supposed to do my exam to go to University, but you have 
to pay some fees. It was a lot of money. I went home to my village, to tell my 
mother I wanted to do that exam in order to go to University. I really wanted to 
go to University, because then in Nigeria when you went to University you were 
more then the president. You can move your steps, your family is proud of you, 
your community is proud of you, even if they don’t have anything to eat. You 
could have twenty limousines, but to have a child in University counts more. My 
mother then started to cry. I told her not to cry. After a little while she said: ‘Let 
me see what I am able to do.’ Next morning she left and when she came back she 
called me inside, and she said: ‘Look, what I brought you.’ It was a lot of money. And 
you know my mum was not living fine. She had gone to a community meeting, 
where she belonged when my father was alive. She went there and she asked for 
his part of the association. After my fathers death, they had wanted to give her 
the money but she had said no, because it would be an assurance of her future. 
Now she had brought it for me. So the exam time approached and we wrote the 
exam. Then we waited for the results. When the results were supposed to come 
out, they didn’t arrive. We asked many questions and then went to the submission 
board. They told us that the exam had been seized by the federal government. 
Some rich children who wanted to cheat had fought against the supervisor. So 
this means the exam would have to be taken again and you had to pay again. 

*** 

Never in my life I had been in Lagos, the big city before. My hope in life then 
was to be educated and the kind of agreement that I had made with that man, 
was that i would be an apprentice for several years. After that, if i am able to have 



a good record, he would offer me money. I was to live with him. I don’t want to 
use the word slave. During this time I was not a slave to him, but I was under his 
control. It was very hard. It was like kind of being kept. We served him as if he 
was  a  king  to  us.  He  was  sitting  down there  and  whenever  he  needed  your 
attention he called your name and you had to be there immediately. You had no 
excuse where you were if you didn’t appear at the appropriate time. We called 
him master. We flushed the toilet for him, we cleaned his plates, we fetched him 
water. I did all of that thinking that it would help me to go to school again. There 
are masters who are bad, who will never pay you even if you work for them a 
hundred years. I pleaded him, to let me go home for Christmas, I hadn’t seen my 
family in all that time. Then I called my brother and he came over and took me 
away.  So I left  the city and went back to my home town. There I was doing 
nothing. After a time, doing nothing is very bad. It makes you go down. It doesn’t 
give any good health to a young man who is just starting in life.  I also had a 
girlfriend now. 

*** 

You know in Africa you don’t have rights, it is your family who decides. So when I 
wanted to see my girl I went close to her home, to give a sign for her to come 
over. That was the only way. I was grown up enough, my family considered me a 
man. But for the woman, even if you are grown up, the families don’t like to see 
you with a man without knowing who he is. They want to decide whether you are 
good for your daughter or not. I was still  living with my elder brother at this 
point. One day my girlfriend told me: “You are grown enough to be on your own side of 
life, you are old enough to leave your parents.” My girl was about to do an exam to 
round up secondary school and I rented a room close to the exam center. We 
made an agreement that she would stay with me. That was for three or four 
months or so. After the exam she was pregnant. That was another life experience 
for me! How would I be able to do that? Abortion is allowed in Nigeria, it is legal. 
But everything you need in Nigeria depends on your pocket. You could go to any 
private hospital if you can pay for the abortion. But that was not the issue. The 
issue now was that: a girl who was supposed to go to school, was now pregnant. 
And the person who was in charge of this pregnancy is a poor boy like me who 



has nothing to offer. So this time the rate of thinking increased in my head. To 
have an abortion is somehow like killing, is what I thought in my mind. Another 
thing that I had in my mind was, that sometimes a child brings luck. The area 
that you haven’t been able to fulfil in life, maybe your son will be able to fulfil it. 
This being could probably finish or do things i wasn’t able to do, and i wanted to 
do everything possible, to work hard for it, to become a man! But how can I take 
care of a child if I am not even able to take care of myself? So I stood there and I 
said: ‘I see my life as a waste.’ All I had from now would be invested in my second 
life coming, if the baby comes alive. 

