
        
            [image: cover]
        










Observations.

Stories About
Society.

Kehinde
Sonola






[image: tmp_af640860d35ef52c1f2e0d66ab7e7f39_glWzZL_html_c04fb84.jpg]


Copyright ©
2013 Kehinde
Sonola

Smashwords
Edition

The book author retains sole copyright
to this book, all contained works and images.

No part of this publication may be
reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic
or mechanical, including photocopy, recording or any information
storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from
the author.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters,
businesses, organizations, places, events, and incidents either are
the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously,
Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or
locales is entirely coincidental.

One People One World ❤

http://www.westori.com

 


Cover design by Kehinde
Sonola.

 


[image: tmp_af640860d35ef52c1f2e0d66ab7e7f39_glWzZL_html_707196e1.png]


A message
from the writer:






Hello
readers and
thank you for your
time.

Wherever you
are, may you know serenity.






This book is
dedicated to all those in the world whose
stories remain untold. It is your time. Rise.
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Thank you.








Chapter 1

The Man With
The Bag.






Remi has seen
the man at several train stations. He’s about 50 years old, 5 foot
six inches, grey and short haired, wearing a pair of wire rimmed
glasses, white gardening gloves and what appears to be either an
old boiler or janitor’s suit.

The man also
carries an old laundry bag featuring a red and white tartan design.
He grips and carries this heavy bag with all his might as he goes
from one silver rubbish box to another. Every now and then he
speaks out loud either to himself, someone nearby or someone who
isn’t there. It is unclear at times.

Often, Remi
has wondered who this man is and what is he doing? This morning he
will get another chance to learn more. As Remi waits on the south
bound platform of a particular train station, the man appears but
just 2 metres to his right. The man’s hands start working furiously
through the nearby rubbish box, pulling out newspapers, comics and
magazines which are put into the now familiar laundry
bag.

A young man
is startled as our friend suddenly says something to him. The young
man moves swiftly away as our friend laughs, shrugs his shoulders
and carries on working. At this proximity Remi can see slightly
inside the laundry bag, which contains a raft of used newspapers,
magazines and comics.

Curiosity
finally prompts Remi to ask the nearest person to his left, a lady
in a business suit, those questions he has had for several
months.

“Who is our
friend there and what is doing?”

“You mean the
homeless man there?”

As he nods,
she continues.

“He’s
collecting the papers to sell to a recycling plant or read in order
to stay in touch with society’s happenings or both.”

“Thank you,”
he replies stunned.

“Don’t
mention it. Poor bugger. At least he’s not given up on life even if
society’s given up on him.”

Remi remains
stunned as the same thought goes around in his mind.

This is
society.




Chapter 2

The
Bridge.



“Jump,” one
voice said and then all of a sudden, another.

“What are you
doing?”

The second
voice so startles him that he almost falls off the bridge.
Regaining his balance, Kjaus looks around and sees no one. Am I
imagining more things he ponders for a moment.

“Helllllloo.
I said what are you doing?”

The voice
makes him jump. He definitely isn’t imagining this. The voice is a
distinctively throaty yet feminine voice and it is coming from
below him. Looking down at the road, there’s nothing but empty
tarmac so Kjaus walks down the bridge’s pedestrian walkway to the
street level.

“I said, what
are doing?”

The voice has
more of an annoyed edge to it now. Kjaus peers into the direction
the voice came from not knowing what to expect. He begins walking
towards that direction and halfway under the bridge, the street
lighting barely illuminating the surroundings, is a woman lying
down on a raggedly blue sofa. As Kjaus walks closer, she begins to
sit up all the while eyeing him warily.

“Come closer,
I won’t bite you you hope.” The woman’s grin as she says this
doesn’t help to put Kjaus at ease but he moves closer.

“Good. Now I
can see you. Was that you crying up there and disturbing my sleep?
Come on speak up or has the homeless lady got your
tongue?”

“Em, yes,
sorry. I didn’t realise anyone was here. Do you live
here?”

