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Dedication
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To the "Gazelles" of the world: May your uniforms always be sharp, Your seats always be in the middle, And your Milo tins always be full.

And to the "Cyborgs" who let us copy their homework— this one is for you.

The S.G.A. Survival Guide (Introduction)

WARNING: If you are reading this, you have likely been deposited at the gates of Saint Gabriel’s Academy (S.G.A.). You are probably wearing a uniform that is two sizes too big and carrying a trunk full of provisions that Senior Bakare is already planning to "confiscate".

Before you turn the page, remember the Three Pillars of Stealth:

	The Super-Ironed Uniform: Sharp lines = Smart brain.

	The Middle Seat: The only place the teachers can't see you.

	The Serious Face: Carry a textbook at all times, especially when going to the toilet.


School isn't just about passing exams. It's about surviving them.

Welcome to the Last Bench.
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Chapter 1: The Legend of the Middle Seat
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Monday

If you ever want to survive an African boarding school, you need to understand one thing: The Teachers are the hunters, and you are the gazelle. Last term, I was a gazelle that stood still and shouted "HELLOOO!" at the hunters. I got caught for everything. Hair too long? Cane. Late for Prep? Cane. Breathing too loudly during the Principal's speech? You guessed it—cane.

But this term, I have a new strategy. I call it The Stealth Mode. Leke’s Three Pillars of Stealth:

	The Super-Ironed Uniform: If your shirt has lines sharp enough to cut paper, teachers assume your brain is just as sharp.

	The Middle Seat: The front row is for the "Alchemists" (nerds). The back row is for the "Commandos" (troublemakers). The middle is the Invisibility Cloak.

	The "Serious Face": If you carry a thick textbook everywhere—even to the toilet—nobody asks you to carry buckets of water or sweep the yard.




The Provisions War

Before my Dad dropped me off, he gave me the "The Speech." "Leke, I am not paying these fees for you to play. If I see one red mark on your report card, you are going to the village to help your Uncle Sunday on the cocoa farm."

Uncle Sunday’s farm doesn't have Wi-Fi. It doesn't even have electricity. So, yeah, I’m motivated.

But the real struggle started at the dormitory gate. Senior Bakare was there. He’s the Head of Welfare, which is a fancy title for "The Guy Who Steals Your Biscuits."

"Leke! Open your trunk!" he barked.

I knew this was coming. I had packed my trunk in Layers:

	Layer 1 (Top): Soap, sponges, and boring school-brand biscuits. (The "Sacrifice" Layer).

	Layer 2 (Middle): Heavy textbooks and dirty sneakers.

	Layer 3 (The Vault): My tin of Milo and the premium spicy crackers.


Bakare saw the boring biscuits and made a face like he’d smelled a dead rat. "Is this all? Your father is a big man and he gave you this rubbish?"

"Times are hard, Senior," I said, putting on my best "poor orphan" face. He grunted and let me pass.

Score: Leke - 1, Bakare - 0.



The Classroom Setup

I made it to class and secured my spot in the Middle Seat. Then, the door opened and the "New Guy" walked in.

In every movie, the New Guy is someone you can trick. But this guy looked like he was sent from the future to make us all look bad. He had a calculator that looked like a smartphone and a pencil case with a zipper that didn't even make noise.

He sat in the front row. He didn't even look around. He just opened a notebook and started writing: "Goal: 95% Average."

If this guy exists, the teachers are going to start comparing us to him. My "Stealth Mode" is already in danger. I need to either make him my best friend or find a way to hide his glasses before the first test.



End of Chapter Thought

Today I learned:

	Layering your trunk is a life-saving skill.

	Senior Bakare's nose for Milo is getting stronger.

	The "New Guy" is a threat to my peaceful life of doing nothing.


Current Status:

	Milo Level: 100% (Safely hidden in the "Vault").

	Trouble Level: 0% (So far).

	Plan for Tomorrow: Figure out if the New Guy likes biscuits. Everyone has a price.


End of Chapter 1
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Chapter 2: The Milo Tax

[image: ]


Tuesday

I’ve realized that the New Guy (I’ve found out his name is Tunde, but I call him The Cyborg) is even more dangerous than I thought. Not because he’s a bully, but because he’s too good.