My girl said she agreed to have it, so her belly was growing and becoming bigger, 
but then she said to me we couldn’t have a child in the circumstances we were 
living in. Too many people in one house. We were living in only one room, so i 
decided to move to a place my brother had just bought. So I went there and with 
every money I got together, I bought some bricks or some cement or wood, and I 
built it into a more habitable place. My girl agreed and we moved there. When 
she was very close to labour, one night I heard her scream. She started giving 
birth. You know she was never ill before and me neither. I had tried to give her 
always good food, so she would be strong, because we wouldn’t be able to afford 
to go to hospital. The only thing I could do now, was bring her to a woman who 
knows about  herbs.  So  I  took the  lantern  and walked in  the  night.  When I 
arrived at the house, it was in the middle of the night and her husband opened 
the  door.  We had  walked  there  together  very  slow.  Here  woman,  have  their 
husband by their side when they give birth, but in Africa men should not be there 
when you give birth. They sent me home. I called my mother and she said I 
should not be worried and try to be calm in my head. But after a day she still 
could not give birth. You know in Africa usually you need to have a son, if you are 
not able to create a son you are not respected. But I did not care I just wanted a 
baby to carry on my life. But when she had still not given birth after the second 
day,  I  could  not  think straight  anymore,  I  then didn’t  worry  about  the  baby 
anymore, I just wanted her to live! Imagine, I was not married to this girl, she 
carried my child, her parents did not even know me! I felt crazy I could not think 
anymore, so I got on my motorbike and this is when I got the call that they both 
were fine, that I had a baby boy. Then they sent me home to take care of myself. I 
hadn’t washed or changed my clothes in all these days. 



After four months, I got a call, of a friend of a friend who lived in Italy. He asked 
me if I could pick up some money he had sent over. So far, his brother had always 
done this job, but he had always taken half of the money. This time his mother 
needed all of the money and this is why he asked me. The money was sent to a 
town far away, many hours by mini-bus. I said yes and left my wife and my baby at 
home. She had agreed because we would earn a little bit with this messenger trip. 
Then I left. On the way back we had an accident. I don’t know anymore what has 
happened, I woke up in hospital. I heard my mothers voice very far away, I don’t 
know what happened with my brain but i had cuts on my hands and skull and I 
could not remember anything. I wanted to get up alone, i did not want to lie in 
my bed any longer. They always carried me to the toilet so far. My mother said, 
that I should ask the doctor for his opinion before getting up. The doctor said, I 
could try but only very short. 
On the hallway there was a man dressed in white, by the way he looked he must 
have been a  reverend father.  He called me by my name.  I  was shocked,  why 
should he know me? Then I asked him if he was a friend of my brother. He said 
no. Later he told me, that it was him who had brought me to the hospital. In the 
accident, of the twenty people in the bus only eight survived. He said, that he 
was on a trip to a town, when he heard a voice that told him my name and to look 
for me. When he got to the place of the accident, they had already separated the 
dead bodies and carried the living to hospital. When he touched me, I was still 
warm, so he brought me to the hospital and saved me. When I heard all that, all I 
wanted was to leave the hospital.  My family said no,  in case of some broken 
bones but I told them that we couldn’t pay for the x-rays anyway, so what was the 
point? And we didn’t have money for me to stay either. God had saved me, he had 
given me my life, so I believed he would protect me now as well. That there must 
be some sense for me on this earth. So I went home. I went to some traditional 
healers for the pain and the bones and a few days later I said to my wife that I 
wanted to go to Europe. She laughed loud and said I was crazy. That I had still 
broken bones in my body and had just come out of an accident. But finally she 
said it was ok if I went there to earn some money and then I could come back 
after  three  years.  That  is  what  we  planned.  Then my son  got  sick.  We were 
worried and decided that his mum and him should go to stay with her parents for 
now, because it was a much better environment and also because they were not 
angry anymore at this point. Then I also delivered the money. You know it was 
still cross strapped to my body after the accident. They were very surprised, cause 



they all thought that I had died. It was November, shortly before Christmas. My 
wife called me after a few days and told me that our son was much better and she 
wanted to come home but I said to her that she should wait a little longer, till he 
was stronger. I know, she wouldn’t have let me leave if she had come home. Then 
I left with some friends. We wanted to walk to Morocco. And we did. 

