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THE MORNING I BECAME Nobody 

— or simply the Other
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SOMETHING TO GAIN OR to lose 

Emeka Agbara woke up one morning to the astonishment of 

being a white Homo Sapiens. 

He put on his spectacles to make certain but 

the peculiar skin pigmentation remained. 

He had booked an appointment with his optometrist which was soon due. 

But the reality remained disturbing. 

Emeka tried to make sense of it. 

Was he in his right mind or was it a dream—

a nightmarish scenario in bright daylight? 

“Oh my god!” he bellowed, arms above his head and 

appeared panic-stricken. 

Emeka reached for his mobile. 

But he had forgotten to charge it. 

He connected it to the charger. 

What was he to do about his predicament? 

“Hello!” he bellowed but only the echo of his voice greeted him. 

Of course! He was home alone. His family was away visiting relatives.

Emeka needed to reach kindness from anyone to be comforted. 

Maybe some wisdom from his father from such a distance.

Then he remembered his dad was having trouble with 

short memory during their last long-distance chat one month earlier.

Emeka must inform his wife before turning to anyone else. 

His mobile was useable now. 

And he noticed a message from his wife: 

that all was well and will be home tomorrow as planned.

He called her. 

“Hello, Ngozi! It’s me!” 

“Yes, I hear that. All’s well?”

“Well...yes,” Emeka heard himself utter. 

“What’s wrong? You sound strange.”

“My situation is strange!” Emeka said.

“What do you mean–what happened? What you did?”

“Nothing! Only that after waking up, my skin, 

well my appearance, looks very pale,” Emeka said. 

“What you mean, pale? Are you sick?” said Ngozi. 

“No, not sick. ... just that my skin turned pale —

like our hosts and hostesses.”

“But that can’t be, Emeka,” said Ngozi. 

“It is true! I swear to God. My black skin turned ... gone white.” 

“That sounds like the devil in control of my husband,” said Ngozi, as in disbelief.

Emeka said, “It got me thinking if the new vitamins we bought online created such a result.”   

“I still look like meself––no paleness.

Visit our doctor for an explanation.  

And go at once! 

Call in sick for work––no explanation other than fever ––

That’s enough,” said Ngozi.

Emeka said, “I’ll try to reach him by phone first––

To make an appointment. 

But I will go anyway.”  
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SOCIETY - UTILITY & Dehumanization 
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EMEKA HAD MIXED EMOTIONS: that his whiteness might worsen his 

situation instead of saving him from any likely deportation. 

Those civil-servants have no imagination and might 

even accuse him of performing Blackmagic–– 

especially if the far-right party wins the election. 

However, fingers crossed, the meeting at Immigration Office may 

go well for him with his new pigmentation. 

It was of utmost importance for the meeting to go well, Emeka mused. 

And with such positive thought he might in good time get used to being white. 

“I will do anything to remain with my family,” he told himself. 

Yet being white was a disturbing reality for him personally. 

His authenticity was on the line –– For crying out loud! 

And he could only hope that in time his mental state will get 

used to his new look—especially how friends and family back 

in Africa would think of the person they thought they knew—

hence blaming him.

As it was the custom, in Nigeria they would surely blame him and 

he was certain of it because he grew up in such an 

environment which generally blamed the victim. 

But worse was how Emeka would continue being himself. 

He was still an African—Better still, a proud Nigerian in spite of  

his occasional complaints of the country’s problems related to  

both political and economic corruptions. 
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SHAME – THOUGH INAUTHENTICITY might save his ass from deportation
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HIS GUILT OFTEN SHOWED its ugly persona, in readiness to take 

the blame—by blaming indirectly his sub-conscious. 

A long time ago Emeka dreamt of being light-skinned enough 

to pass as a South African coloured and perhaps flourish better in

his newly adopted country. 

Why not blame the Devil or the gods for a change, he pondered.

How will Emeka’s neighbours and friends respond and fare with 

his metamorphosis? 

Some are likely to tease him in a friendly manner, 

some will be supportive. 

Some will definitely be flabbergasted or hateful or envious. 

Some strangers in the neighbourhood who 

previously ignored him before 

might now unconsciously nod pleasantly on 

the street, in passing. 

Maybe a pretty woman smiles at him on the tube, 

He relished the thought –– but: "Thirty years too late."
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ON HIS WAY TO HIS DOCTOR’S clinic, Emeka sported a black cap and sunglasses as if incognito. 

