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Gran'ma comes to Lagos

The gift that kept on giving

The dog and the greedy Tortoise

Mama and the Butcher


Dolapo was just five years old when she encountered Granma for the first time. Granma had traveled to Lagos from

Idanre to be with her daughter and her family.  Dolapo could not believe her

eyes when the door opened and she saw

this elderly lady at the door, who was eager to get into the house. Mouth  agape, she stood there and did not know what to make of this strange visitor who just invaded her space. Her mother

rushed out of the bedroom to see who

had been knocking on the door and she was just as surprised when she

encountered her mother, with a big “basia”, basin of foodstuff on her head, the size of half a wine 

barrell, she wearing a pair of thongs. Her feet
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and ankles were dusty., these are tell-tale signs of her lengthy journey. Dressed in Iro and Buba, the  traditional

Yoruba attire, made from Ankara a cotton material, with a lovely blue pattern. Her beautiful silver hair was plaited in cane

rows was gathered together in a bun. This was hidden under her carefully wrapped matching head gear.  Dolapo stood there observing the scene that unfolded

between the two women.  Mummy quickly


helped Mama with the ‘basia’, which they placed safely


on the floor. After this, there were


many cuddles and a long exchange of greetings that would last another thirty minutes.


It would be little wonder if one could appreciate that the journey from Idanre

to Lagos was a five-hour road trip, fraught with many dangers. Although the roads are tarred, the road from Idanre to Lagos has also been

redesigned with pot holes as the heavy


raining season washed away the tarmac, leaving


varying sizes of potholes in its stead.

The vehicle drivers will have to dock and dive to avoid the potholes and sometimes when this cannot be avoided it makes for a bumpy ride for the duration of the journey. Mum said, “Please let me know next time, I would be more than happy to pick you up or I ‘ll ask the driver to pick


you up from the bus depot, I don’t want you stressing in this heat”.
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Grandma responded, “It’s okay, I’ve heard. You

look well”. Mum responded, “So do you”.

The roads are also fraught with other dangers,

like armed robbers robbing travellers and the rampant risks of road accidents, which could

be due to tyre punctures etc. Upon arriving

in Lagos,  Gran’ma would have to take at least

two more public transport before arriving near

her destination and trek the rest of the

twenty minutes on the dirt road to reach

her final destination. As she was frugal,

taxis were out of the question. So when

Grandma finally made it to her Lagos

destination safely,  it was a big deal, given

the long journey and  tremendous risks, one

could now understand the need for a 


long exchange of greetings









between the two women. Mum said, “But you never told me you were

coming, you could have sent a letter. What a pleasant surprise though, I would have come and picked you up from the bus depot”, Gran’ma   said, “It’s okay, I have made the lion’s share of the journey, what is another few minutes within the streets  of Lagos!”

The children gathered around to see as the drama unfolded between Mum and this elderly lady, who seemed to have  taken all attention away from them. They

had  never seen Mum fuss over someone like that before, asking her to sit down, moving

so fast  to get her water to drink, asking what

to cook, one would have been excused to think

the queen of England had come to visit
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The kids watched with keen interest, taking

in this unusual encounter. They managed to work out that this elderly lady held a

place of significance but did not quite understand. who

she was.  The dialect was very different

from that to which they were accustomed but the love between the two women was

palpable. After what seemed like an hour,

the elderly woman turns to. the children 


and  greets them warmly, then Mum 

instructs them, “Dolapo, kneel to greet 

Granma, Tola, and Bola, prostrate”,


the children obeyed and did as they were told,

on seeing this Gran’ma reached out and blessed them and signalled for them to get up.

.
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Grandma gathered the children and, speaking in her dialect, asked, "Do you know who I am?"

Not fully grasping her question, the children were puzzled. With patience and

wisdom, Grandma spoke slowly so the

kids could understand. When they comprehended, they

all shook their heads. She then explained that she was their grandmother, and they could call

her "Mama." Individually, she asked each

child,  "ke oruko re?" meaning "what is your 

name?"

The children responded, now starting to warm up to her. However, Grandma soon

left the room, leaving them curious. Upon her return, she brought a stick

from the bushes, wove  the leaves around it, and introduced Dolapo and her siblings to

to what

would become known as the cane for

discipline. But in Mama’s words, this was their new “friend” for when they were naughty. Mama then placed the cane under the bed in her room. Dolapo and her siblings were curious so they

tiptoed behind Mama to see what she

would do with the stick and they ran back as

quickly as they could before she could

see them

Mama then sat down and asked Bola to unknot the hessian that secured the

foodstuff in her ‘basia’. Mama had a lot of

items in her ‘basia’ and had placed what looked

like a fisherman’s net over it, only made from

hessian to secure the items .

Bola managed to unknot the net and Gran’ma instructed him and his siblings to take out

the items from the basia. One by one the

children lifted items from the basia, it was

like the bottomless pit, a gift that kept on

giving. So many food items lay in that

‘basia’ that Dolapo and her siblings had never seen or heard of before.
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The gift that kept on giving
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Dolapo and her siblings reached into the

‘basia’, and they would have picked out ten tubers of yam, then it was the walnuts,

‘asala’ , which they were not familiar with.

Mum told them “Bang it

against the wall, this makes it easier to pry

open and eat the lovely nut inside”. For the next week into the Mama’s visit, walnuts became the children’s favourite snack they could not get enough. They pulled out the ‘egidi’ (wrapped in coco leaves, made from fermented dried millet), this could be snacked on, taken for breakfast with milk and sugar added, or even as part of a main with any choice of protein and stew. Dolapo and her siblings were excited. Then there was

‘Adun’, made from maize with groundnut surprises 

tucked inside,
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There was also the dried caterpillar

(munimuni) which Mama added to her stew, which was an unusual delicacy and

gave an unusual flavour. But each child cannot

seem to have enough of it when Mama makes this 

stew, the aroma sends

each child home when they have been

playing in the yard with the neighbours.  They enjoy this with Mama’s freshly made

pounded yam. Sometimes Mama will ask little Dolapo, to help her with the pounded yam, “wash the mortar and pestle” she

would say, as she gently showed her what

to do, Mama will peel and boil the yam, and once it was ready, she would ask Dolapo to put the


pieces of yam in the mortar


using a kitchen fork and Mama starts to pound 

the yam.
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Dolapo will watch Mama make her stew in the little enamel pot she brought from Idanre, she adds the munimuni, cuts of beef, and various other ingredients. She manually grinds

the onion, tomato, and pepper on the stone grind.  After what seems like so many

hours of cooking in the kitchen.  She dishes out the food and leaves the parents’

food in the oven. Dolapo sets the table and calls her siblings.  Only this time, Mama’s

rule was different. She gathers the children, asks them to sit on the floor in a circle, and puts the pot of stew in the center.

She dishes a ball of pounded yam big enough to fit their little hands with which they soak up the stew.
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Dolapo and Mama developed a sweet and sour relationship.  As Dolapo was the only girl  among the three children,


Mama held a different view of raising girls in comparison 

to boys. Her view was for the female to


do all the house chores and the boys get

an easy pass.  This left Dolapo feeling very unloved, as she could not

understand why she was constantly

asked to help in the kitchen and around the house and the boys got away,

watching TV and doing little else around the house. Furthermore, Mama forbade

the use of the left hand. So Dolapo had a 


troublesome time in Mama’s company.


Mama was always on her case to
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