*** 

I  prepared to leave with a group of people.  Most people get help from their 
family to finance the trip. There are parents who sell their house in order to send 
their children away. But if you don’t have enough money in your pocket there are 
other ways too. You can find more people, other people, who also want to go and 
if you find enough of them, you don’t have to pay yourself, that is the agreement. 

We moved in heavy duty vehicles, that can pass through the desert and drive on 
sand. You find yourself piled onto the back with many others,. These trucks don’t 
move gently. They move very fast and bumpy. You have to hold on firmly, onto 
anything  that  you  can  find.  If  you  are  tired  and  want  to  fall  asleep  you  will 
definitely fall off. So you have to stay awake by all means. Sometimes we did see 
heaps of sand with some clothes. Most probably one of us who fell off and died. 
That will give you a sufficient warning not to loose yourself. If you pay a lot of 
money, or if you are a very special person you can also travel first class and sit 
inside the vehicle next to the driver. Definitely money works in every area. Once 
we arrived in one place, there was already another truck waiting to pick us up. 
Some parts of the journey we had to walk for many kilometres. We never walked 
direct or official trails, we always had to take routes that were hidden, or by night. 
At night, they use flash lights to communicate, to tell us when to move forward, 
or when to hide. My guide-men always knew how to move and they managed that 
we did not get caught by any military or police, who would put you in prison. 
One night, it was still in the beginning of the journey, they asked me and a friend 
to fetch fresh water. In order to do so, we would have to climb some rocks. It was 
hell  for  me,  because  I  still  had  not  recovered  properly  from the  accident.  I 
explained that to the guide-man. He said: ‘Why don’t you stay in Nigeria if you are 



sick?’ Yes. He had said it. After that I went and got the water, and in the weeks to 
come I did not think of my pain anymore and my pain also didn’t think about me. 

People from the villages knew when we would be coming bye. So sometimes on 
the road, there were little children coming out to sell dried meat, dried animals 
and sacks of water. It doesn’t matter what the food or water looks like you have 
to drink it.  It  is  a  survival  journey and your appearance is  definitely going to 
reduce throughout. You never sleep enough, you rarely change your clothes and 
you don’t ever have sufficient food or water. But there are ways. If you need to 
ease  yourself  you  can  use  a  container  and  you  can  wet  your  mouth  later,  by 
drinking what you have passed out.  Also the other people can help you with 
theirs. If you are short of water, you die and when you are weak you go down. 
When you are going. You are going. There is no one who can help you. It is a 
matter of being lucky. 
Whenever you stop, there are camps or places, it is all organised. For woman it is 
very  difficult.  When  arriving  in  the  camps,  they  are  distributed  among  the 
officials. Depending on their position in the organisation the men can choose the 
one they like. I believe, when you travel with your girlfriend, it must be very hard 
to look her into the eyes the next day. But there are still woman who are going. In 
my group there was a woman who got sick, who did not expect that kind of 
system of being taken to Europe. I told her: ‘The only thing you have to focus on is 
where you are going. You are dreaming of going to Europe. The strength comes from the 
heart.’ Crossing countries for more than a year I never had one doubt. Sickness 
arrives when you have doubts. I wanted to go to Europe. But if you gave me 
10.000 Euros to do that trip again, I would not accept it and if my son started on 
that journey today, i would believe, that I don’t have a son anymore.  
One thing that surprised me most, when you finally arrive: half dead after all of 
the days on the water, without food or drink, just holding on to something, no-
one  knowing  how to  swim,  in  Nigeria  you  don’t  learn  to  swim,  when  these 
covered, masked men with their white suits and their gloves, pick you out of the 
sea and they ask you were you are from, when you have to remember what you 
have  practiced  to  tell  them,  you  must  remember  it,  even  if  there  is  almost 
nothing left of you, you have to tell them the right place of origin, if not, they 
send you back, then, when they get you to a doctor and he checks you, when he 
looks into your eyes, listens to your chest and looks you up and down, after more 
than a year of drinking all kind of bad water, eating whatever I found, sleeping in 
sheep homes, after being bitten by all sorts of animals, I was healthy. 



Then the only thing I prayed, was to get money to go to a phone centre and make 
a call. To tell them that I arrived safely. During all that time we had not been in 
touch. Now I was in the free world. In the heavenly place.You are a great man 
when you arrive in Europe. 