He was of course afraid of running into anyone who knew him and might embarrass him with questions and laughter. 
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HOMO SAPIENS PAY TOO much concern about “others” which 

strangely he ponders by chance:
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“our sense of self is constructed through 

others' perceptions, 

the inescapable nature of "the Gaze," 

and the concept of "bad faith" – 

the self-deception we use to avoid confronting 

our freedom and responsibility.”

- SARTRE’S NO EXIT:
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WHAT OF THE ADVANTAGES and Disadvantages?
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THE RECURRING THOUGHT that his new condition might later affect his mental health 

worried him, despite the effort to be optimistic. 

His wife and children were quickly getting used to his transformation––a big surprise. 

Emeka should probably reach out to a priest or a mental-health counsellor, his doctor recommended.

“Whatever,” he felt, irritated. 

He decided to allow 

commonsense to shine,  

for a change. 

He was obsessed with how the Immigration Board/ Authorities will react to his change—

maybe accusing him of tampering with skin-lightening or bleaching 

creams to pass as white. 

His imagination seemed to be running away with him.

Emeka would deny it since it was his truth and only 

admit to using vitamins for his health which he purchased online.

Finally the letter from the Immigration authorities arrived regarding temporary employment status and the date for his interview. 

Emeka was acutely concerned about the risk of getting deported due 

to his current temporary job status in a hospital as a porter. 

He was also aware of the government proposal to deport as many immigrants as is feasible. 

Rumour had it that political refugees wouldn’t be excluded this time around, given the current overwhelming popularity of a far-right party expected to form the next government.
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A NERVOUS BREAKDOWN

It would become too much for Emeka to bear, even in spite of familial support and friends’ solidarity. He was first on two weeks sick-leave. Then an additional two weeks: but before the end, Emeka collapsed, by taking to the streets naked during falling leaves and a pouring rainfall.  

His wife contacted his doctor who in turn contacted the police. Someone had already notified the police. The patrol eventually located him sitting on a park bench on the outskirts of the city. 

Emeka was escorted to a Psychiatric Emergency Ward.

POSTSCRIPT

Characters: 

Emeka is age 45, tall and lean, and amicable, with a family of six offspring 

(Ngozi: "Blessing") is his wife who is 35, short and chubby, mothered six children and 

hailed from Southeastern Nigeria. 

Both husband and wife are Igbos, and political refugees.  

The Nigerian family entered the Nato country through the UN quota. 

As a political refugee Emeka was fortunate to obtain a work permit and 

succeeded through acquaintances to obtain work for two years in 

a restaurant which six months ago closed. 

Emeka became unemployed and received unemployment benefits and 

his family got social assistance that paid their apartment rent. 

Occasionally he delivered morning newspapers together with a friend. 
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MAYBE THE DESTINY OF Emeka’s family remains suspended between two identities, two worlds which might be little or no significance for future generations.

The End
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Reflections on a

Distant Relationship 
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I DO NOT FEEL UNHAPPY or sad about keeping my distance from relationships, nor do I believe I have failed to understand the true nature of love. 

In my experience, relationships tend to be fraught with misunderstandings, misinterpretations, self-deception, and insecurity. 

This awareness has shaped my outlook and approach to love and companionship.

Portraits: Him and Her

HIM IS A MAN ORIGINATING from a Caribbean island, who was an average student during his 
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PRIMARY SCHOOL YEARS. He worked as a school janitor until he retired. 

While he possessed a certain handsomeness and a good sense of humour, he struggled with shyness, a stammer, and low self-esteem. 

Despite these challenges, girls were fond of him for his looks, playful nature, and reliability as a friend. 

In his mid-twenties, after moving to the UK, he remained single, and marriage rarely crossed his mind. 

He occasionally flirted and dated but these encounters seldom progressed beyond infatuation. 

He developed an obsession with women who had fuller figures. 

Most of his relationships remained at the level of acquaintances rather than close friends, as he found comfort in Caribbean music, and in books and newspapers at the library. 

After retirement at 65, he devoted his time to diary writing and browsing the Internet from his single-room apartment.

He would often say, “I shy away from beggars cause I need money too. 

I can understand why so many women text me — for the love of money.”