“Well,
someone does and that’s me genius.”

“Oh.”

“Oh, indeed
young man. Welcome to my humble abode. I’m afraid I don’t have
refreshments so don’t make yourself comfortable.”

The woman’s
tone is defensive but cheerful and Kjaus can’t help but relax and
smile.

“What are you
smiling at?” The now fully upright woman stares at him
suspiciously.

“Nothing. My
name is Kjaus, a pleasure to meet you.”

“Kjaus. Uff,”
she sniffs almost dismissively before carrying on, “well Kjaus, I
don’t know about it being a pleasure but I’m Constance. Now, how
are you going to compensate me for disturbing my blissful
sleep?”

Kjaus begins
to take out his wallet.

“I don’t want
your money fool. Everyone thinks they can solve everything with
money. How about you tell me a tale about why you were crying up
there?”

The sharpness
of her initial words stung Kjaus a little. “I’d rather
not.”

“Oh come on.
Is it really as bad as this?” Constance sweeps her left hand around
her. “Don’t keep a lady waiting. Out with why you were about to
kill yourself.”

“Who said
that was what I was trying to do?”

“Oh please,
you wouldn’t be first. This time of night, the crying and whatever
you were muttering to yourself, it’s clear you weren’t up there for
ice cream or some pleasant sightseeing.

You can tell
me. It’s not like I’m going to tell anyone.”

Kjaus finds a
relatively clean spot near to the sofa. “May I?”

“Sit and be
merry.”

“Thank
you.

Since you
insist and feel that I owe you a tale.”

“I do and you
do.”

“Fine. Let’s
just say I was contemplating the distance between the top of the
bridge and the road.”

“Because?”

Kjaus shifts
uncomfortably in his sitting spot. “It’s been a rough last few
months.”

“I hear you.
Now out with it.”

“I’ve messed
up my job, relationship with my fiancée and life.”

“That’s it.
Bah. I’ve done that so many times I’ve lost count but I’m still
here.”

“No offence
but you’re here.” Kjaus gestures around their
surroundings.

“None taken,
yes I’m here and still here surviving.

There is an
awkward silence for a minute as they each contemplate
things.

“I’m sure if
you really take stock of things Kjaus, your life is really not as
horrible as you believe.”

“Thank you
Constance. I’m sorry for being rude just now.”

“Appreciated
but as I told you no offence taken. It’s often better to be
truthful so everyone knows where things stand.”

“Yes, but
courtesy costs nothing but a fool his pride.”

“Very good.
Did you read that in a philosophy book?”

“No, I came
up with that myself.”

“See, you’re
not so bad after all Nietzsche.”

They both
laugh at that last part and Kjaus is grateful for the
gift.

“How about
yourself Constance? How is it that you came to live here? I don’t
think I’ve ever seen you around here.

“No offence
but you never looked.”

“You’re
right, I didn’t. Please go on.”

“It’s not
rocket science. Believe it or not, I used to be an Air Force pilot.
Fought my way up through sexism, attempted rapes and bureaucracy to
reach a fairly good station as society would deem it. Then a
cheating husband, some alcohol abuse, a few wrong decisions and
voila here I am.

Save me those
pitying eyes, we all make our own choices everyday and I certainly
make mine like choosing to survive every day.

“Have you not
tried any homeless shelters or women’s sanctuaries?”

“Things are
not always that easy Father Theresa. Yes, I tried both but got
tired of helpers who couldn’t keep their hands to themselves or
fellow roamers of streets, of the male persuasion, trying to force
their way in-between my thighs when it was sweet dreams time. Don’t
get me wrong, there have been some decent places with decent people
but they are usually the royally underfunded and understaffed
places which can only offer you a bed for a few days. At least here
at night, I am in control of this patch as well as having a few
little surprises for unwelcome guests. Don’t worry, I invited you
here so you’re safe.”

“Thanks.”
Kjaus is only slightly reassured after hearing
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