*** 

In the beginning, in order not to face the police, I left home before daybreak and 
I went home when it was dark. But I am very proud to say, that I never picked 
food out of the garbage. That was in Barcelona, I stayed there with a friend of 
somebody I had arrived with. Then a man they knew from Madrid came. He saw 
that I was good and working hard and he told me that in Madrid there would be 
ways for me to be independent and have my own room. I would have to sell a 
newspaper. He brought me to Madrid and dropped me at a place in front of a 
supermarket where I could stay and sell that paper: ‘La Farola’. He told me, that 
when people went in, I should smile at them and say: ‘Buenos dias.’ And when they 
would give me something,  I should say:  ‘Gracias.’  Doing this job I have learnt 
more Spanish. There are good people, who correct you when you say something 
wrong, but there are also people who simply bring you down. They tell you: ‘Are 
you not ashamed of yourself, why don’t you go and work?’ 

People come. People go. I am still there. I have been here, in this place for seven 
years now. For some time now they have closed the newspaper and we no longer 
have a place to buy it. So, what do we do? We can not stay at home, without 
doing anything. So we keep going to this place. I am here Monday to Saturday, 
from nine o’clock in the morning, when the shop opens, until it closes at nine 
o’clock again. You get to know many people being there. I take care of their dogs, 
their bags, whatever they bring while they are inside the shop. I know all of the 
children of this area. I play with them. I love children. People sometimes ask me: 
‘Are you always happy? You always smile.’ But how could I do what I am doing if I 
had an angry face?  It  is  a  means of  survival.  Sometimes a  change of  weather 
affects me. My health. But in all the time I have been here I have not seen a 
doctor. Apart from once. It was at the beginning of this year, before I went back 



to visit my family in Nigeria for the first time in nine years. The doctor told me 
that I needed some vaccinations before going to Africa. 

*** 

In all the years I have been away from my family, all I hear is their voice. The 
child that I left with six months, is a big boy now. His name is Polite, he is nine 
years old. When I returned, I stood there and I said: ‘This is my son.’ And the son 
knows that this is his father. I asked him: ‘How do you know, that I am your father? 
He told me: ‘Because your face is the face on the picture that my mother always shows me.’ 
By the time I will be able to see them again, hopefully the beginning of next year, 
there will be a little girl there too. My daughter. She will also have difficulties to 
know her father. I talk to my wife, her name is Blessing, every day on the phone 
and to my mother once a week, if I have enough credit. But you know, sometimes 
I don’t pick up when she rings. I can’t face the complaining. She doesn’t know 
what I am going through. The struggle what I am passing through, standing here 
every day, all that time. Often I tell her: ‘Don’t cry. It is like as if I am in prison. I am 
alive. I just can’t be with you.’ 

Europe is a place where you go and you never come back empty handed. I have 
managed to have my papers. I am not an illegal immigrant any longer. I also have 
a permit to work for the next two years. But I have not got a job yet. I know 
some immigrants who married white people, Spanish woman. Who now ride a 
car and have a family. They will tell you, that they have lived like me before. Many 
of us African men who stand in front of the supermarkets here in Spain were 
lucky. A Spanish girl or woman picked them out of there, to live with them, as a 
family. They live better now. In my own case, things like that have come my way, 
but I was only focusing on the way who I am. If a Spanish lady or girl told me to 
go with them, I said no. Because I know, I have something on my neck already. I 
have a family. 

To live with my family again sometime, is a probability that works with faith. Yes, 
i believe that one day I am going to live with my family. I don’t know where I am 
going to live the rest of my life, if  it is going to be in Europe or in Africa. I 
believe one day we will live together, not here, not there, because for now I don’t 



have the picture. I know it is a pain in the heart. But they say: ‘When you are in the 
forest and you kill  an animal and that animal is not yet dead and still  breathing on the 
ground you can not put it in a bag and take it home.’ This situation is not yet done. If I 
stayed with my family again, how would I be able to sustain them? Now my son is 
able to go to school. These last weeks were incredibly hard for me. I did not sleep 
well and I could not control my mind. My wife was about to give birth to our 
second child. Life is coming again, but I could not be there. But this time she has 
given birth in the hospital. 