He smirked at the Guyanese proverb that money doesn’t grow on trees.
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THE FOLLOWING ALIGHTED amongst reflections, which he never ceased to wonder the workings of one’s consciousness:

But no man is made for defeat.

A man can be destroyed 

but not defeated. 

⁃  Hemingway, The Old Man and the Sea
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HER:

My baby what's going on

I'm made sad from your silence

Him: Why luv

U r still on what's up cause I did reply

Her: U still on what's up

Him: Hmmm. Yes

Her: I texted u, in fact, and called

But u never answered

Him: Will check

Her: No food stuff' hungry, and my aunts was supposed to

send me the money now 

I haven't got anything

And I got ulcer

Him: Yea but luv I ain't no more the Milk Man

I have been milked good and proper

Her: I don't see u as that

Why do u think that, baby

I thought we talked about this

All fingers ain't equal

I see u as my man
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HIM: That Black Jesus Christ figure don't get blessings from no bitches here! 

So I'm working on becoming free from pussy addiction 

Her: I can't possibly see it as a problem and 

don’t want to do u harm

It's never my intention, baby.

Him: That Black Jesus Christ figure don't get blessings...

Her: Or my tits

Ur sweet thick mama don't beg you to send stuff anymore 

cause I knows you have to focus on your hustle.

Him: U r a sweet thick mama and I don't beg you to send stuff

Her: That doesn't mean I can't do for u when u do for me

It doesn't have to be only u baby

I can always make a good awesome video for u baby.

When u see me as if I want

When u see me as if I want to milk U 

it hurts me 

Cos now I'm taking what we having serious and 

u think I'm all about that

Him: I know that luv. I'm not complaining, 

but I need money too cause I'ain't that well off as 

many here believe cause 

they confuse my kindness and generosity 

as signs of riches.

But the addiction has a hold on dis black dude

Her: I know that luv. I'm not complaining though, but I need m...

Him: I get that baby, 

Her: But if u stay with me and let me be your woman

Even if we flirt together

U won't have anything to lose baby

Darling I'm not seeing u as milked, 

l just want u to be mine

Being addicted to pussy is okay baby, 

u don't have to get hard on yourself, 

it's just about the company u want it with

I know I do cherish u baby and I do understand U

I feel your pains

l have also pass through this before, baby

It hurts but we can get through this baby

Together baby we can

Baby how about what I ask u before u go

Fr starving 

Baby

Darling

Him: My luv

No money 

Her: Not even $20

Him: Nothing

LOVE OR LEAVE ME

Her: See the time

I understand u baby

I know and I'm not lying. 

I experienced it all the time...

Not with me, after this no more baby

Other women r not all scammers

Replied to you

Other women were not all scammers

I'm not baby, u know this.

But they were often short of money

Him: Yeah, they were often short of money and 

developed the habit of asking or wanting to borrow 

but they never paid back because of a bad economy lol

Her: Don’t compare me, baby, cos I don’t compare u, daring

U are more than that to me

Don’t u know what ulcer is, and see the time 😩😭

What if I never get anything to eat
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... IT IS SILLY NOT TO hope, he thought. 

Besides, I believe it is a sin. 

Do not think about sin, he thought. 

There are enough problems now without sin. 

Also, I have no understanding of it.

Perhaps it was a sin to kill the fish. 

I suppose it was even though

I did it to keep me alive 

and feed many people. 

But then everything is a sin.

⁃  Hemingway, The Old Man and the Sea

The heart of man is very 

much like the sea, 

it has its storms,

it has its tides and in its depths

it has its pearls too

-Vincent Van Gogh

[image: ]

A Bad Apple - 

We Are Our Own Devices

Short Story

Lawrence. G. Taylor

[image: ]










[image: ]
































[image: ]




















[image: ]




[image: ]




[image: ]



































[image: ]


















































































[image: ]




d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
CARIBBEAN TALES

(ection

ABLEND OF FACT & FANTASY

Lawrence G. Taylor





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





d2d_images/image013.jpg
The Morning I Became
Nobody
— or simply the Other

Lawrence G.
Taylor





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





d2d_images/image018.jpg
LAWRENCE G. TAYLOR

REFLECTIONS ON
A DISTANT
RELATIONSHIP





d2d_images/image008.jpg
ISANWYREESNECESC RS TRARYE IS OFR

Short
Tale

e balbraPRPLE





