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Chapter One
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Monday morning was always a day that reminded James Dickson of the stack realization that he had been unemployed for about a year now. The alarm bell rang, signifying time to wake up from a deep slumber. The echoes of the dream still lingered at the edge of his vision. What was the dream about? He tried to remember, but as always could not recall anything. He glanced at his watch and immediately sprang from his bed and rushed to his bathroom.

Breakfast was made up of a thin porridge with a crust of biscuit. A quick glance at the watch told him he had thirty minutes to get to the interview. He dressed and looked at his reflection in the mirror. It was the look of a well groomed young man, beard trimmed elegantly. He found his key and locked his door. On his way out, he saw his co-tenant with whom he shared the two bedroom house. 

“Good morning, Sam.” 

James hollered out to the old soldier or so he claimed as he walked out of the house. The early morning mist was still heavy in the air as he reached the main road. The community he lived in was sparsely populated with finely constructed buildings. His neighbours were very friendly, but kept to themselves which was a good thing.

He hailed a taxi and told the driver to alight at the Sinapi junction. As the car raced along the road, he gazed across the road and saw a kaleidoscope of individuals carrying their wares to the market. Monday was a market day for the town of Soadey. The town boasted of modern buildings and fairly well constructed roads. It was a hustle in the early morning as traders jostled each other to get a few coins from their customers. His mind wondered to the many children hawking in the streets. 

“Please sir, we have arrived.” The driver prompted him and he instantly snapped from his reverie. 

He paid the driver and thanked him. At last, he had arrived at the Danmark Ltd. The building was elegantly constructed with polished tinted glass. He pushed the glass door in front of him and immediately approached the receptionist. She was smartly dressed in a black suit. He greeted her and asked of where the interview was being conducted and was directed. He met a throng of individuals sitting on benches in the room. Faces turned to stare at him as he silently closed the door. He mouthed a silent greeting to them and took his seat beside a lady. 

The moment James sat down, his name was called out. Now that was lucky, he said to himself. He entered the room and saw three smartly dressed individuals sitting behind a well polished desk. James had read every material on interviewing techniques, but the atmosphere in the room was tense. He noticed a wooden chair before the panel but made no move to sit down. A middle aged woman in an impeccable grey stripped suit asked him to take a seat. James took his seat and waited with bated breath for the questions. 

“So James, why should we pick you?” The interview began at last in earnest.
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The interview did not take long. James was told when to report for work. He thanked them and went out of the room. On his way back home, he contemplated the frustration he had to go through in his job search when he was laid off from the mining company. He dimly recalled a chat with some of his friends while in the university. They had dreamt of the big cars and fat checks. A year after university and all these dreams had turned to dust in their eyes. He glanced at his watch as he sat in the car and realized it was nearly four in the evening. He paid his fare and alighted at his junction. He felt his stomach rumbling and knew he had to get something to eat. He padded slowly towards his house. James met Mrs. Freeman and they greeted each other. She was a very amiable woman whose husband had died some years ago. He smiled kindly at her and wondered what people thought any time they said his name. Dickson was always a subject of laughter anytime it was mentioned in class. He finally reached his house, entered and saw his roommate watching a Jean Claude Van Dame movie. His roommate claimed it reminded him of some of his stints in Liberia during their civil war. James always wondered if it was not an over exaggeration on his part. They chatted a bit about the interview and he retired to his room to heat some frozen food for his rumbling stomach.

After a hearty meal, James joined his roommate, Sam, in the living room to watch the evening news. A young woman with a dimpled face sat behind a convoluted desk and spilled out the news of the day. 

“Scandal hits the jubilee house today as a minister of the state has been indicted in misappropriation of state funds into his private accounts.” James inwardly sighed as he realized his roommate was about to rant again.

“You know, this country needs a wake up call. Someone who will take the blazing guns to their faces. When I was young, these people would never try to steal state funds. Our time was one of patriotism and self sacrifice. How can young men like you find good jobs when the older generations are siphoning money into their pockets?” James listened to his roommate’s ranting about the 1960’s and the coups that followed.  

Around ten, James bade him good night and entered his bedroom to sleep. The moment his head hit the pillow, he heard the croaking of the frogs and screeching of whatever night animal out there. Sleeps gradually overtook him and he sank into wonderland.
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