Today in Math, the teacher asked a question that was basically in ancient Greek. Before the rest of us could even open our notebooks, Tunde’s hand was in the air.

"The answer is , sir," he said, without even blinking.

The teacher looked like he wanted to cry tears of joy. "Excellent, Tunde! Why can't the rest of you be like him? Leke, look at your neighbor!"

That was it. My "Invisible Middle" strategy was blown. Now I’m "The Guy who Sits Near the Genius." If Tunde keeps this up, the teacher is going to start asking me follow-up questions just to see if the brilliance is rubbing off.



The Negotiation

I needed to neutralize the threat. After class, I followed Tunde to the lockers. He was busy organizing his pens by ink levels.

"Hey, Tunde," I said, leaning against the locker in what I hoped was a "cool" way. "That was a big move in Math. You must be hungry after using all that brainpower."

He looked at me like I was a strange biological specimen. "I have a balanced diet, thank you."

"A balanced diet is boring," I whispered, looking around for Senior Bakare. I reached into my bag and pulled out a small, plastic sachet. "Have you ever tried The Mix? Two parts Milo, one part powdered milk, zero parts water. You eat it with a spoon. It’s like a battery for your brain."

Tunde paused. I saw his eyes flicker. Even geniuses have a weakness for chocolate malt.



The Terms and Conditions

"What do you want for it?" he asked.

"Nothing much," I said, waving a hand. "Just... if the teacher looks at me tomorrow, maybe you could drop your pen or cough really loudly? And maybe, you know, let me 'consult' your homework for Physics? Just to make sure our answers align."

Tunde took the sachet. "I will not give you my homework. But I can... explain the concepts to you so you can write them in your own words."

"Explain?" I groaned. "That sounds like learning. Can't we just do a copy-paste?"

"No," Tunde said, tucking the Milo into his pocket. "But I will cough twice if the answer is B."



The Senior Intervention

Just as we were shaking hands, a shadow fell over us. It was Senior Bakare.

"What are you two doing here? Leke, I smell Milo. Why am I smelling Milo when you told me you only had boring biscuits?"

My heart stopped. I looked at Tunde. Tunde looked at the floor.

"It’s... it’s a science experiment, Senior!" I blurted out. "Tunde is teaching me about... solubility! We were just seeing how Milo reacts to... air."

Bakare squinted at us. He looked at Tunde’s "Serious Student" face and my "Sweating with Fear" face. Because Tunde was a "Good Kid," Bakare actually believed him when he nodded in agreement.

"Hmm. Carry on. But if I see any 'solubility' on the floor, you will scrub the whole hallway."



End of Chapter Thought

Today I learned:

	The Cyborg has a price. It’s chocolate-flavored.

	Being friends with a Nerd is the best insurance policy against a Bully.

	I am currently down one sachet of Milo, but I have a "Cough Code" for tomorrow’s quiz.


Current Status:

	Milo Stash: 90% (Investment for the future).

	Homework Status: "Consulting" (Which is just a fancy word for copying).

	Survival Level: Increasing.


End of Chapter 2
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Chapter 3: The Assembly of Shadows
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Wednesday

If there was a world championship for "Standing Still while Daydreaming," I would have a gold medal.

Today’s Morning Assembly was a special kind of torture. The sun was so aggressive I’m pretty sure the back of my neck is now a medium-rare steak. But the real problem wasn't the heat; it was The Principal’s Announcement.

"Starting next week," the Principal shouted into a microphone that sounded like it was being underwater, "we will begin the Sudden Inspection Policy. No student is safe. No locker is off-limits."

A collective gasp went through the crowd. I looked at Tunde. He was taking notes on the Principal’s speech. Who takes notes at assembly? Seriously.



The Emergency Relocation

The moment assembly was dismissed, I didn't go to class. I went to the dorm.

My Milo was in the "Vault" (the bottom of my trunk), but "Sudden Inspection" meant Senior Bakare would be digging through my dirty socks like he was looking for buried treasure. I needed a new spot.

Option A: Under the mattress. (Too cliché. Bakare checks there first.) Option B: Inside my pillowcase. (Risky. If I drool at night, the Milo turns into a paste.) Option C: The "Empty" Detergent Box. I found an old Omo detergent box, emptied out the soap (don't tell my mom), and placed the Milo tin inside. Then, I poured a thin layer of soap back on top.

Logic: No senior is going to stick his hand into raw detergent powder just to see what’s at the bottom. It’s the perfect crime.



The First Test (The Cough Code)

By the time I got to class, the Geography teacher, Mr. "Global" Okoro, was already handing out sheets of paper.

"Ten questions. Five minutes. If you fail, you will stay back and map the entire school compound by hand."

Mapping the compound involves walking around in the sun and measuring the distance between the toilets and the kitchen. No thank you.

I looked at Tunde. He was already finished. He looked at me and gave a tiny, robotic nod.

Question 4: What is the primary export of the Niger Delta? A. Cocoa B. Crude Oil C. Groundnuts D. Hope

I waited. Suddenly, a sound echoed through the silent room. “Ahem! Ahem!”

Two coughs. Option B.

I circled B with the confidence of a man who actually knew what he was doing.



The Backfire

Everything was going great until Question 10: Calculate the scale of a map where 2cm represents 10km.

I waited for the cough. Tunde looked at his paper. He looked at me. Then he started sneezing.

“Achoo! Achoo! Achoo! Achoo!”

I stared at my paper. Is "Four Sneezes" a code? Does that mean the answer is 4? Or is he just allergic to my cheap cologne?

I panicked and wrote "1:500,000" because it sounded like a number a smart person would use.



End of Chapter Thought

Today I learned:

	The Cyborg might have a malfunction in his "Cough Code" system.

	Detergent powder is surprisingly heavy.

	Mapping the compound is only fun if you're a bird.


Current Status:

	Milo Level: 85% (Safe in the Omo Box).

	Test Result: Pending (Praying for the "Four Sneezes" to be correct).

	Survival Level: 50/50.
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Chapter 4: The Detention Diversion
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Thursday

I’ve decided that Mr. Okoro is not a human being. He is a tracking device with a mustache.

Today, he walked into the class with our test scripts and a look on his face that suggested he had just tasted sour milk. My heart did a nervous tap-dance. I looked at Tunde, who was calmly polishing his glasses.

"The results are... interesting," Mr. Okoro said, dropping the pile on his desk. "Most of you think the Niger Delta exports 'Hope.' While that is poetic, it doesn't pay the bills."

Then he looked at me. "Leke. Come for your paper."

I walked up, feeling like a prisoner walking to the gallows. He handed me the sheet. 7/10. I almost did a backflip right there in the classroom. The "Cough Code" had worked!

But then I saw the red circle around Question 10. My "1:500,000" answer was crossed out with so much force the paper was almost torn. Next to it, he wrote: "Is this a map scale or a phone number?"



The Bait-and-Switch

Even with a 7/10, I wasn't safe. Mr. Okoro announced that anyone who got Question 10 wrong had to stay back for Extra Geography Labor—which meant cleaning the giant globes in the staff room.

I don't do labor. It’s against my religion (the religion of Laziness).

I needed a distraction. I noticed The Captain (my old partner in crime) looking at his 3/10 paper with tears in his eyes. "Psst," I whispered. "If you help me get out of cleaning the globes, I’ll tell you where Tunde keeps his Math notes."

The Captain wiped his nose. "How?"

"Go to the Staff Room door," I instructed. "Tell Mr. Okoro you saw a 'strange bird' that looks like the one on page 42 of the textbook. He’s obsessed with rare birds. He’ll go running."
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The Great Escape

It worked perfectly. The moment Mr. Okoro heard the word "rare species," he grabbed his binoculars (yes, he actually keeps binoculars in his drawer) and sprinted toward the school orchard.

I didn't waste a second. I didn't even pack my bag properly. I just shoved my books into my locker and headed for the dorms.

But as I was running past the library, I saw Senior Bakare. He was standing by the Omo Detergent box I had left near the window to "dry." He was looking at it very closely.



The Detergent Disaster

"Leke!" he shouted. "Why is this detergent box so heavy? And why does it smell like... chocolate?"

My soul nearly left my body. I had to think fast.

"Senior! It’s... it’s a new brand!" I panted, stopping in front of him. "It’s 'Coco-Omo.' It’s supposed to make your clothes smell like a snack so you feel happy while you’re doing laundry. It’s very expensive. My mom sent it from the city."

Bakare opened the flap. He saw the white powder. He didn't dig deeper (thank goodness for the "Detergent Shield"), but he looked unconvinced.

"If I catch you washing your face with chocolate, Leke, you will be in big trouble."



End of Chapter Thought

Today I learned:

	Geography teachers are easily distracted by birds.

	A 7/10 feels like a 10/10 when you didn't actually study.

	"Coco-Omo" is the dumbest lie I’ve ever told, and I can't believe it worked.


Current Status:

	Milo Level: 80% (Safe... for now).

	Reputation: "The Kid with the Weird Soap."

	Survival Level: High, but the lies are starting to pile up like unwashed laundry.


End of Chapter 4
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Chapter 5: The "Apo" Aftermath

[image: ]


Friday

The thing about lies is that they are like a game of Jenga. You keep stacking them up, and everything looks fine until someone accidentally bumps the table.

Today, Tunde (The Cyborg) was the one who bumped the table.

We were in the cafeteria, eating what the school calls "Jollof Rice" but what I call "Orange-Colored Sadness." Tunde looked troubled. His glasses were fogged up, which usually means his brain is over-processing.

"Leke," he whispered. "I have been thinking about the 'Cough Code.' It is unethical. It violates the integrity of the pedagogical process."

"Tunde, please," I said, trying to fish a tiny piece of meat out of my rice. "Don't use those big words on an empty stomach. It was just a little help between friends."

"I am going to confess to Mr. Okoro," Tunde said.

My heart didn't just stop; it did a full-blown somersault. If Tunde confessed, he’d get a 'Warning.' But I’d get 'The Farm.' Uncle Sunday’s cocoa beans were already calling my name.



The Bribery Phase

I had to act fast. I reached into my bag and pulled out my secret weapon: The Last Sachet of Milo.

"Tunde, look at this. It’s the last one. Pure, uncut, chocolate energy. It’s yours. All yours. Just... forget about the confession."

Tunde looked at the sachet. I saw his moral compass spinning like a ceiling fan.

"I cannot be bought with malted beverages, Leke."

"It’s not a bribe," I said quickly. "It’s... a scholarship. For your brilliant brain."
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The Surprise Inspection

Before Tunde could decide, the cafeteria doors flew open. It was Senior Bakare and the Warden. And they were holding the "Bad Book."

"SUDDEN INSPECTION!" Bakare roared. "Everyone to the dormitories! NOW!"

My blood turned to ice. My Milo was hidden in the Omo Box. But I hadn't taped the bottom. If Bakare picked it up and shook it—which he always does because he likes the sound of things rattling—the tin would fall straight out.

I didn't even wait for Tunde. I sprinted toward the dorms. I had to get there before the search team.



The "Omo" Gamble

I reached my bunk just as the Warden’s boots started thumping down the hallway. I grabbed the detergent box. It was too late to hide it somewhere else.

I looked at the window. There was a large, leafy mango tree just outside.

I did the only logical thing a panicked teenager would do. I threw the detergent box into the tree.

It got stuck in the middle branches, perfectly hidden by the leaves. I jumped back onto my bed, grabbed a textbook, and tried to look like I was meditating on the wonders of Physics.

Seconds later, Bakare burst in. He went straight for my trunk. He tossed my socks, my sneakers, and my boring biscuits.

"Where is the 'Coco-Omo,' Leke?" he hissed, looking around.

"I... I used it all, Senior!" I panted. "I wanted to be the cleanest boy in school. I washed everything. Even my shoelaces."

Bakare looked at my shoes. They were still covered in Geography-labor mud. He squinted at me, his eyes narrowing into two tiny slits of suspicion.



End of Chapter Thought

Today I learned:

	Moral Compasses are surprisingly resistant to Milo.

	Mango trees are the best "Cloud Storage" for illegal snacks.

	I am running out of lies, and it’s only Week 2.


Current Status:

	Milo Level: 80% (Currently hanging 15 feet in the air).

	Tunde Status: Still "Unstable" (Moral crisis in progress).

	Survival Level: 10% (I am literally one wind-gust away from disaster).


End of Chapter 5
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